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WHO IS COURTING DANGER? 

Answer:  many of our Christian brothers and sisters who are courting danger simply 

because of their Faith.   Read on. 

NIGERIA - In March an attack by gunmen on a Christian community in southern Kaduna in 

Nigeria’s Middle Belt left 34 people dead. 200 homes and 32 shops were burned in the 

attack; three vehicles and seventeen motorbikes were vandalized. The attack came three 

days after more than forty Christians were abducted by suspected Fulani militants in Kachia, 

also in Kaduna State. 

 

LAOS - March. A Christian family of 12, driven from their home in Laos by villagers because 

of their Faith, are being pressurized to remove social media posts describing their ordeal. 

Officials from the Phalanxy district in Savannakhet province called the family members on 

March 15 and asked them to remove these posts and videos describing how villagers led by 

the village chief had carried out two attacks on the family. This was reported by Radio Free 

Asia on March 24. A local Christian leader, who declined to be named, said that the posts 

and videos showed attacks on the family on December 6 and the burning of their house in 

Dong Savanh village on February 9, when a mob led by the village chief burned their house 

to the ground, forcing the family to flee to the forest for safety. The authorities demanded 

the removal of the posts and videos in exchange for help. Following the burning of their 

house police who investigated the incident repeatedly made similar demands to the family. 

The family members, however, refused to remove the posts and videos and instead vowed 

to lodge complaints with provincial and central government. 

The 12-member family, who belong to the Evangelical Church of Savannakhet have been 

facing abuse from Buddhist villagers who were allegedly angry over their practise of “a 

foreign religion”. 

Seng Aloun, a widow and head of the family, said that when her husband died on 

December 4, they took his body in a coffin to the village cemetery and local people blocked 

his burial and the funeral procession came under attack. The attackers hit the coffin with 

sticks and struck pallbearers with clubs. The family buried the body in their rice field the 

next day despite objections from villagers. 

Seng Aloun is struggling to raise her children alone and the crisis has worsened with the 

seizure of their rice field by Buddhists. She said that on several occasions government 

officials promised to help the family and find the arsonists, but nothing has happened so far. 

“Right now, we still live in the forest outside the village. Nothing has been resolved ,” she 

told Radio Free Asia. 

Rights groups have documented a series of attacks against Christians in Laos in recent years 

even though the Buddhist-majority nation of some 7 million passed a national law in 2019 

that allows freedom of religion with certain limitations. 

 

MYANMAR - Two people were killed and a church building set on fire in a Tatmadaw 

(Myanmar military) raid on Chaung Yoe, a Catholic Christian village in Sagaing Region. The 

two villagers, a 55-year-old man and his son, were shot dead as they tried to flee from the 
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attack on March 12. Soldiers also set fire to the pulpit of the church as well as burning at 

least 10 homes. 

In February hundreds of people from Chaung Yoe were forced to flee their homes after the 

village was shelled and Christians from other villages in the region have been displaced by 

the ongoing violence since the start of the year. The Tatmadaw, which seized power in 

Myanmar in a military coup in February 2021, has persecuted Myanmar’s Christian 

community for many years. 

 

NIGERIA - Nigerian Christian, Sherriff Yongo 25, was ambushed and murdered by 

suspected Fulani militants as he walked home at night from a church convention on 

March 5.  His two companions managed to escape. Boko Haran and its offshoot Islamic 

State West Africa Province are waging a terror campaign in north-eastern Nigeria. In an 

attack on Christmas Eve 2020 in Adamawa State jihadists abducted at least 20 Christians 

and lined up 5 to be shot. The terrorists described the atrocity as a “Christmas present”. 

 

NOW THE GOOD NEWS! 

INDIA - In March it was reported that the Supreme Court of India has rejected a petition 

by an extremist group for the creation of a committee to monitor Indian Christian 

missionaries and local evangelists. The petition argued that “all Christian missionaries 

should be checked and their income should be monitored”.  

In refusing to give the petition a hearing the bench of the Supreme Court Justices declared, 

“You are actually disturbing the harmony with these kinds of petition.” 

INDIA - A Dalit Christian (Dalit caste - formerly untouchable) woman, a member of the 

Evangelical Church of India, has become the youngest mayor of Chennai (formerly Madras), 

the fourth largest city in India. Welcoming the appointment, Father Vincent Chinnadurai, 

the former spokesperson of the Tamil Nadu Bishops’ Council, said that it was a remarkable 

achievement for Dalit women. 

IRAQ - Homes, shops and land have been returned to their rightful Christian owners in 

February from whom they had been stolen previously. Properties were taken by force by 

mafia or local gangs. They have been returned under the order of the Shiite leader, 

Muqtada al - Sadr, who himself described the initiative as aimed at restoring justice and 

putting an end to violation of the property rights of his “Christian brothers”. 

THE BARNABAS FUND. This information has come from the Barnabas Fund which aids 

persecuted Christians through the world with material and spiritual help - from Christians, 

to Christians, through Christians. The Fund provides support in response to needs which 

are identified by local Christian leaders. For details of what it does one can look up the 

website www.barnabasfund.org.  The email address is info@barnabasfund.org. Postal address: 

9 Priory Row, Coventry, CV1 5EX.  Telephone - 024 7623 1923. 

The Barnabas Fund is a registered charity and welcomes donations. 

