MEMORIAL SERMON - ARTHUR ROBERTS

On the day after Arthur Roberts' death, I received from him the last
of several letters that he wrote to me from Tucson. Enclosed were two
church bulletins, one from an fpiscopal Church, the other a Congregational.
Having heard that the Episcopal parish was of the extreme Anglo-Catholic
variety, he decided to make a personal investigation. Rising early that
Sunday he went to a 7:30 mass. He lamented in his letter that there was
only a ‘faint touch of Cranmer’ in the service. There was far too large
a touch, he implied, of Stephen Gardner, the advisor to Bloody Mary.
Nevertheless, Arthur observed that ‘‘the rector, a vigorous and able man,
delivered a worthwhile sermon, based on a passage from the prophet Hosea.™

Having conducted this investigation of St. Michael's and All Angels,
he made his way that same morning to the First Congregational United
Church of Christ, where he had worshipped faithfully each Sunday while in
Tucson. There, he confessed, he slept through the sermon.

It was clear that Arthur Roberts was enjoying himself on that last
Sunday of his life.

There is much in that letter that was typical of him. There was

his interest in whatever was going on around him, the way in which his
mind and spirit were continually engaged and looking into things. While
he was in Tucson, he discovered the local university law library, declared
it to be the best he had seen, and immediately immersed himself in it.
Arthur Roberts refused to let anything put him on the shelf. Last summer
when he spent several weeks in the hospital he was constantly surrounded
by books and newspapers. It was impossible to walk into his room without

walking out carrying a clipping.

Another quality that comes out in this last letter was his interest
in history. First there was his love of English history, especially the
period of the 16th and 17th centuries. He identified spiritually with
forces at work in that time of turmoil, so much so that he almost seemed
to be fighting the British civil wars over again. He could deliver a
sermon against sacredotalism worthy of any soldier in Cromwell's army,
as I discovered when I suggested that this church was in need of a cross.

But Arthur Roberts could also give the devil his due. He was always
prepared to appreciate what was most worthy in a contrasting point of
view. He gave the rector of St. Michaels and All Angels credit for a

good sermon.
He be-

The interest in history he applied nearer to hime as well.
lieved fervently in the American heritage, especially that part of it that
contributes to civil liberties. Yet in him there was none of that jin$o~
ism and tribal self-righteousness that so often passes for patriotism in
this country. He was, of course, a leader in the affairs of the St. Pouls
County Historical Society. He himself was a regular encyclopedia of in-

Yet, as he was bound to tell you sooner or

formation about these parts. r
He was from Superior,

later, Arthur Roberts was not by birth a Duluth man.
Wiscinson and proud of it. In this respect as in certain others, I often
felt that Arthur lived in, but not entirely of, the world in which he

moved .







