
"Where neither lark nor even eagle flew," from a poem by a Canadian flyer who 
died in an air crash, inspired the above famous new English pa_inting by C. R. . W. 
Nevinson, A. R. A. "Battlefields of Britain." It has been given to the nation. 

'~TOUCHED THE FACE OF GOD" 

T HE author of the most famous poem of the war to date, poet 
and flyer John Magee, a Canadian member of the RAF, must 
have had some premonition of death when he wrote: 

Some evening, when I am sitting out alone, 
Watching, perhaps a cloud across the sky, 

[' ll feel as if a strange, cool wind has blown-
And suddenly I'll know that I'm to die. 

Then, shortly before his fata l collision with another plane, 
came ·this classical sonnet that will live long: "High Flight." 

Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth, 
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 

Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 
0 f sun-split clouds, and done a hundred things 

l'ou have not dreamed of-wheeled and soared and swung 
High in the sunlit . silence. Hov'ring there, 

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air. 

Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue 
I've topped · the wind-swept heights with ealy grace 

Where never lark, or even eagles flew 
And, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod 

f he high, untres passed sanctity Of Space, 
· Put out my hand and touched the face of God. 


