I first met Darren, or boky as I always knew him, about six years or so ago.  Like many people, I met him on a bike ride one day, at Stanwell Tops, and soon came to admire him both as a rider and as a friend away from motorcycles.  We shared a passion for motorcycles, and for technology, and over the years we became best mates, and we spent a lot of time together, on bikes and off.  It sounds corny, but after a while I pretty much thought of him as the brother I'd never really had.  He was also a great friend to my now wife Annette, so I had no hesitation in asking him to be the best man at our wedding last March.  The fact that he has served in this role for many other friends speaks volumes about how well liked and trusted he was.

Boky’s house was always a bit of a shambles, much the same as my office - we used to joke about finding lost explorers wandering among the motorcycle parts, PC bits and fantasy novels in his garage.  But he approached much of his life with a simple, quiet determination that I really admired.  He could be relied on to get things done, with no boasting or excuse-making.  It was usually done with a smile, and when everything was finished it was time for a quiet beer.  Or sometimes, as he used to say, “many guinnii”, where “guinnii” is of course the plural of Guinness in boky-speak.
· He was always willing to lend a hand to his mates - and often you didn't even need to ask - he'd just see that you needed help and he'd be there, usually with a laugh and a smile, helping you solve the problem.
· We've all had our little crashes here and there on the road, and it's usually boky who stays behind, or even comes and meets you from another ride, making sure you’re ok.
· When Hank's nephew Pete crashed on the Jenolan Caves road, boky waited for the ambulance, and then followed it all the way to Lithgow hospital, just making sure that Pete got where he needed to.
· Boky's red VFR motorcycle became simply known as "the taxi" because so many people got taken out for joy rides, but also because so many people got lifts with him, when they needed to pick up their bike or needed a hand with something, he was just always there for us.
· He was a voracious reader, and had a huge wealth of knowledge he was always willing to share, not in a boasting way, but to help people out.  I would often pick his brain for info about communications and electronics, and I remember him teaching Annette how to double-clutch in her old Fiat car.
· Despite all this, he was quite a private person, which is surprising when you consider how many close friends he had, and how many different groups and activities he was involved with.  Some cards he kept close to his chest, and he was never one to boast, and never said a harsh word about anyone.
One passion that boky really embraced during the time I knew him, was photography.  He seemed to go through two distinct stages with it.  The first one, when he had the Nikon, the smaller black camera, was what I call "stealth photography".  Many of you probably experienced this.  You'd go on a ride, or down the pub, or to a party, and at no time would you actually see boky with a camera.  But the next day, there'd be 300 photos on boky's website.  It was like he took them via osmosis, like he had the camera in his backpack and everything he saw somehow ended up on film.  

But when he bought the Canon, the larger, more recent camera, he took his photography a bit more seriously, and it really became a part of who he was.  It’s hard to imagine him going anywhere without a camera now.
I really think this is one of the major ways that we’ll miss Darren.  So many big events for our various communities, including weddings and big trips away etc, are captured in his photos.  He was in some ways the record-keeper for us – I’ve been sorting out his PC’s and some of his many “widgets” as he used to call them, and there’s literally about 100GB of photos.  For the non-technical among us, that’s what we in the industry call..  “a lot”.

There’s a William Gibson quote that I used to think of, when watching boky take photos.  Gibson was talking about Japanese tourists and he described them “cataloging their fun with forensic precision”.  Boky obviously wasn’t that obsessive about it, but I think in future we’ll really be worse off without his ability to capture those important and fun moments.
But of course, boky’s great passion, and anyone who knew him will tell you he loved to do this more than anything else, was riding motorcycles.  Particularly, riding his VFR with his mates.  Virtually all the riders here will have followed boky down one of their favourite roads.  He was quite seriously the best road rider that I knew, and probably the only person that I was comfortable following, and letting him choose the pace.  He was effortlessly fast, but safe and within his limits, and he was always considerate of less experienced riders in the group, and when things weren’t right, he wouldn’t let his ego take over, he’d just back off and stay within his limits.
He had an almost uncanny ability to find the way to get places. I know that the Oz VFR guys joke about the “Oz VFR GPS”, which was basically boky’s head.  He seemed to know every great road on the east coast.  I’ve spent literally thousands of kilometers following boky's helmet and gearsack, and bike, as many of us did, simply because I knew we'd get there on time, having fun all the way, and without his lead I'd almost certainly end up lost in the snowy mountains somewhere.  Even at times when I felt I could have passed him, and I know Brenton is with me on this one, I usually didn't pass him, because it just felt right for boky to be leading the way.

I don't want to dwell on this too much, but I beg you all, especially the non-riders, not to condemn motorcycling because it took boky from us.  Darren was a realist, and he wasn’t stupid. He and I have spoken many times about the philosophy of motorcycle riding.  Riding does carry risks, and the fact that we’re all here today is a sad testament to that.  

But it also brought into boky’s life many friendships, adventures and experiences that he held among the most precious parts of his life.  All the riders here know the pure, simple, almost indescribable joy of riding a motorcycle by yourself, or with friends, and boky loved that - probably more than any of us.  Remember, he’d done over 140,000 km on his VFR in only a few years, including being overseas for 8 months when he couldn’t ride it, and never mind adding in the other motorcycles he’s owned.  

Without his passion for motorcycles, we would never have known boky, partly because most of us met him while riding, but also because he simply wouldn't have been the same person that we all came to know and love, without that passion in his life.
It's tragic to die in a bike crash at the age of 33 - nobody denies that.  But to my mind, it's also tragic to die in a nursing home, at 85, without having had a great passion in your life, like boky had for motorcycling.  His love of riding was so strong that he made converts and made better riders of people almost every time he went out riding, and our various forums and mailing lists are full of tips, advice and stories from him.  So please, forgive motorcycling, and forgive boky for leaving us in this way.
As I've said elsewhere, we should all be so lucky, to be taken from this world quickly, doing something we love, surrounded by our friends.  The rest of us will all go on, getting older and slower, while boky lives on in our hearts, our photographs and videos, and our memories.  Always effortlessly quick and smooth, always ready for a laugh, always up for a ride or a beer.  And always willing to lend a hand to any of his mates.
I was going to end this speech with the words "rest in peace", but after talking to Roy, I share his sentiments.  So boky, wherever you are, I don't want you to rest in peace.  I want you to be revving the hell out of that VFR, to be having a laugh, and having a beer.  Seeya mate.
