
Whenever I go to funerals I always leave wishing I’d known the person better.  I’m going to 
be intentionally vague about the timing here, but I mentioned this to Tim once after a 
service a couple of years ago, and his response — which probably won’t surprise anyone 
— was “well, I knew that guy and he was kind of an ass.”  


But the thing is, the people who know you the best, the ones who know you well enough 
to eulogize you, know what’s behind those rough edges, the pain and the fear, the 
insecurities and the ruminative thoughts and they love you not only in spite of those rough 
edges but in some ways all the more for them, because we want nothing more than for 
the ones we love to be free of whatever is roughening the edges, so that the whole world 
can see them through our love-colored glasses.  


Well, for all of you who are watching to support us but didn’t know Jack very well, I am 
sorry to tell you, you really missed out.  And for all of you who did know him well, I am just 
so sorry.


Jack made me a mom.  It was a dream come true.  When I interviewed for my first big job 
out of grad school, I was asked, “Where do you see yourself in 5 years?”  And I answered, 
“As a mom.”  My future boss made this facial expression I became very familiar with, kind 
of blinking wide and taken aback but with a smile, then he regrouped and asked, “A 
working mom?”  And missing the cue, I said “No, I just wanna be a mom.” I  got  hired, 
surprisingly, and four and a half years later, Tim and I got pregnant on our honeymoon.  


We didn’t want to know the sex of the baby ahead of time.  So we picked out a boy’s 
name and a girl’s name.  I had a complicated pregnancy that included some 
hospitalizations and bed rest, and then a long and complicated delivery, and when Jack 
was born he didn’t cry out right away.  Once everyone was sure he was breathing, I had to 
interrupt the commotion to ask — “what is it?”    Tim said, “It’s a Jack” and laid him in my 
arms.

He was never just a boy.  He was always this perfect unique soul with so much dignity.  


The first four months of Jack’s life we were away from each other for only 4 hours, living in 
a one bedroom apartment.  Tim and everyone else I knew in TX was working 18 hours a 
day on the campaign, so most of that time was just the two of us.  Jack could be colicky 
and sometimes it was boring, but mostly he was easy going and it was fascinating to 
watch him grow.  He loved to be held and he loved to be read-to.  I literally read all of War 
and Peace aloud to him in that apartment.  


He was an early reader himself and at age 5, struggling to be still at Mass, negotiated with 
us that he be allowed to read during the service if he brought The Chronicles of Narnia 
because, after all, Aslan WAS Jesus.        I know a lot of the people watching on-line will 
remember.  The copy he had was a tome, all 10 books in one; he read it every week in that 
pew there.  




He was so insightful at such a young age.  When Jack was only seven, he was reading 
Watership Down.  And I was reading The Aquariums of Pyongyang (a book from the Bush-
Rove reading contest).  Jack asked me to tell him about the book I was reading.  I 
explained the dictatorship in North Korea and the prison camps.  He sat there quietly 
thinking.  Then looked up at me and said, “Mom, I think North Korea is a lot like Efrafa.”  
He wanted to read my book, too.  When I told him it wouldn’t be appropriate, he asked if I 
would read it aloud and leave out the inappropriate parts, and we would lay in the 
hammock together and do that.  He would twirl my hair in his fingers and close his eyes, 
because otherwise he would read ahead of me when I was trying to paraphrase what was 
inappropriate.


But reading was about the only time Jack was still.  He loved to be outside, to run and 
move, to play in the dirt, to build things and grow things, to find and hold and observe 
bugs, to study every kind of wildlife, especially baby animals.  We had two outdoor cats 
who were a menace to baby rabbits and squirrels and chippies and birds.  Jack would spy 
Pounce (the cat) tormenting some young creature through the sliding glass doors in our 
kitchen.  And we’d all sit there cringing, while Jack instinctively ran out and shooed the 
cat away.  One time, a baby squirrel in the process of being rescued climbed up Jack’s 
legs and torso, dropped down the neckline of his t-shirt and then ran in circles around his 
waistband because the shirt was tucked in.  He couldn’t have been happier.  We made 
many trips to Second Chance Wildlife because of Jack’s interventions. 


