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Andrew Dalby, Mark’s brother, writes: 
 
As well as brothers, Mark and I were good friends. We didn’t need 
to see each other regularly or talk on the phone every week, but 
were always there for each other when needed. We had plenty of 
interests in common, especially perhaps good conversation, good 
food and travel. Strangely we only ever had one foreign holiday 
together. Unfortunately when he did alert me to one of his last 
holidays, to Kosovo, I had already booked another holiday for those 
dates. 
He introduced me to the Isle of Man in 1974. We had several 
subsequent holidays there. Every year from 1974 until 1990, he, 
mother and I enjoyed an annual family holiday somewhere in 
Britain. We normally had a family get-together too at the Rectory at 
Worsley each New Year. 
 
In recent years I used to stay at the Beauchamp Community 
whenever Lancashire or Surrey were playing county cricket at 
Worcester. Mark never joined me at the cricket, but usually 
accepted an invitation to dinner at a restaurant of his choice. 
 
We would speak on the phone about once a month, latterly 
perhaps, more often. The last time we chatted was a couple of 
weeks before his death. We discussed the middle-east, a region 
where we had both enjoyed splendid holidays, and on which our 
views were much in accord. He told me about the first days  of 
Madresfield Court, near Newland, which it is suggested might have 
been the model for Brideshead in Evelyn Waugh’s novel that the 
book group I go to is reading. Apart from saying that he found 
himself without the energy to do anything, he brushed off inquiries 
about his health quite briskly. He was always there. If I pressed 
button A at the side of my rather old-fashioned phone, it would 
elicit the reply, “Mark Dalby”. I haven’t yet got round to cancelling 
it. 
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Pilgrim's Progress  Alan Edwards,  
a friend from national service days 
  
1957-8 I served with SAC Mark Dalby at HQ Bomber Command. 
  
Mark accompanied his life-long hunger for learning with 'ale hunger' 
(his phrase), organising many 'pub-pilgrimages' (Mark) 
  
He was the leading light of the camp's SASRA, whose membership 
went from Papist to Pentecostal.  This comprehensive spirit saw him 
organise three demob parties for us.  One low key, next a formal 
dinner (befitting a Southport gent).  Finally one involving officers - 
'adding tone' (Mark) 
  
What officer presence added was more cash in the kitty.  Result? 
 Post party exuberance leading Mark and me to confession (C.O's 
office) - and penance.  
  
                                                                                846 Edwards. 
(SASRA = Soldiers and Airmen's Scripture Readers Assocn, normally a 
very 'Protty' body.  General Dobbie 'the Defender of Malta' was 
patron in our days in SASRA.)  
 
David Chadwick, friend from Oxford days writes: 
 
I met Mark Dalby  in 1958 when I was 18 and took up my place at 
Exeter College, Oxford. Mark and I had been allocated a shared 
sitting room. Luckily we got on very well together. Mark had done 
National Service and was 2 years older and 10 years wiser and more 
experienced than myself. In particular I envied his touch typing skill 
and his ability to produce well reasoned essays. He read Theology 
and his 5 fellow ordinands used to visit us frequently which gave rise 
to some interesting lively and occasionally rowdy late night debates. 
We became great friends and visited each others homes in the 
vacations. 
 



 - 4 - 

When Jean and I married in 1962 Mark was my best man. He 
became godfather to our daughter Lucy and came to deepest rural 
south west France to officiate at her wedding having obtained 
permission from the local curé and the Bishop of Europe! He also 
baptised two of our grandchildren in a three child ceremony at our 
local church in Bedford. 
 
Mark helped me to grow up and expanded my outlook. I could not 
have had a better teacher and friend.  
 
 
 
Martin Hughes, friend from Oxford days writes: 
 
There were six of us reading theology at Exeter. I was the last to 
join, having gone up to read French and German. Mark had a 
typewriter – which meant that all his material was a) legible and b) 
carefully stored. I relied on this heavily for catching up purposes and 
rapidly got a machine myself for a Birthday present. Two abiding 
memories of that time: - Mark always convivial but never under the 
influence; Mark a bit languid, certainly not sporty, frequent cry as he 
came into a room, ‘Anyone got a fag?’ – which usually meant me! I 
have a photo somewhere of the six of us in the Fellows Garden at 
Exeter with ½pint jugs of champagne after Schools. Cheers! No 
difference later. Mark was a good Godfather to our eldest, 
Catherine, very regular in remembering her. At her wedding he 
came to stay in the Vicarage – same cry for a fag!  
I celebrated the Eucharist in the Parish Church here on the day of his 
funeral. It became a Requiem for him: the congregation understood. 
May he rest in peace and rise in glory. Amen. 
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(Revd Canon Dr) Christopher Rutledge 
Former Curate of Mark’s writes 
 
