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Memories, Address and Prayers 

from Theo’s Funeral Service – 9 April 2018 
 

 

OPENING SENTENCES – DAVID WARBRICK 

 

Theo, we welcome you for the last time, to the church of your Baptism, confident in God, who raised 

our Lord Jesus from the dead. 
 

SENTENCES 

 

"Here is a [believer] in whom there is no guile," said Jesus of his disciple Nathaniel (John 1:47b).  We 

imagine him saying it of Theo, whose legal integrity, familial loyalty and deep faith so lacked 

affectation. 
 

 

"Note the kindness and severity of God," called St Paul (Romans 11:22).  We come to hold with 

admiration and affection the whole mystery, paradox, creativity, playfulness and hard work, talent 

and humility of Theo's humane life through which we may, if we choose, glimpse something of the 

character of the God in whose image we are all made.  Such severity as Theo ever showed, as we 

shall hear, was applied to himself more than to others, and was always a side effect of immense 

kindness.  
 

"The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases; his mercies never come to an end; they are new every 

morning; great is his faithfulness."  (Lamentations 3:22-23).  Whether you feel able to share Rachel's 

and Theo's faith, or admire it wistfully, or feel puzzled that someone so sharp should show passion 

about something so elusive, all are welcome, as we each in our different ways try to accept his death 

and gently apprehend our own. 

 

SARAH’S INTRODUCTION TO THE READING FROM LITTLE GIDDING 

 

In their Cambridge days, our parents Theo and Rachel each had their own copy of T.S.Eliot’s Four 

Quartets.   

Thirty years later, Little Gidding assumed greater family significance, as Theo’s sister, Ann, and one 

of Rachel’s sisters, Ruth, became part of the community there.  

In recent weeks, the words of Little Gidding have pointed us on to expansive horizons, as we shared 

them together with Theo, using his own heavily annotated copy of the Four Quartets.   
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MEMORIES OF THEO – ANDREW AND THE GRANDCHILDREN 

My father, Theo, gave so much affirmation and so much self-belief to so many others.  He took 

people for what they are, encouraging them to be themselves.  But Theo was also self-effacing, a 

master of understatement.  So, I think he’d be a little overwhelmed by all this attention, and also all 

the love, affection and admiration that has been expressed over the past few weeks.  There have 

been so many letters, cards, calls and emails (for which a big thank you from Rachel and us all).  And 

there have been so many consistent themes too.  Theo was kind.  Theo cared.  Theo was a gentle-

man.  Theo was bright.  Theo was witty.  Theo loved cricket.  Theo believed – and he believed in 

others.  “Well played,” to use his own immortal phrase! 

Theo was born in Rowington on Flower Show day 1931 at Ribbons, the house designed by his 

grandfather Edgar Llewelyn Edwards.  A son to Francis and Olive Christophers, and a brother to his 

older sister, Ann.  Theo was baptised in this church, and Rowington was always a significant part of 

his life – whether through his work for the Alms Houses or as a cricket club trustee, after his 

grandfather’s field became Rowington Cricket Club’s home.   

Theo went to school at Aymestrey near [Leominster,] Worcester[shire], where he gained a love of 

history, music (inspired by Elgar) and sport (rugby and especially cricket).  A set of carefully sawed 

plywood cricket figures cut from the newspaper sat for many years on the mantelpiece in Theo’s 

Ribbons bedroom: Donald Bradman, Warwickshire’s Eric Hollies and other Ashes giants!  Theo also 

met his lifelong friend Chris Adams, who accompanied him to Marlborough College.  In his second 

term, when Theo was only 14, his father died – so Theo became a significant figure of support to 

both his mother and sister from a very young age.  Fortunately, his study mates from B3 at 

Marlborough (two of whom are with us today) were a strong support to Theo too.  One remembers, 

“I have known Theo since 1945, and we never had a cross word.  He was a great man, with no airs 

and graces, just him.  I shall so miss him.  But at least he can now talk endless cricket with Chris 

Adams!” 

After an active National Service in Malaya at the time of the troubles, escorting convoys through the 

jungle with the 13th 18th Royal Hussars, Theo went up to Pembroke College, Cambridge to study law.  

Rachel was part of a lively Newnham group, including Brigid and Yvonne (who are both with us 

today), and she and Theo first met on the tow-path in Cambridge.  Rachel recalls hopefully dangling 

her hand out for Theo to take, when he walked her home to Newnham, but (and unlike everything 

else he did in life) he was frustratingly slow on the uptake!  Theo loved the energy of Rachel’s big 

happy family at Elham vicarage, and they were married on 6th September 1958 – almost 60 years ago 

– in Sherborne, Gloucestershire.  Kemble had to miss playing cricket for Rowington to attend the 

wedding!  