If anyone wishes to see the emails from which this article has been composed, I will be very 

willing to forward them. 

Fr John  
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Courting Danger 

Here are three examples of courting danger from my early life. 

I gave up the practice when I married aged 25! 

First of all this habit began at the age of six. My family lived in a tall, terraced Regency 

house, one of the last five built by Joseph Pitt when he created the Pittville estate. It was a 

house with four floors and the attic (a place festooned with cobwebs made by the spiders 

of the Pitt era) laid out onto the roofs of all five houses. I was magnetised by this roof 

space. When other children used playgrounds at ground level, my playground was as high 

up as I could get on these rooftops. 

These roofs had two sloping surfaces and the one that looked out over the main road was 

at an angle of 40° with a 3-feet high wall at its base to prevent anyone (workmen?) falling 

down onto the front garden. The roof which looked out towards Aggs Hill was probably at 

an angle of 60°. This roof is 12 feet in width and the one at the front of the house more like 

20 feet. 

It was my habit to climb up the slate tiles at the front until I reached the apex, hold onto 

the coping tiles by fingertips and gaze at the view ahead. The roof on this side of the house 

had no restraining wall. If I looked down into the garden and basement area far below I 

would freeze with fright knowing that if I were not very careful, that is where I could end 

up. I must have enjoyed the thrill as I kept doing it! 

Secondly I suppose the most dangerous things I have done with deliberation are nautical 

while a National Servicemen on Malta in the 1940s. Most people think of the Mediterranean 

as a sea of tranquillity with clear, warm waters – which it usually is. I can assure them (and 

St Paul will back me up here) that when a storm brews in the Med it is a proper job, force 

10 gales being not uncommon. 

My barracks were on a promontory with the sea less than 100 yards away on three sides. 

Consequently many leisure hours were spent in those idyllic waters in summertime. At 

other times it was extremely dangerous to swim in the heavy swirls, especially after a 

storm. The sea could only be accessed by diving in from rocks worn smooth by centuries of 

crashing waves as there was no such thing as a sandy beach anywhere near. 

Swimming in these swells was a challenge readily taken by the few of us that were both 

good swimmers and reckless fools. The swell would come up over the rocks from which 

we dived and the art was to follow quickly as it receded, diving from the edge of the rocks 

and swim quickly out to sea before the swell surged back over the rocks. That was 

straightforward. 

Landing back on terra firma was much more difficult, an exact science in fact. You swam as 

fast as possible on top of the swell as it came in and spewed over the rocks finding 

finger holds in the rocks on which to cling as the swell receded. If you mis-timed it or found 

nothing to hang onto you were swept back out to sea. The danger here was that you could 

easily be sucked down against the rugged submerged rock-face. There was no means of 

rescue should things go wrong, not even a lifebelt. 
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Only the most crazy would think of challenging nature in such conditions. Sometimes it 

would take half an hour to beach oneself safely but floating about on an eight-foot swell was 

magic and well worth all the cuts and scratches the operation entailed. 

 

 
The rocks at Tigne Point from which I used to dive into heavy swell.  They were 4 feet above 

sea level.  The photo on the right shows the swell receding from the rocks before the next 

onslaught.  These photos were taken from the exact spot 50 years later! 

 

Thirdly it was also “courting danger” to swim across the harbour entrance of 

Marsamuscetto, which was the half mile stretch of sea between my barracks and Valletta.  

This I did frequently but never alone. In this particular harbour lay berthed three destroyers 

and two submarines which were always busy with exercises and trials, coming in and out of 

harbour often, usually whenever I and a pal decided to swim across to Valletta. 

Always, as soon as we were half-way there or half-way back one of the aforementioned 

would bare down upon us. It was impossible to know which way to swim to avoid them. 

The subs were the real menace as although they came in and out on the surface they lay 

low in the water and were difficult to spot. The sound of their engines becoming ever 

louder as they approached us told us how far away they were and it was a bit worrying. 

No-one, however, was ever mangled in marine propellers but we had some very near 

misses. 

Fifty-five years later, our daughter’s Godmother, remarried. Her new husband had just 

finished writing his autobiography which began at Dartmouth Royal Naval College just 

before the war. Imagine our surprise when we read that in February 1949 he was given 

command of HM Submarine Templar, part of the Mediterranean fleet based in Malta. 

Templar and Tantivy were the two subs that so often “tried” to run us down on their way 

in and out of Marsamuscetto Harbour during the spring and summer of 1949! Oh how I 

cursed Templer as in mild panic I tried to avoid this menacing sea monster! 

Now, of course, Lt Commander Poynder and I are not only the best of friends, we are 

almost related! 

Bernard Parkin 

  



May 2022   Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 6 ~ 

HIGH-RISK ACTIVITIES 

Sports are dangerous and tiring activities performed by people with whom I share 

nothing in common except the right to trial by jury. 

 Fran Lebowitz 

 

 

I tend to avoid such activities as bungee-jumping towards tarmac from cranes and other 

death-defying feats. I have eschewed gliding and expeditions in hot-air balloons. Nothing 

would induce me to go caving or especially to swim underwater in a dark tunnel or sump 

with nothing to guide me but touch. Although I have not lived a life of timid moments, I 

tend to avoid nightmare scenarios, if at all possible, and prefer my wilder adventures at 

second-hand in fiction form or as survival stories. 