Mark was my training incumbent when I served my title at St 
Peter’s, Spring Hill. I could not have wishes for anyone better. He 
was most particular concerning matters liturgical, for which I am 
eternally grateful and, unknowingly, as do the curates I have had to 
train. He gave me freedom to make my mistakes, direction when 
needed, and above all, always support. His ability to evacuate a 
bottle of sherry was to be admired, and his love of Agatha Christie 
was apparent. Above all Mark was a man of faith to whom I owe 
much. 
  
 
Pamela Birkett, parishioner from Worsley writes 

 
I met Mark soon after he became vicar of St Mark’s Worsley. My 
father was a sidesman and immediately they seemed to strike up a 
close friendship – perhaps because after the services they would 
both beat a quick retreat to the door for a fag! 
 
Although he was without doubt a great theologian, he was also 
extremely down to earth, sociable & charming. The vicarage quickly 
became the hub of parish life again - the whole congregation 
seemed to attend the social events that he hosted in that wonderful 
setting. 
 
When Malcolm & I were planning our wedding, Mark had already 
become Archdeacon of Rochdale but it was a great joy to us that he 
came back to Worsley to perform the ceremony – and what a 
special day it was, due in great part to Mark’s presence. 
 
He has been a dear friend ever since therefore it was with great 
sadness and a sense of loss that we heard the news of his death. We 
will miss him greatly. 
 



 - 6 - 

Robert Honeybourne, former lodger at Worsley Rectory writes 
 
In 1985 I went to university in Salford and because of a shortage of 
lodgings I was sent to stay in a vicarage!  The Rectory, Worsley, was 
a Victorian building in a state of gentrified decay; still with the 
servant’s bell in the kitchen 
  
It was a happy place; always abuzz with events.  Sometimes when it 
was quiet, Mark playing his pedal organ would create a spooky feel 
that drifted throughout the building.  There was the heavy clicking 
of his mechanical typewriter.  Dinners were hosted, and there 
would be the sounds of festivities and the chortles and laughter 
from downstairs 
  
Two incidents spring to mind which still make me smile.  Having 
eaten my dinner and sitting digesting while he cooked his, I watched 
a sudden jet of fat from Marks Cumberland sausage ignite off the 
gas flame and send the whole grill pan up in flames; a new cleaning 
regime was put in place after that 
  
One day, in the kitchen, there was a commotion.  A mouse had been 
seen.  Then it came running across the kitchen floor and Mark was 
up on a chair – quite a rickety one – with lightening speed.  I didn’t 
think people got up on chairs outside of cartoons.  Unfortunately, 
Marks rather simple cat ‘Muffikin’ caught and killed the pest.  Mark 
exclaimed ‘you bastard Muffikin, you’ve killed one of God’s innocent 
creatures’.  It was the wonderful tone he said it in.  Muffikin did 
suffer himself years later when Mark tried to stop him getting out at 
night by slamming the heavy front door quickly - lopping the end of 
his tail off! 
  
 
Fr Donal McCarthy S.C.A writes 
 
My name was given to Mark as someone who might help him in his 
researches into his wider family. Thus in February 2004 he wrote to 
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me requesting information on the Rev. Henry Arkell, who in the 
1800’s had been a member of the Pious Society of Missions. The 
regular correspondence between us then began. 
  
Mark was a brilliant, patient, and painstaking researcher. Together 
we learned that Fr. Arkell had left the ministry in the early 1890’s 
and then went on to marry an actress. 
  
By the end of his life he had located every Dalby and Arkell in 
England and Ireland that could possibly related to him. What an 
achievement! 
  
One expects a priest to be a real believer. At an early stage in our 
correspondence I discovered that Mark’s faith was deeply-rooted. 
His goodwill was palpable. He had an innate honesty in his approach 
to things with which I could feel nothing but empathy. 
  
