In loving memory of
Colonel Reverend
Robbie George Russel Hall QGM

Onward and Upward Christian soldier

“Onwards, Christian soldiers!
Marching as to war.
With the cross of Jesus
Going on before.
Christ, the royal master,
Leads against the foe:
Forward into battle,
See, His banners go.
Like a mighty army
Moves the church of God
Brothers we are treading
Where the saints have trod.
We are not divided
All one body we –
One in faith and Spirit.
One eternally.

Why does it take a person passing - from
this world into glory - for us to evaluate
their strengths and outstanding qualities? It happens all the time. What we have taken for
granted during their lives suddenly looms large and this brings not only great joy but regrets,
if not remorse, at what has been unrecognised. All this heightens our sense of loss and
sharpens our indebtedness.
Many, many of you have voiced these truths as messages of condolences have poured in.
Friends, colleagues, army personnel, fellow ministers and people the world over speak of their
indebtedness to him, for Robbie Hall had a generous heart – God’s heart.
Do you all feel the same as we do here at Hope Baptist Church, Bridgend? How we wish we
had seen his life as a whole; every good deed, every act of bravery, every anecdote and story
which made him laugh ‘out loud’. It doesn’t happen that way, does it?
Yet to a greater or lesser degree, we each had a part of him. This is an universal truth and it
bodes well if we value special moments shared generously with each other – especially in
church life, for each moment enriches our seeking of God’s will and ‘binds us together in love’.
It is only now, as we try and piece together the full and God - fearing life of Robbie Hall, that
we see a substantial part of the whole picture which tells of the wonderful, God centred life
that emerged and he became The Rev Colonel Robert G R Hall. QGM.
I can but write about his two years with us here at Hope. Naturally we had glimpses of his
exemplary military career. We definitely saw that disciplined, keen eye – his whole demeanour
as steady as a rock in moments of decision making. Prayerfully, calmly and confidently he
would see the work in hand and he would carry it out forthwith. Surely this attribute had been
forged by his military disciplines qualifying him for the highest respect, commendations and
praise.
For those who loved him the most and knew him the best please accept these words of ours
here at Hope Baptist Church, Bridgend.

“How did you feel diffusing those bombs?” - was an oft asked question. “The precise moment
must have needed a delicacy of touch and great concentration.”
Robbie would answer, “I didn’t think of the danger, simply of the complicated task in hand. It
was only afterwards in the Officer’s mess that the consequences of failure would hit me.”
“....and that bomb found in a gasometer at the Beckton Gas Works, London. That changed
your life – for which you received the Queen’s Gallantry Medal? Our Queen herself asked you
how you had done that.”
You replied,
“It’s all in the training Ma’am”
You received a well-considered reply and a smile of agreement and deep understanding,
“Yes, it is all in the training.”
Thankfully his interview with Martin Povey on “Real Lives” succeeds in capturing the
enduring essence of Robbie. Through it the world can know of him and justly applaud all that
he believed in. Watch the interview, by searching “real lives interview with Robbie Hall” or
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x8LehyWWfkM)
However, it is our church family who had the privilege of calling him ‘our Pastor’; of receiving
communion from him at our Lord’s Table. Eight were brought to faith and were baptised. Such
was the delight in Robbie’s eyes as he walked into the water - humble as ever he baptised
them in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. What a blessing for each
candidate, a blessing for Colonel Hall who had become the Reverend Robbie Hall and a
blessing for us all at Hope.
As secretary I tried to ease his load as best I could, doing what secretaries are supposed to
do but I had an additional task. I had to acclimatise him into our Welsh culture. It was a delight!
Cautious at first our Pastor soon responded to the warmth, deep respect and love that we had
for him and Helen. Coming from Newport Helen was half way there as she was learning Welsh!
Robbie didn’t but he could sing ‘Calon Lan‘ in Welsh, with gusto.
He loved Bridgend and the surrounding countryside, capturing the beauty of the coastline on
film with great expertise.
The happy and diligent days of work and play of the winter of September 2018 and through
to the late spring of 2019 were soon blighted by a diagnosis which was devastating. “Winter”
remained throughout 2019 until Nov 6th 2020.
The cold wind of pain never ceased to blow and the skies remained grey. The severity of the
particular strain of the disease took its toll refusing to
respond to treatment mid - term only to be complicated by
the arrival of the pandemic in March 2020.
Hospital visiting and isolation became problematic
necessitating in Helen being the only one able to visit. It was
good to be in her bubble but COVID kept so many at bay.
It has been good to see Helen receiving flowers, food and
cards in abundance - all sent in love.

Dear everyone,

Helen writes

I have felt very humbled & also honoured to be a part of Hope Baptist
Church especially in this last year. Robbie and I were overwhelmed
with the generosity shown to us in so many ways.

