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Reflections from Reverend Jacqueline 

November marks the start of Remembrance season in the Church calendar. 

Remembrance is a time of deep personal emotion, where we reflect about the 

people we love but see no longer. Churches across the Ministry Team celebrate 

All Hallows or All Saints at the beginning of November. We will be holding 

services in all the churches to give thanks for the people we have lost and light a 

candle in their memory. There will be opportunity, as you come into church, to 

add your loved onesȗ names to a list of the departed. 

We also look towards Armistice Day and Remembrance Sunday. In a society where 

daily we hear stories of war, civil unrest and violence, we might wonder what it is 

that makes 11th November worth commemorating. War forms part of our everyday 

culture. It is the backdrop to video game franchises and Hollywood blockbusters.  

The events of over a century ago are easily forgotten as more contemporary issues 

take precedence over our lives. To commemorate those who paid the ultimate 

sacrifice so we can enjoy our freedoms is to show respect, humility and gratitude for 

a short space of time. It is a reminder that away from the screen, there is no reset 

button and the costs were real.  

On Sunday 9th November we will be commemorating those from our parishes who 

gave their lives fighting for the benefit of future generations. For two generations 

families, in our parishes and around the world, knew the cost and pain of losing 

someone. We gather to pay our respects to those who did not come home in 1918 

nor in 1945 and still do not come home today. These brave women and men are part 

of our history, and we should be proud to say șthank youȚ. Perhaps as we gather this 

Remembrance Sunday, we might reflect on how we, who are not on a front line or 

facing the threat of violence, may offer support and comfort to those whose lives 

have been torn apart and now seek stability and safety.  

 Revd Jacqueline 

 

Give justice to the weak and the orphan; 

    maintain the right of the lowly and the destitute. 

Rescue the weak and the needy;  

    deliver them from the hand of the wicked.   

Psalm 82 vv.3-4 

 

 

 

This monthȖs theme is AVENUES 
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GUNBY HALL  

 

 

As we crossed the flat landscapes of east Lincolnshire towards the Wolds, I didnȗt really 

know where we were going. Our daughter Ellie was driving towards the coast and she 

mentioned the town of Spilsby which set off in my mind a vague and muddled memory of a 

line or two from John Betjeman:  

Kirkby with Muckby-cum-Sparrowby-cum-Spinx 

Is down a long lane in the county of Lincs. 

The signposts seemed to point to a number of towns and villages ending Ȗ-byȗ including 

Skendleby, Scremby, Candlesby, Raithby, Orby, Gunby, Hundleby and Mavis Enderby. 

Apparently, this Ȗ-byȗ ending derives from Old Norse byr, indicating a Viking farmstead or 

settlement during Danelaw. Iȗd never been to any of them before but then we turned into 

the entrance to Gunby Park and Gardens. As aged parents, we were driven at 5 mph over 

the cattle grid and up the curving vista of the 800m lime avenue towards the elegant 

country house of 1700. In the early days of avenues, lime trees were often chosen for their 

swift growth and soft leafy canopy of shade in summer. Their pollen-laden summer flowers 

attract the insects, particularly lime aphids. Their sweet excreta tend to stipple the 

windscreens and bodywork of our precious vehicles with a honeydew of sticky droppings 

and so lime trees are now less than popular with motorists. 

Gunby Hall was given to the National Trust by the Massingberd family in 1944 and it is a 

place rich in associations. In the clock tower entrance to the stable block, there was a 

painted coat-of-arms with the Latin Massingberd motto: SATIS EST MERVISSE meaning that 
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ȖIt is enough to have servedȗ. Sir Henry Massingberd received a baronetcy from Oliver 

Cromwell and somehow managed to retain it after the restoration of Charles II. In the 19th 

Century, some of their coastal land was sold to the Earl of Scarborough which led to the 

development of Skegness as a resort for workers visiting by rail. 