At one stage in our correspondence Mark wrote to me and said, “I 
feel you have been a friend and helper for years”. For me it was 
easy to reciprocate those sentiments. That sort of friendship does 
not die. We have been gifted by God with the belief in life after 
death. Just as I will continue to remember Mark with affection, so, 
too, I am sure that he will be present to me in the life that he lives in 
God. 
  
During the short period in which I knew Mark I learned a lot from his 
letters to me. Together with many of his friends I can say that from 
his goodness we have all received. Let us rejoice and be glad. 
 
 
Bishop Stephen Venner writes 
 
I guess our family’s abiding if probably apocryphal memory of Mark 
was that he changed his car only when the glove compartment in 
the driver’s door was full of ash and cigarette butts! More seriously, 
I know from colleagues how difficult can be the relationship 
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between archdeacon and area bishop. Mark not only taught me 
about the Rochdale Archdeaconry/Middleton Episcopal Area 
together with its personalities, he lovingly and generously taught 
me much about Episcopal ministry, and enabled us to have a 
creative and loving relationship sharing in the one Episcopal and 
apostolic ministry that is Christ’s. Over the years I have constantly 
thanked God for Mark and for all he was for me, and for all his 
colleagues and friends. 
  
 
Margaret and Wilfred Lawrence (Australian cousins) write: 
 
We first met Mark when, as Australian cousins, Mark generously 
welcomed 2 tired adults with 2 small boys as guests into his home. 
At the time, Mark was Rector of St Mark’s at Worsley and we 
particularly remember one sermon where his strong and 
compassionate words on a point of social justice resonated 
throughout the Church, making God’s love clear for all to hear. 
Later, Mark came to stay with us in Australia while researching his 
book on the Cocker family. A scholar, well travelled and well read, 
he could hold his own and better at spiritual and earthly forums, 
drawing richly on spiritual and theological strength. We kept in 
touch over many years and his letters, travelling tales and musings, 
erudite, witty, warm and loving, enriched our lives. Generous with 
his time and thoughts he was a man for all seasons and was there 
for the Church and for everyone. He touched many lives and leaves 
a big gap. Life offers few loving fellow travellers as Mark. We will 
miss him. 
  
 
Lucy Carmody, goddaughter writes: 
 
I was always so proud to have Mark as a Godfather. He was a great 
raconteur, traveller and, in a sense, a free spirit. His deep faith 
allowed him the luxury of a stable base from which to contemplate 
and reflect on modern times and historical events. I enjoyed every 
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moment I ever spent with him and will sorely miss his regular 
missives and visits. He 'married' my husband and I in a unique 
French provincial ceremony and he made many friends in the 
process. I was looking forward to inviting him to hear my first 
performance of a requiem mass with my choir but sadly that was 
not to be. May he rest in peace and be allowed his cigarettes in 
heaven! 
 
 
 Martin Pizzey, friend, writes 
  
"Some many years ago I went to use a glass jug from Mark's kitchen 
for the purposes of serving coffee to a group of visitors. Alas the 
glass was not toughened nor heat resistant. It broke into pieces as 
soon as the boiling water made contact. I was embarrassed at my 
foolishness. As an apology I bought Mark a bottle of Chablis. He 
appeared delighted with his compensation and with his beaming 
smile suggested that I should do to his last remaining glass jug as I 
had with the first. 
Mark's quick humour and unlimited capacity for kindness were the 
hallmarks of the man whom I was so privileged to know." 
 
  
Ven Alan Wolstencroft, former colleague writes 
 
Mark did not fit into the typical Archdeacon mould or role created 
by Trollope, or indeed the fixed ideas that many have of 
Archdeacons as the Bishop’s strict enforcer; his ready wit and sense 
of subtle humour would never have allowed for that.  He brought 
his wide experience, wisdom and deep concern for the Church of 
England, and its parochial mission to, what for him, was an 
unexpected office. 
 
He constantly championed the needs of the parishes and their 
people and, where possible, ensured that each parish was aware of 
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its privileged position in society and the need to be an inclusive 
community. 
 
He worked well with and alongside the Diocesan, Area Bishops and 
fellow Archdeacons  who served with him, and brought to the 
Senior Staff Meeting theological and spiritual insights which often 
refreshed discussions. 
 
Mark was a man of many gifts.  His personal integrity, ready warmth 
and the ability not to take himself or allow others to take 
themselves too seriously endeared him to his colleagues. He had a 
ready ear not least for what was going on in the Church Nationally 
and locally, often picking up snippets as he quietly enjoyed an after-
meeting cigarette. 
 