Nonetheless, in my younger days and although I would not do it now for reasons of health 

and safety, I was for a brief number of years master in charge of canoeing at Cheltenham 

College. During the winter months, we made the canoes ourselves out of fibre-glass and 

resin and breathing the attendant fumes and particles was probably a health hazard in itself.  

On Wednesdays in the summer term, we took the canoes on a re-vamped trailer to the 

Saracen’s Head at Symonds Yat and tried to canoe up and down the rapids on the River 

Wye. We had practised frequent capsize drills in the swimming pool but it feels rather 

different when you are suddenly going fast downstream upside-down in a spray-deck with 

uneven boulders underwater where you can’t see a thing. Life-jackets, helmets and spray-

decks were obligatory and, if you could hang on to your paddle too in a capsize, that was a 

bonus. Often on the return journey and driving the minibus, I was the only one of about ten 

canoeists still awake, so strenuous was our exercise on the rapids. 

The late David George was a cheerful physicist and Antarctic explorer who also rejoiced in 

the title of Officer Commanding Cheltenham College Combined Cadet Force 
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(OCCCCCF). He persuaded me to offer canoeing one Field Day and so a group of us 

paddled down the Wye from Lydbrook to Symonds Yat with a packed picnic lunch on the 

riverbank somewhere along the way. At that point, the boys recommended the film 

Deliverance to me since I had not yet seen it. Salmon fishermen resented our disturbances 

but we saw a large salmon leap out of the water and heard it smack back in. 

One of the boys said he lived on the banks of the River Monnow and he had always wanted 

to canoe down it in the autumn when it was navigable. One November Sunday, therefore, 

we arrived at the Napier household with David George as our trusty driver and launched 

our canoes onto the rapid waters of the River Monnow which was then in spate and had in 

places burst its banks.  

There was no problem with travelling downstream swiftly but the real obstacles were trees 

and branches, particularly the waterside willows. It was all too easy to get caught and then 

tangled in their overhanging branches and underlying roots. The swirling brown floodwaters 

provided a testing slalom of natural barriers. Fortunately, the group consisted of 

experienced canoeists and, once we had portaged our canoes round an ominous-looking 

weir thundering away in a yellow wood, we made speed downstream to Monmouth where 

the River Monnow joins the Wye. 

For some reason, the water seemed to become shallower as it reached the county town 

and, as we paddled towards the medieval Monnow Bridge, the only remaining fortified river 

bridge in Great Britain with its gate tower standing, the canoes grounded at times and we 

had to push along with our hands on the slimy gravel. An old man was leaning over the 

bridge and watched us as we came towards him in our bright orange and yellow kit and 

colourful canoes. 

     ‘Explorers of the deep,’ he shouted down, ‘and not so deep.’  

Duncan Forbes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

St Nicolas after dusk in Eastertide 

 

Picture by Brian Wood 
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Courting Danger 

What I am about to tell you fills me with horror to this day. Although it’s not in the same 

category as walking a tightrope between the Twin Towers, in my memory, it seems almost 

as frightening. 

Soon after leaving school I went to the French speaking part of Switzerland to learn French 

and stayed as a paying guest with a doctor and his wife in Villars sur Ollon. They were 

found by the University Aunts, a wonderful organisation who did such things and just about 

anything. 

At that time, 1955, we were allowed to take only £50 out of the country. One day I 

accompanied the Dutch au pair, who talked English to me all the time and did all the 

housework, to the local dairy. Waiting in the queue for the milk, I knelt on a marble shelf 

and with a great crack it broke in two, so most of what remained of my £50 went to pay 

for a new shelf. 

Perhaps it was the angels at work, I was learning so little French. By then I was in love with 

that enchanting place and couldn’t bear to go back to England so I found a job in a home for 

children in a beautiful chalet overlooking the mountains. 

The children were a wonderful assortment of unexpected little beings from all over the 

world, from the son of a famous biscuit manufacturer, a day-boy at nearby Aiglon College, 

where James Bond was educated, to the youngest Dutch princess. 

But I was only seventeen, SEVENTEEN, and in charge of the well-being of these truly darling 

children, some the same age as my youngest siblings. 

While taking a little band of them for a walk, not the Dutch princess, thank God, we 

reached a suspension bridge over a deep ravine. Under this bridge was another bridge used 

for maintenance, made of loose planks of wood with a single rope on either side to hold 

onto. The children insisted that we cross the ravine on the wobbly planks. To this day I 

cannot think how I could have agreed but we did exactly that. When we reached the other 

side even the bravest of them were white faced with fear and I must have been, too. 

We went straight back to the chalet and none of those darling children let on how 

criminally irresponsible I had been and we never ever spoke of it, but I doubt if they have 

forgotten it. Perhaps they’re wondering, like me, how I could have let it happen. 

Angels must surely have been protecting us. Sad to say that lovely mountain village has been 

obliterated by blocks of flats we see advertised in the property pages of the Sunday papers. 

The meadows full of gentians and edelweiss and the enchanting chalets have gone and the 

shops are full of shiny PVC aprons with huge breasts and other touristy stuff. But the dairy 

is still there where the angels had turned a few months as a paying guest into eight months 

in the most magical place I have ever lived and had later protected the children in my 

irresponsible care from what could so easily have been a terrifying death. 