The Reverend George Clayton Tennyson was the rector in the village of Somersby (1807 ȓ 

1831) not far away and his son Alfred was a visitor at Gunby Hall which apparently, he 

evoked as Ȗa haunt of ancient peaceȗ in his poem ȖThe Palace of Artȗ. Over the fireplace in 

the entrance hall, there is a framed handwritten quotation of the relevant verse signed in 

ink AT. And, of course, Tennysonȗs huge bronze statue stands on the hill by Lincoln 

Cathedral along with his seated wolfhound Karenina. 

Room after room in Gunby Hall provides interest and evokes the lives of the people who 

used to live and work there. Upstairs, rooms and pictures are devoted to family members 

and friends who called themselves The Pioneers and who had many connections with 

Bloomsbury, music and womenȗs suffrage. In the basement and cellar rooms, there are 

kitchens and the servantsȗ bells, always so socially revealing of life upstairs and downstairs. 

Outside again and into the sunlight beyond the basement, there is the colourful Victorian 

garden, and the kitchen gardens. The stable block houses a second-hand bookshop where I 

chanced upon New Verse, an anthology compiled by Geoffrey Grigson, which was first 

published by Faber in August 1939 on the brink of war. And there they are again, the ȖPylon 

poetsȗ of the 1930s, MacNeice, Spender, Auden and Day Lewis, nicknamed MacSpaunday, 

and many others. This second edition (1942) was awarded as a Central School Richmond 

1st Prize Ȗfor Progress and Proficiencyȗ to one Iris Griffiths (Upper 4) in 1943. I wonder 

what she made of it.  

For me, it is now a memento to accompany my cherished memories and impressions of a 

delightful visit, so well-chosen for us by our daughter, Ellie, after a previous day-trip to 

Melton Mowbray and its distinctive pie-shop and pies. The anthology is now a period piece 

as everything becomes in its own due course, even ourselves and our prize possessions, 

when we look back down the avenues of time towards some distant vanishing point.  

Duncan Forbes 
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Yalta to Sevastopol  

Svetlana Stalina was the youngest child and only daughter of Soviet leader Joseph Stalin, 

who doted on her. 

In her teens, determined to follow her own life, she fell out with her father and later with 

the assistance of Sir Edward Heath, Svetlana defected from the Soviet Union to the West 

in 1967 and denounced her father and his cruelty. 

She gave few interviews, but on one of these rare occasions, she was asked, șWhat do you 

miss most about your time in Russia?Ț. 

This question to a woman who had lived at the supreme top of the Politburo, the highest 

policyȤmaking committee of Communist Parties, modelled on the organizational structures 

of the Soviet Union. Communist it may have been, but it came with immense privileges, 

specially reserved lanes on the main roads, access to special food reserves and Dachas in 

the country. 

Her reply was: 

șThe avenue of Cypress trees 

on the road from Yalta to SevastopolȚ. 

!!! 

John Moles  

 

The Avenue of Cypress Trees 

 

 

 

 Jasper is also an Army 
Cadet and has retained 
those disciplines so well 
ingrained in his very early 
years 

(see next page) 
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Avenue to Discipline  

Jasper attended an ȖInterestingȗ Play Group. 

The play group was ȖPavilioned in Splendourȗ in a house in Brighton. This incredible 

establishment was run by a group of splendidly-decorated young ladies, all sporting tattoos; 

multiple earrings; multicoloured hair and copious chains. The floors were bare, the 

basement used for creative activities, sported walls; ceiling and floor, covered in every 

possible colour of paint. Here, safely below ground, the youngsters were encouraged to 

Ȗexpress themselvesȗ. 

The group was obviously a very laid-back and easy-going institution. 

ALL VERY ȖBRIGHTON ȟ.  OR WAS IT???? 

Self-discipline was totally expected of them all. 

Mess was key to learning (and fun), but they were taught from day one that you can only 

make a mess if it starts tidy. So, when ȖTidy up Timeȗ was sung, to the tune of Frère 

Jacques, every child, regardless of age (and potentially hypnotised by the song), tidied up 

until everything was back in its place (ready to make a mess again the next day). 

