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DAVE
. First of all, I should apologize to you because I am not a public speaker. I have written notes because I am a writer. Many times what is said at such a service, paints a picture beyond what the person actually was. What is said here today, doesn’t even come close to measuring the man.

All that needs to be said is that if you were allowed only one friend in life, you would have been wise to have chosen Dave Helle.

I’m sure all of you have stories about this exceptional man. And many of you may wonder why someone who lives nearly 2,000 miles away is speaking, since the only obvious thing we shared is a last name. It’s very simple: The robin sings, not because he has a voice, but because he has a song I intend to present you with the melody of a man whose refrain touched the lives of nearly everyone he met. That he lived in harmony with others and the notes of his influence have stayed within many of us  our entire adult lives. 
If you have heard these stories before, I only ask that you be polite enough to hear them again for the benefit of those to whom they are new. Though it is really irrelevant, because even if you were all to leave, I would still tell these stories. 
Just be thankful that I have a time limit, otherwise we’d be here long after curfew.

Dave’s father and my father were from a family of 10 brothers and 3 sisters.  Uncle Lloyd and my dad were best friends and married two women who were also best friends from grade school. So our families were very close and thus, as cousins, we became good friends. My aunt Opal was like a second mother to me.
Four teenagers, two brothers, My older brother, Dig, myself, cousins Lyle and Dave became closer than most brothers.
How that came about goes back over  50 years.  One summer, brother Dig talked about going to the Illinois State Fair with Dave and Lyle. I got excited until Dig said, “You aren’t going.” 

When Lyle and Dave pulled into our driveway, Lyle said to me, “You ready to go?”
I said, “I didn’t know I was going.”

He said, “We’re not leaving without you. Right, Dave?”

Dave said, “That’s how it is.”

And that’s how it was. Dave and Lyle were no longer cousins. They were my  brothers.
The next summer, the four of us went on a trip for 13 days from Illinois to the Pacific Ocean and down the coast to Tijuana. I was sixteen years old. Lyle was seventeen and Dig and Dave were 18. 

Now I am writing a story about that trip because my daughter said our family should learn about it. In fact, she discovered it at a family reunion when Dave told her about it.
 Dave, as you know, usually didn’t say much unless he had something to say and often that was quite witty and memorable. He walked into our home when my mother had just bought a cukoo clock. Dave looked at it and said, “Figures.”

You probably have heard that on our trip when we got to the Pacific Ocean, Lyle said, “What do you think, Dave? Water as far as you can see.”

Dave said, “Farther.”
Prior to moving to the northern part of the state, after Dig got married, Dave, Lyle and I practically wore out route 78 traveling back and forth. I spent almost every weekend at Uncle Lloyd’s or Uncle Sheldon’s. We saw a lot of movies and Dave’s memory for names was incredible. Ever hear of  Alfonso Bedoya? Dave knew.
In the movie, he was the guy who said, “Badges, We don’t need not stinking badges.” 

After moving to Savannah, the three of us could usually be found at one of our 11 uncles and aunts. Never once did we feel anything but welcome. Cousin Brad said we were at Uncle Gene’s so often they named their couch after us..

One Sunday afternoon, the three of us were driving through Laura, Illinois

and we got thirsty and the only place open was a tavern. The barkeep asked us what we wanted to drink. 

Dave said, “A beer.”  The guy asked what kind. Dave said, “Root”

That day  we agreed not to drink?” We shook hands.

Because these two were that important to me, I guess that stuck and I’ve abstained from alcohol throughout my life.

25 or 30 years later we were sitting in an office when I think there was a remark about the sun being over the yardarm. Anyway, as the saying goes, it was 5 o’clock somewhere and someone pulled out a flask and passed it around. I declined and handed it over to Dave who just passed it on. I asked, “Don’t you drink?” 
He said, “We made a pact a long time ago.”
1955, one Wednesday afternoon, Lyle called and said, “I know a guy whose looking for a couple truck drivers on a construction job.”

I said, “I’ll be there tomorrow.” 

I called Dave and he said, “I have some things to take care of, I can’t be there until Saturday.”
When I got to Savanna, the construction boss said, “You expect me to hold that job open for a guy who may not show?”

I said, “If Dave said he’d be here. He’ll be here Saturday.” That Saturday  afternoon, Dave drove in to the construction sight.
Dave and I drove a couple of green International dump trucks and everyone else had blue Chevys. We hauled gravel for the roads and wore red baseball caps and white tee shirts. I pulled up with a load and the county road commissioner asked, “How come you make twice as many loads as anyone else?”
Now, you all know that Dave and I didn’t look alike, but I guess it’s like Dave

always said, “There is a family resemblance because we were kicked by the same mule.”

