
 

MOTHER OF THE MUSES, HEAR OUR PLEA 
 

 The silver sound of a bell is clearest 
  sound in deadly tempest. Chime 
  of dreaded tocsin, tolling our time, 
  is calling us down from all held dearest 
  through strata of past striving, seas 
  of self, and deeps of Memory. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