My daughter, on her first visit, asked if there was somewhere for the infants to sleep, as she 

hoped Jasper would learn the art of afternoon napping (or sleeping in general)!    

șYesȚ, was the reply as the teacher pointed to a pile of African blankets. șThey can take a 

blanket and have a sleep wherever and whenever they like, PROVIDING they return it to the 

pile!!!!!Ț 

On one occasion, my daughter dropped in at around lunchtime, and there, scattered about 

the hard wooden floors were little cocoons of brown blankets, some singly, others 

snuggled up in groups in any nook or cranny they could find. 

Another aspect of the regime was that all the members of the group went for a mid-day 

outing, REGARDLESS of the weather, a concept based very much on Ranulf Fiennesȗ view: 

șThere is no such thing as bad weather, only inappropriate clothingȚ. 

So, hail, rain, snow, sunshine and storms, the youngsters donned their bright coloured 

tabards and ventured forth into whatever the Good Lord had to offer. 

On their return, they were expected to remove any wet clothing and draw from their Ȗdry 

bagsȗ fresh clothing and redress THEMSELVES. 

Angie and I visited there on more than one occasion and were, as Ȗhard-bitten teachersȗ, 

very impressed by the discipline and order and self-reliance of these very young children. 

The result was, in my grandsonȗs case, a very commanding and resourceful 14-year-old 

ȖSailing Club Captainȗ.    (see photo on previous page) 

I can only conclude by quoting that great seaside figure, ȖPunchȗ - șThatȗs the way to do it!Ț 

John Moles  

Footnote: 

1.   My apologies, folks, in the case of Brighton with its Royal Pavilion, I could not resist a pun on Sir 

Robert Grantȗs great hymn ȖO Worship the Kingȗ, and in the case of the play group, I consider I have 

ȖGilded them with (well-deserved) praise!!! 

  



November 2025  Prestbury Parish Magazine 

~ 6 ~ 

The Avenue ----  CLEEVELANDS AVENUE  

Nigel and I married in August 1968. Prior to this we had purchased our home to be ȓ 

number 48 Cleevelands Avenue. Because neither of us lived in Cheltenham this was really 

going to be șa new beginning for usȚ. We had made one or two visits to the house but not 

really done anything due to the timescale. We had spoken to one or two people briefly and 

they all were pleasant and welcoming. One afternoon a man rang the doorbell and walked 

in with a tray of tea and cake for us. Little did I know then that one night he would be 

coming across the road with a ladder at midnight to climb up into the bedroom to let me 

into the house. Nigel was away and I had let Cindy onto the grass just before going to bed. 

The door closed on me. There were two young children asleep in bed!!!!! 

Back to 1968 

Arriving at our house late in the evening after our honeymoon and calling in on our parents 

(Halifax and Leicester) on our journey from the Lake District we noticed a large bucket 

outside the French door. It was full of beautiful garden flowers with a note șwelcome to 

your new home from the Bates (number 44)Ț. A few days later reality hit me as I looked 

around the house. It was, shall we say, a dirty un-cared for dump. I knew this and I also 

could visualise it could be turned into a lovely home. The plan was that I would not work ȓ 

well, not paid work. Fortunately, I had the skills and Yorkshire Grit to turn this house 

around. So where do I start? I have a bed, two old wooden chairs and a small table, no 

curtains nor carpets, plenty of dirt and an overgrown garden. Oh yes, and a husband that 

worked away a few nights a week. One morning the doorbell rang, it was Wendy (Bates) 

from number 44 and from that day to this I never looked back as she was a life saver. I had 

left a good job, lots of friends and a good social life in Leicester and here I was ȓ talk about 

a new beginning, it was a complete life changer. 