It was a real joy for me to work with Mark as Area Dean and later as 
Archdeacon.  His contribution to the ongoing life and work of the 
Diocese, like that of so many other people, rarely made ‘the 
headlines’, but that was not his way, the quiet putting together of 
his own initiatives and ideas and the building on the foundations 
laid by others was, for Mark, the way to extend God’s Kingdom of 
Love. 
 
 
Susan Speakman, friend from St Mark’s, Worsley, writes: 
 
Mark had a gentle dignity in his rôle as Rector, never officious, 
always approachable.  
 
He was a good listener, perceptive - just a few weeks before he 
died, following a message in which I had merely referred to 
something which was concerning me, he picked up on it and sent 
some very kind and reassuring words which I will treasure.  
 
He was concerned that individuals were remembered - particularly 
parishioners who had served faithfully over many years - and I think 
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that was reflected in his love of family history. He helped me to start 
my own research many years ago and was always at the end of a 
computer if I needed advice.  
 
As Correspondent Governor of the Day School, I saw him as a well-
informed and organised Chairman - calm and reflective, allowing 
debate but keeping control and able to speak to unsuccessful 
candidates for posts in a direct but very kind way - the right touch.  
 
Sense of humour - well, the original pair of his childhood knitted 
swimming trunks did make an appearance as a visual aid during one 
sermon!   
 
The parish has a lot of weddings and my children and the other 
choristers were allowed to play football on the rectory lawn 
between services - crisps and orange juice at hand then back to look 
‘angelic’ for the next wedding! They loved it.    
 
As a family, we feel it a privilege to have had Mark as part of our 
lives.  
 
 
Fred Evans, Cousin, writes 
 
I am a distant cousin of Mark (second cousin, once removed to be 
precise). It was our love of genealogy that brought us together. As 
Mark was living in Tottenham and I was in Stockport, we worked on 
tracing our family by mail (before emails). I have a sneaking feeling 
that Mark was rather old-fashioned and preferred sending letters! 
 
We first met at Southport in 1978 at his mother’s house, with 
Andrew his brother. Next time was at Worsley: a wonderful time 
when my wife and family were made to feel most welcome. Another 
time was at Rochdale, when he was Archdeacon. Whenever we met 
I was immediately struck by the way Mark put me at ease and never 
monopolised the conversation, but valued my opinion. 
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Although we only met a few times over many years, Mark’s letters 
and Christmas Newsletters more than compensated for it with news 
of holidays at home and abroad. He was certainly a globetrotter, 
although not so much in recent years due to his breathing problems. 
 
I count it a real privilege to have known Mark and will treasure his 
help, advice and all his family history contributions over the years. 
He will be missed on earth, but now is “with Christ, which is far 
better”. 
 
Ian Clift, Former Churchwarden at Worsley 
 
I first met Mark on his appointment as Rector of St Mark’s Church in 
Worsley, Manchester and shortly after that I was privileged to be 
asked to be the ‘Vicar’s Churchwarden’.  We became very good 
friends and Mark soon established himself in the Parish as a caring 
and dedicated Priest.   He required - and achieved - changes to the 
‘old’ traditions of worship by discussion, tact and professional 
diplomacy.    I never experienced any occasion when Mark would 
insist on a particular course of action but he always knew what he 
wanted and he always got it. 
 
We had a very active ‘Finance and Fabric Committee’ and most of 
the members were experienced professionals who knew Worsley 
and the local characters well.   We normally met at the Rectory and 
after Mark had closed the meeting he would love nothing more than 
for us to partake in some ‘liquid’ refreshment whilst the stories 
about past and present flowed with much laughter and humour. 
 
Mark was a caring Priest, loved by everyone and who gave his all to 
the Parish which developed under his ministry.   It was indeed a sad 
day for Worsley when Mark moved on to be the Archdeacon of 
Rochdale but I am pleased to say that my friendship with this 
wonderful guy continued.  
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(Revd Canon) Alma Servant, Rector, Ascension Hulme 
 
I heard about Mark Dalby a lot, before I got to know him – from 
former staff and placement students. I heard praise of him as a good 
friend, trainer and parish priest. I hear that still, today. 
 
