John Fischer: A Tribute

 

It's a couple weeks now since John has left us and I have continued to reflect on his passing and its meaning. Of course one thought is prosaic reflecting on "the impermanence of life." He was here one moment then gone in the next. The other thought is "he lived life to the fullest," which truly was the definition of John's life. Each of his accomplishments epitomized this statement whether they were large or small.  

 

This tribute must begin, naturally, with when we first met. It was just another Saturday morning sometime in the middle of winter.  The Club headed out from Echo Hill, turned left at the road, crossed the tracks and was heading up the series of hills that is Stanton Station Road when I noticed this one guy. He was 'kinda' overweight but he seemed to have alot of enthusiasm. I figured him to be a newbie to the sport and, of course, to our Club, was probably not going to last too long at running, but, in the meantime, I would introduce myself and welcome him into the Club.

 

We talked a bit about our various running experiences. I was still relatively new to the Club at that time myself and had not yet run my first marathon and when John said that he had run one I was floored. So much for making judgements based on looks. I thought, "jeez, if this guy can run a marathon then I think I can certainly do one." Well, anyway, as we moved on in the run we got around to the questions about "What do you do?" And my stock reply is "I'm an artist and I work at a Museum for a day job" Well, this, literally set of an explosion from John in the form of questions he peppered me about "what kind of art did I do" and "how long I had been doing it" and "did I have a gallery that showed my work" etc. But what finally rocked me and left an indelible impression was his pronouncement that I was the "first artist he had met in his life" and his whole manner made me feel like I was the most special person he had ever met.  

 

One of the topics we discussed that day was the form of art I do. It's called Printmaking, generally requires a press, permits the making of many images, all considered original, and which is where the confusion sets in for many people when they first learn about the medium. However, in John's mind he immediately saw me down in a basement somewhere cranking out these prints to sell for big bucks to gullible collectors that were forgeries of old masters works but in the true tradition of a "good counterfeiting" being passed off as "bona fide" Rembrandts and Picassos. It became our running joke almost every time there was a new runner with the Club that John would then introduce me as this artist who always had a "hot new line" of art ready for sales. 

 

Anyway, after my first meeting with John I did not see him again until many months later by which time he had undergone his transformation and was in real running form. From there the rest is history as he went on to qualify for Boston and complete and Ironman. But I knew from my first meeting with John that he was someone who was "different." And as we would run together this became evident with his challenges to always "kick it up another notch." But I think it most revealed itself when I happened to be down at the North Hunterdon track one day as John was doing intervals and discussing the times required to qualify for Boston. As I watched him hammer away on those intervals I knew I was watching a man driven to accomplish and achieve any and all goals that he set for himself. For John, every step he took was a step on the way to accomplishing an objective or a goal.  

 

So, John, my good running buddy, I will miss your great smile and your infectious enthusiasm for life and running. Will miss your "challenges," and your friendly teasing of me as the "counterfeit artist." Will miss your pool parties and your lovable, palbable joy in showing us your "shrine." But what I will miss most is the man, who, regardless of the circumstances or situations never allowed it to set the terms, always choosing, instead, to be the one who responded in full measure to each challenge that came your way. 

 

May you rest in peace and may you run with us in the universal spirit that pushes each of us to set a new PR in life and running every day of our lives.

 Stephen McKenzie

 

