2012 RELAY REGIONAL SUMMIT | TOMORROWLAND
SESSION THEME
A twinkly evening celebration, featuring “Relay Storytime” by Pat Flynn and a highlight and celebration of our Pacesetter events.
LENGTH 


DESCRIPTION
This evening celebration has three components:
· “Relay Storytime” – written by none other than our Mother of Relay, Pat Flynn.  A quiet and calming look back into the history of Relay.

· Dinner – with fun Disney themed music

· Tomorrowland Presentation  --  Presented by your national presenters and/or Emcee to:

· Promote the Pacesetter Program

· Celebrate the Pacesetter events that are present that evening
TO NOTE

The room begins with “Relay Storytime”.  To set the room, you will need:

· The ability to darken the room for storytime.  

· Light the path with luminaria from the doorway.

· Twinkly lights set the tone as well.  

· If at all possible, choose an entrance away from bright light (it will take away from the quiet ambiance).

· Use the twinkly lullaby music recommended in “Recommended Song List” to help set the tone.  Music is SO important!

· Don’t tell people dinner is first – so they aren’t impatient if they are expecting to eat first.

· Know where the lights are, have them low when beginning Storytime, and bring up for dinner.  Drop back down for the Tomorrowland presentation.

· You will need lots of space – encourage folks to sit on the floor like a real storytime.  You may wish to line the back of the ‘story area’ with chairs in a circle setting so those who cannot sit on the ground can sit in the chairs.

· If at a larger Summit, the reader should be mic’d.  

· The reader should have a calming voice and read slowly, just like Storytime.  (
Dinner

· Bring the lights up, turn the music to upbeat Disney.  No program during this time.

Tomorrowland Presentation

· Drop the lights again.

· The voice of God can welcome the presenters to the stage, where they run through the PowerPoint.  Scripting is in the notes section of the slides.  

· Please refer to the recommended song list for this segment as well.   If you are using music during the liftoff, remember you will need iPod speakers that are wireless and run on batteries unless there’s an outlet nearby to plug into.

· The dream lanterns should be on a table in the front of the room w/broad tipped markers to write down their dreams on the lanterns.  

· This is the chance to make the Pacesetters feel honored and welcome. 

· If you are having a Pacesetter Reception, you can host it after the dream lantern lift off.


RELAY STORYTIME

Gather in close...and let me tell you a story of how the face of the fight against cancer was changed forever with one little step...by one man – Dr. Gordy Klatt. I want to tell you how this whole global movement began…in Tacoma, Washington.

Think back with me. It was the mid-1980s.  Dr. Klatt, who is a colo-rectal surgeon in Tacoma, was president of the board of the local American Cancer Society. He needed to find a way to help raise funds. Gordy saw himself as a physician and not much of a fund-raiser. At the same time, he was spending a lot of time training and running marathons. So he thought of a way to combine his two interests—running marathons and raising money…he would run and walk around a university track for 24 straight hours! How radical was that! 

He trained for a year, getting up every day before 5 a.m. to run and walk. He asked his incredulous medical colleagues, patients and friends for per-mile pledges.

At the same time, I was one of Gordy’s non-cancer patients. He shared his hard-to-believe idea with me.

In May 1985, Gordy spent a grueling 24 hours circling the track—running, then walking—for 83 miles at Baker Stadium at the University of Puget Sound. He named it the City of Destiny Classic, taking advantage of our city’s nickname.

Throughout the night, friends paid $25 each to run or walk 30 minutes with him. That first year, close to 300 of Gordy’s friends, family, colleagues and patients watched as he ran and walked the course. A dietician ran and walked with him most of the way, providing him with a nutritious drink. 

At about 10 o’clock that Friday night, I told my husband what Gordy was doing and that I just had to go up to the track to see for myself…that was easy because it was only 5 minutes from my house. When I got there, the gate was locked so all I could do was peer over the fence and watch him passing by on the track. I remember calling the local newspaper when I returned home to tell them about the incredible story that was unfolding at the track. I got out of bed at 1 and went back up there, only to find that the gate was still locked…and I was still relegated to peering over the fence.

But let me keep telling Gordy’s story. 

They continued to support him as he grew hypothermic at daybreak and fed him chicken soup until he recovered. A medical team monitored his physical condition. A physical therapist massaged cramps in his legs and back so he could continue. 

The special spirit generated at the track kept him going. AND he raised $27,000.

But here’s the best part:  While he circled the track those 24 hours, he thought about how others could take part—he envisioned a 24-hour team relay event that could raise millions of dollars to fight cancer. Carl Jones, the ACS staffer at the time, walked backwards in front of Gordy for many hours. They talked about how they could make the team relay event happen.

