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Rev. David Bond 
This tribute was delivered at Steve’s Memorial Service at St. Mary, Langley 

Just before he came to Otham, Steve sent us a very brief synopsis of his previous life. This slightly 

adapted version of that synopsis makes a very convenient introduction to this tribute. 

My name is Steven Hughes, married to Mandy and we have two children. In my present job I work 

on behalf of Lancashire Church leaders in developing and maintaining links with people of other 

faiths. Before taking on this job I was priest in charge of Hoole St. Michael in Blackburn Diocese and 

before that I was priest in charge of three Anglican Churches, Bucharest, Belgrade and Sofia, in the 

Diocese in Europe. Prior to that Mandy and I ran a charity in Sibiu in Romania. I was ordained priest 

in 1983, served my curacy in Nuneaton, then worked in an ecumenical project in Birmingham before 

moving to Romania in October 1991. 

We are remembering Steve here at the same time as his funeral is taking place in St. Michael’s, 

Hoole. We are doing this at Mandy’s specific request but it inevitably means that she cannot talk to 

us herself this morning. She knew that others would concentrate on Steve’s work in Europe and on 

his time here in Otham and Langley but she wanted us to know about his close connection with 

St. Michaels. 

Having moved as a child to the village where his dad Phil was the local bobby, Steve was involved in 

the Church at St Michaels from a young age. He was a member of the PCC at 17, helped with Sunday 

School, and the Cubs football team and started training for ordained Ministry from Hoole. He told 

Mandy that when he decided to become a Vicar, he told the then Bishop of Blackburn that he was 

a beer drinking, smoking darts & snooker player but felt he would make a good Priest but he had no 

clue how you did that. 

He went to Durham University to study for his theology degree leaving a good job as a finger print 

expert with Lancashire Constabulary and then to Cambridge to train as a Priest. But Hoole was 

always home, St Michaels his Church, no matter where he travelled. Eventually, following his return 

from Romania he became Rector and the Church thrived. He was Chair of Governors at St Michaels 

Church School and had a real gift for engaging the children, who would stop him in the street and 

at school to say “Hello Rev Steve”. Following the tragic events in May 2017 when the Manchester 

arena was bombed, Georgina Callander - one of the children who he had impressed – was one of 

those killed. Steve played a big part in her funeral as her parents had remembered her talking about 

him. I know that this affected him deeply. 

In Mandy’s words Steve was a good non-traditional, out of the mould Vicar. He was passionate 

about Unity in the Church, the place of children, young people and families, and making it all relate 

to real life. He stayed true to his convictions, was never stuffy or pious, and brought people into the 

Church who might never have otherwise come. He stopped the smoking but never the beer, and 

never expected Mandy to be the Vicar’s Wife!! 

But now I come back to that brief synopsis that Steve provided before he came and try to put a bit 

of flesh on the bare bones. 

In that brief summary of his life Steve says “Mandy and I ran a charity in Sibiu in Romania”. 
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Almost a throw-away line but it conceals what was clearly an absolutely fundamental part of 

their lives. 

Steve was working in an Ecumenical Project in Birmingham when Nicolae Ceaușescu and his wife 

Elena were executed in Romania on Christmas Day 1989. Soon afterwards came the stories of 

poverty and abandoned children in orphanages. Horrific pictures on TV - a major tragedy. 

Following substantial fundraising by local parishes and schools and donations of food and clothes a 

convoy of 11 trucks and vans was seen off from Birmingham to Romania. That was in 1990. In 1991 

Steve and Mandy with a ten-week-old baby left Birmingham permanently for Romania. 

By 1992 Mandy was building ante- natal links with hospitals and Steve was working hard at building 

church links. They later acquired a village house that was to become a centre of reconciliation and 

which formed the centre from which Steve was able to bridge the congregations of the Orthodox 

and unofficial church. The work of Steve and Mandy for the orphans and those in poverty in Romania 

was a shared passion and what they started lives on. 

