
Hi Everyone,

For those of you that don’t know, my name is Jeremy, I’m Owen’s son, and
this is my sister Lisa.

Firstly, on behalf of my Mother Lily and our family we would like to thank all of
you for being here today, Dad would be truly humbled to see so many people
have gathered for this celebration. We would also like to sincerely thank
anyone who has reached out to us, offered their kind words, sympathy or
support during this incredibly tough time. It has meant a great deal and we will
be forever grateful. I would also like to take the time to thank The Reverend
Liam Phillips and Dominic Blaazar for offering to be a part of the service and
providing the live welcome music.

During times of grief I always remember Dad stressing to me the importance
of remembering a loved one at their happiest moments rather than dwelling on
the grief. So here we are gathered today, celebrating the life of my father
Owen Young.

We feel fortunate that just the day before his accident we saw him at his very
happiest. We were celebrating my daughter Camilla’s 3rd birthday in Uncle
Sam and Auntie Rae’s house, which is now our home and where he also
spent time growing up. Mum said he had a great time catching up with family
and friends he hadn’t seen in a while and afterwards he couldn’t stop talking
about it. Dad never wanted gifts and would have preferred to spend time with
family in this way, always chatting for days about conversations he’d had with
each and every person in the room. He would often research details of a topic
someone had mentioned to him, just so he would be ready with talking points
during their next conversation.

It was obvious that Camilla was one of the main joys of his life, they adored
each-other and he was so proud of everything she had achieved. They had a
really special connection. Mum said that he talks more about Camilla than he
ever did of us. They loved to spend time together and he had a way of making
mundane tasks such as feeding the cat, collecting fruit from the trees in their
yard, going to the compost bin and tightening the bolts on the underside of his
outdoor dining table seem like the most exciting adventures.

I am often caught out when I see her doing something new and when asked
about it she always says “Yeye taught me”.



Dad was a dedicated father, he was always supportive of sports and activities
that my friends and I were interested in, often going the extra mile. Years of
early Saturday morning soccer games, building grind boxes for skateboarding
and working on old rusty cars. But he always had to add comments like
“skating’s not exercise because you don’t get up to a metabolic rate” and
“you’re going to need to countersink the screws on that coping” these
famously became known as “Owenisms” within my friend circle.

Most of you know, Dad had a love for all genres of music and of course,
esoteric hi-fi gear. He must be the only person around that needs a
screwdriver to change a record. Lisa and I have fond memories of listening to
records as a family on that ridiculous stereo system. (Which Mum is now
looking to get rid of by the way…) I’m really glad he finally convinced me to
build a tube amplifier last year, he was eager to impart some of his knowledge
onto me and it was a really rewarding project.

Over the past week we have spoken to many of you about Dad and one of the
things that often came up was that he was extremely generous with his time
and knowledge. If you asked him for help or an opinion, you would be sure to
receive a detailed and considered response, some would go as far as saying
long-winded. But at the end of the day you could be sure that you were well
informed and would be buying the most efficient washing machine, inflating to
the correct tyre pressure or using good quality capacitors in your signal path.
We’ve learnt so much from him over the years and it has really shaped the
way I am today.

Getting out on his bike for a Sunday morning ride was one of the highlights of
Dad’s week for as long as I can remember. It was pretty much impossible to
get him to miss that ride, he would do anything to rearrange Saturday night
plans so that he could get an early night in preparation. His last conscious
moments alive were spent doing something he loved.

Dad, we love you, you were an amazing Husband, the greatest Father and an
even better Grandfather, who will be remembered forever.

Rest in peace Dad.