After lots of chat, coffee and information Wendy asked me if I would like to meet up in the 

afternoon with some local ladies. She did issue a warning that there would be babies and 

toddlers there as well. I couldnȗt wait to go. Of course, they were all interested in this new 

person. On the way home I bought a dog. A lovely new-born Border Collie puppy. That 

was the sensible thing I did. The not-so-sensible thing was to invite my newfound friends 

round for coffee. Thinking afterwards șwhat are they going to sit on in this hardly lived in 

house?Ț I gave them Wedding cake with pieces of cheese which is what we do șUP 

NORTHȚ. A piece of cheese is always eaten with fruit cake and apple pie. They thought I 

had taken the marzipan off the cake. Our life just moved on from now. 

I could write for ever about life on Cleevelands Avenue but that could be boring so will do 

a potted version. The Avenue consisted of many different people with different 

backgrounds, sizes of families, people on their own, cultures and ages. This made for a 

diverse and interesting life. To say it was friendly is a little understated; it was quite unique 

and as my mother quoted when she was visiting for a few days, șyou will never live 

anywhere with a community like thisȚ. Wendy took me along to Young Wives which took 

place in the mission church. This was the forerunner of our beautiful church we now have. 

Not being a country girl, I wondered where she was taking me as we ploughed on over a 

couple of fields in the dark. There were no lights down Swindon Lane and none of the 

modern houses behind the hedge on the left before the hut. I met the vicar, and he soon 

visited number 48 with a quest for help with the Brownie Pack. Another case of getting 
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involved ȓ well I was a trained Brownie Guider. That was 1968 and the start of a long 

happy Guiding commitment at St Nicolasȗ and Gloucestershire County ȓ thirty years. 

We had a baby-sitting group with its rules and popper beads to pay with ȓ one for every 

hour until midnight and then the rate was doubled. If you didnȗt sit you couldnȗt go out. 

Children played together and mixed not only with other children but with older 

generations. There was Mummy and Daddy Gibson and nice Auntie Marjorie plus Little 

Pigs; a lady who read that well-known story better than anyone and was number one 

babysitter in our house. I would get a welcome sometimes when pushing my pram on the 

avenue from șnice Auntie MarjorieȚ who would encourage me to have a Cinzano and 

lemonade whilst she amused the children. We had a great street party in 1977 to celebrate 

the Queenȗs Jubilee, a fancy dress parade and competition, a table laden with food, a cake, 

disco, dancing and just a great coming together. 

When the time came that we were leaving the Avenue it was with a heavy heart, but it was 

time to move on as circumstances had altered. I must admit I was quite tearful as I left the 

house we had turned into a home where our children had lived their early years. I have to 

say that I donȗt think they have ever forgiven us for taking them away from their happy 

home. Number 48 was and always will be our roots that we grew from in Cheltenham. The 

friends we made there are still our close friends today ȓ what a legacy? 

Gill Woodcock 

 

 

 

 The Promenade,  Cheltenham   c 1895  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Promenade,  Cheltenham   c 1895 

The Times described this as șThe most beautiful thoroughfare in Europe!Ț  
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Avenues  

When I was growing up in the 1930s, not only did I begin following the horses I also began 

following the crowds that followed them. Racegoers in their hundreds used to march in an 

endless column from St James Railway Station in the centre of town, past my home in the 

Evesham Road to Prestbury Park. They were a strange cross section of humanity, from the 

well-to-do to the down-and-out with all sorts in between one of which was Ras Prince 

Monolulu. As I watched this column of racegoers move slowly northwards, I would be 

looking for one particular figure who stood out from the rest, not like a sore thumb but 

like a great, dancing peacock. As soon as I spotted Ras Prince Monolulu, I would dart 

downstairs and out of the front door and join the procession as close to the countryȗs 

most famous tipster as I could get. Having reached the racecourse, the crowd would queue 

at the turnstiles and I would make my way onto the course amongst the action, avoiding 

loose horses that had fallen, and close enough to the fences to hear the jockeys shouting at 

each other. As Prestbury Park was criss-crossed with public footpaths one could roam 

about free of charge. I would have been between the ages of 7 and 10. So who was this 

strange man who drew me to the races like a magnet? It is a long story and one that has 

always fascinated me. I will be as brief as I can. 

