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THE AIRFIELD

I lie here still; atop the hill;

Abandoned long to nature's will.
My buildings down; my people gone;

My only sound the wild bird's song.

But my mighty birds will rise no more;

No more I hear their engines roar.

And never now my bosom feels

the pounding of those giant wheels.

From Rivenhall hill their voices cast
thunderous echoes of the past.
And still in lonely reverie;

their great dark wings sweep down on me.

Laughter; sorrow; hope and pain,

I shall never know these things again.

Emotions that I came to know

of strange young men of long ago.

Who knows, as evening shadows meet,
They're with me still; a phantom fleet;

and do their ghosts still stride unseen
across my face; so wide and green?

In future should the earthworks deep
destroy my memory as I sleep.
Forgotten is my purpose now;

Buried deep by jib and plough.

Great earthworks now adorn the sky;

Oh; remember me as you pass by;

and let not greed my memory fade.
And recall the reason I was made.

Built for the sake of England's fate:
Rivenhall Airfield No. 168.

