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War and Peace

D

OING ENGLISH, HISTORY AND RUSSIAN in the sixth form brings you

unexpectedly close to the business and brutality of war and peace and leaves a
profound impression on a teenage mind. Trying to read through fifty pages a day
of the Penguin Classic edition of Tolstoy’s magnum opus also focuses you wonderfully!
Immersion in the poets of the first World War takes a boy down challenging tracks and
can also lead you to the more obscure and forgotten poets whose elegiac subversive
assertiveness threatened the established order. Sacrifice and rebellion set off an explosive
mixture in adolescent minds, fresh to Wilfred Owen and Siegfried Sassoon!
The immensely powerful ‘Prestbury Remembers’ booklet takes us to the sharp end of the
local impact of world war which is inevitably felt most keenly just outside our front doors.
In the work of the war poets we are taken first-hand into the battlefields of the Somme and
elsewhere which the Prestbury boys (for they were usually little more than that) knew
intimately. Similarly, reading the brief lives of the young men who never returned to
Prestbury takes us almost to the wood-smoked air and the falling leaves of that first autumn
of peace in late 1918.
Sadly there would have been news of the men lost and injured from 1914 onwards.
However, late 1918 would perhaps have been the first time people could take stock of the
overall impact of local lives lost. How would life have looked from Mill Lane, into the
Burgage, past the Racecourse, down through Wymans Brook to the railway main line
before Swindon Village? We remember that virtually all of the current housing would not
have been thought of, still less built. The mills at the top of Prestbury would be there; the
cottages down Swindon Lane would be there. The sound of steam trains, bisecting the
parish, which we still hear now many weekends and more, would be there, more frequent
and regular than today. St Mary’s School would resound with local children’s voices and
laughter just as it does now.
There would, though, be a difference that might take a while to fathom. Where are all the
young men? More than 40 young men did not return from the War to Prestbury; others
will have come back profoundly altered by their experiences in mind and in body, unable to
pick up where they had left off in 1914. Young families will have lost husbands and fathers.
No sons ready to continue local family businesses. Local big houses now without heirs. A
semi-rural world, of which we read in the novels of writers like Thomas Hardy, was lost
and a new order now existed where the speed of mechanisation was increased to make up
for lack of manpower, and women became more involved in factory work, business,
commerce and politics. Children could not be protected from knowledge of the enormous
loss of life and catastrophic maiming of human bodies, horses and livestock and the
desolation of northern European landscapes.
Of what, I wonder, would the sermons of my post WW1 predecessors have consisted?
How hard it must have been to preach on the majesty and dominion of God in late 1918.
Perhaps though, the triumph of good over evil provided much to talk about and
strengthened rather than diluted people’s faith when the world darkened once more only
twenty years later.
Fr Nick
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The skies come to Cheltenham
In 1914, Cheltenham was “... a retiring place for Army, Navy and Indian civil servants,
the prosperous to the genteelly poor...Outward respectability concealed areas of
distress, poverty and unemployment in slums that had arisen in Victorian times,”
quoted in Neela Mann, Cheltenham in the Great War, p42
As part of the Cheltenham Borough Council Cheltenham Remembers World War One
programme, the Cheltenham Branch of the Royal Air Forces Association, in cooperation
with The Jet Age Museum at Staverton and GCHQ, held an Exhibition at the Museum in
April to commemorate the centenary of the creation of the RAF and the establishment of
the military aviation industry in Cheltenham. The exhibition illustrated their social and
economic impact, including the employment of women, the contribution of individual local
airmen, flying activities at Rendcomb and the continuous RAF relationship with
Government Signals Intelligence.
The Enduring Relationship
As WW1 evolved, wireless communication between aircraft and ground units facilitated the
relay of reconnaissance, target location and ultimately early warning of enemy attack.
German air force communications were
intercepted for the Royal Flying Corps
and RAF by Army Department M11b,
subsequently
subsumed
in
the
Government Code and Cypher School,
the precursor of the Government
Communications Headquarters (GCHQ),
responsible for the provision of signals
intelligence and information assurance to
the government. For more than 100 years
the RAF has enjoyed an irreplaceable
relationship with successive Departments.
An early cypher machine
From Furniture to Aircraft
In 1914, H H Martyn was a high quality furniture business in Cheltenham with an
international reputation. However, the intensity of the war in the air quickly prompted ever
increasing demands for aircraft production. In 1915 the Company began to build wings and
fuselages for Maurice Farman aircraft at its Sunningend factory.
Many other contracts followed, including DH4s, DH9s, Bristol and Nighthawk fighters,
leading from sub-contracting to aircraft development and manufacture. The Gloucestershire
Aircraft Company Limited (GAC) was registered on 5th June 1917 with AW Martyn as
chairman and managing director. Production subsequently increased considerably,
prompting the Company to expand from Sunningend into the Winter Gardens, Imperial
Square, hitherto the home of exhibitions and fund raising concerts. By 1918 The Company
had 800 employees and was producing 45 aircraft a week while further work was sub
contracted to other local companies. There was no airfield in Cheltenham so the new
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aircraft were towed by lorry to a field at Hucclecote for flight testing. By November 1918
one and a half million pounds worth of Government orders had been delivered.
Several hundred women were employed in aircraft production and more than a thousand in
local munitions factories. Some of the work was particularly suited to the skills in which
most of the women were already well practised. The handling, cutting, stitching and fitting
of the fabric, which was used to cover the wooden frames of the aircraft, were all carried
out by women.

Women in the Workshop

Work in the Dope Shop was unpleasant and unpopular. Fumes from the dope caused
sickness. The foreman, still a man, was responsible for ensuring a constant temperature and
that the women had a pint of milk on each shift to counter the harmful effect of the fumes.
Overalls were supplied and no food could be taken into the factory. All those working with
dope were examined every two weeks by a doctor to ensure they were not suffering any ill
effects. The women worked 12 hour shifts day and night from 6:30 to 6:30, earning £2.45
per week for days and £2.60 for nights. Work in the Dope Shop earned ¼d (a farthing) an
hour extra, a modern equivalent of 1p for ten hours.
In February 1918, Cheltenham women workers in the aircraft and munitions factories
opposed locally imposed restrictions on the sale of butter, margarine and tea. They
organised a delegation to the Town Clerk and succeeded in getting a reduction in the
~3~
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duration of the restrictions. It was landmark industrial action by women, unprecedented in
Cheltenham and unfamiliar anywhere in the country.
“The effect of the war on those whom we call the working class is that there is a
wonderful betterment in their position... it is getting almost impossible to obtain
domestic servants, all the girls are off shell making... the merest duffer can earn
15shillings a week... and if she becomes expert, and some of them do rapidly, they
can earn £3, £4, £5.”
The Royal Air Force Arrives
The Royal Air Force had been formed on 1st April 1918. Previously, British air power was
wielded by the Army’s Royal Flying Corps and the Navy’s Royal Naval Air Service. Although
individually highly effective, their lack of coordination had failed to provide adequate air
defence against German air attack, stimulated wasteful competition for aircraft and
equipment and led to duplication of some roles and neglect of others. As a result, in 1917
the Government amalgamated both air arms and established the independent RAF.
In August 1918, the economy and social life of Cheltenham received a significant boost
when 800 Cadet Pilots arrived in town to attend a newly established School of Aeronautics,
located at Marlborough House in Winchcombe Street. They took over part of the Town
Hall, a riding stable and thirty three private houses. An Observers School followed,
doubling the cadet numbers. At the time, there was a large number of empty premises: a
reflection of the stagnant or even declining condition of the town.
By September, members of the newly formed Women’s Royal Air Force were billeted in
the town. The YWCA had been asked by the military authorities to provide a rest house
and tea room immediately
for the girls of the WRAF in
Cheltenham. The YWCA
Committee
had
been
offered 10 The Promenade.
Furniture, pianos, sofas,
chairs, carpets etc. would be
required. The project was
being organised by the
Honorary Secretary of the
Club
Committee,
Miss
Shirer of 8 Pittville Lawn.
The RAF presence was
widely felt. The cadets were
authorised to use the town’s
playing fields for rugby,
football and other sports. A
concert party contributed to
evening entertainment. In
1918 RAF air and ground
crew from the training
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air
at Rendcomb, in addition to a detachment of American airmen trainees from the US
Army Air Service (foreshadowing the US presence in the Pump Room in WW2, became
regular visitors to Cheltenham, adding significantly to the economy and to social activities.
Local businesses were quick to identify opportunities. John Lance & Co, a Cheltenham
drapers, advertised itself as ‘Outfitters to the Royal Air Force’, offering the pilots camel hair
fleece jackets and Jaeger three-layered camel hair sleeping bags.

