

	THE UNKNOWN PILOT by Jane Bheemah	

The children cluster round my bronze image, jostling each other. 
Inquisitive eyes try to read my inscription. 
They seek my identity, yet they will not find it. 
They think I am one, but I am the nameless many, lost in the echoing hall of years. 
I represent every young man who has ever gone to war 
- - - and not come back.

My sweetheart’s kiss remains fresh on my lips, 
though I know she will move on to another. 
         
There is a statue of me in the park near the Community Centre 
and there are moments when my spirit slips out. 
Don’t be afraid if you glimpse me one frosty morning, 
racing past the Watch Tower – 
present one minute and gone the next. 
Though you won’t see it, 
you may feel my icy breath cold on your cheek 
when our time lines cross – 
but I neither touch nor harm, not you.

Ethereal as a river mist, 
I’m destined to keep running here on Kings Hill, 
playing out the age-old game of war.
The crowd presses in, 
but I’m running, always running, 
gripping my old, leather pilot’s case – no time to lose, 
I’m answering the shout. 
Out of my way, I’m an ace RAF Squadron pilot. 
There’s a Spitfire with my name on, 
and I must fly her – out over the wealds of Kent 
and the white cliffs of Dover. 
I’ve been trained for this moment. 
I have to respond, even though this maybe the last dawn that I’ll see.

My mother’s last embrace will be the memory I gift her when her thoughts turn to me and her eyes sting with tears. 
My children’s feet will not tread this Earth. 
Unborn, they must dance in heavenly realms – 
phantoms of what might have been.

Think of me, if you will, and say a prayer on Remembrance Day, 
when the ground is red with poppies. 
For I am your father and grandfather – 
and, if the world does not change, 
your grandsons and great-grandsons, too.

*Written to honour the statue of the lone pilot which stands on Kings Hill, near the Community Centre.



