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Sing to me, white gull;
Swing above and circle to the sea.

Hover softly where they died:
The beautiful, unfinished ones,
Who slipped from war's fiery raging
Into the cold, slow silence.

Sing of the vanished boys,
Whose caps floated for a while
Like white blossoms on the gentle tide,
And then scattered,
As if going home.

Circle slowly where they lie;
Now no wreath
Nor lingering sound:
Only the soft wisdom of the stars
And the inextinguishable sea.





	
