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Holly’s poem 

John 14.1-6 
Jesus said to his disciples: 'Do not let your hearts be troubled. Believe in God, believe also in me. In my 
Father's house there are many dwelling places. If it were not so, would I have told you that I go to 
prepare a place for you? And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take you to 
myself, so that where I am, there you may be also. And you know the way to the place where I am 
going.' Thomas said to him, 'Lord, we don’t know where you are going. How can we know the way?' Jesus 
said to him, 'I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me.' 
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She was born on the Third of January 1950. Though she was, of course, half-English (her mother 
Margaret’s maiden name), she would be forever connected to her father Jim’s home villages in 
Armargh, for she was named after them: Marilyn Moira Nesbitt. So she had her roots, but like 
the rest of the family, with her parents in the RAF she spent her childhood in many different 
places, some of them very exotic. She was born in Lytham St Annes and lived as well in Cyprus, 
Malta, Gibraltar, Market Drayton …  

Most of her growing up she did in these Mediterranean islands: all the photos of her childhood 
are in black-and-white, of course, but you can see how suntanned she was - that great 
complexion which she kept thoughout her life; and her love for the sun never stopped either, 
with those holidays she took in later life. 

Marilyn was the eldest of four, reunited now with Paul; Stephen and Diana here and missing both 
of them so much today. 

When Jim came out of the RAF and went into pubs Marilyn found herself on Merseyside, and it 
was in the Dingle, in the Mersey Forge pub, that she first met Billy. The family later moved to 
Heswall and it was in the Parish Church there that they married in 1969; and the following year 
along came Alan. 

Having moved around so much in her younger days Marilyn spent her married life living in just 
three places: with Billy’s mum in Elswick Street for many years to begin with (where she struck 
up a great friendship with Pam, which lasted a lifetime, one of a number of good friendships she 
made over the years), then in Gosford Street and eventually 32 Canterbury Park, that neat 
modern home which Marilyn decorated so carefully and kept so well.  

As well as being a wife and mum Marilyn worked hard, all her life. With the family moving 
around with the RAF she must have been schooled in all sorts of places, but Marilyn didn’t let 
that hold her back. Perhaps her best subject was maths - you didn’t need a calculator when 
Marilyn was around - and she got herself the education and the skills to make a good retail 
clerk. In Cyprus she worked for the M.O.D; in Liverpool she worked in Currys in Parker Street, 
in Littlewoods for many years, at the British Home Stores and then in HR at Primark; as well as 
a spell at an off-licence on Mather Avenue and other small jobs over the years. 
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Tribute from her friend and colleague at Littlewoods, Marie: 

I don’t know how much Marilyn enjoyed her work - but those who worked with her all thought 
well of her… 

… and we all felt the injustice when she was so poorly treated by Primark at the end of her 
time there, having given so much good service to that company and to all her employers over 
the years. 

What was Marilyn about? What made Marilyn tick? 
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Well, we know that she loved her holidays, she deserved them and she made the best of them - 
Butlins in the early years of the family, bank holiday outings to Blackpool when Alan was young, 
and in later life three holidays in the sun every year. 

She loved her social life too - in her younger years out dancing; special occasions with family and 
friends. 

We know she loved her shopping. Marks and Sparks. And this was part of her being a home-
maker. She took such pride in her home, took a very very long time - sometimes years - to 
decide on furnishings and details, took things back after a while when she realised they weren’t 
quite what she was looking for, changed things round on a regular basis. 

And she loved shopping for others. She’d never forget a birthday. She’d always be buying things 
for the children in the family; Marilyn was a cheerful giver. 

In the last week of her life, from her sickbed, Marilyn was sending Holly out to buy Easter eggs 
for her and her brothers - that says it all, doesn’t it? 

So home was important to Marilyn. Simple hobbies - reading - she got through a lot of books - 
and watching the soaps - you knew, didn’t you, that there was no point ever phoning Marilyn if 
Emmerdale or Corrie were on, you’d get short shrift if you did. 

And keeping the house clean and tidy - was an obsession. People have witnessed her combing 
the tassles on the fringe of the rug in her living room; there are even unverified reports that she 
had been know to hoover the front lawn … Marilyn took pride in her home as she did in her 
own appearance too - always impeccably dressed, whenever she went out, a regular at the 
hairdressers. 

But surely the most important thing to Marilyn was her family. You can tell this when you 
remember all those Saturdays she would spend round at her Mum’s; and then in more recent 
times round at Diana’s - after a couple of hours in town, carrying in her bag of course her bottle 
of Coke, lunch from Sayers and something to give to the children.  

Marilyn was the sort of person who would get something that the grandchildren wanted even if 
she couldn’t really afford it - for her, the family came first. 

I had an email from Gary, her nephew in Japan, yesterday. He said, ‘Aunty Mal was always so 
generous as I was growing up. I still remember her bringing sweet things to our house every 
Saturday and sharing with all of us. And even recently, she supported my missionary work in 
Japan … She was always a joy to have around and I'm sure my whole family will miss her dearly.’ 
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I know that other nephews and nieces and other children in and close to the family all have 
stories to tell of how Marilyn, in her own straightforward,  no-fuss way, was kind and generous 
to them. 

And nothing stopped Marilyn travelling to be with family. We’ve moved around a lot over the 
past few years but she’s been to see us even in those places a long way away.  

And she had to get to Ringwood for Christmas last year, didn’t she, despite being so ill, despite 
the news about her health she’d just received. Or perhaps because of that news, more 
determined than ever to be there with Billy, visiting Alan and Tracey, Holly, Zak and Noah, being 
surrounded by the family she loved. 

In the reading we just heard Thomas said, 'Lord, we don’t know where you are going. How can 
we know the way?'  

And maybe that makes us think of how it must have been for Marilyn over these past three or 
four years, suffering with her health, wondering - without ever wanting to admit it to anyone - 
what the future held for her. First the stroke which changed her; then the cancer which killed 
her. It’s been a hard hard time for Marilyn since she retired and it’s been hard for her loved ones 
to see that. 

And it’s natural for us to question why this happened to her, why we’re shocked and surprised 
to be here doing this today. 

In the reading, Jesus said, ’I am the way’ … ’Where I am, there you may be also’. We know that 
in a very understated way nevertheless Marilyn had her faith. In her time she was a churchgoer, 
in later years she insisted that  she could still believe without going to church. She was always 
clear-headed, Marilyn, always straight-talking, always single-minded. Someone said, ‘stubborn to 
the last’, more kind perhaps to say that she knew her way, alright. And she knew the Way. 

And through the sadness of our loss, knowing that Marilyn knew the Way can give us the certain 
hope that she has eternal life. 

And our hatred of the cancer that killed her can give us the determination to fight it - in her 
memory, for our own sakes and for others, for the future: by supporting Cancer research work, 
by dontaing to Macmillan today or by supporting Alan on his Bournemouth Bay 
Half Marathon for Macmillan next month, by taking care of each other just as Marilyn surely 
would want us to.  

Let’s give thanks for Marilyn today. Our lives would have been different without her. For those 
closest to her life without her is unimaginable.  
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And let’s hold each other in love and prayer. She wouldn’t want much fuss, Marilyn, from us on 
this occasion. But in her firm and steadfast way she would want to be sure that the 
grandchildren, Alan and Tracey, Billy and the family were holding together, holding each other. 
Being held. 

You feel it? She’s still with us. For as long as we feel it, she always will be. 

Prayers
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