Mark and I smoked together outside meetings many times, usually 
at Examining Chaplains’ meetings. He was an amusing companion, 
but also a very good listener. He was for some years the chair of the 
University Chaplaincy Council. Though he was of course a very able 
and agreeable chair, he was also very mischievous. He watched, 
fascinated, when there were personal clashes which were getting 
heated. I think he enjoyed these diversions, as they relieved the 
tedium of yet another meeting. I once had to beg him to intervene. 
 
When I was preparing for ordination as a priest in 1994, I asked 
Mark to help me with guided reading on the subject, We met in 
various cafes and teashops in Manchester, where we discussed the 
books, and he did theological diagrams for me on the paper napkins. 
We drank gallons of tea, and, of course, smoked. Always the 
conversation was demanding, lively, and very often, moving.  Mark 
was also my confessor for some years and I was very thankful for 
this ministry.  
 
He is remembered so vividly, and missed so much, because he was 
clever, warm, funny and very honest. He was passionate for God 
and the Christian faith. Though he called himself a Catholic, and 
rightly so, his hallmark as a priest was confident generosity. 
 
 
Revd Canon Simon Killwick, friend and former curate 
 
Friendship was important to Mark, he kept up a wide circle of 
friends. Mark had a keen intellect, and enjoyed a good debate or 
discussion. 
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He was a liturgical scholar, and wrote an important book 'Open 
Baptism' in 1989, arguing for openness in receiving requests for 
Baptism, as against those who who would only baptise the children 
of believing parents.  Bishop Colin Buchanan accused him of 
attempting a U-turn on the motorway of history; to which Mark 
replied that a U-turn is wise if you are going up a cul-de-sac. 
 
Mark had a keen interest in training for ordained ministry; he had 
worked as a Selection Secretary for the then Advisory Council for 
the Church's Ministry (ACCM).  As a parish priest, he trained a large 
number of curates.  He maintained a lifelong interest in issues of 
selection, training and deployment of clergy; he was convinced of 
the vital importance of full-time stipendiary ministry for the mission 
and well-being of the Church. 
 
Mark was a parish priest at heart, and had enjoyed a varied 
parochial ministry – rural, inner city and suburban – before 
becoming Archdeacon of Rochdale.  He was pleased to return to 
pastoral ministry as Chaplain of the Beauchamp Community, where 
he lived for 12 happy years in his retirement. 
 
Family history, stamp collecting and travel were all great passions. 
Mark had visited every country in the world, collecting stamps along 
the way, and often meeting long-lost cousins he had tracked down 
through his family tree. 
 
 
Dimitri Brady, friend writes 
 
Fr Mark travelled widely, visited the great capital cities, looked up 
long lost relatives and sought to experience Christian worship 
around the world. He enjoyed new encounters with people of every 
variety and 'collected' both friends and contacts . He once spoke 
eloquently on Christian friendship at a gathering of students at 
Manchester University. On this occasion he explained that he 
measured the years and evaluated the 'seasons' of his life by the 
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quality of the friendships gathered along the way.  I have since 
learnt that he carefully assessed the durability of these friendships 
on an ongoing basis. 
 
Fr Mark clearly had a great gift for friendship, and I personally 
experienced that. His thoughtful attention to details, willingness to 
devote time to looking at issues from many angles and his delicate 
tact ensured that his guidance was sought by many far beyond the 
confines of Churches and Christian communities. When he stayed at 
the hall of residence in Manchester where I am warden last year a 
number of the residents commented on the genuine interest he 
showed in their lives -and the warmth and consideration with which 
this was expressed. 
 
These qualities brought many visitors to the Community in Malvern. 
It was a pleasure to visit him there. Regardless of the time that 
might have elapsed between visits, long-standing discussions and 
shared interests were immediately revived. Speaking for myself, I 
always looked forward to returning to that seemingly timeless place 
where the guest was truly made to feel at home and friendship was 
always celebrated anew. 
 
 
Charles Allsopp, Direcor of Music, Beauchamp Community, writes 
 
In September, 2001, Fr Mark rang to ask if I could play the organ for 
the harvest thanksgiving service at St. Leonard's, the Church of the 
Beauchamp community,  as their organist had just left. I was able to 
fit the service in with my other duties and, duly played for the 
service and that was that. A few weeks later, the Warden's husband 
came to our house to ask if I would take the job of organist on. You 
see, as the true gentleman that he was, Fr Mark would not 'poach' 
me from my previous position. (Not that I would have taken much 
persuading.) Right from the word go, we hit it off. 
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Fr Mark and I had regular meetings to discuss the musical 
requirements of the church and I don't think we ever had a cross 
word. He agreed to me setting up a choir for the church and he 
would always have the hymns ready for me about a month in 
advance. (A luxury that I had not enjoyed for many years.) 
 
