
Catherine Hazel Hammett - Eulogy 

Catherine was born in Crediton, Devon during the dark days of the second world war. Her parents, 

Henry & Philippa and their eldest daughter June, had moved there from Farnborough as, apparently, 

it was safer. But just before Catherine’s birth they were bombed out. Luckily, everyone escaped with 

just a few scratches and bruises, although the house was wrecked. Catherine’s arrival was far quieter 

less dramatic. 

Born on the 11th October 1942, Catherine was christened Hazel Rosemary – she later changed her 

name to Catherine Hazel. The family moved back to Farnborough in 1946 when her brother, 

Christopher, joined the family. In 1949 Henry and Phillipa bought their first house in Coronation 

Road, Aldershot and then, in 1954, following the birth of Catherine’s youngest ‘little’ brother 

Stephen, they moved to a house called The Inch in Cranmore Lane.   

Catherine started her education at Tower Hill school in Cove, moving to St Benedict’s in Aldershot 

before going on to St Michael’s Secondary School when she was 11. Her great grandmother, 

Beatrice, had left a bequest to pay some of Catherine’s school fees and so, at 14, she went to her 

mother’s old school, Uplands near Poole in Dorset - her mother taking in lodgers to cover part of the 

fees that Beatrice’s legacy didn’t…  On leaving school she trained as a secretary at Farnborough 

Technical College – and continued to make notes in Pitman shorthand for the rest of her life. 

Catherine’s first job was with Sharples Centrifuges in Camberley and, as well as a salary, they paid 

for her to have driving lessons. Her first car was a 30-year old Austin 10 with a soft top and 

challenging mechanical features which came to the attention of at least one young policeman. 

Undeterred by this, or maybe impressed, Sharples handed her the keys to the director’s Mk 2 Jaguar, 

which she usually drove bare foot as high heels got in the way, to ferry clients to and from the local 

railway station. 

Eventually the lure of the Jaguar faded and Catherine decided to test her natural talent for languages 

taking a job in Metz in France. On her return to the UK she worked for Associated Examining Board 

(AEB), Sultzers, and a solicitor or two before joining a private detectives’ agency.   

Although Catherine was now firmly back in the UK – and married to her first husband, David Cox -  

her interest in languages continued. David and Catherine lived in Basingstoke for some years where 

she learned Urdu so that she could talk with her Pakistani neighbours in their own tongue.  

Catherine and David eventually parted company and Catherine subsequently met Mike, her 

‘Christian Gentleman’ and soulmate. She and Mike married in 1998 at the Kings Church, Aldershot. 

Mike’s sister, Ros, recounts how, when Mike turned and saw her entering the church for their 

wedding service, they were both radiant with joy. 

The four pillars of Catherine’s life were Mike, her family, her friends, and the church. 

Catherine was a wonderful aunt. Clare recalls her stories about ‘Emily and Eleanor’ – two little girls 

who had fairies living at the bottom of their garden and who had incredible adventures. After every 

story, Auntie Catherine would host a fairy tea party for them, with miniature cups and saucers and 

her infamous rock cakes, which really were like rocks. Catherine was very fond of afternoon tea, and 

she and Mike often visited her aunt Rosemary for tea at the Ritz. The Ritz was, perhaps, rather more 

to her liking than the fast food establishments that appealed to the young. As a dutiful aunt, 

Catherine took Clare and Karen to MacDonalds and was so shocked that they did not provide 

cutlery, she lodged a complaint. Eating with your hands – really? 

Catherine was also a loving sister. She regularly visited her elder sister June who, with learning 

difficulties, is in a Guildford care home, and she took a great interest in Stephen’s well-being with 

presents of non-alcoholic drinks which, he claimed, were much improved by a shot of gin. 

The church played a big part in Catherine’s life, from her school days as a bell-ringer at St Michael’s, 

to her time here at Christchurch, Crookham. She saw the church as being there for everyone – a 

belief that was exemplified by the time she spent providing prayer supportto the Street Angels in 



Fleet who looked out for people leaving clubs and pubs in the early hours of the morning, somewhat 

the worse for wear, and helping them get safely home.  

And, of course her friends were enormously important – many from this neighbourhood, others 

from areas she previously called home, some from school and church friends from long ago. Thank 

you to all who have been able to join us today. 

Catherine first became ill in late February this year when she developed a bleed that would not stop. 

Unfortunately, she was sent home from hospital, undiagnosed, as the hospital was being cleared in 

preparation for Covid-19. She struggled at home becoming weaker and weaker until she collapsed 

on the stairs, damaging her hip. She was moved back and forth between home and hospital during 

which time she was diagnosed with aggressive bowel cancer. The prognosis was months.  

As was her style, Catherine quietly and bravely accepted this, deciding not to have chemotherapy. 

She moved to the Marlborough House Nursing home in Church Crookham where Covid quarantine 

rules prevented anyone visiting her until 2 days before her death. When Mike, Chris, Stephen, and 

Mike’s sister Ros were able to see her, she appeared to be resting peacefully and breathing gently, 

but she could not be woken. She passed away just 27 days after her diagnosis. 

While Catherine had struggled with ‘dark moods’ from time to time during her life she maintained 

her faith, trust and hope in our Lord in an assured way. She approached life with a gentle humour 

and could see the good in all. Sister, wife, niece, aunt, great-aunt and friend and, in the words of her 

friend Carol, a very generous hearted, kind and gracious lady.  

 

 

 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

Hope: to conclude (Padre Steve to complete this section): 

 

And in Hebrews 4 verse 16 St Paul adds: ”Let us then approach God’s throne of grace with 

confidence, so that we may receive mercy and find grace to help us in our time of need”. 

 

Catherine knew this; may none of us forget it!  