Adina, their daughter, says that one of the best things about growing up in Romania was that they 

had a bond as a family that was very special. “It was just us and so we had to be there for each 

other.”  She says the best memories that they had as a family though were the times they spent 

travelling. Steve loved taking them to new places, and so nearly every summer he would pack up 

the car and they were off! 

He would drive across Europe, sometimes for weeks at a time and there was always an element of 

surprise to the trips, since they hardly ever booked anywhere to stay. He would make Adina and 

Ben play “spot a campsite” when they were nearing the end of a long driving day. 

His time in the Diocese of Europe continued from 1996 to 2000 covering spells as priest in charge in 

Bucharest, Belgrade and Sofia before he came back to the UK but although he found this period of 

his ministry very varied and interesting, Romania was clearly the real deal. 

That is something of Steve’s life before he came here but what is his story since he became our 

Parish Priest nearly 7 years ago? 

Steve was active in the local Christians Together and in the Deanery. He was Area Dean twice and 

helped out in Boughton Monchelsea after Geoff retired and before Phil arrived. 

He played a positive role in local schools. He was a member and vice-chairman of the governing 

body for Madginford Infant school and then the united primary school. Following the creation of 

the new Team ministry, he served as a foundation governor at Leeds and Broomfield Primary School 

where he also led school worship. 

He was keen to bring the congregations of Otham and Langley closer together. Any incumbent 

knows that trying to bring different congregations together can often be a matter of extreme 

difficulty and potential trouble. His introduction of a new pattern of services in the Parish went some 

considerable way to achieve his aim - and with very little bloodshed. 

This was not the only change he had to address; the creation of the North Downs Team ministry 

meant the extension of his pastoral responsibilities to the neighbouring parish of Leeds and 

Broomfield with Kingsdown. 
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Steve was a strong family man. This comes across very clearly from their children Adina and Ben. 

The vicarage is not a large one particularly when compared to the former rectory just up the road 

but he and Mandy managed for lengthy periods to accommodate his grown-up children and their 

fierce sounding dogs. 

His poor health particularly more recently was a major problem for him but one with which he coped 

with courage and resolve.  His six month ban from driving following his heart operations was a major 

frustration he had to put up with - and at a time when his responsibilities were increasing. 

Those are some of the things he did but what did he enjoy - what were his enthusiasms?  They were 

an interesting mixture. 

To start with the basics - he enjoyed his pint and pie; simple, straightforward, nothing fancy. 

And then there was Manchester United which I am given to understand is a sporting body 

somewhere north of the Watford Gap.  It was amazing how often he managed to work MU into his 

sermons. It was a bold thing to do as he must have known that there was likely to be more support 

for Arsenal and Chelsea in this part of the world. 

Another of his enthusiasms was the Old Testament. Together with Manchester United it often 

featured significantly in his sermons. One of his favourite passages was the valley of dry bones and 

it was this reading that he chose for his induction to the Parish. 

And talking about sermons, his time in Romania was something else that often turned up, 

particularly in the first year or two. Romania had clearly been a very important, perhaps the most 

important part of his working life. 

And this leads on to another enthusiasm - ecumenism; his strong desire that God’s church should 

be one and that the divisions in the church was perhaps its greatest sin. Given the time he spent in 

Europe and his involvement with the Roman Catholic and Orthodox Churches amongst others this 

is perhaps hardly surprising. It was this background that led to him being appointed interfaith 

advisor for the Canterbury Diocese. 

He wasn’t a motorbike rider himself but he was an enthusiastic follower of the TT races on the Isle 

of Man. But “enthusiastic” does not do it justice. His daughter describes it as “a total and complete 

obsession” This year would have been the 50th time he had been there. When drafting the service 

roster, I knew I had to cover the end of May and beginning of June when he would be enjoying spills 

and thrills in the Isle of Man. 

So how do we remember Steve? I cannot do better than repeat what people have said to me: 

“He was someone with whom it was easy to have a friendship and to love.” 

“He was such a nice man.” 

“He did not have a presence; he was much more sincere, gentle and meaningful” 

“I always found him compassionate to talk over problems with and so easy to talk to” 

“His advice was always down to earth and straight to the point.” 

