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Valentine’s Day, and Lent

L

AST YEAR, AS SOME of you may remember, Valentine’s day, and Ash
Wednesday coincided. The last time this happened was in 1945! On that
day last year, myself, the curate, and some lay folk from St Michael’s,
Croydon, got up very early to for ‘Ashes to Go’ at East Croydon Station during
the morning commute. Essentially we offered the imposition of Ashes as we
would in church; we gave each person a prayer card, and a large number of
people availed themselves of this ministry as they made their way up to London
for work.
It was a rather bizarre scene, for in addition to two robed clergy offering Ashing as a
reminder of sin and mortality, there were also two ‘happy couples’ employed by a local
company, giving away chocolate and heart shaped balloons as a promotion. Love and death
at 7.30am; as if the London morning rush hour were not enough to cope with already!!
There would seem to be an incongruity in the contrast between the message of Valentine’s
day, with its hearts, chocolates and flowers, and the message of Ash Wednesday “From dust
you came, to dust you shall return; turn away from sin, and be faithful to Christ” People seized by
love’s young dream are perhaps not wanting to hear the message of eventual mortality.
As I pondered the juxtaposition of images outside that station on the freezing February
morning, it struck me that at a deeper level, Valentine’s day and Ash Wednesday do in fact
have a lot in common; we might say that Ash Wednesday is to God, what Valentine’s day is
to lovers.
What do human lovers do to express their affection, to keep their passion alive? Well, first
they have to communicate. They need to speak honestly to one another, sharing their
hopes and fears, their disappointments and dreams. They need to speak from the heart,
without distraction. And they need to develop the art of listening, to be great listeners, so
that the conversation isn’t always a one-way street.
Lovers have to make sacrifices for one another, often giving up their own priorities,
preferences and pleasures for the happiness and well-being of the other. And they should
do so willingly and joyfully, not begrudgingly.
And lovers also freely offer spontaneous little acts of thoughtfulness and kindness to one
another — a few kind words, a thoughtful gesture, a surprise gift. And lovers sometimes
need to seek forgiveness from the other, don’t they? And freely grant forgiveness, too.
Pope Francis said, the secret to having a good marriage is found in three simple
expressions: “please, thank-you, I’m sorry.” The keys to a romantic relationship:
communication, sacrifice and love. Sound familiar? Reminds me of the prayer, fasting and
good works that are the hallmarks of Lent.
If we’re going to nurture our romance with God, we need to renew and refresh our
passion for him, and in Lent we do it especially with prayer, fasting and good works. Lent is
also a time of sacrifice, a time of giving things up; those simple attachments that keep us tied
to Earth and prevent us from lifting our hearts and minds to Heaven. Our disciplines
eliminate vice, increase virtue, purify our souls and strengthen us in our daily struggle
against evil.

~1~

February 2019

Prestbury Parish Magazine

ADS G1

ADS G1

~2~

Prestbury Parish Magazine

February 2019

And Lent is also a time of good works, of almsgiving. Our works of charity allow us to
share our blessings with others and keep us attuned to the pressing needs of our brothers
and sisters, at home and around the world.
Our faith is our longing for God, and his for us. Like any romance, it too has to be nurtured
and nourished if it is to prosper and grow. And it’s what the faithful observance of Lent,
with its prayer, fasting and good works, helps us to do. It seems to me, then, that Ash
Wednesday and Valentine’s day have a lot in common after all, for the goal of both is to
renew our passion for the one we love.
Fr Robert

The Mantle Shelf
Number One Son enjoys refurbishing properties in his spare time and sometimes comes
across interesting items temporarily without a home. So not long after I moved into my
little terrace, I became the owner of a beautiful pitch pine mantle shelf. My builders had
stripped out the oblong kitchen space and opened up the wall to the snug, as per the
current trend on every home improvement programme.
My vast accumulation of “stuff” had seemed to dictate endless storage cupboards on every
bit of wall space, but I hated the tunnel effect, especially on the wall directly in my eyeline
from the squishiest armchair. Not that I often lounge around you understand, that’s why
I’m so svelte.
Anyway, going forward, I noticed what a great match in style, proportion etc the shelf was
for the two little kitchen chairs I have from my childhood home. They were hand turned
with chisel marks on the underside and not quite identical. Old photographs show granny
seated on one in the garden. They were stained black at that time, until my mother on a
whim gave them a magnolia and red paint job when contemporary design emerged in the
fifties. Some years from then my brother, who didn’t approve of changes brought about
during his absences with the RAF, sanded them down to bare wood, all this so that today
the shelf forms a backdrop! Just to the left of everything is space for a faux butchers block,
Ikea’s best, holding a lamp to subtly highlight the scene, and wooden shelves underneath for
the pending tray, usually ignored.
A ceramic cow with floral decoration seemed an obvious choice (?) to go on one end of the
mantle, it was a favourite of my aunt and always stood over the stove in her little Dutch
farm cottage. At the opposite end I’ve put an almost Clarice Cliffe tureen found on a stall
in Lincolnshire when my sister was there, and a tiny copper dessert mould picked up in La
Rochelle. A small round brass clock which never keeps time sits in the centre, next to a
miniature mirror framed with pottery leaves and a medlar. Are you starting to get a
handle on the general feel of the place? You may be shuddering. The Christmas ivy has
now been taken down but a pot plant is back, just a small one.
Any decorative pretensions fall away when the younger grandchildren are at the foldaway
table tucked under the shelf for tea. Like my younger self swinging my legs from those
same chairs, eating a meal while my whited sandshoes dried in the sun on the garden wall.
In case it’s all too contrived and schmaltzy, there’s a black sign opposite, “Blessed are the
cracked, for they let in the light”.
Anya Jary
~3~
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Possessing prized possessions – or possessed by them?
We live in a consumer society. We buy stuff all the time. We recreate through shopping
(though that is nothing new – as trading/bartering has always had a social function). If we
stop to think about it, however, very few of the things we buy hold more than utility value.
Just consider for a moment what would happen if your house burned down. What would
you grab and take with you if you could only take one thing? What, in short, is your most
prized possession? It’s more likely to be something with which you have an emotional
connection, through some kind of relationship or memory, rather than the most expensive
item in your house.
Watching the new TV version of ‘Les Miserables’ recently I was struck by the scene where
the priest, recognising the limited value of material objects, and much to his housekeeper’s
dismay, not only allows Jean Val-Jean to steal the silver cutlery, but also gives him the silver
candlesticks when he is returned by the soldiers as a thief, and then sends him on his way.
The priest recognises both the high market price of the goods and the limited utilitarian
value of his personal ownership. But it is his belief in the ‘potential value’ of those goods to
change a person for the better that makes him give up his possessions ‘to save a soul’.
We consistently invest things that we own with meaning beyond their immediate function
or monetary worth. Things have meaning for us, and the more important they are to our
sense of identity, the more value we put on them. Prized possessions are those we value
over and above any market price. History is full of stories about prized possessions and
gifts made between rulers and countries, and prized possessions given as gifts that form the
basis of social relationships. It is said that Alexander the Great valued books more than
many other things, because of the knowledge he
gained from them. Another example of a prized
possession is a bow that Odysseus had received,
”…in a gift exchange with Iphitos, a transaction that
marked the beginning of a relationship of close
friendship. The bow is a prized possession, having
once belonged to Eurytos, a renowned archer who
challenged Apollo to a contest. Odysseus did not
use the bow in war. Instead, he left it in his palace
as a “token of the memory for remembering his
dear friend…”

