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England’s Shrine of the Mystic Rose

I

N THE HYMN ‘Crown him with many crowns’ there is a line which says
Jesus is ‘Fruit of the mystic Rose, As of that Rose the Stem: The Root, whence
mercy ever flows,-The Babe of Bethlehem!’ Beautiful words whose meaning
is not readily apparent, until we learn that ‘Mystic Rose’ is a traditional title for
the Virgin Mary.
The rose is the most beautiful flower in all creation. As the rose is the queen of flowers, so
Mary is invoked by Christians as Queen of the Saints. As described by spiritual writers, she
is the ‘mystical rose without thorn’, the ‘rose of paradise’ In the fourteenth century Dante
called Mary ‘the Rose, in which the divine Word became flesh....’
If Mary is the Rose, her English garden is in the tiny Norfolk village of Walsingham, about 20
miles to the east of Sandringham. By the late middle ages Walsingham was one of the
greatest centres of Pilgrimage in England. During the reign of Edward the Confessor, the
Virgin Mary appeared to the Lady Richeldis, of the Manor of Walsingham, and told her to
build a chapel, after a model of the holy house in Nazareth where the Angel of the Lord
appeared to Mary and told her that she was to be the Mother of the Saviour.
Over the next few centuries the Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham grew as a centre of
pilgrimage; miracles at her intercession were numerous, and to this place, known
throughout Europe as ‘England’s Nazareth’, came thousands; royalty, nobles, and serfs alike,
in search of healing and spiritual blessing. This came to an abrupt and bloody end in the
reign of Henry VIII, when the priors and canons of Walsingham were executed, the shrine
was destroyed, and the carved image of Our Lady which adorned the Holy House was
burned.
An Elizabethan ballad expresses the grief of the people of Norfolk:
Weep, weep, O Walsingham, Whose days are nights, Blessings turned to blasphemies, Holy
deeds to despites. Sin is where our Ladye sat, Heaven turned is to hell; Satan sits where Our
Lord did sway, Walsingham, O farewell!
It is hard to eradicate a plant with deep roots. Henry VIII, and the puritanical vandals who
came after him did not have the last word. England’s Mystic Rose Shrine was to flower again
gloriously! In the early twentieth century, the Vicar of Walsingham, Fr Alfred Hope-Patten,
revived the pilgrimage, and by 1931 there was a new Shrine Church, adjacent to the ruins
of the original, containing a reconstructed Holy House, with a new carved image of
Our Lady, and an Altar built of stones from the ruins of many English abbeys.
The present Shrine again welcomes thousands of pilgrims each year; the spirituality is
powerful, and the accommodation and food are great! It was my privilege in May to lead a
large group of pilgrims from Prestbury and Cheltenham, and after 5 days in Walsingham,
many were deeply impacted by the holiness of the place, and the prayers of Mother Mary.
Walsingham is a place where it is easy to pray and believe, and we already have 31 pilgrims
signed up for next year’s pilgrimage. Fancy joining us?
Fr Robert Wright

~1~
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A Little Glimpse of Heaven
On my Pilgrimage through life I have come across places with such a sense of peace and
deep spirituality that they have proved quite overwhelming in the reactions promoted
within myself. Almost as if an Angel had wrapped me in an embrace (my Guardian Angel
possibly?).
The first such place encountered was Caldey Island off the coast of Pembrokeshire, reached
by ferry from Tenby - always with a monk sitting by the ferry steps to greet everyone. He
also bade farewell to those leaving, with a heartfelt “May God go with you.” A second
occasion came whilst experiencing Lindisfarne (Holy Island) for the first time - though no
monk here as Henry VIII put paid to their abbey!
But you’ve probably guessed where the best such place is (for me at any rate). Yes Walsingham. As we set out this year thoughts arose - will it be as magical as last time - has
covid had any nasty after-effects? Thankfully not. Just as remembered but this year with the
joy of celebrating the Ascension. To be gathered in the Parish Church with all the locals
and pilgrims and stand at the High Altar as a con-celebrant with ten Brother Priests
supporting Father Harri as Celebrant was truly a-maz-ing (apologies to Strictly!).
In our party this year we had three people tasting Walsingham for the first time. Jackie
Smith (St Nicolas), Mary Apperley (All Saints) and Shelagh Holder (St Mary Magdalene) and
you can read what their impressions of the experience meant to them elsewhere in this
edition. I think they must have fallen under the spell as they have booked for next year.
For this is the only way to know the magic and that is to follow the advice given to the
Greeks - “come and see.” If you have perhaps contemplated coming to see for yourself and
want further information have a word with Linda Biggs (organiser) or myself/Fr Robert.
There are still a few places available at the time of writing.
The title of this piece comes from a lovely lady I spoke to from a group of Northern
churches who has been attending for many years. She said, “Each time I come, I get a little
glimpse of Heaven.”
I’ll second that!!
Fr Mike

