Margaret Parks
March 17, 2011

07/16/1924-03/17/2011
Margaret Parks, age 86 of Bellingham passed away March 17, 2011. She was born July
16, 1924 in Bellingham to Leo and Valerie (Frere) Logan. Margaret enjoyed gardening
(especially roses), reading, and in later years camping trips in the early spring to Newport,
Oregon, to collect agates of all sizes. She was a member of the Eagles and the American
Legion. She was preceded in death by her husband Robert H. Parks and her brothers
Leo and Philip Logan, sister Marie Best, and her adopted grandson Kevin VanderHaak.
She is survived by her sons Donald Crape (Connie) and Robert Parks, Jr. (Patty),
daughter Sally Bell (Bob), 8 grandchildren, 11 great-grandchildren and sister Julia
McCormack. Memorials may be made to Whatcom Hospice. A Celebration of Margaret’s
life will be held at Westford’s Broadway Hall, 1300 Broadway, on Friday, March 25th at 3
PM.

Comments

“

Dear family,
I had the privilege and pleasure of working with Margaret 30+/- years ago at
Bellingham Frozen Foods. I appreciated her dry sense of humor and her stories and
she had a twinkle in her eyes that always caught my attention. I have always
remembered her as one of my favorite co-workers from thoses days.
May you to be blessed with good memories to get you through these days of loss
and sadness. Evonne

Evonne Dyksterhuis - March 23, 2011 at 07:03 PM

“

Don, Sally and Bob:
I am so sorry to hear of your mothers passing on March 17. My mother passed away
on March 9. My thoughts and prayers are with you at this time and wish you all
comfort and peace.

Diana (Moore) Armstrong - March 21, 2011 at 01:51 PM

“

Dear Sally and Family,
It is so hard to lose someone you love. Even though your mother (grandmother,
great-grandmother, sister) is gone from this life, she will live on within your hearts.
Knowing this can give you strength and comfort to continue on your life’s path. Your
mother lives on in you!
With sincere sympathy.

John and Kris Norton and Family - March 21, 2011 at 12:45 PM

“

It is impossible to think about Margaret without picturing roses. Margaret was my
neighbor for more than two decades, and I will miss her rye assessment of the world
and how it works which we sometimes talked about when she was out with her
flowers. I figured the roses bloomed for her. The day she died I looked over her
backyard fence and saw a bank of brilliant purple crocuses, which seemed fitting. A
lovely send-off to Margaret. She embraced life like she did her garden with care and
determination. She loved her family, and their response to her final days speaks to
that wonderful love. From across the funny little fence that separates our houses, I
will truly miss Margaret. I loved her. She is with Bob, who most likely called his lady
home.

Mary Gillilan - March 18, 2011 at 07:07 PM

