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This day we are paying homage and bidding an earthly farewell to my father Jackson Theodore Jennings, Jr. He is being laid to rest right here in Fayette County West Virginia only a few miles from where he was born and raised. That being said, one might assume that he was an ordinary man and one who never strayed too far from home. But, his life story fills immeasurable pages written between then and now.

He was indeed raised here in Fayette County but he grew up in lands far, far away. Here he learned about morals and honor and the basics of life. Here he learned to shoot a gun, to hunt, to fish and to swim. His father taught him survival skills, put boxing gloves on his hands and showed him not only how to throw a punch but when and where. Many who faced him in the ring during his military days considered him a golden gloves candidate and perhaps my son Keith can thank him for his sense of self-defense and personal training. Others who knew his shooting skills considered him a sharp shooter and on numerous occasions he came home with edible trophies after shooting matches that he and his father often attended. He perhaps learned how to cook and the joy of cooking while looking over his mother’s shoulder as she prepared the family meals. She, at the age of 104, still lives here in Fayette County this very day and grandma you can certainly take pride in the upbringing of the little boy that you raised…whose siblings called Jay…that grew up to be the man that I and my siblings called dad…and my mother called JT, the love of her life. 

When he was seventeen he left Fayette County and had to bend a few rules and pull a couple of strings to work in the shipyards at Newport News Virginia as one had to be eighteen and of legal age to do so. When he received his draft notice he could have opted out and not entered the military because of his shipyard duty but he did not. He eagerly went into the Army and when it was announced that a transfer was possible into the Air Force he jumped at the chance and it was there that he served his country. While in the service he took culinary classes. He took his one and only cruise at the end of WWII to Japan where served as mess sergeant during the US occupation. Some two years later he completed the return leg of the cruise.

Four days before his 21st birthday on January 27, 1949, he was honorably discharged from the service. In the months to come he wound up in the city of Al Capone, a long way from Fayette County…Chicago. It was here that by chance, through a friend of his that he was introduced to his friend’s cousin Freda Maxine Hudnall, my mother.

Married on September 1, 1950 in Chicago he made the commitment of being a husband, finding his way in the work place he committed to being a provider and breadwinner and on August 19, 1951 he made the commitment of being a father, my father and repeated that commitment on four subsequent occasions with the births of my sisters Gina and Debi and my brothers Jay and Joe. Sadly he had to endure the loss of Debi in 2002.

A man of little classroom education during his youth he excelled in many areas of education as an adult. He was a math wizard, especially trigonometry, and perhaps my daughter 

Alison, a high school math teacher, can thank him for her math skills and enthusiasm. His relentless eagerness to thrive lead him from a blue collar grunt to a white collar coat and tie head of five departments and dozens of workers in his place of employment for well over thirty years. 

Dad was a sports enthusiast often coming home from work early enough to grab me and walk two blocks to Wrigley Field to catch the last inning or two of a Cubs game. He was an excellent bowler with a high game trophy of 243 and had a pro caliber golf stroke that won him a “hole in one” award as well as a double eagle recognition. As a side note Dad was also quite the artist, writer, poet, plumber, carpenter and electrician, truly a jack-of-all-trades.

I grew up with a deep love and respect for my father. He was not only my favorite teacher but also my greatest teacher. I had the honor of sharing that with him only days ago. He had the gentlest and yet most firm mannerisms. He could have written the book on how to discipline with love never once raising his hand in anger and lashing out. His eyes and voice were the only means of discipline he ever had to use and he did so with great success. I am my father’s son and I take great pride in being so. I love you Dad.

