IAN CUNDY
There was a phrase Ian Cundy quite often used from St Augustine (who's always good for a quote). He said: 'For you I am a bishop; with you I am a Christian.' That sums Ian up beautifully. Ian inhabited the role of bishop with ease and grace; but he always knew he was a Christian among Christians. There was no pomposity in Ian; just Godly confidence.

But I want to add another phrase to Augustine's quote, as it applied to Ian: 'For you I am a bishop; with you I am a Christian; in your midst I am a north-easterner (brackets – honorary – close brackets). It was remarkable that a pure southerner such as Ian should have been accepted so warmly by the north-east. He quickly became much loved and respected, and it was wholly mutual.
It's somehow appropriate that in this week there have been two special thanksgiving services in this place – one for a genuine north-east hero, Sir Bobby Robson, and the other for an adopted son of the north-east, Ian Cundy. The NE is like that; it gets under your skin – as I know myself, exiled now in the wastelands of the south.

Ian loved the NE. He dug himself into the dale at Lanehead where he worked tirelessly and lovingly to make his and Jo's old house a home for the long term. He dug and built and planned and renewed and re-floored and re-surfaced and so on, with great delight. He literally dug himself into Weardale. He was completely 'at home' in that house and that dale. One friend said that as he played the piano there, not long ago, he shone. That was her word. He shone.
Ian was a man of so many parts. Priest, pastor, church historian, ecumenist, pilot, musician, photographer, hill-walker, wine buff, house builder, collector of old cars, old clocks and old friends. He was incredibly practical whether he was rebuilding a house or coming over the road to sort out the electrics on our caravan. There was so much going on behind that warm, enigmatic smile. So much enjoyment of life.
But through all these commitments and enthusiasms, Ian was a man who was deeply earthed.
· He was earthed in the NE. He was thoroughly at home with the farmers up the dale and the ex-miners in the pit villages. He had a point of contact with everybody. Even when the van came bringing fine wines from St James' Picadilly, you knew he enjoyed Newcastle Brown as well.
· He was earthed in the stories of the NE, from Aidan, Cuthbert and Bede to Hensley Henson, Michael Ramsey and Alan Shearer. 
· He was earthed in the peninsula here around God's glorious church. He enjoyed the friendships on the peninsula, the rich history, the intellectual life, the department of theology, the worship of God.
· He was earthed especially in St John's College, leading the Cranmer Hall community of ordinands in learning about church history and contextual theology. It was on his watch that the Urban Studies Unit was established in Gateshead to make sure all students engaged in local mission in the NE. But he also took students off for a three week Pastoral Studies Unit on Rural Ministry in Cumbria – he loved the Lake District too.
· He was earthed in the diocese of Durham, and that was a particular gift, to take Cranmer Hall into the life of the diocese in such a way that it became a real resource to countless clergy, just as the diocese became a real resource for Cranmer students. The old distrust of Cranmer evaporated. 
· He was earthed in the tasks before him. He could dream but he wasn't a fluffy dreamer. There were jobs to be done and Ian had an endless store of optimism. If ever he faced a problem at Cranmer Hall he would just say he was going to wrap a wet towel around his head and he'd go and sort it out. He was a fixer, in the best sense. One friend said if ever she was caught in a tight spot in a war zone, the person she would most want beside her would be Ian.
· More personally, he was earthed in his family, so well partnered in Jo, so proud and committed to his children. Here was the substance of a shared life and a deep security.

· And above all, of course, Ian was earthed in God. His unwavering faith, solid as a rock, brought him and those around him, security, rootedness and an irrepressible hope. But he understood the challenge that believing in God brought. He loved the uncompromising poetry of RS Thomas, hewn out of the rock of faith and doubt. This, addressed to God:

Young, I pronounced you. Older

I still do, but seldomer

now, leaning far out

over an immense depth, letting

your name go and waiting,

somewhere between faith and doubt,

for the echoes of its arrival

Ian had faith enough for many, so he shared it, out of the abundance of the heart, with the good people of Peterborough - and the north-east.

So here we honour and remember Ian Cundy, a man deeply earthed. Michaelmas marks the 40th anniversary of Ian's ordination as a deacon in God's Church. Truly for us he was a bishop; with us he was a Christian, and in our midst he was an honorary north-easterner. We would have loved to have more of him.

But God now has all of him – the God Ian trusted to the core of his being.

So all shall be well – for him and for us.

Thank God for Ian. Thank God for God.

'And the four living creatures said,

"Amen!"'.
