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A Life Well Lived

Today, rather than mourn his death, I’d like to invite you all to celebrate his life, to keep his strong spirit alive with you wherever you go.

For all of you who knew my father, immediately you sensed you were in the presence of a truly unique man – like discovering a treasure chest filled with the precious gems of a time past – a truly Renaissance man in every respect; he was the Man for All Seasons. He was a bit of what everyone would like to be, and brought to all of us the honor and dignity of a bygone age. 

Lucky to be alive

Actually, we were quite lucky to have my father at all. 

In the Second World War he was a young naval officer on board a small destroyer -- what was affectionately called a “tin can” because it was so lightly armored. During the battle of Okinawa he survived 13 kamikaze plane attacks, plus a torpedo that failed to detonate and an unexploded bomb. Any one of those attacks could have killed him and all his shipmates. He learned to keep his calm in the face of crisis.

At the very end of the war, while still in the Pacific, he suffered a ruptured appendix, which in those days would kill most anyone, but not my dad. Fortunately a young doctor pumped him with a newly discovered drug called penicillin, and he survived until he could have it operated on in the states. He was med-evaced to San Francisco, and, while waiting to have his ruptured appendix operated on, he got out of his hospital bed to explore the hilly streets, against the doctor’s strictest orders. All of you who knew my father know he was pretty tough. This feat was considered a medical marvel. Now, doesn’t that sound like my father – when he set his sights on something, nothing, not even a ruptured appendix could stop him.

Father & Family

As a father, “Chief” as we affectionately called him, was always teaching, whether it be good manners, good morals, or the Wisdom of the Ages. 

Both he and my mother kindness and caring extended to animals too. Somehow we always managed to find stray animals and make them pets. As children my brother and I had a crazy array of pets, from wild rabbits we found in the fields, baby chickens, a gray squirrel we tamed by feeding it peanuts, Smitty the skunk (who was never descented, I might add) a real pet turkey, baby robins that fell out of their nests, and several cats (one called by my Father the inexplicable name of “Neusbaum”)

His mantra seemed to be:  “If you’re resting, you’re rotting.” He was busy every minute of the day. But he was always patient, explaining things to people until they grasped the intricacies of his meaning. He could spellbind his audience with his stories. His words gained the rapt attention of both the very young and the most senior. His broad smile and wistful look let us know he was privy to some of the great secrets of the time. 

Surrogate Parent

Together, my mother and father gave so much of themselves to others. Most don’t know they unofficially adopted two other sons, my best friend from high school, and the chef at the Nathaniel Porter Inn. 

If someone needed the “Chief,” he would always be there. For so many people, the stability and guidance my parents willingly provided made all the difference in their lives. 

I wish you could have seen the marvelous magnetism “Chief” had with his newly acquired great-grand children – a lovely bond that happened instantly between children and an eighty year old man. He was delighted, and so were the kids.

Together, he and my mother made a magnificent pair: his commanding presence, leadership and strong values, and her warmth and love were a world-class example of parenting.  

Wisdom & Character

While he loved to teach others what he had learned -- his breadth of knowledge always astounded people -- it was not knowledge, but wisdom, that he most desired to pass to others. 

Robert Lynch was a strong and wonderful man. His most important role was to build character – something so intangible, yet more valuable than all the world’s possessions. Character – an amalgam, part values, part inspiration, part responsibility, part integrity, and part honor -- was probably expressed best by a few words from Kipling: 

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1If you can keep your head when all about you


Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,


But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew


To serve your turn long after they are gone

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 


Or walk with Kings -- but not lose the common touch, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 


And -- which is more -- you'll be a Man, my son!

As a parent, he tried to give his children everything he had, and I can attribute so much of my own aspirations, values, and intensity to his guiding hand and the principles he taught me.  

Guiding Principles

In your memorial service leaflet you’ll find a compilation of those Guiding Principles that were truly in the core of his heart and soul, and composed the lessons he wished to bestow that were the source of “Character.” Please copy them and pass them along to any of your friends and family who wish to know who my father was and what he stood for.

Chief’s Four Loves

My father had four lovers in his life; one was his wife, his beloved Viola. The other three were his mistresses – his love of the sea, his love of history, and his love of beauty.

Viola, his first love, was his blessing, his softness, and his dream. He adored her. He always considered himself to be so lucky to have found such an exceptional woman to be his lifelong companion. After she died, he yearned for her every day. She was the sparkle in his eyes, the flower in his garden, the sun in his sky. Every portrait of a woman he ever painted always had something of my mother’s features within it.

