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FOAM-FLOWERS OF THE SEA

«For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms wither.» SWINBURNE.-

TO MY FRIEND ABBOT SERAPION OULOUHODGIAN OF SAN LAZZARO MONASTERY
IN MEMORY OF A MEDITERRANEAN-ATLANTIC VOYAGE TOGETHER ON THE VULCANIA

These foam-flowers gathered from the unbounded sea

When beauty’s warden set our spirits free

To roam the fields of flowery-flying foam

With feet more fleet than the waves that find no home,

I bring you these, the blossoms of sleep and death,

The flowers that do not wither, the flowers that are born of death,

Bending and blowing hither, fulfilled with a freedom of breath.

They have no roots, these flowers, they are born of the wind
and the wave,

And are scatteéred and gathered again even of the hand that gave.

And yet they live, the gift of joyfuller hours,

Brought as men bring their Dead some gift of flowers,

In a shrine apart of some high memory

Twining with death in a deathless threnody

Of the things that know not death. Shall these know death ?

Lo, they were gathered when the north wind’s breath

Shattered the purple fields with silver ruin,

Plucked from the underworld where darkly drew in

The trampling cohorts of the tragic night,

Crushing them underfoot with the last of light

To blossom afresh on the vernal bosom of morning.

Shall these know death? Yea, even though death adorning

At night in the locks of the sea, like some dead sea-maid’s hair,

Or culled from the curls of sleep, from all things fatal and fair

(As when we gazed on the Azores drifting by,

Wrapt in a melody of sea and sky,

And strangely mused on the life among those mountains

All musical with timeless rills and fountains),

They live apart, the gift of joyfuller hours,

Brought as men bring their Dead some gift of flowers,

In whose high name I bring them as gifts of me —

The foam-flowers of fancy and friendship formed from the sea,

Edmond Kowalewski
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