To be remembered as such a nice man, as compassionate, as a good listener and easy to talk over 

problems with is not a bad epitaph for a Parish Priest. 

May all the trumpets sound for him on the other side.  
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Mandy Hughes 
This tribute was delivered at Steve’s Funeral Service at St. Michael, Much Hoole 

Having read all the other wonderful tributes, which you are all about to hear, we realised that a big 

part of Steve’s life and Ministry was missing. How could we miss out the Much Hoole bit! 

Having moved as a child to the village where his dad Phil was the local bobby, Steve was involved in 

the Church here at St Michaels from a young age. He was a member of the PCC at 17, helped with 

Sunday School, and the Cubs football team and started his training for ordained Ministry from 

Hoole. I remember him telling me that when he decided to become a Vicar, he told the then Bishop 

of Blackburn that he was a beer drinking, smoking dart/snooker player but felt he would make a 

good Priest. He had no clue how you did that. 

He took himself off to Durham University, leaving a good job as a finger print expert with Lancashire 

Constabulary to study for his theology degree and then to Cambridge to train as a Priest. Hoole was 

always home, St Michaels his Church, no matter where we travelled. Eventually, following our return 

from Romania he became Rector and the Church thrived. He was Governor and chair of Governors 

at St Michaels Church School and Little Hoole School and had a real gift for engaging the children, 

who would stop him in the street and at school to say “hello Rev Steve”. This gift left a legacy so 

that following the tragic events in May 2017 when the Manchester arena was bombed, one of the 

children who he had impressed - Georgina Callander was killed. He played a big part in her funeral 

as her parents had remembered her talking about him. This affected him deeply. 

Our daughter and her friends set up a successful youth club that ran until they left for university, 

and the church was full of children especially at Christmas and other big occasions, but also for 

assemblies and church trails. Steve had been part of the community for years and as you can see 

today - still is and always will be. 

Steve was a good non-traditional, out of the mould Vicar. He was passionate about Unity in the 

Church, the place of children, young people and families, and making it all relate to real life. In the 

words of many “he preached a damn good sermon” stayed true to his convictions, was never stuffy 

or pious, and brought people into the Church who might never have otherwise. He stopped the 

smoking but never the beer, and never expected me to be the Vicars Wife!! I provided him with 

much sermon material over the years. 

Well Steve we hope we have done you proud today, I know you would have wanted to organise this 

yourself! You always made people laugh and cry at funerals and that’s what we will do for sure. 

Thank you for your work, friendship and love for us all. 

Rest in Peace and Rise in Glory! 
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The following tributes were delivered or read at Steve’s Funeral.  Some were also 

read at the Memorial Service. 

 

Fiona Guiver 
One of the original trustees for Steve and Mandy’s Charity and a family friend. 

I want to start by saying that I am here to represent those from Hawkesley, Kings Norton and 

members of SHARE and its predecessor Hawkesley Christian Romania Trust who cannot be here 

today but who send their love to all of you and in particular to Mandy, Adina, Ben and the 

wider family. 

I first met Steve back in 1988. We were new to the area fresh out of university and we thought we’d 

try the LEP (local ecumenical project) church across the road in a little primary school. There were 

many people there who had left their own churches to “plant” this almost unique set up and they 

became very good friends. The warm welcome (and possibly the link to the North – plus some joke 

about potatoes) made us stay and little did we know the adventure that was ahead of us. 

Mandy, if I recall correctly, had a part-time pastime of smuggling bibles into Eastern Europe. Steve 

well it was TT races all the way. Mandy instigated the church Balti nights in Sparkbrook and not to 

be outdone, Steve encouraged us to join us in “The Tunnel”, once even ahead of midnight service 

on Christmas Eve. I certainly had my horizons broadened!   Summer 1989 Steve and Mandy got 

married. Having dug out the old photos as a memory jogger, it reminds you of the relative speed of 

time – a very slim and young Steven alongside bridesmaids in yellow – oh and of course the bride 

Mandy. Steve as ever joking in the photos, at Kings Norton Parish Church. 