On Tuesday 11th November 1918 the Armistice ended hostilities. Several hundred aviation
cadets were the first to react. Outside the Queens Hotel they fired off rifle volleys,
boarded lorries and careered round the streets waving flags and shouting for all they were
worth. They had good reason to celebrate: they no longer faced the prospect of half their
number being killed while training or in combat.
Immediately after the celebrations, No. 8 School of Aeronautics was moved from
Cheltenham. In January 1919 the “immobile” members of the WRAF in Cheltenham,
recruited for local service only, were demobilised after a Farewell Ball, attended by civic
dignitaries and friends who gave the young women a send-off which attracted the
admiration of the local press. Finally, the Observers School was disbanded in February as
the RAF began a massive post war reduction. Fortunately the economic and social impact
of the withdrawal was mitigated by the new-found strength of the town’s burgeoning
aviation industry.
Although the presence of the RAF in Cheltenham was short, it left a social and economic
legacy out of all proportion to its brevity; but a price had been exacted.
Remembrance
Aircrew losses in training and combat were small compared to the hundreds of thousands
dying in the trenches, but proportionally devastating. The British government had refused
to issue parachutes to aircrew, thereby condemning to death many who lost control of
their aircraft, or, horrendously, were shot down in flames. Pilots joined the front line with
only a handful of flying hours and no combat training. The average life expectancy of a front
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line pilot was eleven days. It was common for RFC squadrons to lose half their pilots every
six months.
Nine airmen from Cheltenham were killed. All were personal tragedies but three were
particularly poignant. Two schoolboy friends from Cheltenham College, George DelmarWilliamson and Douglas Gabell, survived separate combat tours in France before beginning
instructor duties at Yatesbury in 1918. They were killed flying together on 12th July over
Chippenham when their aircraft suddenly collapsed and both, without parachutes, fell to
their death. Delmar-Williamson was 19, Gabell 20.
Flight Lieutenant Herbert Craddock served throughout the war, first in the Gloucestershire
Hussars Yeomanry, when he was wounded at Gallipoli and then, after volunteering for the
RFC, survived combat in France and returned to the UK in 1918. On 27th November, just
sixteen days after the end of the war, the 24 year old lost control of his Bristol fighter at
Rendcomb and crashed, suffering fatal injuries. He was the only son of retired army
Sergeant Major Charles Craddock and his wife of the Sudeley Arms, who had lost their only
daughter to pneumonia just two weeks previously.
The career of one young airwoman was sadly cut short. On 20th October 1918 Elizabeth
Roberts, aged 21, enlisted in the WRAF for service at No 8 School of Aeronautics. She
enrolled for “Immobile Service” which meant she would be employed locally and continue
to live with her parents and younger sister at home in Hanover Street, St Pauls. Eight days
later on 28th October Elizabeth died in an influenza epidemic. Two days later her father
John Roberts died and her 10 year old sister Margaret the following day. As a serving
member of the WRAF she is the only woman from Cheltenham to be remembered on the
Town’s war memorial on the Promenade.

Sydney Newton, later resident of Prestbury, and father of St Mary’s churchwarden, Clare
Wyatt, was more fortunate. He joined the RFC as a Flight Cadet on 11th October 1917. As
a Marconi radio operator on a British tanker he had already been sunk by a U-Boat in the
Atlantic, and rescued from the surrounding blazing sea.
He began his flying training in May 1918. Unlike many of his predecessors, however, he was
given time to progress with 50 solo hours to the Bristol Fighter, in the comparatively
benign English skies. He was also fortunate. His Log Book records several engine and other
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mechanical failures but only one escape when in mist and low cloud he crashed his BE2d in
a field near Burford. He was welcomed by the farmer with a hearty breakfast.
Flying Officer Newton subsequently recalled happy
visits to Cheltenham during a detachment at
Rendcomb, before being decommissioned in January
1919. He saw service with the RAF in WW2 as a
civilian radio operator at Boscombe Down and died
in Prestbury in 1993.
Today the strength of the RAF is 33,000 men and
women; smaller than after WW1. No bases remain in
Gloucestershire but there is strong RAF
representation at GCHQ and at the NATO
Headquarters at Imjin Barracks. The RAF is however
visible every day in the skies above. Its traditions over
100 years of professional excellence, dedication and
sacrifice on behalf of the people of the United
Kingdom have deep roots in the County of
Gloucestershire, which today we remember with
heartfelt gratitude.
Flying Officer Sydney Newton

The Legacy

World War One was a period of unprecedented change for Cheltenham. Arguably the
most influential factors were the establishment of a permanent Aviation industry and the
brief but pervasive presence of the infant Royal Air Force. The employment of women in
the factories and in uniform revolutionised the social structure of the town. The direct and
indirect income generated by industry, the flight cadets, RAF and US regulars from
Rendcomb and supporting structures were a powerful stimulus to the local economy. By
November 1918 Cheltenham had been transformed from a Victorian backwater to a
flourishing town well equipped to face the challenges of the 20 th Century.
Now, in November 2018, we remember the sacrifice of the nine airmen and the other
1,600 servicemen from Cheltenham who, together with Elizabeth Roberts, never lived to
enjoy their legacy.
I am grateful to Mrs Neela Mann, author of Cheltenham in the Great War; Mr John
Whitaker, author of The Best, H.H. Martyn & Co., and Messrs Joe Devereux and Graham
Sacker, authors of Leaving all that was dear, for their permission to draw upon their
seminal books and digital collections, and to Flying Officer Newton’s daughter Mrs Clare
Wyatt, for access to his personal records.
Tony Mason
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The Racecourse in the Great War
Today we think of Prestbury Park as the home of the National Hunt Festival and the
Cheltenham Gold Cup, but during the years of the First World War the racecourse
became a Voluntary Aid Hospital – a Class ‘A’ hospital taking wounded soldiers directly
from the port of disembarkation.
The first patients arrived on 28th October 1914 and from the date of opening until its
closure on 28th February 1919 a total of 3169 patients were treated. Initially, the wounded
were housed in what had been the Ladies’ Dining Room and the Luncheon Room.
When opened, conditions at the racecourse could only be described as primitive. During
that first winter, apart from oil lamps there was no hot water and heating and no
electricity! It wasn’t until Whitsun 1915 that, with the help of the Cheltenham Rifle
Association who laid pipes and cables, electricity, an operating theatre and airing racks for
bedding and clothing were installed.
Later an additional ward was built on the paddock – the Southam Ward and
accommodation were extended. The weighing room became the office of Miss Ratcliffe of
Southam de la Bere, the Commandant. The Quartermaster took over the riders’ dressing
room with patients’ clothes being stored in the kit room (formerly the jockeys’ dressing room).
The ambulance room was made into a chapel where Sunday services were held and a
Confirmation Service was held there on 17th October 1917 by the Lord Bishop of Gloucester.
Despite a significantly large proportion of the racecourse buildings being given over to the
Red Cross for hospital use, readers may be surprised to learn that some race meetings
were still held.
Staff at the hospital were mainly from the local area and came from all walks of life, from women
from wealthy families keen to ‘do their bit’, to wives and mothers who could ill afford to work
for little or no pay. Very few qualified nurses were employed and nursing care was
supplemented by Voluntary Aid nurses who, as the war progressed became more proficient,
enabling qualified nurses to oversee a greater number of patients. Kitchen, laundry and cleaning
staff also gave service.
People in the village did sewing and mending and many gifts were contributed by the local
community in the form of garden produce,
tobacco and the like and linen and clothing
were provided.
Great emphasis was placed on exercise
and diet and it is to the credit of staff that
they also took pains to look after the
welfare of patients by arranging for them
to go out and to be entertained.
Concerts, whist-drives and especially
sporting events were held and visits to
clubs and parks were arranged. And the
patients also did their part ……..