John was born in London (when Theo was gaining 2 years of city law experience), with me and Sarah 

following on in Hampton-in-Arden soon afterwards.  With the growing family, we moved to 

Meadowcroft in Bakers Lane in 1964.  This was to become a great family home and a magnet and 

second home to so many others over the next 30-plus years – with all state and social occasions 

marked by Theo flying the union flag from the front doorstep!  And with his vision and forward 

planning, he moved the family home to Apsley Grove beside Dorridge Park in 1995. 

Theo had been articled to John Carslake at Ryland Martineau in Church Street, Birmingham, and 

returned to the firm in 1961.  Theo worked at Ryland Martineau for nearly 30 years, latterly as 

Senior Partner, and led the firm through a growth merger to become Martineau Johnson.  The 

professional esteem in which Theo was held is represented by so many here today, including Jeremy 
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Martineau, who has made the trip specially from Australia!  The Ryland Martineau team talk of 

Theo’s “wit and wisdom”, and one writes: “I loved working with Theo.  I was terrified of him when I 

first started work, but when I got to work with him closely, I loved the sharpness of his mind, the 

energy, the commitment, the breadth of knowledge, the contradictions and the consistency.  He was 

caring, unreasonable (on himself as well as others), impatient, cross with you, fully for you.  He 

worked ridiculously hard and was totally committed to family.” 

In his self-effacing way, Theo would refer to his work as “shuffling a few papers across the desk”.  

But his agile mind thrived on the intricacies of corporate law, and he loved his time as a solicitor, 

saying “I couldn’t have worked with better people or with such interesting clients, who became 

friends”.  Many have written of his complete integrity and his invaluable advice and guidance.   

To mark his retirement, Theo’s partners gave him life membership at Warwickshire County Cricket 

Club.  Kitted out in his trademark Warwickshire hat (now accompanying him to the grave), he loved 

his visits to Edgbaston, and also spending time with his growing family and grandchildren.  His 

deadpan sense of humour was a source of great joy to us all.  I remember an over-zealous jeweller 

trying to sell him an expensive watch.  “It’ll last a lifetime, sir.”  “Well that’s no good”, retorted Theo, 

“I’ve only got half a lifetime left!” 

Theo and Rachel celebrated their Golden Wedding Anniversary in Rowington Village Hall in 2008, by 

which stage the very early signs of dementia were beginning to show – an especially cruel illness for 

such a sharp and incisive mind.  But Theo and Rachel embraced the changing pattern of life with 

creativity and without rancour.  Theo moved to The Royal Star & Garter Home in Solihull 3½ years 

ago, where he has received amazingly dedicated, compassionate and understanding care.  The staff 

there are very special people, and they gave Theo a safe and secure environment, providing life, love 

and fun in addition.  They were able to work together with us as an extended family, with a spirit of 

teamwork that Theo would have loved.  Rachel and all of us would like to record our immense and 

heartfelt gratitude to the exceptional care team – we can never be thankful enough.   

When distilled down to his bare essence through dementia, Theo remained essentially Theo.  He was 

kind and courteous to the core, thanking and encouraging the staff, with “well played” or (when he 

was struggling to articulate words) by just clapping.  Even these last years were lived with grace, 

humour and contentment.  So many people asked, “Does he still recognise you?”  But as Rachel put 

it, the important question was, “Do we still recognise him?”  We did – as we still do.  And in his last 

week, it was as if Theo’s dementia slipped away; it wasn’t important any more, and while it was a 

part of his life, it certainly didn’t define him.  We were with him when he died – The Immortal 

Diamond, as we latterly called him, finally letting go – dying peacefully and with dignity, just as he 

had lived. 

To conclude – and echoing the theme of teamwork – I’d like to invite Theo & Rachel’s six 

grandchildren each to share a brief memory; remembering, of course, Theo’s own belief that 

“Brevity is the soul of wit”… 

Jack – Some of my happiest memories of Theo are the times we spent together watching cricket at 

Edgbaston, both Warwickshire and England.  He taught me loads about the game, such as how to 

score correctly and how to spot the slower ball, but more than that I just loved spending time in the 

company of a wonderful, gentle, kind and caring grandfather. 

Mia – Theo always took such an interest in each of us individually; I have many memories of him 

taking his little notebook and pen out of his pocket, and carefully noting down details of what we'd 

been up to or our achievements at school – often to feature later in his legendary Sunday letters! 
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Will – I always thought of my grandad as a gentle giant, looking up to him both literally and 

metaphorically.  We used to enjoy comparing heights, and while I eventually overtook him, he’ll 

always be someone I’ll try to measure up to. 