On Christmas Day 1989 Nicolae Ceausescu and his wife Elena were executed in Romania. Then came 

the horrific tales of poverty and abandoned children in orphanages… the plight was on out TV 

screens. All was set to change. 

The fundraising began in earnest. I have two key memories of this. The first was the Alexander 

athletics stadium in Birmingham, shared with many that I know. Whoever had the idea of lining up 

all those 2ps to break the world record was a genius. School children and volunteers arrived 

throughout the day dutifully laying down their 2ps. That was all well and good but for those of us 

on the late shift and there weren’t that many believe me three brooms and fingers and buckets 

nearly killed us collecting the cash up off the floor. Again Steve, and I believe his dad, were there 

cheerful to the last. We did not break the record, but we certainly broke many finger nails and awoke 

the next day with stiff joints. The second was the enthusiasm of the pupils in my then first job school 

who ran auctions and raised funds to the tune of several hundred pounds. 

Kings Norton Parish rallied round. We spent Saturdays down at the Saracens Head sorting through 

boxes of donations from tinned food to clothing. Debbie (who sadly cannot be here today) recalls 

trying on the fur coats that were donated and the boxful of chips that fed us all. The convoy of some 

11 trucks and vans was seen off to Romania. Debbie recalls the numerous Easter eggs destined for 

Romania but it appears were used to “facilitate” passage across borders. 

The next photo memory is that of Julie and a crowd of sixth formers. At Easter 1990 Julie and I went 

with them and their teacher to Timisoara. One minibus stacks of paint and an adventure to paint 
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the waiting room to the childrens’ hospital. An eye opener on all fronts in terms of the poverty. We 

stayed with Steve and Mandy’s contacts who bent over backwards to care for us all and feed us. 

When Steve and Mandy moved out to Romania in 1991, they made sure that they were fully 

prepared. Rumour has it that they were so attached to the toilet seat from the vicarage that it 

somehow found its way to Romania with them. I knew nothing of this but do recall the next 

incumbent requiring extensive renovations to the vicarage upon moving in! 

Summer of 1992 Julie and I travelled out again by road. By this time Mandy was pregnant again with 

Ben. Mandy was building links with hospitals in the world of ante natal in particular and Steve was 

working hard at building church links. One of our key tasks that week was delivering wheelchairs 

around the community with Steve. Again, in the summer of 1994 we headed to the recently acquired 

Cisnădioara - the village house that was to become a centre for reconciliation. We were 

instrumental in the early stages of hard labour on the grounds, clearing nettles and assorted weeds. 

From here grew so much in terms of projects and the widening of the net of link charities and 

Coventry Cathedral and saw the next phase of the charity where Steve was in particular able to 

bridge the congregations of orthodox and the unofficial church. It was in the latter part of the 

decade that his influence on the spiritual life of those around him gathered momentum. I didn’t see 

much of this but news came through newsletters and at our trustee meetings that took place in 

Sylvia’s and later Jane Crook’s house. 

Indeed, after Jane Crook’s husband passed away, she took his place on the board of trustees and in 

April 1998, was also privileged to spend 2 weeks in Romania, witnessing at first hand the work that 

Steve and Mandy were doing.  Her youngest son, who travelled with her, has very fond memories 

of his time in Romania and especially at Steve and Mandy’s home in Cisnădioara. 

There is so much more that could be shared about the work of Steve and Mandy in Romania and for 

Romania. They were a team with a shared passion. I remain as one of two original trustees and 

although Steve and Mandy stepped down some time ago, they remain in touch particularly through 

Jayne Williams, who guides us through the continuing work with occupational health and speech 

therapist links and more recently due to a very generous legacy to the trust the opportunity to 

provide a base in Romania to support ongoing and ground-breaking work. Without Steve and Mandy 

and those with a calling to Romania, none of this would be happening. 

