
Alan Brockman:  A Remembrance 

Ron Martin 

May 9, 2015 

 

People have many different ways to memorialize and remember those who 

have passed on.  Some place stone monuments on graves.  Some erect 

shrines.  Some even build pyramids.  But I believe that every human being -- 

each one of us -- leaves behind a memorial of our own building.  That 

memorial is the impact our life has on those who follow.  

 

The epitaph for the great architect Christopher Wren can be found in St. 

Paul’s in London, the magnificent cathedral he designed.  It reads:  “If you 

would see his monument -- look around.”  

 

Today, if you would see the monument of Alan Brockman, look around.  

You saw it as you walked here today.  You saw it if you came through our 

harbor.  You see it now in this very building we’re in.  Alan Brockman’s 

monument is Fire Island Pines. He devoted an extraordinary amount of his 

life toward building this community as we know it today.  His long 

commitment to The Pines was unprecedented and not likely to be matched. 

 

As he was for many in this community, Alan was my attorney – and a very 

good one.  Our relationships with him were often very personal – real estate 

closings, elusive property C of Os, wills, and estate settlements.  And for so 

many of us, he was simply a very good friend, always supportive and 

especially generous with his advice. 

 



Alan and I first met in 1973 when we were next-door neighbors on Midway 

Walk in two little modest houses like were so common in The Pines at that 

time.  Alan was still a newcomer to the Pines after having spent summers in 

Cherry Grove.  My housemates and I liked Alan’s little house and we 

approached Jerry Bram, the owner, about buying it.  But Alan had beaten us 

to the punch and was soon on his way to turning it into a splendid showplace 

by greatly enlarging it and adding a pool and beautiful touches such as a 

gazebo.  Eventually Alan bought the little house I had rented at 209 and 

expanded his gardens into this adjoining property. 

  

It’s impossible to remember Alan without also remembering Bill Peterson.  

Alan’s love for Fire Island Pines was only exceeded by his love for Bill 

Peterson.  Alan’s face would be rapturous when he and Bob Messner, with 

whom Alan had shared a house in Cherry Grove, would recall the day when 

Alan met a tall, handsome, blonde Swedish guy in Cherry Grove.  It seemed 

to have been love at first sight. 

 

Together, Alan and Bill’s great joy was entertaining their friends at fabulous 

dinner parties with eight to ten people around the table.  And all of us who 

were fortunate enough to be included on those many occasions -- and I’m 

going to reminisce some in detail, because I know many of you were -- we 

remember how they had perfected the dinner party into an art. 

 

Evenings at their townhouse in the city, with all the wonderful trompe l’oeil 

details and polished silver were elegant and convivial.  But it was really at 

208 Midway, in the more casual Fire Island atmosphere, that Alan was most 

in his element.  He and Bill as a team had the perfect division of labor.  



While Bill worked almost effortlessly in the open kitchen, Alan served 

cocktails and kept the fire going and the conversation lively.  Alan was in 

charge of wine, and you always knew the selections would be superb.  And 

you were always in for a tremendous treat with Bill’s beef bourguignon, 

roast tenderloin, or grilled salmon with just the right amount of pink in the 

middle.  If there was a newcomer, so often he or she would get the inevitable 

challenge from Bill to identify one of the delicious things he was serving.  I 

never remember anyone correctly guessing pureed lima beans!  Alan was in 

charge of serving the salad and cheese course and would carefully explain 

the very nice selection of cheeses.  And then it was time for Bill’s dessert -- 

something wonderful he had learned to make by hanging out in the kitchen 

with a chef during their annual winter vacations in St. Barth’s. 

 

Alan was by my side so much when I lost my partner of 10 years, so my 

heart was breaking for him on that crisp, clear fall day in 2002 when about a 

dozen of us went upstate for the small graveside service for Bill.  Knowing 

the difficulty of losing a partner of 10 years, I understood how devastatingly 

painful it was for Alan to lose Bill after 37 years.     

 

As most of you here know, Alan and I were colleagues on the FIPPOA 

Board for 32 years, and we served together as officers during the entire 24 

years he was FIPPOA President.  It seems especially appropriate for me to 

be talking to you today, because for 24 years Alan would always say to me, 

“Well Kiddo, it’s your job to figure out what we need to tell the 

community.”   As a public relations executive in several major corporations, 

I was accustomed to having a bit of an adversarial relationship with the 

attorneys.  While I would argue for disclosure, the attorneys would want to 



say as little as possible.  I think Alan was the only attorney I ever worked 

with who wanted to communicate as fully and straightforwardly as I did. 

 

When Alan and I first started with FIPPOA, our community was smaller and 

simpler.  I recall board meetings when there was planning for bake sales, and 

even once, a much too lengthy discussion about what to do in response to a 

member’s complaint about his neighbor’s wind chime.  As the years went 

on, our association evolved from a largely inward-looking homeowners 

association managing a marina, into an organization with external influence 

among federal, state and local government officials.  Under Alan’s 

leadership, we began to take much more responsibility for determining our 

future, rather than leaving it up to government officials who had no 

understanding of the uniqueness of Fire Island. 