Odysseus strings his bow to win back
his wife Penelope

https://grbs.library.duke.edu/article/download/1411/1501
In 1271 Niccolo Polo, his brother Maffeo, and his son Marco presented letters and holy oil
from Pope Gregory X to Kublai Khan in Mongolia after a journey lasting three years…
“Then they presented the privileges and letters which the Pope had sent, with which he was
greatly pleased, and handed over the holy oil, which he received with joy and prized very
highly.”
In more recent times Winston Churchill is reputed to have prized his 1953 Nobel Prize for
Literature above many other possessions.
~4~
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There is, or course, a dark side to possession, described in great detail in Tolkein’s tale of
The Lord of the Rings. Gollum, who ‘found’ the ring of power in a river is possessed by it,
rather than possessing it, as are all those who wear it. The message is clear, if we attach
too much importance to our
possessions, they will control us,
and we will end up focusing our
time, our energy, and our
concerns on protecting and
guarding those possessions. The
biggest danger is to become
possessed by our possessions and
Image of what the ring of power described in
get so wrapped up in ensuring
The Lord of the Rings might have looked like.
their safety and continuation that
Source: https://mrkingsenglish.weebly.com/
we lose sight of their true value.
If we end up like Gollum, in a
state where we cannot bear to be parted from our possessions, we will find ourselves in a
hell on earth, since we know that ultimately we must leave material treasures behind.
The hold that our possessions can exert over us has long been recognised. A prized
possession is often something in which we have invested a part of ourselves, a memory, an
experience, or an attachment for example, and often it is tied up with our identity. But if
we invest too much of ourselves in the possessing, we lose any sense of self and become
separated from other people. The stronger the attachment to a possession the more we
are tied down, and the value of the possession becomes conflated with our own sense of
self-worth.
More interesting, and how much more difficult, is how we manage the possessions we
share in common. I was reminded of this very recently with an article in the news about a
new Banksy mural that appeared on a garage wall in Port Talbot, South Wales. The owner
of the garage has been inundated with visitors and
has had to organise protection for the artwork.
There is concern from local people that he will try
to sell it and make a lot of money, depriving the local
people of the pleasure of seeing it, and the local
economy of a much-needed boost. The owner of
the garage admits that concern for this new
possession has taken over his life. We had much the

Admiring Cheltenham’s Banksy - a gift to the
local community - shortly before it was defaced
and covered up. Who owns ephemeral street
art? Who has the power to say what should be
done with it?
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same situation a few years ago in Cheltenham when a Banksy mural appeared on the wall of
an end-terrace house; two spooks appearing to be listening in to a public telephone kiosk.
There were similar arguments about ownership, attempts by the property owner to cash
in, action by the local council to prevent it, and ultimately defacement and destruction of an
ephemeral artwork that all in the local community shared and enjoyed.
If you think protecting personal possessions is difficult just take a look at what we do with
the possessions we share as a society. Some person or group is constantly trying to take
control of them for personal gain, or to destroy them to prevent others from benefitting.
One only has to look at the current chaos surrounding departure from the European Union
to see how easily we can lose our prized shared possessions of fairness, democracy,
equality, and concern for those less well off than ourselves.
The same applies to our shared Christian beliefs. There will always be attempts to destroy
the beliefs we share as a Christian community by those determined enough to do so. On
the other hand, we must not hold on so tightly that we are not ourselves, prepared to
doubt and question those beliefs. Only by questioning what we believe can we grow in
confidence and strength. God gave his son to the world to enable us to believe in
something that could overcome the despair that threatens to overwhelm us in the face of
death. It’s a gift we all share as a community, but not something we ‘possess’. The harder
we try to grasp it, the more elusive it seems to be. The ‘gift’ provides the basis of belief,
which is a blessing because belief requires a struggle, and it gives us the freedom to
question what we have and the space to meet, on an equal footing, both those who doubt,
and those with different beliefs. Possession of that gift would force us constantly to defend
and use up all our energy to protect it against ‘non-believers’; ultimately it would destroy us
and any purpose for our lives in this world.
John Powell

