
Lizzie Delves eulogy for her mother Margaret Norgett at Markeaton Crematorium, Derby on 
Friday 8th February at 2pm 
 
It is hard enough to summarise the life of a person who has so many qualities that you don't want to 
miss any out,  but even harder to do so about a person whom you will miss very much.  
Whilst all of you here will have known and appreciated many of these qualities, it is only Kate and I 
who were lucky enough to be her children, and knew her from this unique and privileged perspective. 
Ma, as we called her for almost as long as I can remember, and now Grand Ma-gret to her 5 
grandchildren, was born during the 2nd world war to Olive and Reverend Joseph Christopher Wansey 
( or Mo and Do as we called them). She was a very cute little girl but also quite an assertive one. She 
used to play with a little boy called Stephen, whom Mo used to worry was being quite bossed about 
by my Mum, but when asked if he felt this way he replied, that no he was not being bossed around at 
all;  it was just that Margaret (then aged about 8) was a  "Born leader". 
She made no secret of the fact that she had  NOT enjoyed boarding school; St Monica's,  where she 
attended from the age of 9, but she stuck it out, making a friend for life in Rachel, who now lives in 
Australia and visited my mum a few years ago. Her "Born Leader"-ship qualities were displayed when 
during a school election, my Mum decided to stand for the communist party. From the playground 
platform she would address her fellow schoolmates as "Comrades!" amidst great cheers from them , 
and undoubtedly equal amounts of consternation  from the schoolmistresses.  
She had spirit and intellect in equal measure, which was clear from an early age and she  went on to 
secure a place at Lady Margaret hall, Oxford in 1962 to study Chemistry. It was here across the 
bubbling test tubes of great historical learning and experimentation that she met my father, Michael- 
also studying chemistry and they were married in 1965. 
They lived together in North Oxford completing their doctorates, my Mum then commencing a career 
in publishing when Kate and I came along in 1971 and 1974. It is of no surprise that they had no 
further children, bearing in mind that I had weighed very nearly 11 lbs at birth; enough to put anyone 
off further children , and I remain grateful that she in fact wanted anything to do with me at all after 
such an ordeal. 
My Mum remained in publishing whilst we moved to Radley, and as Kate and I were growing up we 
remember that ahead of their time both of our parents were very environmentally minded as well as 
extremely charitable. We would go shopping as a family every Saturday morning with canvas 
shopping bags to Oxford Covered market, rather than buying everything at the supermarket, and they 
gave as much as a third of their earnings throughout their working lives to charities and our local 
church.  
At the age of about 40 my Mum then made the prudent but not easy decision to change career path 
and train as an accountant. I can clearly remember and have always admired her  for this; that whilst 
being  a mother to 2  -not undemanding,  horse-mad girls- she was also working full time for an 
accountancy firm and working in the evenings and her spare time towards her accountancy exams. 
 My Mum worked meticulously and tirelessly at everything she did, including, after kate and I had 
gone to university,  the support and care for my Dad when he became unwell with leukaemia, and 
sadly died in 2003.  
When she did return to work, she rapidly got promoted in the NHS and became finance director of a 
Oxfordshire Primary care trust.  Whilst she strongly advocated that neither Kate nor I follow her into 
accountancy, she did like to "make the numbers add up" , and I also think that whilst  working for the 
NHS, she felt she was although not on the front line helping people and "doing some good". She "did” 
lots of good in actual fact, outside as well as through her professional work.   
As I’ve already mentioned, both my parents had regularly given generously to charity and after my 
dad died not only did this continue, but my Mum became even more active in both the community and 
in the Church at Radley. It was here that she became a church warden and made a firm friend with 
the vicar Pam; whom we are so lucky to have taking the service here today. 
When Mum texted me-  by then working in Derbyshire with husband ,Nick and a small Xanthe in tow- 
that she had "itchy feet",  I actually thought she was going to ask me for a dermatological opinion of a 
new ailment she'd discovered!...However,  luckily for me, she meant that she wanted to move to 
Derbyshire, where she has lived for the last 8 years.  
She was very happy at the beautiful Spring Cottage in Stanton and had some wonderful friends and 
neighbours, namely Peter and Barbara, Jean and Ken, Knighton and Ann, as well as in the broader 
circle of acquaintances she met through the Ashbourne U3A. At Spring cottage, and more recently at 
Carr croft, she transformed not just the house into a  welcoming  and stylish, warm and cosy home, 
but also the gardens at both homes into a fabulous array of flowers, shrubs and plants, all of which 
she knew all the names for; both common and botanical scientific!  



She was more than unfortunate in developing further medical problems, that were no fault of her own, 
and about which she seldom ever complained. They did mean however that I was keen to have her 
live closer to us in Kirk Ireton- and hence she moved to Carr Croft in June 2017.  
Some months prior to this move, she had agreed to go out for dinner with Andrew, and their 
relationship blossomed from then on. It was funny for me, but such a joy  to see my Mum "like a 
teenager again" and "all loved up" over Andrew, and I could not have wished for a  kinder more 
considerate person to come into her life.  
They spent many happy days, lunches and weekends away across the country, and nearly always 
accompanied, she would tell me, by a wheelbarrow or two in the back of Andrew's Landrover. Whilst 
she did comment once or twice on the necessity of said wheelbarrow,  for example when they were 
booking into a 4 star hotel, she could also appreciate it's practicality for temporary transportation, 
were she to collapse or have a funny do when they were in more remote locations.  
As you will know and can see in the book of remembrance I have put together my Mum was loved 
and admired wherever she went. She taught me so much in life but perhaps most of all the meaning 
of unconditional love, and that there is always humour and kindness to be found, even in the most 
unlikely and difficult situations.  
We shall miss her very much and hope that she will live on not just in Kate and I but in them 
memories of everyone that knew her, and in all of her 5 grandchildren, of whom she was extremely 
fond.  
 


