Alan’s Speech

It is my privilege to represent the kiwis that can’t be here today and, in particular, the running community. I want to bring greetings and love from them to Alan’s German family and friends, and of course, to make a personal tribute to big Al Bob.
My first story comes from a long time ago – so long a go – I had hair, and Bettina was still waiting at Benedict Language school for a tall sexy kiwi man to stroll in the door and say - G’day …. 

In those days before Triathlon we used to run road relays for fun ??! . The problem with NZ relays is mountains. The problem with mountains is no-one ever wants to run the downhill lap. What you need is a really light person of about 60kg – some-one light on their feet, some-one who just bounces along.
In the 1982 Wellington to Masterton relay NO-ONE wanted to run down the Rimutukas for Takapuna. We couldn’t get a volunteer until one idiot said.  Choice ! I’ll do it, no worries – Story!

Of course big Al! He’s nice and light (85kg), light on his feet (leans forward, legs splayed, leaves dents in the tarmac as he runs), only 12km and near his best distance (800m)  PERFECT !!

Afterwards his feet were so covered in blisters we had to virtually carry him to get his medal, and a week later I caught him at Teachers’ College still walking down stairs backwards.
Funny – yes, but typical of Al – he came forward to do the hardest lap – never complained – because Alan would do anything for you he is selfless, willing to the last. 
My second story is more recent…

Alan has been a great friend for me for 26 years and has always been there for me. What especially stands out was his role as best man, at our wedding last year. He worked and worked on the speech and I know he was soooooo nervous about it – because he wanted to do well for us.
It was the most amazing speech: In 45 mins he made us laugh, he made us cry , he made us feel embarrassed, he made us feel proud, he made us think of others – what he really did was make us all a little more - human. 
Two stories 24 years apart – the one consistent thing is Alan’s generous spirit, everybody here has felt it. We will never forget it.
To finish off – I have a poem written by our web meister, Greg Shaw he has asked me to deliver it.
Quintessence

A toothsome smile, sunny dawn... breaking forth  

so far, so close, envelopes us with warmth - 

booming laugh surges up our tired shore 
invigorates, sparkles, recedes....  surging once more - 

quiet contemplation, still, harmonious bush  

absorbs, peaceful, musing on your thoughts - 

calm waters, powerful flow, turbulent energy cascades  

though you are no longer here, you are all around us.

Kia Ora Greg 

Kia Ora Alan..