Thank God that the angels did. 

Elizabeth Rowe 

PS   Please forgive the name dropping. 
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Courting Danger 

To appreciate this narrative of me 

Courting Danger the reader needs to be 

aware of the background leading to the 

events. 

I am a great believer that something 

good always comes from something bad. 

This story has its roots in 1966, the year 

of the shipping strike. The strike caused 

the cancellation of a cruise for my 

parents, and the parents of my wife-to-

be, along with thousands of other 

people. When the strike was over the 

cruises were rescheduled, and my 

parents were taking Rosa and Sydney, an elderly couple, on this cruise to Norway. 

Consequently my parents desired one of their children to accompany them. As I was 

working in London I reserved my holiday period as a time of rest and relaxation. However, 

as none of my siblings volunteered I did the noble thing! On 7 August we made our way to 

Tilbury to board the P&O ship Chusan. My mother’s schoolfriend came with us and 

expressed horror at the number of old folk; she hoped I would enjoy myself. Soon the 

cruise began and slowly the ship steamed down the Thames. 

As I encountered Sydney around the ship so I would greet him. Late on the second day I 

was in conversation with another man, also called Sydney, who thought I had been speaking 

to him earlier.  Soon I had met his family, including his daughter Clare. During the following 

week, as she and I saw each other about the ship, we chatted and slowly became 

acquainted. Some days later Chusan was in Bergen as the sun was setting, a most beautiful 

fiery-red sunset, but I was too shy to court danger. Three days later we visited 

Copenhagen, our final port of the cruise, with an evening departure. There, as the summer 

sun was setting, I plucked up courage and asked Clare a question, and so she and I went to 

visit the famous Tivoli Gardens. We walked around, took our bearings and then came 

across the Garden’s best-known attraction, its wooden roller-coaster, which has an 

operator who controls its speed by braking during the descents. Limited to twenty people 

we found the only vacant seats were in the very front. Totally ignorant and utterly 

inexperienced there we sat. Then the roller-coaster began, with gentle ups and downs and 

corresponding curves. Suddenly, and I can still picture the scene, momentarily we were 

stationary at the very top facing what seemed to be an ever-lasting descent. Surrounded by 

shrieks and cries of alarm down we hurtled, accelerating to an alarming death-defying rate. 

To safeguard my equally panic-struck companion I courted danger, and, reaching out, 

smartly put my arm around her. As our hearts descended from our mouths so the roller-

coaster’s descent ended; we had survived. Elated, we moved off. That evening must have 

been heaven-sent, and as the years passed we were married, on the eighth day of the eighth 

month, the anniversary of our first meeting. This is another area of danger for some, but I 

can never forget the date of our wedding anniversary. 

Edward Wyatt 
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Courting Danger 

In the fifties Mum and I would spend 6 weeks during the summer with my father on board 

ship while it underwent the annual refit outside Rotterdam.  

If we joined the ship from a UK harbour it might mean a detour first, via Caen for instance, 

with a lovely sail through wooded areas from the coast.  There was evidence still of the 

battles in town with bullet or grenade damage to many buildings.  

If we had to get a ferry to Holland it could be courtesy of The Gateway to the Continent 

(ooh yesss)  aka Harwich to the Hook, or a longer sail from Hull to Rotterdam with much 

better food.  I clearly remember sharing a breakfast table with a solid boy of my age, who 

consistently chose both options from the menu, so porridge and cereal, full English and 

kippers, fresh fruit and toast and preserves and a pot of tea.  The young stewards gleefully 

complied.  I was appalled but the workings of Mum’s eyebrows kept me in order.  The boy 

ignored Granny/Nanny, whatever she was to him, while Nanny maintained total silence. 

Maybe from an agency?  I digress. 

From the quayside we drove to the dry dock, an hour or more away.  Rotterdam was still a 

bit of a wasteland after the war, just sand and pile drivers with very few buildings.  On 

arrival in Ridderkerk I had to know if the ship was still alongside, that is, did we face a few 

hours of being winched slowly up the slope. Or was she already up in the air, only to be 

accessed from enormous ladders with no handhold. 

Once on board I had to check if my “swing” had been reinstalled:  it consisted of ropes 

from the overhead pipe work outside my cabin, which was actually the sick bay.  I could use 

the bottom bunk for books and general clutter.  I had my own basin and rock hard built-in 

seating, a desk and chair and shelves.  Usually you would find a flower display in a mug.  There 

were numerous wildflowers along the dike outside the shipyard gates where we took a stroll 

after the evening meal.  One year when the refit was early the grass was alive with froglets. 

Some of the houses on the dike had big bowl shaped frames on the roof to encourage 

nesting storks.  There was also a lovely park, with an art nouveau amphitheatre by a small 

lake. Too far out for the bombs to have been a problem I expect. 

After 4 weeks of banging about we motored to the engineering works half an hour away in 

Slikkerveer,  for 2 weeks. 

Or that was the plan. There came a sunny morning when luckily I hadn’t yet gone to my 

favourite haunt in the lifeboat on top deck. Someone came leaping down the stairs calling 

for us to get off the ship.  A welder had dropped a hot rivet in the engine room and it was 

alight.  I really wanted to take the canary in his little cage but there was no time. My father 

was somewhere on shore in a meeting when it was mentioned there was a fire on one of 

the ships, possibly MS Ellewoutsdijk?  He appeared soon after, out of breath and relieved to 

see us, not so pleased when he saw his engine room, the fire had been quickly dealt with 

but the almost completed maintenance had to be redone. 

