
David was my brother. I speak of him today on two planes—politics and writers—and how they intertwine with 

David’s life. 

 

Politics. David was happy to remind me that the only two campaign wins I had were the ones he managed. He 

had the skill set needed for pulling together teams under a large umbrella, people of all colors and backgrounds 

and philosophies. And he demonstrated those skills going back almost a half century. In an arena full of sensitive 

egos he had the right stuff. Those skills carried over to the state level where he was appointed by two different 

governors to posts requiring a reputation of profound integrity and a life of unassailable ethics. Thus he served as 

director of the state election board and head of the Indiana State Ethics Commission, assignments where he 

earned high praise from all political quarters. He earned plaudits for what he accomplished and the substantive 

changes he made in state procedures and accountability. 

 

And that’s where one of the writers comes into play. As David wrote poetry and short stories himself, it’s in 

keeping for me to reference another writer, that being Longfellow. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow observed that 

we judge ourselves by what we feel capable of doing, while others judge us by what we have already done. David 

may have wondered whether he should have stayed in office longer; but I’ve been struck by how many people 

remember and admire his time with the election and ethics offices as time well spent, setting a standard for 

bipartisan fairness and integrity that now seems a distant memory.  

 

Many have shared similar observations in recent weeks: A friend who said that we should all be as community 

minded as was David; another, commenting on Dave’s volunteering with CASA, said it was hard work but it was 

so satisfying to try to make the world better for a child; and that now, when so many lives are being lost for no 

reason, it’s comforting to know people like David who kept a light shining for us all and tried to help children, 

one at a time.  

 

So he had the back of Hoosier citizens, old and young. And he had my back as well, not just in campaigns. I 

remember one time in the late 1950s at our home in Marion when I was fighting my friend, David Diamond, and 

I was losing, as David Diamond had me on my back, pinned to the ground—and brother Dave came flying out of 

our Euclid Avenue home, sailed through the air and landed on David Diamond’s back, pulling him off me. Even 

Mom, witnessing this through the window, was impressed. Brother Dave refined his approach for having my 

back in the years ahead, through the campaigns, but I’ll never forget that episode. 

 

The greatest testament to the kind of person David was is found in this room and in the Zoom connections for 

those unable to be present, friends and family from the east and west coasts and from all over the Midwest. The 

other poet comes into play here—William Wordsworth—who had people like David in mind when he wrote: 

 On that best portion of a good man’s life, His little, nameless, unremembered, acts 

 Of kindness and of love. 

 

That summarizes who David was and how he touched so many lives, here and scattered, pulling us all together 

today to honor his life. We should all do so well. Brother David, rest in peace, and may your memory always be a 

blessing. 


