Not Forgotten

Driving through the nearly flat, lush farmlands in Lincolnshire and Rutland we were admiring the views and the crops. Then I was struck by an incongruous thought….wasn’t this the area which served almost as one large airfield in World War Two? 

No sooner had the thought entered my head than we saw it, a pair of flags, British and American, marking the spot. Gleaming black, with golden letters, we saw the memorial to the 401st Bombardment Group of the Eighth Air force of USAAF, there by the roadside, near an old airfield.

Instantly it brought to mind a picture of young Americans brought to this country from far-flung places in the States, flying (and too often dying) to maintain freedom as we know it. Knowing a little of the villages nearby I thought how strange these Americans would have found wartime Britain, how small it must have seemed, how vulnerable.

I thought too of the welcome they received, of the local people whose own sons were now fighting far away, and things stared to fall into place.
It is said that the English (and the British) have long memories, and this is true. Sometimes they can look down on those with shorter or less illustrious histories – like the retort of the Oxford Professor, when told a student wanted to study American History….’Yes, but what will you do in the afternoon?..’- But the British have long memories of friendship, too.

The monument gleamed in the sun that day because people cared for it and made sure it was so. There were fresh flowers there, too, and that was no accident.

We remember our friends, who helped when they were needed. Gone? Perhaps. Forgotten? Never.

