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Some boys dream of being a pilot or an engine driver or a famous explorer.  

Chris knew from an early age that he wanted to be an entertainer.  I quote, 

‘I had two aunts who were single, Edie and Flo.  I thought of them as Laurel 

and Hardy because of their respective sizes.  They went to a variety show 

every week without fail.  They would talk about them and I would listen, 

enthralled.  My parents, however, were not enthusiastic about my seeing a 

show for myself.  Some of the content was deemed unsuitable. Then one 

magical day they were won over by a programme with a respectable comedian 

and I was allowed to go.  The aunts were told they must sit in the stalls with 

me (not in the circle where they usually sat) so that I could see and hear 

everything.  I was probably 7 or 8 at the time.  We were so close to the front 

that I could look down into the orchestra pit and see all that was going on 

there and further back under the stage.  In the balconies either side were 

number cues; number 1 and the conductor bowed and started.  Number 2 

and lights came on.  There were dancers, brightly dressed, there were lights, 

and a ventriloquist and music.  I was completely entranced.  I knew from that 

moment that I wanted to be up on a stage entertaining.’ 

He made his own puppets and would put on a puppet show when Aunts Flo 

and Edie came to tea.  Age 10, he saved up for his first ventriloquist’s dummy, 

costing £5 – a lot of money in those days.  I think this one was called Charlie 

Chatter.  His Dad would write the scripts for an act which they would take to 

local groups like the Oddfellows.  ‘I’ve just been to a wedding,’ Chris would 

say.  ‘Who was getting married?’  Charlie would ask.  ‘Emma Green,’ he would 

reply. ‘And you should have seen her bridesmaid.’  ‘Who was that?’  ‘Mabel 

Durham, of course.’  He was only a boy so the audiences were appreciative, 

he said. 

Meanwhile he was also learning magic tricks, having saved up for another 

expensive resource – a book on magic tricks, costing 15 shillings and 

containing all, he was assured, that he would ever need to know.  It must 

have been good, because as you probably know, Chris later became a 

member of the Magic Circle. 

He developed into the kind of versatile performer who could entertain across 

a wide spectrum – summer seaside shows, Christmas specials, working 

Mens clubs, children’s parties, Punch and Judy, variety shows, including 

some with Lenny Henry, cabaret, pantomimes, church celebrations. 

It’s a particular gift to be able to generate laughter and wonder.  Chris could 

do this with both adults and children.  Most adults have an inner child and 

Chris was the kind of entertainer who freed our inner child to play.  We 

would join in with ‘O yes I can!’, O no, you can’t!’, with hissing and booing 

at villains, and generally letting our hair down. 



Here at our church he co ordinated cubs and scouts for many years and he 

was on our Welcomers team.  

I visited Chris in hospital shortly before he moved to a care home.  He knew 

that this was where he would receive end of life care.  He was aware that it 

would soon be time to let go, to face death – not easy for a man who until 

last year was still entertaining and, more recently, continuing to ride his 

electric bike and drive his van.  He liked the psalms and I picked out Psalm 

84, which I’ve just read.  Soon, I thought, Chris would be entering the 

house of the Lord.  He was a person of faith who had trusted in God his 

whole life.  Even though he might be fearful of death (as we all are), here 

was something to look forward to –‘How lovely is your dwelling place, O 

Lord of hosts,…how blest are those who dwell in your house’.  How lovely to 

be there at last, I wanted him to feel.  And then the words, ‘Blessed are 

those who, going through the desolate valley find there a spring from which 

to drink’.  It seemed to me that those words reflected how much of Chris’ 

activities as an entertainer were about bringing joy to others.  You might be 

feeling sad, or anxious, down in a desolate valley, as the psalm puts it, -but 

someone like Chris could lift you out of that place with his magic tricks, the 

cheeky bird that was one of his dummies, or the antics of the crocodile in 

Punch and Judy.  What a wonderful calling! And perhaps, too, it might be a 

word for Chris himself as he faced going through the valley of the shadow of 

death – that he might find a spring there from which to drink. 

He was a very kind man.  It was typical that he allowed enough time in his 

care home for friends and family to visit and say goodbye.  I wonder if they 

provided that spring from which he could drink as he went through those 

last few weeks?  He was certainly cherished right to the end.  His family had 

set up a sort of photo gallery at the end of his bed, changing the pictures 

regularly, so that he was always surrounded by happy memories. 

They say that sometimes people leave a sort of fragrance behind them 

when they die.  For me Chris leaves a colour, colour associated with 

sunshine and light (hence my stole!).  He usually wore bright colours, and I 

noted that the front door of his house was painted in sunshine yellow! 

We’ll miss you, Mister Smith.  May you rest in peace and rise in glory. 
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