
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Margaret Stead
10th April 1932 - 18th May 2021

Hawkinge Crematorium, Folkestone
Tuesday 1st June 2021 10.30am

In Loving memory of



 

The body is received by Mother Berni from the hearse

We receive the body of our sister Margaret
with confidence in God, the giver of life,
who raised the Lord Jesus from the dead.
O God, keep her as the apple of your eye; 

hide her in the shadow of your wings.
Amen

Please STAND as the procession enters

Entrance Music
The Four Seasons, Op. 8, RV 315, ‘L’estate’ (Summer)



 

Sentences 
‘I am the resurrection and the life,’ says the Lord. 
‘Those who believe in me, even though they die,

will live, and everyone who lives and
believes in me will never die.’

John 11: 25,26

I am convinced that neither death, nor life, 
nor angels, nor rulers, nor things present,

 nor things to come, nor powers,
 nor height, nor depth, 

nor anything else in all creation,
 will be able to separate us from

 the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.
Romans 8: 38, 39 

Blessed are those who mourn,
for they will be comforted.

Matt 5:4

God so loved the world that he gave
 his only Son, so that everyone who

 believes in him may not perish but may
 have eternal life.

John 3: 16



 

Introduction 
Mother Berni introduces the service saying

We have come here today

to remember before God our sister Margaret,

to give thanks for her life,

to commend her to God our merciful redeemer and judge,

to commit her body to be cremated

and to comfort one another in our grief.

As we gather, we remember those unable

to be with us today.

In a moment of quiet we gather shared thoughts 

and memories of Margaret.

Each of us will have our own memories, our different feelings 

and our own needs.

We bring those to mind as we prepare to pray

Silence



 

God of all consolation, your Son Jesus Christ 

was moved to tears at the grave of Lazarus his friend.

Look with compassion on your children in their loss;

give to troubled hearts the light of hope 

and strengthen in us the gift of faith, 

in Jesus Christ our Lord.

Amen

As we gather here to remember Margaret,

help us to feel our hearts filled with her love,

our lives touched by her presence,

and our souls renewed

by the hope we have in the promises of heaven.

Amen



 

Eulogy 
Read by Jan King, daughter-in-law

(see Appendix 1)

Gospel Reading 
Psalm 23

Homily 
by Mother Berni 

Hymn 
Treorchy Male Choir - Gwahoddiad

The Very Best of Welsh Choirs (1973)

No singing required



 

Prayers 
Mother Berni leads the prayers

The minister invites everyone to say the Lord’s Prayer

Let us pray with confidence as our Saviour has taught us

Our Father, who art in heaven,

hallowed be thy name;

thy kingdom come;

thy will be done;

on earth as it is in heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread.

And forgive us our trespasses,

as we forgive those who trespass against us.

And lead us not into temptation;

but deliver us from evil.

For thine is the kingdom,

the power and the glory,

for ever and ever.

Amen



 

Commendation and Farewell 
Standing before the coffin, Mother Berni says

God is love,

those who live in love live in God,

and God lives in them.

Having heard God’s word of hope

let us commend Margaret to the 

loving arms of God who is love,

the source of all love and all life.

With this water we mingle the tears of mourning

with the water of Baptism and 

call to mind Christ’s journey

through the deep waters of death to the

fullness of the Resurrection

and Margaret’s own baptism

into that journey of life.

Silence is kept



 

God our creator and redeemer,

by your power Christ conquered death

and entered into glory.

Confident of his victory

and claiming his promises,

we entrust Margaret to your mercy

in the name of Jesus our Lord,

who died and is alive

and reigns with you,

now and for ever.

Amen

Flowers to be placed on top of the coffin



 

Into your hands God, we commend Margaret,

in the sight of this world she is now dead;

in your sight may she live for ever.

Amen

May every tear be wiped away 

and may she be received into your compassionate arms.

May she find a place of everlasting peace and unending light

behond the dark valley of the shadow of death.

Though we are parted from her we trust that in Jesus

you show us that your love is without end.



 

Margaret go forth from this world

in the love of God, the source of all life;

in the mercy of Jesus, who bears all our pain,

in the power of the Spirit, who makes all whole.

Margaret may the angels lead you into paradise;

may the saints come to welcome you

and take you to the Holy City, 

the new and eternal Jerusalem.



