
Memories of David

W
e gather today in God’s house to remember

David Edgar Hancock. My son. Diana’s son.

Adam’s brother. Sweet Katherine’s husband. 

Your presence here today honors David and

our family. Thank you.

We all have special memories of David. Here are some of

mine.

Birth.  David was born in Nacogdoches, Texas, in 1970 in

the same hospital where Diana and I were born twenty-four

years earlier.

My father, John D. Hancock, drove Diana to the hospital.

David’s birthday, March 26, was also my father’s birthday.

Diana’s first question after she saw David was this: “Does

he have red hair?” And, of course, he did. Beautiful curly red

hair. 

First Step. By David’s first birthday, he was a New

Yorker. I was in graduate school there.

Each day, Diana, David, and I would

walk in Riverside Park. David took his

first steps in that park in October 1970.

We took him with us everywhere, in-

cluding museums. This shocked most

New Yorkers.

“You must be followers of Piaget,”

one woman said, referring to the famous

child development expert. 

“No,” we replied (or should have).

“We’re from East Texas.”

Organizer.  When David was three, we moved to Austin.

Diana was a teacher. I was a newspaper reporter.

To stretch the budget one year, we built some shelves for

David and Adam out of cheap pine lumber.

Using press-on lettering, David then patiently labeled each

shelf. Paper. Books. Non-Fiction. Comics. Art. Shoes. And

Shoes again.

The T-Account.  In Austin, David attended Strickland

Christian School, where he learned to read, write, and love

God.

One day when he was six or seven, using a pencil and a

page from his tablet, he drew what looked like a T-account

– a line across the top of the page and another line down the

middle. 

But instead of listing assets in the left column and liabili-

ties in the right one, David had very carefully listed his rules

of conduct.

On the left were the things he was supposed to do – obey

his mom, pick up his things, be nice to Adam. 

On the right were the things he was not supposed to do,

including this memorable rule: “Don’t kill people.”

Cancer.  When David was fourteen, his ankle swelled.

Doctors diagnosed bone cancer.

At the age when most freshmen boys worry about being

bounced off lockers, David faced his mortality.

His doctors doctored him – and his mother and his church

prayed him – through that crisis. But it changed him forever.

He became an adult a little faster than he needed to.

Rice University.  At Rice, SE stands for science and engi-

neering, and Academ refers to English, history, and other

liberal arts. Each year, after they have been formally

introduced to Math, Chemistry, and Physics, a lot of SE’s

suddenly decide to become Academs. 

David signed up as an Academ, then switched to SE.

Officials are still checking to see if that had ever happened

before. They’re also checking to see if it is legal.

He graduated with a degrees in history and mechanical

engineering. He loved history and read it

for fun all his life. And he loved

engineering, which gave him his worthy

occupation. 

Baker College.  Rice has residential

colleges. David was in Baker, the same

one I attended. He loved Baker and serv-

ed it well. One year, he was orientation-

week coordinator.

Each spring, Rice has a legendary

beer-bike race. Each college enters a

team, consisting of ten chuggers and ten riders. It’s a relay –

one chug, one ride, one chug, one ride.

One year, David signed up as captain. Being a Baptist and

wishing to serve as a good example, I suppose, he chose bike-

team captain. His team didn’t win, but it did very well. It was

a happy, happy day for David and his friends.

And think about this: he was a bike-team captain whose

right fibula – the small bone in the bottom of his leg – had

been mostly removed by surgeons and whose foot had been

rebuilt.

For his service on this and other projects, his college made

him a Baker Fellow. A plaque with his name hangs today in

Baker Commons.

Yugoslavia.  One semester, David studied international

relations in Vienna. He and a friend traveled to Yugoslavia

and stayed with the friend’s uncle. Within months, the entire

country would be at war. 

David asked the uncle why he hated his ethnic enemies.

“They are not human,” the uncle said. “They are not fit to

live.”

Thus a young man who treasured life came face-to-face

with the spirit of evil that rules much of the world, and

treasures death.

“I have
always been
so happy.”



Guidant Corporation.  David’s illness influenced his

choice of occupation. He never wanted to be a doctor, but he

found a way to help people medically through engineering.