A couple of months later, Gordy called me to ask if I would be part of a 6-person committee to put on the first ever City of Destiny Classic 24-hour Run Against Cancer the following May. The doctor who had referred me to Gordy in the first place told him that I had many of the skills he needed to make this work. I worked in public information and community relations for the Tacoma School District. When he asked, my head said, “no, I’m already deeply involved in my community, my church, my family,” but my heart said,  “yes, I’d like to help.” I had a special reason to relay even back then…the grandmother I adored had died a hideous cancer death. I would do it for her. 

Just as a side note, Gordy’s solo venture was a pledge event—where people determined the amount of their gift by the number of miles he covered. Afterwards, some people didn’t honor their pledges—a fact that made Gordy declare at our first committee meeting that any future relay events would be by donation, not by pledges.

In 1986, 19 teams took part in the first team relay event on the track at the colorful, historic Stadium Bowl and raised $33,000. An indescribable spirit prevailed at the track and in the tents that dotted the infield. You all have experienced that spirit.

Word seeped out after the first successful 24-hour relay in Tacoma. ACS divisions and local units flew Gordy to their areas to teach them about the new but strange event. Red Wing, Minn., Jackson, Miss., San Jose, Calif. Gordy would teach them and the next year they’d pull off their own 24-hour Relay For Life. 

As training demands increased on Gordy’s time, divisions also began asking me for training help. I logged thousands of air miles in the late ‘80s and ‘90s assisting divisions and communities with their Relays. 

When the American Cancer Society named Relay as its signature event in 1993, they appointed a “Design Team” made up of six volunteers…including Gordy and me…and five ACS staff. We named it Relay For Life and worked on the logo. I spent most of my time developing the guidebook for everyone around the nation, based on what I’d put together for Tacoma.

At the first meeting of the Design Team in Chicago in 1993, everyone was talking about our target market…it was the current buzz phrase. I said that the target market for Relay is anyone who’s been touched by cancer. The national home office didn’t see it that way at all…they said it was women between the ages of 25 and 45. They argued and argued…I just wanted to go home! Recently, I had a secret feeling of delight when I heard our national marketing director tell the leadership volunteers that our target market “is anyone who’s been touched by cancer.” Yes!  

To grow Relays in more than 5,000 communities, you can imagine how much training was happening. I’m not sure how we did it, but in the ‘90s we trained right at the Tacoma Relay. I remember getting to the track at 6 in the morning as the event chair, then leaving mid-morning to go to a local hotel to take turns with Gordy and others teaching what Relay was all about, and how they could do it. 

One year 100 people came from around the U.S. to learn…they all wore red shirts that said “National Team.” The staff provided them with a scrumptious looking box lunch around 5 p.m. just before the event was to begin. But most of us on the committee hadn’t eaten since breakfast, had already worked our tails off…so we looked longingly at the box lunches. We were thinking, “That lucky National Team.” 

Occasionally, some of those folks still come up to me at national meetings and ask if I remember them from that training time.

I’ve always been proud to wear Relay gear…everywhere. At one of the early Tacoma events, we decided that the event committee should have special jackets. There we were with our maroon, snap-up-the-front windbreakers. We looked so sharp. 

Because we saw how much we Relayers wanted to wear our stuff, three of us on the design team formed the first vendor committee. We interviewed and selected the vendors, chose the clothing…and then had to sell it!! For several years, the three of us, with help from local Relay volunteers, would take the stuff to national kick-offs or summits and sell, sell, sell.  

In fact, in 1998, when I realized that it was me that Gordy was talking about from the podium about to induct me into the National Relay Hall of Fame, all I could think of was how tacky I looked. It took place at a national board meeting and we’d been selling, selling selling. I wore an outfit that was just plain comfortable…never dreaming I’d be standing up there in front of everyone in my purplish dirndel skirt. Soon after, we figured out a better way of selling Relay clothing…let the vendors do all the work.

Sometime in the late ‘90s, I watched a video that introduced me as the “Mother of Relay” and that seemed to spread. To many, I’m the Mom. And to an interviewer in Tacoma, I’m affectionately called “The Muthuh.”  

My stories are endless…as are yours. 

From its beginnings in Tacoma, Relay For Life has become the single, largest health-related fundraiser in the world. For me, Relay For Life represents the hope that those lost to cancer will never be forgotten, that those who face cancer will be supported, and that one day cancer will be eliminated.

How lucky I feel to have been there from the beginning.


And this story, my friends, has been written for you by our very own Mother of Relay, Pat Flynn. 
Please join us for dinner this evening before we prepare for Tomorrowland!
