










“Not too sombre please” – was a note from John on his wish list regarding the 
service. 

To be read by Miles on behalf of John’s 3 sons. 

Dad had anything but an ordinary upbringing. Born in Ceylon in 1933 to Tea Planter 
William Ormesher Murray-Clarke and Mother Maryon Munday, this colonial life 
triggered his first passion – fishing. The family were evacuated to South Africa 
during the war taking the perilous route by sea which at the time was full of U 
boats. They landed in South Africa, where Dad went to school in Pietermaritzburg 
until 1946, when they moved to England. 

Sadly his parents separated (extremely rare in those days) and he, Liz and Peter 
lived in England with their mother. Dad went to Bedford School and this created 
some stability and purpose for him. This was where his love for sport began. His 
father had been a great oarsman, but in Dad’s words he personally was “far too 
scrawny to take up the oars”. He excelled at other sports, playing both cricket and 
rugby, progressing to county level for Hertfordshire.  

Joining the army to do national service in 1952, Dad was commissioned as a 2nd 
Left tenant. This was where he met his life-long friend Peter Duxbury. As part of his 
service Dad served with Middle East Land Forces in Egypt. It was returning from 
this tour that Dad became a shipwreck survivor when the SS Windrush sank after 
an explosion in the engine room. That night Dad had been at a fancy dress party 
onboard. He went as a ship wreck survivor dressed in army issue underpants, a 
ship’s blanket and life jacket. They were rescued and when Dad finally returned to 
barracks in England, he was put on a charge for incorrect dress. 

In 1954 Dad left the army and started working. In 1960 he joined Gillette as an 
export marketing executive which started his many trips to Africa including Nigeria, 
Ghana, Congo, Angola, Mozambique and East Africa. His stories were fascinating 
about touring the bush in a Land Rover, sleeping under it, and eating baked beans 
out of a tin every morning for breakfast. He introduced rural Africa to shaving with 
volunteers and live audience demonstrations. 

Dad quickly progressed at Gillette making new friends along the way like his boss 
Mike O’Flyn and of course, another very close friend Mike Hedgecoe, incidentally 
another fanatical fisherman! 

In 1959 Dad met Mum at a New Year’s Eve dance. Within an hour and after a few 
beers, John proposed on the dance floor while trying to pull off the Gay Gordons.  
They became engaged in the Summer and on Dad’s insistence (that he couldn’t 
bear more than 6 months of being showcased and carted round to the relatives), 



they married on a misty, cold, rainy January 2nd. Duxbury, his best man, at Dad’s 
side. 

And of course that marriage started the amazing partnership that was to last for 64 
years. The saying “behind every great man…” was very true in Mum and Dad’s 
case. Qualifying as a teacher, Mum juggled raising a family with teaching. Family 
has always been her priority and she supported Dad in his many quests, sitting 
patiently through many an African story and huddled in the bottom of many cold 
wet fishing boats in the rain, with small boys and 4-legged friends. 

In 1968 Dad started his own business. He co-founded Murray-Clarke and Jones 
with Alan Jones and another adventure began. They started exporting for British 
manufacturers like Cross & Blackwell and F C Lowe but quickly developed their 
own brands, selling to the middle East, Far East and Africa. 

As sons, our memories of Dad will mostly be sports orientated. Cricket was a big 
part of the Summer with Dad opening the bowling for Little Marlow, Knotty Green 
and Marsh Baldon – terrifying the opponents’ opening batsmen. All very happy 
memories for us, especially when the “Crocs” annual match weekend came round 
– something Dad created and organised and it was lovely seeing so many friends in 
one place. And of course so much beer. 

If Dad wasn’t playing cricket in the Summer it usually meant he was fishing. In 
November 1975 he received a message from our great friend Derek Wilkie who 
said a piece of land was for sale on Loch Tay with permission for a log cabin. 

Dad was on a trip to Nigeria at the time and came back with a nasty case of Lagos 
Flu but jumped on another flight to Scotland where Derek then tried to cure his flu 
by administering single malt medicine. Dad returned home next day, having put an 
offer in on the land, with terrible flu and now a monumental hangover. Mum took 
the call from the land agent to inform us we were the proud owners of an acre of 
land at Ardeonaig, and the deal was done. We all helped build the cabin in 1976 
which (church aside), undoubtably became Dad’s spiritual home and of course 
within a short distance from Blair Athol – home of Clan Murray. Holidays then very 
much revolved around the cabin and many holidays with family and friends are 
etched in our memories. 