MONEY MONEY
As a boy one Christmas, I was given The Young Collector’s Book (1955) and at various stages I
was a keen young collector. To my horror now, I asphyxiated butterflies and moths in an
ammonia jar. I then took up collecting fossils of long dead creatures, mainly bivalves, ammonites,
corals and belemnites, and was delighted to be given a book called British Fossils written by my
very own namesake, geologist Duncan Forbes. From a brief phase of philately in a green stamp
album produced by Stanley Gibbons, I learnt where on the map Djibouti is and that Angola
produced graphic colour images of African wild-life on its postage stamps.
Next, I started a more serious collection of coins, some of which I bought in the antique
and junk shops of Plymouth where my father was a doctor. My focus was primarily on
British milled coins and, as a young numismatist, my speciality became the coinage of
William IV. The so-called ‘sailor king’ and uncle of Queen Victoria, William did not reign for
long (1830 – 1837) and so his coinage was hardly extensive, but I managed to acquire most
of the bronze and silver coins from the copper half-farthing up to the half-crown. I grew
familiar with the King’s podgy Hanoverian head skilfully depicted by William Wyon, the
celebrated chief engraver at the Royal Mint.
~6~
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Old silver crowns, gold sovereigns and half-sovereigns
were far beyond my boyhood means. Yet, aged eleven
or so, I subscribed to the monthly Coin and Medal
Bulletin published by B.A.Seaby & Co of Great Portland
Street and even managed to run up a youthful debt to
them, in buying on account a superb proof William IV
shilling with money I did not have, thus showing the
precocious signs of profligacy and human weakness
which shocked my poor mother. The oldest piece I
owned was a Greek silver coin representing Alexander
the Great, the smallest a Maundy money penny, and
the heaviest was a Very Fine ‘cartwheel’ copper
twopence dated 1797 with a bust of George III on the
obverse and Britannia with trident on the reverse.
As a boy, I enjoyed the detective work involved in identifying unusual pieces and the light
which miscellaneous coins shed on aspects of history. There was a Herod Agrippa copper
coin which took ages to identify and then some James II base metal Irish ‘gun money’ which
not only gave the year 1689 or 1690 but the month. There was a Chiang-Kai-shek silver
dollar from the Nationalist era of republican China and a number of illegible Chinese coins
with square holes in the middle which never meant much to me.
With the onset of adolescence, I found myself increasingly interested in art, painting, books
and literature. I could not afford any of the paintings by Van Gogh, Cézanne or the
Impressionists which I coveted, although Elizabeth Taylor could. Instead I much enjoyed
visiting the collection made by Samuel Courtauld. Since then I have accumulated rather too
many books and pictures but that’s all another story. It’s easy to become dispossessed by
our own possessions, preoccupations and obsessions.
Once, when it was empty at a weekend,
drank some of the wine from my father’s
around the bedroom and, among other
catalogued coins. They tried to sell the

our Plymouth home was burgled. The thieves
cellar, smeared my new acrylic paints wantonly
things, ran off with a bundle of my carefully
coins to Searle’s second-hand shop and they
managed to spend a Victoria
Jubilee double-florin in a Union
Street pub. If I remember rightly,
the police then traced the
remaining coins to the lockers of
two marines in Stonehouse
Barracks. The crime was solved
and the coins returned to me
once they had been used in
evidence.

In some ways, I now wish I’d kept them all but, being impecunious at the time, we sold the
lot at auction in Sotheby’s in 1971 to buy a clapped-out Austin Maxi which leaked oil and
proved a total dud. That was soon after decimalisation came in and just before we joined
the Common Market.
Duncan Forbes
~7~

February 2019

Prestbury Parish Magazine

Sermon – The Epiphany 2019 (Matthew 2: 1-12)
Fr Nick preached this sermon at The Epiphany at St Nicolas and St Mary on Sunday 6th
January and some have asked to read it here:
We are today at the Epiphany, the time when Christ was made manifest or shown to the
world’s wisest who had sought him out. The passage from Matthew shows us on the one
hand a baby: passive, vulnerable and completely at the world’s mercy - and on the other
hand, a baby who exists in a kind of cocooned calm and reassurance that all is well and all
will be well, to echo the words of the medieval mystic Julian of Norwich. Mary, Joseph and
the baby Christ sidestep the grim Herod who is wiping out young male children though this
is a time of extreme danger for the child Jesus. But notice, actually there is no sense of
awful foreboding. There is a sense that, well – all will be well. There was a photograph in
the paper last week where an entire family in Indonesia is wading through the floods all up
to their shoulders in water: the father in front, and in the father’s hands a baby asleep –
asleep but safe only three or four inches above the swirling, dark fast-flowing water of
unknown depth. Asleep: but safe, and well.
And perhaps now after Christmas, that sense of safety, wellness is extra welcome. Extra
welcome especially, because so much of our lives is wasted with anxiety of the most
crushing, corrosive kind. The saddest thing is discovering as a parent that children worry
and worry big time – do you remember making worry lists? As a nervous 11 year-old I can
remember starting in grammar school where I was sure everyone was cleverer than me and
facing double maths on Friday morning and making ‘things to worry about’ listings under the
sheets every Thursday night. When I hear how children worry not really about maths but
serious things like self-worth, bullying, will my parents stay together, I now worry.
Corroding children’s minds with worry is evil and people who cause children real worry
need confronting and dealing with. I remember the release I felt when I eventually told my
sadistic maths teacher where to get off (in a loving caring way). And now, as I believe I am
held by God, I don’t worry at all, about anything. And that freedom is what God aches to
give you.
Did you know that 40% of people’s anxiety is with things that will never happen; 30% with
things to do with the past that can’t be changed; 15% with things relating to other people’s
criticism, which is generally untrue; and 10% with things relating to personal health which
only gets worse with by worrying? Only 5% of the time do we worry about real concerns
which must be faced directly. So if we only need to be concerned about 5% of the issues in
our lives, why spend so much time worrying? Sat last week in Havanas coffee shop at the
bottom of Prestbury Road, I was reading the author Ernest Hemingway, not one of his
books you understand, it was written on the wall inside: ‘worry a little every day and in a
lifetime you will lose a couple of years.’ He also said ‘I drink to make other people
interesting’, but you catch his drift.
You might also have heard of the old movie magnate Arthur Rank. Arthur Rank decided to
do all his worrying on one day each week. He chose Wednesdays. When anything
happened which caused him worry, he would write it down in his ‘worry book’ and forget
about it until the following Wednesday. You know, on the following Wednesday, when he
opened his ‘worry book’ he found that all the things he’d written down were no longer of
~8~
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any concern either to himself or anyone else. So useless to worry about them in the first
place.
As Christians, worry raises the question of our trust in God. Does God know, we think?
Does God care, we think? And – can we trust Him to sort it out, we think?
Today in the Gospel of Matthew we have a star stopping in space right above Jesus. Have
you ever looked up into the sky at night and seen a shooting star? Up on Cleeve Hill I’ve
sometimes done that late on an evening and I urge you to as well. Can you imagine the
force needed to stop the Gospel’s shooting star in flight? Well – God stopped it. And yet
we worry whether or not we can trust God to know about our little worries? And of
course, we have the proof that He can a little later in Matthew: ‘I tell you not to worry
about everyday life – whether you have enough food and drink, or enough clothes to wear.
Can all your worries add a single moment to your life?’
There was a woman who couldn’t sleep at all at night because she worried about her home
being burgled, worried all the time. One night, awake as usual, she woke up her husband
because she really did hear a noise in the house so he went downstairs to investigate.
When he got there, he found a burglar. Unlike the Fawlty Towers episode in similar
circumstances where you’ll remember Basil goes downstairs at Sybil’s insistence carrying a
frying pan with which he inadvertently batters Manuel, instead without hesitating the man
addressed the startled intruder: “Welcome my dear fellow. At last! Come upstairs and
meet my wife, she’s been waiting for years to meet you.”
A real burglar can steal from you once. Worry can steal from you night after night: for
years. Worry not only steals your sleep, it steals your ability to cope with life at all. Perhaps
as we begin this year, we should look again at those wise men from the east and the
complete faith they had in a star, thousands of miles up and feel that same stir in our hearts
as that star suddenly - stops. As you lock up this evening, or draw your curtains, look up.
Maybe we should take the following verse like prescription medicine three times a day,
morning, noon and night to remind us. You know it, the verse that goes: ‘Do not be
anxious about anything, but in everything, with thanksgiving present your requests to God.’
And may the peace of God, which passes all understanding, guard your hearts and calm
your minds in Christ Jesus. Amen.
Fr Nick

