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MEMORIAL EDITION DEDICATED TO JACK McALLISTER (1928-2007)

The following Eulogy to Jack McAllister, was read by Ann McAllister at Jack’s funeral on Friday 14"
December 2007

“Jackie Mac, a life lived to the full

Jack was born John McAllister on 17th December, 1928 to Margaret and Robert McAllister, who
was also known as Jack. Jack’s brother Robert (known as Bob) followed him into the world just
over a year later. They were educated at Woodslee School in Bromborough and entertained
themselves by going on expeditions in the woods, where they would build a campfire and cook
‘dampers’ — little pancakes made solely from flour and water, upon which they might smear a
spoonful of jam if available. Jack retained a passion ever afterwards for campfires, jam — and
one-pot cooking.

Jack’s father and uncles were the proud owners of motorbikes with sidecars, so the whole family
went on Sunday outings to the seaside, anywhere from New Brighton to Prestatyn, giving Jack
his first taste of foreign travel.

His father having been born on the Isle of Man, Jack felt an affinity for the island, and returned
there many times, for cycling week and family holidays. Jack found amusement in the simplest
things; when the family were on a cycling holiday in Douglas in 1967 part of their evening
entertainment was collecting crisp packets in Nobles Park, to send off in aid of the 1968 British
Olympic teams.

Her husband away in the army, Jack’s mother arranged for herself and the two boys to lodge at
Bryn lorcyn, a farm at Caergwrle in North Wales, during the war — an experience which Jack
found inspiring to the point that he dreamed ever afterwards of becoming a hill farmer, whereas
Bob did not take to the country life and absconded by bicycle back to Bromborough.

Leaving Woodslee aged 14, Jack embarked on an engineering apprenticeship at Fawcett
Preston, based in Bromborough Pool. One of his favourite photos shows him on his first day,
grinning cheerily up at the 6'6” gateman with all the optimism of youth.



Jack started running with Wirral Athletic Club, and cycling with the Birkenhead CC. In the early
fifties he met Marjorie Banyard, fell in love and married in 1955. However, when the time came to
apply for a mortgage, Jack was refused life insurance on the grounds that he had a heart
murmur. He remained untroubled by this information and continued to explore the limits of the
murmur.

By now it was becoming clear that Jack had something of a competitive element to his nature. Of
the cycling we shall hear more later, but when he and Marjorie invested in a Commer Cob van
the family were able to follow him around the North West to cross-country races. Whether it was
Arrowe Park or the Three Peaks it was usually raining. Jack was always modest about his
sporting ability, but nevertheless proud of his record in the 24-mile Three Peaks, an epic race
with 4500 feet of climbing.

A typical Jack-ism was to have started walking the 14 peaks over three thousand feet in
Snowdonia. Upon seeing a couple of runners overtake the party he was with, he changed from
walking boots to running shoes at LIyn Ogwen, where Marjorie was waiting with sustenance and
children, caught the runners up and continued with them to the end at Aber Falls. His justification
for this acceleration was that he didn’'t want the family to be waiting there too long, as they had to
travel on to a campsite and set up camp before dark.

He was also pretty handy on the flat, finishing two of several marathons in 2:29 — respectable
even now, and achieved in those days in what can only be described as unsophisticated shoes,
on a simple training plan based on running as far as possible as often as possible. In 1968 he
also chose to compete in the Liverpool to Blackpool race — yes, race, on foot - which was 48 and
a half miles long, and won first newcomer.

The combination of van and running was perfectly compatible with the long, hot sunny summers
they used to have in the 60s, so the family spent every weekend away, more often than not in
Wales, with the Camping Club, having a great time playing volleyball during the day and barn
dancing at night. The fuel shortages of the early 70s were no barrier to his enjoyment of getting
away from it all in a tent, and at his suggestion the Club spent occasional weekends at local
beauty spot Raby Mere two miles from the McAllister family home. Once pitched, you could have
been anywhere!

Jack was a devoted son, moving in with his parents to nurse his father through the final months of
his life. When his father retired in 1971 Jack took up the Daily Mirror’s offer of a do-it-yourself
dinghy kit so that they could build it together. His father having been a boiler-plate maker at
Cammell Laird and a keen model yacht maker, they stapled and resined, sanded and painted, re-
sanded and re—painted a sturdy bright yellow craft which is watertight to this day and which bears
the legend CEBRANJO in foot-high black vinyl lettering visible the length of Bala lake in anything
less than a force five. Yes, the name was inspired by a simple re-ordering of his childrens’
names (Ann, John, Brian and Cerian). As youngsters, their embarrassment was profound.

Cebranjo’s maiden voyage nearly ended in tragedy. Jack took John out onto the cold and breezy
Llyn Brenig, up on the Denbigh moors, but the strong wind capsized the boat and John was
trapped underneath in the freezing water with a rope around his neck. Jack’s athletic prowess
did not extend to swimming, but his foresight in having his children taught to swim with the
Cheshire Dolphins paid off, and John was able to extricate himself from this peril while the rest of
the family, under-estimating the seriousness of the situation, sang ‘We all live in a yellow
submarine’ from the safety of the shore.

