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To my son—your actions set the tone. You led with humility, persistence, and quiet strength. This book exists because of the way you carried yourself, both on and off the field. You reminded me that greatness doesn’t need a spotlight—it needs character. Thank you for showing me what purpose looks like in motion.

To the athletes, coaches, engineers, and advocates who believed in the mission before it had momentum—your trust built the foundation. And to the families who fight every day to protect their children, this story is for you.
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I never imagined I’d write this down. Most of what I’ve done wasn’t for recognition—it was for protection, for clarity, and for the people I love.

This story began with a simple question: How do I keep my son safe?

It led me through industries I didn’t expect to enter, conversations I didn’t expect to have, and innovations I didn’t expect to build. I’ve worked with elite athletes, medical pioneers, and quiet heroes. I’ve seen the power of design to change lives—and the resistance that comes with challenging the status quo.

But this isn’t a business memoir. It’s a story about momentum, humility, and legacy. About what happens when you follow a thread of purpose and refuse to let go.

I’ve written this for my family, for the communities I’ve served, and for anyone who’s ever wondered whether one person can make a difference.

You can. You must start.

Edward Jarvis
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The pontoon boat drifts gently, its wake barely disturbing the glassy surface of Brices Creek on the Trent River of New Bern, NC. Morning light filters through the cypress, casting long shadows that stretch like memory. Edward Jarvis sits at the helm, not steering so much as listening—to the hush of the water, the distant call of an egret, the rhythm of a life that has finally slowed.

He’s not chasing anything now. Not market share, not medals, not the next breakthrough. The urgency that once defined him softened into something quieter: a sense of stewardship, of legacy. The boat, like the man, is built for endurance—not speed. It carries stories, not cargo.

There’s a notebook on the seat beside him. Pages filled with sketches, fragments, names. Some are technical designs for adaptive gear, notes from meetings with Olympic committees. Others are deeply personal: a letter to his son, a quote from a coach, a line from a poem he never finished. It’s not a memoir yet. It’s a map of meaning.

Edward doesn’t believe in perfect endings. He believes in momentum, in the quiet propulsion of purpose. The river doesn’t stop—it bends, it widens, it finds new paths. So does he.

This is not the beginning of his story. But it is the moment he chooses to tell it.
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It began with a single moment—a high school basketball game, a collision, and the sharp realization that my son’s eye injury could have been prevented. That night, I made a decision that would change the course of my life. I left my job, not knowing where the road would lead, only that I had to build something better. Something safer. Something that could protect not just my son, but every athlete who stepped onto a field, a court, or a rink. That was the beginning of a journey that would take me from local gyms to Olympic arenas, from sketches on napkins to patents in global sport.

Innovation doesn’t always begin with ambition. Sometimes, it begins with pain. A single injury—my son’s eye, during a high school basketball practice—set me on a path I never expected. I left my job, not to chase profit, but to chase protection. To build something that could shield athletes from harm and elevate their performance. What began as a quiet mission grew into a movement—one that touched the NFL, the NHL, the Olympics, and beyond. I’ve always believed that the ability to prevent injury and offer life-altering transition begins slowly. But when done with purpose, it builds momentum. And that momentum can influence a generation.
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Chapter 1: 
The Day That Changed My Life
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The phone rang late in the afternoon. It was a typical Friday afternoon, my fifteen-year-old son, Ryan, was at practice as his team was preparing for the New England Prep School Championship. It was the day before, and he was a gifted player at Brooks Schook in North Andover, MA. I was told that this practice could go on for a while as they needed the team to be well-prepped. 

But why was I getting a call at this hour? 

I almost let it ring. I was tired. Practice should be over by then.

But I picked it up.

A voice I did not recognize said, “Your boy’s been hurt. You may want to come and see him.” 

The caller informed me he was taken to a local hospital for a checkup just in case. 

That was it, no details, no consolation, just those words.

I froze.

My wife was in the kitchen. She watched me, waiting.

I didn’t repeat what I heard. I didn’t have to. She could see it on my face.

We didn’t talk; we just moved. Coats, keys, door slam!

The drive felt weird. Too fast, too slow, both at the same time.

I held the wheel so tightly my knuckles hurt. My wife sat in the passenger seat, waiting, hands locked in her lap. She stared straight ahead.

There was silence in the car, but not a peaceful silence, a heavy silence, pressing upon us.

I attempted to talk, “It’s probably nothing,” I said. “Kids get banged up. Maybe a sprain. Maybe a broken finger.”

In my thoughts, I kept wondering, my son is a sportsman, he is truly a gifted athlete, he will fight whatever has happened. Maybe it’s not that big, but what if it is? What will we do? What about his basketball championship? 