Ras Prince Monolulu was of African descent, and like so many nowadays anxious to leave 

that continent for a better life, so he emigrated, not in a șsmall boatȚ but in a large one. 

This man of ambition stowed away on a ship bound for America. Arriving in the States with 

nothing but the clothes he wore, he was fostered by the Salvation Army, found himself 

carrying a large banner along 5th Avenue ahead of a procession leading General Booth and 

shouting șAlleluiaȚ. He was taught the Scriptures, told he was a natural orator by a 

Scotsman who gave him a name, that of Peter Mackay, and sent out into the street corners 

of New York to preach. He was unpaid but he was fed which was the most important thing 

to Mackay but his object in life was not to be an evangelist but to make money and 

progress in life, so he left the USA and worked his passage on a cattle-boat bound for the 

UK. 

Here in England he earned money busking, doing odd jobs in West End theatres and 

standing in gutters singing patriotic songs. One day in 1903, which happened to be Derby 

Day, he found enough cash to go to Epsom, saw tipsters at work and decided he could do 

better, which he did with a vengeance. He called himself Ras Prince Monolulu, dressed 

himself in baggy silk pantaloons and spats, wore an ostrich feather head-dress, had a lion 

claw mascot around his neck, sported a waistcoat covered in signs of the Zodiac, a tartan 

cummerbund and he carried a tartan umbrella. He was a big man of 6 foot 4 inches, with 

dark skin and flashing white teeth and when he danced around in circles screaming șI got a 

horseȚ, few could resist parting with sixpence for a slip of paper with the name of the dayȗs 

șcertaintyȚ scribbled on it. 

From that day on, June 5th 1903, Peter McKay never looked back. He was popular on most 

of the racecourses in England and many on the continent and he made big money, not with 

his sixpenny tips but with gambling. In 1920 he made £150,000 including an £8,000 win on 

Spion Kop in The Derby. In six months he lost the lot and was penniless. He was popular, 

not only with the East End dockers but the aristocracy and gentry. Lord Lonsdale, one of 

the three wealthiest men in the land was a particular friend. When the Yellow Earl died in 

1944, Ras Prince Monolulu, attended the funeral, sent an elaborate wreath pinned to which 
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was one of his poems. This one was praising the virtues of the 5th Earl of Lonsdale and 

quoting the scriptures, learned during his time with the Salvation Army. 

Ras Prince Monolulu came to all the important meetings at Prestbury Park staying at 

boarding houses in Cheltenham, Whaddon and Prestbury. In March 1945, seven months 

before I joined Spirax and when their offices were at Beechmount, Pittville Circus Road he 

wandered past on his way to the races. Quick as a flash our advertising agent saw an 

opportunity and dashed outside with his camera and asked Monolulu to strike a pose 

which, of course, he was delighted to do. The resulting advertisement would have read 

something like this; șWANT A TIP? BUY SPIRAXȚ with a picture of Monolulu leaping into the 

air with mouth wide open. Soon after receiving his photo Monolulu replied ending his letter 

with șGood luck and prosperity to SpiraxȚ. Words that certainly came true. The firm grew 

rapidly from a total workforce of less than 200 to one of 7,500, becoming world leaders in 

their own field of engineering. 

Five years later I took my 

own photo of Monolulu. 

This was at the 1950 

Derby where he would 

willingly stop work and 

pose for any request. 

Little did I think in my 

childhood that my hero of 

the time would one day 

be strutting his stuff for 

me! 

 

In my 10 years of being a 

Prestbury resident 1945 

to 1955 I often wondered 

why New Barn Avenue 

was always referred to as 

Abyssinia. Now thanks to 

Brian Wood, I have 

renewed my curiosity and 

I think I know the answer. 

Ras Prince Monolulu 

stayed in New Barn 

Avenue for the races. Can 

anyone prove me wrong? 

