
David Anthony Daniels 

3/5/1966 - 2/21/2022 
 

David Daniels, known to many as ‘Digger’, was born 

in San Antonio, Texas on March 5, 1966.  David 

grew up in San Antonio where he graduated from 

Antonian College Preparatory High School and went 

on to earn a degree in Kinesiology from The 

University of Texas at San Antonio.  He passed 

away on February 21, 2022, at his home in Kendalia, 

Texas.  David was preceded in death by his parents 

Leroy J. Daniels and Danielle Daniels and his 

beloved dogs Blackie and Bo.  He is survived by his 

brother Greg Daniels (& wife Ginny), sister Margaret 

Peche (& husband Billy) and nieces and nephews 

Claire, Waylon, & Lauren Daniels, and Jack & 

Vincent Peche.  
 
 

Memories shared by siblings Greg & Margaret & family 
 
Known for his gift of gab, a single conversation with him made you lifelong friends.  He always spoke his 
mind, honestly and openly, without worry of political correctness.  David had an ability to make people 
laugh and feel great without letting on any challenges he may have been facing.  You'd be hard-pressed 
to find someone he would not share a beer with... and he liked his beer! 
 
I am Margaret, better known as “Digger’s little sister.” That name has followed me for over 40 years.    
My first memories of my brother David include very clean, combed hair, shiny shoes, and catholic school 
uniforms. To this day the photo I have on my phone for David is from his grade school years. He was 
sharp, smart, good looking and lighting fast. David liked to look good, and later in life he never left the 
house without ironing every stitch of clothing.  At the house on Gazel we all shared a room, and my 
fondest memories are of all three of us jumping on our beds until we hit the ceiling, when suddenly both 
boys stopped jumping but I kept going and asked, “Why did you stop this is fun!” Of course, Dad was 
standing in the doorway – BUSTED.   
 
A memory our mother (Danielle Daniels) loved sharing included the time when David was upset, at the 
ripe age of 4 or 5, and told her he was running away. She helped him wrap up a bandana full of supplies, 
tied it to a long stick and waved as he walked out the door. He could not imagine why she was being so 
helpful, as she told him that since he was leaving, she wanted to take a picture to remember him by.  He 
stood on our front porch in his plaid shirt, toddler size Panama hat with that stick over his shoulder.  He 
went to the end of the sidewalk and started down the street… and turned into the next sidewalk 1 house 
over at the Tabbert’s house. He knocked on the door and told Mrs. Tabbert “I am gonna live with you 
now” and went inside!   
 
Most who knew my brother know that he loved Evil Knievel and the stunts he would pull off.  Our uncle, 
Ronald Kolodzie, was a fashion designer and he made each one of us these amazing jumpsuits that we all 
loved; cool zippers and very 70’s style. Those jumpsuits inspired David. David got wise, invited all the 
neighbor friends, and planned a jump in the middle of our street. He convinced me with “Dad said it was 
okay…It will be safe I promise!”  And he was so excited when I agreed to get inside one of those old metal 



trashcans, so he could jump over me with his bicycle. And he DID. Greg & David loved using me as a 
test dummy for their schemes. Promises were made…and broken! I was just so happy my big brother 
included me in his play time.   
 
Growing up the baby sister, it was tough to live up to these brothers. When we were little our dad taught 
us to hunt and fish and for David, everything was a competition. I caught 3 tiny fish, Greg caught 7 and I 
was so impressed, and David caught 13 fish and I just thought he was magic!  Fishing was David's thing 
and he often said, “I always catch the biggest fish.”  When he was supposed to be working, he would 
frequently stop at area rivers 
and lakes to fish.  One day, he 
even sent proof with a photo 
of a 12-pound bass from an 
Oklahoma farm pond.  He 
further explained to catch this 
bass, he used a children's 
Huey, Dewey, and Louie 
fishing rod. (Only Dave!)  How 
do you compete with that? A 
simple game of Monopoly 
(which we played for days on 
end) turned into a hostile 
takeover, and then I learned 
(years later) of David’s sneaky 
ways and how he really won! 
 
 

 
David was savvy and had a passion for sports. 
His athletic abilities just boggled my mind. He 
was a naturally gifted athlete who excelled in 
every sport and position he played.  
Everything seemed to come so easy for him 
and when he tried anything, he did it with ease 
and inherent expertise. He was an athlete most 
of his life, and I was in awe of his talents. I 
thought this was normal for all big brothers, 
but my friends have informed me, NO.  At an 
early age, he placed first in the citywide Punt, 
Pass & Kick competition. David was very 
proud of their grade school football team going 
all season undefeated, and not even being 
scored against until the last game. Although he 
had never played tennis before, David won a 
city tournament with just 2 weeks of practice.  
By his senior year at Antonian he hit 11 home 
runs (some of the longest ever seen) and had a 
.650 batting average.   
 
