
Tara Edwards: widow of Hunter Edwards 

 

When first asked to write about my husband Hunter Edwards, I thought of 

course, piece of cake, what was there not to talk about, he was a wonderful man, friend, 

officer, husband, daddy, and now a home town hero. There was so much that first came 

to mind I thought I would be able to easily type down and say. I thought to myself this 

will be one of the easier things I have had to endure over the last 4 months. It is 9pm 

and I'm sitting here in our bed, after a long day, in the silence looking at those same 

steps I used to wait to see him come up, his phone is plugged in on the charger, his 

watch next to it , along with his wallet, both of our dogs are lying where he would be 

laying, and I can hear our snoring son down the hallway. Writing about my husband is 

not an easy thing because half the time I don't want to believe it is true. There is so 

much to say about him that sometimes getting the words out or where to start are hard 

so let's begin. 

When I first moved in with Hunter I bought a wall sticker to go above our bed 

that reads “Once in a while, right in the middle of an ordinary life, love gives us a 

fairytale”. I can honestly say when I met Hunter it was the beginning of my fairytale. I 

met Hunter through Anna who works with Winchester PD. I decided to go out for a girl’s 

night with my friend Allie, her mom Beth, step mom Anna, and a few of their friends. 

After going to the bar Jakis in Inwood for a few drinks and karaoke we decided to go to 

Waffle House. Halfway through our meal Anna pulled up Hunter’s Facebook page and 

said, “there is someone at the police department I think I should introduce you to, he is 

looking for a nice girl and is a great guy.” 

 I instantly saw his pictures and said, “oh wow, okay he’s good looking” and sent 

him a message on Facebook. He instantly replied giving me his phone number, and so it 

all began. Wrong! We texted back and forth a little that night, including a conversation 

about Anna’s party in September that he would be at and that was it. A day or so later he 

had sent me a text asking if he could take me out to dinner and a movie. At that moment 

in my life I was caring for Landon who was just 1 year old, I had just started my new job 

at the police academy, and I was gearing up in the gym to start competing. I just kind of 

blew him off by saying sure and then never really responding when he asked about a 

good time for him to pick me up.  

I would hear from him weekly with little text messages saying I hope you have a 

good day or a good weekend. He was never pushy about the date. I remember talking to 

my mom about it saying how sweet he was and her saying, “Tara. You are an idiot; that 

is a true man right there. Go out with him!” She couldn't have been more right. This 

however, was so new to me. I was 22 years old and had never had a man message me 

asking to pick me up and take me on a date. I was somewhat nervous. Afterall, I didn’t 

even know what he looked like in person or who he was. So time went on, September 



came and my brother and Allie (his girlfriend at the time) went to the party. I received a 

text from them both that Hunter was there, and he was super good looking. It was odd 

for my brother to tell me a guy was good looking!  

I got out of bed, put clothes on, and off I went. I pulled into the party and as I was 

walking in, here comes Hunter walking towards me - it could not have been more 

perfect timing. I was so nervous I put my hand out to shake his, he grabbed me, gave me 

a hug and said, “Hi I’m Hunter”. An hour or so into the party Hunter came over to me 

and that is where it all began. We talked for hours like we had known each other forever. 

We were both in our own world that night, he was so respectful and kind. That night I 

wore the biggest smile and thought to myself, “Wow this could actually be something 

here.” Little did I know I would be marrying him in September, two years later. 

Hunter was always the calming effect that I needed. He was a happy-go-lucky 

person who cared about others’ feelings. He could always tell if something was 

bothering me - he would say “What's wrong? I would be a typical women and reply 

“Nothing”. He would tilt his head and say “Hunnnnnay”. I would then laugh and always 

tell him what was bothering me. He was truly not only a great daddy and husband, but 

also a best friend and confider. We spent so many nights just talking or watching movies 

or telling stories. Many nights we would lay in bed watching the program The Voice, he 

would let me lay on his chest and I’d fall asleep. The next morning, he would tell me how 

he let me lay there for two hours and his arm would fall asleep, but I looked so 

“peaceful” that he didn't want to move me. We would enjoy evenings at the house spent 

with our son Landon.  