 

The Dismissal 
‘Nunc dimittis’ From the album ‘Treasures of English

Church Music’ John Rutter

Listen in silence

Now, Lord, you let your servant go in peace:

your word has been fulfilled.

My own eyes have seen the salvation

which you have prepared in the sight of every people;

a light to reveal you to the nations

and the glory of your people Israel. 

Glory to the Father and to the Son

and to the Holy Spirit;

as it was in the beginning is now

and shall be for ever.

Amen

Luke 2: 29-32



 

The Committal 
We have entrusted our sister Margaret to God’s mercy,

and we now commit her body to be cremated:

Earth to earth,

Ashes to ashes,

Dust to dust

In sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life

through Jesus, who will transform our frail bodies

to be like his glorious body,

and who died, was buried, and rose again for us.

Amen

The Blessing
At the conclusion, Mother Berni says

May God give you his comfort and his peace,

his light and his joy, in this world and the next;

and the blessing of God almighty,

the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit,

be among us and remain with you always.

Amen.



 

Music On Exit 
Bartók: Romanian Folk Dances Sz. 56, No. 1 - 6

by Béla Bartók



 

Thank You
We would like to thank you for attending today and for 

the endless support and sympathy you have shown at this 

time. You are warmly invited to 

join us for refreshments at

The White Horse, Hawkinge.

Donations
In memory of Margaret can be made to 

Jamie’s Farm
www.jamiesfarm.org.uk



 

Appendix 1

Eulogy for Margaret Stead

1932 -2021

It’s a lovely but very sad honour to share this eulogy for 
Margaret.  Margaret was a fine woman with huge commitment to 
her family and friends, always kind and with an interest in others, 

and a woman who made things happen.

But the sadness is that we are here to mourn her.  After a good 
and long life she is no longer with us.  We know that her last 

few years have not been easy and while this was a small part of 
her life it was hard for her and hard for those of us that loved 

her.  Hard to see a woman so active struggle with mobility, hard 
to see a woman so bright struggle to remember, hard to see 

her anger at her confusion when she was always able to calm 
the anger of others and hard to see her otherwise radiant self, 
always looking lovely and wearing beautiful clothes, struggle 
with what jumper to wear.  She kept going through this hard 

time with her determination, the love she held for her family, the 
support of people around her including the godsend of wonderful 
neighbours, Mitch and Pearl, but mainly as we all know the love

and support of Brian, her husband of 64 years.



 

So let’s travel back to Blaenau Ffestiniog in 1932 when baby
Margaret was born to Ifan and Ann Roberts.  She joined her sister
Cath and brother Emlyn in a family that only spoke Welsh.   She 
shared her birth year with Elizabeth Taylor and Johnny Cash, so 
has managed to outlive them but certainly shared their passion 

for living.  Life must have been tough particularly when her dad 
Ifan died when she was 5.  And while her mum married again her 
second husband sadly also died prematurely, leaving the family 

without a father for the second time.

We don’t know much about Margaret’s education although we do 
know she learnt English at the age of 14 having  spoken Welsh 
until then.  We do know that she was always very active and 

sporty and this continued throughout her life. She played hockey, 
tennis, she was a keen hiker and swimmer and later in life she 

took up golf, which like everything she played to a high standard 
and hugely enjoyed the camaraderie of sport.

We should dwell a little longer on her tennis playing as it was this 
which brought momentous changes in her life.  She found herself 
in the Welsh town of Wrexham working as a bank teller, a job she

loved.  She often recalled tales of her time and the people that
worked or banked there.  The tale of the excessively rich farmer
who signed for his money with a fingerprint was one she retold 

time and again. But it is not for this reason we
remember Wrexham; it was here where she first met a young

and rather dapper Brian Stead.  Both were keen tennis players, 



 

Margaret playing for Wrexham and Brian for Llangollen.  History 
does not tell if they met on the court or in the clubhouse but it 
does record that the meeting was written in the stars as on 27 

March 1957 they married at Seion Methodist Chapel in Wrexham.  
Margaret was 25 and Brian 27.

Brian worked for ICI so that meant a move away from Wales to 
the bright lights of St Albans, the place they made their home 
for over 50 years.  It was here they built a beautiful home at 

Thorpefield Close, created a divine garden together and raised 
their family.  Children came along to spoil their idyll with Rob in 
1960, Dave in 1962 and Helen in 1965, forming the Stead family.