Walsingham Reflection
The recent opportunity to visit The Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham was most certainly a
treasured experience for me as it is such a beautiful place, both spiritually and visually.
Dedicated to Mary, the Mother of Jesus - and seemingly suspended in time - the Shrine
Church and walled gardens gave me the opportunity to experience worship from a different
perspective, as well as to reflect on the easy way the site and what it represents integrates
so well into the surrounding village. NCTM events arranged during our stay from Monday
to Friday gave me many opportunities to both learn and worship, always in the knowledge
that people were close by and ready to share thoughts. In addition, the chance to celebrate
Ascension Day at the local parish church was very memorable. None of the events were
mandatory, and a couple of the days had a number of hours of ‘free time’ enabling access to
~2~
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the Shrine shop or local places of interest or both. I must also mention the excellent
catering facilities on site which was a constant source of good food. To summarise, my visit
to Walsingham was a great experience and one that I look forward to repeating next year!
Shelagh Holder

A Walsingham Newbie
As a first-timer to Walsingham, I was a little nervous, especially when I looked at the list of
those attending, and only recognised a handful of names. We met at All Saints on Monday
morning, and Fr Robert led us all in a short mass, before we boarded the coach. It was a
lovely sunny morning, and there was plenty of space on the coach. We stopped at
Peterborough, for a short break, then continued our journey, arriving at Walsingham in
very good time. As we neared the site, Fr Robert led us in some community singing, which
got us all ‘in the mood’.
When we arrived, we gathered in the Green Room, with the members of our group who
had arrived by car, and were given our room allocations and food tokens. We dispersed to
unpack, settle in and explore before supper.
After supper, there was the option to go to the local pub, or (as I did) go to our rooms.
I slept really well, and although it had obviously rained during the night, the morning was
bright and sunny. After breakfast, we met in The Orangery for a briefing on the day’s
programme, and then made our first visit to the Holy House. There are no words to
adequately describe the feeling as you enter the shrine for the first time – a stillness, with a
palpable mix of tradition and history – it takes your breath away.
After a short Mass, we met up with another group, from Essex, for a morning of Bible
Study, until lunch. After lunch, we had a free afternoon. I returned to the Holy House, and
using the guidebook that was on sale there, I made my way slowly around the shrine,
looking at the beautiful icons, relics and artwork. My favourite painting was the “Madonna,
Christ child and Rose”. Afterwards, I walked out of the grounds and up the hill to the
Shrine Shop. When I got back, I ‘rewarded’ myself with a coffee, and spent a couple of
hours chatting with various members of our group, until supper.
After supper, we went to the shrine for a service of “Healing Ministries and Benediction of
the Sacrament” which was immensely moving and powerfully spiritual. I did not go down
the (rather steep) steps to the actual Well, but took advantage of the alternative stations in
the courtyard. This was followed by an opportunity to experience the laying on of hands,
and anointing with Holy Water. Then everyone drifted away in silence – words were
unnecessary, somehow.
Despite a (false) fire alarm during the night, I slept really well again. After breakfast we went
to Pilgrim Mass at the Shrine, until lunch. After lunch, it was Stations of the Cross. There
were two options: a shorter walk under the covered walkway (which I did) or the full walk,
all around the Shrine site. After supper we went back to the Holy House for the Procession
of our Lady. This was a wonderful service. The statue of Mary was carried on the shoulders
of two pilgrims, in procession, all around the site, followed by pilgrims carrying candles.
Some people (like me) stayed in the shrine, rather that process. Whilst the procession was
in progress, we were all singing the Walsingham song, and amazingly, when the procession
~3~
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re-entered the shrine, we were all on the same verse! The evening finished with a trip to
the Norton Café / Bar for a coffee (or a tipple).
Thursday was Ascension Day, and we were invited to the local village church – St Mary’s –
to join in their morning service. Everyone was very friendly and welcoming, and there were
a lot of clergy! After a wonderful service, we were offered a glass of wine, and had a chance
to chat to the parishioners, before returning to the Shrine for lunch. The afternoon was
‘free time’ again. I walked up to the Shrine Shop again, and then stopped at the coffee shop
opposite, where some of my new friends were sitting. We had a great afternoon, drinking
coffee, chatting, and exchanging stories and pictures of our pets!
After supper we came out to heavy rain, so made a mad dash to the Shrine, for a Rosary
service. I admit, I had been very nervous about this, as I associate the rosary with
Catholicism. I need not have worried, as everything was explained in advance, and it was a
wonderfully contemplative service, with ample chance to pray, either silently or aloud, for
family, friends or anyone who needed a little help. It was a relaxing way to finish the day.
Unbelievably, it was already Friday and time to go home. I woke early and packed before
our final breakfast, and a chance to exchange contact details with our new friends, and
make plans to meet at Walsingham next year. There was a last visit to the Shrine before a
group photo for the records, and then we boarded the coach and set off for home.
This is a beautiful place to visit. The whole week is wonderful, and everyone should
experience it for themselves. You do not have to be particularly knowledgeable of the
services and rituals, as everything is explained in clear, simple terms, and it is really easy to
follow.
There is an ‘aura’ about the place which is impossible to put into words – just come and
experience it yourself!
We are already booked in for next year: 22nd – 26th May 2023. So, if you would like to
come (with me) let Linda Biggs know ASAP, and let her have £10 deposit, to secure your
place.
Do come – you will love it!

