Boky- Eulogy

HUZZAH!
Like James, I too met Boky in person for the first time on a ride. We had been swapping emails etc. over the net when I lived in Perth, and was instrumental in my decision to move to NSW. Once here, he made every effort to involve me and came to visit me and my family to make us feel welcome. I was to learn that this was how Boky was- he made the effort to get to know a person which is why he has such a large and varied group of friends.
Once I got to know him, not long after I started the Oz VFR list and website. He sent me a list of email addresses that was almost a total list of VFR owners, as if it was right off Honda Australia’s books. It wasn’t though … it was just a small part of his large group of riding friends.  Having Boky assist with the list start-up and as the grumpy admin was to prove instrumental to the list success.
He was then quite active in getting everyone together for rides and gatherings. He led rides and was there for the photographs, which he duly posted immediately, unlike myself! It was the only thing he ‘Hadn’t got around to’.
‘Boky Tours’ then went on to be a force to be reckoned with- he knew every road and direction to take, right down to ETA and trip duration. He truly did lead by example and was always there for the stragglers, the slower riders and the fallen. All the motorcyclists here I’m sure can think of a time following that bag around Australia somewhere, and feeling right at home there.
“Pay attention- there’ll be a test later!”

He was fantastic with his photography and the ability to capture a moment. On one ride up the Bell’s Line of Road we came to Mt Victoria, with the weather closing in, and he “Thought stopping here might be a good idea”- well it hailed within 5 minutes and bloody hard too. We then shared the front porch with a large contingent of Honda rider’s club members on a ride, bumped into another VFR rider who Boky promptly reminded of his place- SPLITTER!  And of course all of this was captured on his trusty camera.
He was a man of many talents- aside from the resident paparazzi and his riding, he was also an accomplished soldier and had offered his services to active duties.
He also had a mean collection of widgets.

I think what we all will remember of him is his personality. Always there with a helping hand, a good word or a fair word. He would tell you if he didn’t know, but if he did, he was spot on. Polite, careful and considerate. 
Someone has said that Boky could represent Australia at the Olympics if they had a ‘Good bloke” competition. 

BREAK

In his last days, he spent Christmas with his family and then headed up to Brisbane to see a few friends and do some riding. We were honoured to have him stay with us for the evening to head out fresh for the ride in the morning. That’s just what he was like- a quiet beer at the end of the day, a good sleep and a good, clean start.
After a coffee and a quick chat, we were all suited up and out the gate for the ride. No fuss, he tagged along and was just glad to be riding. I never saw him frown about motorcycling. In fact I can’t recall anything upsetting him.
We had a fantastic ride. A hot day, but a good ride, lots of laughter and plenty of the usual Boky humour and as pointed out previously his ninja photography.

He was fantastic to follow, as always, and I once again was blessed, for one last time, to watch that rider, that bike, that bag all in symphony.
Tragedy struck in the worst possible way. He had a relatively minor tumble, which then unfortunately put him in the wrong place at the wrong time. No-one was in the wrong. He died surrounded by friends who cared and tried their best for him, and who like everyone here will never forget him.
Boky, you will always be a good bloke, a great rider, a hero and a born leader. May you never get lost.

