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How lucky I am, to have had a father like Bob Spire. Although I
am an attorney, Dad and I never worked together. However, we often
shared our feelings and thoughts about the law and the legal
profession.

Dad had a great love and respect for the law. He spoke publicly
about his view of the law and how it could be used to right the wrongs
in this world and bring justice to oppressed people. We heard these
same themes at home. Dad always said he could strike more blows for
freedom as a lawyer than in any other occupation.

When speaking to a group of lawyers, Dad once said: "We recog-
nize that we are guided by a system of values, a system which is the
basis for our common body of law. This system of values, carried out
through our law, is based on a desire to do what is right, not just for
ourselves, but also for our friends, neighbors and fellow citizens."
These were not just hollow words for Dad. He dedicated his life to
making sure all people had access to the legal system and the use of
the system to eliminate such evils as racial discrimination. He taught
by example and often quoted Albert Schweitqer: "Example is not the
best teacher; it is the only teacher." Dad was an inspiration and role-
model to many. It is of great comfort to his family to know that he
lives on through the work of other lawyers and public servants. Dad
was a man who had strong convictions and yet he had great respect for
the opposing point of view. He would often say to me, "Jessie dear,
reasonable people can disagree" and that there was nothing worse
than being "intolerant of the intolerant."

I remember returning home to Omaha from a visit to Minneapolis
over the New Year in January, 1985. Dad informed me that then Ne-
braska Governor Robert Kerrey had asked him to serve as State Attor-
ney General. I had graduated from Creighton Law School the
previous Spring and begun work in the Nebraska legislature that fall
in Lincoln. I selfishly thought, "Geez, Dad, I just got my first job away
from home and less than six months later, you're going to be in an
office not only in the same town, but in the same building!!" Dad said
that the people of Nebraska had given so much to him over the years
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that he wanted to give something back to them. I cherish the memo-
ries I have of that brief time when we were in the same town, the same
building and both working in public service.

bad had a great sense of humor and sense of the absurd. He
loved "shaggy dog" stories, the Bob and Ray radio program, and slap
stick comedy. He was a great story teller and had a wealth of varied
experiences to draw upon. Most of his stories involved real people and
events. He told of how once, when he was a law student, he and his
roommates had a party. A rather disheveled guest arrived and Dad
and his roommates each thought he was a friend of the others. He
ended up staying the night on their couch and it wasn't until the next
morning over breakfast that Dad and his roommates realized no one
knew him. The man had seen the party through the window and
heard "a pretty good piano player" (guess who?) and thought he would
join in the fun. Of course, it loses much in the writing and must not
seem too funny now, but just imagine Dad telling it, gesturing wildly
and vividly describing the scene.

Dad could be downright silly, too. We took a trip to Disneyland
when we were kids. It started to pour down rain while we were in the
park. Dad took out his handkerchief, put it on top of his head, and
walked around the park despite becoming soaked in ten seconds. Of
course, his young daughters were mortified, but we got a lot of laughs
out of that image over the years; this very distinguished looking gen-
tleman with a wet hanky on his head.

Dad had little personal habits that his daughters would tease him
about. He often grumbled goodnaturedly, of the being the butt of all
jokes in the Spire family. His favorite color was orange and he would
wear bright "hunter" orange socks and hats. He once drove home in a
bright orange Ford Pinto with a sunroof. We decided that was his
mid-life crisis. He had a travel size bottle of every toilet article you
can imagine. One of my sisters would give him a Christmas stocking
each year stuffed with travel size toiletries. It was his favorite gift!

Dad packed many experiences into his sixty-eight years. He lived
every moment of his life here on earth to the fullest. I think he truly
loved life and reveled in its precious moments. Having fought and
been wounded twice in the Philippines during World War II as a
young man, he knew that life could be snatched away suddenly. Once,
when I was complaining about the rigors of my first year of law school
he said to me: "Jessie, when I was in law school, I was so glad'to have
a dry place to sleep where I wasn't being shot at, that the classroom
seemed fine to me." I guess fifty pages of Constitutional Law isn't so
bad.
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Dad was always there for his girls. He sent us flowers on our
birthdays and Valentine's Day up until he became ill. He took us out
to breakfast on Saturday mornings, to the Dairy Queen and to Ne-
braska football games. He attended years of dance and piano recitals
and sporting events. He would go to work at 6:00 a.m. in the morning
so that he could be home at night for dinner. We would take weekend
trips to the Howard Johnson Hotel in Council Bluffs to swim in the
indoor pool, eat ice cream all weekend, and get away from the
telephone.

It was really the little things that endeared Dad to us. He would
give us very elaborate birthday cards and underline the important
parts in red. On the morning of.our birthday, we would arrive down-
stairs to be.welcomed by big,"Happy Birthday" signs in red that he
made out of the cardboard from his drycleaning. He would always
take our calls at the office. He send us postcards every week when we
were away at college. He was always there to listen and had just .the
right words of encouragement for us.

He was very sentimental and saved everything, every card, every
letter, even telephone messages. I was going through some of his
things and found a slip of paper where he had jotted down "Ella
Elaine; 7lbs. 8 1/2 oz. 21" black hair." I had called him to tell him of
the birth of my daughter and he had written down the facts. (Typical
for a lawyer, huh?) I was so touched that he had kept the slip of paper
and it is now in Ella's baby book. He also took the time to write Ella a
hand-written letter, welcoming her into the world and telling her
what a wonderful family she had been born into and how much she
was loved. That letter is my most cherished possession.

I will never forget what it was like to have Dad walk me down the
aisle on my wedding day, our arms intertwined, holding my hands
with both of his, tears in his eyes. I long to pick up the telephone and
hear his very gentle voice saying, "Jessie, this is your Dad." I will
never forget him making the motion for my admission to the Nebraska
State Bar. I will never forget the way Dad held my mother's hand
behind his back as he was sworn in as Attorney General. I long to
hear this twinkling of the piano keys as he vigorously tapped his foot
to the beat. So many beautiful memories. What a gift he gave us in
them.

I know that Dad was at peace with himself and was ready to leave
this world when required to do so. I am just so sad that it had to be
now, before he had the opportunity to teach at the law school and di-
rect the internship program. He was so looking forward to it. He was
a man of unending energy.
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Dad was a great admirer of Rosa Parks, the civil rights activist
who began the Montgomery, Alabama bus boycott when she refused to
move to the back of a city bus when asked by a white man. Instead of
riding the bus to her job as a domestic worker on the other side of
town, Ms. Parks walked. As the bus boycott wore on, Ms. Parks was
asked why she didn't just get back on the bus rather than continue to
make the long walk to work each day. She responded: "My feets is
tired, but my soul is rested." Dad's feets may have been tired, but I
know his soul was rested.