Jackie Smith

Walsingham 2023 – a date for your diary
22nd to 26th May 2023
Our Team pilgrimage to Walsingham has already been booked in principle for next year.
We have reserved 40 places and as I write 30 have paid their £10 deposit. Elsewhere in
this magazine you will find the reflections of first-time pilgrims together with an article by
Fr Mike French.
If you are a little curious as to why we return year by year then please don’t hesitate to get
in touch and find out what it’s all about.
Linda Biggs
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FLOWERS PLEASE

‘If we could see the miracle of a single flower clearly our whole life would
change.’ Buddha
‘We could never have loved the earth so well if we had had no childhood in it, if
it were not the earth where the same flowers come up again every spring ...’
George Eliot in The Mill on the Floss
Increasingly, I have come to appreciate the seasonal cycles and the annual renewals of such
flowers as tulips, irises and roses. I value tulips for their astonishing colours in all sorts of
shapes, wineglass, doubles, fringed and lily, and the wonderfully seductive names bestowed
upon them, such as Temple of Beauty, Angélique and Burgundy Red with its delicately frilly
edges. Then there are the Rembrandt tulips with their flames and feathers of bleeding
magenta.
The bearded irises of May and June may have a delicate floral scent but what really
distinguishes the iris is its spectacular spike of rich buds and then its flowers divided into
three parts: the upright standards, the colourful falls and the beautiful beards. This tall
supermodel among flowers can be observed like a living statue from three sides and its
blooms are an exotic wonder. Hence its names like Calypso Beat, Ravissant and Blue
Temptation. While tulips and roses offer reds, pinks, whites and yellows but no true blues,
the iris can provide wonderful flowers in many hues of blue, yellow, white, orange but no
real red.
~6~
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Roses have many devotees and their scent can be intoxicating. As my sense of smell wanes,
I now especially like the heady perfume of the early pink rose named after that doyenne of
gardeners, Gertrude Jekyll, which smells as sweetly and fruitily as any rose ought to smell. It
is a disappointment when an attractive modern rose in bloom seems to be deprived of any
delectable fragrance. I gather that most garden roses are doubles and so they are
uninteresting to bees and insects which not surprisingly often prefer the native flowers with
their many evocative names, such as blue borage, purple loosestrife or creamy comfrey
flowers.
With the current fashion and passion for rewilding, wild flowers and meadows are being
belatedly appreciated again. Bluebell woods and wild garlic flowers are now prized as they
always should have been and native wildflowers are seen as valuable plants and not as
roadside nuisances. Ephemeral poppies and tall foxgloves can enchant us wherever they
appear and evening primroses attract and feed the night-time moths.
There is much that is artificial in a garden and so far I have written mainly about cultivated
garden flowers. But flowers are trying to beget seeds or to reproduce themselves in bulb
form underground. Latterly, it seems to have dawned upon us that without plants we and
other animals would not eat. Without flowers there would be no seeds or fruits and
without the energetic pollinators such as bees and hoverflies the flowers would not be
fertilised into the foreseeable future.
Some of humanity’s finer achievements come from the worlds of plants, flowers and seeds.
What would we have done without the selective breeding of seeding grasses, such as corn,
wheat, barley, rice and oats? Vine florets are not prized so much for their small pale annual
blossoms but for the luscious grapes which they produce, transforming water into juicy and
