I represent the 6922nd Electronic Security Wing, Clark Air Base, Philippines.  We are better known as the Animals from Able, Baker, Charlie, and Dawg Flights, as well as the Day Ladies who worked straight day watches.  The Animals aren’t much different than many military unit associations from the past. They were unique in the situation they found themselves in during the 1960s and 1970s. Picture this, it's the Vietnam era, the draft is chasing down many a fine man for service to Uncle Sam. We find ourselves in basic training, heads sheared, early to bed, early to rise, the clothing is identical, off to technical school then to, for many, our first trips overseas to a foreign land with foreign faces, language, culture and away from our families, friends, girlfriends and everything we held near and dear. We arrive in the Philippines in generally a hot, wet climate, trooped around, loaded in Air Force buses or base taxis full of anticipation or trepidation.  Dave and I were stationed at the 6922nd Electronic Security Wing, Clark Air Base, Philippines 1969-1970 and he followed me to Karamursel Turkey (1970-1972) after his tour in the PI ended.  Our organization is made up of Kuyas (Brothers) who every year try to meet and rekindle our friendships and brotherhood.
14 October 1946 – 27 September 2008

Have you ever walked through a cemetery and looked at the headstones? There is a poem about the dates found on headstones. The poem reflects on the "dash" between the dates and how it reflects the importance of how we spend our lives.  In this poem, the author describes a man’s referencing the dates of birth and death of a friend’s tombstone, pointing out the “tiny” line between the two dates.  This modest line – “the dash” – she suggests, though seemingly insignificant, is noteworthy, for it represents not only the individual’s life here on Earth but how they have invested that time. The Poem’s message states that it’s not our beginning or our end that matters as much as how we spend our days living in between those dates.
The Dash
copyright 1996 Linda Ellis

I read of a man who stood to speak
at the funeral of a friend.
He referred to the dates on her tombstone
from the beginning...to the end.

He noted that first came the date of her birth
and spoke of the following date with tears,
but he said what mattered most of all
was the dash between those years.

For that dash represents all the time
that she spent alive on earth...
and now only those who loved her
know what that little line is worth.

For it matters not, how much we own;
the cars....the house...the cash.
What matters is how we live and love
and how we spend our dash.

So think about this long and hard...
are there things you'd like to change?
For you never know how much time is left
that can still be rearranged.

If we could just slow down enough
to consider what's true and real,
and always try to understand
the way other people feel.

And be less quick to anger,
and show appreciation more
and love the people in our lives
like we've never loved before.

If we treat each other with respect,
and more often wear a smile...
remembering that this special dash
might only last a little while.

So, when your eulogy is being read
with your life's actions to rehash...
would you be proud of the things they
say about how you spend your dash?

Every morning is a new opportunity.  Every day, every minute, every breath is truly a gift from God.  Only God knows when our life will pass.  The important thing is that we live today in making a difference in how we spend our dash (-).
David made a difference in many lives.  I’d like to share a few thoughts from our Kuya brothers.

“He was one of the most gentle, kindest individuals I've ever had the good fortune to know in my life.  I remember well his gentle words the first time the Kuyas met in St. Louis when there were enough issues with the hotel to send most of the group, including me, into apoplexy.  His was the gentle soul that helped calm us/me down enough to talk properly to the hotel folks.” 

David and I played on the 1969 Cobra football team that became known as the "Little Cobras" because we weren't very big and weren't expected to do much. But we had several players with a lot of heart such as Dave.  We fought right to end for the base championship but finished in second place. At the end of the season Dave was named the Cobra's Offensive Player of the Year and I was named the Defensive Player of the Year, so we always had something to talk about. I always thought his award was more special because he played Tackle and usually the offensive award went to a skill position such as quarterback, running back, or end. But Dave was a "Gentle Giant" off the field who turned into a skilled and mean offensive tackle that could control more than one defensive player at a time. He was a machine over there, but he never liked any attention brought to him but instead was a team player just trying to win a ball game.


In the end, Dave was with his extended family – his Kuyas – in St. Louis, Missouri. I am still reeling from this event. Dave was a wonderful man who, even though he was not in the best of health, gave it all he had to be with us at this time. I can only say that you don't really have a choice as to when it will happen, but I get the feeling there was a reason for how and when this occurred. Dave, rest in peace. You will never be forgotten by your friends.” 
Dave, be proud of how you spent your dash.

14 October 1946 – 27 September 2008
Dave gave us his heart up through the end.  We will surely miss you.  Just know that Dave is at peace, so must we.
Together Then

Together Now

Together Always