Prestbury Parish Magazine
Articles and pictures for possible publication in this magazine are always welcomed. The
preferred method of receiving them is by email to magazine@prestbury.net
This
method may not be possible for everyone so a postal address is given on the inside back
cover. Using the magazine email address ensures your contribution will be seen by all
those working on the magazine. Without you knowing these people may change from time
to time. Please do not write to the private addresses of anyone you may happen to know
on the magazine team as your messages may not be seen by the right person.
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A New Way to Spend Time With Your ‘Precious Ones’
At Prestbury Library the growing number of grandparents we see involved with regular
babysitting and childcare is reflected in the books on our shelves. There are many tales of
caring and daring grandparents helping grandchildren through the trials of life!
Author Roald Dahl often put a grandparent at the heart of the plot,
describing his own grandmother as ‘the absolute primary influence
on my life’. In ‘Charlie and the Chocolate Factory’, Grandpa Joe guides
Charlie around his adventures with Willy Wonka. In ‘The Witches’
the grandmother gives advice on how to spot witches and so avoid
them!
Join us on Thursdays!
As a new way to spend time when you’re looking after your grandchildren, come along to
our new ‘Stay and Play’ sessions on Thursdays. A relaxed hour of songs, rhymes and play –
as well as refreshments. Meet other people and enjoy time in the library.

New @ Prestbury Library
Starts Thursday 7th February 2019
‘Stay and Play’ sessions for ‘Grandparents’ and their mini charges!
Every Thursday 10.30 -11.30 (term times only)
Suitable for babies and toddlers
Enjoy a fun and relaxed hour of rhymes, singing and play in a sociable setting

