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Good afternoon. Thanks first to Lyn and the Goulds, for whom today’s celebration might feel more public 
and far longer than they originally wanted. Thank you for giving us the opportunity to gather and the 
privilege of hosting everyone at Durham Academy.  
 
Thanks also to Teresa for her tireless work on this event. These weeks have been full of labors of love by 
Teresa, who is another good example of a life-changing, love-fueled DA teacher.   
 
If I am up here today to represent Durham Academy as an institution, then let me say right away that 
Dave Gould embodied the central virtues of this community. His one-of-a-kind personality, his moral, 
happy, productive example, his loyal devotion to students, colleagues and school – these made him one of 
the most potent educators this 83 year-old institution has ever seen. When we aspire to do more than 
simply deliver curriculum or prepare students for college, when we seek to alter the moral trajectory of 
their lives, we are trying to teach like Dave Gould.   
 
Thirty one years of classroom teaching, coaching, advising, serving as lead class advisor, chairing the 
history department, creating outdoor education trips, heading a dozen committees and task forces, forging 
our connection with Outdoor Academy, founding our teacher exchange and student seminar programs. 
Dave Gould left an immense footprint here.  
 
His center of gravity, of course, was in the classroom. Please raise your hand if you had Mr. Gould at 
some point for history or philosophy or, that most Gouldian of courses, Radical and Revolutionary 
Thought. Others: please find these people in the Learning Commons and ask them to tell you what the 
Gould experience was all about. Since Dave died, I’ve been getting messages from our alumni and their 
parents – mourning this loss and remembering the legacy he left in so many lives.  
 
“Luca deeply admired Mr. Gould ever since he took his class on European History,” wrote Cristina 
Tomasi, parent of three alumni. “I remember how Luca was fascinated by his teaching, the way Mr. 
Gould stimulated critical thinking and demanded precise and clear writing – all skills that matter forever 
in life, and Mr. Gould was able to teach them in a captivating way.” 
 
Here’s another, from our own Kathy Cleaver:  
 

“As a parent, I will never EVER be able to express my gratitude to, and sincere admiration for, 
this wonderful, transformative teacher. Dave was quirky, unconventional and incredibly 
maddening at times. But he was also creative, brilliant and powerfully inspirational. He changed 
Caitlin’s life, and launched her intellectual journey through Duke, and beyond. 
  
I know there are hundreds and hundreds of other students who feel the same way. I feel so very 
lucky and blessed that I got to know this amazing man. I feel even more lucky and blessed that he 
got to know my daughter. Around my house, we call him the Australian Leprechaun.  

 
I am not here today just to represent the institution of Durham Academy. I am here because I loved Dave 
Gould – loved watching his effect on students, loved learning from his challenging example, loved 
bickering with him about European history or Durham Academy policies, schedules, architecture - 
anything, loved sitting with him behind his barn and hearing stories about Hamilton, San Francisco, 
Canada, Australia, China, his film or Rotary clubs. I can’t wait to hear the speakers who follow me, for 
Dave Gould was among the world’s great generators of anecdotes - adventures around every corner, great 
stories from every chapter of his life, tales of disasters narrowly avoided – or, more often, thoroughly 
enjoyed.  
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As something between an inspired devotee and a grateful colleague, I am in good company today. Talk to 
Dave’s colleagues later and they’ll tell similar stories of his positive effect on them, their families and our 
school.  
 
Former DA teacher David Lawrence wrote last week to say:  
 

So very very sad to hear of David's death, I was hoping to see him up in Canada this summer. I 
will miss him and his unique way of looking at the world. Please give him a truly Gouldian send 
off. I shall raise a pint to him tonight. He was one-of-a-kind. DA has lost one of those people who 
made it such a joy to work there. 
 

Dave would be delighted to see all of you today. But he would have preferred that we were barefoot and 
beery out behind his barn. He definitely would have been dismayed to know that anyone felt compelled to 
wear a tie in July to his memorial service. We can’t all fit behind the barn, but, in an effort to give him a 
semi-Gouldian send-off, I invite you to take off your ties.* Soon enough, we’ll get to the beer.  
 
Since Dave died on July tenth, I can’t shake a feeling of bewilderment. Can so much vigor and vivacity 
really be gone? I keep expecting him to pop out from behind the curtain, or repel from the rafters and tell 
us that he just pulled the greatest prank in history.  
 
As you all know, David was overflowing with life. His chi was strong. I remember being amazed to see, 
when he was fifty years old, that he was still playing rugby. A few years after that, he was destroying me 
at tennis with an infuriating array of spins, trick shots and distracting smack talk.   
 
All this was part of Dave’s mischievous magic. Sean Bilsborrow-Koo from the class of 94 (now DA’s 
tennis coach), emailed these thoughts:  
 

Some of my fondest DA memories were my homeroom interactions with Mr. Gould. I remember 
countless hours (far too many than I care to admit) practicing on his table hockey set with Billy 
Fischer so that we could finally beat him (something he refused to acknowledge actually 
happened, though to be fair it still took two of us to do it!).   
 