Patients from the Racecourse Hospital
raising funds for prisoners of war

Geoff North
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War and the Fragility of Peace
My grandmother lost her brother, Stephen, in the First World War. My mother lost Sandy,
her younger brother, in Burma during the Second World War. If my father who was a
doctor in the RAMC had not contracted bilharzia while training in Nigeria, it is likely that
he too would have been sent east and would not have survived.
In my lifetime, National Service was re-introduced (in 1948) and, when it was phased out
(by 1963), I remember the palpable sense of relief that I would not be conscripted in what
passed for peacetime. But I grew up during the Cold War and the various struggles that
hastened the end of the British Empire. At school we seemed to study much of the
literature of militarism in various forms: from the warrior epics through to Caesar’s De
Bello Gallico and Nelson’s victories and then there was the obligatory Combined Cadet
Force. However, there was also an emphasis in the warrior literature of the terrible human
cost, whether to Trojans, Greeks or Persians or to the baggage boys in Henry V.
It was also the time of the rebuilding of Coventry Cathedral, the marches to Aldermaston
to Ban the Bomb and renewed interest in the First World War poets, the anger of Sassoon
and the supremely eloquent pity of Owen (‘My subject is war and the pity of war’). Oh
What a Lovely War was very much of its time (1963 theatre/1969 film) and mocked jingoistic
complacency. As a contemplative rather than a young man of action, I inclined to the liberal
arts and the sense of civilisation which can flourish best in peace time.
I am no longer so drawn to Quaker-style pacifism as I once was and the injunction to ‘turn the
other cheek’ seems to me politically and socially naive, to invite aggression or invasion even,
perhaps. Consequently, I am now in favour of a highly effective defence force and for tax-payers’
money to be spent on it. However, it has sometimes struck me that the Ministry of Defence is
much more vulnerable when it becomes the Ministry for Attack. One thinks of the second Iraq
War, for example, and wonders whether it was yet another misguided Mesopotamian
misadventure, based in part on the misconceptions of all who voted in favour of the folly.
I sometimes think that internationally it would also be salutary but impractical if those who vote
for war were to become thereby immediate conscripts in the army for basic infantry training at
the lowest levels. It might reduce the gung-ho belligerence of non-combatant warmongers. But
such a law is unlikely to be passed by the very representatives it would affect.
I do not have enough faith in the present depleted state of the British Armed Forces and
yet there is always a danger that if you have powerful forces and a huge arsenal they or an
asinine Commander-in-Chief or both can wreak unwarranted havoc. I also wonder what
our trade deficit would look like if we stopped exporting armaments. Strangely, it seems to
have eluded some politicians that those who are attacked will often retaliate, although they
may not do so until long afterwards. (See Empires passim).
It is frequently said that from 1945 onwards there has been relative peace in the West. In
this context, I bear a special regard for the heroic Lieutenant Colonel Stanislav Petrov of
the Russian Air Defence Force who is widely said to have averted a potential nuclear
World War in 1983 by deciding that a Soviet satellite early warning system was a false
alarm. He was indeed later proved right as the system was malfunctioning. I am aware that
we have not been subject to bombing raids or invasions in my lifetime but the break-up of
Yugoslavia was a reminder of what can so easily happen. And ‘interventions’ in the so-called
‘Arab Spring’ have had damaging and long-lasting counter-effects in areas which are oil-rich
~ 10 ~
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and therefore can afford to be weapon-infested. There have also been many ‘proxy’ wars
which are very real for those who suffer in and because of them.
Reflecting an idea attributed to George Orwell, John Le Carré gave the following words to
his character ‘Control’ in his 1963 novel The Spy Who Came in from the Cold:
‘Thus we do disagreeable things, but we are defensive. That, I think, is still fair. We do
disagreeable things so that ordinary people here and elsewhere can sleep safely in their
beds at night.’
Perhaps that’s what GCHQ still does or tries to do. I wish I knew more about the subject.
We are taught to judge on the basis of facts and yet often the cogent evidence is withheld
from us until it becomes history.
Currently, I think the last words on the subject should go to cosmologist Carl Sagan:
‘The Earth is a very small stage in a vast cosmic arena. Think of the rivers of blood
spilled by all those generals and emperors so that, in glory and triumph, they could
become the momentary masters of a fraction of a dot. Think of the endless cruelties
visited by the inhabitants of one corner of this pixel on the scarcely distinguishable
inhabitants of some other corner, how frequent their misunderstandings, how eager
they are to kill one another, how fervent their hatreds.’
Duncan Forbes


The names and inscriptions on the Prestbury Memorial Cross
PRAY FOR THE SOULS OF THE MEN FROM THIS PARISH WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES
FOR THEIR COUNTRY IN THE GREAT WAR 1914 – 1918
JESU MERCY
Cyril John Baghot De La Bere
Laurence William Boschetti
George Cooke
William Cooke
Sydney Davis
Dennis William Diston
Robert James Dowdeswell
Reginald Eggleton
Percival Thomas Fildes
Albert Edward Gibbins
William Melville Goodall
Reginald Edward Guise
Alexander Falkland Gulland
Guy Frederick Beckham Handly
Francis Arthur Hann
John Thomas James
Noel Graham Lake
Walter Luke Landale
Arthur Grace Louis
Lionel Bruce Maby
George Mayall

Ernest Edward Parker
Frank Leslie Parker
George Frederick Parker
Robert Pockett
George Richardson
Edgar Robinson
George Ernest Robinson
Edward Robinson
Frederick John Sansom
Geoffrey Stevens
Frederick George Spencer
Albert John Spencer
John Francis Sumption
Frederick Thomas Surman
George Swann
George Edward Turner
Percy John Tustin
Jessie George Webber
Sidney Willis
Walter Winstone

1914 – 18
Albert Davis
Edward Basil Hanks
Arthur Inglis
Frank Radcliffe
Aubrey Causton Strachan
1939 – 45
Edward Austin
Raymond Brown
Alfred Tom Crabb
John Angus Cumming
Edward Hamblin
John William Hopkins
Christopher Richard Avery Jones
John Kerr
Sidney Miles
Edward Nash
Henry Brian Despard Pringle
Douglas Rothschild
George Tinson

GOD FORBID THAT I SHOULD GLORY SAVE IN THE CROSS OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST
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A Day in the Trenches
(A compilation of stories told by my Grandfather with additional notes from historical records).
Dan roused from sleep, his left hand felt warm
for the first time in days; he luxuriated in this
feeling for a time and then opened his eyes to
ascertain the cause of this rare pleasure. A rat
lay curled in his open hand, mutually sharing
warmth with him, on this bitterly cold misty day.
At 5.15am an immensely heavy German barrage
opened up along a 1,600m front onto the British
forces along the Menin Road in Flanders,
effectively boxing the British forces into that area.
Unable to resupply with food or ammunition the
men prepared to repel an attack. The German
forces drove back some parts of the British line
but the German attack became confused in the
heavy mist and faltered.
The Oxford and Bucks Light Infantry were
ordered to stand ready to repel any further
attack or indeed mount a counter-attack.
Dan, a Lewis Machine Gunner prepared his gun
and stood quietly talking to his mate who carried
the spare canisters of ammunition. The whistle blew and they scrambled over the top of
the trench. As Dan forced his foot into the slippery edge of the trench he trod on his
mate’s hand. Dan apologised……. but his mate had felt nothing ………. he was dead.
Dan advanced through the mist across the mud and
wire but after he’d advanced some distance a German
machine gun opened up and he fell to the ground,
shot through both thighs. He disabled his gun and
crawled alone into a mud-filled shell hole for cover.
Hearing German voices in the mist he ripped off his
Lewis Gunner’s badge, (machine gunners were not
popular with either side and tended to get rough
treatment if captured) he buried the badge and
rubbed mud over the stitching. Eventually a German
officer climbed down into the shell hole, lit a cigarette,
took a couple of puffs and placed it between Dan’s
lips, patted him on the shoulder and in perfect English
said, “We will be back for you later!”
By late that night he was in a German Field Hospital
having his wounds tended to.
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Epilogue and notes:
Private Daniel Atkins rarely spoke about his
experiences in Flanders, as few men who were
there ever spoke about their experiences.
These incidents were gathered from odd
comments he made, in my presence, over some
ten years, which I have attempted to piece
together and illustrate here. Thanks are due to
Reuben,
Dan’s great-great-grandson,
for
illustrating the story of the rat.
From the field hospital Dan was sent to a
Prisoner of War Camp.
Whilst he was
employed on a work gang one of his feet was
crushed by a railway truck. After the Armistice
he was invalided to a hospital in Scotland for
further attention. Here he took to wearing a
kilt. This required a new skill, put to him
politely but very firmly by the Matron, “Private
Atkins! If you wear a kilt you must learn to sit
with your knees together!!!”
Throughout the time I knew him the one story
he kept repeating was the story of his mate’s
hand, I can only conclude that this must have
been in response to the constant question, ‘Why
him, not me?’.
John Moles

School Assembly

Private Daniel Atkins

Mud

Five hundred and fifty lively pupils gathered in the school hall. Prefects patrolled the end of
the lines to ensure no talking. It was Armistice Day. The head swept onto the stage his
gown flowing behind him, the hood blood red in the morning light. After the singing of the
school hymn ‘Jerusalem’, he addressed us, very briefly on this occasion:
“As I was driving to school today I saw some children playing soldiers, running pretending
to shoot and falling to the ground and then getting up again and running on.
It was not like that ……………………my brother drowned in a flooded shell hole in
Flanders!”
A very subdued group of young people left the hall that day.
John Moles with acknowledgement to Arnold Wainright, Head Teacher, Cheney School, Oxford.
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War and The Peace
In the course of researching family history my daughter Rachel came across army records
authorising the award of medals, which included the name of Owen Jary.
Owen was a cousin of my father-in-law, approximately 10 years older; I don’t recall ever
hearing him mentioned.
He was the second of four children, born in 1895. He attended Ipswich Middle School and
is listed as still living at home in 1911. He had joined Barclays Bank as a clerk, but enlisted
on 18th November 1915 with the Royal Fusiliers.
Following 6 months’ training he was sent to Flanders in May 1916 with the Expeditionary
Force. After 4 months he received a gunshot wound to his face and was given 3 days’
treatment, presumably in a field hospital, before being returned to the front on 24th
September 1916.
The next entry states “killed at Ypres by trench mortar bomb 10.1.1917”. So 3 days before
his 22nd birthday. He is buried at La Clytte, Belgium. The records also note that of 8
others who entered the same “Theatre of War” that day, 3 survived. Victory and British
War medals were granted.
I don’t mean to suggest any similarity with Owen’s death, but for me Sassoon’s “Suicide in
Trenches” gives voice to the bitter anger, futility and loss of hope felt at a young man’s
death.