The canary was fine, we had a couple of nights in a small hotel and we went to the zoo. I 

had 4 more weeks off school, which I wasn’t happy about, and I had to give up my 

dungarees for dresses while we were in town.  It’s only now I think how lucky we were. 

Anya Jary  
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Be careful what you wish for! 

In the April edition of this magazine, I wrote about the great pleasure of kayaking to the Ukrainian 

Antarctic Research Station. This article continues that story. 

 

Two days after the Antarctic Station visit, we were scheduled to kayak to The Gerlache 

Strait. To reach this we had to pass through ‘Iceberg Alley’. This alley was a narrow gap of, 

on this occasion, about 30 metres in width, it varies depending on the wind direction. The 

alley is situated between the glacial face of Antarctica and some very large icebergs, many of 

which have sheer faces. Our leader decreed that we would have to kayak, through the 

kilometre long alley, one at a time to reduce the risk of the whole party being trapped or 

injured by falling ice. She also issued a strict instruction to stow all cameras and under no 

circumstances to stop for photographs or any other reason.  

Jackie, my late wife, volunteered to go first. About one-third of the way into the alley there 

was an immense explosion and a block of ice, about the size of an articulated lorry, 

dropped off the face of an iceberg. Jackie was right alongside this as it descended towards 

the freezing water. Fortunately, she had the presence of mind to spin her kayak, to face 

bows on, to the space where the lorry sized block of ice was disappearing into the sea. As 

she had anticipated, this disappearance created an equal displacement of water, which 

rapidly approached her in a wave of some two metres in height. This she rode successfully 

but the icy articulated lorry had not finished with her yet!  It rose again from the depths, 

like Moby Dick, almost to its full height before starting to roll over, fortunately it rolled to 

the side and in line with the ice face. Several considerable ‘surfing‘ sessions later, Jackie 

continued on her way.  

 

 

When we terrified mortals reached her in the Gerlache Strait she joked, quite calmly, that: 

“I HAVE ALWAYS WANTED TO SEE AN ICEBERG CALVE!!!!!” 

John Moles  

This painting was, of 

necessity, done after the 

event and does contain a 

certain amount of ‘artistic 

licence’. 
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COURAGE 

ONE NIGHT IN BELFAST CITY 1973 

Courage is a moral quality; it is not a chance gift of nature like an aptitude for 

games. It is a cold choice between two alternatives, the fixed resolve not to 

quit; an act of renunciation which must be made not once but many times by 

the power of the will. Courage is will power. 

Lord Moran; The Anatomy of Courage 

 

The shots coming up from the ground floor broke the tension of the last few minutes from 

fearfulness to momentary abject terror. The brain had been racing through options of what 

was causing the noises below us. It was the sound of someone trying to move carefully 

through the debris that covered every floor of the building, but not completely succeeding.  

So certainly not a vagrant just looking for shelter. It could be a gunman preparing an 

ambush position on a foot patrol or, worst option, a bomb-maker preparing an IED for the 

next person to enter the building - most likely to be us when extricating! Whatever his 

motive he now realised there was someone upstairs and had decided to let rip. The tension 

was broken. The adrenalin was coursing through the body, our hands were shaking but 

instantaneously we knew what to do and both of us just started pumping rounds from our 

powerful self-loading Rifles down through the plaster ceilings. There was no returning fire. 

We listened and heard a car screeching away from outside the building in the direction of 

the Falls Road. I sent the short sharp contact report over the radio to all stations on the 

battalion net. Within minutes there was the unmistakable sound of Land Rovers tearing 

through the early morning streets at breakneck speed. It was our back-up group. 

There followed the usual agencies to sort out the aftermath: tracker dog, RUC, ATO 

(bomb disposal expert) to look for evidence of the terrorist. They found a blood trail to 

where the getaway car had been but by now he was probably well on his way to a safe 

house or even over the border into the Republic.  

Curly and I returned to Hastings Street base and gave a debrief to the Commanding Officer 

and the Intelligence Officer. We went downstairs to the cookhouse and ate our egg banjos 

surrounded by the rest of the Recce Platoon pumping us about what had happened before 

resorting to the usual Army banter to bring us down to earth. Curly and I just grinned at 

each other out of sheer relief. 

This incident occurred towards the end of an emergency six-month tour in the summer of 

1973, one of several tours by 1st
 Battalion The Gloucestershire Regiment over the period 

of The Troubles. As a young captain I commanded the Recce Platoon, some of the most 

experienced soldiers in the Battalion, there being a selection course to gain entry to it. In 

Northern Ireland our task was to provide a fast active reserve to be deployed by the CO 

to reinforce the rifle companies as and when needed, particularly when trouble was 

expected. But most of the time we carried out covert surveillance work, hiding up for 2-4 

days in derelict buildings or unoccupied business premises, overlooking houses or streets 

where our intelligence services wanted surveillance. We had to keep logs of everything we 

saw and take photographs of likely suspects. 
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We were constantly on the lookout for new OP positions, as it was risky to use the same 

place too often. You could never be sure that a local had not spotted you entering or 

extricating from one of these positions.  There was never room for more than 4 in one 

location and sometimes just 2 had to suffice as in the above incident. Life was extremely 

uncomfortable, lying or sitting on rafters or floorboards and it was wearing on the eyes as 

one peered through tiny slit holes. No cooking smells so food was dry and cold. No trace 

must be left behind and that included human excrement that was carried out. All this 

extending over weeks and months caused strain and weariness which called for courage of 

a different sort.  An enduring courage.  Standards had to be maintained, and commanders at 

all levels had to have the moral courage to keep the teams fit and active. This sort of 

courage is of course not only needed by soldiers but by all those who run services on 

which others depend: medical, teaching, political, sporting, policing, indeed many walks of 

life. 