Jo, Karen, Laura, Becky and Tessa
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Prized Possessions
On the top shelf of my kitchen cupboard there are two mugs which very much reflect the
style of the day with their chunky artisan appearance. They were part of my leaving present
from Wythenshawe Hospital in Manchester in February 1977.
My first job after graduation was as an unqualified medical social worker on the chest wards
at Wythenshawe and it was the start of a life spent working in social services. Life was very
different then since Social Services as such had only recently been formed and it was a
difficult profession to enter since a lot of people wanted to be social workers. There were
no computers – clerks typed up our case notes and there were no government statistics to
be gathered. As a department we were expanding but perhaps because Alf Morris, the first
ever Minister for the Disabled, happened to be the local MP.
Initially I didn’t have a car and visited people on foot or on the bus. On an early visit on the
sprawling council estate of Wythenshawe I was confronted by a semi-detached house which
had several doors. Undaunted I banged on the first door that I came to and when I got no
reply, I repeated this action. Another door opened and a lady stuck her head out – ‘scuse
me luv but you’re banging on mi coal house door!’ I needed the flat upstairs it transpired.
Georgina, a larger than life lady lived there and over the months I helped her to sort out
her chaotic finances. At Christmas she offered me a drink of sherry which I declined but
she was insistent and knowing that she had few other people to celebrate with I reluctantly
agreed. She then proceeded to pour me a tumbler of sherry and kept encouraging me to
‘drink up luv’. I spent the rest of the day in my office trying to sober up!
Later when I did acquire a car I found it could also be a worry since there were streets in
Wythenshawe where I chose to walk rather than risk having my precious first car
vandalised. On one visit to a client I parked my mini and just casually thought it was odd
that the car next to mine was unusually lower, It was only when I was in my client’s flat that
I glanced out of the window and realised that the car next to mine had had its wheels
stolen and it was propped up on bricks! I suspect that I wasn’t as attentive to that person’s
needs as I should have been.
I came from a very modest background. I was the first person in the family to go to
university and to have a car but my time in Manchester taught me how fortunate I was.
Wythenshawe hospital was on the edge of a large council estate and industrial area but at
the rear of the modern main building the old isolation wards backed onto open fields and I
often received letters from people begging me to persuade the consultant to admit them so
that they could have a ‘holiday’ or to spend Christmas there. I once visited one lady who
proudly showed me a flowery china cup and saucer which had pride of place on a shelf. She
had received it from the ward staff when she had to spend Christmas in hospital. It was the
only present she had received in years.
Resources were more plentiful then and social workers did not receive the criticism that
they do now but sadly there were still plenty of people who fell through the net. My time in
Manchester though opened my eyes to the poverty and loneliness faced by so many people
but also to a lot of goodness and kindness in people and ultimately their dignity. I hope that
I carried this knowledge through my professional career.
Janet Waters
~ 13 ~
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Prestbury Circa 1750
On the 28th July 1759 William Hathaway, a Cordwainer who lived in The Burgage, wrote
his will. He was not dying – far from it, he was about to get married. In his will he states, ‘I
bequeath unto Dorcas my intended wife (now Dorcas Bliss Widdow)’ and then details that
she is to have his house in Burgage Street for her natural life and then it is to go to his
daughter Elizabeth Price to whom he also gave the adjoining house. His estate called
Tacklow he left to John Hathaway to sell on his behalf and to use the proceeds to pay
expenses, clear debts and give the remainder to Dorcas. To his son, Thomas Hathaway of
Ripple, Worcestershire, he left one shilling and all his wearing apparel!
William Hathaway died in March 1767, eight years after writing his will. He was buried on
5th March 1767 and the will was executed on 10th March 1767. Dorcas Bliss is described
as ‘since Dorcas Hathaway Widow and relict’, indicating that she had indeed married
William Hathaway.
Before her marriage to William, Dorcas was a widow and I suspect that she held a secure
tenancy on a house in the village. Her late husband John Bliss, a carpenter, had died in April
1727 so she had been alone for 32 years. If she were to marry then she would have to
forfeit her tenancy and therefore in the event of her new husband’s death would be
homeless. This is an early pre-nuptial agreement! The groom had been a widower for six
years. (Ann Hathaway wife of William died in July 1753). I cannot find the record of
William and Dorcas’s wedding.
I am researching Prestbury circa 1750 with a view to a presentation at the Prestbury Local
History Society in April and possibly a publication. There are various frustrations involved
in dealing with the records and Registers of people in the village 250 years ago. One is that
addresses are not given and another that ages are rarely mentioned. Addresses were not
needed of course. In mid-18th century there were about 100 homes in Prestbury and
therefore everyone knew where everyone else lived. In addition to which there was no
postal service and therefore no need for addresses. In the Will we note that William
Hathaway owned two neighbouring properties in The Burgage but we do not know which
ones. One of them, he says in the Will, was ‘in the occupation of Marty Hyatt Widdow’.
He also refers to ‘my estate called Tacklow’. It is not stated that Tacklow is a house so it
may be a field or other property and may not be in Prestbury. I have not been able to
trace it.
It may be that readers who live in older properties in the village will have records of
previous owners and occupants circa 1750. It may also be that those who trace their family
tree will be aware of mid-18th century Prestbury residents and possibly their addresses. I
would love to know in either case. Please contact me at prestburyhistory@gmail.com
Norman Baker
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Prized Possessions? That’s an easy one!
Without a shadow of doubt my most prized possession is a box file containing no less than
378 letters sent to me over a period of fifty-seven years. To date 212 of them are from the
Queen and 166 from Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother. As I still hold my Royal Warrant
of Appointment to the Queen there may well be one or two more, we shall see. I am now
entering my ninetieth year and have retired from camera-work but artwork and calligraphy
are still enjoyed so the lid on that box-file may not be clamped shut just yet.
The letters from the
Queen are all on
headed paper from
Buckingham
Palace,
Windsor
Castle,
Balmoral, Sandringham
House, The Palace of
Holyrood House and
just one from “HM
Yacht Britannia at sea”.
I prize that one!
From Queen Elizabeth
the writing paper is
headed Clarence House,
The Castle of Mey,
Birkhall, Ballater and
Glamis Castle.
In the main, however, the letters are commissions, requests for photographs of their
racehorses in action and comments on photographs and artwork supplied, all of which are
gracious and complimentary which is always a relief when slicing open the envelope and
withdrawing that which is inside!
Quite a number are of a personal nature like the “get-well letter” from the Queen Mother.
It was not to me but to my Jack Russell terrier, James, after he was badly mauled by a
Weimaraner and his life hung in the balance. Not only did Queen Elizabeth adore her
steeplechasers, she was fond of all animals, especially dogs.
There is one letter that stands out amongst all the others. It is from the Queen and was
received as I was awaiting major heart surgery a few months ago. Whereas all the previous
letters had been dictated by her to Private Secretaries or Ladies-in-Waiting, this one was
directly from Her Majesty and signed “Elizabeth R”. It specifically expressed her concern
followed by her “warmest and good wishes for a full and speedy recovery.”
That, together with the prayers of many kind people, especially those from St Mary’s and
St Nicholas’, have seen me enjoy that “full and speedy recovery.”
I was formerly (and very happily) discharged from the John Radcliffe Hospital after a final check
up on All Souls’ day. I would like to thank all concerned for their prayers and good wishes.
A Happy New Year to everyone.

Bernard Parkin
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Prestbury WI
On Monday 11th February one of our own - Josie Surgenor - will be giving an exciting talk
about her travels around the world.
Visitors are always welcome at WI meetings. They are held on the second Monday of each
month at 7.15pm in the WI Hall on Prestbury Road.
For further information on WI activities please contact Hilary Brick on 01242 517964.
Other WI news……







We held our Christmas Fayre on 24th November which featured many stalls and was
well attended. A big thank you to Jill Curran for organising the day and to all the people
who helped to set up, run and clear up!
Our Skittles Team (pictured lower right) played Stone and Woodford in the County Skittles
Final at the Civil Service Club on 30th November…..and WE WON by 55 pins! A big
Thank You to the ladies who came to support us and we look forward to defending our title.
We supplied the refreshments for the Library Christmas Tree Lighting on 1st December,
which also featured carol singing from several groups including St Mary’s Choir and a raffle.
Our Christmas entertainment evening on the 12th December, featuring local band the
“Blue Diamonds” (pictured lower left) was very successful! We were treated to a mix of
traditional and non-traditional favourites and also enjoyed a music quiz which they had
put together for us.
Hilary Brick
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Marle Hill WI
We enjoyed a very festive meeting in December. With a Ukulele Band to entertain us,
decorated tables, sausage rolls and mince pies it was a good start to the Christmas season.
A few of us joined other county members for a weekend away. We called in at
Nottingham for a few hours on the way, where there was a Christmas Market to explore
and somewhere for a lunch break. The following day we went to Chatsworth House,
where the Christmas Market consisted of over 100 stalls. It was certainly one of the best I
have ever been to. In the afternoon we went into the house itself to experience the
Christmas decorations. The many decorated trees were enormous and the various scenes
from various Fairy Tales were quite spectacular. On the return journey, the next day, we
stopped off in Leicester to see the Richard III exhibition and his tomb. This was a very
interesting and worthwhile visit that I can recommend if you are in the area.
The seasonal theme continued with our entry in the Christmas Tree Festival at St Lawrence
Church in Swindon Village and a meal at the Farmers Arms. I understand that the pub
closed down a few days later, nothing to do with us I hope! The Annual Christmas
Concert in the Town Hall was a memorable occasion with Only Men Aloud as the guest
artistes.
With the Christmas break over, we started off the New Year, at our January meeting, with
our old friend Phil Collins as the speaker. He showed us a selection of pictures from his
postcard collection depicting Old Cheltenham. It made us realise that some parts of the
town were still very recognisable whilst other areas had altered or lost buildings, and some
features were no longer there. However, the town did seem very different without the
modern traffic and crowds.
We have a busy year ahead of us. The Gloucestershire Federation is celebrating its
centenary in 2019 with many activities. There is a Vintage Village Show to be held in the
garden of Cirencester House in July and an exhibition and service in the Cathedral in
October. The front garden of WI House in Gloucester is being redesigned and renovated
to commemorate the occasion and we have a County weekend at Denman College with a
celebratory meal. Other events are also being arranged during the year. A few members
are going on holidays to Kent and Romania.
With the Book and Craft Clubs, walks, meals out, walking netball and other events the year
ahead is already filling up! Mary Seldon from the Midland Air Ambulance is the speaker at
our meeting on Monday 4th February. We meet at 7.30pm at St Nicolas Hall in Swindon
Lane and always give a warm welcome to visitors and new members.
Sara Jefferies
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Book Review

