The Sunflower
         Poem by 

Dominic Rover, O.P.

Fr. Rover’s commentary on the poem, given at a live poetry reading at Providence College where he taught for many years:  “I noticed, after writing a series of poems, that the sun came up in four out of five. It must be my image. So to get on with the process, I wrote a poem called “Sunflower.” And I’m pleased with it, too, because it’s all one sentence—and that took a little bit of juggling.  But it flows—I let it flow.  And it has to do—I’ll tell you in advance--this is the priest coming out.  It’s about us looking for God, right?  Pursuing, staring at Him, finding Him, somewhere.”

One relatively perfect sunflower,

tongues of snow and a lemon heart,

transplanted east-by-northeast off the lower porch,

no longer poised to take the sun because the house, 

like a greedy billboard, 

buys time and space 

and the freedom of the light for over half the day, 

twists head and shoulders round the porch like a velvet swan 

and with wry neck and unembarrassed thirst, 

drinks in the sun.

  About Fr. Dominic Rover, O.P., called “Tommy” by his friends 
God was well rewarded for calling this very special person, Tommy Rover, by vocation to be a priest, and by profession to be a poet and dramatist.  It was a happy complementarity because his spiritual nature made him a lover of God and of life and his artistic gifts allowed him to sing the praises of both. 
For his love of life, see Ars Moriendi at http://www.logosinstitute.org/arsmoriendi.html 
As a dramatist for God, view his moving Dominican vocational film where he speaks about the Dominican calling to Truth (http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IK8Q57o1m3I
In the 1960’s, he authored a number of highly-regarded TV scripts for NBC’s The Catholic Hour.
When he preached, his poetic use of language and dramatist’s sense of timing could hold an entire congregation spellbound as his sermons worked their way to a studied climax.  One could say the Holy Spirit spoke easily through him.

But if he was good at speaking, he was also good at silence.  My deepest impression of him was the aura of quiet that radiated from within him outward.  You could be silent in his presence and not feel awkward, blamed, or guilty.  I always thought that his deeply quiet interior and his reticence in conversation came as a by-product of his Dominican vocation “to give to others the fruits of contemplation.”

A soul like this draws people to God—and that’s what Fr. Rover did so well.  A sensitive counselor and confessor, when he gave retreats, he would spend hours with penitents eager to speak with him privately, souls openly feeling comfortable enough in his presence to spill out a lifetime of pent-up pain.

From that deep silence also came his trademark Irish wit.  His humor was never sarcastic or sardonic.  His quick wit would provoke instantaneous laughter, but gentle laughter, the response of a shared recognition of life’s comic twists.  This wit worked its way into his poetry.

After he became burdened with the effects of Parkinson’s disease, we made many pilgrimages to the nursing facilities in New England, and later Washington D.C., where he lived.   But even then, in a weakened condition, he was still the priest, now offering himself as part of the sacrifice, and still the preacher, walking up and down the halls, pushing his own wheelchair ahead of him, visiting his “flock” and offering them a few wise words of peace, and the joy of his presence.

Perhaps his entire life could be summed up in the comment of a businessman who had met him once, and years later, when asked if he remembered who Fr. Rover was, answered:  “Oh, yes, he is that priest in whose presence you feel very loved.”
Fr. Rover passed away in 1997.
--AJS, T.O.P.