“Suicide in Trenches
I knew a simple soldier boy
Who grinned at life in empty joy,
Slept soundly through the lonesome dark,
And whistled early with the lark.
In winter trenches cowed and glum
With cramps and lice and lack of rum,
He put a bullet through his brain.
No one spoke of him again.
You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye
Who cheer when soldier-lads march by,
Sneak home and pray you never know
The hell where youth and laughter go.”
Sassoon complained that the war he entered as a conflict of defence and liberation had
become one of aggression and conquest conducted by incompetent politicians and generals
and approved by a public kept ignorant. He became a reclusive Roman Catholic convert
and died in 1967.
Anya Jary
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War and Peace
Many stories about wars and battles have been written but the one penned here is little
known. This particular war was declared in 1975 and lasted for thirty years - it was in fact,
the second “Thirty Years War”. Hostilities came to an end in 2005 with neither side
winning and a truce was signed. There has been no aggression since.
The warring sides were my wife and I and a rampant and ruthless opponent in the form of
ground elder. The battlefield was the major flower bed in our garden which we designed
from scratch in 1955. Kind souls have, over the years, given us cuttings, plants and clumps
of thinnings-out from their gardens, most of them in Prestbury. One such clump of
Michaelmas daisy contained a tiny bit of ground-elder which went unnoticed.
Gradually that little bit of root took hold and ran riot, eventually claiming the flower beds
for its own. Try as we did to rid ourselves of it, soon it became a very one-sided affair and
all endeavours unsuccessful. We were battling against superior forces. The ground elder
flourished growing to a height of nine inches and by early May had become a carpet of lush
vegetation which, from a distance was not unsightly.
Two plants in the bed did not seem to be bothered with the weed so a cunning plan was
devised. We split those two plants, a rudbeckia (tall yellow daisy) and a golden rod (tall
with yellow flowers) and planted them among the ground elder. Oddly enough they thrived
and it was not long before they spread over the whole bed. The weed showed only for
three weeks before being overtaken by the four feet high transplants and neither Pam nor I
have laid a finger on the bed since, as it now looks after itself. The ground elder is still
there but it cannot be seen and the war that raged for three decades is over.
When my father died in 1949, I bought my mother a standard rose which was planted close
to her front door. It had large cream blooms that were tinged with pink. The variety was
called “Peace”.
When mother sold the house in Prestbury to move into a care home in her eighty-fifth
year, I dug up that rose and planted it in my own garden in Woodmancote. I was anxious
to preserve it and its memories. The rose, after thirty years, did not like being moved and
it died.
Unhappy about losing it, I decided to turn it into a walking stick. By cutting through the
stem just below the branches and turning it upside down, I was able to trim off all the roots
and leave the clump from which they sprouted. This, when smoothed off, made a most
comfortable grip to the stick.
Over the years I have collected walking sticks, all with some sort of history, but this is the
most-used one I have. It is too rustic to use anywhere but when wandering around the
garden which, after major heart surgery, I am advised to do as frequently as possible.
It gives a whole new meaning to the blessing “Peace be with you” as I am seldom without
my Peace walking stick!
Bernard Parkin
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Harvest of Stone
Our leaders love themselves, but they do not love each other
and least of all they love the people, whom they cultivate
in a bed of lies, carefully watered with deceit until ready
to be divided and strewn, across the fields of stone
that populate this land. Stone is what this land produces,
hard hearts and broken stone.
Production of stone, broken stone, has increased since
our leaders penetrated deep into the social strata, opening up
fault lines and rooting through fissures, extracting the trust
cementing communities together. Gradually they undermined
the pillars, creating piles of loose rubble, which can be
more easily bulldozed and shoved into the ground.
In this land of stone the monument makers grew rich, fed
by politicians, who sucked out marrow from the core
of our friendships, leaving brittle bones that were easily broken.
They infected our lives, creating division where none had existed
manipulating minds to manufacture spite, which they bled into
new mortar, a mortar made only to blow us apart.
Our future lies under great slabs of black marble, each with
a portrait gleaming proud in the sun. Rows of young men
stare senseless across at each other; a product of this land
we can reap now and forever, where division has grown.
Only now are they united, leaving us without any seed to be sown,
peacefully sharing the same barren ground.
This is the sole produce from our years spent in nurture,
a whole generation that we turned into stone.
It’s our most precious commodity that none can take from us;
a monument we dedicate to our dear national leaders, parasites
who sucked all the life from their people, and robbed them of hope
producing nothing, but a harvest of stone.

Near Stolac, Bosnia, February 2009
Based on a visit to a post-conflict area in Bosnia & Herzegovina in 2009. There are still an
estimated 4 million active mines in the post-conflict zones, and a lot of cemeteries scattered
across the countryside.
Submitted by John Powell
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Remembering a Truly Remarkable Man
Many years ago now I had returned from shopping and was about to prepare lunch when
my cleaner came in in great excitement. “You’ll never guess who is in the drawing room
with him!” (She always referred to my husband as “him”) she said.
Intrigued, I walked through to be met by the happy sight of my husband sharing a gin and tonic
with a man wearing a brown habit and sporting a Friar Tuck haircut. In my ignorance, I didn’t
know that there were Anglican orders of Friars, but was pleased to meet this beaming member
of the Society of St Francis. So began a long and rewarding friendship.
Brother Ronald had joined the Order as a young man shortly before the war. His life-long
message “Love, joy, peace” persuaded him that he could be far more useful serving God in
whatever way He asked than in killing people. He came from an affluent background and joining
an Order that required that he swore oaths of chastity, poverty and obedience, was a huge
personal discipline. He wore his habit throughout his life, whatever he might be doing, and when
I knew him, slept in a bleak little room containing nothing but a bed and a chair.
He was a born communicator and entertainer, which made him an ideal member of the
Bishop of Liverpool’s Mission to Industry. He visited every kind of factory or workplace, and
though regarded at first with deep suspicion, soon became a favourite visitor. He happened to
have very large feet, and on safety grounds the Order allowed him to wear shoes on these visits.
At one works, when they found out that it was his birthday, they presented him with a huge
tin of shoe polish as they knew that he took a pride in his appearance.
He had a great sense of humour and one day, travelling by train, he was joined by a couple
of Skinheads. After sniggering together, one of them asked, “So what are you supposed to
be?” Quick as a flash, he answered, “I’m supposed to be polite; how about you?” By the
end of that journey they were all laughing and joking together!
The Order gave him a moped to help with his travels, and seeing him riding in his habit
wearing a huge pair of sunglasses was quite a sight to behold!
When we moved up to Cheshire, he often came for Sunday lunch, to the great delight of
my four children. There always had to be chocolate mousse for pudding, and he liked to
take a jar of instant coffee back with him. At that time we had a small pool, and knowing
that we would all be swimming, I had got out a pair of trunks for him to borrow. I needn’t
have bothered; he took off his habit to reveal that he was already wearing a colourful pair!
He always seemed prepared for anything.
He was probably at his best with children. He played the ukulele and had a rabbit puppet
dressed in a habit to help to get his message across. He would teach them songs about a loving
God for them to sing along with him. Once, when he was taking the evening service at my sons’
school, I overheard a rather snooty youngster muttering about “that weird chap in the dressinggown that the Faircloughs brought with them.” Needless to say, he soon forgot his previous
views and was joining in wholeheartedly with everyone else!
We lost contact with our beloved Brother Ronald when we moved south, but I know that he
lived to be a hundred, though by that stage he was profoundly deaf and nearly blind. But I also
know that he never ceased to enrich the lives of those around him as he had those of my family.
We were so very privileged to have known such a truly remarkable man.
Sue Fairclough
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Flow
Exploring Faith and Life for Young People at the Rock
The Flow group at The Rock has been going for over 2 years now. It has been very exciting
to see it grow from just a handful of young people to a total of 25 attending over the past
year (Sep 2017 - July 2018). Of these 19 attend or attended St Mary’s Junior School – so
providing an important faith support for local young people. Topics covered have included:
prayer, facing challenges, forgiveness and ideas for St Peter’s Church.