Sophie – Theo and Rae were such an integrated part of our growing up, but we never had to be on 

best behaviour.  Theo always believed in us and quietly encouraged us along with a twinkle in his 

eye; he got on hands and knees and entered our world when we were younger, and in recent years 

allowed us to enter his world, with clapping and laughter.  

Jake – I really loved the family holidays we spent together at Gara Rock in Devon, with Theo building 

spectacular sand castles with the garden spade (which we’ll use for his burial) and welcoming all 

comers to join in with the family games of French cricket.  His inclusivity really shone through. 

Theo – I remember playing ball on the stairs at No 32.  One Theo would throw the ball up the stairs, 

while the other Theo would try to THWACK it back down again! 

Thank you all, or on behalf of Theo, “Well played”!  And to finish with Theo’s own words, “We have 

so much to be thankful for”. 

 

JOHN’S INTRODUCTION TO THE ROAD TO EMMAUS READING 

Rachel visited the Holy Land many years ago, but Theo was unable to accompany her.  I remember 

the only thing he asked her to bring back for him was a pebble from the Emmaus road: this was the 

only story you needed from the Gospels. So, wherever you may stand today, in matters of faith or 

doubt, I think this is an amazing story of journeying, of head and heart, of recognition. 

 

ADDRESS – DAVID WARBRICK 

LUKE 24:13-35 

 

"The English are not very spiritual people," said George Bernard Shaw, "so they invented cricket to 

give themselves some sense of eternity."  Perhaps he was on to something. Lawyers' time is 

notoriously expensive.  The categories of time which you can charge to a client and hours which you 

can't are carefully monitored, as many here will know too well.  Measuring time in that pedantic way 

can end up preoccupying us terribly, locking us into a sense of time that's all about loss, scarcity, 

cost, functionality. We have to admit, and Theo would be the first to smile about this, lawyers come 

off rather badly in the gospels for their pedantry and fixations wherever they allowed the law to 

eclipse rather than reveal humanity.  One exception was a scribe who joined in Jesus' celebration 

that the law could be summarised as loving God and loving your neighbour.  When he did so, Jesus 

said "you are not far from the Kingdom of heaven"  (Mark 12:32-34).  The important thing is that the 

law should be iconic, revealing and make possible full humanity.  Otherwise it risks becoming an idol, 

distracting from and diminishing our dignity.  This Theo knew, and hardly needed to articulate.  In 

the drawing up of a document, in the analysis of a point, in the merging of firms, in all his shaping 

and administration of the law, he knew it was for, ensured it was about, and made it serve human 

dignity.  In his humane attentiveness, this lawyer entered a different kind of time.  Not the chronos 

that ticks away expensively, but what the Greeks call Karios time where we behold, care, feel, 

treasure and reflect, dwelling fully in the moment.  It's the kind of time in which we and others come 

alive. 
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Another lawyer who really got this was William Stringfellow, an American Anglican lawyer who never 

lost sight of the humanity law is there to serve.  He was a lay theologian, articulate about the way lay 

people's lives are - or should be - unselfconscious parables, (in A Simplicity of faith) making the Word 

of God real and present in the ordinary workaday world. Baptism, he felt was the crucial sacrament 

affirming the unity of all humanity and asserting very much the authority of lay people in both 

church and world.  There are stories of people leaving professions, becoming spiritual writers, priests 

and religious figures, which have their place, but to remain a lawyer and be a theologian was true 

discipleship, teaching the church, challenging the notions that work of any kind can be somehow 

viewed as godless.  Being baptised, for him, was about "intimacy with the world".  It announced a 

vocation to show "awful innocence towards the world"  (in A private and public faith 1962). 
 

"De-humanised medicine cannot heal" he insisted, writing on his experience of hospital (in Simplicity 

of Faith).  De-humanised law cannot heal either.  To Theo, that was almost too obvious to be said. 
 

"God's judgement has as much to do with the humour of the Word as it does with wrath" said 

Stringfellow  (in Simplicity of Faith).  We can recognise Theo's delightful wit that could puncture 

without belittling anyone. 
 

Stringfellow looked for "style, not stereotype, for precedent, not model, for parable, not proposition, 

for analogue, not aphorism, for paradox, not syllogism, for signs not statutes."  and he was a 

singularly effective lawyer who caught the attention of Bishops and Presidents  (in Conscience and 

Obedience).  Theo, a lawyer paid to be pedantic, knew that the best truths were evoked through 

metaphor and poetry.   
 

That Theo be so, singularly effective and humane, so precise when it mattered, yet always with time 

for play and reflection; that he saw law not as a high exclusive standard, but a base line to establish 

confidence so human beings could relate sensibly and graciously; that one so capable of order found 

his heart opened (and indeed found his sweetheart) through poetry; that Theo should relish the 

absurdly spacious cricket-time, is all together why we can confidently say "there is a faithful man in 

whom there is no guile and a lawyer who, surely, is not far from the Kingdom of Heaven." 

