Standing here to share with you some memories reminded me of the Indian saying, “It takes a minute to say hello and forever to say goodbye”, and so it is. From that initial ‘hello’ it has taken 37 years for us to say goodbye to Malcolm.

1975 was a year when the United Kingdom was licking its economic wounds after the miners’ strikes, power cuts and four day working week. The accumulated effect of the troubles meant that there was over one million unemployed.

Malcolm  - and John Fisher – who is with us today - were part of that number after their printing works near Liverpool hit problems.

The same year our family business had reached an agreement to technically produce the Isle of Man Courier, which was then independent and a full broadsheet newspaper.  The Courier staff available to join us had no experience in the new methods of production. Some additional skilled help was needed. We asked for help from the then all powerful printing union and within a few days my family said ‘hello’ Malcolm, not in the Isle of Man but in Manchester.

We knew that the Courier was under some pressure having had strikes of its own and we were a new and small company.  Being aware of these risks did not deter Malcolm and John and later that year they took the courageous step of moving, not just themselves for the time being, but their entire families to the Isle of Man - for good.

It didn’t take long for his love of sport and his considerable range of abilities to bring him in to close contact with the island’s sporting life.  And he will be remembered by many as a result. 

I remember him most for his work and play in Table Tennis. Since the seventies he had been a member of the IOM Table Tennis Association.  Many will recall his readiness to help the youngsters to practice and improve.  He was happy to see young players move up through the leagues and challenge – and beat – their older opponents (as long as it was not him) both in the local competitions and off Island.

He was a consistent friend to our family, particularly Ewan who for over thirty years he encouraged, coached, guided him and served as his mentor. 

Malcolm was passionate about his sport and keen to impart pearls of wisdom on how to play better; he’d often say, “I never apologise for nets and edges because I aim for them!” Maybe he did, as he had more than his fair share – much to the frustration of his opponents.

He was highly competitive. He most certainly did not recognise the adage, “Its not winning that matters, its playing the game”.  To Malcolm, winning did matter. and this drive to win did not fade as he grew older. Few can say as each decade passed  that they had won the top prize for the over 40’s, the over 50’s, the over 60’s and then the over 70’s.   Graham McFarlane was expecting to have to pull out all the stops for the over 8o’s. 

Competitive he may have been but he was not aggressive with it. I remember him as a gentleman and a gentle man.  Although not without his superstitions, he thought his table tennis career had come to an abrupt end when he lost his lucky bat; although he did find it sometime later.

When we took on the sponsorship of his club team, it was renamed Copy Shop.  He was its Chairman and Treasurer. 

He made sure all the team players had their kit, a fixture card and if they were stuck, he even acted as a taxi service to the venue.

That is the sort of dedication he gave to his club and to the sport in general. 

Last year that dedication and his other achievements were recognised by a presentation of a Lifetime Achievement Award for his services to table tennis. -  a new award especially for him. As he received it he was close to tears. 

In recent years he found it more difficult to play and turned some of his determination to win to bowls. But he still took enormous pleasure when his table tennis club’s various teams won the league, was promoted, and one player, Ronan McDonell won every competition he played last year.

Table tennis, of course, was not his only sport and I am sure that there will be others here this afternoon with many similar recollections about his activities including golf, bowls, squash and his passion for Liverpool Football Club.

If asked to sum up in one sentence, I would say, Malcolm was a reliable and consistent friend from the very early days to now - and we shall not forget him. 

I started with a saying and now will end with another. The words seem appropriate today.

“True friendship is like good health, the value is seldom known until it is lost”.

Most of us have known the value of Malcolm.  We wish him well on his next journey and –


Malcolm, don’t forget to take your bat.

.

