My friend David has died and I shall miss him.
However, my loss is small in compared with the empty space left by his passing on his close family.  My heart, and I am sure yours also, goes out to them at this time. 
Sadness and suffering were constant companions for far too long. They were carefully hidden in the quiet, calm approach he took to everything in his life, but eventually became more than anyone should be asked to bear.

Time indeed may well dull the ache but I know that it will never take the edge off the memories. 
We all remember someone differently. Let me tell you about the David I knew. 
Serious – Yes!  Sincere – Certainly!
Enjoyed the company and conversation of other men – Assuredly.

Particular about his appearance and conscious of never being found wanting – That was David! 

 I am quite certain that these are your views also, because he was not a man to bend in the wind. He was himself at all times.

He was a man passionately interested in things historical, particularly buildings and people. 

Passionate may seem a strange word to use about so very private a man. If you feel that is the case then you missed one of the most important qualities about him.
 He was passionate; not in the extrovert, loud way that many of us are, but in his own quiet, personal, way that only came out after you had taken the trouble to get to know him properly and he had accepted you. 
These are qualities rarely found today.

It is for others to talk about his involvement in Freemasonry. 
I can tell you that when I was pleased to sponsor him as a member of the Nine Incorporated Trades of Dundee. With their recorded history going back to the 1200’s he was desperate to find out everything known about them. 
He soaked up everything anyone could tell him like a sponge, and invariably would add something else that he had read and offer you the book to read. 
Access to his wonderful library of historic books was given only to those who would appreciate them and who was genuinely interested in the subjects. 

Books, like David, are private and personal things. They are not something to be handed out willy nilly to anyone. When David loaned you a book, it was not just some pages fastened together, it was part of him. And always it was done with the grace of the true gentleman he was.
Nothing ever seemed to be too much trouble and I often felt embarrassed when, although far from well himself, he would put so much effort into helping me find something I had been too lazy to look for myself.
It was during these discussions that I discovered, almost accidentally, for example that he had carried out the electrification of the clock in the Old Steeple in the 1970’s. 
This only came to light when I told him that the Nine Trades were re-equipping the clock so that it would chime again over the city centre as it has not done for almost 60 years. 
It will chime again later this year and every time you hear it think of it as a tribute to him. 
I am just sorry that he could not have heard it himself. He will be much in my mind at its formal starting ceremony. 
He was involved in much of the wiring of the D. C. Thomson works at East Kingsway as well as many of the Jute Mills. The lighting in Dens Park is also a testament to his abilities.
Who would have guessed all that, and much more which none of us will ever know, about this gentle unassuming man.

I have spoken with Jim Munro, one time Managing Director of Lowden’s who sadly is not well enough to be here and told me that David was probably the best and most reliable member of his workforce.

Yes, I will miss my friend David. 
Just for a moment think of a great symphony at a concert. The finale may end with a tremendous eruption of sound, or it may simply be a single note fading gently away into silence. 
No matter how it ends - either way, there is a just a moment when time stands still – when the listener is overawed by it all and before the appreciation kicks in. 
This is that moment – the moment when it is all over – the moment of utter awesome silence – it is so precious – treat it with reverence – hold it in your hearts – never forget it – it will not happen again.
Eulogy in Church by I Duffus 17th January 2008
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