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The CN&R’s annual
Entrepreneur Issue will
be on stands February 4.
Tell your entrepreneurial

story to our 100,000 readers
with a profile in this issue.

Contact cnradinfo@newsreview.com
for more information
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Cheers to Dave

| last saw Dave Mettler a few weeks before Thanksgiving. | was at Safeway
to buy sourdough bread, but | popped over to the next aisle to say hello to
the store’s venerable “wine guy.”

I needed to get home and get cooking, but | loved chitchatting with Dave.

During a previous shopping trip, he’d helped me select the bottles to fill
out a six-pack of wine for the upcoming holidays. It was a treat for him as
much as it was for me, as I’m a bit of a hard sell. That is, I’'m an occasional
wine drinker, mainly because | get migraines. Dave knew this, and he’d often
ask whether | was keeping hydrated.

He’d also always ask about my husband and my son, Henry, the latter
of whom he’d seen only once since early in the pandemic, when we crossed
paths with him and his granddaughter—them enjoying a walk, us on bikes—
in our neighborhood.

Dave was a doting grandfather. On several occasions over the years,

I ran into him at the elementary school that Henry and his granddaugh-
ter attended. He often talked about her when we chatted in the store, his
gravely voice softening as he listed her accomplishments.

| first met Dave shortly after he began working at the Mangrove Avenue
store in 2013, but it was decades into his career with Safeway. He won me
over by offering a bakery cookie to Henry, who was then a little guy still sit-
ting in the top basket of the grocery cart.

At first, | was a bit taken aback by Dave’s presence. If you know, you
know. But for those who don’t, he could be described as being, well, passion-
ate about wine and spirits. The store’s beverage steward, he was responsi-
ble for stocking the shelves and helping customers, giving them suggestions
tailored to their tastes or the occasion.

Dave had a knack for steering customers to the best bottles for the
price point. When Safeway was having a big sale, he’d suggest a six-pack,
which knocks the cost per bottle down further. | caved on several occasions,
because, let’s be honest, Dave was a hell of a salesman. He also knew his
stuff—from Bordeaux to zinfandel—and gave great advice, both about wine
and life.

In fact, as | reported back in 2019, Dave became a certified sommelier,
making him one of the most knowledgeable wine people in town. During the
interview, when | asked him how the new bona fides had changed his job,
Dave mentioned his confidence. But he quickly noted that he was still learn-
ing. “Your mind is like a parachute—it doesn’t work unless it’s open,” he said.

That was the second time Dave had appeared in the paper. Years earlier,
I made him one of the Best of Chico Editors’ Picks. He never stopped men-
tioning how grateful he was for that surprise write-up, noting the wave of
congratulations and customers he gained from it.

During our last conversation, as always, Dave asked about my family. I,
too, asked about his. We talked for only five or ten minutes, but within that
time, Dave showed me pictures of his granddaughter, beaming about how
she was becoming quite the equestrian. He sorely missed her, as her family
had moved to Oregon. He also showed off pics of him in his high school band.

We laughed and then | said | needed to get home, never thinking that
would be the last time I’d see him. Dave died after a sudden iliness shortly
before Thanksgiving. He was 65.

It took me a few weeks to return to Safeway after | heard that he had
passed away. And honestly, once | did, the store felt alien without his pres-
ence. Because it was a rarity not to find Dave helping a customer or stock-
ing bottles in aisle 17, | simply expected he’d always be there.

But, as we all know—more so these days than ever—Ilife comes with no
guarantees. Perhaps Dave’s last lessons for us would be to remember just
that—and to befriend those around us and love our people unabashedly,
as he did.

To that | say, Cheers!

Melissa Daughtery is editor-at-large for the Chico News & Review
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