




























































In Memoriam 

 

Thy Life light flickers, falls the eventide 

Thus the Death Angel, speaking tenderly – 

Fear not the River, on the other side 

With hands outstretched, stands one to welcome thee 

 

 

 

CONSTANTINE OSBORNE PHIPPS was born at Brighton in March, 1861, where his father 

was Curate at St. John’s Church, Hove. He was educated at Marlborough and at Exeter College, 

Oxford, where he was a well-known cricketer. Ordained in 1885, he was for three years curate of 

All Saints, Fulham, where he came under the influence of the Great Archbishop Tmeple, whose 

piety and rugged simplicity made a life long impression on the young curate. Whilst a curate he 

married Miss Mabel Challinor and began their happy married life, which death alone 

terminated. In 1888 he became Vicar of Cookham-Dean, remaining there until 1895, when he 

became Vicar of Aylesbury.Here he spent the happiest days of his life, full of enthusiasm for his 

work, surrounded by friends and helpers, his children growing up. He worked hard and enjoyed 

it all; if he had one more interest than another it was in the children of the schools to whom he 

was always devoted; and they to him. 

 

After 19 years of such strenuous life he thought it would be for the advantage of the town to have 

a change, and so accepted the offer of the Living of The Lee, made by his old friend Sir Arthur 

Liberty, coming here just after War had broken out. Here he realised his parochial duties would 

be less, so accepted the post of Rural Dean for Wendover Deanery, and at once threw himself into 

the life of the Parish and became the friend of all. His intense love of children led him to start a 

service for them, which was always well attended not only by the children who loved it and hi8m, 

but also many parents. Everything pointed to quiet happiness and good work, but it was not to 

be. 

 

In July, 1916, his younger son Charles was killed at The Battle of Laventie, a terrible blow to his 

parents; but this was not all, for, early in 1919 his elder son Ji9m, who had gone to France with 

original Expeditionary Force and fought all through with great distinction died at Cologne from 

influenza. Tjuis was in truth the Canon’s death blow; he was never the same man again.  He tried 

to rally and to seek an anodyne in harder work, but it was useless, and the effort only brought on 

the attack of heart trouble, which proved fatal. For months past he had been failoing and I feel 

confident, knew that the end was not very far off. Perhaps I may claim to have been intimate 

with him as anyone, but even t me he never mentioned his sons till quite lately, but then talked 

freely about them both, as if it did not matter now. I can never be too thankful that I had the 

opportunity of presenting him to the Prince of Wales, who, I know spoke to him in a most 

charming way about them both. 

 

He has left use, and none of those who we know what a life of suffering his was for the last year 

or more, could wish him to be anywhere at rest.  We who are left shall miss him, not only now, 

but always… 

 

His life, however, is there for us to follow and if we can in some small way, live the life of open-

handed generosity, sincerity of belief, humble-mindedness and consideration of feelings and 

religious beliefs of others, our lives, like his, will not have been lived in vain.. 

 

W.A. 

 

(written by W.A/.Cummins – Ivor’s brother in-law, my Uncle Budgie) 

 

 
 

 

 