My wife, Julie, and I enjoyed a friendship with Fr Mark that one 
seldom encounters – a friendship where confidentiality and 
discretion were paramount. We were able to discuss anything with 
him and he would not be offended nor would he make us feel small. 
He had the knack of being able to explain anything to us in a down-
to-earth way. Julie always said that if she was on 'Who wants to be a 
millionaire' Fr Mark would be her 'phone-a-friend'. She would ring if 
she had a query and he would say 'Oh hi' . . . Ah, now let me see? 
Yes . . .' and almost without hesitation give her the answer. 
 
 
(Revd Canon) Ian Gomersall, friend writes 
 
From the thirty five years I knew Mark the most memorable 
moments which I treasure are from our many holidays. We travelled 
from Angra do Heroismo in the Azores to Baku in Azerbaijan, from 
Minsk to Sarajevo.  He has written about his holidays, but I would 
like to share two memories which he does not mention and which, I 
feel, indicate a lovely and simple part of his personality. 
In Macedonia we took a boat across Lake Ohrid to the shrine of St 
Naum, near the Albanian border. Here the saint is buried and 
visitors are encouraged to press their ear to his tombstone, some, it 
is said will hear the saint’s heartbeat. We did so and heard nothing. 
Two little boys followed us and Mark watched intently, the first boy 
heard nothing. His companion pressed his ear to the stone and he 
enthusiastically cried, what we believed to be ‘Yes, yes’ in 
Macedonian. Mark’s face lit up and he turned to me, gently smiling 
and simply said ‘How splendid!’ 
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We visited Bosnia Herzogovina and while there went to Medjugorje 
and the hill of apparitions. ‘All were silent,’ Mark wrote, ‘No 
yobbery, no smoking (!), no nonsense…’ As we sat a small group of 
poorly dressed primary school aged children slowly walked up the 
hill reciting the rosary together. With a slight tear in his eye Mark 
commented ‘Wonderful, wonderful…’ He then stooped and picked 
up some smalls stones as a souvenir of the visit and years later there 
they were in his sitting room at the Beauchamp community. 
A wonderful travelling companion, a wise mentor and a dearly loved 
friend. I pray he finds his life now among the splendour and wonder 
of which he saw glimpses in his earthly travels. 
 

 

The Venerable Mark Dalby: An obituary 
   
 John Mark Meredith Dalby was born on January 4th 1938 in 
Southport, Lancashire (as it was then) and lived there with his 
parents and his elder brother Andrew until he joined the R.A.F to do 
his spell of National Service before going to Oxford to study 
theology at Exeter College in 1958. After getting his degree, he 
moved on to Ripon Hall, to complete his studies before being 
ordained at the age of 25 in the Diocese of Oxford.  
    
He served his title in the parish of Hambleden in the Thames Valley 
before moving in 1968 To Birmingham Diocese to be vicar of the 
parish of St. Peter, Spring Hill, a parish close to the centre of the 
city, and was later rural dean of Birmingham City. His predecessor at 
St. Peter’s was The Reverend, later Bishop, Ronald Gordon, who had 
initiated a programme of residential training for potential 
ordinands, where they could live in the vicarage as a community 
while working in local offices and factories and receiving guidance 
about their future – usually before going on to theological college. 
    
It was this work, both as vicar and mentor to young hopeful 
ordinands that equipped Mark to join the Advisory Council for the 
Church’s Ministry (ACCM) as one of its Selection Secretaries, in 
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1975. While working at Church House in London, he lived at the 
Rectory of All Hallows Church, Tottenham, and continued to 
exercise a sacramental and pastoral ministry there, as far as other 
commitments would allow. During this time he also began work on 
a PhD thesis on Christian Initiation, and was awarded his doctorate 
in 1977 by the University of Nottingham. He also wrote a number of 
books and pamphlets on the sacraments, particularly Baptism, the 
Eucharist, and the nature of Christian priesthood. 
    
