A Good Word for Eddie Bullock
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I went back and looked at the eulogy that I wrote for Anna’s memorial service almost four years ago. The family had told me that Anna was “a very loving and a gentle soul; that she was fiercely loyal and protective; that she was always there no matter what.” They said that family – all being together - was the most important thing, and they spoke of her love of the beach and their house there and all the good times. No wonder Eddie and Anna were a perfect match. They met on a blind date and became high school sweethearts. They had the same loves and passions. They shared the same joys. Together, they created a family of love and that is a gift to be cherished forever. Even this past Easter, four generations of Bullocks spent Easter at their beloved beach house at Edisto Beach. He was never happier than when the beach house was bursting at the seams with family. With Anna’s memory alive in the midst of you all, you shared the joy of Resurrection together – as family – and that is the way it will continue to be.

A faithful employee and a proud World War II veteran, Eddie indeed exemplified what it meant to be a part of what has been called “The Greatest Generation.” Doing a job and doing it right. Saving money. Working hard. Giving self to family and work and country. Sacrifice. Knowing oneself as a Child of God – first and foremost. Those are the qualifications that were required of that Greatest Generation, and Eddie Bullock fulfilled all of those requirements and more.

Eddie’s family sent me some reflections about their Dad and Granddad. A perfect day for Eddie was shrimping and fishing with his fishing buddies and bringing his catch home to eat. They noted that he would have been a perfect candidate for the TV show “Survivor.” He loved fishing so much that when he was working he would get up at 4:30 am to get in a few hours of fishing before work. He was a man who was always fair and loving and giving. His sense of fairness was so strong that he was concerned about leaving an inheritance to his great-grandchildren because he might exclude any future great-grandchildren. He was an independent sort – still climbing ladders to the rooftop long after he should have stopped that – to the great fear of daughters and neighbors alike. 

As I have learned more about Eddie, I have decided that I want to be like him when I grow up. When I was a child, my mother used to say that my name should be Amy “Can-I-Go” Jacks. I think Eddie had the same kind of name: Eddie “When-Is-Our-Next-Adventure” Bullock. When I’m in my late eighties I want to be whitewater rafting in Alaska, and when I’m in my early nineties I want to be horseback riding in Yellowstone. Even just last August, Eddie was enjoying – really? enjoying? – Queen Latifah at the Hollywood Bowl in Los Angeles. Now I might can skip that particular adventure, but suffice it to say that Eddie knew how to live life to the fullest – always ready for something new – even becoming computer literate at the age of ninety. He never grew too old to live. Eddie died living. Even after almost 62 years of companionship and partnership with his beloved Anna – or Boots as he called her – he died living. I heard a song recently that puts it this way “just let me live until I’m dead.” (Daryll Scott) The gospel writer, John, says it this way: Jesus said I have come that you might have life and have it to the full – have it abundantly. (John 10.10) I believe that Eddie Bullock’s life is a testimony to that kind of living. And the world needs those kinds of living testimonies today. So family and friends, as you remember Eddie, remember the way he lived life to the fullest, and in his memory, do likewise.

Eddie was a man surrounded by women. With a wife and three daughters to take care of, he worked hard and played hard. And all of that work and play paid off for him in the end as his daughters returned the work and the play and the love in the ways that they took care of him in his old age. Jeannette, Anna, and Mary – well done, good and faithful servants – Eddie and Anna created your family, and you have lived it out for them – proving that love is indeed the best inheritance of all.

On Sunday mornings, I can tell you where you would find Eddie Bullock. Right about there – in the center section about midway back toward the left end of the pew – in recent years flanked by a daughter and occasionally a grandchild. No matter what was going on his life – no matter his health problems or his eyesight or his hearing or the way he surely must have missed Anna’s presence in his life – when Eddie greeted us at the door he ALWAYS had a smile on his face – he always said he was fine. Eddie was a man of deep faith and commitment.


When I got word that Eddie was not well, I called Eddie. Obviously he had not gotten the memo that he was not well – or he had chosen to ignore its message. He told me he was doing great and would look forward to my visit when I returned from a week out west. But instead of lingering and suffering – Eddie died living – not waiting on any adventuresome pastor to return for a visit. And as much as I hate that I missed that visit with him, I’m happy that he has embarked on life’s forever adventure. Eddie “When-Is-Our-Next-Adventure” Bullock is today enjoying the fullness of God, and that is Good News. Easter Good News.
I want to end today’s good word for Eddie Bullock the exact same way that I ended Anna’s good word four years ago: “Today, this Child of God named Eddie Bullock enjoys the Blessed Hope of the Forever Presence of God - the place where family is all there is and laughter abounds; where clarity of mind is enjoyed and peace sounds like the ocean’s waves - where God is the companion and time does not matter. I thought of the old gospel hymn when I thought of Anna [and Eddie] today - given their great love of family and the ocean - putting them together was heaven for them. The words are, “Just think of stepping on shore and finding it heaven. Of touching a hand and finding it God’s. Of breathing new air and finding it celestial. Of waking up in glory and finding that you are home.” That is our Blessed Hope this day. That is my Good Word. May it be so - for Eddie and for us all.