The Bedlam Stacks by Natasha Pulley
This is her second novel after the international success of The
Watchmaker of Filigree Street which won several awards and
was nominated for others.
In The Bedlam Stacks she is on equally good form. A historical
fiction set in the Victorian era, it is based on a botanical
expedition to Peru. Sponsored by the India Office, the
mission’s purpose is to take cuttings of the cinchona tree to
establish plantations in the Himalayas. The cinchona tree was,
at that time, the sole source of quinine to combat malaria
which was devastating the work force in all the East Indies.
This impacted, very adversely, on the trade established by the
East India Company, which was so crucial to the wealth of
Britain and its then-Empire.
The hero is Merrick Tremayne, an ex East India Company biologist with a leg crippled from
the bombardment of Canton in the Chinese opium wars. His partner is Clement Markham,
an ennobled adventurer. Together they travel through the Peruvian Andes to the town of
Bedlam on the edge of the cinchona forests. There they meet Rafael the resident priest
who presides over a population of outcast disabled people. From that point on Pulley
creates a fantasy world of exploding white wood trees, lamps made of glowing pollen,
moving statues and rock formations of pure glass. The most remarkable creatures are the
Markayuks, gods who are in fact ancient priests in treelike form, who pose the most threat
to the expedition. The geological, scientific, climatic and historical invention that Pulley uses
to create her fantasy world is engrossing and reminiscent of Tolkien’s creativity. It does,
however, require real concentration to absorb the brilliance of a book that comprises only
320 pages. It is not a book into which one can dip.
The characterisation is strong with a central focus on the developing relationship between
Merrick and Rafael. Merrick’s father and grandfather had travelled previously to Peru and
formed strong relations with Rafael but Merrick finds true emotional connection with
Rafael to the point of sacrificing his life. The plot is excellent, sensibly moving back in time
to the Incas and the corruption of Peru by the Spanish invasion, and across continents. The
author ratchets up the tension between the mission’s success and the dangers of the
Markayuk infested Andes uplands before ending up in a celestial world above the clouds
where the only danger is altitude sickness and where Rafael can rest in peace. The mission
is successful and the final chapters celebrate the fruits of Merrick’s success and his plans to
reunite with Rafael.
This is an eloquently written and cleverly constructed novel with a wide variety of elements
that will completely absorb the reader. There is no sex or any of the emotional
incontinence of some modern fiction. My favourite paragraph is the description of the
absorption of the East India Company into the British Government as “the largest
nationalisation programme ever!!” A rewarding read which will engage the intelligent
reader to the full.
Richard Johnson
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Book review

The Tea Planter’s Wife by Dinah Jefferies (who lives in Gloucestershire)
ISBN 978-0-96956-4 published by Penguin Books.
David and I went to Sri Lanka in June 2018, so in preparation for this trip and particularly
for our visit to tea plantations, I looked for an appropriate book and found this.
It is a novel set during the 1920-30’s in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) on a tea plantation very
close to one where we stayed. It is an absorbing, powerful and gripping tale of an English
girl finding her place and role in a strange new environment and society. There are
evocative descriptions of the island, a whole spectrum of emotions of love and heartbreaking loss, attitudes to people and situations that are on one hand baffling yet provide an
insight into the future troubles of that country in the closing and post-colonial era. I found it
fascinating being able to identify places, even buildings, mentioned in the book as we
journeyed around the island and aspects of the tale resonated with some of my own
experiences.
The attitudes in the book provoked an interesting debate with the owner of a tea
plantation where we stayed for a few nights, which is run as a social enterprise and can be
highly recommended as a place to stay. AMBA http://ambaestate.com/index.php

