YOUR PRECIOUS SON EDWARD.

Born 12th December 1979

Dear John and Sue how sad your news,

Your precious son departed,

Elizabeth, Catherine and Hywel too

Must all feel broken hearted.

There is no pain that’s greater,

Than a child that loses life,

It tears the very heart out 

Of loved ones left in strife.

A fatal illness unforeseen

Brought Edward to this station,

It’s something we are told is ‘fate’

There’s no negotiation.

For fate is in the hands of God,

There’s nothing we can do,

He takes it on Himself to choose,

Who’s going to pull through.

As humans we would question why

Should these things happen so,

But God relieves us of that choice,

Of knowing who’s to go.

We are left to trust, what’s done is done,

And what He gives us all,

Are precious memories to behold,

That we, with joy, recall.

When Ed was born to both of you

Those so few years ago

Little did you know back then,

He wore an angel’s glow.

These earthly angels, they are born

To special people indeed,

He is a mixture of you both,

A very special breed.

He filled his life, without a doubt,

In very many ways,

Achieving more than many folk,

In a fraction of their days.

With school days over, next in line,

It was off to Lackham College,

For agricultural engineering,

Some very useful knowledge.

With that course done, then so it was,

Australia seemed to call,

Thus he travelled across the world,

To have an ‘Aussie ball’

He slept with crocs and many ‘sharks’

Of that there was no doubt,

 Met up with Clive and the lifeguards,

Who were competing round about.

He chatted of experiences,

Whilst diving off the reef,

Among the fish and coral,

And sights beyond belief.

His love of diving was indeed

A serious train of thought,

“Join the Navy,” Clive suggested,

“Where you’ll be properly taught.”

Then back to Britain next he came,

To work in Lincoln there,

But he seemed to drift away from land,

To search for brisk sea air.

The Navy next, it had to be,

And soon he was enlisted,

His passing out parade ensued,

And to diving he insisted.

Now his career it had set sail,

And proud he was to be,

A sailor in the Navy,

Both on and under sea.

But then a problem came to light,

Through an eye examination,

There was something just not right,

That caused an exclamation.

So Navy days were now on hold,

Until his health was sorted.

So off to Harper Adams next,

This ‘rolling stone’ reported.

A degree he put upon his list,

He wasn’t going to falter,

And was determined he would beat

What caused his life to alter.

Now as he’s journeyed through his life

And whilst on all his travels,

He touched the lives of many folk,

A countless list unravels.

His footprints spread from north to south,

From east to west and yonder,

His smile’s remembered everywhere,

His love grows ever fonder.

Even in his darker days,

He thought not of himself,

He was too busy raising funds,

To help cure someone else.

These grand events so well supported,

By young and old alike,

And in its midst, your precious son,

Glowed like a beacon light.

And that’s how I’ll remember him,

A young lad full of fun,

A twinkle in his loving eyes,

For each and everyone.

An angel, thus he was indeed,

And he will never die,

For when you least expect it, 

He’ll walk with you awhile-

“I never want to hurt you,

My precious family,

Don’t cry for me- remember,

Just how I used to be.”

“I am a sea breeze blowing,

and I’ll whisper in your ear,

I know you cannot see me,

But I am always here.”

His resilience is undying,

He’s never going to fade,

God’s given you this treasure,

By His divine hands made.

He was sent here for a purpose

And now his task is done.

God’s taken him to rest awhile

His lamb, your precious ons.

IN MEMORY OF EDWARD, YOUR SON AND FRIEND,

WHO WAITS FOR YOU AT YOUR LIFE’S END

Heather Edwards

6.10.2007