David continued crushing baseballs into his 
30's while playing with the Falls City Beavers.  
After moving to Oklahoma, David was hired 



on the spot as a batting coach for Oklahoma State University when the head coach saw him hitting in the 
batting cages.  He passed on his skills and touched many lives as a coach for Optimist Little League and 
at TMI.  David was fast and he once outran a gang for several miles and turned to tell them “You can't 
catch the antelope!”  
 
When I began playing sports in school, it was so important to me to show David – the pro of all things 
athletic - that I was good at something. I excelled in volleyball and softball and came home with not one, 
but 2 MVP awards and he was so proud. Not even kidding, that year he got 5 MVP awards. That’s my 
big brother!   
  

The David you didn’t know:  
In middle and high school years I spent enormous amounts of time watching David play team and 
individual sports. It was my social time, and boys were on my radar. My friends loved coming over 
because so many great looking guys were always there. Prom came up - That was the only formal event 
where David, Greg and I would all be in attendance during high school, so it was special to me. With 
only 2 days before the prom my date fell ill. David told his friends how upset I was that I may not get to 
go. My date felt so bad, but do you know that I received 14 offers to fill his spot to go with me to prom? 
That was the David you didn’t know. He lifted the ban to never date his sister (ha!) - Always looking out for 
me. 
 
As big brothers tend to do - David would harass me within an inch of my sanity, but if ANYONE else 
messed with me, there would be consequences. I loved that protective nature, and David had it in 
spades. He was off at college when we learned I had a rare form cancer. David never likes seeing 
anyone suffer and seeing me go through that was far worse torture on him than me.  Long story short – I 
had a toe removed, and came home to see me wearing flip flops, telling me “Geez Margaret put some 



shoes on and cover that thing up. You can’t just walk around like that!” I was fine, and laughed, but again, 
it took his naive little sister a while to figure out – it pained him to think of me in pain. That response 

continued for 30 years 
anytime he saw me in 
sandals or flip flops.   
  
The Daniels family shown 
(left) at wedding for Greg & 
Ginny Daniels. 

 
 
David loved music.  
His favorite decade 
was the 1970’s and 
he could name the 
song, artist and year 
of release after 
hearing just a few 
notes.  David was 
known to 
spontaneously get 
up and show off his 
John Travolta or 
Michael Jackson 
dance moves to 
entertain and make 
people laugh.  David 

shared his music with me. This you know – he loved music. He introduced me to the bands the Doobie 
Brothers, Earth, Wind and Fire, Kansas, and RUSH to name a few. We would listen to music all day long, 
and he had great taste in music. David was unbearable for weeks after seeing the Jacksons in concert 
and sang the entire album non-stop, accented by his dance moves. I will miss those days sitting in mom’s 
house or on her back porch, cranking out the tunes and singing along. Some of our best times were 
shared over music David played. Between Waylon and Greg’s birthdays this past September, our families 
all went to see one of David’s favorite bands, Earth, Wind and Fire. We danced and sang and grooved. 
David took me to many concerts over the years and I cherish those fun times.  
 
Lauren has many favorite memories of Uncle Dave, like playing pink pong or going to dances with him. 
The one she said “always sticks out to me is when dad, Uncle Dave and Bo were driving somewhere – 
couldn’t tell you where we were going but I remember it was Summer. Dad put the windows down and 
we were listening to his old 60’s CD. All three of us were singing “Happy together” by the Turtles, and 
‘Good Morning sunshine’ by Oliver. Uncle Dave of course was the loudest, basically screaming the songs 
out to the highway. It was such a small moment but to me it felt like nothing else mattered, like it was 
just the four of us. All of my memories of Uncle Dave felt like that, free and fun so full of life, just like he 
was.” 
 
The David you likely didn’t know was a terrific artist. I would sit and watch as he would draw an album 
cover of one of his favorite bands, and marvel at his ability to repeat the same artwork freehand. 
  
David was technology challenged and called me regularly for advice on “how to” (fill in the blank) and 
then bragged at his office about how he was the only who knew how to do it. When I told him I needed 
to get something done, he would immediately offer up any connection he had and say, “let me reach out 
to (fill in the blank)” and knew everyone, everywhere. David drew people in, made them feel good and 



they just wanted to be in his orbit. On a trip to Virginia, he and I went into a Texas style bar called 
Stetsons, and he had every drink paid for by complete strangers, then instant friends. After a short time, 
he discovered he knew one of them. Something magic about my big brother. He should have run for 
president.  
 