His instinct was always to help.  He saved Leah’s life twice.  Once, being the first one to 
her when she fell in the pool as a toddler and again the first to her, to give her the Heimlich 
when she was choking on a bead she’d chewed off a bracelet while we were watching a 
family movie.  Leah, in turn, loved Jack without any reservation.  They had an easy 
relationship filled with laughter — often at my expense.  They shared the same sense of 
humor and the same impulsivity, and it often made for a lot of noise in our house.


He was such a great big brother to Clara, too.  When Clara was first born, the time came 
for the nurse to wheel her away to get her cleaned up and Jack, at 17 months old, hopped 
out of the television armoire he had been climbing in, ran over and braced himself against 
the cart to stop the woman from leaving.  He held his ground firmly until we could make 
him understand what was happening.                 Clara was such a screamer as a baby and 
Jack would just hover around her trading out this for that to see what she wanted, more 
patient than any mother, any where.  They were so close in age and Jack was a little 
delayed, which made the timing perfect for him to model new milestones for her.  She 
always caught up quick.  He was always proud of her and happy for all her achievements.  
Jack loved sports and had a lot of heartache over the years about the limitations his size 
or early OT issues put on his success, but he never let that get in the way of enjoying 
Clara’s success right along with her.  He’d brag about her to anyone….  Although, he was 
also happy to take her down a notch for her lack of geography skills — Jack could have 
made a World Atlas without any resources beyond the knowledge in his head.




He loved math, too.  In Montessori, you learn multiplication in Kindergarten with bead 
chains.  Jack’s teacher Ms. Nellis tells a story about sending another boy to show Jack 
the seven chain — to learn his seven tables.  Turning around and noticing the two boys 
were off onto something else, she called them over and reminded them of her 
instructions.  Zane protested “Jack already knows the seven chain.”  “What do you 
mean?” she asked inclining her head toward Jack, who on cue started, “seven, fourteen, 
twenty-one,. . .” all the way up to 84 until she interrupted “Jack, how do you know that?”  
With a proud smile he said, “Easy, football,”  foreshadowing his future interest in sports 
analytics.


Jack’s heart was gentle.  I remember driving to school one morning in his early elementary 
years.  There was a dead deer on the side of the road.  I can’t remember what about it 
was particularly shocking, but I made some kind of a gasp, which Jack picked up on and 
looked out in the same direction.  We arrived at school after about 10 minutes — with 
everyone including Jack singing along to some silly kids music like Veggie Tales or Free to 
Be You and Me or something—but before walking up the drive, Jack paused and turned 
to me and said, “Mom, I’m still just feeling so sad for that deer."


For all his compassion, he felt joy as deeply as empathy.  He was such a happy little guy 
and uninhibited.  He hugged everyone generously and without fear when arriving or 
leaving anywhere.  He learned everyone’s name and remembered it forever. He laughed 
and smiled and he enjoyed the same experiences anyone would.  


Still, as early as six years old, he began showing signs of depression.  It was then he 
asked me, earnestly and in tears, “I’m not sure why I should bother trying when everything 
is so much harder for me than for everyone else?”  Jack’s intellect was great, but it made 
him keenly aware of comparisons.  


And although math and reading came easy, in so many areas life was harder for him.   We 
don’t know why.  We don’t know why he had speech issues or OT issues, ADD, celiac 
disease, or antibiotic resistant infections anymore than we know why his body couldn’t 
make serotonin or why he had an autoimmune disease attacking the dopamine receptors 
in his brain.  


But he DID try.  Every coach who ever had him talked about how much heart and hard 
work he put in everyday.  


His High School career was marred by seizures, ICU stays, and hospitalizations, but he 
remained at the top of his class.  


With all that behind him, he was in a head on collision with a dump truck, breaking his 
back in three places, but within a few months, it was as though nothing had ever 
happened.  




Jack had overcome more in 19 years than most of us will ever face.