Dad and Mum did everything they could to give us the best start in life. They had 
to be careful with money at times, but life was far from boring. They traded down 
houses to keep us in school and if we needed their help, they were always there.  

Now the Murray-Clarke family has of course grown and Dad has 3 daughter-in-laws 
who very much loved and respected him and of course his 5 grandchildren. 



His life was far from average, but he was never boastful. He was fun, honest, kind, 
very caring and incredibly principled. Dad leaves the family in a positive space with 
his 3 sons, closer than they have ever been – all determined to keep an eye on 
Mum which he very much wanted. 

He led by example and was a role model to us all and a very loving husband to 
Mum. 

He was so understated. 

He was so loved. 

END 

 



Suzy Mc Pherson 
 
When I think of John, it is in the setting of this beautiful church of St Mary’s.  John gave 
great service to this church and to those who worship here.   
 
My late husband was a Church Warden when, sadly, he died suddenly at a relatively 
young age.  You may know that Church Wardens are not always easy to find and I was 
therefore approached a couple of years later and asked if I would consider taking on the 
post.  I was still working full-time and was hesitant to accept, knowing I would not be 
available during the day.  This is necessary to meet and supervise the plumber coming 
to fix the boiler or, perhaps more importantly, to empty the buckets collecting the 
rainwater coming through the roof, at regular intervals during the day!  John came to me 
immediately and offered to support me if I accepted the post.  He explained that he was 
free during the day to cover those tasks.  I believe he knew that I wanted very much to 
say yes, for my late husband’s sake, and he made it possible for me to do so.   
 
We effectively shared the job from then on and John did far more than simply support 
me as Church Warden. I can see his smile as I write, and it makes me smile. The 
strength of his faith, his service to God, not just spiritually but practically, together with 
his kindness, friendship, understanding and support, helped me through a very difficult 
time.  I will always be grateful to him and also to Lizann.   
 
Since being asked to write something about my friendship with John, the words of a 16th 
Century prayer (also a hymn) have been swimming around in my head.  To me, it 
describes John perfectly – his faith was so much a part of him and how he lived.  The 
biggest joy is that their faith was something which he and Lizann shared and which 
clearly cemented their relationship.   
 
God be in my head, and in my understanding; 
God be in mine eyes, and in my looking; 
God be in my mouth, and in my speaking; 
God be in my heart, and in my thinking; 
God be at mine end, and at my departing. 
 
 
The next memory of John is from good friend Mike Hedgecoe 
 
A day or two after joining Gillette I was walking down one of the long corridors when a 
door opened at the far end. A chap came out and within a few steps went through the 
action of a fast bowler delivering a ball.  It was John of course limbering up for the local 
cricket match.  “Now there’s a fine bowler”, I thought and of course he was.  We met and 
he became a dear friend who later advised me to leave what I was doing at Gillette and 
do something else – which I did. 
 



 
Peter Duxbury, John’s best man and friend for 70 years told us: 
 
On a cricket tour of the Isle Of Wight (we lost), we went to a pub for several large 
consoling beers and found ourselves much later, in a very posh street with big houses 
up for sale. John's sadly not with us now, so I can safely tell you, it wasn't my idea to 
change all the for sale noticeboards round - it was 'im !! John was a very good fast 
bowler and I was only included in the team as suicide short LEG. 
 
 
Final memory is from Iain Murray-Clarke (son no.2) 
 
John was talking with Iain about the Windrush episode a couple a days before he died. 
As we just heard in the Eulogy, one of John’s adventures was to be onboard the SS 
Windrush the night it sank.   
 
Before he left Egypt, Dad had been asked to buy some cricket balls, before he came 
home..." too bloody expensive in UK" he said. Dad bought a box before departing.  When 
the ship started to go down, the box of balls was all he grabbed, refusing to let them go 
in the water until of course he had too.... 
 


	1. img953
	2. img954
	3. img955
	4. img956
	5. img957
	Eulogy for John read by Miles on behalf of the family
	Memories_of_John_Murray-Clarke by Liz Rose