Margaret was a fabulous mum, adored by her children and the 
friends she welcomed into the home.  She ensured her enthusiasm

for life was channelled to her children and made sure they
could help in the garden, they could swim, they worked hard at
school, and they could pursue their own passions and interests.  
They all had a lot of fun together, lots of memorable holidays 
camping, bird-watching, and enjoying splendid food – and for 
Brian and Margaret at least some rather fine wine.  She took 

pleasure until late in life in feeding her children their favourite 
meals, supporting them in setbacks, such as when she joined the 
campaign for better support for motor neurone disease, which 

Harman her son-in-law contracted, and giving them good
and sensible advice.  A constant saying of hers when anyone was



 

upset was ‘will you remember it in 10 years’ suggesting the crisis 
would pass and it wasn’t the end of the world. 

She took pleasure in seeing all her children grow up and create 
lives of their own.  She was proud of who they all became and 

super proud of her two grand-children Jack and Tom.  She 
enjoyed nothing more than having them to stay or following them 

on their sporting endeavours, joining forces with another keen 
sportswoman, their mum Julia.  She was intrigued and impressed
by Jack’s music making and spoke with huge admiration about
Tom’s sporting endeavours.  Jack and Tom said that many of
their happiest memories are with their grandma with summer 

weeks spent in St Albans; visiting safari parks, zoos, playgrounds, 
anywhere that children have fun. Every year they looked forward 

to staying with Grandma and Grandpa, it was always a week 
filled with fun activities, delicious home cooked meals and a fully 
stocked biscuit box (They still associate peanut biscuits with the 
kitchen in Thorpefield close). As a Grandma she was endlessly 
patient, sitting on a bench at the side of a skatepark for hours 
while they scooted around, just happy for them to be enjoying 

themselves, and to spend time with them. While they never quite 
got the hang of golf, they nevertheless always loved visiting 
driving ranges with her, getting to learn about something she 

loved, and hearing about her hole-in-one game. They said
whenever they now see a golfer they still hear her saying “ta-ra-

ta-boom-te-ay!” with the swing.



 

While she created a lovely home for the family she wasn’t a stay 
at home mum.  She had a number of jobs including renting out 
cars in Radlett and working as an administrator at the National

Pharmaceutical Association. She could be spotted hurtling along
the Hertfordshire lanes on a succession of scooters.  She made 
many friends in her work and enjoyed being part of an active 

social life. 

Retirement brought lots of fun for both Margaret and Brian.  They 
got to travel abroad much more frequently.  They really enjoyed 
going on group holidays to learn to cook or with a hiking party.  
They particularly loved Madeira, where they returned each year 

for over 25 years and became part of a group of regulars who 
would meet up year after year.  I remember one year Rob and 
I went there and stayed with them and every morning, before 
anything else, Margaret would head for a swim; even if the 
sea was choppy, nothing would keep her out of it.  The local 

hostelries and restaurants knew them very well indeed, and you 
won’t be surprised to hear they enjoyed much fine wining and 

dining.  They were also regular theatre goers, going to the West 
End most months with the St Albans Theatre Club. In the last few 

years when others would be hunkering down in one spot they 
undertook two big house moves, first to Shropshire and more 

recently to Folkestone.



 

Margaret, we are sad you are no longer with us.  We will miss 
you hugely in our lives. Already we notice the lack of your 

presence, creating easy connections, fun, enthusiasm and calm.   
Your grandchildren Jack and Tom will be forever grateful to their 
grandma for playing such a key role in making their childhoods 
so wonderful and making them the young men they are today.  
You have left your children Rob, Dave and Helen with the best 
of memories and remain an inspiration in their lives.  You have 

been the best possible companion and wife to Brian, for so many 
years.  Life without you will be tough for us all.  In the spirit of 
the humour, kindness and gentleness you brought to our lives, 

when last Rob and I visited a few weeks back we were chatting 
about your Welsh roots and language and asked you what hello is 
in Welsh, you told us and then when we asked what goodbye was 

replied with a strong Welsh accent – Cheerio.

We say ‘cheerio’ to you now.  We hold you dearly in our hearts 
and are so very grateful that you were part of our lives.

Written and read by Jan King, June 2021



 


