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On the day when the Lord's Passion and Death is proclaimed in the Church, Palm Sunday, 

and the day when there is otherwise celebrated the feast of St. Joseph, Patron of the Dying, 

Canon Denis Meechan, Parish Priest of St. Kessog's, Balloch, died in the Bon Secours 

Hospital, aged 83. He had held a number of distinguished offices—Spiritual Director, 

Officialis of the Diocesan Tribunal, Administrator of the Cathedral Church. To his people he 

was sensitive and compassionate, sympathetic and gentlemanly; to his fellow priests he was 

courteous and appreciative; to his bishop and his Church he was an obedient man. 

 

Denis Meechan was popularly thought to have been born a "Bankie". But it was in Hardgate, 

Duntocher, that he began life on August 23rd 1905. He moved early enough into the parish of 

Our Holy Redeemer to begin his school life there, and it was in that parish that his three 

brothers and sisters were raised. Two of his brothers were to follow him in his vocation, so 

that by the time of his death they had provided the diocese with 150 years of priesthood. 

Throughout his life he remained close to his family, meeting regularly, in a way that was 

noticed by his parishioners. 

 

Michael Meechan, his father, was born in Summerston, Lambhill, and became despatch clerk 

at the Co-op; he was involved in parish life, being passkeeper and President of the S.V.D.P. 

His wife, Mary Flora MacPhee, was from South Uist; it was her origins which no doubt 

contributed to her son's interest in the Gaelic language. Noting their surnames Canon Denis 

would joke that he was descended from gypsies of Ireland and Scotland! 

 

Formal education began at Our Holy Reedemer's School where he spent nine years. A photo 

survives, of a school football team; the goalie is one Denis Meechan, and it is reported that 

his jersey was blue. Five years at Blairs College were followed by the traditional seven at the 

Scots College in Rome where he gained his Doctorate of Divinity, and was one of nine from 

the College, surely a record for that time,ordained at the Lateran Seminary on 28th February 

1931. 

 

His first appointment was a brief one of a few weeks at St. John's, Barrhead. The next was 

one where he spent the rest of his days as a curate, St. Andrew's Cathedral, Clyde St. During 

his 16 years there he came under the strict regime of the then Administrator, Mgr, Daly. This 

required, among other things, not hanging around the house when he should have been 

around his district, and conversely he was expected to be in the house for meals,all four of 

them. To this had to be added the demands of the maternity hospital in Rotten Row, as well 

as those of a Diocesan Master of Ceremonies. He is remembered as a popular confessor and a 

priest close to his people. One of them recalls how he was called out in the early morning to 

attend her mother in her dying moments. Then he invited the women's two daughters to come 

to the side door of the Cathedral at 7 a.m. where he met them and offered a Mass for their 

mother before the first public Mass of the day. 

 

His sixteen years of pastoral work were used for the benefit of others when he was appointed 

Spiritual Director in the college he attended in Rome as a student. His talks drew from 

experience, and some of his reminiscences have been described as hilarious. He was 

particularly welcomed by the post-graduate students who had hitherto received little 

differentiation from the lower years by the staff. He in turn gave passionate support to the 



college football team in a vociferous way not unknown among present-day managers. During 

these seven years he taught Pastoral theology, and gave lectures in Moral theology at the 

Beda College. 

 

On his recall to Glasgow in 1954 he was assigned to the recently-formed and busy parish of 

Our Lady and St. George's, Penilee; he therefore found himself translated from-the 

Scottishness of the College in Rome to the only parish in Scotland dedicated to the patron of 

the Southern Kingdom. Succeeding the founder, Father Casey, he saw to the erection of the 

church building. He saw, too, to the building of good primary school relationships where 

there had previously been some awkwardness; he showed his appreciation for the teachers in 

the local school as he was to do for other schools later. Fellow priests noted the time he 

sometimes spent in the call-room; opportunities to be with people, he told them, shouldn't be 

allowed to slip by. And they noted too how, rarely among Parish Priests, he attended Boys' 

Guild football. Students for the priesthood benefited from the attention and support he gave 

them. A parishioner remembers the support he gave her as her husband approached death in 

hospital; to allow her to be present at his bedside Father Denis ensured that either he or his 

priests were at home with the children. He made a mark with his sermonettes; though he 

lacked a fluency in his delivery, he struck home with what is remembered 30 years on. While 

other priests might have said that the voluntariness of a moral act is diminished by violence 

or pain, he simplified: "If someone stands on your toe and you swear, it's not a sin". It was 

during his Penilee days that he was made Officialis in the Diocesan Tribunal. 