Family and friends have commented to me today on how they felt the
warmth and friendliness of the people in the church last Wednesday.
The love that we have for each other because we are brothers and sisters in Christ shone through
and was a witness to our visitors.
Thank you so much for everything and a special thanks to those who braved the most appalling
weather at the cemetery on Wednesday.
We are all sad and asking why but we must trust in Him and carry on serving. Remember Joshua
1:9. Do not be discouraged!
Finally I will be eternally grateful that our Lord sent Robbie to the Falkland Islands for a second 6
month tour starting in November 1988 leaving me in a quarter in Chepstow on my own with our 3
sons of 7, 5 and 18 months. Robbie didn’t understand who Jesus was so he went looking. He went
to a Bible study and soon got down on his knees and asked Jesus to forgive his sins and come
into his life. He returned to the U.K. & two weeks later after many discussions 7 year old Ben and
I had both accepted Jesus as our Lord and Saviour! God used Robbie on the 8th of April 1989,
which was my grandmothers birthday, to bring me to a saving knowledge of Him and I will be
forever grateful that Robbie never gave up challenging me because he was determined that his
wife was going to spend eternity with him in Heaven.
My abiding memory of Dad is the way that he always threw himself
completely into everything that he did. He had an incredible range of
professional skills, sporting interests and hobbies - whether it was
Ben writes
diving or bomb disposal, running or rock climbing, keeping animals or
crafting woodwork - and he always invested himself fully in whatever
idea, project or activity he applied himself to. He took DIY to
extremes, mastering (or perhaps more accurately nearly mastering)
wiring, plastering, bricklaying and plumbing, and at the same time he didn’t just keep chickens, but
had ducks, geese, sheep, pigs and even guinea fowl!
The same applied to his faith, of course. From his voluntary roles in Church leadership and military
Christian organisations while he was still in the Army, to his ministry training and ultimately his
pastoring of a Church after retirement, he gave himself as least as fully to the Lord’s work as he
did to everything else. He adored pastoring Hope Baptist Church, and I hope and pray that the
Lord will magnify his legacy so that it will far exceed the short time that he was able to be with you.
I think the thing that I will remember most about Dad as a man of faith is his love of Scripture. You
will all remember that the Bible was at the heart of his study and his preaching. I don’t think I ever
heard him give a sermon on a ’topic’ - he always preferred to work from a passage! I do remember
planning a Bible study series for a group once, and I’d found a couple of books written by respected
Christian authors on useful topics that included study guides for groups. He dismissed them out of
hand, and told me we’d be far better working through the book of Mark or Romans - spending time
with "the original” rather than any commentary or guide. I’m sure that remains sound advice!
The times in which we find ourselves are uncertain, and we add the sad loss of Robbie to a
catalogue of challenges that the past year or so has thrown at all of us. With that in mind, I’d like
to leave you, if I may, with the very same verse that I shared at Robbie's funeral. It was a verse he
shared with me so many times that it will always be a precious memory of my Dad, as well as
something to cling to in these difficult and uncertain times: "Have I not commanded you? Be strong
and courageous. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you
wherever you go.” Joshua 1:9 (NIV).

I think that it will be a common theme that Dad is remembered for the
activities in the holidays. So it was that we were all bundled into a
Land Rover with a caravan in tow behind and all kinds of outdoor gear
Jamie writes
strapped to it, we trundled off towards a wet and mountainous region
of the UK to test our spirit for adventure. I’m fairly sure the only two
cassette tapes we owned were one of Don Francisco’s Christian
music and another with a random selection of hilarious Australian
music; including one where the artist was complaining about the $30 vet bill to fix his budgie, when
the “little blighter” only cost him $5. The only complaints came from the queue of traffic that were
forced to also trundle behind.
This style of holiday saw us successfully ascend the UK’s highest and most interesting peaks at a
young age. We only complained about blisters once, as a liberal application of Dad’s trusty Tinc
Benz solution from his medical pack stung so much it was frankly better to suffer the blisters in
silence.
As a slightly older teenager, holidays became more adventurous, I took up kayaking and cycling
in a bigger way than Ben and Tom and so Dad and I would often disappear together to Symonds
Yat after church for a paddle where he taught me to roll, through to taking the road bike around
Northern Germany where he was posted for a couple of years. His fitness levels as I left for
Germany were still fantastic, and he continued to fell run whilst I was at university.
Each time I am under a car repairing it, kayaking with the security of knowing that I can roll, tinkering
with a bike or climbing a rock climb, there is a little bit of Dad’s legacy and memory in it. It wasn’t
the things he left behind that are important to me, but the legacy of skills and attitudes that are real
treasures.

