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Maureen Higgs 
 

Mum was born on the 23rd of March in 

the year 19 hundred and, well I will let 

you fill the rest in or else I will be in 
trouble before I start.  In any case, she 
was born on that March day in Plymouth 

on a road called Normandy Way, which 
is an approach road to the Tamar 
Bridge and also happens to be the road 

that the American troops used to get to 
their boats on D-Day.  Within a year she 
was re-housed in a prefab house in 

Shakespeare Road where she lived until 
she got married at the ripe old age of 

20. 
 

My Dad had joined the Navy at the age 

of 15 as an apprentice, I do not know if 
Lord Sugar would have taken him on 

but the Navy did anyway.   As fate 

would have it they based him in 
Torpoint, not far from Mum in 

Shakespeare Road and just by chance one Sunday they both decided, Dad 

with his mates from the Navy and Mum with her girlfriends, to spend the 
day in Looe.  Boys being boys decided it would be a good idea to rent a 
speedboat for an hour, so off they went and hired a boat but they were 

missing something, and that something just happened to be walking by.  
 
Four years later they got married and lived in Fareham. A year later they 

moved to Yeovilton airbase, where my mother had Peter followed closely 
two years later by myself, which proves practice makes perfect! 

 
At this point my father would like to thank Harold Wilson for making him 
redundant 2 years later which was a life changing event for my Mum and 

Dad as you can imagine.  We upped sticks and moved to Kent where Dad 
got a job with an engineering company which took him away to Scotland, 
Canada and then Hong Kong for two years where the rest of the family 

joined him.    
 
We had a few memorable moments while in Hong. As a family we watched 

the Queen Elizabeth burning in the harbour and eventually sinking from 

the water used to fight the fire.  I also remember sitting on our balcony 
with Mum after a typhoon watching a VW Campervan driving along the 

flooded main road with a Chinese man water-skiing behind it in speedos. 

Believe me that’s a sight you never forget.  We came back to England to 
settle in Tring but we were off a year later to Dhahran in Saudi Arabia.  

 

What’s the best way to describe Saudi Arabia in the seventies and early 
eighties? Well I think Mum got it in a nut shell.    Saudi Arabia was a 

version of the Wild West, Middle Eastern style.  The first impression was 
coming in to land at Dhahran airport flying a hundred feet above the 

runway checking for camels before going around and landing. 
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For the next ten years Dad carried on working as an Engineer and Mum 
looked after American children while their mothers worked.  As you know 

Mum was always good with children.  Whilst in Saudi Mum and Dad 
invested in property in and around Plymouth.  This now became their 
income and they moved back to Plymouth. 

 
Within a year Mum and Dad fulfilled one of their dreams and brought a 
yacht to go cruising for six months of the year.   You have two sorts of 

people with yachts, ones which love sailing and ones which love nice 
marinas; I think you can all guess which category my mum fell in. 

 
Anyway they started off in the South West and quite quickly moved to 
sunnier climes in Spain, Italy and former Yugoslavia.  Getting a bit more 

adventurous they decided to try Romania where they were greeted in the 
harbour by men with guns pointing at them.  Mum got in a bit of a panic 
so Dad decided to try and calm her down by assuring her that they were 

given guns but no bullets. I do not know if that really helped.    

 
The last place they ever visited with the yacht was Novorossiysk, a big 

Russian naval base on the Black Sea, twinned with Plymouth.  After being 

there for a couple of hours a camera crew turned up with the Mayor and 
various dignitaries and dragged Mum and Dad before the cameras.   One 

of the questions directed at Mum was, “What you would like to do with 

your summer in Russia”.  Mum, not being the world’s best at geography, 
replied “I would love to go to Moscow” not realising it was 600 miles away 

much to the dismay of my Dad.  Anyway without blinking an eyelid the 

Mayor said no problem I’ll arrange that, so off they went to Moscow.   
Admittedly it was on a plane where you had to keep your baggage on your 
laps otherwise it would have been stolen and on the way in to land it 

started raining inside the cabin because all the condensation had frozen 
during the flight.   They stayed in a hotel overlooking the Kremlin and 
much to their regret left Moscow one day before the Yeltsin revolution. 

 
At this point my Mum decided she had had enough of traveling and would 
love to settle down and enjoy her pension on a small hobby farm on 

Dartmoor.  After months of searching they found Hawthorns, a place 
where Mum and Dad found their little piece of paradise. 

 
Even when Mum got ill she never lost her sense of humour and fought 
against her illness to the bitter end, always believing she would get 

better, never negative always positive. One of the everlasting memories 
we will always have is of Mum is lying in her bed on her last day in her 
nighty with all the windows open, including the French doors. The fan was 

on full but she was still saying she was hot, even though everyone around 
her had thick jackets on.  Jackie, her doctor and friend, picked up a copy 

of the Daily Mail and started fanning her wishing, oh so wishing it was a 

copy of the Guardian!     
 
This extract from the appreciation given by Andrew Higgs at 

Maureen’s Thanksgiving Service was prepared in collaboration 
with Terry Higgs. 