Steve your legacy lives on. All the thoughts and positivity about what you gave to Romania in the 

hundreds of messages when I pulled together the application for the MBEs back in 2000 will no 

doubt have been replicated in the lead up today. You did an amazing job. In the words of Jane 

Crookes, “Thank you Steve for your friendship.  May you rest in peace”.  
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Right Rev. Trevor Wilmott, Bishop of Dover 

Steve came to the diocese in 2012, with a rich and wide experience, both as a human being and a 
priest, gained from serving in a variety of contexts.  He was collaborative to his fingertips, never 
wanting to be the centre of attention, but always working for the good of others in order to build 
up the Body of Christ.  He was a fine Pastor, always willing to go the second, if not the third, mile to 
listen and to serve. 

As Area Dean he brought much wisdom, both to the life of the deanery and to our wider councils in 
the diocese.  He had the knack of knowing when to speak and, perhaps equally importantly, when 
to keep quiet.   But when he did speak, he always had something of value to say, which built 
consensus; gifts much needed perhaps in our wider National debates at the moment. 

While increasing ill health limited some of the things he was able to do towards the end of his 
ministry in Otham and Langley, it was those human limitations which became vehicles for us to see 
something of God’s glory revealed in human weakness.  He touched many of us for good and today 
we mourn his dying.  We remember also Mandy and their family in our prayers, rejoicing in the all 
too brief time they were able to spend together in Wales, surrounding them with our love and 
prayers. 

May Steve this day rest in peace and rise in glory. 
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Ven. Stephen Taylor, Archdeacon of Maidstone 

The week before Steve's fateful fall he read Psalm 91 (read at both his funeral and memorial service) 

in his daily devotions and was so struck by it again that he commented on it to Mandy - reminding 

her it was this psalm that God used to send them both to Romania for a remarkable period of 

ministry together. 

It is a wonderful psalm sometimes given to soldiers in battle as a text to pray - a psalm of reassurance 

and a psalm to calm our fears. 

Many psalms are national psalms; the 'you' is a reference to Israel. This psalm is unusual as the 'you' 

throughout is singular and the author, date and context all unknown. 

So, it isn't difficult for this timeless psalm to draw us into an immediate relationship with God who 

is identified by four different names in the opening verses:  Most High, Almighty, The Lord and My 

God. These names by which we know God convey His might and power as well as the intimacy and 

the special relationship which we have with Him.  At the end of the psalm the declaration of the 

individual's love of God is unique in scripture and sets the psalm apart. 

Although best known for the statement of faith at its beginning and God's pledge to us at the end, 

at its heart are four metaphors and four ways God protects us. 

There are the terrors of the night 

The arrow that flies by day 

The pestilence of darkness 

And the destruction that wastes at midday 

Each of us at different times in our lives identify with these powerful enemies to our soul and to our 

equilibrium: doubts, fears and anxiety; finances, changing jobs, our health, physical pain and our 

own mortality. 

Steve faced these many faceted fears at different times in his life and knew the God who 

conquered them. 

God as a parent bird - gentle and compassionate; As sword and buckler - strong and protective; With 

His Angels - miraculous and powerful With His own presence - eternal and victorious.  God promises 

to all who love Him, who know His name and who call upon Him, that he will be with us in the hard 

times, rescue us from impossible times and take us into the eternal times with Him. 

When I met Sir David Steel CEO Leeds Castle last week spoke of Steve saying 'he was such a nice 

man' and sends his condolences to you here today. 

When I interviewed Steve 7 years ago, he described his ecclesiology as 'Low Lancastrian' and in 

things liturgical he had a reverent but nevertheless pragmatic attitude to communicating the things 

of God. He was a man of God who never failed, whether in formal preaching or everyday 

conversation, to share the reality of God. When Mandy overcame her own health issues, he gave 

God the glory for what he believed was a miraculous intervention in her life. 

Steve was a kind, generous hearted man who touched the lives of many for good.  May he rest in 

peace and rise in glory!  
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Canon John Corbyn, Rector and Area Dean of North Downs 

It seems hardly possible that Steve came to join us in the North Downs Deanery almost 7 years ago. 