Over a thousand British soldiers were killed during these troubles and the early 70s were 

particularly bloody; so get it wrong in the military profession and the outcome can be 

unnecessarily fatal. 

Immediately before the incident described, Curly and I and the rest of the platoon had just 

extricated from a four-night covert operation deployed all over the republican Lower Falls 

area, reacting to an intelligence report that a major incident was imminent. Nothing 

happened. On our getting back to base, the CO called me in to his office, apologised 

profusely but said fresh intelligence meant that we had to send one group to cover the 

Dunville Park area again. I knew my platoon was knackered and so did he. Rather than 

nominate someone else, I went back to my platoon and asked for one volunteer to 

accompany me. The whole wretched lot put up their hands but Curly, my radio operator 

and driver, pushed forward and said he could not trust me to operate the radio properly 

without his being there!  

I found out later that my platoon sergeant had gone to the CO and demanded that the 

Recce Platoon provide the back-up group.  It would usually be provided by the Rifle 

Company in whose area we were operating.  My platoon sergeant was a man of great moral 

courage who became the Regimental Sergeant Major a few years later! 

 

‘Likewise in the trenches a man’s will power was his capital and he was always 

spending, so that wise and thrifty company officers watched the expenditure of 

every penny lest their men went bankrupt’.    Lord Moran 

Rob Dixon 
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Reading Matter 

In the April issue of the Prestbury Parish Magazine, Duncan Forbes asks “What are you 

reading at the moment and which are your favourite books?” 

Difficult to pick out just one Duncan. At the moment I am reading “COLESBOURNE - A 

Gloucestershire village history” by Sir Henry Elwes. My interest here is mainly because 

Colesbourne is the ancestral home of my maternal family which goes back to the 1700s. My 

great-grandfather and my great-great-grandfather were the Colesbourne village 

cordwainers (boot and shoe makers) and the former was also Parish Clark. All lived on the 

Colesbourne Park estate and were tenants of the Elwes family. 

The village is the third one on the River Churn which rises 7 miles away at Seven Springs 

(Coberley and Cowley are the other two). The Churn is the longest tributary of the 

Thames and therefore Seven Springs is the true source of England’s mightiest river and not 

the spring near Kemble which dries up for six months of the year. 

Colesbourne straddles the picturesque valley of the Churn as it flows to Cirencester and 

onto the Thames proper. Since the 1780s the historic Colesbourne estate has been in the 

ownership of the Elwes family. It was Henry John Elwes who, in the 1890s began the now 

world-famous snowdrop collection. It was he who found my grandfather, John Walcroft, 

the position of footman to Charles Goding owner of the Lion Brewery in Lambeth whose 

London home was a mansion in Knightsbridge overlooking Hyde Park Corner. I have much 

to thank him for. The author of the book, Sir Henry Elwes is the grandson of Henry John 

just as I am the grandson of John Walcroft. Sir Henry, who served from 1992 to 2010 as 

Her Majesty’s Lord Lieutenant of Gloucestershire, draws on unique estate and family 

archives to paint a vivid picture of a community that saw many changes in the 20th century, 

yet still thrives today. A fascinating blend of local and personal histories. The book is 

profusely illustrated, the pictures that appeal most to me are the photographs of the estate 

workers (gamekeepers, farm labourers, cordwainer (of course!), shepherds, gardeners, 

forester etc), all in their working clothes. Fascinating. The photos range from 1860 to 1934. 

Although the book is of particular interest to me, it is a book for anyone interested in 

village social history, especially that of a (Gloucestershire) Cotswold village that has 

important links with London and the River Thames. Don’t forget, it was from Coberley, the 

first village on the infant Thames that Dick Whittington set out for London, becoming Lord 

Mayor on three occasions. Surely he’d have asked his carriage to stop for refreshment at 

the Colesbourne Inn en route?! 

As for my favourite book I will have to opt for THE NINE TAYLORS by Dorothy L Sayers, 

who as far as I am concerned is the equal of Agatha Christie if not so prolific. Being the 

daughter of a clergyman, everything ecclesiastical is correct and this book is centred on the 

village church and its bells. Although the book is intriguing and the plot very clever, I must 

say the DVD is a joy to watch. 

The Nine Taylors was shown as a four-part serial on TV several years ago and the casting is 

excellent. Lord Peter Wimsey, the aristocratic amateur sleuth is played by Ian Carmichael. 