 

It is rare that a priest finds himself in the same parish twice. It happened, however, to Father 

Denis (the Doctor as he was often addressed) when he was invited to be the Administrator of 

St. Andrew's Cathedral in 1965. But despite being installed as a Canon he was not the sort of 

Administrator required by Archbishop Scanlan, and after two and a half years he was placed 

in the Sacred Heart, Bridgeton. Here he remained for seven years, in succession to the late 

and illustrious Canon Peter Morrison. 

 

He surely felt rewarded for his service to the diocese when he was transferred in 1974 to the 

Loch Lomondside parish of St. Kessog's. They were happy years for him, now entering his 

70s. He presided over, rather than dominated, his parish; he was content to encourage and 

affirm. He was always a man of prayer, and it was in this way that he principally led and 

served his people. He loved the location, so close to the water and the hills; indeed he 

commented on this to the congregation at Mass on his very arrival. 

 

Amongst the people of the Vale of Leven he had close and loyal friends. A word they often 

used of him was that he was "straight"; when he had to disagree he did it openly and 

courteously. Here he was able to enjoy the interests of his life. After the Church and her 

teaching came music, especially that of the Church; there was chess and football and cricket. 

He had always been a reader; Newman, Chesterton and Belloc were his favourites. He read, 

he said, "for the good of the Church". Smoking might have been mentioned too, whether it 

was cigarettes, cigars or the pipe; nor were these the only way in which tobacco was ingested, 

for his room also contained a snuff box. With his assistant priests he was undemanding; he 

valued their work, but didn't intrude in their lives. Perhaps this was as much a habit he 

formed against his own curacy days, as a gift of nature. He was a man of astonishing 

generosity to the charities of his choice. And his charity embraced ecumenism, for although 

this did not come easily to priests of his generation he encouraged joint services and formed a 

close mutual friendship with the local Church of Scotland minister. 

 



He loved table company, with the bonhomie and argument which accompanied the food and 

wine. "I never let the flagon pass me by" he would say, and with his beloved Latin would 

encourage his guests to accept another glass of wine; "omne trinum perfectum". He was a 

good listener, and gave his visitors a welcome and his attention; he loved an argument, but 

couldn't hold a grudge; truth he rated highly, while deception was far from him. And 

sometimes the exposition of what was so clear to him did not emanate in an entirely logical 

fashion; he might begin his dissertation somewhere about its middle premise, and then strike 

out in both directions. 

 

In the middle of his Balloch term Canon Denis celebrated the Golden Jubilee of his 

Priesthood; but a visit to the Holy Land, considered for this event, never took place. About 

this time too he was confined to the local hospital with ulcer trouble; he made an excellent 

recovery, speeded perhaps by the invitation of Archbishop Winning (a protege of his in his 

Roman days) to become Provost of the Cathedral Chapter. His saddest days in St. Kessog's 

were certainly those at the time of the illness and death of his brother, Father James, in 1984. 

Then in January 1989, as he approached. his 58th anniversary, he experienced a weakness, 

first in his left arm one day at Mass, and then in his left leg. This led to admission to the Bon 

Secours Hospital, where he was lovingly cared for by the sisters and staff there; the only 

Mass he was able to celebrate was one along with Bishop Renfrew and his brother Canon 

Michael on his ordination anniversary. He had entered hospital on Ash Wednesday and he 

died on the first day of Holy Week, 19 March. He was buried in Dumbarton Cemetery. 

 

At his Requiem Mass, Archbishop Winning recalled his faithfulness. Just as one of the 

Fathers had spoken of the two great lights of life, the sun and the moon, so the Christian has 

two great teachers and lights: Christ and the Church. That is how it was with Canon Denis. 

He was an obedient man, a son of the Church. 

 

One of his favourite hymns had always been "0 Bread of Heaven". Its last verse was so 

appropriate for this Mass: 

 

Beloved Lord in heaven above, 

There, Jesus, thou awaitest me; 

To gaze on thee with changeless love.  

Yes, thus I hope, thus shall it be: 

For how can he deny me heaven 

Who here on earth himself hath given?" 

 