 

Theo asked Rachel to bring back a pebble from the road to Emmaus, as if to say "that's enough, that 

would evoke the whole gospel."  In that story, human political disappointment and seriousness is 

evoked by those downcast looks and "Are you the only one who doesn't know what's 

happened?"  God's wistfulness and the comedy of our condition is evoked by the dramatic 

irony.  The reader wonders, "Hold on, he's the one who knows everything, yet is drawing alongside, 

asking open questions."  The divine accompanying on the crestfallen journey of life is evoked in the 

walk over those pebbles.  As they walked away from Jerusalem, there is a non-violent political anger 

at the absurdity of the abuse of law in Jesus' torture and death.  Divine restraint is evoked as Jesus 

waited to be invited to stay. The subtle power of metaphor is laid bare as he breaks bread, they 

know Him, and he disappears from their sight.  There is a human confidence in God, yet experience 

of God as one almost apprehended, but then just out of sight.  Then the running back, sharing, 

telling, encouraging, is an exquisite picture of the kind of vulnerable fellowship that should naturally 

grow if Jesus rose from the dead. God is tantalising, energising, motivating, but not coercive. Taking 

in what had just happened, the disciples described their hearts "burning within" them as Jesus had 

explained things on the road.  Their minds were alert even as their hearts burned.   
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We notice Emmaus evoking all this in no small part because Theo's life evokes it all, too.  He 

expounds it. What his approach to law and family, work and play, wit and seriousness shows us is 

that the melding of heart and mind and passion, intellect and faith, is emphatically not 

paradoxical.  This pedantic lawyer who enjoyed metaphor showed us that it is precisely in the 

togetherness of lively mind and burning heart that we are fully alive.   

 

We are all made in God's image, and have different things to teach each other about God, and at our 

best, we'll be the last to realise we are teaching it.  Without idealising him, or making embarrassing 

claims for him, we enjoy the unself-conscious parable of Theo's life.  In Theo's wistfulness, we 

perhaps glimpse the wistfulness of God which makes a safe space in which for us to find our true 

selves; a safe space where our imperfection, clumsiness, regret, angularity can all be held with a 

knowing love that has a wilfully keener eye for all that is good in us. 
 

"Bring me back...a pebble," he said. "Come back with that great experience.  Be with me, Rachel.   I 

don't want to demand anything of you but be with me."  Since sharing hilarious, flirtatious rhymes in 

their first encounters, then the gravity of TS Eliot and Gerard Manley Hopkins, Pembroke chapel 

choir singing no doubt a chance to steal glances while at another kind of worship, Rachel and Theo's 

togetherness has been inspiring, witty, loving and as non-coercive as marriage is meant to 

be.  They've made room for each other, anchored each other, laughed with each other.  And such 

balance unknowingly prepared them for these last few years when loss was re-forged into gain, 

dementia's distancing was defied and made into deeper togetherness until Theo's somehow 

luminous death diminished our fear of our own death.  In the space you created with him, a last gift 

came: the tall man who bore God's name so lightly, the man with the great mind, so wistful, so un-

postured, so unpretentious, in his clapping showed us a perfect praise. 
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PRAYERS – KEMBLE EVERITT 

 

We pray for Theo. 

 

God of life and love, 

as we give Theo back to you,  

we thank you for the creativity and generosity of his life,  

for his uncompromising integrity and formidable clarity of thought,  

shared with colleagues and clients, family and friends,  

and for his imaginative awareness of people’s lives, in all their complexity.  

May your love surround  

those living with diminished horizons, dementia or other illness, 

unsung carers, who support those struggling to glimpse brightness,  

any facing loneliness or indignity in their living and dying.  

Through both the delights and the challenges of life, 

may Theo’s life encourage us to keep true to the best we know, 

using our gifts creatively and generously for the benefit of all. 

Amen 

 

 

We pray for Rachel and for John, Andrew and Sarah and their families and for all who mourn. 

 

Christ, whom death could not contain, 

when we face the tomb of our loss and grief,  

wondering how to move on, roll away the stone. 

When we wait for the morning,  

for the hope of a new dawn, roll away the stone. 

As we remember your promise to lead us through death to life,  

roll away the stone and bless us in unexpected ways  

with your gift of resurrection life. 

Amen 

 

 

A prayer for us all. 

 

Bless to us, O God,  

the doors we open, 

the thresholds we cross, 

the roads that lie before us. 

Go with us as we go,  

stay with us on our journey, 

and bring us safely home.  

Amen 
 

 