He rapidly become a well-loved and respected colleague. He was never worried about facing change 

whether that was the pattern of services in Otham or Langley soon after his arrival or the parish re-

organisation which led to the creation of the North Downs Team ministry and which meant that his 

responsibilities extended to include a second parish, Leeds and Broomfield with Kingswood. 

He played a positive role in local schools as a member and vice-chair of the governing body for 

Madginford Infant school and then the united primary school. With changing parish organisation, 

he also served as a foundation governor at Leeds and Broomfield Primary School where he also led 

school worship. 

Steve played an active role in the local Churches Together and the Deanery. He was regular in his 

attendance at Deanery Chapter and served as Area Dean on two occasions. 

Steve's frank parish magazine articles were much appreciated by our local free paper providing it 

with regular material. Steve was always friendly and hospitable. 

In recent days people have been saying how much they appreciated his personal and pastoral 

ministry. One comment sums up those of so many people, 'he was such a nice man'. 

May he rest in peace and rise in glory! 
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Linzi, Mark and Gary Hughes 
Steve’s nieces and nephews 

You’ve left this earth behind, you went too fast 

Now all we have are memories and stories from the past 

 

But as we look up to the sky above, the stars shining bright 

We know you’re watching over us, looking down, a shining light 

 

So, we’ve got a few things we would just like to say 

To everyone in this church, on this special day 

 

You grew up with your brothers and played football on the park 

And you often had a drink or two, in the pub, after dark 

 

All the years you spent visiting the Isle of Man 

To watch the TT racing, you were an avid fan 

 

You went to Old Trafford and watched United win 

But you had to drive, when you saw the state I was in 

 

You married your own daughter and watched her say I do 

And then you baptised your grandson, oh how proud that made you 

 

The days, months and years ahead will never be the same 

Because a beloved dad, husband, uncle, brother, you can never be replaced 

 

Even though we’re sad, we know that we’ve been blessed 

To know you Uncle Steven, you really were the best 

 

Don’t worry; we’ll look out for Mandy, Adina and Ben 

You look after Grandma and Grandad, until we meet again   
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Adina 
Steve’s daughter 

When I think of my dad, and his life, and our life together as a family I can’t help but smile. There 

are so many good memories that I struggle to think of them all, and I certainly wouldn’t have time 

to tell them all here today. Of course, he could be a right pain, but he was our pain and we love him 

so much. 

One of the best things about growing up in Romania with my dad, mum and Ben was that we had a 

bond as a family that was very special. It was just us and so we had to be there for each other. There 

was always a new and exciting adventure that dad was taking us on, whether it was a new house, 

new people or new places to visit. Thanks to my dad and mum I got to experience more in my first 

11 years than a lot of people get to their whole lives. 

I’ve got to say, the best memories that we had as a family though were the times we spent travelling. 

Dad absolutely loved taking us new places, and so nearly every summer he would pack up the car 

and we were off! Dad was an expert car packer, he could easily get two bikes, several bags, a stove, 

pots, pans, a tent, all our toys and enough food to last us a month into the boot of our car. He 

seemed unconcerned that I would be sat on top of a tin of beans or that Ben had a handle bar by 

his ear. He would drive us across Europe, sometimes for weeks at a time and there was always an 

element of surprise to the trips, since we hardly ever booked anywhere to stay. He would make me 

and Ben play “spot a campsite” when we were nearing the end of a long driving day. We went to 

Poland several times, and every time our tent flooded. In Germany he introduced the Stein and 

schnitzel, in Holland he took us to a town all about cheese. But our favourite place was a lake in 

Hungary where I got to see my dad at his best. My absolute favourite memories with my dad 

happened there, and I will cherish them forever. 

And when you think of my dad and travelling, I can’t not mention his total and complete obsession 

with the Isle of Man, and the TT races. This year would have been the 50th time he had been there. 

Dad knew the TT race course and the whole island like the back of his hand. When we went as a 

family, we would take the ferry overnight and dock onto the island first thing in the morning. 

Nothing was open, so the first thing we did was he would drive us around a lap of the course, telling 

us about it as we drove. 