For several months we roomed together, worked together and traveled again to the west. We took a trip to the South and one to the East coast.

And when Dave came back to Fulton County to get a much better and more permanent roommate, I was honored to be the best man at his wedding to the love of his life and best friend.

 And, if you didn’t know, Dave was the best man at my wedding to the woman that became the mother of my children. Yes, Shirley she has a name.
Of course, most of you know the tragedy of the truck wreck that took Lyle’s life and put Dave in the hospital for several weeks. That accident caused me to take a road less traveled into the future and leave the lumber industry. 


But Dave and I never let our friendship wane. When I came back one winter to address a family situation, Dave and Dig were in Iowa at the time trying to make a sawmill dollar. They drove over 400 after working all day, to sit in my mother’s kitchen with me and tell stories and jokes through the night and into the morning.


A few years ago I directed a program with a nationally known Psychiatrist and she talked about self esteem. She said, “We all need self esteem and no one can give you self esteem.”
When we broke for lunch I said, “Dr. I don’t mean to dispute what you’re teaching, but my two cousins gave me self esteem. I was a non-entity in a family of over-achievers until my two cousins came along and changed my life. Made me feel worthy. Dave and Lyle gave me self-esteem.”
She said, “Maurie, they didn’t give you self esteem. What they gave you was unconditional love. Acceptance of who you were.”


At my 70th. birthday, I had a small party of some special friends, my children and my sister Joann and her husband Ray had come to Arizona for the event. Dave and Shirley took the train from Galesburg to Flagstaff, Joann and Ray brought them to Phoenix to be present.


At the party, Dave spoke to the group and said he and Shirley had  just celebrated their  50th wedding anniversary and I was the best man at his wedding. Then he said, “He’s still my best man.”


I know many of you feel as I do that Dave was always our best man. 


I told him once how I envied the longevity and closeness of his marriage and how my life had been a roller coaster. He said, “Mo, we’ve all had our ups and downs.”


My  favorite philosopher was Charles Schultz. (That’s right…Peanuts.)

In one of the comic strips, Charlie Brown says to LInus, “Why did everything go wrong?”  Linus says: “Life is full of rain and sunshine, day and night, peaks and valleys, Charlie Brown.” Charlie Brown says, “It’s raining tonight in my valley.”


I think we all feel that way today.


If in your life you are  privileged to meet and know many people. Whether they are  Senators, Presidents, industry leaders, celebrities or common folk, You will. never know a more honest, outstanding, hard working symbol of all that is great in America, than Dave Helle. It wouldn’t surprise me to go to a dictionary and look up the word “integrity” and find a picture of Dave.


*** (Cue for Joann to move to piano and softly play, “Morning Has Broken.”

I guess if I can finish this, it seems fitting that I borrow a couple lines from one of our distant relatives named Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. Be thankful I didn’t quote from some poem I wrote. This is so much better. It’s from The Village Blacksmith, and its message is about a special person. It reminded me of Dave.

HIS BROW IS WET WITH HONEST SWEAT,


HE EARNS WHATE’ER HE CAN.


AND LOOKS THE WHOLE WORLD IN THE FACE,



FOR HE OWES NOT ANY MAN.


‘TOILING----REJOICING-----SORROWING,


ONWARD THROUGH LIFE HE GOES;


EACH MORNING SEES SOME TASK BEGIN,


EACH EVENING SEES IT CLOSE;


SOMETHING ATTEMPTED, SOMETHING DONE,


HAS EARNED A NIGHT’S REPOSE.


THANKS, THANKS TO THEE, MY WORTHY FRIEND,


FOR THE LESSONS THOU HAST TAUGHT!


AND AT THE FLAMING FORGE OF LIFE


OUR FORTUNES MUST BE WROUGHT.


AND ON LIFE’S SOUNDING ANVIL SHAPED


EACH BURNING DEED AND THOUGHT.


Though its raining tonight in our valley, Dave.


We shall miss you. We are thankful for your deeds and thoughts 

of humor, fairness, courage, influence, reliability and honor.

We have been privileged to have you as our best friend and hope
we are forgiven enough to meet again in a better place. Until then, we will treasure your memory and goodness as far into the future as we can imagine.


No. Dave!  FARTHER!

