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extended towards our family during this time of sadness.
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   Ian was a loving, kind, and joyful soul. He was full of life — always smiling, always joking, and
always finding a way to make everyone around him laugh. He loved his friends dearly, and he loved
his family even more.
   Ian was born on August 10th, 1970, in Annotto Bay, St. Mary, to Eva Bennett, who has gone on
before him. He attended Troja Basic and All-Age School, then later graduated from St. Mary’s
College.
   From early on, Ian had a gift for athletics. He ran track and shined in team sports. He loved
cricket, and as he got older, he found just as much joy in playing dominoes — especially when he
was winning! He was competitive but never mean-spirited — he just loved the laughter and the
good company that came with it.
   Ian also loved speed — whether it was cars or motorcycles, he loved the thrill of the ride. That
was his kind of peace — the wind on his face, the road stretching out ahead, and that sense of
freedom that made him feel alive.
   At the age of 21, Ian became a proud father to his first child, Sheneka, his “spoiled one,” as he
liked to say with a smile. He always dreamed of bigger things, of finding ways to provide and make
a better life for his children. He later moved to England, where he worked as a double-decker bus
driver, and then to the United States. He first lived in the Bronx, then in Queens, where he
welcomed his second daughter, Shian, and eventually moved back to the Bronx to welcome his
third daughter, Jazara. Ian loved his girls deeply and spoke about them with pride and joy.
   Ian had a way of bringing light into every room he entered. Even when life got tough, he never
wanted anyone to worry about him. Sometimes he’d get that serious look on his face, and if you
asked him if he was okay, he’d flash that little smile and say, “Yeah man,” before cracking a joke to
make you laugh. That was Ian — always thinking about others, even when he was the one going
through something.
   When he was in the hospital, fighting for his life, he still showed that same spirit. Even with tubes
and machines surrounding him, he would move his toes, give a thumbs up — little ways to let us
know he was still fighting. That strength, that determination — that was my brother.
   Growing up, Ian was my protector. I can remember as a child, whenever I got tired walking to
church or anywhere far, he would lift me up and carry me on his back. That’s what Ian did his
whole life — he carried people. Not just physically, but emotionally. He carried his family, his
friends, his burdens — and he did it with love and laughter.
   Ian became a truck driver, hauling cars across the country. He loved driving, loved seeing new
places, and loved the open road. He could drive from New York to Florida and back without
hesitation. He loved New York, he loved his work, and he loved the life he built for himself.
   Ian wasn’t perfect — none of us are — but he was genuine. He was real, and he had a heart of
gold. He taught us all about strength, resilience, kindness, and finding joy even in the hardest of
times.
   We will miss his laughter, his voice, his “yeah man,” and that big smile that could light up a whole
room. But his spirit will live on — in his children, in his family, and in all of us who loved him.

Order of ServiceIan Wayne Palmer

Processional...Final Glimpse

Opening Remarks...Pastor Keith Brown

Prayer... Pastor Keith Brown

Opening Song...Elder Dynesdale Wint

Old Testament...Sheneka Palmer

New Testament...Sharnie Bennett

Soloist...Lynda Bennett

Samuel Muire

Reflections......2 minutes please

Selection...Clayvon James

Karen Brooks

Prayer for the Family...Elder Nelson Davey

Eulogy...Karen Platarote & Sheneka Palmer 

Homily...Pastor Keith Brown

Closing Song...Elder Dynesdale Wint

Recessional

You are loved 
            beyond words...

  ...and missed 
             beyond measure



His Love... His Legacy...
Ian Palmer leaves to cherish his precious memory:

Three daughters: 

Sheneka, Shyan and Jazara Palmer

One Brother: Devon Batten

One sister: Karen McDonald-Platarote

One granddaughter, aunts, uncles, many cousins

and lots of friends.

Heavenly Father,

We place Ian into Your

eternal care. Surround

us with peace as we

grieve, and grant us

the strength to carry

on with faith. May

Your love comfort us

and guide us until we

are reunited in 

Your kingdom. 

Amen.




