
Joan Waters

Joan loved life. She absolutely loved life. When she was 
in her 80s, we remember Joan at the summer fayre held in St. 
Mary’s churchyard, skipping with the children. (Les was also 
skipping, his fitness no doubt the legacy of his RAF training). 
My daughter, Esther, recalls the heavy snows before we left 
Brookmans Park, and the gusto with which Joan threw herself 
into snowball fights outside the house ... ‘and Joan started it!’ 
Esther remembers!

So where did this long and full life of 92 years begin?  
Joan’s birth certificate  gives her place of birth as ‘The Old 
Vicarage Yard, Methwold, Norfolk.’  There were terraced 
cottages built behind the vicarage. Joan's early life was not 
easy – her father walked out on her mother when Joan was 
born. And Joan's mother was not well and had to stay in 
hospital so she had to live with her grandmother. Joan's 
grandmother was looking after other children plus four 
menfolk. Life was tough among these farmworkers. An early 
memory Joan carried was that she had to carry pies which 
were too big for her grandmother's oven, to the baker's to be 
cooked, and she had to go to collect it again when cooked. At 
meal times, food was served on a strict rota, where all the men 
were served first and then the children. Joan used to wonder if 
there'd be anything left for her! At five, she went to the local 
village school in Methwold. When Joan left school she went 
into service at Feltwell, the next village, where she learned the 
skills of skinning a rabbit or hare, or plucking a chicken, but 
she didn't like dealing with a pheasant that been hung to 
mature. 

The next episode in her life took Joan to live with her 
mother who had married a groom working for Lord and Lady 
Camrose at Long Cross, Virginia Water, Surrey. Joan's mother 
was not an easy person and Joan looked for work. One vets 
who looked after the horses said to her, 'You've got to get out 
of here' and he secured her a job with the GRA (Greyhound 

Racing Association) Kennels in this area. Joan was lodging in 
Potters Bar and she knew Brookmans Park long before the 
houses were built, when Moffats Lane was just that. And then 
the war came.

Joan joined up with Air Force in the WAF, with her friend 
Edie Turner. Like many in the forces, Joan didn't speak a lot 
about her time there. But there are two stories, one funny, the 
other sombre. Joan was posted to a Sleap (pronounced 
'Slape') near Whitchurch in Shropshire. Joan was very a 
friendly soul as we all know, and chatted with a young lad, a 
school boy. One day he asked his mum if he could bring a 
friend home to tea. His mum had quite a shock when a young 
woman in her twenties and in uniform turned up! The other 
story was sad. One of Joan's jobs on the base was to pack up 
all the personal belongings of the airmen who hadn't come 
back from sorties. One morning, she went to pack up 
belongings, and two huts were empty. None of them had come 
back. Joan said there was a weird silence about the place.

In the war, Joan had applied for an overseas posting, 
but she was told she was needed in Sleap. But Sleap also 
brought Joan and her future husband together. Les had been 
stationed in Scotland. His sister was ill and Les was given 
compassionate leave. His sister rallied, but then died. Since 
Les had been given leave, in the mean time the other lads 
finished their training, but Les’s finishing was postponed and 
he was posted to Sleap. The war ended in Europe, and there 
was more time at the base. Les first spoke to Joan after he’d 
got off a train and was walking back to base. Soon after, Les 
was at the Salvation Army canteen and there was Joan, sitting 
on own. Les’s mother had given him an orange, a valuable 
commodity. He held it up, asked ‘Do you want it?’ and threw 
the orange over to Joan. Their paths crossed again soon. And 
Les invited her to come and meet his mum and dad in South 
Norwood. It was a complete surprise for his parents, as they 
had no telephone and Les just sent a telegram: ‘Coming home 



tomorrow. Bringing Joan.’  Les describes it as ‘magic’ – they all 
got on famously.

Joan was demobbed and she went back down to 
Chertsey with her mother, and got a job working with young 
children. By this time Joan and Lesley were engaged. Les 
went to night school to become a chartered engineer with the 
IET – Institute of Engineering Technology. They were married 
in 1946. The house they lived in had gas, but no electricity, so 
they smiled at one of the wedding presents – a brand new 
electric iron. When their daughter, Miriam, was born, Joan took 
on the role of motherhood. Life was pretty stable – an old-
fashioned family, with Joan shopping and keeping the house 
going. Photos of outings nearly always show Miriam there with 
her mum. Joan was very much a carer. When Miriam was four, 
Les’s dad died, Joan was kind to Les’ mother when she was ill 
and suffering what these days we would call dementia. Later, 
when Les’ niece had died leaving two children, Joan also 
looked after Linda and Stella. By 1971, Joan and Les had 
reached their 25th wedding anniversary, and Les had secured a 
job in Scotland. On the Friday night they had a party in the 
house in South Norwood for the neighbours, and the next day, 
the Saturday, they moved up to Falkland, just outside 
Glenrothes, near Kirkcaldy. They enjoyed the friendship of their 
Scottish neighbours and the different words for different things, 
which sometimes caused confusion. The young girl next door, 
Heather, made friends with Joan, and Joan and Les looked 
after her sometimes – a sign of complete trust from the family. 
Joan and Les moved back to England in 1977, when Les took 
a job in New Southgate, and this was when they moved in to 
Brookmans Park. 

Here Joan got very involved with this church. She was 
on the on Committee of Good Neighbours, part of the 
Women’s Fellowship on Thursdays, and elder for six years 
from 2001. Joan and Les enjoyed the outings and Joan and 
Les made their own frequent visits to the Royal Horticultural 
Society. Joan loved life, and loved living things. She had a 

deep love and respect for beauty and mystery of creation. 
Joan could name all sorts of birds and animals. She had a 
magic way and endless patience with our wayward dog, who 
loved Joan and Les and behaved perfectly for them. Joan 
could also name all sorts of plants and flowers as she walked 
around a garden – including the time Joan and Les visited the 
Botanical Gardens in Bristol. And of course, she saw Les 
through his heart surgery twelve years ago with faith and love 
and courage.

Joan threw herself into the festivals of church life with 
full enthusiasm. She loved Christmas – the twinkling lights and 
sparkling decorations showed that it is a time of joy and 
celebration, the coming of God among us. And Joan always 
wore an Easter Bonnet on Easter Sunday. – an old tradition, 
but one that shows clearly the joy and hope of that day. 
Easter is the day of new life, the day of resurrection, when 
Christ rose from death, and lifts us up to God from the mess 
and muddle of our lives. God takes and transforms our 
mistakes and our successes, through his grace that never 
stops, but goes on for ever. Joan trusted in the faithfulness of 
God’s love and the hope of the Gospel.

Joan was big hearted, and knew that expansive, 
generous love of God, who makes many rooms and dwelling 
places. There were always food and snacks on offer in her 
home, perhaps in reaction to the poverty and hardship of 
childhood. She was a woman of deep faith and knew that love, 
joy and hope which can grow even out of suffering and death. 
Tracey, my wife, described Joan as a ‘bundle of love’. That is 
what she was, and is, now that she in the eternal care of God. 
And so we give her back to God, who made her, and keeps her 
in his love. A life can’t be summed up in the brief time of 
thanksgiving service. Of course, there are many other stories 
to tell. We have been blessed to know Joan’s love and 
friendship and her faith. And we have been blessed by her love 
of life, and so today as we say our farewells, we do thank God 
for Joan. Amen 


