IN MEMORIUM

We regret to inform you that Mrs Margaret Rose Hodkins passed away in April. Her funeral was held at Streetly Crematorium, Walsall. Due to her illness she could not attend our evening meetings but enjoyed our annual garden party and newsletters. Her husband Alan has raised a lot of money for us in the past through the Druid’s Heath Golf Club, of which he is a member.

Her family donated £470 to our group. They also presented us with a picture that Margaret had painted herself. This picture will be displayed at the Hospital, and a plaque will be placed on it in her memory. Out thoughts are with all the family at this very sad time.

Her daughter Alison requested that we published the following letter that she wrote in memory of her Mother.

Memories of My Mother

My aunt Beatie said to me recently that she never heard anyone say a bad word about my mother and, while this may be a cliché for many, for my mother this was almost certainly true. Her whole nature and outlook was one of calmness and serenity. With her gentle nature, she always looked for the good in people. That tranquillity spilled over into the things she got so much pleasure from – painting, going to the theatre, reading books and looking at something as simple as a beautiful sunset.

Of all the hobbies my mother took up it was painting that dominated. Her love of art was clear to see; not only did she read avidly about the subject, but also went to art classes and painted herself for many years. Soon my parents’ house – and many of her friends - was littered with incredible oils. No subject escaped her sharp eyes, including myself, my dog Millie and St. Matthews Church. At one stage, she became so proficient my aunt Avril sold some miniature paintings in one of her shops – and my mother was pressed to do more commercially but she just painted for fun while she was still able.

When she wasn’t painting, my mother – especially in her young adulthood – was travelling. Long before the days of the budget airlines, my mother was going to Europe and later the Far East to soak up the culture and more than a little bit of sun. She was fascinated by Italy and if she wasn’t in one of the many cities buying clothes. she was seeing her friends Pat in Calabria or Hazel in Rome. Back home her wardrobes were filled with Italian clothes, her record collection vibrated to an Italian theme and her knowledge of the language grew considerably. In 1987, my mother – along with my father – paid a much longed-for visit to Singapore and Malaysia to see her brother-in-law & sister-in-law. Her experiences on that trip – from dinner at the High Commission, to having shoes made for her on the spot – stayed with her for many years and she would pore over her carefully crafted photo albums on many a wet night, reliving the memories.

Work played a large part in my mother’s life – she was committed, conscientious –and incredibly hard-working. From a P.A. at F.H. Lloyds, to a secretary at Spear & Jackson and a legal secretary at Sydney Smith, her shorthand notebook and typewriter were never far behind. Her well-paid jobs, especially before she was married, ensured that she was financially independent and could afford the latest fashions, to travel to Europe or just take a bus ride to Stratford to see a play. When I was a little girl my mother would bring work home with her to complete in the holidays and while I played in the garden I can still hear the comforting tap of her typewriter through the open window.

By thirty-six, I had been married for eleven years and had three children, but my mother took her time finding her soul mate. She found him in the form of my father Allan, who was undoubtedly the love of her life. They enjoyed many, many happy years of married life together in Daisy Bank Crescent and recently celebrated their fortieth wedding anniversary. Not only did my mother encourage my father to play as much golf as he liked, they also travelled widely, entertained constantly, read enormously, and devoted an enormous amount of time to me. In later years, my mother gained enormous pleasure from playing with her three grandchildren – Henry, Georgina and Archie – and never tired of hearing about their stories and adventures at school.

My mother was, above all, someone you wanted to be with. When I was a child, she would disregard housework to play with me, read to me, make dolls clothes for me and devote an incredible amount of time to whatever activity I was currently enjoying. 

She also caused gales of laughter on many occasions ….. When I announced my engagement to Simon she promptly put champagne in the oven; she once got scared in a dinghy with my friend Helen in France in just two inches of water; and when thunder rolled and lightning flashed, she’d go into the pantry and stand on one leg!

My mother was always writing, loved keeping in touch with her friends, replied to presents by return of post and spent hours researching her family tree. She was indeed a remarkable friend, wife, mother, sister and grandmother and it was a privilege to be her daughter      