His anxiety at times wracked him with physical pain, but he put himself out there and he 
continued to make wonderful memories and great friends — especially at Silver Bay — 
especially Lucas and Ryan — so much so that most people had no idea he had any 
struggles.  He was a leader in youth group.  He went to prom and to parties.  He played 
pong and he prayed.  He worked — apprenticed for a woodworker here at our church, 
sold most of you knives, I bet, worked on the creative and the mundane at Erin’s 
warehouse, and of course at Silver Bay.  He couldn’t get enough Madden.  He LOVED to 
EAT. He tortured himself being a die hard Redskins fan — talk about heartache.  He loved 
this family.  Our immediate family, and our big crazy close-knit extended family.  He loved 
his dad.  He was never more comfortable and engaged than watching a game with Tim, or 
playing jeopardy and corn-hole against him.  Matt, he really loved you.


And Crae, he loved you, too.  His relationship with Crae was complicated.  But Jack 
wished well for Crae and before Crae was to start high school Jack would pull Clara aside 
and ask her to watch over him at St John’s, giving her ideas of things to do to make 
Crae’s transition comfortable and things to look out for to make sure he was truly happy.  


So many of the stories that come back to us about Jack are about this great compassion 
he had for people.  This instinct to help.  And how he forgave so easily.  And Jack learned 
this great compassion from so many of you.  There were so many people in his life that 
when he was with you, he truly knew his worth.  Honestly, I was going to name people, 
but the list got so long.  He was quick to recognize when someone took a genuine interest 
in him or when out of kindness showed him kindness.


It was Mark Twain who once said, though, “The worst things in my life never even 
happened to me.”  So much of what haunted Jack were just thoughts in his head.  Either 
worries about things that never came to be.  Or baseless, negative narratives about why 
something in the past didn’t work out.  The what ifs and if onlys often caused him to avoid 
what he should have been attending to.


I am not a worrier.  My brain doesn’t really go there.  I just always think everything is going 
to be ok, eventually.  So, it was always hard for me to understand exactly what Jack was 
going through.    And sometimes this lack of understanding would come between us.  I 
always wished I could understand better.  But Jack often hid from us his darkest thoughts, 
I think not because he didn’t trust us with them, but because he didn’t want to burden us 
with them.  


I was explaining to my friend Catherine, the horrible unfairness, that now I finally 
understand.  My chest and my stomach and my jaw ache with these terrible thoughts 
about what I could have done differently along the way and the uncertainty of how to go 
on from here.  And she reminded me that I have always said that I would happily bear his 
pain, so that he could be free from it.  




And so I will, and I trust that he IS free from it, at peace.


It was just about one year ago that Jack played Christ in the passion play here at our 
church.  I remember how powerful it was for me to watch Laura, playing Mary, hold Jack 
in a Pieta after they removed him from the Cross.  And I thank God that the Blessed 
Mother is with Jack now and she, in all her perfection, is taking care of him.  


Jack’s life had great purpose.  He was so good and he inspired so many to goodness.  


His death is such a loss, but I don’t want anyone to ever say it was a waste.  I challenge 
each of you to find purpose in his death and set an intention for yourself.  He was no more 
perfect here on Earth than the rest of us.  But, he IS a saint now.  So really challenge 
yourself and pray to him for help.


I wake up every morning, and the first thing I do is remember that he is gone.  I am doing 
my best to use this for good.  To let his memory trigger my intentions. . . one of which is to 
really try to see beneath the rough edges of people when I encounter them, whether it be 
strangers, acquaintances, or those to whom I’m closest, and to allow the dignity of that 
person and love for them to come to the surface.


Find purpose in Jack’s death, please, and use it to create as much good in this world as 
his life would have brought, had he lived a long life.  


I just want to end with some quotes from Narnia — it was such a big part of my kids’ 
childhood, they played Peter and Susan and Edmund and Lucy endlessly, matching up 
perfectly with the characters…

“Beloved," said the Glorious One, "unless thy desire had been for me thou wouldst not 
have sought so long and so truly. For all find what they truly seek.”

“Wrong will be right, when Aslan comes in sight, At the sound of his roar, sorrows will be no 
more, When he bares his teeth, winter meets its death, And when he shakes his mane, we 
shall have spring again.”

“I have come home at last! … I belong here. This is the land I have been looking for all my 
life…”

Rest in Peace my sweet boy