Time to time when Hunter would play video games I would find myself alone in 

the living room. I’d think, “Mmm it's quiet, where are they”? I would walk downstairs to 

the basement and see Hunter with a controller in hand, headset on, and Landon 

standing on a stool in front of the TV with another controller yelling “GOOO, get them 

Daddy!” Hunter would give Landon a controller without batteries, so he thought he was 

really playing! I would laugh, sit down and watch them play, then get the iPad and watch 

one of my shows. 

In the mornings when Hunter worked the 2 p.m. to 2 a.m. shift, I would get up 

with Landon, go downstairs, have coffee, cook breakfast, and we would both wait for 

Daddy to wake up. Time to time, Landon and I would sit at the bedroom door a minute 

before we knew his alarm would go off. We’d come barging into the room to snuggle and 

jump in bed with him and Hunter would immediately take his favorite blanket (one that 

he’d had since he was a baby) and pull it over his head while saying “Nooooo” in a 

laughing manner, knowing he had no choice. 

Now that Hunter is gone, when Landon wakes up and comes running into our 

room to let me know he’s up, I often think of those memories and wish I could rewind 

time. We all loved spending time together as a family. 



I often reflect to some of our conversations and think back to one in particular. 

Hunter was supposed to go on another bachelor party in the summer, for a week. I was 

slightly upset about it because I was ready to go on a trip with him but understood he 

wanted to be with his buddies. In a conversation he looked at me with the biggest smile 

on his face and said, “I don't know why you're so upset babe, we have the rest of our 

lives to spend together- this is just one week.” 

On September 29, 2018 we vowed to love each other till death do us part. It's a 

funny thing when you say those vows; you don't expect death to come a short 2 months 

after. I have learned being a widow that love is far more past when someone dies. 

Looking back on our vows I read about the future we were robbed of. 

I like to read Hunters vows to me from the wedding where he promised to always 

be there for me; how excited he was to have another baby; buy a house; start our life 

together; how happy I made him; and how perfect everything was! 

I ask God why? Why did you take that all from me? He was my everything. We 

were so happy. Things were falling right into place. I then think to myself people come 

into our lives for a reason and sometimes leave without any reasoning at all. I like to 

think Hunter was sent to me to show me how I should be treated, what it was like to be 

truly happy in life, how you could have friends and a relationship, trust, honesty, and 

how to handle finances...he knew I was terrible at that part! What love truly meant, that 

you should never go to bed mad, that sometimes life isn’t easy but there is always a way 

to work through your problems. He taught Landon how a man should treat a woman, 

kindness, love, discipline and most importantly gave him a Daddy. 

I have always been one for taking pictures and “documenting” as Hunter called it. 

He would get so frustrated with me and say, “what are you doing” or “why are you 

filming this”? I have one cute video of Landon jumping on Hunter’s back laughing, and 

Hunter says, “Tell mommy to stop videoing us”. Landon stops, looks at me, and says 

“Mommy stop it”. Time to time when I watch that video I like to look up and say,” well 

babe, I’m so glad I didn’t listen to you and I kept videoing.” 

I have another video of Hunter and Landon reading a children’s book that Hunter 

was not too thrilled to read… however he did and after every page Landon laughs out 

loud. It truly reflects the great bond those two had and the gentleness of Hunter. 

I could go on and on about stories our family shared, as well as the great memories 

spent with friends. Hunter’s friend group Travis and Felicia Medina, Ricky and Victoria 

Medina, Mike and Erin Upham, Bryan and Kelsey Derryberry would all get together for 

country music concerts or just at one of our houses. We would all spend hours talking 

and singing around the island of someone's kitchen. They always welcomed me into 

their tight-knit group, right from the first time I met them. I am blessed to have been 

introduced to such wonderful people. Hunter always spoke so highly of all of them, they 

were truly like his brothers and sisters. 