Unfortunately (for me), I never had a class with Mr. Gould, but I heard many stories from 
classmates -- and later, from my tennis players -- that made me smile: one example: teaching 
class outside in 32-degree weather because it was optimal conditions for brain functioning. You 
never knew if it was true, but honestly, with Mr. Gould, you didn't really care--he was just such 
an enjoyable person to be around. 

 
Dave rarely squandered his trickster energy. Like the coyote in Native American lore, he combined 
ingenuity and playful energy to challenge the status quo – in his case questioning conventional 
interpretations of history, prodding students to deeper effort, poking administrators into broader 
awareness. Whether he was eviscerating the early drafts of student essays or making Waldo Johnston, 
Mickey Saltman, Sharon Peacock, Lee Hark or me pull out our hair at his questions and antics, Dave 
personified the qualities described by Jacob Bronowski in one of his favorite quotes: 
 

It is important that students bring a certain ragamuffin, barefoot irreverence to their studies; they 
are not here to worship what is known, but to question it.  

 
Listen to this – from Emily Glick of the class of 2005:  
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I was just going through old papers at my parents' house and found an essay I'd written for his 
class - I called it the Glick Manifesto - a three-page essay on why I thought his homework 
assignment was bullshit. He wrote notes in the margin, clearly tickled by my sense of entitlement, 
and graded me on the merits of my argument. He also gave me extra credit once for stealing his 
THIMK sign for a few months without knowing it was me. I will continue to talk about him like a 
man from a myth, knowing full well that all (well, OK, most) of the stories are true.  

 
Another remarkable DA trickster, Chris Rosati, who surely owes some of his chutzpah to his high school 
history teacher, wrote me the day after Dave’s death. Here’s Chris’ message: 
 

He was maybe the best I ever had. 
 
He could teach the smart ones and the idiots like me. We traded emails. He wanted to meet. I just 
wasn't ready. I was about to email today to set a time.   
 
I am so angry at myself. But I know he would not want me to be. I can't help but wonder what he 
wanted to talk about. What he wanted to say. Glad I got to tell him how appreciated he was.  
 
Much love to you, the Goulds, and the DA family.  

 
Alumnus David Musante from the class of 87 has a unique perspective on Dave Gould’s life and 
personality. David, now a spinal surgeon in Durham, regrets that he can’t be here this afternoon. Here’s 
the message he emailed on Friday:  
 

Dave was my history teacher, mentor and friend, through moot court and many table hockey 
games, I planted bamboo for him when they were first putting I-40 through his backyard, and a 
couple of decades later, I became his physician. I penned some thoughts as soon as I heard the sad 
news. Here they are.   
 
David Gould was a phenomenon. A force of nature. An incredible spirit, inspiring and motivating 
me to be absolutely the best I could be. He was kind and patient. About his profession, he was 
passionate and intense, with heaps of joy and whimsy. He left an indelible impression on my life 
and I am sure all the lives he touched.  
 
I spoke to him and saw him many times over the 32 years that I've known him, saw him through 
his difficult illness, saw him through the many years following and his struggles. But I never saw 
him lose that spirit, that smile and that twinkle in his eye. 

 
I last saw that twinkle about seven weeks ago.  
 
Over the last 24 years, Dave Gould, Lou Parry, Verle Regnerus and I have gotten together on many 
Friday afternoons to drink a few beers, eat peanuts, solve the problems of the world, and marvel at some 
of the remarkable students we’ve taught. These sessions began, in the early 90’s, on campus, atop the 
physics tower – something I can only today, via videorecording and with the protections afforded by the 
statute of limitations, admit to Mickey Saltman and Don North.  
 
Verle, Lou and I were eventually able to convince Dave that, even at 5 pm on a Friday, it probably wasn’t 
the best example to set for our students. So our Friday ritual moved – behind the barn in the forest at the 
Gould’s house off of Cornwallis.    
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At the last meeting of the Behind the Barn Boys, on June 10, Dave was his regular, irregular, wonderful 
self. Whispering jokes through his amplifier. Asking poignant questions about our just-complete school 
year. Bringing out his bocce set and challenging us to a game. Dave repeatedly changed the rules. His 
team won. As usual, he drank a beer – a fairly radical and revolutionary thing for a man with a feeding 
tube.  
 
Watching Dave drink a beer through his tube was always equal parts disturbing, hilarious and inspiring. 
In fact those three words fit Dave fairly well. Disturbing. Hilarious. Inspiring. Dave Gould disturbed us 
all - he provoked and woke us, he catalyzed new ideas and new ventures, he questioned the status quo and 
danced a jig on the line between convention and creativity. Dave Gould was hilarious. From knee socks to 
vegemite. From poker games to practical jokes. From table hockey to foreign misadventures – he 
generated mischievous joy wherever he went. And, of course, most of us are here today because Dave 
Gould inspired us. He reminded us to thimk hard about the world, to play hard with each other, to create 
beautiful memories wherever we go.  
 
Thank you for listening, and thank you, Dave Gould.  