After five years at ACCM Mark was offered the post of vicar (later 
team rector) of Worsley, in the Diocese of Manchester, and worked 
there happily for eleven years, and became area dean of Eccles. He 
was then appointed as one of the archdeacons of the Diocese, and 
as Archdeacon of Rochdale lived in Rochdale itself from 1991 till his 
retirement in 2000. He acquired a fine reputation among the clergy 
of the Diocese for friendliness, approachability and helpful though 
not uncritical co-operation. 
   
 In 2000 Mark Dalby moved to be chaplain to the Beauchamp 
Community at Newland, near Malvern in Worcestershire, where 
there was a daily Mass in the beautiful St. Lawrence chapel, itself 
the former local parish church of Newland, and the opportunity to 
exercise his pastoral skills again with the resident members of that 
community, including several retired clergy living in the homes that 
are part of the Beauchamp Community. When it was time to retire 
from that ministry in 2007, he was delighted to be offered a house 
within the community, as it had become a genuine home for him 
and a place where he had come to live among valued friends. 
   
 Mark’s life was characterised by a unique blend of holiness and 
scholarly pursuit of truth in theology. His outlook was inclusive and 
welcoming: he believed in the need for women to be included in 
ministry at all levels, and was totally opposed to the idea that gay 
men and women should be in any sense regarded as deserving to be 
held back from full participation in church life whether as lay or 
ordained members. 
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 Totally free of hypocrisy or pomposity, he was a warm and 
treasured friend to very many throughout his life, as well as being a 
guide and mentor to young clergy, not least when they were finding 
their work particularly demanding or difficult for one reason or 
another – and he rejoiced in their successes as and when they came. 
   
 In his personal life he did not marry or have a civil partner, but was 
always supportive of others and their relationships, without any hint 
of jealousy or envy, and he was particularly keen to support gay 
clergy with partners, in a church which in its official structures can at 
times be regrettably intolerant. 
    
He loved to travel, and with his interest in family history he 
managed to find family members not only in the UK but in far off 
countries such as Australia and Tonga. At the time of his death on 
February 11, 2013 he was writing a book about his travels over a 
period of sixty years, which has been completed by friends since his 
death and published in his memory. He was also helping to 
complete a history of the Beauchamp Community. 
   
Mark’s funeral Mass on 28 February was exceptionally well 
attended at St. Lawrence’s Church, Newland, and his brother 
Andrew was there, as he was when Mark was buried at the Duke 
Street Cemetery the following day in his childhood home of 
Southport. 
 
A memorial Mass was held at St Chrysostom’s, Manchester on 20th 
April 2013. 
   
May he rest in peace, and rise in glory. 
 
Revd Nicholas Roberts, Friend 
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Mark's entry in Who's Who 2010 
 
DALBY, Ven. (John) Mark (Meredith);  
Chaplain, The Beauchamp Community, Newland 2000-2007; 
Archdeacon of Rochdale, 1991-2000, now Emeritus; b. 3 Jan. 1938; s 
of William and Sheila Dalby (nee Arkell). Educ; King George V Sch., 
Southport; Exeter Coll., Oxford, (MA 1965); Ripon Hall, Oxford; Univ 
of Nottingham (PhD 1977). Ordained deacon 1963, priest 1964; 
Curate: Hambleden, Bucks, 1963-68; Fawley, Fingest, Medmenham 
and Turville, Bucks, 1965-68; Vicar of St Peter, Spring Hill, 
Birmingham, 1968-75; Rural Dean of Birmingham City, 1973-75; 
Sec., Cttee for Theol Educn, and Selection Sec., ACCM 1975-80; Non 
Curate of All Hallows, Tottenham, 1975-1980; Vicar of St Mark, 
Worsley, 1980-84; Team Rector of Worsley, 1984-91; Rural Dean of 
Eccles, 1987-91. Examining Chaplain to the Bp of Manchester, 1980-
2000. Member: Gen. Synod of C of E, 1985-95; Liturgical Commn, 
1986-95. Publications Open Communion in the Church of England, 
1959; The Gospel and the Priest, 1975; Tottenham Church and 
Parish, 1979; The Cocker Connection, 1989; Open Baptism, 1989; 
Anglican Missals and their Canons, 1998; Infant Communion: the 
New Testament to the Reformation, 2003. Recreations: travel, 
family history, philately, freemasonry, liturgy. 
 
 
 
 
 
Thank you to all who submitted memories for this tribute which is 
available online at www.stchrysostoms.wordpress.com Any 
additional memories can be added there by sending to: 
Ian.gomersall@btinternet.com 