David worked for Compass, a division of Guidant Corpor-

ation. His company invents, manufactures, and sells exotic

medical devices – things like stents to keep arteries open and

implantable defibrillators.

David helped invent medical devices. Before his illness

forced him to stop, he helped develop a stent for blood

vessels in the brain. He was Project Group Leader. About

thirty-five people were on the team. David coordinated their

daily activities.

Beginning in August, patients with a high risk of stroke

will be treated with David’s device. They will never know

how their lives were affected by a red-haired boy from

Texas. But we will know.

Things David Loved.  David loved Northern California.

He loved long bike rides in the mountains. He loved back-

packing with Katherine in Yosemite. 

He loved his friends who came to see him while he was ill.

He loved Adam and the time they had to get to know each

other better.

He loved us all.

The Brown Nissan. David did not care about luxury.

Even as his income rose, he lived in a small apartment and

drove the same brown 1990 Nissan he owned in college.

The car is – let’s admit it – ugly. If it were parked in the

church lot today, food pantry workers would probably put

double portions of groceries in the front seat, out of pity.

Happiness.  Thursday, June 8, was a bad day for David.

For days, David had been so heavily sedated that he could

barely function. Even walking was difficult, because of

balance. He had complained about the sedation, and the

doctor gave him a new prescription. On Thursday, we looked

for signs of improvement, but saw none. 

Until about 4:00 p.m. Unexpectedly, he turned and asked

Diana and me to talk to him about our faith in Jesus Christ.

“I want to hear your testimony,” he said.

So Diana told how her faith as a child had matured as an

adult, and I told how faith came unexpectedly when I quit

striving in the world.

David then talked about his cancer. Some patients wonder

why it has happened to them, he said. What did they eat?

What were they exposed to? Why them?

“I have never worried about any of that,” David told us. “I

have always been so happy.”

Bereavement.  On the Monday before he died, a doctor

gave David a very frank assessment of his condition, then

asked David if he were afraid.

David could not speak, but he nodded yes. “Are you afraid

of dying?” David nodded no. “Are you afraid of pain?”

David said no again. “What are you afraid of?”

With a pen, David slowly spelled out the word bereave-

ment. He was afraid that all of us, especially Katherine,

would suffer.

“I love you all so much,” he wrote. “It breaks my heart.”

Katherine.  David and Katherine met at Rice. It was clear

from the beginning that she was special.

One day he and I went to lunch. He asked how to propose

and where to buy a ring.

I don’t remember exactly what I said, but it was something

like this – “Just ask her. If she says yes, marry her. If she says

no, ask her again.”

She said yes. They were married on October 26, 1996, in

Houston. I never saw him happier in his life, before or after,

than he was that day.

His mother and I say this to all of you here: David, our son,

was blessed among all men that Katherine was his wife.

Through the happy days of their marriage and the sad days at

the end, she stood beside him and gave him strength and

unconditional love. 

Near the end, he expressed his love by squeezing her hand

and by winking, first one eye, then the other. 

“[S]how me your face,” says the man in the Song of Songs.

“Let me hear your voice; for your voice is sweet and your

face is lovely.”

The woman says, “My lover is mine and I am his; he

browses among the lilies. Until the day breaks and the

shadows flee, turn, my lover, and be like . . . a young stag on

the rugged hills.” 

That is our David. And that is his sweet Katherine.

By Darrell Hancock

Andrew Garner, a friend, read this eulogy at David’s mem-

orial services, Friday, June 30, at Kingwood First Baptist

Church, Kingwood, Texas, and at Caledonia Cemetery, near

Garrison, Texas. The eulogy was also read at David’s

California memorial service, Sunday, August 6, at Unitarian

Universalist Congregation of Marin, San Rafael, California. 

This reprinted version of the eulogy has been edited

slightly, and the section on bereavement has been added. Dr.

Dearing L. Garner originally used that section in the

Kingwood memorial sermon.

The section on Baker College has this footnote: James A.

Baker, III, and Mrs. Baker attended the Kingwood memorial

service. Mr. Baker, the former United States Secretary of

State, is the grandson of Captain James A. Baker, after whom

Baker College is named.

The family asks that memorial contributions be made to

Rice University (Memo: David Hancock Memorial Fund),

Office of Development, MS-81, Post Office Box 1892,

Houston, Texas 77251-1892. 
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