
Sheila Paternoster October 1936 to July 2011 

Full tribute to Sheila written by Madge Nicholas 

Sheila was born at No 2 Stoney Road, Grundisburgh, the youngest of five children, two boys 
and three girls. The family home was at Hasketon but it would seem that Sheila’s mother 
came to stay with her mother for the birth as was fairly common at the time. The children 
attended Grundisburgh School despite Hasketon having it’s own primary school. Since the 
family lived without Hasketon village proper - on ‘the Hasketon Straight’- they were 
regarded as outsiders and the children were teased Sheila’s mother decided that they would 
not go where they were not wanted so the children walked to Grundisburgh for schooling 
come rain or shine or snow! Sheila recalled being up to her knees in snow - or even in an 
unexpected ditch - from time to time. It goes without saying, that Sheila’s own children got 
short shrift if they complained about turning out in inclement weather!  

On leaving school aged fourteen, Sheila worked at the international Store in Woodbridge. 
She and her sister Margaret married two brothers named Paternoster from Boulge, and Sheila 
followed her parents example by having five children, two boys Brian and George, and three 
girls Sandra, Linda and Kathy. The family link with Grundisburgh established through 
Sheila’s grandmother probably influenced the move to take up residence in Grundisburgh and 
the family lived in Chapel Lane, before moving to Stoney Road in 1969. Her marriage did not 
last beyond her child bearing years and Sheila brought up the children as a single parent. 
Busy as this kept her Sheila also worked on the fields, potato picking, apple picking, 
according to the season. This didn’t make her much better off financially but the friendship 
and support of the other women with whom she worked meant a great deal to her. Her 
children also remember those days with pleasure; going to the fields with their mother, 
meeting their friends, and the fun they had - taking risks, squeezing for a ride onto carts 
already full of produce and people, in the days before health and safety became an issue.  

For thirty years Sheila worked at The Old Forge Stores, originally Oakenfalls, beginning as a 
cleaner in the evenings, and later as a most appreciated shop assistant. She really enjoyed her 
job, took an interest in her customers, came to know their needs and preferences and would 
gently remind them if she thought they’d forgotten something - ‘no sausage roll today?’ Thus 
it was she came to be regarded as a ‘village institution’ often she would stay on beyond her 
rostered hours to make sure all was tidy. ready for her next shift and that her list of stock to 
be ordered was correct. No wonder the shop was closed in respect for Sheila’s funeral.  

Sheila loved getting out and about; coach trips, days out to Kew Gardens with Kathy and 
Sandra. ‘Tinsel and Turkey weekends away, and for the past three years bus trips with her 
friends Dot, Betty and Luvie. However, she was 64 years old before she had her first overseas 
holiday when she went to Lanzarote with Linda. She threw herself into each experience on 
offer, even to riding a camel, although Linda says she didn’t realise what she was queuing for 
until it was too late to draw back! She made friends easily and with laughter and sign 
language was soon communicating with a German couple who were sitting at the same table 
one evening.  

She loved dancing, especially to Queen or Status Quo; and Strictly Come Dancing became 
favourite viewing, though she also liked watching the Grand Prix and loved Emmerdale. As a 
special treat Brian organised a trip to the Emmerdale studios a few years ago and she was in 
her element.  



Despite all her other interests and activities it was Sheila’s family who were ‘her life’ and 
they take some comfort from the fact that because of her recent surgery she saw all her 
children and many of her grandchildren several times during her final weeks. Though 
grieving they are determined to stay positive and are grateful that Sheila died in her own 
home and thus they were able to ensure her dignity and finally to see her ‘at peace’.  

 
  



Sheila's sermon 

Can I begin by saying a big thank you to all of Sheila's family, who have put together this 
tribute to their mum, I couldn't have done it without your help. You were very determined 
that today was to be a celebration of Sheila's life - which does not mean that we are not sad, 
for we are. Her death came so suddenly, just as we thought she was recovering from surgery 
and looking forward to more day trips out in her retirement. We now know that her recent 
surgery played no part in her death, but it did mean that in her last 2 weeks, she saw all her 
children several times over, and many of her grandchildren and you shared some good times 
together and for that amidst our grief we give thanks.  

Sheila was born within a short distance of this church, up Stoney Rd in her grand parent's 
house- it was customary for girls to go home to their mum's when their time came and we 
think that not only was Sheila born here, but Margaret, May, Basil and Leonard her sisters 
and brothers, but Hasketon was their home. I say Hasketon, but it wasn't right in the village, 
but up on the main road to Woodbridge, at Willow Farm, where Margaret her sister lives to 
this day. At first the children went to Hasketon school, next door to the church, but they were 
teased by the other children and considered as outsiders, because they lived out of the village, 
so mother decided that the children would come to G -this meant walking here and walking 
home - whatever the weather. Sheila used to tell the children about walking in the snow, 
almost up to her middle! She stayed at G school till she was 14, and then she went to work in 
Wb at the International Stores - here she worked on the meat counter and cut off the end of a 
finger on the bacon slicer!  

She and Margaret fell in love with the Paternoster brothers, from Toad Hall Cottages in 
Boulge, and both married; Margaret staying in H and Shelia moving into Plantation Cottages, 
next door to the Chapel. 5 children, were born within the space of 10 years, Sandra, Brian, 
Linda, Kathy and George. The marriage was not to last beyond her child bearing years and 
she brought her children up as a single parent. They soon outgrew the small cottage and 
moved to 41 Stoney Rd when the children were still quite small.  