Once again, he just couldn’t help himself. He joined the Vauxhall Sailing Club, based at
Llangower on the shores of Bala lake, taught himself to sail and started winning cups and
medals. He invested in an aluminium mast and a racing spinnaker. The boys were despatched
to investigate the positioning of vital plates and screws on the Club champion’s dinghy, and the
family spent every spring to autumn weekend camping at Llangower, a favourite place ever since,
where they also indulged in Jack’s passion for campfires on the beach. However, the crew did
not share their skipper’s tenacity and one by one they deserted to other vessels, leaving only
Marjorie — with the benefit of her deaf ear — to serve as crew.



Prior to all this ‘leisure’ activity, Jack had joined the Drawing Office of Shell Chemicals at Stanlow.
In his keenness to arrive at work early he was out of the house by 6am and ran to work,
thoughtfully arranging the Daily Telegraph around his office windows so as not to frighten the
cleaners with his ablutions (no showers at work in those days). Lunchtime afforded an additional
training opportunity, topped off by a brisk run home — by the scenic route, naturally.

A routine medical examination in his mid-forties confirmed the diagnosis he’d been given
decades earlier, revealing that he’'d suffered a heart attack that had passed unnoticed by Jack, so
he was instructed to take things more slowly. This information propelled him back to his bike,
and provided the Stanlow security staff with an additional fast-moving vehicle upon which to keep
an eye. He was once taken to task by one of these gentlemen, who tracked Jack down to his
office-cum-bathroom with an official warning for having been travelling over the site limit of twenty
miles per hour. Jack, standing there cold, wet and soapy, objected in the strongest terms.

His bike training took a similar pattern to his running training, winter snow no deterrent once he
invested in a trike — fondly remembered, I’'m sure, by his colleagues in cars trailing him across
packed snow along QOil Sites Road.

In contrast, Jack’s golfing career was short-lived. Invited to a golf day at Gleneagles through
work, he splashed out with his Green Shield stamps on a half set of clubs. Imagine his
mortification, driving off from the first tee at this Mecca of the sport, when the head of his driver
parted company with the shaft instead of making contact with the ball.

Working at Shell included a powerful social element for Jack. He went to one fancy dress party
dressed as an American footballer, the padding giving him ample opportunity to bump into taller
men without worrying about the consequences. He had learned this lesson years before, when
guests at another party had locked champion boxer Pat McAteer out of the room for fun. The
powerful pugilist was less than amused, and no-one dared open the door to his knocking, until
Jack plucked up the courage. To his great relief the champion towering over him merely
observed, “Oh, it's you, Jack,” and lowered the fearsome fists.

Despite his affection and respect for many of his colleagues, with whom he kept in touch until
now, Jack awaited early retirement eagerly. It finally came round in January 1986, and as soon
as Marjorie followed suit in September they took the first of many trips abroad, starting with
Russia. Naturally, it soon went against the grain to holiday without bikes, so they re-kindled their
taste for cycle-touring, this time in destinations such as Turkey and Czechoslovakia with good
friends from the Birkenhead North End cycling club, as well as CTC tours and annual cycling club
trips.

As Marjorie became increasingly incapacitated after 1999, Jack adapted valiantly; on a previous
occasion when she’d been hospitalised he’d fed his young family by heating all the ingredients for
an entire meal in just the one pan (keeping the custard separate, thankfully) to save time and
washing up. For Marjorie he taught himself to cook, socialising in Bromborough village as he
shopped for ingredients, and trying out new recipes to encourage the appetite she was losing.

He also continued their tradition of using all the fruit from the trees they had planted in 1968,
producing several tonnes of stewed apples and damson jam every year.

To sum Jack up in just a few words is obviously a challenge. | think all of us would testify to his
strong sense of duty, his loyalty and above all, his enthusiasm, his integrity and his self-
deprecating sense of humour.

| haven’'t mentioned the homebrew and wine-making, the telescope, the ballroom dancing, the
darkroom .... Jack’s children feel so lucky that their parents gave them so many opportunities
and set such high standards. OK, the golf may not have gone quite according to plan, but as a
father, Jackie Mac was unsurpassed. “



This extract was read by John Burgess, in memory of Jack’s|ove of North Wales.

WILD WALES
Its people, Language and Scenery by George Borrow 1803 — 1881
Published 1862 (events took place 1854)

Leaving Bala | passed through the village of Llanfair and found myself by the Dee, whose course
| followed for some way. Coming to the northern extremity of the Bala valley, | entered a pass
tending due north. Here the road slightly diverged from the river. | sped along delighted with the
beauty of the scenery. On my left was a high bank covered with trees, on my right a grove,
through openings in which | occasionally caught glimpses of the river, over whose farther side
towered noble hills. An hour’s walking brought me into a comparatively open country, fruitful and
charming. At about one o’clock | reached a large village, the name of which, like those of most
Welsh villages, began with Llan. There | refreshed myself for an hour or two in an old-fashioned
inn, and then resumed my journey.

| passed through Corwen; again visited Glendower’s monticle upon the Dee, and reached
Llangollen shortly after sunset, where | found my beloved two well and glad to see me.

