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I never thought I would have to write anything like this, I had nothing but a positive outcome in my mind. Never could I have imagined standing here in front of crowd like this. But here I am struggling for composure.
Jack Reed Salvatore Hagelin was his given name. But he was not known as Jack Hagelin, he was known as just “Jack”. He only needed a last name once, after that it was just “Jack”. With a face that cute and a personality like no other, he became just “Jack”. Wherever he went, whoever he met he left his imprint. 

Whether in a hospital or in a town Jack could cause a stir. He always had to be different; he never did anything like any other kid. When it came to normal Jack broke the mold. He brought Dr.’s, Nurses and other hospital personnel to their knees. His best friend’s ages ranged from 4 to 80 and he had a lot of them. 

Jack’s personality was described as infectious. He was described as being like a little old man. He was given to us with a purpose and brought such joy to every person he touched. He endured more in 4 ½ years then most will ever endure. He has taught us about love & life. What he accomplished in 4 ½ years most won’t accomplish in a lifetime.

Jack leaves behind his sister Christina aka NA-NA or Tina, whom he loved to his death. They loved, they fought, they played, they were brother and sister, sister and brother. Jack often played the big brother asking “how was school today?”, “did you do your homework?” Depending on how he felt that day he could share or be selfish. But he always loved her and she loved him.  Christina would often ask why does Jack have to be so sick. We would tell her he was born that way and that we were trying to get him better.

Charlotte and I took on Jack’s fight for life with a passion. His illness dominated everything, but the sacrifices were worth it. 
To hear Jack’s distinctive voice was everything whether he was calling us by our first names “Roy your Nasty” or Charlotte leave me alone you nasty thing”, Dad, “Charlotte’s nasty” or vice versa.

You couldn’t help but laugh. Jack had smile that could brighten a room, make a cloudy day sunny, and make a bad day good. You couldn’t help but see that face and be happy.  Jack gave us the strength to find his cure. He gave us the strength to do so much; he was the strongest man I have ever known. I truly mean that, he was our hero. Do not be sad for Jack, but be glad, he does not have to suffer any longer. No more procedures, no more blood draws, no more pain. 

We will miss Jack beyond belief, that voice, that smile. But our memories will carry us through.  You will not be able to forget Jack. Because when you see or hear a fire truck, there will be Jack. He is now the firefighter’s angel, everybody’s angel, our angel.

