THOMAS WILLIAM WRIGHT  (Deceased)

By Michael Buckler in 2005

Twelve months ago Thomas Wright stepped on to the Hallett Cove Oval, with the best wishes of his coach to have a good run.  And what a run!  Tom’s first win was also my first as a coach – a win special for us both.  It was a perfect reward for his hard work, which was then “book-ended” later in the season with another win in the mile at Glenelg.

As well as running with the SAAL, Tom played a lone hand in representing Adelaide Uni at Santos on most Saturdays.  He also represented the SANFL as a boundary umpire; umpiring grand finals at U/19 and Reserves level in his first 2 years of umpiring.  He acknowledged that he needed to work on his “throw-ins” and was determined that he would remedy this before the season was finished.

Running and umpiring were only part of the story.  While he rarely missed a training session, including Sunday mornings during football season, Tom still found time for family, studies, work (at the General Havelock and SAJC), water skiing and friends – how did he fit them all in?

Tom was a man of carefully chosen words – described by his uncle as a good listener – and they were words worth listening to.  His dad said he “… wasn’t one to waste words…” – how true.  Evidence of this is still to be found on the SAAL guest book, where the insights of Tom Wright still remain.  On his last training night with us Tom looked at me as he and Mark Beveridge walked back to their marks and with a smile said “..this is not much fun, Mickey”.  It summed it all up – just a light moment before the work began in earnest.

Ian Reddaway was often the chauffeur on the country trips (Stawell and Mt Gambier) and the young people (Tom, Sara and others) provided he and Hollywood (Mark Howson) great delight.  Hollywood and Tom were often engaged in lively discussion about music and sports, with Hollywood extolling the virtues of older bands and Tom giving Hollywood insight to newer music.

At training Tom ran with the “A” pack and at times I felt for him – busting his boiler to stay in touch, often only 2 or 3 metres off the pace, but always there – I often wished to be able to “give” him those extra steps.  But he never complained (and would never have taken them anyway), always had faith in the training programmes (with both Peter Brennan and myself).   It gave him the strength to win 2 races.   Similarly with umpiring, his running was tireless and he was fearless in his ability to chase both player and ball.

Tom’s loss has been felt by us all.  At the time Hollywood said it best “….I’m not afraid to put my hand up …I’m struggling..”  His funeral packed the chapel at Rostrevor College and helped alleviate our pain.  Poignant, heartfelt, sad, happy – it had it all.  For me the music was spot on – to hear Neil Young sing “...the king is gone, but not forgotten...” was just right.  Each night I walk on to our track at McKinnon I see Tom chasing Mark and wishing he was there.

Finally, with due respect to Oliver Wendell Holmes.  “We have shared an incommunicable experience.  We felt, we still feel, the passion of life to its top.  In our hearts we were touched (by Thomas William Wright).”

R.I.P.