Fast forward to my wedding. I was about to marry Billy, and the only thing missing was Dad. I decided to 
ask both of my brothers to walk me down the aisle and chose David to give me away. He took one look 
at me, and with tears on his face said, “my God you look beautiful. Don’t trip!”  I hit him and we moved on 
with the ceremony. That was the David you didn’t know – always made a point to tell me how beautiful I 
was and how he loved me. I know he was proud of me, and that moment was the cherry on top.   
 
David made clear to me when I had my 2 sons that they could come visit their Uncle Dave once they 
were OUT of diapers! We took a trip one Easter to Kendalia, to visit him in his yellow house near the 
dance hall. Jack and Vinny colored Easter eggs and laughed, giggled, and listened to music, David 
looked so happy. It was a fun day my sons remember fondly. Waylon tells of the time he used David’s 
lasso to rope the hibachi grill, and with one toss knocked over the grill with a crash! With all caught on 
video, he hustled to reassemble it and said, “Don’t tell Uncle Dave!”  
Jack and Vinny shared a story of David’s bravado. He loved to go bowling with his nieces and nephews. 
Lane 8 Brunswick Bowl > David versus the kids > He throws, turns to them, and says, “Witness Glory!” 
and gets a strike. He tells them a story of how he comes every Saturday and bowls a perfect 300 game. 
Our nephew Waylon was all of 12 years old and beat him. “Witness Glory!” is still used in our house to 
celebrate greatness.  
  
David did not have children, but he bragged about his nieces and nephews constantly and loved them 

like they were his own.  One of his favorite things was going to their musical and athletic events to 

support them and tell them how proud he was of them. This support was also extended to cousins and 

family friends.  

  
David loved his dogs Blackie and Bo, and they were always with him. David really liked to dance, and 
when girlfriends were not around, he grabbed a cousin or aunt for a spin. He loved living in the Texas hill 
country and being outdoors, fishing, hunting, and shooting the breeze, having deep discussions into the 
wee hours. David loved history, felt strongly about his heritage, and staying connected. He felt strongly 
about his family (which always included friends) and especially loved his brother Greg. They have been 
nearly inseparable most of their lives.   
  
 
 
 
 
In this photo (left side) 18-month-old 
David is loving his new baby brother, 
Greg born in 1967. Pictured right is 
David, holding his brother Greg’s son 
Waylon, born in 2001, while Greg’s 
daughter Claire (born in 1999) loves 
on her baby brother. 

 
 
 
 
 
The response David received 
when the network of his friends 



learned about our mother’s passing overwhelmed him. He just couldn’t believe how many people 
reached out to him from far and wide. That was David – the connections he made were lifelong, and 
unbreakable bonds. The David you didn’t know was so surprised by that response. WE were not at all 
surprised. He was grateful for those friendships and connections, and it carried him through his 
struggles.  Friendships left behind are a testament to his true charisma and character. The loyalty 
inspired by David was unmatched.    
David passed away 5 weeks after his mother Danielle. We smile knowing our mother is chewing him out 
for not letting her have a longer period in heaven before he joined her.  One of his best friends said it 
best, “David was not rich, but was rich in friends and family.”  Rest in peace, dear brother.  
 
 

 

Thoughts shared by lifelong friend, Bryan Myler 

I met David in 1978 when we were in the 7th grade. That was the beginning of a great friendship. You 
know we all have stories about Dave, and they can go on forever, so I'll just try to describe Dave as a 
friend. Some of you may be wondering how he got his name Digger. He got that from my uncle, Coach 
Myler, and my dad, because early in 7th grade we had a football practice. They would turn around and 
be looking for Dave, Dave would be over somewhere just digging in the dirt, so that's where he got his 
nickname, Digger. 

There are friends. There is family. And then there are friends that became family. 

Dave was that friend that became part of my family. My family accepted him with open arms, and his 
family accepted us as part of their family. 



Friends are the siblings God never gave us. 

The Lord gave me a pretty good, brother. I love you, Rusty. And then He gave me Dave, Greg, and 
Margaret. I guess the Lord decided that I needed to pick on someone else besides Rusty. I also Gained 
another mother. I love you, mom. My mom is the best, but Dee was right up there next to her. Dee, I 
hope you are hiding that Wild Turkey. I can see Leroy and hear Leroy that day David arrived in Heaven. 
‘Dang it Dave, you never came home early when we asked you to.’ Your mom and I were just getting 
ready to go on our Heavenly Honeymoon. 

A strong friendship doesn't need daily conversation or being together. As long as the friendship lives in 
the heart, true friends never part. 