Bernard Parkin 

 

  

Ras Prince Monolulu at Epsom on Derby Day 
1950 
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CELTIC COMMUNION AT LINEOVER  

On 21st September, on the eve of the Autumnal 

Equinox, a small but fortunate group of us 

enjoyed a lovely ramble around Lineover wood 

where we wondered at the age, size and history 

of the Heritage tree and took time to sit on a 

bench looking out over the trees to Cheltenham 

below. The walk was followed by the Celtic 

Communion which was held in a copse of mature 

pine trees, where we sat on logs as the sun 

started to set. It was a beautiful way to celebrate 

with the birds singing too. Thank you to all who 

joined us and especially to Julie Jefferies who lead 

this most peaceful and evocative service. 

Helen Mann 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An atmospheric moment in St Maryќs churchyard 
when the moon was full.  

Helen Mann  
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TEMPORARY PARKING  

 

 

Towards the end of September we cleared the car 

park for use by church members attending Sunday 

morning services at St Maryȗs. A good effort all 

round, thank you! 

Helen Mann 
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Montpelier Brass Ensemble  

 

 

 

Montpellier Brass Ensemble played a program of popular classics at St Nicolas 

Church on Sunday 21 September.  Afterwards everyone enjoyed afternoon tea, 

cakes and a raffle. 

There was a retiring collection which allowed Linda Jackson to send £500 to 

Sue Ryder Leckhampton Court.  
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Volunteers ȗ Afternoon Tea  

 

 

 

  

On Sunday 28 September volunteers in our team churches were invited to a bring-and-

share tea party to say thank you and celebrate their parts in the life of their churches. 
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Harvest Festival at St Nicolas  

Harvest for St Nicolas started on Friday 3 October evening at The Ridge with some much-

appreciated singing of traditional Harvest Hymns and the pub volunteered to collect food 

for CCP. It is the first time that we have done this at Harvest and was very successful.  

 

Harvest at St Nicolas started on Friday night at the Ridge with some much appreciated 

singing of traditional Harvest Hymns and the pub volunteered to do a food collection for 

CCP. It is the first time that we have done this at Harvest and was very successful. The 

church was full on Sunday morning with the St. Nicolas brownies and their families swelling 

the congregation and they were surprisingly sprightly considering that they had had a 

sleepover the night before in the church hall. The Brownies played an active part in the 

service and entertained us afterwards whilst we enjoyed a selection of finger food. Daniel 

Chun from CCP read a lesson and gave us an update on their work before filling his car 

with the copious donations. All in all it was a terrific Harvest celebration.  

  

 

 

The church was full on the morning of Sunday 5 October with the St Nicolas Brownies and 

their families swelling the congregation and they were surprisingly sprightly considering that they 

had had a sleepover the night before in the church hall. The Brownies played an active part in 

the service and entertained us afterwards before we enjoyed a selection of finger food.  

Daniel Chun from CCP read a lesson and gave us an update on their work before filling his 

car with the copious donations. All-in-all it was a terrific Harvest celebration.  

 

 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  November 2025 

~ 15 ~ 
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Harvest Festival at St Maryȗs 
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HARVEST COLLECTION -  A THANK YOU FROM CCP  

Thank you to everyone for the enormous collection and contributions for the CCP Pantry 

today!  

We really do appreciate the continued support from the congregation. 

Janet & Kirsty, CCP 

 

 

 

 

Marle Hill WI  

We met on Monday 6 October 2025 and our speaker was a lovely lady, Alexandra 

Stanbrook whose talk, Hilarious Hats entertained us. 

We continue to enjoy our Book Club, Knit & Natter, walks, workshops, meals out and 

social events. Our Birthday and Christmas lunch have now been arranged 

Our next meeting is on Monday 3 November 2025 which will be our Annual Meeting.  We 

meet at St Nicholas Church Hall.  Do come as a visitor and you will be warmly welcomed.  

Sue Davies,  Marle Hill  
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