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ANNFIELD PLAIN


Set him a pillar up there on the Loud,

Shorn of the tall trees that once made her proud.

Prouder than ever she now rears her head,

Crowned with a halo that shines o’er the dead.

Make it a finger that points to the skies

That hold his soul, though his body now lies

Calm amid flowers with peace on his face,

Type of the fine and brave of his race.

Joyce, hero, airman, met death on this brow:
Far richer beauty enhances it now.

Here, one night, when Huns were abroad,

Forth to his duty he came at the word.

Blood-eager hawks he might meet in the air,

Here where our furnaces send forth their glare.

Patrol work done comes the message “All clear!”.

Signalled together the planes homeward steer.

Flying in darkness with mist all below,

Fog blotted earth no haven can show.

So when the Loud Hill comes sheer to their view,

Joyce here would stay till darkness be through.

Fate supervenes, comes a swerve and a crash

Down to the ground in a second – a flash.

But his high soul that same instant has soared

Winging a way to the stars and his God.

Stifle a sob, or rejoice in a cheer,

Joyce, gallant soul, gave his life for us here.
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