One of the most special moments me and dad shared was the day I married Nik. He walked me up 

the aisle and then turned around and married us, cracking a joke as he always did. As we waited 

together to get to the church, he put the tv on and we sat and watched football together. That was 

another thing I’m sure you all know about dad, his unfailing love for Manchester United. 

It’s hard to talk about my dad and not mention my mum. Everything they did, they did together. 

They were the definition of partners in crime. One of them would have a crazy idea and the other 

would jump on board. Together they accomplished so much and changed so many lives. My dad 

certainly lived his life to the fullest. 

I have a lot to thank my dad for. I loved that he basically worked from home, so every day before 

school he would be there to make me breakfast. Some of the best egg sandwiches ever. He never 

failed to encourage me to strive for the biggest dreams. He was there the day I started university, 

and the day I finished. He would spell check and read through all my important assignments, even 
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though he knew nothing about biology. He drove me to and from college every day for 2 years 

because there wasn’t a decent bus service. I loved how adamant he was that he would never love a 

dog, only to completely fall head of heels for one. Unwell though he was he got to see me in 

Copenhagen and my new life there. 

My dad was who he was from the day he was born until the day he died. 
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Ben 
Steve’s son 

Dad, I hate the fact we are doing this today but I love the fact we shared so much. I didn’t just lose 

a dad on the day you died I also lost a friend. He was and always will be the greatest man and if you 

all look around the amount of people here backs that up. 

You lived your life to help others and that’s what you were born to do. If that was helping someone 

through a hard time in death or welcoming a new baby into the church family its what you did best. 

Between you and mum you changed a small part of the world for better and I burst with pride when 

I speak about what you have achieved in your life. On behalf of myself and all the people you have 

affected I say thank you. 

On a more personal note I will miss you every day but remember you with a smile and a full heart. 

Adina hit the nail on the head when she spoke about our family adventures and the excitement we 

all had when they day came to get in that car and drive across Europe. But as Adina has said it so 

perfectly, I will talk about some of my memories. 

GOLF!! Wow that’s one thing you never mastered, but like everything else you tried your best. I 

remember badgering you to let me come with you to play at Charnock Richard and finally you caved 

and took me when I was old enough! From then I was hooked. Because of you I have been lucky to 

play some amazing golf courses and we played them together. Kuala Lumpur GC stands out as one 

of the best golfing experiences I will ever have. We both had some shockers like the time we both 

slap-hooked our tee shots into a bush 50 yards ahead of us on the 1st at a golf club in Luxembourg, 

yes mum and Adina were watching!! We also had some great football days, especially when we saw 

Burscough beat Gillingham in the 1st round of the FA cup. We both said that was the greatest 

atmosphere we had witnessed at a game. I know we would have enjoyed some Preston games 

together in your retirement. 

All this being said the things I will miss the most are the small things, the texts when United or PNE 

won. The father-son afternoon pints where we would talk sports, sports and more sports. But the 

best quality my dad had was the relentless want for me and Adina to succeed in whatever it was we 

wanted to do. No matter what he was always so supportive and always proud of who we became. 

This final part is by far the hardest part to write. For years he was adamant just like the dog that he 

did not want a grandchild. Guess what dad you got one but my word, you lit up every time you saw 

Harrison. I know you wanted to be around to see him grow, but the 8 months you had with him I 

will cherish. I thank you for doing Harrisons christening because alongside Adina’s wedding being 

able to welcome your own grandson into the church you served was a huge honour for you. 

I could waffle for days about the great memories we had as a family but Ill spare you all that pain 

and end it by saying this. We thank you all for coming today to celebrate the life of a great father, 

husband, grandad, brother and friend. And from me personally dad thank you for being you, thank 

you for making a difference, thank you for being the greatest dad and friend to me. I love you and I 

will miss you but I will always smile at the fact I was lucky to be your son. Bye Dad! 

  



Rev. Steven Hughes MBE  1952-2019 
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Steve’s Prayer for Christian Unity 

 

Father don’t make us like them, 

Don’t make them like us, 

Make us more like you. 


