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A tribute to Barbie 

Barbara Ruth Clarke entered the world on 27 February 1936 in Hampton, near 
Richmond. She grew up in a warm and lively home with her parents, Cecil and Joan, and 
her older sisters, June and Shirley. For most of her life she answered to the name Barbie 
– a name that suited her bright, spirited nature. 
  
Her childhood was full of freedom and fun. With a large garden and a big park close by, 
Barbie and her sisters spent hours racing about, climbing, exploring, and dreaming up 
games. Cats were always part of the picture too. With Cecil away for long periods during 
the war, serving as a floodlights operator in the army, June often stepped into a 
guiding, almost paternal role which created a deep bond between them that lasted 
throughout their lives.  
  
School came easily to Barbie. She wasn’t conventionally academic, but she was 
extremely bright, sharp, quick, and full of energy. Sport became her great love – netball 
and table tennis in particular. That love of physical activity stayed with her long after 
she left school. 
  
Barbie’s natural intelligence earned her a place at grammar school. After leaving, she 
joined Liverpool & Victoria Insurance, the same company where her father worked. She 
loved the rhythm of working in London. The daily commute, the friendships, the buzz of 
office life – it all suited her perfectly. She played for several company teams, again 
shining in netball and table tennis, and became an enthusiastic follower of many sports. 
She even developed a soft spot for Brentford FC and would often head to Griffin Park to 
watch home matches on her own. As a family, they also supported Kingstonian, turning 
match days into social outings. 
  
Dancing was another joy of Barbie’s, and it was at one of those dances that she met a 
young civil servant from Cumberland named Ken Maclean. This meeting was to shape 
the rest of her life. The young couple married in 1954 and moved to Carlisle, where they 
lived with Ken’s parents before starting a family of their own. Their first son, Paul, 
arrived in 1957. Soon after, ￼the family moved to South Shields, where, in￼1961 their 
second son, Gordon, was born. 
  
In time, the family settled in Luton, where Ken commuted to Watford each day for work. 
Home life became Barbie’s world – a world she embraced with devotion. As Paul will 
soon share, she was a wonderful mum in every possible sense – warm, steady, and 
completely committed to her boys’ welfare and happiness. Through Barbie the boys 
developed a passion for board and card games and the three of them spent many happy 
hours competing with one another. 
  
  
As the children grew older, Barbie returned to part-time work. She took on roles with 
the County Council’s Parks Department, worked as a clerk in a bakery, and helped at 
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Luton Town FC, hiring out the famous artificial pitch. She brought her usual cheer, 
energy, and reliability to each job. 
  
One of the great joys of Barbie’s life came through Ken’s career. When he reached a 
senior role in the International Audit Department, based in Paris, the world opened up to 
them. Ken often spent long periods working abroad, and whenever the chance came, 
Barbie joined him. Sometimes Gordon travelled with her. Paris became a second home, 
and together they explored many of the other countries Ken visited. These trips gave 
Barbie a ￼series of wonderful experiences that she always treasured. 
  
When Paul and Gordon started their own families, Barbie moved happily into the next 
chapter – becoming a grandma. Days with Stephanie, Sam, Kieran and Rebecca brought 
her pure joy. She often said that these days were the happiest of her life.  
At home, she poured her energy into the things she loved. She was a keen gardener, 
with a special love for flowers and orchids. She liked to keep her mind active and spent 
hours tackling word puzzles. And she never lost her passion for sport – if it was on 
television, she would follow it. 
  
And now let’s here a tribute for Barbie, written by and read for you by Paul. 

Paul’s tribute 

I want to start off by thanking Gordon and Amanda for all their hard work in making 
Mum’s declining years comfortable and secure. They personally looked after her and 
then organised her care when she needed specialist support. 

They went way beyond the call of duty, especially as Mum declined and the signs of 
dementia were evident. I know for a fact that she was really appreciative even if she 
didn't always tell them that. On behalf of Mum and the family I'd like to say how 
much we valued what they did. 

It’s often the case that when someone close to you dies we are prompted to reflect 
on what they meant to us. In mum's case her contribution came readily to mind 
because its impact on me was so profound. 

When I was growing up in the 1960s Mum consistently believed in me long before I 
believed in myself. She was for years my source of encouragement, advice, support 
and she stood up for me in sometimes difficult circumstances and at a cost to 
herself.  

She went above and beyond the call of duty and was a fantastic mum in my 
formative years. This is not something you ever forget. 

Eventually her faith in me rubbed off and I slowly developed the confidence to be 
myself and to live the life I wanted to lead. 

 When Jan and I started a family I tried very hard to do what Mum did for me, trying 
to give our children the confidence to be themselves and to live life their own way. 
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 So Mum made a priceless contribution to me and my family and for this reason I 
have always been grateful and shall always honour her memory. 

In the Quiet After, written and presented by Stephanie 

In the quiet after a long and winding life, 

 we gather to remember a woman 

 whose story held both struggle and light, 

 and whose presence shaped the family we are today. 

She began with a vivid spark— 

 full of energy, clever and quick, 

 sporty, social, always ready for a game 

 or a well-placed, dry remark. 

 As the youngest of three sisters, 

 she grew up lively and determined, 

 with a streak of independence 

 that never quite left her. 

 She found delight in the small things, 

 and her humour, sharp and dry, 

 could brighten even an ordinary moment. 

 A good laugh—especially toward the end— 

 was often enough to lift her spirits 

 and bring a warmth that words alone could not. 

Her life was not without hardship, 

 and the years changed her in ways 

 that only time and circumstance can. 

 But she moved through her days 

 with her own kind of strength— 

 sometimes quiet, sometimes fierce, 

 and often unseen by many. 

 One of the clearest places that strength lived 

 was in the way she protected her children. 

 There were times when she stood firm 

 so that their world could be a safer one, 

 and that courage shaped the men 

 they would grow to become. 

 It echoed forward in the kind of love 

 my parents chose to build— 
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 a steadiness and warmth 

 that has guided our family ever since. 

As a grandmother, she could be reserved, 

 but her love was a steady undercurrent— 

 never loud, but always there. 

 I spent many hours with her, 

 especially later in her life, 

 and came to know the person 

 behind her sharper edges— 

 thoughtful, perceptive, 

 and capable of deep affection in her own way. 

 I loved her deeply, 

 and I knew she loved me. 

 She leaves behind two sons 

 and four grandchildren 

 who will remember her in many different ways. 

In her final years, she could be tough— 

 the weight of a lifetime resting heavily upon her. 

 But even then, there was space for understanding, 

 for seeing the person she had been, 

 and the battles she had weathered. 

 I choose to meet those memories 

 with compassion and forgiveness, 

 holding on to the truth 

 that love, in all its imperfect forms, 

 was always there beneath the surface. 

Today, I choose to honour 

 the bright girl she once was, 

 the strong mother she became, 

 and the quiet companionship 

 we shared in her later years. 

 

In recent years, Barbie’s health began to falter. After a series of falls earlier this year, 
her physical and mental health declined more sharply as dementia took hold. From 
February, she lived at Duncote Hall Care Home, where she quickly became very popular 
with the staff, who in turn, gave her both love and care, making her as comfortable as 
she could be. 
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On November 22nd Barbie died. So ended the life of a woman full of spark – bright, 
energetic, loyal, and loving. A woman who gave her family stability, warmth, and a deep 
sense of home. A woman who everyone will remember for her kindness, her sense of 
fun and the unshakeable love she showed for all those who meant so much to her. 
 


