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Bernadette Horton

Jack came with us to Reykjavik.
The six of us, flew into minus five
Over the roofs
Of the reds and blues
Soft yellows and greens
Of the panoramic Icelandic houses.

We climbed Snaefells Jokull
The cornflower blue sky
Towering over us; the pinnacle of life
We scaled ever higher
Needing to quench
Our mountaineers thirst to conquer.

Then he fell.
Like a fly on the mountain face
Descending, tumbling, spiralling, freefalling,
They found streaks of scarlet blood
Etched across virgin snow
Picasso-esque,
His body a broken mess
Like a smashed-up doll
Hurled against the wall by an angry child.

As we stood near the sea edge,
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In paralysis and shock,
The eerie sound of whales calling to each other
Could be heard, echoing through the mournful wind.
Singing a requiem for Jack; the friend we lost.
