In Memoriam – Terry Boy

The honey bee busies between flowers this morning,        
thrushes twitter in the garden bush, 
the turtle doves coo from their vantage point as usual, 
crows crake from the chimney top.

Subdued light glints in the old door’s brasses,
I see you framed taking your leave, 
a brave smile while embracing Barbara,
not hiding the sadness in your heart.

Raindrops splash through the woodland canopy,
my battered hat keeping head and mind dry;
your hat and waxed jacket your constant companions,
as you found delight in our village wood.

Brown water churns today in Poll Lucais,
where you cast your fly just weeks before; 
you found strength that day to step up the cliff-face
to surprise yourself and delight your old pal.

The broadleaves refreshed, the firs maybe brighter,
the view from the old pine is largely unchanged, 
tangled roots - moss-covered, and fir cones,
where you stood or sat daily to feed on the view.

Nourished by nature and bolstered by friendships,
your spiritual quest taking you places anew, 
your zest for life never diminished
lives on in your son - and strengthens us too.


(Your pal - Adrian Clark, Evanton, 11 July 2010)           

