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POEMS TO REMEMBER 
THE BATTLE OF BRITAIN
15th  SEPTEMBER 1940

LIE IN THE DARK AND LISTEN

Lie in the dark and listen,
It’s clear tonight so they’re flying high,
Hundreds of them, thousands perhaps,
Riding the icy, moonlit sky,
Men, machinery, bombs and maps,
Altimeters and guns and charts,
Coffee, sandwiches, fleece-lined boots,
Bones and muscles and minds and hearts,
English saplings with English roots
Deep in the earth they’ve left below.
Lie in the dark and let them go;
Lie in the dark and listen.
 
Lie in the dark and listen.
They’re going over in waves and waves
High above villages, hills and streams,
Country churches and little graves
And little citizen’s worried dreams;
Very soon they’ll have reached the sea
And far below them will lie the bays
And cliffs and sands where they used to be
Taken for summer holidays.
Lie in the dark and let them go;
Theirs is a world we’ll never know.
Lie in the dark and listen…

Noel Coward 1944

FOR THE FALLEN

They went with songs to battle, they were young.
Straight of limb. true of eye; steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them , nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.

© Laurence Bunyon

THE LAST TRIP
The comrades lying side by side
As they once stood in life
So proud to fight for freedom
For which they gave their life

Double rows of headstones
Fifty to a row
Snowy white amid grass so green
Where gentle breezes blow

Most of them were bomber crew's
Around the age of twenty
Who left their homeland hours before
Of courage they had plenty

Nestled in a clearing
The trees cut out the sound
Making it a haven
For this is hallowed ground

Folk have planted flowers
To show the love they feel
As they beside their loved ones
Upon the grass they kneel

Tears roll down the cheeks of some
For those who paid the cost
They talk to sons and loved ones
With news of what they've lost

The grass is mown just like a lawn
No litter can you see
Tended here by caring folk
That's just how it should be

Why are they here so far away
From those who loved them most
The ones who long to tend the graves
Who heard that old Last Post

Comrades lying side by side
As they once stood in life
So proud to fight for freedom
For which they gave their life.

MEN LIKE THESE  - SEPTEMBER 1940

All in the beautiful September weather,
High in blue fields of sky and out of sight,
Over the golden gorse and purple heather,
Your Spitfire squadrons roared into the fight,
High over the Medway, Chelmer and sea
You met the Hun Armada
Day on day
In battles big with England’s’ destiny,
Over a Kent or Sussex garden, gay
with many a cherished early autumn flower
Where life went on in a village, field and barn,
And no – one dreamed that in that fateful hour
You fought another Marathon or Marne,
All that you had you gave, and then gave more
To keep inviolate the English shore.

© W. A.G. Kemp



This is one of the most memorable speeches by Winston Churchill in Parliament during World War 2

“The gratitude of every home in our island, in our Empire and indeed throughout the world, except in the abodes of the guilty, goes to the British Airmen who, undaunted by odds, unwearied in their constant challenge and mortal danger, are turning the tide of world war by their prowess and by their devotion.

Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few” 

Winston Spencer Churchill 
Prime Minister




