
On Saturday, April 17, 2021, at 7:22 p.m the lord our saviour gained another angel and her
name is Edna May Brown. Edna Brown, affectionately called ‘Aunt Goodie’ by many was
born on January 15, 1943. She was one of eleven children born to her parents. Her
brothers and sisters were Keziah, Dassetta, Alvin, Deamon, George, Aubrey, Vincent, Dunn,
Ivan and Kenneth.

NEIL’S MEMORIES
The first time I met Ma B was on my third date with Rosie when I followed her home to
meet her and Imru. Imru was asleep in his crib but she greeted me warmly and I was
immediately told how precious her daughter meant to her. Overtime the relationship
blossomed as she saw that Rosie was in good hands especially as I would follow her home
every day after school.

Moving forward to after marrying Rosie and I saw how much her grandchildren meant to
her. When we moved into 44 Lasquinet Avenue she controlled the kitchen and they say
the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach and her culinary skills proved legendary.
Memories of stew peas,oxtail and beans (which she cooked but didn’t eat),at Christmas
baked ham,cake and sorrel and it goes on and on.

Not much for hugs and kisses she would always point to her jaw whenever I wanted to kiss
her on her birthday Mother’s Day, Christmas etc. I will miss seeing her sitting on the porch
in the mornings reading her Bible; I will miss coming home and seeing her lay down in her
room as she watched TV,I will miss seeing her wait for her daughter to come home in the
evenings after work the two of them were so close like sister; I will miss her getting up
early to make breakfast when I had to leave for Montego Bay and telling her I am off and
her saying “Take care, travel safely Neil” and it goes on and on. 
She played a major part in the upbringing of her grandkids and was not afraid of telling
them off if she felt they did wrong. I also got my fair share of that but it was all in love. She
was a warm precious soul who I loved dearly and I got to say I LOVE YOU often on the
phone lately and she replied in kind. Ma B you have gone to be with the Lord now. Rest in
Peace. Love you and miss you dearly.

Edna May Brown 



If there was anyone thing everyone could say about her was boy she could cook! At an
early age she got into to the kitchen as she had to help looking after her siblings. She
always said “My stomach weak eno so I rather cook it myself!” 
It’s the little things that seem to stand out the most—whether it was her making sure that
she never missed her midday shows, or that when she knew you were on your way home
how she always knew exactly when to be outside to greet you as you reached home or
that she called us ‘mama’ or ‘papa’.

I’ll remember her tapping, her calling me to fix her TV or when something happened on
the news how she would call us to talk about it as it happened. Or how every morning she
would be on the veranda reading her bible or drinking her morning tea. There are so
many things that I can see and feel as if they had just happened.
I’m sure everyone here has memories much like mine. They are good memories,
something we’ll always have to cherish. It isn’t often in our lives that we come across
someone so special that that person stays with you forever. Grandma was that kind of
person.

The only way to get hurt in this life is to care. Grandma cared more than most, loved more
than most and was made to suffer more than most because of just how much she cared.
But no matter how many times she was knocked down or made to endure things that no
one should, she just kept coming back; caring more and loving more opening herself up to
even more pain. And yes, sometimes there was complaints or bitterness but it was the
only way she knew how to live.
The kind of love Grandma felt for us was a love without condition. She may not have
approved of everything we did, may not have liked some of the decisions we made, and
even if she did lecture us, she didn’t judge. She just kept loving us, letting us know that she
was there and if we ever needed her, we could count on her to listen, to comfort, to help.
Imru can very much attest to this as when he was a child he broke his arm and
unfortunately he couldn’t get it set the same day it happened. That night grandma had
him in her lap and hushed him the entire night until he was eventually able to fall asleep.
And even after he got his cast and no matter how much she complained about how dirty
he got it she always comforted him selflessly.

She lived a simple life. It didn’t take much to make her happy—a phone call, a card, a visit,
or a kiss before saying good night. We were the most important people in the world to
her. She lived to make our lives better and was proud of us.



To think that someone like her felt that way about us should make us all feel more than
just a little good. We can never forget that there is a part of her in each of us, something
that she gave to us and asked nothing for in return.
Money can be squandered, and property ruined, but what we inherited from her cannot
be damaged, destroyed or lost. It is permanent, and it keeps her from becoming just a
wonderful memory. It allows her in so many ways to remain just as alive as always
through us.
There have been and will be times in our lives when situations arise where we’ll want so
much to talk to her, be with her or ask her just what we should do. I hope that, when those
times come, we can begin to look to each other and find that part of her that she gave to
each of us.
Maybe we can learn to lean on each other and rely on each other the way we always knew
that we could with her. Maybe then she won’t seem quite so far away.
So, for your wisdom, your courage, your humour, tenderness and compassion, your
understanding, your patience, and your love; thank you, Grandma. After you, Grandma,
the mold was indeed broken. Thank you so much. I love you.