I constantly have flashbacks to that awful night of November 24th. Our last 

conversation that night was Hunter telling me how husbandly he was feeling (because 

we were the mushy couple) and that he wanted to come home. I told him goodnight and 

that I love him and couldn't wait to see him that night. He was quick to respond with 

sweet dreams babe and I love you too. Shortly after that I had an uneasy feeling, I 

couldn’t sleep which was strange because I usually pass out right away, around 10:30. I 

texted Hunter that I couldn’t sleep. I never got a reply from him. Within a few minutes I 

received a phone call from Travis, Hunter’s best friend, co-worker, and best man from 

our wedding. He told me Hunter had been in an accident and drove Landon and me to 

the hospital. I remember walking into the emergency room and seeing the doctors 

working on Hunter and I just remember thinking to myself, don't you leave me Hunter I 

need you. He had passed with everyone he loved surrounding him. I held his hand for 5 

hours while his mom drove home from North Carolina where she had been for the 

Thanksgiving weekend visiting her parents, Hunter’s grandparents. 

Hunter and his mom had a special kind of relationship, you could just tell how 

much he loved her, and that Hunter was her baby boy. AB has been an incredibly strong 

person and my rock to lean on throughout this whole thing. I love spending time with 

her because it makes me feel like I am with a little piece of Hunter still. She is the best 

mother in law I could ask for. 

Grief is something that nobody prepares you for. There is no right or wrong way 

to do it. One moment you are thinking wow what a normal day this is, it's getting better. 

Then other nights you find yourself crying and have no explanation for it. You want to 

have fun but constantly feel guilty that you’re having fun without your significant other. 

You want to see certain people but yet every time you saw them before your significant 

other was with you, and now you just are searching for them to show up. You pick up 

your phone to call them or text them as you did every day you were together… only to 

see the text has been delivered and will never be read. So many people ask you “how are 

you?” because well that's the normal thing to ask someone you know is upset. You reply” 

I’m okay” because you know deep down you’re not and there's nothing anyone can do to 

help that. 

I don't believe time heals anything… I just believe in time you learn to handle the 

situation better. One of the hardest grieving moments throughout this process I would 

have to say is answering Landon’s questions or hearing him talk about it. He will ask 

me, “Why do other kids have their daddy and mine is an angel”? He will say from time 

to time, “Why wasn’t my daddy more careful before he hit that tree”. Sometimes he will 

become very emotional, when you ask him what's bothering him he will start to cry. I 

hold him in my arms and say it's going to be okay. He replies, “I want my daddy, it's not 

the same”.  



Landon will talk to the stars all the time as if they are his daddy. Every stuffed 

animal he carries around he calls it his daddy and at school he draws rainbows and tells 

the kids that's his daddy. It truly is a heartbreaking experience I wouldn’t wish upon 

anyone. 

I will say the Winchester Police Department and C.O.P.S (Concerns of Police 

Survivors) organization have been amazing! They have been so welcoming for such 

terrible circumstances, comforting, and have handled all the paperwork to help 

eliminate stress while keeping his mother AB and I included along the way. The 

detectives assigned to us from the department, Cliff Barlow and Craig Smith, have 

become like family. They stay in contact and are always a good smile or laugh when we 

are around them. Landon adores them both! 

Life has a funny way of playing out. There is no explanation for what happened - 

the only thing I can do now is share the stories of Hunter and how he lived. He truly was 

an amazing, kind, and friendly, outgoing person who was taken way before his time. I 

would give anything to have him back, but I know he is shining down on me every 

moment of every day smiling. I loved you then, I love you now, and I will always love 

you Hunter. 

[I just want to say] how supportive my family has been and how helpful they have 

been with helping around the house and with Landon.. especially my father, mother, 

brother and sister. They have all been there whether it is just to talk late at night or take 

me somewhere for a distraction. My good friend Sadie and her husband Scott (Scott also 

works for Winchester PD and was Hunters roommate when I first moved in) have been 

the sunshine on my cloudy days. They both have been there whether it's bringing me 

dinner, having me over to get out of the house, bringing me coffee at 3am, taking road 

trips for distractions, Sadie actually calls me every morning which is something Hunter 

use to always laugh about and compliment how close our friendship was/is. Sometimes 

we call each other up just to both have a good cry then we are off talking about the next 

thing in life. I couldn’t ask for a better friend, without knowing Hunter I would have 

never met Sadie.  

 

 