To say life was tough would not be an understatement, it was, she worked all hours, she 
worked in the fields and took the children with her - they had a whale of a time and such 
happy memories. Sheila told them that tho it was tough, she wouldn't have had it any other 
way, she loved the comararderie, the company of the other woman, the laughter. Health and 
Safety bods would have a fit now, at what the children got up to, riding on trailers, running 
wild around the fields - and it has become a source of rich memories – Linda nostalgically 
said "it never rained". Sheila perhaps didn't see through quite such rosy spectacles, and Bob 
recalls a comment she made watching Songs of Praise many years later, there was a rich 
wealthy lady featured and Sheila looked at her and said "I bet she hasn't picked brussel 
sprouts until her fingers bled"  

It wasn't only in the fields that she worked, for many of us here this afternoon we knew 
Sheila in the shop - she began working there 30 years ago, when it was Oakenfulls. At first 
she worked as a cleaner, but soon found herself behind the till. She was in her element, she 
loved it, the children coming in to get their sweets, those of more mature years coming in for 
their weekly shop. l think it's fair to say, she was particularly liked by the men, many of who 
would come in and be visibly disappointed, if Sheila wasn't there. She knew what people's 
orders were and would drop a not so subtle hint, if you forgot something on your regular list 
"no sausage roll today" she would ask, with a hint of a smile. At Christmas many a customer 
would slip a £5 note into a Christmas card. Someone said to me during the week - Sheila - 
she was a village institution - and she was - it is a measure of the respect that she was held by 
all her colleagues at the shop, that it is shut this afternoon.  
Village institution she was, but more than anything she was a mum and a Nanny. The most 
vivid family memories are centered on Christmas - no Christmas decorations were allowed to 



be put up before Christmas Day and after the children had been sent to bed on Christmas Eve, 
Sheila would set to work - out into the garden to pinch the top out of a fir tree, for a 
Christmas tree - homemade crackers, made with Mars bars or Milky Ways wrapped in last 
year's Christmas wrapping paper. For weeks beforehand, she had stowed the children's 
Christmas presents in the wardrobe and woe betide if they were caught looking - every child 
had a box with their name on. They had to wait ion the stairs until Sheila was ready, and the 
fire had been cleaned out and lit again and once it was ablaze, the family could come in. But 
presents couldn't be opened until they had had their breakfast, the guinea pigs and rabbits had 
been fed. George got his come uppance the year he declared that there was no Father 
Christmas, when he opened his box, it was empty - she was always one to have a little joke! 
The family had tried to keep many of her traditions going, but she was a lady who liked to 
keep up with the times and in the last few years, the homemade crackers have been replaced 
by scratch cards, which she always enjoyed  

In 1993, she moved into Cranworth Close and settled down there, friends with all her 
neighbours. She liked simple pleasures, Grand Prix racing on the TV, and in former years, the 
Sat 4.00oclock teatime slot, with the wrestling, with Big Daddy; she liked darts and in her 
youth would often go to watch the Ipswich Witches racing at the stadium in Ipswich. Her all 
time favourite programme was Emmerdale. As a special treat a few years ago, Brian 
organized a trip to the Emmerdale studios and she was in her element. As the winter months 
drew in, her Saturday evenings were filled with Strictly Come Dancing, she loved it, and only 
a few weeks ago, was watching the strictly DVD - we think she had a particularly soft spot 
for Anton du Bec!  
Fridays were for Sheila the highlight of the week. Friday was her day out with Linda, 
sometimes into Ipswich, more often down to Felixstowe. Every so often the day trip out 
would clash with Linda's cleaning duty here in church. Sheila always used to joke, " she 
won't take me if I don't do the dusting"  
Day trips, coach tours, with a wordsearch or puzzle to keep her busy on the journey; holidays 
in Eastborne, she loved it all; if she were at a dance and Status Quo or Queen were playing, 
she was always first up onto the dance floor, pulling you up to join in with her. It's memories 
of her dancing and her love of Queen, which has led to the choice of the final piece of music 
this afternoon.  

Sheila had a good word for everyone, she was stubborn, she knew her own mind, she didn't 
often use coarse language, except on the occasion when young George decided to mend a 
dripping tap and proceded to disconnect the tap, but without having turned off the stop cock 
first!  

There are so many memories - all of them precious, and the family hope that you will share 
some of them with them after the service at The Dog, tho it might be a bit of a squeeze, but 
on an occasion like this, it is good to come together and to be together. Jesus was with his 
disciples a short time before he died and he spoke to them of his impending death, he 
reassured them and said he was going ahead of them to prepare a place for them. Thomas said 
he didn't understand, he didn't know where Jesus was going and he didn't know the way there 
either and Jesus said to him "I am the way, the truth and the life". The way of Jesus was the 
way of love, it is a way of living that he invites us to follow, a way of living and loving, 
which reveals to us the truth of our humanity made in the image of God and through that 
love, we experience life. Jesus through his death and resurrection gave his life, so that we 
might share in it. He has gone ahead of us to prepare a place for us, to welcome us home. 
Sheila in her life of loving and caring, of generosity and friendship shares in that love of God 
now in all its fullness. May she rest in his peace and rise in glory.  
I feel perhaps the most appropriate way to bring this appreciation of Sheila's life to a close, is 
in her own words "ta dear". Amen  