All is revealed during the singing of the hymn “Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty”. It is a 

story for anyone interested in village life and you don’t have to be a bellringer nor a 

churchgoer to appreciate it, but it helps. 
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I can imagine the queue for Prestbury Parish Magazine readers lining up at the tower steps, 

all anxious to climb into the belfry, admire the bells and plead with the tower captain to 

teach them the ancient art of campanology and change ringing. That of course, is only if 

they have taken the trouble to read The Nine Taylors or seen the DVD!  

Bernard Parkin 

 

Footnote: the Colesbourne book has been a sell-out in the shops but it is still available from 

Amazon, priced £12.50 (ISBN 978-1914407031). 

 

 

Your Pictures 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here we see Wurzel, one of Fr Robert’s cats, 

sniffing around the car park at St Nicolas during 

Gold Cup week. 

 

 

Two Men went to Mow 

On the right Brian Frodsham and Nigel 

Woodcock are pleased with the results of their 

efforts at cutting the grass at St Nicolas 

 

 

Pictures submitted by Nigel Woodcock 
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Cheltenham Rotary MILE of COINS Challenge 

Since 1985, when Rotary International took a lead role in a Polio Eradication Campaign to 

rid the world of Polio by vaccinating every child born. 1000 new cases a day in 160+ 

countries has been reduced to just 5 cases during the whole of 2021. Rotary is committed 

to funding the project until there has been no new case for 3 consecutive years, and the 

world can be declared free from Polio. Hence to celebrate 100 years of Rotary in 

Cheltenham we are hoping to complete a mile long line of coins to make a significant 

contribution to 

Rotary’s effort 

over the next 

few years. 

You can help 

by sticking £5 

worth of coins 

to a 1 foot 

strip or 

sponsoring one 

or more strips 

by visiting our 

website 

www.mileofcoi

ns.com. Strips 

will be made 

available in all 

the churches. 

Please consider  

PUTTING 

YOUR FOOT 

IN IT   

to 

BOOT OUT 

POLIO !   

Many Thanks 

David Price 

      david.price

@prestbury.net 

 

 

 

  

http://www.mileofcoins.com/
http://www.mileofcoins.com/
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FOSM QUIZ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WELCOME ON WEDNESDAY 

Wednesday 18 May  2.30pm. There will be home-made cake, tea or coffee and the 

chance to meet friends and talk. There are many people who have missed this time for a 

friendly chat, so please come along, maybe bringing a neighbour? 

        

We hold these gatherings on the third Wednesday of each month at 2.30 pm for an hour 

or so in the coffee room at St Nicolas.  See you soon? 

Janet Ford 

 

Prestbury Festival   -  Saturday 9th July 2022 

Prestbury Playing Fields, New Barn Close, GL52 3LP 

Festival opens at 12 noon - Stalls close at 5 pm - Live entertainment from 7pm to 9pm 

Licensed bar food stalls BBQ live music 80 Stalls children’s entertainment 

bouncy castles Music Man Prestbury’s Got Talent Go-karts Fun Rides 

plant sales dog show  and much more…… 

Parking – free shuttle bus service from Racecourse 

See www.prestburyfestival.org.uk   

Programmes will be delivered to all Prestbury residents in June.  

http://www.prestburyfestival.org.uk/
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Tewkesbury Choral Society 
www.tewkesburychoral.org.uk 

Directed by John Holloway 

Johannes Brahms - Requiem 
sung in English 

Hannah Davey - Soprano 

Thomas Humphreys - Baritone 

Piano accompaniment - Hayley Waddell and David Whitehead 
 

Saturday 14th May 2022 at 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 

 

Notice of Prestbury APCM -   Sunday 15th May 2022 

The Annual Meeting of Parishioners, which begins at 3.00 pm on Sunday 15th May, at 

St Nicolas’ church, 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. 

The Annual Parochial Church Meeting will follow the Annual Meeting of Parishioners.  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 have been asked if 

they are willing to stand. 

Stella Caney, PCC Secretary 

 

 

The Queen’s Platinum Jubilee 

Prestbury W.I. will be celebrating the Queen’s Platinum Jubilee by holding a Cream Tea 

at the WI Hall on Saturday 4th June 2022  2.00 – 4.30pm.   

We would like to invite everyone to join us. We will be serving cream teas and there will 

be Crafts and Cakes for sale.  We will also be holding a craft workshop.    

Why not enter our Baking or Floral Competitions?  Entry forms are available on the 

Prestbury WI website:  prestbury-wi.org.uk   



May 2022   Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 22 ~ 

May 2022 Diary 

Mon 9 1900 Prestbury Parish Council Meeting St Nicolas 

Wed 11 1330 Funeral of John Chantree Crematorium 

SUN 15 1500 Prestbury APCM St Nicolas 

Wed 18 1430 Welcome on Wednesday St Nicolas 

Fri 20 1300 Burial of Ashes of Thomas Richings St Mary Magdalene 

Sat 21 1000 South West Early Music Forum St Nicolas 

  1400 Wedding St Mary 

     

 

 

Regular Events 

Sundays 09:00 Breakfast Celebrate! St Mary’s Infant School 

Mondays 15:45 - 17:45   Helen Gill Ballet St Nicolas Room & Hall 

Tuesdays 10:30 Coffee Drop-in St Mary 

 10:30 Chatterbox St Lawrence 

Wednesdays 18:00 - 19:30 36th Cheltenham Brownies St Nicolas Hall 

 19:30 - 21:30 Musica Vera Rehearsals St Mary 

Fridays 09:00 - 17:00 Art Group St Nicolas Hall 

 18:00 - 19:30 38th Cheltenham Brownies St Nicolas Hall 

 

A Sunday Service is streamed on the internet each week. These and other services are 

recorded so may be accessed later by those who cannot watch them live. You may find 

details of these on the North Cheltenham website and on the team’s YouTube page - 

https://www.youtube.com/NorthCheltenhamTeamMinistry 

Go to www.northchelt.org.uk for the latest news. 