I stuttered when I said it, and I probably didn’t even believe it.

As we reached the doctor, He informed me that my son had no vision in his right eye. I could not believe this. This was a very big diagnosis for such a young kid. 

Just as I started to think that this might be just a warning, things took a serious turn. We were told that our son was being rushed in an ambulance to the New England Eye Center in Boston. My wife and I drove closely behind. 

As I concentrated on driving the miles that seemed to be infinitely longer than the previous ones, I kept repeating over and over again to myself that he was fine. He was fine. He was tough. He was strong. I convinced myself of my words. 

But fear wasn’t just a feeling; it settled in as an entity. It took the place next to me in the car, in between my words. 

I just can’t explain what happened in the car, but as I stepped into the parking lot, the sky seemed darker. My mouth was all dry, and I felt my heart pounding in my chest. 

We walked through the sliding doors, and immediately, I felt that hospital smell. The sharp, cold, sterile smell was too clean. The kind of smell that you recognize, saying, I don’t want to be here. 

They walked us down what felt like a long hallway, into the examination room. 

And there he was. My boy. He was sitting on a bed. His eye was swollen shut on one side. 

I thought for a second, good, just swelling, it should come down. Kids always heal. They heal somehow.

But then the doctor came in. Young-looking face. Solid eye contact.

She looked at me, and I knew before she even opened her mouth.

She said the words anyway.

“Your son has lost vision in his right eye. It will not come back.”

And that broke everything inside of me.

Are you serious? I was told that it was just a minor poke by a teammate during practice, but how could that lead to something so dangerous?

The doctor’s words hung in the air.

Permanent.

Blind in one eye.

No way back.

I wanted to confront her. To debate. To demand another test, another opinion. There had to be something more they could do.

I said, “He’s just fifteen. He’s an athlete. He’s strong. You must be mistaken. I am sure it will be all good once the swelling is gone.”

She only shook her head. The damage was final. The nerve was dead. No fixing it.

She did mention about some experimental procedures and further tests to address the issue but nothing was guaranteed. 

I felt my knees buckle. I wanted to fall into the chair by myself, but I stayed standing. I had to stand for him. My wife squeezed my arm more tightly.

I turned to look at my boy. He wasn’t crying. He wasn’t mad. He just sat there. Quiet. His face is calm, but his entire future is altered in one single moment.

That quiet courage took my breath.

I wanted to speak, but my throat was closed. The words were stuck inside. How do you tell your son that his whole life just fundamentally changed?

All I could do was to think about him. My son Ryan was just 15 years old, a prep school sports star with rare talent in football, baseball, and basketball. He had always been gifted, but what amazed me most was his quiet courage. He made the decision to leave the comfort of his hometown, his childhood friends, and everything familiar to attend the Brooks School in North Andover, Massachusetts. The final decision was his to make—and he made it with conviction.

Before enrolling, Ryan was invited to participate in a varsity football practice. He was only a ninth grader. I chose not to watch, wanting him to experience it fully and share his thoughts afterward. When I arrived to pick him up, I was met by Mr. Dan Rorke, the Head Coach. He looked at me and said, “Ryan is probably the best player on the team.” I laughed, assuming he meant among the freshmen. He corrected me: “No—the best player on the team.”

I said nothing. I met Ryan at the gym and asked, “Are you ready to go home and talk about your day?” “Nope,” he said. “They want me to stay overnight for the week and practice with the team.”

I was stunned. This was the same young man who, not long ago, didn’t even want to come for the interview. And now, he was stepping into a new world with confidence and purpose. Choosing Brooks was one of the best lifelong decisions he could have made.

The following basketball season, his team was preparing for the New England Prep School Division playoffs. Although he was only a grade 10 student, he was a starter on the Varsity Squad. 

Tomorrow was his big game, and today, here he is, probably fighting the biggest fight of his life. How do I tell my boy that this fight is not going to end, but is just a start! It was the beginning—of something else entirely. A new awareness. A new mission. A new chapter in our lives that would redefine everything I thought I knew about purpose, protection, and the power of action.

The next day, his team played their playoff game. The gym was packed. You could hear the sneakers on the court thud like thunder. Fans yelled. Parents clapped. Energy buzzed through the air.

Ryan was sitting on a wooden bench. Dark glasses covered his swollen eye. He couldn’t play, but he was there. He clapped, cheered, and encouraged.

I don’t remember if they won or lost. That detail is gone. What I do remember is the way he held himself. Head high. Shoulders back. Not hiding. Not sulking.
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