The following Tribute was delivered by Clive Walmdley.

My first memory of Jack is in June 1977 at the finish of the West Cheshire 100 in Bunbury with
Dai Davies, myself and Jack making up the fastest team. However, it turned out that Jack had
only joined the North End 2 weeks earlier and had entered under the Merseyside Vets
Association and therefore we couldn’t claim the fastest team so it was awarded to the Kirkby
instead. He wasn't very pleased and he was still expressing his disappointment over beers later
that year in Ruthin at the club Christmas tea. However over the following years he was to make
up for this disappointment in open events and in being placed and winner of Liverpool time trial
and West Cheshire championships. These performances led in 1979 to a coveted RTTC, Best All
Rounder certificate for achieving in excess of 22mph over 50,100 and 12 hours. He was very
proud of this.

For me, one of his highlights was the Championship hundred at Borough Bridge where it rained
stair rods from start to finish. He did 4.24 in this and this was the week after he had finished the
Mersey roads 24. Of note, on this day his wife Marj also finished high up in the ladies
championship 100.

Moving on to club activities, which from his point of view were more important. His work in
encouraging and helping many young men and women, some of which have gone on to the top



of the sport including Susy Massey, Rachel Heal and of course Stephen Cummings. He was out
all seasons, rain and shine leading training runs, club runs, training weekends and more. Hardly
anybody ever bettered him when climbs were included and he left many younger well-known
riders in his wake.

His club weekends storming impossible passes are still legendary. | am sure that those of us that
were privileged to have been part of these will discuss these later. He often took advantage of us
on these occasions because he would don a pair of rock climbing boots giving him extra grip,
which you needed when you were coming down steep mountainside and carrying your bike as
we did no one occasion descending to Pistyll Rhaeadr water fall. He was not best pleased when |
accused him of wearing football boots.

He co organised the first off road events now known as the Flintshire Challenge. He and others
went to great lengths to make these events different, interesting and catered for all abilities. With
this event he helped raise thousands of pounds for charity.

He was very proud of his North end membership and none more so than when we competed in
the Isle of Man International Cycling week. He and Marj would be all around the island particularly
at Silverdale the Victorian amusement park. Because of his family connection, his father was
Manx, he would lead us on all the byways on the Isle of Man of which his knowledge second to
none. His proudest moment however must have been when he led our teams up to receive the
4000-pound cheque for twice winning the champion club of the week award, in front of packed
audiences. His friendship and wisdom to me was much valued but probable no more than his
companionship particularly on those occasions when there would only be the two of us on some
midwinter the Saturday/Sunday mornings and we would tackle the pack house bridges and
similar often in snow and ice.

He always attended the North End Annual training camps to the Algarve and later to Majorca. If
he didn't join on the longer runs he would always be waiting in the bar across the road enjoying
the beer and afternoon sunshine.

He and Marj were always out for End to End, 24, 12, 100 etc; stewarding helping , handing up
drinks. He was always out at our club events ,time keeping even at the top of Hope Mountain hill
climb which always insisted on riding up, even when 78 years old. On our Mel Vasey ride in
September he rode the hard way up the Old Bwich. He had trained for this by riding the Wild
Wales, which he had ridden every time.

| started speaking by recounting my first encounter with Jack. | now finish by recounting my last
encounter .The day of his accident was sunny, a super day as we rode along in the group
heading for the club cyclo cross championship in Delamere. As normal he marshalled on one of
the corners and we all had a wonderful time handing up drinks and shouting encouragement and
abuse to the competitors. It would have been the way he wanted to finish off, in the sunshine with
his club mates.

You see that | am proudly wearing the President’s chain of office, Jack’s name is recorded on
one of these bars; | know it's a cliché, but you don’t know what you've lost until its gone, and in
the case of Jack McAllister he will be impossible to replace.



Reveille (from a Shropshire Lad by AE Houseman) read by Geoff Brandt

A Shropshire Lad was a collection of verses published in 1896 focussing on the fragilty of life and
the need to grasp the moment...

Wake: the silver dusk returning
Up the beach of darkness brims,
And the ship of sunrise burning
Strands upon the eastern rims.

Wake: the vaulted shadow shatters.
Trampled to the floor it spanned,
And the tent of night in tatters
Straws the sky-pavilioned land.

Up, lad, up, ‘tis late for lying:
Hear the drums of morning play;
Hark, the empty highways crying
“Who'll beyond the hills away?”

Towns & countries woo together.
Forelands beacon, belfries call;
Never lad that trod on leather
Lived to feast his heart with all.

Up, lad: thews that lie and cumber
Sunlit pallets never thrive;

Morns abed and daylight slumber
Were not meant for man alive.

Clay lies still, but bloods a rover;
Breath’s a ware that will not keep,
Up, lad: when the journey’s over
There'll be time enough to sleep.

The service of thanksgiving was conducted by Brother James, tributes were given by Clive
Walmsley, Keith Boardman and Gordon Thompson. Photographs courtesy of Ann McAllister.