A Drumming Session

The group adopted its new name recently (standing for Faith, Life Opportunities and
Worship) as well as changing to meet once every 2 weeks at the Rock. Sessions include
sports, cooking or art, a time to look really deeper at an aspect of faith as well as the space
to chat about whatever is important to the young people. Tim and Holly (two student
youth workers at The Rock) have taken over the week by week leadership, supported by
Sharon and Andy. All young people in year 6 and above are very welcome to attend.
The Rock is grateful for the contribution made towards this project by Prestbury PCC and
for the prayers and support of so many. Volunteers for Flow or any other of The Rock’s
work are always welcomed.
Further details: flow@therock.uk.com and 01242 700700
Andy Macauly
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Sherborne Walk

The weather did not bode well for Saturday 6
October’s final walk of the year to
Sherborne. Nevertheless five of us braved the
elements
suitably
attired
in
our
waterproofs. We took two cars and after a bit
of confusion over the start of the venue we all
dived into the lovely local stores for a welcome
hot drink. We decided to walk at least some of
the planned route and to be fair...we were
under trees partly. It would have been so
pretty on a good day. Our packed lunch stayed
in our bags to eat back home. Thank you to
Janet Waters for all the preparation and
organisation and patience on the day.
Marilyn Powell

Elmstone Hardwicke Harvest Supper
A very pleasant evening was enjoyed on Saturday 7 October ...three cheers for Ian Richings
who single-handedly cooked a fabulous beef stew which was followed by apple pies and fruit
crumbles supplied by guests. There was an excellent raffle organised by Verena and some
musical entertainment completed the evening. Thank you to all the organisers.
Marilyn Powell
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The Parson, the Jockey and the Oxford Movement
Whenever I am in London, I make sure I spend a little time in St Paul’s Knightsbridge. It is
where, between 1879 and 1890, my maternal grandparents worshipped when they lived in
Grosvenor Crescent Mews, less than 100 yards from this fine church. More often than not
my visit coincides with a choir, group of musicians or an orchestra as they rehearse for a
concert here later on in this building (1840) which attracts talented performers with its
excellent acoustics.
Always I sit adjacent to the font where my Uncle Henry George and Auntie Lucy were
christened. When my friend John Oaksey died in 2012, it was decided that his memorial
service should be held at St Paul’s Knightsbridge and this delighted me. I found it nostalgic
and somewhat emotional to experience a full choral service in this lovely church that meant
so much to my grandparents.
St Paul’s Knightsbridge was a major influence in the Oxford Movement (the introduction of
Anglo-Catholicism – i.e. High Church) and when the Reverend John Edwards, the assistant
curate of St Paul’s, left to become Vicar of Prestbury in 1860, he brought with him the
Catholic liturgy and introduced it to St Mary’s. Ever since then, vestments, altar and
processional candles, together with incense (much stronger in those days) have been used
for the Eucharist service. Between 1946 and 1956 I was a server at the Eucharist indulging
in the rituals but in those days I knew nothing of the link between my grandparents’ church
in London and my own church in Prestbury.
In 1879, John Edwards inherited land and property in and around Prestbury but in order to
do so was obliged to change his name to John Baghot De La Bere. (By the way, Lionel
Edwards (1878-1966), the famous equestrian artist and tutor of my good friend Peter
Biegel, can trace his ancestry back to the Reverend John Edwards.)
On arrival in the village and over the next nineteen years, the Vicar of Prestbury became
close friends with the most famous sportsman of the 19th century, the legendary Fred
Archer. Archer left his home at The King’s Arms when he was twelve years of age in 1869
to be apprenticed to Mathew Dawson, the Newmarket trainer. He became champion
jockey four years later and remained champion for thirteen consecutive years, until his
untimely death in 1879.
At the end of each flat racing season Archer returned home where he spent much of his
time hunting with the Cotswold Hounds (kennelled then in Whaddon) over the magnificent
countryside we all know so well. It was during these winter months that the friendship
between the clergyman and the jockey flourished.
When Fred Archer died the whole country went into deep mourning. The Vicar of
Prestbury insisted on officiating at the funeral in Newmarket which was attended by
thousands from all over the country. I am quite certain that the Reverend John Baghot de
la Bere would have seen to it that the bells of St Mary’s Prestbury rang a muffled peal and
the tenor bell (which I used to ring in my younger days) would have tolled twenty-nine
times, the number of years Fred Archer had lived. On that bell, which was cast in
Gloucester in 1748 by Abel Rudhall, is inscribed:

“I to the church the living call, And to the grave do summon all.”
Bernard Parkin
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Baptism Follow-up / Keeping in contact
As a continuation to last month’s article on Baptism Bibles I thought people may be
interested to hear about our Baptism Follow-up scheme. We are now well into our
second year of the Bible Sponsorship scheme – the first two sponsored Bibles were given
last year on 2nd July 2017. At a Baptism, as well as the Bible, the Baptism candle and
certificates, the candidate is given a large scallop shell with their name and date of Baptism
written on it in black permanent marker – Fr Nick prepares these. (Many of these shells
are collected by parishioners when they are on holiday). The Parents and Godparents are
also given a copy of the Baptism Service to take away – on white card and decorated with a
white ribbon bow and a silver butterfly. (These are prepared by Dee, a member of our
Baptism Team).
As many Baptisms are held in the afternoons, separately from a regular church service, the
family are given a personal invitation at the time of the Baptism, inviting them to come to
one of our regular Sunday services in the following few weeks for a ‘Welcome’ by the
whole Church family. At this service they are given a smaller scallop shell with their name
and the date of the ‘Welcome’ on it, plus a welcome card with a Baptism Prayer on the
back.
Since the beginning of this year we have been sending a First Anniversary of
Baptism/Christening card to all 2017 Baptism Candidates, along with an invitation to attend
one of our Sunday services, with their family, to receive a small gift as a reminder of their
Baptism, and their continuing journey as a follower of Christ. Times of church services are
included with the invitation and a date is suggested for attendance. This is, however, only a
suggestion, and there is the option to choose a date and service that suits the family.
At present, the gift for young children is a children’s wooden prayer cube, and for adults, a
wooden holding cross. For older children there is a variety of suitable items, depending on
their age. The candidate is also given a ‘First Anniversary of Baptism’ prayer card.
We plan to send a card and an invitation on subsequent Baptism anniversaries.
All Baptism families are sent an invitation to celebrate the first anniversary of Baptism and
also a personal invitation to special services; for example our recent joint St Mary’s
Harvest, Christmas services, Mothering Sunday, Father’s Day, Easter services and so on.
These invitations are sent to Baptism families from the previous five years.
I am a member of the Diocesan Life Baptism and Families Team, led by Jo Wetherall, the
Diocesan Children and Families Officer, which meets regularly to discuss different ways of
ensuring that we maintain contact and encourage the newest members of our Church
Family in their journey of faith. With two other members of the Diocesan Team, I am
attending a two-day Children and Families Conference in Swanwick, led by Sandra Miller –
now the National Officer for Children and Families, but previously the holder of this
position in our Diocese – she is a wonderful speaker, and I am very excited about being
invited to attend this event.
Mary Turner
Baptism Team
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War and Peace
Loubertie Habing was in my class at school in Rhodesia in 1976, aged 8, I thought. She had
streaky, longish blond hair, thin at the ends and a huge variety of hair bands – a new one for
each day of the year it seemed. These were embroidered and colourful, they pushed her
fringe back and allowed her to see through horn-rimmed, pointy glasses.
I’d seen her older sister Marianne in town that day, getting shopping too, I presume, before
driving back to the farm. We always went to the Tetamanzi’s garage and the bakers, where
we got a crusty white loaf, still warm. As we waited for our mother running errands (she
never bought sweets), we burrowed into the loaf to scoop out the delicious, fleecy
contents. When she came back to the car, it was almost hollow but she wasn’t cross.
Shortly after, I heard that the Habing’s vehicle had hit a land-mine driving back from town
that day and that Loubertie had been killed.
Roads to the farms were not tarmac in those days and I remember the plumes of orange
dust, pushed up behind vehicles. During Zimbabwe’s civil war in the 70’s, the soldiers ‘on
the other side’ used guerrilla tactics and one method was to bury a mine in the ‘soft’ roads
and wait for the next car – usually driven by whites.
Had I known, I might have said something profound to her sister…
In those days my father had a rifle and wore army fatigues. He used to do military service in
the bush where they camped and enjoyed the cameraderie. Conscription was compulsory
for all young ‘white’ males.
Things were less fun for my mother though, at home with four small children. She slept
with a Fabrique Nationale rifle under the bed in case of a terrorist attack – I doubt she
would have been at all handy with it! There was a radio which could be used to call for
help. It crackled and buzzed and was called an ‘Agric-alert’.
We left Rhodesia that year, sailing over the Equator on a cruise ship, the South African
Vaal. The family came to Worcestershire. I enjoyed a peaceful childhood growing up in
Inkberrow but will always treasure memories of Chipinga, which also felt very secure –
with both parents to protect us, what harm could possibly befall us? A Google search led
me to the following: ‘Loubertie Louise Marina Habing, 6/6/1976 (aged 10)…’ a list… of the
farmer … casualties in the area.. (New Rhodesian Forum)
Claire Spanner
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Our History
With the theme of war and peace, I thought it quite fitting to share some stories and
pictures of our history. The Children’s Society has changed massively over the years,
but we have always been there for the most vulnerable in society – since 1881.
We were founded by a Sunday school teacher called Edward Rudolf who found two of the young
boys who usually came to his Sunday school, begging on the streets of London. Their father had
died, leaving their mother struggling to bring up seven children under the age of eleven.
Edward did not like the idea of children going into a workhouse; they
were places full of fear and distrust. He had a vision of giving poor,
homeless children a loving and secure family environment by setting
up children’s homes with a master and matron to act as parents.
The children’s homes meant we also did a lot of work with the fostering and adoption of
children, and although we don’t do this anymore, we still have a team in place to work with
children and families who were in our care, or adopted or fostered through our services.
By the 1970s, attitudes had changed. Abortion and lone parenting were viewed differently
and contraception was more readily available. This meant fewer children were entering our
homes and being adopted. We changed the way we worked to suit society and so many of
our homes shut, and we began to work with
children and young people in the community
to help them overcome difficulties.
Based on our experience and work over the
decades, we also began to fight for social justice
by running campaigns and lobbying government.
This photo is of our home called St Monica’s at
Battledown Grange on Battedown Approach in
Cheltenham. This home was open from 19071947. All the girls were looked after by the matron, who also managed the day-to-day finances.
In 1919 she saved up enough money to take the girls on holiday to Bournemouth for four
weeks. The home was filled with excitement and adventure as none of the girls had ever seen
the sea. After this year, summer holidays became a regular fixture for St Monica’s and they often
visited Porthcawl in Wales.
Of course, the wars disrupted much of the Waifs and Strays’
Society’s work (as we were known back then). Many homes
were evacuated to the countryside, and war nurseries were
established around the country to house the babies. This
photograph is from the second world war when our
headquarters were bombed in the Blitz. This was in
Kennington, South London.
With such a lot of history, the number of children’s lives we
have been able to impact in a positive way is really quite
staggering. This has only been possible thanks to the
generous and ongoing support of our volunteers and
supporters over the years. Thank you.
Roseann Thompson
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And the winner is…Prestbury Library!
Last month we wrote about being a finalist in the David Vaisey Prize – awarded to a
Gloucestershire library developing and running an outstanding initiative to encourage
reading.
On Sunday 7th October we were delighted to be announced as the winning
Gloucestershire library! We received £5000 and a trophy presented by celebrated author,
Michael Morpurgo at the Cheltenham Literature Festival.

