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It is a great honour to be here today talking about my friend Maggie.  Some of you have always known her as 
Margaret, some Miss Reading but to me she was always Maggie. 
 
I met Maggie when I was 16 and went to work in the Histology lab at the old Radcliffe Infirmary. There were 
several Margarets and so Maggie was born for convenience and that name remained for some of us. As I was 
sitting with her recently we talked about the old times and she told me she much preferred being known as 
Margaret but by that stage it was too late to change. 
 
Maggie was exceptionally kind to me. My father was very ill at the time but she made sure I was included in all 
the social events. We did have fun. Maggie was the secretary of the hospital sports and social club and we had 
many happy hours keeping the old Nissen hut going with us up on the roof covering the holes with Bitchmen. 
The young here should not listen to this bit but sometimes we drove down the Churchill drive late at night with 
one of us on the roof of the car. I think this was before Health and Safety, and we believed it was legal. It was 
certainly fun! 
 
We shared many holidays together with Anna and my eldest daughter Catherine. We went to Wales and 
Cornwall. On one of these holidays we took her aged Aunt Bea with us and she developed phlebitis so could 
not come out with us during the day. We were both concerned she might not survive  the return journey and we 
decided whatever happened we would keep going all the way back to Uffington and hope the children did not 
notice. Fortunately she survived. 
 
There were lots of visits and teas for Catherine and I with the dog Titch waiting by Catherine because he knew 
there would be leftovers. We all loved going to Maggie's; it was always such an adventure. All those animals; 
Titch and then a variety of whippets, lots of cats (some nicer than others), she even tolerated Suleman the 
Siamese who for no good reason was always unpleasant. We also loved Sammy the horse and Geisha. Walks 
down to the wood being lead by Nancy the cat who would whack you round the ankles if you overtook her, and 
then the beautiful bluebells and discovering wild bees. 
 
As Anna grew older there were special parties for her. I remember in particular the wonderful bonfire parties at 
the bottom of Maggie's garden: I am sure many of you will remember them, real community events. I also 
remember a wonderful party for Anna, a lovely BBQ in the old barn area just down the lane from Maggie's 
house. The barn has long gone. 
 
When my second daughter came along Mac and I decided to name her Anna Margaret after Anna and Margaret 
and Maggie became god mother to her. Then a little while later Sally came along and Anna became her 
godmother. When my Anna was little Maggie would always chose brilliant books as presents, we still have 
many of them and then this proceeded to book tokens and the wonderful decisions about which books to chose. 
She gave Anna a lifelong love of reading. 
 
Maggie was always in much demand for her exceptional laboratory skills and this continued long after 
retirement age. Maggie assisted in a great deal of research and her expertise was remarkable. Many times after 
retirement she was called back to help because she was such an exceptional technician. The people that she 
worked with all adored her, and many of them visited her recently in Sobell House. 
 
Maggie never wasted time; Brownies, WI, Parish Council, but one thing I know gave her great pleasure was 
listening to children read in Appleton school. One of the children, when asked, was heard to tell her friend that 
she had been reading to "The chief of the village". 
 
Always a lot of fun in Maggie one day she and her friend Rowland decided to see if their dogs were any good at 
keeping the burglars at bay. So they both visited each other’s houses, banged on door and came through the left 
open window to be greeted with great pleasure and waggy tails. So much for that experiment. 



We all have wonderful memories of my friend Maggie. Every Christmas I made two Christmas puddings one 
for my family and one for hers .The puddings will continue for Anna, Kayhan, Molly and Katie as a lasting 
memory spanning so many years. 
 
Maggie loved her family so much. I remember watching her give Anna away to Kayhan in this lovely church. 
She was so proud. It also made her so happy to watch Molly and Katie grow up in the village and be so close to 
her. 
 
Finally I know others will talk about the shop but one of our last conversations was about keeping it going so 
over to you all; you must keep that shop going! 
 
Maggie never stopped giving and would have kept going for many more years, I think she was cut off in her 
prime, she had already achieved so much and she gave so much to so many. Appleton is indeed a different 
place for knowing my friend Maggie. 