 

Alan particularly shone when it came to developing the government 

relations aspects of FIPPOA during his 26 years as President.  He loved the 

meetings and developing contacts with Brookhaven officials, Albany 

legislators, and congressional representatives in Washington.  He saw the 

importance of establishing the FIPPOA Political Action Committee.  

 

As The Pines began to grow in the late 1970s and property values climbed, 

Alan recognized that one of FIPPOA’s roles was to manage this growth.  He 

was responsible for helping draft and ratify the first set of zoning regulations 

that would govern building and development in The Pines for decades to 

come.   

 



Protecting our beautiful beach and the homes alongside it had been of 

utmost concern for as long as our community existed.  But rather than 

remain somewhat passive as ever-vulnerable victims of ocean storms, 

FIPPOA, under Alan’s leadership, assumed a far more proactive role.   

Beach grass planting, snow fencing, and frankly, little more than prayers, 

grew into large scale, taxpayer-driven beach renourishment projects 

requiring an enormous amount of governmental coordination. 

 

Our Association’s assets were enhanced during Alan’s tenure as President, 

with the rebuilding of our harbor property and the reconstruction of the 

community center that was completed as Whyte Hall in 2006. 

 

He saw the benefit to the community in being able to undertake projects and 

activities supported through tax-deductible giving, so he led the creation of 

our FIPPOA Charitable Foundation.      

 

Alan understood the importance of the social life of our community and 

maintaining our culture, whether it meant supporting the continuation of the 

Annual Invasion from Cherry Grove or establishing the Pines Party as our 

annual community event to bring everyone together on our beach. 

 

Alan was a big picture guy.  And while it is a very big word to use in 

describing someone, he was, I believe, visionary when it came to The Pines. 

 

As an openly gay man when it was less common, he took great pride that as 

the Pines became increasingly gay during the 70s and 80s, gay men became 



the leaders in shaping and assuming responsibility for a community that 

remained steadfastly welcoming of all people.  

 

When Alan and I would look back over our 24 years together as FIPPOA 

officers, the one experience that always stood out most to us was one born of 

our greatest crisis.  I recall so vividly the morning I received a call with the 

most serious tone I had ever heard from Alan.  If I could have seen him in 

person I’m sure his face would have been ashen.  He told me our community 

manager had left for Costa Rica and taken our Association’s entire treasury 

with him.  FIPPOA’s bank account was cleaned out!  Alan said, “Your job is 

to communicate to the community, and I will get our money back.  I’m 

happy I don’t have your job.”  Well I was happy I didn’t have his job, and it 

was exactly how we had always worked together.  I’m not entirely certain of 

all the quick work Alan did, but within a few days, FIPPOA had its money 

back, and The Pines was satisfied with how it had all been handled and that 

we were taking steps to make certain it could never happen again.   

 

Now I don’t want to paint a picture of Alan as a saint.  As many of you 

know, Alan was not perfect.  He could be impatient.  He could be too quick 

to react.  He could have a short fuse as some of you no doubt experienced.  

But a quick outburst of anger was usually over quickly and he would move 

on.   Alan would say to me, “You get to be Mister Nice Guy so it’s your job 

to smooth over all the feathers that I ruffle.”  While his shoes were very big 

to fill when I succeeded him as President, I had learned from him that in 

order to be effective and decisive as President, you would inevitably make 

enemies.  It came with the territory.  Because the reality is that you must 

make decisions based on what you believe is best for the entire community 



rather than for the interests of certain individuals.  But if Alan could be a 

little impatient with people at times, we overlooked that because we knew 

that inside, his heart was filled with so much love for The Pines. 

 

For more than two decades we talked almost daily -- sometimes several 

times a day --about The Pines.  I knew more than probably anyone, other 

than Bill, how much of his time really was dedicated to working for this 

community.  And that amount of time was unbelievable.  There were days 

when I would get a call around 4 in the afternoon, and he would say, “Can 

you believe I’ve been working on Pines business all day.  My partners are 

going to kill me.”  So to all of his partners at Tenzer Greenblatt and later 

Blank Rome, thank you for allowing Alan to serve The Pines.  His volunteer 

service to this community was truly, truly extraordinary, and we are 

indebted.     

 

One of my heroes when I was young was Martin Luther King, Jr. Dr. King 

said:  “Everyone has the power of greatness, not for fame but greatness, 

because greatness is determined by service.” 

 

Another of my favorite quotes is from William Jennings Bryant, who said:  

“Service is the measure of greatness.  It always has been true, it is true 

today, and it will always be true that he is greatest who does the most good.  

The human measure of a human life is its income.  The divine measure of a 

life is its outgo, its overflow, its contribution to the welfare of all.” 

 

Alan, my friend, I have no doubt that with almost 40 years of singular 

service to your community, you achieved greatness in your lifetime.  



 

 

 

 

 

 


