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A Lady who loved Northchurch
Maureen Rosina Batchelor (nee Shalders)

Maureen was born 20th February 1926 at 3 River Terrace,
beside the River Bulbourne and a stone’s throw from St
Mary’s church. It was a *ny co+age with an outside toilet
shared with the neighbours.
Her earliest memory, a story she oen told, is of being
ﬂoated by her brother Peter in her Mum’s wicker washing
basket, down the River Bulbourne and under New Road
bridge. It was her eldest sister Mag that saved her. Peter
was in big trouble! She also recalled fond memories of
helping her dad on his allotment and calling in for a pint
aerwards at the Compasses pub, New Road.
She started her schooling at St Mary’s C. of E. School and
was a good scholar throughout her educa*on and during
her *me she won a prize for her poetry. Poetry was a
passion she enjoyed throughout her life with some of her
work being featured in publica*ons.
Maureen was wife of the late Lionel Batchelor whom she
married at St Marys Church on 12th November 1946. She
lived all of her early life in the village that she loved but
later moved to Berkhamsted. She was dearly loved by her
5 children, 8 grandchildren, 11 great‐grandchildren and all
other family members and friends. She will be greatly
missed by them all.
Maureen peacefully passed away on 21st January 2020,
aged 93 years. The funeral and celebra*on of her life

took place at St Mary's Church
on 28th February 2020
followed by a burial at New
Road Cemetery. The service
was beau*fully conducted by
Reverend Jonathan Gordon
with over 120 people in
a+endance, all wore bright
colours as requested by
Maureen. A collec*on was held
for Maureen's favourite club
‘Happy Wanderers Club for the
Disabled (Berkhamsted)’ that
raised £810, to which her
family are thankful for everyone’s generous dona*ons.
Northchurch
By Maureen Rosina Batchelor

In a li+le village where the proud church stands,
The shops, school, post oﬃce and pubs all at hand.
The river and canal are ours to enjoy,
Where we spent many happy hours, our youth to employ.
The village folk were happy, you could not wish for more.
In *mes of trouble, a knock at a door.
But *me goes by, and *mes have changed,
And nothing in our village can ever be rearranged.
It is my home, your home,
As we look back and say,
‘This lovely li+le village will always remain that way.’