AMBA Tea making tour

Sewing project at Pupuressa

The second tea plantation we visited was way up in the central mountains where a project
funded in our daughter Katherine’s memory, had been set up to teach tea pluckers sewing
skills in order to supplement their income. Her Godmother founded a charity in Sri Lanka
called Shining Life Children’s Charitable Trust 20 years ago which works in partnership with
local groups to enhance and improve women’s and children’s wellbeing.
http://www.shininglife.org/index.html
Diane Lyle
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Community Transport: Could It Help You, or Could You Help It?
Did you know, there are people in your community
volunteering to give people a lift if they don’t have access to
transport? It’s called community transport and it helps
people in your community who would otherwise struggle to
get where they need to go.
It can be easy to take transport for granted, especially if it’s all
around you, but imagine if you didn’t have it. How would you
visit loved ones, attend vital health appointments, or go shopping for food? This is the reality for
many individuals and groups near you who are helped by community transport every day.
Community Connexions is a local community transport charity that brings together
volunteers to give transport to people of all ages who can’t easily access it, whether due to
physical or mental reasons, or social or rural isolation.
They helped over 95,000 passengers across Gloucestershire
last year. This included over 3000 trips to day centres and
over 2000 trips for shopping. The transport they offer is
fully accessible and all drivers and volunteers are trained in
working with people with mobility issues. Of the passengers
helped last year, over 3500 were wheelchair users.
Trips with Community Connexions cost £1 per mile with a minimum of £5 spend, which
goes towards volunteers’ fuel costs and running the charity. They also offer bus hire for
groups. If Community Connexions could help you or someone you know, you can call them
to register or for more information on 0345 680 5029, or visit their website at
www.communityconnexions.org.uk
If you can still drive and have time to donate, then maybe you can help them! You can make
a big difference to people’s lives by volunteering in community transport. By volunteering
with Community Connexions you can take comfort knowing that you’re volunteering with
a charity with over 30 years’ experience providing community transport.
”I volunteer at Community Connexions because I recognise the
difficulty many elderly and disabled people in the area have in visiting
agencies which provide vital support. A few hours each week
undertaking this fulfilling activity represents a small contribution to an
improvement in the quality of life for people,” says Stuart, a volunteer
with Community Connexions for 3 years.
“I really enjoy driving but more importantly,
I get a great deal of satisfaction from the
appreciation of the passengers, many of whom would otherwise
be housebound,” said Roger, a volunteer for 8 years.
If you would like to join the team of volunteers at Community
Connexions, please e-mail the Volunteer Manager Elaine
Pearson-Scott at elaine@communityconnexions.org.uk or call her on 01242 244635.
Jenny Ellis
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Epiphany Supper
Last Saturday 5th January, Howard and I went to the Epiphany Supper held in St Mary’s
Prestbury.
Christmas was over, well a lot of people may think that but I believe that Christmas
continues until the 2nd February, known as Candlemas, but that is another story.
The evening started with sung Evensong which was followed by a time of fellowship and a
meal.
Tables were laid out round the edge of the church and it all looked very inviting.
One could choose one’s table and who you sat with, but what Howard and I like is to sit
with different people so that we can get to know more of the family of the Church.
The meal consisted of three different dishes, a chicken dish, a beef dish and a vegetarian
dish, one could choose. There were also potatoes, 2 variations, and vegetables. These were
delicious, well cooked and hot, not easy in the church.
Pudding followed, with a choice of Pavlova or a chocolate cheese cake, the former for
those who were gluten free. There was plenty to eat with seconds of everything. There was
also on every table a bottle of red and white wine and mineral water so everyone was well
catered for.
All of this for just £12 a head, fantastic and delicious. I don’t know how they did it but it
was a wonderful evening. Everyone enjoyed the meal and the fellowship of the evening.
Thank you so much to those who organised it and those who did the catering.
Rev’d Elizabeth

Prestbury URC Christmas Carol Service Collection
A collection was made at the Christmas Carol Service on the 23rd December in aid of
Cheltenham Open Door. A total of £120 was raised; many thanks to all who contributed.
Fiona Hall

A Keeper by Graham Norton
You will all probably know Graham Norton, the radio and tv presenter but did you know
that he is also a very good writer? His latest novel "A Keeper" published last year in
hardback tells the story of an Irish girl, who lives in New York, who has to return to
Ireland following her mother's death. The story switches between NOW, the girl's story
and THEN, the late mother's story. It is a very well-constructed book and Graham Norton
really captures the Irishness of small town Ireland. My wife and I both loved the book and
can guarantee you a good read.
David Crompton
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Forthcoming Events
Prestbury URC January Coffee Morning –
Saturday 2nd February
The second coffee morning of 2019 will take place on Saturday 2nd February from 10.30 till
Noon. Raffle, Books etc and of course, the toasted teacakes!

A Demonstration in oils by “Milli”
Saturday 9th February 2.30-4.30 at Cheltenham Art Club Townsend Street, GL51 9HA,
www.cheltenhamartclub.co.uk £5 on the door, all welcome.
Jill Hammond

Jumble Sale in support of St Mary Magdalene church
Saturday 2nd March, 2:00pm, Village Hall, Uckington GL51 9SR.
Please donate and please come along. Donations gladly accepted from Saturday 10:00am
onwards, or as agreed. Contact Verina Morgan on 01242 234480 for further details.

Notice of Prestbury APCM – 7th April 2019
The Annual Parochial Church Meeting, which follows the Annual Meeting of Parishioners,
will take place on Sunday 7th April at St Mary’s Church at 3.00pm. This is a chance to
come to hear a review and reports of what has taken place during the last year, together
with plans for the future and an opportunity to ask questions.
At the meeting elections to the Parochial Church Council (PCC) take place. Nominations
for PCC members will be displayed on the notice boards of both churches for at least the
two Sundays prior to the meeting. Candidates must be proposed and seconded by a
person who is on the Electoral Roll of the parish and they should also be asked if they are
willing to stand! Please may I ask all those people who provide reports for the meeting to
let me have them by Sunday 10th March, or before if possible? Many thanks.
The Annual Meeting of Parishioners, which begins at 3.00pm, is a short meeting to elect
Churchwardens: two for St Mary’s and two for St Nicolas’. Candidates must be nominated
and seconded before the meeting begins and nomination lists will also be displayed on the
notice boards of both churches. Anyone who lives within the parish or who is on the
church electoral roll may attend and vote at this meeting.
Stella Caney, PCC Secretary
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FRIENDS of St MARY’S
EVENTS PLANNED FOR 2019

Annual General Meeting with refreshments,
followed by a talk by Adrian Barlow on Stained Glass.
Thursday, 7 February 2019, 6.30 pm in St Mary’s Church
Drinks and refreshments will accompany the AGM and we hope as
many friends as possible will be able to come.
It will be followed by a richly illustrated talk by Adrian Barlow entitled
Espying Heaven: the stained glass of Charles Eamer Kempe.
All welcome.