From l to r: Edward Gillespie (from the judging panel), Joanne O’Dea (Team leader, Prestbury),
Laura Clarke (Library assistant, Prestbury), Julie Spicer (Volunteer, Prestbury), Michael Morpurgo (author)

Our winning scheme is called ‘Paws for Reading’ where assessed rescue-dogs from
Cheltenham Animal Shelter interact with selected children. Reading out loud to the animals
reduces the child’s self-consciousness and encourages their confidence with books.
Children also get to visit the Animal Shelter.
Positive feedback on a successful scheme
The judges commented, “These children clearly had big difficulties with reading…but something
about the patience of the dog made them try. It was a joy to see a very closed off and unengaged
child suddenly responding...daring to stroke a dog. We loved the fact the book was shown to be an
integral part of any environment and a universal tool for enjoyment, and enablement.”
The library team also went to Radio Gloucestershire to talk to Dominic Cotter on his
Monday afternoon show.
Thanks to all involved
Joanne says, “We are delighted to have won. We’d like to thank our own volunteers who took
part, Cheltenham Animal Shelter and of course the children from The Ridge Academy and their
teacher, Miss Jones. We are still planning how to spend the prize money in the library but we will
definitely include a donation to the Shelter.”
Jo, Karen, Laura, Becky and Tessa
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War and ……
The door opened and in strode Miss Twiselton (that really was her name) our Class
Teacher. “The war’s over,” says she. We children looked at one another as if we were
about to retort, well, so what?
Wait a minute, which war are we talking about? There have been many wars in our lifetime.
Actually, in the last 60/70 years, when folk speak about ‘The War’ generally speaking we are
referring to WW2, well, I am.
The above story title is alluding to the transition from a state of war to a period known as
‘Peace’ but to some that’s a matter of opinion, depending on the state of play, where one
happens to be living and how it impinges on one’s personal life.
Anybody who is writing a story line for this magazine, I would think, will be writing from
their personal experiences with the above war in mind!
My personal war experiences are practically nil. I was aware that this country along with
half the rest of the world was fighting a country known as Germany and led by a bad man
named Adolf Hitler. My memory is failing but I recall that in the midst of ‘The War’ we
small children were expected to have a thing called a Gas Mask which we were called upon
to put over our face each day, and to walk down steep steps into the dark, dank
atmosphere of the School Air Raid Shelter. It all seems a million miles away now.
I don’t want to bore our reader too much, he or she may switch off. The war part of this
narrative is short on facts because frankly, I don’t have many memories. I have no memory
of actual bombing by aircraft even though our city was given a blasting.
War to me consisted of large deep holes in the ground where once buildings had stood. It
seemed to me that every road junction and corner site consisted of piles of broken bricks
where Hitler’s aircraft had unleashed their explosive cargo on us innocent citizens. So you
see, everything was almost taken as normal everyday life since we were born into this
scenario and did not know anything different.
Returning to the initial statement: in the present, as we children would be thinking, one
action that signalled some good news was what happened at the time we were told “THE
WAR IS OVER”. Each class in our school was given a bucket of ice cream.. yes... really. I am
not making it up! Don’t get too excited: there were around 50 children in our class which
was fairly normal at this time... anybody getting bored?

Then the Peace.....
If you believe that a giant turned a switch and all of a sudden everything around our little
lives was sweetness and roses you could not be more wrong. There was no change.
The RAF men from the Airfield 5 miles away were still walking out with their favourite girls.
We children learnt all the different ranks since they were in uniform of course. There were
mostly sergeants and not too many officers. Also there were many aircrew. We knew what
their function was aboard the aircraft. A wing worn just above their uniform left breast
pocket with an ‘E’ on was a Flight Engineer, sometimes doubling up as a second pilot.
Similarly, an ‘N’ denoted you were a Navigator, and so on.
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The one significant fact of life at the time which continued after Peace was declared was the
dreaded Rationing system. We all were issued with a Ration Book. If you speak to anyone
who has studied Social History, they will explain that rationing continued well into the
1950’s. Speaking purely personally from a child’s perspective, sweet rationing was foremost
in our minds and this concerned us most. My brother and I had calculated that the best
deal, ie the most sweets for your ration coupons, was 2 tubes of Rowntree’s wine gums.
Fruit Gums were second but they tended to get clogged up between one’s teeth.
The gradual transition from war conditions to peacetime was not all that apparent since we
had no memory of what ‘Peacetime’ was like.
Our school always organised a Christmas celebration before we broke up for the holiday. I
have a recollection of being given a long yellow plastic piece of ‘fruit’. It was called a banana.
None of us could recall ever having seen or tasted one of these objects before. We
probably were given one before hostilities commenced but then we would not remember
that far back.
Peacetime was not what we were promised or thought we were promised. There were
problems with such everyday essentials as coal supplies, and electricity was sometimes cut off.
Peace in our country was not a lot different from war because we were never occupied.
Countries in mainland Europe would see a huge difference since the foreign forces were no
longer present on their home soil and they were in effect given back their country.
I recall that when Peace was declared, the supplies of fuel ie petrol and diesel fuel were
increased just a little and this meant more vehicles appeared on the roads and soon even
brand new vehicles began to appear. Fuel was, however, still rationed, so don’t get too
excited.
One remembers freezing winters with ice on the inside of the windows. Hey, don’t let’s get
too morbid. That’s enough about PEACE.
Nigel Woodcock

