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Tribute: Canon Thomas Robert (Bob) Jennings

(This tribute was given at Bob’s funeral service by his family. It is reproduced here for those who were unable to attend the service or who were
outside when the sound system failed)

First of all, we would like to thank you all for being here today.
We are truly touched to see so many people from all aspects of
Dad’s life.
Dad died two days after his 94th birthday. He lived a long, happy
and fulfilled life and often assured us that he was not afraid of
death.
We have found it an almost impossible task to condense his
amazing life into a short tribute. Dad was born, to John, a
clergyman and Anna, a teacher, and was the sixth of eight
children. He spent most of his childhood in Kildallon, Co Cavan
and he and his brother, Stanley, have recently shared many
reminiscences of those happy times.
Dad was ordained 70 years ago and after serving as a curate in
Omagh, he joined the British Army where he served for 17 years.
He was quickly posted to the war in Korea, as Chaplain to the
Welch Regiment which was part of a UN force. While in Korea, he
experienced the harshest and darkest of times which stayed with
him for life. No doubt some of you will have heard about the
cross that he had made by local Korean craftsmen from brass
shell cases, which sits on the east window of this church. He
used this for Holy Communion services both in his tented church
and, when necessary, on the bonnet of his jeep. The hospitality
and gratitude shown to him by the Embassy of South Korea and
citizens of that country during the armistice 60th anniversary visit
meant a great deal to him.

He served with several different regiments during his time in the
army, including the Parachute Regiment with whom he was
proud to have jumped more than 40 times.
One of his postings was to Aldershot in Hampshire where he met
and married our mother, Jean. They were happily married for
more than 47 years before Mum’s untimely death in 2003. She
was a constant support in all he undertook throughout their
married life.
At one stage, he was posted to British Guiana where his family
was not allowed to accompany him. He arrived home with
presents - bunches of wild bananas and a stuffed alligator. The
alligator was instantly banned from the house as it frightened the
life out of us children!
Once the family grew to include five children, the constant
travelling of army life became rather arduous and Dad returned
to Ireland as Rector of the Killeshandra group of parishes in Co
Cavan.
True to form, Dad set about improving the church, the rectory
lands and the school, where proper flushing loos were first on the
list. He supplemented his income by farming the small acreage
that came with the rectory. We remember his glee when one
month his milk payment from the creamery exceeded his stipend.
At the end of 1970, he was instituted to the grouped parishes of
Newcastle, Newtownmountkennedy with Calary and was rector
for 22 years. Calary was an addition to the group at that time and
Dad loved going up there to take services. One of his proudest
achievements was finally realised with the opening of St. Francis
School.
To us as children, Dad was simply Dad. As we grew up however,
we realised we had to share Dad with many groups of people who
were important to him. From the soldiers in his various postings,
his parishioners, older and younger members of the community
and the many friends he made along the way.
A unique character, he grew from a shy and awkward young boy
in Cavan into a man who travelled the world, fathered a family
and touched the lives of many people. Since his death, we have

been uplifted by the number of people who have told us of what
he meant to them.
He was never really content unless he had some project or other
on the go. Dad along with Mum and other like-minded people
worked long and hard to set up services for children with special
educational needs in the Wicklow area.
He was equally concerned about older folk and was an
enthusiastic member of a Diocesan committee working on the
development of housing for the elderly and hospice care.

Dad had a strong sense of community and in his first few years
in the parish struck up a friendship with Father Paddy Finn, the
local Parish Priest. They worked well together and organised
many joint community projects. It is in that spirit of community
that Dad expressly wished that Fr Derek Doyle be invited to
participate today.
Dad had a wonderful openness of spirit and enthusiasm for life
with a vast range of interests. When he finally retired in 1992,
he had the time to join numerous clubs and societies. Among
others he was a member of Newcastle Residents’ Association,
Greystones Active Retirement Association, Probus, the British
Legion, UN Veterans, several Historical Societies, CHA, Newcastle
Bowling Club and more. He often connected the different
aspects of his life. For example his love of travel led him to South
Africa where he made the connection between Himeville in South
Africa and Sir Alfred Hime of Kilcoole.
The natural world was one of his passions and he took great
delight in using the beautiful panels on the door of this church
to illustrate various aspects of nature. He passed on his great
love of wildlife to his grandchildren, spending a lot of time with
them and bringing them on all sorts of jaunts outdoors. Even in
his last days and weeks, he took great pleasure in simply sitting
in his sunroom watching the birds in his garden. When we finally
persuaded him to stop driving, his car was pretty much
worthless and rather than let it go to waste, he used it for storing
bird seed and logs for the fire. Mainly it was his appreciation of
and joy in the simplest things in the world that were infectious.
Because of that, it was always uplifting spending time with our
Dad.

He was fascinated by history and archaeology and wrote several
books on local history. He was keen to encourage the
preservation of local buildings, artefacts and historical features of
the landscape. He was always an enthusiastic participant in
Heritage Week and in 2016, Wicklow County Council awarded
him ‘Heritage Person of the Year’. Prior to his death he was
involved in trying to establish a Heritage Park for Co Wicklow at
Ballyremon Common, close to the Sugar Loaf, as it boasts
numerous heritage sites.
Dad was also a very keen walker who could outwalk people half
his age. At the age of 72, he climbed Dunran, Djouce and the
Sugar Loaf, all before breakfast, to raise money for church funds.
Later in his retirement he took up travelling again, firstly with his
sister Sheila and then with Florrie whom he met on one of these
excursions, Florrie brought him much happiness and friendship
during the last years of his life.
Our cousin has told us that when his father died last year, Dad
had a quiet word with him and said, “Always remember the spirit
of those departed lives on in their children.” Those of us who
were privileged to have him as a father, grandfather or great
grandfather feel sure that Dad’s spirit will live on in each of us in
different ways.
This account of his life does not touch on the interaction he had
with many different people during difficult periods of their lives.
From the many personal stories that have been recounted to us
over the last few days, we know that he touched many people’s
lives in a very special way. We hope that he will live on through
these memories.
Our father was a wonderful man and we are extremely proud of
him and the life he led. Losing him has left a void that cannot be
filled and he will be greatly missed and mourned by his family
and friends.

Hillwalkers’ Version of 23rd Psalm
The Lord is my walking pole, I shall not fall.
He leadeth me through summer suns and autumn leaves,
Through winter frosts and springtime flowers.
He restores my body, mind and spirit.
Around each step I take He is by my side.
He is my sure guide o’er the rough and dangerous paths of life.
In love and mercy He shortens my pole for the upward climb
And lengthens it for the downward path that leads me safely on.
He makes me rest awhile beside a shady rock or babbling brook.
Looking down upon a scene of beauty, life and peace,
I sense that He is there.
I spread my lunch upon the green and flowered grass
And hear Him say ‘I am the bread and wine of life’.
Then when my journey’s nearly done and twilight slowly steals
across my path,
I grip more firmly the pole of life and find the hand of a familiar
friend.
Then by His grace I take that gentle step that leads me home
Into a new world of love and joy and peace and rest at last.
(As read at Canon Bob’s funeral service)
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