WHO KILLED THE MAD SCIENTIST?
A MURDER MYSTERY PLAY and SUPPER
on Saturday, 6 April at 6.15pm
in the W.I. Hall, Prestbury

FREE TALK ON BEES by ROGER ELDRIDGE
at 4 pm on Wednesday, 1 May, in the Library, Prestbury

GARDENERS’ QUESTIONS
at 7 pm on Saturday, 18 May in Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane (opposite the school)

WINE TASTING and SUPPER
at 7 pm on Saturday, 3 August, in Prestbury Hall

WORDS AND ORGAN MUSIC
A Talk by IAN FOX in early October (t.b.a.)
(Events are provisional and subject to change)
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Prestbury Local History: 25 February

Some of the monuments in St Mary's are easily understood -- remembering the squire or
the vicar, or some other local worthy. But the memorial to Elizabeth Molyneux is a bit of a
puzzle. It is located very prominently by the North Door, so it's hard to miss. But who was
she? And what is the story behind it?
In fact, it turns out to be one of the most remarkable stories, with many local connections.
Following her life will take us from Worcestershire to Canada, to Barbados, back to
Kidderminster and finally to Cheltenham. Her's is a classic story in the 'rags to riches'
mould, with 'great expectations' that were only fully realized in her daughters ... but not
until their mother had passed away.
Michael Cole will be giving an illustrated talk entitled 'Elizabeth Molyneux and her family' at
the Women's Institute Hall, on Monday, February 25th at 7.30pm, followed by tea and
biscuits. Admission £2, PLHS members free.
Michael Cole
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From the Registers
Prestbury
Funerals at St Mary
November 28 Clive McCormack
December

3 Margaret Wright
19 Andrew Leitch

Funeral at St Nicolas
December 20 Gillian Jackson
Funeral at Crematorium
December 18 Joyce Moxey
A Celebration of Christmas in St Nicolas Church by Marcus Steel

Burials of ashes at St Mary
November 10 William Orr
25 Avril Keen
December

8 Cynthia Cooke
21 Barbara Jones

Swindon Village
Baptisms
November

4 Abigail Shutter
Dominic Dobi Deeley

Funerals
November

2 Kathleen Barnard

December 10 Desmond May
12 Ralph Bennett
Burial
December 10 Desmond May
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February 2019 Diary
Sat
SUN

2 1000 Wedding Preparation Day
3 0930 Eucharist with Healing Service
1830 Taizé Service for Candlemas
Thu
7 1830 Friends of St Mary's AGM
Fri
8 1100 Funeral of Irene Banks
SUN 10 1100 Eucharist with Healing Service
Mon 11 1915 Guides
SUN 17 1430 Baptism of Bradley and Joseph Duroe-Richards
Tue
19 1945 Celebrate! Team Meeting
SUN 24

St Nicolas
St Nicolas
St Nicolas
St Mary
Cheltenham Crem
St Mary
St Nicolas
St Mary
35 Whitethorn Drive

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

URC, Deep Street
St Mary
St Lawrence
URC, Deep Street
St Nicolas

February 2019 Calendar
SUNDAY

3 Presentation of Christ in the Temple (Candlemas)

SUNDAY

10 St Valentine

SUNDAY

17 3rd Sunday before Lent

SUNDAY

24 2nd Sunday before Lent

Thursday Morning Eucharist 10.30 – 11.00am
Why not join us for just half an hour? You are sure to get a warm welcome. This is
followed by coffee / tea and biscuits and a chat. The money collected goes to the church
and £100 to a charity which this month is Emmaus UK.
The Emmaus approach is different from other homelessness charities, offering more than
just a bed for the night and a hot meal. Instead we offer a home for as long as someone
needs it and meaningful work within their social enterprises. This combination of stability,
purpose and support helps people get their lives back on track.
We meet every Thursday. See you there.

Doreen Morris
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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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David escapes death at the hands of Saul
In March 2018 I wrote about how David overcame Goliath. This month we continue the story.

D

AVID IS TAKEN into the heart of Saul’s circle and raised to a prince. He marries
Saul’s daughter Michal, and Jonathan, Saul’s son, becomes a close confidant. David
becomes the hero of the people of Israel, he is charismatic, men yearn to follow
him, and women are attracted to him. He has that certain touch that binds people to him.
(Think: Nelson and his ability to lead and draw officers and men alike to him). The nation
then begins to divide into David supporters and Saul supporters, and arguments begin.
(Think: European Referendum). Saul understandably perhaps, becomes enraged at the
division this is causing.
……..while David was playing his lyre as he did day by day, Saul had his spear in his hand, and
Saul threw the spear, for he thought. ‘I will pin David to the wall’. But David eluded him….
Jonathan, despite losing his favoured status as “the prince” to David, still stays loyal to him;
he becomes aware of the danger to David’s life and warns him to escape. Michal lowers
David down the palace wall and takes a statue into her bed, suggesting that David was
sleeping with her, thus giving David sufficient time to get away from the city. Saul’s guards
discover the deception and report it to Saul. At that night’s new moon banquet Saul is in the
place of honour and arranged (perhaps symbolically) opposite him is David’s empty chair.
Saul demands David’s death. Then Jonathan answered, ‘What has he done?’ But Saul hurled his
spear…So Jonathan knew that it was the decision of his father to put David to death and he rose
from the table in fierce anger
Jonathan then arranges to give a secret signal to David to indicate if it is safe for David to
enter the city. This is accomplished during Jonathan’s daily archery practice, while David is
watching from a hill: If three arrows fall short of the target then it is safe for David to come
into the city, but if the arrows went beyond the target then David would know to stay out
of the city. After many days when the arrows consistently fly beyond the target Jonathan
meets with David for the last time, and they swear brotherly love between them and their
families.
David takes to the hills never to meet Jonathan again.
What may we gain from this tale of human frailty? This is a story of people like us in their
human frailty, forced into action by finding themselves in a position where they need to
take a stance often quite simply a question of whether to act or not to act. That is a
question that each of us has to face, at times during our lives. If we find someone
experiencing difficulty in a relationship let us advise them:
Get rid of all bitterness …..be kind to each other, tender hearted, forgiving one another.
(Ephesians 4:17-32)
or, in our personal lives, as Jonathan said to David, ‘Go in peace since both of us have sworn in
the name of the Lord saying the Lord shall be between me and you ….forever.’ (1 Samuel 20: 42)
John Moles
Quotations from the story of David are taken from NRSV, 1 Samuel 18:10-11; 20: 32-34; 19: 12-13
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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

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’
2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN
or by email to magazine@prestbury.net
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