Book Review

The Railway Detective by Edward Marston
Published by Allison and Busby.
The “Railway Detective” first published in 2004 is the first of 16 books starring Detective
Inspector Robert Colbeck. Set in the 1850’s the books really capture life in Victorian
England. The crimes revolve around the newly created railway system and include robbery,
bombings and murder but Inspector Colbeck has the know-how to defeat the criminals. All
of the characters in the books are well created by the author Edward Marston, particularly
Inspector Colbeck, who dresses like a “dandy” but has the mind of a professor of crime.
The plots are detailed and very intriguing for the reader. Will you solve the crime before
Inspector Colbeck does? Once you have read “The Railway Detective” you will want to
read the whole series. I hope you enjoy the book.
David Crompton
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Thinking about hedgehogs on bonfire night
Hedgehogs are the UK’s favourite mammal according to a
recent poll, but many people may be surprised to learn that
gardens in towns and cities such as Cheltenham and
Gloucester are vital for these endangered animals.
“Gardens can easily provide food and shelter for hedgehogs,
and help them to move to other areas of safety,” says Georgia
Spooner, Urban Wildlife Project Officer at Gloucestershire
Wildlife Trust. “This is why it is important to think carefully
before lighting your bonfire.
“Hedgehogs like to make nests in leaf piles; this might be your bonfire pile. The safest, most
hedgehog-friendly way to burn down your garden waste is to light a small fire next to your pile
and then transfer on a forkful of bonfire material at a time, taking from the top of your pile and
working down. Alternatively, rebuild your bonfire pile on the day that you are going to light
it.”
Gloucestershire Wildlife Trust’s Hedgehog Way is supported by the People’s Trust for
Endangered Species and the British Hedgehog Preservation Society. Hedgehog Way works
with residents who spend as little or as much time as they can spare to assess gardens and
other green spaces to see how hedgehog friendly they are and start to make these places
better for hedgehogs.
To find out more about Hedgehog Way, visit gloucestershirewildlifetrust.co.uk or email
georgia.spooner@gloucestershirewildlifetrust.co.uk
Gloucestershire Wildlife Trust is a charity which manages 60 nature
reserves around the county, runs events and courses to help people
get closer to local wildlife, and is involved with a number of projects
which support communities and individuals to wishing enjoy being
outside.
Georgia Spooner
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Chepstow
To accompany me with my cup of coffee in Waterstones, I was leafing through their copy
of the Daily Express and found that they have a campaign to Save Our High Streets. They
are stressing the rate at which so many stores are closing on our main streets in towns,
leaving many with a collection of cheapjack stores and charity shops.
Even the “class” shops are feeling the pinch, which was shown recently with the
announcement that a number of the House of Fraser stores will be closed by the end of the
year. Fortunately for Cheltenham it does not include Cavendish House — so far.
What caught my eye in the article was the statement that Herbert Lewis in the Chepstow
High Street is going to be closed shortly. I lived for most of my first thirty years near the
Monmouthshire town and the Lewis store was always the largest one there. Built on a hill,
it covered several floors with an occasional deep step to take you to another level.
It was opened about 140 years ago by Herbert Lewis and then passed down through the
family with the grandsons Fred and Herbert Griffiths carrying on through good times and
bad. The problem now is that customers are shopping elsewhere, eg on the Internet- as
opposed to the Saturday Trawl around the real shops. It was quite a treat to go into the
shops and my aunt would try to have a quick chat with assistants she had known earlier,
particularly women who had waited for men fighting in the first World War but who were
never to return.
The Griffiths brothers worked hard with Herbert on the fashions and Fred on the
furnishings and hard goods. I wake up each morning to the tallboy which was the first piece
of furniture we bought and has been filled with clothing. The knobs on the drawers are a
blessing to heave me out and get me up right. I also knew the brothers through the
Chepstow Operatic and Dramatic Society where Fred was able to supply goods to furnish
the stage for our efforts in the Town Hall. It looks as if younger members of the family have
followed on and it is they who are reluctantly putting up the shutters.
Fortunately they are not having to close down because of finance but acknowledging that
“the times they are a changin” and we have to change with them. Not keen.
Tudor Williams
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Marle Hill WI
We were transported to the First World War by Geoffrey North at our October meeting.
With the aid of pictures, readings and scrapbooks he told us of the group of Voluntary
Hospitals in Cheltenham. There were 8 main hospitals in Cheltenham, plus annexes, and 6
elsewhere - but all came under the umbrella of the Cheltenham Group. They were situated
at the Racecourse and Naunton and St John’s (Gloucester Road) Schools amongst other
places. Cheltenham was chosen mainly because of the good railway access and the easy
connections to the ports of repatriation, from which the specially adapted ambulance trains
could transport the casualties. The hospitals were staffed by the Voluntary Aid
Detachment and FANYs (First Aid Nursing Yeomanry – Princess Royal’s Volunteer Corps)
and patients wore special uniforms. They took part in sporting activities, concerts, carnivals
and other local activities to entertain themselves during their recovery. Looking at
Cheltenham now it is difficult to imagine all that went on here at that time, and how
important the town was.
A few members are still enjoying the Walking Netball, where we have some matches
planned in the near future. An evening to inspire us with our displays at the County
Centenary Exhibition in the Cathedral next year, workshops for Kumihimo (Japanese
braiding) and Glass Engraving, a meal at the Giggling Squid, Julie’s coffee morning (with hot
toasted crumpets!), the Book Club at Marilyn’s, The Craft Club with a meringue
demonstration at Wendy’s, walks and Clay Pigeon Shooting were amongst the other
activities for the month.
In November we have our Birthday Party meal at Doubletrees to look forward to and
there is a Fun Day at WI House, making things for Christmas. A group of members are
joining the County weekend trip to see ‘Chatsworth at Christmas’ and the Richard III
Exhibition in Leicester on the way home.
Our November meeting is taken up, as usual, with our Annual Meeting. After all the
business we shall relax over a cup of tea and enjoy some time socialising.
Sara Jefferies
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Forthcoming Events
Coffee Morning at Prestbury URC
Saturday 3 November from 10.30 till Noon
The November coffee morning will take place on Saturday 3rd November from 10.30 to
noon. As well as teas, coffees and teacakes, there will be books, cakes and a raffle. We
would love you to join us; new faces are always most welcome!

Christian Aid Autumn Fair
Saturday 10 November 10am - 1.30pm
St Andrew’s Church, Montpelier
Usual stalls. Hot and Cold Lunches £5.00 available from 11.30am
We are committed to raising £5,000 for training projects for young people in Ghana. Every
pound raised is matched by £3 from the EU making every pound spent at the Fair worth £4.
So please start your Christmas shopping at our Autumn Fair supporting the young in
Ghana. There will be many stalls, coffee and lunches.
Roger Hodges

A Floral Festival of Remembrance
10-11 November 2018 - St Nicolas’ church
As I am sure everyone is aware, 2018 marks 100 years since the end of WW1, known as
the Great War and thought of at the time to have been the war to end all wars in which
over 13 million people were estimated to have died. The figures involved, the scale of loss
and destruction are so vast as to be unimaginable. I wanted to mark the occasion in some
way and as flower arranging is something I enjoy doing I felt that perhaps a flower festival
would be a fitting way of paying my respects, not only to those who gave their lives during
the years of conflict, but to the survivors who had to deal with the aftermath of war and
loss for the rest of their lives.
When my mother died, my sisters and I found letters and diaries belonging to my
grandmother which detailed years of her life during the First World War when the young
man she loved was killed in action and later when her much loved son was reported
missing, believed lost, at the end of the Second World War. This is my totally inadequate
way of remembering her and an entire generation of women whose lives were irrevocably
changed by war.
I hope that everyone who comes to see the displays will find them interesting and
appreciate that though they can only represent certain aspects of the war, they have been
researched and arranged with love. Profits from the event will go to The Royal British
Legion which has worked for decades to support veterans and their families. Please come
along and support us - there will be cake!
Lindsey Mcgowan.
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One Hundred Years On
A concert of Remembrance and Reflection performed by Cheltenham Philharmonic Orchestra
Pittville Pump Room, Sunday 11th November 3.00pm
Britten: Sinfonia da Requiem
Tubb: ‘The Unknown Warrior’ The New Build LMS Patriot Locomotive
Tubb: Memorial to the victims of Quintinshill (May 1915)
Vaughan-Williams: Pastoral Symphony, Soprano Ellie Neate

Benjamin Britten wrote Sinfonia da Requiem in 1940, an expression of his pacifism and antiwar conviction. Alfred Tubb is a local composer, and we will perform the première of his
works dedicated to the tragic rail crash in 1915 near Gretna Green when over 200 troops
and civilians lost their lives. Vaughan Williams completed his Pastoral Symphony in 1922,
and it has been described as ‘a subtly beautiful elegy for the dead of World War 1 and a
meditation on the sounds of peace’
Tickets for the concert are £12, Students £6, under 16 free.
Available from Town Hall Box Office, or the Tourist Office at The Wilson Museum
We look forward to sharing this special afternoon of music with you.

Wendy Price

Cheltenham Rotary Club Charity 10 Pin Bowl
On Monday 12th November the Rotary Club of Cheltenham is bringing back its popular
10 Pin Bowling evening to raise funds for local charities.
The fund-raising event will be held at the Hollywood Bowl in The Brewery and will
commence at 6:30pm. The Rotary Club is inviting teams of six to take part and be
sponsored to support Rotary local charities, The Butterfly Garden and Life Education
programmes in Primary Schools, as well as each team’s chosen charities and good causes.
Sponsorship moneys may be split 50:50
Each team has a standard game, lasting approximately one hour, and this can start at a time
during the evening which the team finds most convenient. It will be a fun and enjoyable
evening, with friendly competition for the prizes awarded for the maximum scores and
most sponsorship raised. You are welcome to bring one or two teams of players.
People who are interested in registering a team should get in touch with Paul Clark on
01242 517916 or by e-mail to p.clark778@btinternet.com for an entry form.
We look forward to hearing from you
David Price 01242 523534 david.price@prestbury.net

Skittles, St Mary Magdalene fund raising
Saturday 17 November, 7:00 for 7:30pm, Civil Service Club, GL51 9SL
A match with individual teams, Killer or Six-ball Westbury or both – dependent on
numbers. Bar and Food available. Raffle for cash prize(s). Entry – £5 on night, food extra.
Contact Shelagh Holder, 01242 680952 for details (please let me know by 6 November if
you would like to order food on the night).
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‘In Tune With Heaven’
Highly acclaimed Cotswold chamber choir Cantores presents a varied programme of
sacred music conducted by John Holloway and accompanied by organist Neil Fortin. Works
by Guerrero, Weelkes, Rheinberger, Randall Thompson, Herbert Sumsion, Benjamin
Britten & Paul Mealor. Further details on our website: www.cantores.net
Cirencester Parish Church, Saturday, 17th November 7.30pm.
St Mary’s Church, Charlton Kings, Saturday, 24th November 7.30pm.
Tickets (£15) via www.cantores.net, Andrew on 07800 737078 and on the door.
Concessions available.