Tom writes

It is challenging to describe my fondest moments with my father. He
was so adventurous and brilliant that the memories of the activities
that we did are endless.

Whether it be kayaking in Symonds Yat, hiking across the UK and
Europe, rock climbing in North Italy or skiing in Germany.
My fondest memories, however, are the time we spent at home
tinkering with items and learning from him. We spent endless hours rebuilding a Land Rover
Defender and solving the multitude of problems that come with them!
This is what I will miss and remember with him.

WE REMEMBER HIM

When we are weary and in need of strength,
When we are lost and sick of heart,
We remember him.
When we have a joy we crave to share
When we have decisions that are hard to make
When we have achievements that are based on his
We remember him.
At the blueness of the skies and in the warmth of
summer
At the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of
Autumn.
We remember him.
As long as we live, he too will live
For he is now a part of us’
As we remember him.

Robbie could take a photograph - always from an unique and exciting angle.
These copies do not do him justice – but they still speak volumes.

Ogmore Castle

We are conscious that many would have been honoured to be able to attend the funeral
service but Covid restrictions, distance and health issues made it impossible.
Here are a few poignant messages received by Helen all of which have been a comfort to her
and the family.

Robbie was a remarkable man and we all benefitted from knowing him and being encouraged
by his faith in the Lord Jesus. SASRA is the poorer for losing a valued Vice President.” (Please
allow me, Helen, to add this part). “It is no secret that Hope and its people and mission had
stolen his heart from us in large measure.” Thank you so much
Sqdn Ldr Rev Dr Andrew Hill BSc MBA PhD RAF(Retired)
Executive Director of SASRA - The Soldiers and Airmen’s Scripture Readers Association.

It was my privilege to serve with Robbie in Christian work and I interviewed him for his
remarkable testimony on a number of occasions. He was always a godly gentleman and a
joy to be with. Grief is always painful but may God give you grace.
Roger (and Dot) Carswell

As I work I am playing Graham Kendrick’s ‘The servant King.” It has always made me think of
Robbie since we went camping with you. I remember singing it with you all. Sending you much
love and know, Helen, that you are welcome in our home at any time.
The Kinghans

Robert was a true friend, full of integrity and always willing to push himself to be exceptional.
I admired the way he handled his career and built his family.
A school friend.

The warmth of his witness for Christ was obvious for all to see. His honesty, integrity and
openness to others enabled him to make a real contribution to the college community.
When he first came to college, when asked about what he hoped to learn, he spoke about
“....having a humble, servant - hearted ministry and dependence upon God”.
Rev Dr Karen Smith.

I hope that every special memory you shared will shine through the sorrow and help to comfort
you at this difficult time.

So many will be mourning the loss of Robbie but so many will also be thankful to have had
him in their lives. Robbie was truly one of life’s special people.

Christ has no body on earth now but ours, no feet but ours. Ours are the eyes through which
he looks with compassion on the world. Ours are the feet with which he walks to do good, ours
are the hands with which he blesses all the world.
(This was sent to Helen by her very dear friend, Jill Bacon, who has walked in Helen’s shoes.)
Words will never adequately express the deep sadness that engulfs us all at Hope nor can
they encompass our loss at the untimely passing of our deeply loved Pastor. It is obvious to
you all that we are bewildered, unable to comprehend the gravity of our loss. His ministry was
painfully short from a human standpoint but his faith has covered immense ground. This is
reflected in a few of the beautiful, comforting words that have been sent to Helen from the
fellowship.
“Remember, Helen, the memories you have don’t go far away. They walk beside you every
day.”

“Robbie has been a blessing and inspiration to us. Everyone who sat under his ministry has
been enriched”.

“I am really sorry about Robbie – No one except God really understands how you feel right
now. I hope and pray that you feel God’s Love and His comfort during this time. Stay strong”.

“We are so grateful for the assurance that he is now with the Lord and that we will one day
meet again”.

Jesus says, “Here is my hand, let me lead you through this unknown valley –
Here are my arms, let me carry your pain,
Here are my shoulders, let me be the one you lean on.”

God of compassion
When we feel helpless in our grief
Hold us in your heart
God of our longing
Hear our prayer and protect our vision
Give us clarity of thought.
May your word shed it’s light on all that we do
And it will chase the shadows away.

Hope will smile again and rejoice in our faith
- not because we have forgotten Robbie but because we remember him.

