
BONIFACE VIII 

Benedict Gaetani 

 

It was a curious path, his papal ascension 

As he assumed the pontificate amid strife and contention. 

When Celestine stepped down, there were many a voice 

Accusing Gaetani of forcing the choice. 

Eye-witnesses disprove this false bit of lore, 

But the lies grew bolder, and soon there were more. 

 

Accused of the murder of the pope who was previous 

He suffered slander and calumny of a nature most grievous. 

When Celestine’s mortal coil at last set him free, 

Some claimed he was murdered by papal decree. 

So haughty and bold were these sons of perdition, 

‘Killed by Boniface’ was on the tomb’s inscription. 

 

Catholic kings and princes amongst themselves fought, 

While the Christians being slaughtered the reckoned as naught. 

Tens of thousands by Turks butchered and slain, 

As Boniface appealed to his base kings in vain. 

 

There is a prevailing falsehood in history’s pages, 

Diffused by academia and its pseudo-sages. 

‘Europe was but a fiefdom, the Pope its overlord,’ 

When in truth he was scoffed at, and roundly ignored. 

 

The Kings of England and France were but Catholic in name 

While the Church they plundered, her sanctuaries profaned. 

Among the College of Cardinals were scoundrels no better, 

Enemies of Peter; Judas’ successors. 



 

He had no army to protect his own helpless nation, 

But held the Keys of Heaven and taught of salvation. 

Lest his children follow these wolves through the gates of Hell, 

With the great Bull ‘Unum Sanctum’ the truth he did tell. 

 

Only in Christ’s Church can we obtain life eternal, 

While despising her Pope leads to fire infernal. 

A true child of the Pontiff must any man be, 

If his heavenly homeland he aspires to see. 

 

But with the Devil’s pride and a jackass’ brain, 

Faithless Henry betrayed him again and again. 

 

In the town of Agnani, the traitors seized upon their chance 

To imprison Pope Boniface and deliver him to France. 

As if by demons possessed, this town’s wretched people 

Pillaged, sacked and burned their own sacred cathedral. 

 

The noble family Orsini, outraged by this crime, 

Rescued Pope Boniface, in just the nick of time. 

Wearied and broken, he was safely back in Rome, 

When one month later, his Maker called him home. 

 

When slandered for Christ’s sake, we merit heavenly treasure, 

And in death as in life, Boniface reaped a copious measure. 

Dante and many others served as slanderous scribes, 

To the pages of history consigning unflattering lies. 

But that Catholics may know of the Pope’s eternal glory, 

The very finger of God wrote the rest of the story. 

 

The people of Agnani, by their sacrilegious deeds, 

Sowed for their own children, bitter, dreadful seeds. 



In disgracing His Pope, they were blaspheming God, 

And so felt the might of His wrath, the brunt of His rod. 

 

For two score of decades their city suffered and languished, 

It’s dwindling descendants consumed by despair and anguish. 

Knowing full well the reason their miseries endured, 

From Pope Clement VII absolution was procured. 

 

In so atoning for their forebearers’ contempt of Peter, 

Mercy supplanted justice, and their future was much sweeter. 

‘Just a twist of chance,’ the cynic of this may say, 

But Christ championed his Vicar in a much more personal way. 

 

After three centuries of death, his tomb was excavated, 

Where the incorrupt Boniface the workmen there awaited. 

Even his pontifical vestments had no trace of decay, 

Heaven has rendered its verdict; there is nothing more to say. 

 

Now, Pope Gaetani, as you dwell in glory without end, 

May your apostolic blessing, upon us still descend. 

 

 