Tewkesbury Choral Society
www.tewkesburychoral.org.uk

Regency Brass Ensemble
Directed by John Holloway

Benjamin Britten Ceremony of Carols
John Rutter Gloria
Chris Williams Stabat Mater Speciosa
Leonard Salzedo Divertimento
Gordon Jacob Music for a Festival

Saturday 1st December 7.30pm Tewkesbury Abbey
Tickets (unreserved) £15 from Society members, the Abbey Shop 01684 856148, on the door,
and on line at www.ticketsource.co.uk/t-c-s Accompanied school children free

Regular Weekly Events
Mondays 1000-1130
Tuesdays 1030-1200
1030-1200
Fridays
1000-1200
Saturdays 1030-1100

Urchins Toddler Group (in term time)
Coffee Drop In
Chatterbox
Prestbury Friday Circle
Team Surgery
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November 2018 Diary
Thu
Fri
SUN

Wed

Sat

1 1930
2 1930
4 1030

7

10

SUN 11

Tue

13

Sat
SUN
Tue
Wed
SUN
Mon
Tue

17
18
20
21
25
26
27

All Souls’ Service
All Souls’ Service
All Saints’ Patronal Festival, buffet lunch to
follow the Mass
1330 Baptism of Abigail Shutter
1430 Baptism of Dominic Deeley
1800 No Eucharist at 1800 - changed to 1900
1900 Change of time for 1800 Eucharist due to PCC
1930 Prestbury PCC
1000-1600 Floral Festival for Remembrance
1400-1700 Remembrance weekend film/flowers/teas
0800 Said Eucharist
0800 Said Mass
0915 BCP Holy Communion
0930 Celebrate!
0930 Sung Eucharist with Act of Remembrance during
the service
1030 Sung Mass with Act of Remembrance following
the service
1045 Holy Communion with Act of Remembrance
during the service
1045 Act of Remembrance at the War Memorial
followed by
1115 Sung Eucharist
1050 Act of Remembrance at the War Memorial
1200-1600 Floral Festival for Remembrance
1400-1700 Remembrance weekend film/flowers/teas
1900 Communion followed by Tuesday Group
1945 Celebrate! Team Meeting
1930 Skittles Evening

All Saints
St Mary
All Saints

1930 LMT Meeting
1430 Welcome on Wednesday

St Nicolas
St Nicolas

1000-1200 Monday Club
1930 Prestbury Mothers’ Union

Uckington Village Hall
St Nicolas

St Lawrence
St Lawrence
St Mary
St Mary
St Mary
St Nicolas
St Mary
St Mary
All Saints
St Lawrence
St Mary
St Nicolas
All Saints
St Mary Magdalene
Prestbury Village
St Mary
Swindon Village
St Nicolas
St Mary
St Lawrence
35 Whitethorn Drive
Civil Service Club

December 2018 Diary
Sat
SUN

1
2

Christmas Tree Festival
Christmas Tree Festival
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November 2018 Calendar
SUNDAY

4 All Saints’ Day

SUNDAY

11 Remembrance Sunday
(3rd Sunday before Advent)

SUNDAY

18 2nd Sunday before Advent

SUNDAY

25 Christ the King
(Sunday next before Advent)

From the Registers
Prestbury

Elmstone Hardwicke

Baptisms
September

Funerals
2 Annabelle Taylor
Flynn Arthur Cook
19 Guy Fraser Tucker
23 Jack Thomas James Frape
Ruby Rose Frape

August

23 Mabel Bailey

Burial of ashes
September

18 James Burford

Weddings
September

1 Andrew Wilkinson and
Sarah Minihane
8 Michael Newby and
Jessica Powell
Funeral at Crematorium
September 6 Sue Surman
Funeral at St Mary
September 19 Elaine North
Funeral at St Nicolas
20 Canon John Mead
Burial of ashes
September 21 Elaine North
25 Mona Dawson
Memorial Service
August 9 Sylvia Keogh

Swindon Village
Baptisms
September

9 Jack Steven James Williams

Weddings
September
September

22 Cameron Harpin and
Chloe Beaver
4 Martin Cater
29 Malcolm Smith
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TIMES OF CHURCH SERVICES
St Mary, Prestbury
Sunday

08.00
09.30
11.00
1st Sunday
18.30
2nd Sunday
18.30
Other Sundays 18.30
Monday
09.00
Wednesday
09.00
18.00
Thursday
10.30
Saturday
09.30

St Nicolas, Prestbury
Sunday
Tuesday
All Saints
Sunday

Last Sunday
Thursday

Said Eucharist
Celebrate! All-age worship
Sung Eucharist
Evening Prayer held in Chapel at Capel Court
Benediction in St Mary
Evening Prayer in St Mary
Morning Prayer (excluding Bank Holidays)
Morning Prayer
Eucharist
Eucharist
Eucharist

09.30
09.00
10.00

Sung Eucharist
Morning Prayer
Said Eucharist

08.00
10.30
18.30
18.30
09.00
11.15

Said Mass
Sung Mass
Choral Evensong
Choral Evensong with Benediction
Morning Prayer
Said Mass

St Lawrence, Swindon Village
1st Sunday
10.30
18.30
2nd & 4th
09.15
18.30
3rd Sunday
10.30
18.30
5th Sunday
09.15
18.30

Together @ Ten Thirty (all-age service)
Sung Holy Communion
BCP Holy Communion
Evensong
Together @ The Table (family communion)
Evensong
Holy Communion
Songs of Praise
Next is on 30 June 2019
(alternates with St Mary Magdalene)

St Mary Magdalene, Elmstone Hardwicke
1st,2nd,3rd & 4th 10.45 Holy Communion
5th Sunday either 10.45 Holy Communion
or
18.30 Songs of Praise

Next is on 31 March 2019
(alternates with St Lawrence. On the Sundays we
host Songs of Praise, there is no Morning Service)
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Ambition

W

HEN I WAS a small child, I knew my Dad was ‘in the Army’ because
of the uniform and equipment in the hall cupboard. As I got older I
realised he was not Regular Army, but a member of the Territorial
Army. This meant (to me) that he spent some weekends and a
couple of weeks every summer ‘on camp’ and came home telling us all about
sitting by campfires, playing games and generally having a good time. I thought it
sounded great fun (a bit like Guide camp) and so I decided to join the Army,
when I left school.
As the time approached, I applied for the Army – and was refused, because of my asthma.
This was disappointing, but as I was now set on a career in the forces, I applied for the
Royal Air Force, and the Royal Navy – and again was refused, because of my asthma. I felt I
had let my Dad down, as he had been so pleased that I wanted to follow in his footsteps.
I decided that if I could not join the armed forces, perhaps I could join the home services –
i.e. the Police Force (my Dad was also a Special Constable, and I loved “Juliet Bravo”)
Once again, I was refused, this time because I wore glasses and (at that time) police officers
were not allowed to wear glasses for safety reasons. As the end of school was now very
near, I was persuaded to go to college and ‘do Shorthand and Typing’.
I was all set to look for a Secretarial job, when I spotted an advert in the Echo for Clerical
Assistants, at GCHQ. I knew of the place, as my best friend and her Dad worked there, but
I had no idea of exactly what they did. I applied, and after several months of interviews and
form-filling, I joined GCHQ. Today, nearly 40 years later, I have worked in numerous,
diverse roles, located (temporarily) to work in Yorkshire, and have lived through several
‘newsworthy’ times, most notably, the Yorkshire Ripper arrest, the USA 9/11 atrocity and
the London 7/7 bombings. So, although it could be said that I fell short of my original
ambition to ‘save the world’ I am happy that I have (in a very small way) helped my country
to be a safer place to live in.
Ambition is defined as having a ‘strong desire to achieve something’. Without that desire,
our lives can lapse into mediocrity. The apostle Paul, writing to a Christian fellowship in
Macedonia says “Make it your ambition to lead a quiet life, mind your own business and keep
your hands occupied” [1 Thessalonians 4 v11-12]
He also urges his readers to “Rejoice in the Lord always, and again I say rejoice. Be fearful of
nothing, but in everything, by prayer and supplication with thanksgiving, let your requests be known
to God” [Philippians 4 v4-6]
Paul insists we can live a life of contentment when we are at peace with our Creator. If we
trust him for forgiveness in the past, power in the present, and resurrection when our risen
Saviour returns, we can be confident that our Heavenly Father cares for us and has
everything under control. Knowing this, we can strive to work steadily, loving life and
recreation, living to please God and worshipping him with hearts full of gratitude, joy and
love – now that is a worthy ambition!
Jackie Smith
Quotations from the Good News Bible.
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Parish Directory continued
St Mary’s C of E (VA) Schools
Executive Head Teacher : Mr Matt Fletcher
Junior School:
Infant School:

244387
244054

Hall Letting
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane

239590

St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane

244373

prestbury.hall@prestbury.net
stnicolas.hall@prestbury.net

Parish Magazine
Editor: (vacancy)

magazine@prestbury.net

contact 515941

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson
advertising@prestbury.net

224823

Prestbury Parish Magazine is published on the last Sunday of the month.
The deadline for copy is the Sunday 2 weeks before this.
Copy may be sent in a clearly marked envelope to ‘Prestbury Parish Magazine’
c/o 2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN
or by email to magazine@prestbury.net

December Magazine Deadline: 14 November 2018
Future Theme:

December

Festivals
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