There are many of us here who have not seen each other for days, weeks, months or even years and the 
bond is still strong as ever. I love all you Blessed Sacrament Bulldogs and Antonian Apaches and other 
friends that I met thru Dave. God brought us altogether. And I believe Dave kept us all together. Like I 
said earlier, Dave was the guy that would call you out of the blue just to see how you were doing, just to 
check in.  We might not have talked every day or seen each other every day but Dave was that friend 
who would call you out of the blue to check up on you. It did not matter how much time had passed; 
when we would get in touch it was like we had never skipped a beat. He was our heart. He was the one 
who kept us all together. It was a special connection. 

True friends aren't the ones who make your problems disappear. They're the ones who won't disappear 
when you're facing problems. 

Dave had that personality. The funny part is that sometimes Dave was the problem. But we won't go talk 
about that. Dave always had a listening ear and a shoulder to lean on, or sometimes he would just talk to 
you. Even though sometimes he may have gotten too involved, but that's how Dave was. He wanted to 
help everybody. He was happy for your happiness and sad for your sadness. That’s why he has a special 
place in all our hearts. Dave was that friend who was there for you when you needed something, no 
matter what or when. 

Nothing compares to the stomachache you get from laughing with your best friends.  

Oh boy, did Dave make us laugh. While you are sitting here today, think of your own stories about Dave. 
We can all get serious stomach aches. Man, did he make us laugh. If there was more time, we would all 
be leaving with sore stomachs from all the laughter. May our Dave stories live on forever. 

Friendship isn't about who you have known the longest. It's about who came and never left your side. 

Well, Dave you may have left our side, but you'll never leave our hearts. Dave, you will always have that 
special place in all our hearts. 

Great friends are hard to find, difficult to leave and impossible to forget. That's you, Dave. With all your 
wild stories. You'll never be forgotten. 

A good friend knows all your best stories. But a best friend has lived them with you. 

And here I am trying to be all serious. And you know, we all have those stories about Dave. What we 
would do, to have one more Whiffle ball game? Man, did we have some good Whiffle ball games!  And 
we won't talk about the pizza, Perez. Or his dad coming out at 3:00 o'clock in the morning saying, “Boys, 
it's time to go to bed.”  Everyone in here has a story with Dave. That's why we consider him one of our 



best friends. Some are good, some are bad. But in the end. We're all going to say, "That was a damn 
good story!” In some of those stories all you need to say is “Wasn't that fun!” 

Find a weirdo just like you and never let them go. 

Man, did we find a weirdo? Dave was a weirdo. In his own special unique way. And I think a lot of y'all 
know what I'm talking about. At times, did that boy act weird! That was thing that Dave did really well.  
Especially the way he tried to Dance. We all know about that goofy dance routine that he was known 
for. He was the Polish RE RUN. 

Happiness is insulting your best friend for no reason.  

(All you guys that are on this group text? You know what group text we're talking about?)  And yes, we 
did pick on Dave a lot and sometimes it went too far, but it made our days. You guys all know what I’m 
talking about. Going to miss those. You could be having the worst day. Then you get the text started by 
either Dave or Perez. Your day just got better. That was another way he kept us together. 

 If ever there is tomorrow when we’re not together… there is something you must always remember. 
You are braver than you believe, stronger than you seem, and smarter than you think. But the most 
important thing is, even if we’re apart… I’ll always be with you.” – Winnie the Pooh   
Of all quotes, Winnie the Pooh.   
This is Dave. Those are sayings Dave would tell us if we were having a bad day. Yes, He will always be 
with us.  

• "My friend was ridiculously happy in life, so let us celebrate that life rather than weep 
over death. " Dave did enjoy life. Dave would want us to throw the biggest party ever.   

Saying goodbye isn't for us. Instead, I will say that I look forward to seeing my DAVID again, each time I 
am reminded of him through a phrase, a joke, and mostly a song. These are the things that will keep us 
close despite death.  
The days after Dave passed, I was driving, and a song would come on. I would either start laughing or 
shed a tear. There are many songs that remind us of David. I texted the guys the other day saying I have 
Dave’s funeral song.  

.Prop Me Up Beside the Juke Box (IF I DIE) 

Well I ain't afraid of dying, it's the thought of being dead 
I want to go on being me once my eulogy's been read 
Don't spread my ashes out to sea, don't lay me down to rest  
You can put my mind at ease if you fill my last request 
Prop me up beside the jukebox if I die  
Lord, I want to go to Heaven, but I don't want to go tonight  
Fill my boots up with sand, put a stiff drink in my hand  
Prop me up beside the jukebox if I die 

This is what David probably wanted. 

Dear Dave, 

 I don't know how to thank you, but I'm lucky to have had you in my life. All y'all here today are feeling 
the same way. We are all lucky to have known Dave and call him friend. 

https://parade.com/935628/parade/winnie-the-pooh-quotes/