 

May 2022 Calendar 

SUNDAY 1 3rd Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 8 4th Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 15 5th Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 22 6th Sunday of Easter 

Thursday 26 Ascension Day 

SUNDAY 29 7th Sunday of Easter 

  



Prestbury Parish Magazine  May 2022 
 

~ 23 ~ 

 

ADS G2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



May 2022   Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 24 ~ 

Rest in the desert 

Elijah was afraid and ran for his life…  He came to a broom bush, sat down under it 
and prayed that he might die. “I have had enough, Lord,” he said. “Take my life; I am 
no better than my ancestors.”  Then he lay down under the bush and fell asleep.   

 I Kings 19.4-5a NIV  

MAN IS fleeing for his life across the arid lands south of Jerusalem. He is 
not running any more. He has already covered more than 100 miles in 

desperate flight from Mount Carmel, far to the north, and he is 
exhausted.  But he keeps moving; if he is caught, Queen Jezebel will kill him. The 
man is Elijah, the greatest of all Israel’s prophets. A few days ago he had stood 

on Carmel, the high promontory which breaks the smooth coastline of Israel, in 
a dramatic confrontation with the 400 pagan priests of Baal, a confrontation that 
ended in triumph with the vindication of Elijah’s God and the slaughter of the 

priests of Baal.  (I Kings 18.20-45) 

All that seems a long time ago now. Utterly weary in body and spirit, Elijah is close to 

emotional collapse. God had indeed shown his power on Carmel when he sent fire from 

heaven to consume the sacrifice, but what Elijah remembers today is the sheer number of 

the pagan prophets, while he stood alone. He cannot go any further. He lies down under 

the token shelter of the little bush, and sleeps. 

All at once an angel touched him and said, “Get up and eat… He ate and drank and then lay 

down again.  I Kings 19.5-6 

In the quiet of early morning Elijah wakes to the warmth of a small fire, and the smell of 

freshly-baked bread. Did he see the angel?  Or was God’s messenger known more subtly? 

However it was, he eats and drinks, is gently told to rest again. The first time he fell asleep 

he surely expected to die, and wished it, but now it is different. He feels cared for, and safe. 

This is not the end of the story, of course. The following verses tell how after a second 

night’s sleep Elijah is sent further south to Horeb, the mysterious mountain where Moses 

had received the Ten Commandments.  He spends a night there, amid storm, earthquake 

and fire, and at last, in the ensuing silence, encounters God.  He is healed of his despair, 

helped to see with God’s eyes, and commissioned for fresh tasks.  I Kings 19.9-18 

The two mountains, Carmel and Horeb, frame the little scene in the desert, two 

dramatic narratives full of colour and sound. God was present in power on Carmel. 
He was present in wisdom and instruction on Horeb, and he was present in tender 

care and understanding in the desert. Our challenges are probably smaller than 
Elijah’s, but they are serious enough. Living as a Christian can sometimes feel like an 

endless obstacle course, a constant series of challenges to be met.  We need to be 
reminded that rest must be part of it too, not evasion, not shirking, but a vital part of 

that life.  And the best time to take a rest is probably before you know it is needed.  

Beryl Elliott 

  

A 



 

 

Parish Directory continued 

Children’s Work 
Linda Biggs 510856 

linda.biggs@prestbury.net 

Safeguarding Officer 

Linda Biggs 07526 498584 

Parish Magazine 
Editor: (vacancy)  contact 515941 

magazine@prestbury.net 

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson 707729 
advertising@prestbury.net 

St Mary’s C of E (VA) Schools 

Executive Head Teacher : Mr Matt Fletcher 
Junior School:  244387 

Infant School:  244054 

Hall Letting 
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane 239590 

prestbury.hall@prestbury.net 

St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane 244373 
stnicolas.hall@prestbury.net 

Parish Giving Scheme 
76 Kingsholm Road, 

Gloucester GL1 3BD 0333 002 1260 
info@parishgiving.org.uk 

 
 

Copy Dates and Themes for Future Magazines 2022 

 Issue Copy Date Theme 

 June Sunday 15 May Midsummer 

 July Sunday 12 June Flowers 

 August Sunday 17 July Hot Water 

 September Sunday 14 August Amateur Dramatics 

 October Sunday 11 September Ornaments 

 November Sunday 16 October Shops 

 December / Jan 2023 Sunday 13 November Recipes 
 

 

Prestbury Parish Magazine is usually published on the last Sunday of the month. 

The copy date is usually the Sunday 2 weeks before this, but  

there may be scope for some flexibility. 

Copy may be sent in a clearly marked envelope to ‘Prestbury Parish Magazine’ 

2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN 

or preferably by email to magazine@prestbury.net 

 

June 2022 Magazine 

Please send copy by   Sunday 15 May 2022 

Theme:   Midsummer  
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