Do not hurry
As you walk with grief,
It does not help the journey.
Walk slowly
Pausing often
Do not hurry
As you
walk with grief.
Be not disturbed
By memories
That come unbidden.
Softly forgive:
And let Christ speak for you
Unspoken words.
Unfinished conversation
Will be resolved in Him,
Be not disturbed.
Be gentle
with the one
Who walks with grief.
If it is you
Be gentle with yourself.
Swiftly forgive
Walk slowly,
pausing often.
Take time, be gentle
As you walk with grief.
Here at Ewyas Harold Baptist Church we have wonderful memories of a warm generous and
humble man whose whole life radiated the wonderful love of God. It was at Ewyas Harold that
God confirmed His calling on the life of Robbie – that he entered full time Baptist Ministry.

To Robbie from us all at Hope and to all who listened and heard the gospel
because you believed, wrote and preached to everyone ... especially to us.
“This is the message we have heard from Him, and declare to you.
God is light, in Him, there is no darkness at all” 1John1 verse 5.
Jesus called two brothers, James and John by name.
They were simple, hardworking fishermen and they followed Him, asking no questions and
providing no excuses. For three intensive years John and the other eleven walked alongside Jesus.
John watched his every move, listened to His every word.
John was a young man, he was exuberant, he could get ‘steamed up’ but he was attentive and a
thinker, bringing sensitivity and deep understanding of the ‘gospel’ that Jesus was preaching. He
loved his Lord and he accepted with total confidence that Jesus loved Him.
I believe that it is what he meant to say when referring to himself as ‘’the disciple Jesus loved”. He
doesn’t name himself – there is no arrogance here just an acceptance of a lifesaving truth.
”Jesus loves me, this I know...” children sing it all the time.
By the time he wrote his first letter John was a much older man. A gentler, kinder man – entirely
motivated by his deep love of God, His Son and for God’s people. Now he was writing to the church
he pastored at Ephesus. As he draws from his own experiences and trials
His eyes are full of hope.
Jesus called Robbie Hall
The similarities will make us smile again.
Robbie loved to go fishing. He was a man who loved to be
outdoors – he was exuberant and loved his fellowman. He
loved being with men who pulled together as a team.
He, himself, was a born leader but he knew when to listen and
accept the wisdom of higher authority.
Soon to be ‘promoted’ and trusted (as was John) Robbie had
to learn the underlying truth of the above verse. Out of the
darkness of that gasometer came a Light that would remain
with him.- Jesus called Robbie – in whom there is no
darkness. Just as John spent time with Jesus, sometimes as
part of a crowd, many times alone so Robbie devoted time
studying and praying, preparing and preaching.
The Apostle John saw much, he was close enough to see and
hear the whispers and shared in part some of the pain that Jesus suffered. John was at the cross.
We can safely say that Jesus was comforted by John’s loving devotion.
We can also say that Jesus was more than ready to say to
Robbie,
“Robbie Hall, my devoted servant ...enter thou into the joy of the Lord.”
Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. Share with God’s people who are in need.
This, the power of the Cross: Christ became sin for us. Took the blame, bore the wrath - We
stand forgiven at the Cross.

Grant me that peace, beyond all earthly knowing;
Peace, heaven’s peace, which comes through God’s own pain.
When angry waves on my weak soul are breaking,
There’s quietness with Jesus near the cross.
Oh, bring the peace, the storms won't overwhelm,
Nor ever spoil the pleasure of it's balm.
When in the darkest night the soul is seeking
To find its home in Father God’s own heart.
Grant us to taste the peace which helps us labour
At kingdom work in spite of grievous pain.
No need for fear but always finding safety
Closer to God, however harsh the strain.
Oh, for the peace that flows just like a river
Through heaven’s city, and past the tree of life.
Peace after pain, for all the host of pilgrims;
Never a cloud or darkness, through the veil.

Our indebtedness goes to Rev Dr Ed Kaneen for taking us through the Valley on Sunday last.
The service was recorded online via YouTube – a word from God which stilled our hearts.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jhcOsxBvyVg
As a friend and mentor of Robbie whilst at the South Wales Baptist College Ed sent the
words of the above Welsh hymn to the family
(It’s one translation of ‘Rho i’m Dy Hedd’ written by H Elfed Lewis).
On behalf of us all at Hope I thank each one of you for your loving prayers and kindnesses.
We look forward to welcoming you to a Thanksgiving Service which will be held here at
Hope as soon as the restrictions of Covid are fully lifted.
An online remembrance book has been compiled and is
available on the link below:

https://rememberancebook.net/book/colonelthe-reverend-robbie-george-russel-hall-qgm/
It is the request of Helen and Robbie that all monies
donated as a Love Gift in memory of Robbie be sent to
Hope Baptist Church to further its work, outreach and
ministry. All monies donated will be gratefully received by
the Treasurer.
Hope Baptist Church Station Hill, Bridgend CF31 1EA
Bank details: Barclays Bank, sort code 20-12-25 a/c no
60483206.