Love of the Sea

Viola may have been his wife, but the Sea was Bob’s mistress. Salt water ran in his veins, and the ocean currents flowed deep in his soul. Its majestic vastness, its power and peace, its  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1eternal ebb and flow, its magic and mystery, its allure always  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1beckoned his imagination. 

He so loved to paint the sea’s splendor; his library overflowed with its romances; he so treasured the chance to sail its billowing winds, or walk the hallowed decks of a square-rigger. 

One of the earliest memories I have of my father was at night in my bedroom reading me to sleep, engrossed in the passages of Robert Louis Stevenson’s Treasure Island. He made the characters become so alive and real, just as if I were young Jim Hawkins, and he Long John Silver.

Love of History

History was another mistress. For Bob, history was not just about antique artifacts and art, which he collected with a passion. He was committed to the proposition that those who were not aware of the lessons of history were doomed to repeat it. It seemed to many that he was a time-traveler, bringing alive the values and insights of the wise men of the American history.

Bob’s commitment to the past was not academic. He liked to organize people, set lofty goals, and materialize an achievement. All of us in this state owe Robert Lynch a debt of gratitude for his efforts to save numerous treasures in historic preservation in Cranston, Providence, Warren, and many other towns that modeled their efforts on his. He worked diligently in preserving our state’s cultural heritage, and resurrecting the Pawtuxet Rangers.

With seemingly tireless energy, he tackled everything in life with vigor and dedication, plus organizational skills that set the foundation for others who followed in his footsteps.

Love of Beauty

Beauty and good taste was my father’s other mistress. He had an uncanny eye for proportion, style, grace, and color. And he was quite sophisticated about it. If he didn’t like the design of a building, he’d fix its proportions. If the color of a piece of woodwork were not right, he’d select the proper shading. 

Bob wanted to leave beauty and graciousness in the world. With my mother, a more gracious couple could not be found. For the over one hundred thousand people who entered the doors of the Nathaniel Porter Inn, they would be greeted by a charming greeting and a warm smile, and know that they would be well cared for.   

Teaching this charm and grace to the younger generation was also one of Chief’s goals. Just two weeks ago in California after our wedding, in his most chivalrous manner, he graciously opened a restaurant door for his newly acquired twelve-year-old granddaughter. She politely refused to go through the door, protesting that he was her elder, and therefore it was her obligation to hold the door open for him. Imagine, for ten minutes each  firmly debated who was right; meanwhile neither went through the door, while we all watched. Eventually my father won. Now doesn’t that sound like Chief. 

Conclusion

He gave us wisdom, kindness and caring, insight into our hearts, the patience to let others grow, the deepest respect for each other, and lofty ideals for a world as it could be. He believed in the inherent goodness of people, which wondrously created its own self-fulfilling prophecy.

Greatness comes not from wealth, nor fame, nor power. Rather, Greatness comes from the largess of one’s heart, the scope of the vision, integrity of one’s values, and empowerment one gives to others. Robert Lynch was a Great Man.

Some say he belonged in a world of 200 years ago. But just perhaps God sent him to our troubled times as a reminder of the values, trust, integrity that underpins all cooperation and civilization itself. He was not perfect, but he was a perfect lesson for our age. His purpose of his life and his legacy will continue to unfold for generations to come. 

As my father meets the Lord, He will say: “Your faults were few, you lived an admirable life.” And I ask the Lord, “Please send us more like him, he is truly needed in our world today.” 

On behalf of all those whose lives he touched, I’d like to say how much we’ve cherished the opportunity to be graced by your presence. Chief, you will be deeply missed. 

As we play my mom and dad’s favorite love song -- You Belong to My Heart -- to symbolize how he affected your lives, would everyone please stand and give each other a warm embrace. 

Some Anecdotes


Easter Egg Hunts


Charmed the Ducks


Shooting signs on  way to Florida

Undaunted by the hole in the floor – Historic Preservation

No Task too tough

 – moved thousand pound boulders to rebuild the stone walls 

Proud, would not ask for help – fell off roof, lay on ground for four hours with a broken pelvis, within 50-60 feet of mickey

Loved to listen to stories and Jokes, but seldom told a joke

Could eat like a fiend and never gain weight – donuts, ice cream, chocolates

Argue about anything forever – Loved to Debate

Passionately Loyal – always stood up for people – General MacArthur
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