old Raif

The dawn way arising, the day was anew
No-footstep had yet disturbed the fresh dew
Wait, all was not sient, the day not alone

for here way the gaumekeeper, leaving his home

Where yow goin?’ asked the boy, Sleepy-eyed
Ay the old mauv intweeds slipped silently by
To- see to- my chawrges;, they need me thiy day’
Few wordsy from thisy quiel many oft nought did he sovy

‘CanvI come withvye, the work I cawn share
I won't be v nuisance; yow wonwt know I'mthere
Allreet; said Old Raif; come up T thut
But one word of wawrning; keep thio moutiv shut!

Raif shawed many secrety, that few've ever seen
The old fox,; the sly brock, he knows where they've been
Saw life all around hiwy, and deativ iy there; too-
nature givey ally but youwr heart must be true

And now weak and weary, hisg good work iy done
Recalling his lifetime to-his future, hiy sonw
Withveach cherished story that spread many years
The keeper remembers, hiy eyes fll with-teory

What makes o Gamekeeper, isthere avplowy
Ghost of the forest, thiy quiet, gentle man
Natwrey protector, o lover of life
supporting withpride; iy the Gamekeeper'y wife

Dedicated to-my old friend; Raif Barton, who-taught me everything I
know about owr wonderful countryside and how to-respect all iving
things; and to-all Gamekeepers who-keep these wondery for future
generations:

Dr Grahoww Contes-Gilbson
Lancashire; September 2017



