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After I gave this address at Mark’s funeral at St. Leonard’s Church Newland, the chapel of the

Beauchamp Community where he lived as chaplain and then as a resident, Fr. Ian kindly asked if I

would do something similar here today – so, with apologies to those of you who have heard it

already, here is the Mark 2 version.

I say that partly because the chaplain at the Beauchamp Community, Fr. Roger Wilson, asked

me if I would be including any ‘northern’ anecdotes in the address here at St. Chrysostom’s! Mark

and I spent a lot of time travelling in the Rochdale area and up into the Saddleworth Moors, and

we once got as far as  a pub, just over the Yorkshire border on the Pennines, high above Hebden

Bridge. We sat outside on a beautiful summer day (like we used to have, you can probably

remember them!) and we had a drink. I think he had orange juice – as he was driving – and I had

a pint of the local brew. When I had finished mine I went back in and said the landlord – “That was

a lovely pint I’ll have another”. And an ancient man sitting next to me on  bar stool with one of long

white those beards that seem to go all the way down to the floor said “Ee, don’t go telling him his

beer’s good, he’ll be putting prices up!” Mark and I enjoyed that, as we enjoyed so many of those

trips.

And then there were the times when Mark sat with me in the evenings at my home in London.

After a copious amount of sherry, a nice dinner and a churchy gossip perhaps about which of our

high church priest friends have joined the ‘Ordinariate’, we would be ready to retire for the night,

and he would ask – ‘Just remind me about the arrangements for tomorrow? What time is breakfast

likely to be served?’ And I would fall into the style of the moment and say something like – ‘how

about 8.27?’ ‘Absolutely splendid, and would there be a chance of a cup of tea about 20 minutes

before that?’

A complex and lovely man, with many sides to his character, and it is a privilege to be able to

say a few words at this memorial mass for him, in the presence of Andrew, his brother, as well as

former colleagues and so many great friends.

So – how do we remember him today?  Mark the scholar – precise, meticulous, a little pedantic

at times, perhaps – but with that wonderful light touch of humour and self mockery. But a scholar

indeed, with degrees from Oxford University and his Nottingham PhD. Someone who believed that

our faith in God needs careful attention and study – a classic case of what that great Archbishop

Saint Anselm called a fides quaerens intellectum – faith, searching for meaning. I would

desperately try to answer his penetrating theological questions, and then he would always say



“Yes, that’s true, but what about…?” So we would be off again on another round of vigorous

inquiry. And of course he was still working on the history of the Beauchamp Community when he

died. Only a few weeks ago he sent me off to the British Library to look at endless old editions of

Crockford’s Clerical Directory on microfilm! You couldn’t say ‘no’! But for me, as someone also

doing my own academic work, what a great example, and model, of how to do research.

But attention to detail, care, and a meticulous spirit – that is not just the characteristic of an

academic scholar: that same attention to detail was true in his relationships with his family and

friends. It is a reminder for each of us of the highly charitable and deeply Christlike nature of the

art of being careful, attentive, reliable, utterly dependable - in all our dealings with one another.

The priest and pastor – as a parish priest, in Hambleden, Birmingham and Worsley, as a

Secretary at ACCM, and as an archdeacon here in Manchester, always at mass, often on a daily

basis, and a regular user of the daily office. And again, for him this was not just out of a sense of

priestly duty and commitment, though that was always there: but a recognition that on the one

hand God does not need our worship: but God does need us to recognise that if we don’t worship

him, we will almost certainly not worship nothing, but will be tempted to worship a lesser God.

And the pastor with a true kingdom theology. I have recently been reading his book Sixty Years

of Travelling which was published after his death, edited and kindly prepared for publication by

The Reverend Kim Wasey. Like the original Greek version of the Gospel that bears Mark’s name,

this lovely book ends in the middle of a sentence… And rightly that is how it has been left.

In his chapter on visiting Andorra and Monaco in 1983, he includes a brief reflection on visiting

the shrine of Our Lady of Lourdes. There was the inevitable commercialism, with the sale of what

Mark called ‘religious tat in the worst taste’ – but in the shrine itself he found a genuine spiritual

atmosphere and most of all, in his words “What impressed me most was that here the sick and

handicapped – so often deemed a nuisance – had pride of place. Jesus and Mary must surely

have approved”. No further comment needed.

Mark, the friend, time spent in conversation, listening, talking, laughing, eating and drinking,

discussing all kinds of things. And always that genuine and compassionate interest in other people

and their lives, whether family, friends, colleagues, members of the Church or members of the

Beauchamp community where he lived happily for many years, first as chaplain and then as a

resident member of the Beauchamp community – a real and valued home.

So it is fitting that we remember Mark’s unfailing friendship in this Easter season. We all find it

hard to think of his leaving us without some sadness, and that sadness, that sense of loss is real

and important. But that friendship is not diminished by his death. We can’t of course be sure

exactly what took place at the tomb in the garden of Joseph of Arimathea – and the four gospels



all have a slightly different ‘take’ on it, one of which we heard in today’s gospel reading. But there

can be absolutely no doubt that those 12 demoralised frightened miserable people, and perhaps

many others too, suddenly realised that the man they had come to love was in a very real sense

still with them – that the power of that friendship was still there and perhaps even more alive, vital

and powerful than before. And that his strength and vision would go on nourishing them and

empowering them to spread the Good News all over the world.

That gift of friendship was also in evidence in Mark’s Masonic life – about which I knew nothing

until one day he appeared out of the blue on the radio on the ‘Today’ programme talking about it

and trying to dispel some of the sillier negative ideas about it that some Church people perhaps

have.

And then a sadder note perhaps struck too in the sense that as you know, his health had been

getting steadily worse over the last few years. Perhaps if the ‘electronic cigarette’ had been

invented sooner things might have been different! But as someone wisely remarked recently, he

chose how he wanted to live and that choice was his to make alone. But that is perhaps also a

gentle reminder to all of us that we need to take good care of ourselves, both physically,

emotionally and spiritually.

There was sadness too for Mark I think about not finding the joy of an intimate personal

relationship on a long term one to one basis. A reflection partly I think of his at times rather

cautious nature: for the rest of it – well I suppose we can all join up the dots for ourselves from our

knowledge of him. I suppose too it does remind us of how difficult the Church has found the task of

genuinely and compassionately understanding issues of gender and sexuality. Will things ever

improve?

So, Mark, a great man, with many facets to his personality, brother, scholar, priest, friend. A

traveller too, with so many visits to different parts of the world, finding family members in distant

places like Australia and Tonga. And as for so many of us, an enduring inner and spiritual journey

too, finding the depths of himself on a frequently shared journey of self exploration that never

finished. For him now life’s journey moves on in ways that we can only dimly imagine. But we can

share in his resurrection right now by adopting, and making our own, the wonderful qualities of

living which he demonstrated for us in the course of his life. We celebrate that life today with joy

and thanksgiving, praying that he may rest in peace and rise with Christ in glory. Amen.

Fr Nicholas Roberts