copious clusters for the fruit bowl or bottles of wine. Potato flowers are similarly
unprepossessing but the buried treasure of their life-sustaining tubers lies under the fertile
earth. A simple seed packet with a colour photograph on it is not such a simple thing after
all. And as the Chiltern Seeds plantsman said in his catalogue, one thing is certain: the seeds
will not grow inside the packet.
It may seem as if I appreciate flowers of all types but there are some flowering plants which
get my inner goat. I have grown to despise ground elder from its invasive white rhizomes to
its summer flowers and umbelliferous seed heads. Virulent weed! Why ever did the
Romans bring it to these islands or elsewhere as a ‘pot herb’? One year’s seeds, seven
years’ weeds, as the saying goes. And that can also apply to ‘the dandelion’s pallid tube’, its
yellow flower and prolific seed head with its airborne divisions of procreative fluff. In the
wrong places, rampant English ivy with its berries can get me down, as can ineradicable
bindweed with its pouting white flowers, last to arrive and so hard to eliminate year after
year. Good riddance to them all, though I have a sneaking respect for their stubborn and
insidious tenacity.
Why is it that so many of us like or even adore numerous plants and flowers so much?
Their blooms can in so many lights afford a spectrum of colours, loud and subtle,
translucent and opaque, and nature can mix, match and muddle those colours in ways no
artist can. Blooms can smell wonderful and their displays come in a rich variety of shapes
and sizes, from sculptural to dainty, miniature to grand. Caress the delicate petals of a rose
and it is pleasing to the touch, away from the thorns. The crimson peony can transform
itself from globose and plush grand opera to dead pigeon in a matter of days. Fry courgette
~7~
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flowers in batter and butter and they taste delicious, as does elderflower cordial or
champagne. Above all, flowers are temporary and yet recurring and they cannot speak our
clumsy languages or feel our absurdly self-absorbed emotions, however much we may
employ them to express or enhance our feelings.
As Iris Murdoch once said, ‘People from a planet without flowers would think we must be
mad with joy the whole time to have such things about us.’
Duncan Forbes

~8~
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FLOWERS

LILLIES
SNOWDROPS
CROCUSES
DAFFODILS
TULIPS
I love flowers - but I really only know the common ones - not the fancy ones with posh
names! The only exception is a Lily, as, being an asthmatic, I have learned to avoid them, as
they can bring on an attack, if I breathe in their scent.
As a child, I would look forward to the appearance of the Snowdrops in the garden, as it
meant spring was on its way. These were followed by Crocuses; Daffodils; Tulips and my
particular favourite – Pansies. I always think they look ‘friendly’, with their little faces
nodding to each other in the breeze.
When I was young, I used to go with my ‘pretend cousin’ (daughter of my mum’s best
friend) to stay with her Granny, in Broadway. Granny Ballinger had a ‘proper’ Rose Garden
– literally dozens of rose bushes of every colour from white, and delicate pink, through yellows
and oranges, to blood red, and (my favourite) the ones with a darker red edging around the
petals. Every year (unbeknown to her!) Granny B would ‘contribute’ one flower of each colour
to be ripped up and made into the ‘confetti’ which we used at our pretend ‘weddings’ to Peter,
the boy next door, who ‘married’ both Caroline and me many times over the years!
Being born in December my ‘birthday’ flowers are Holly, and Narcissus but my absolute
favourite flowers are Carnations. They always look so neat and tidy, come in many beautiful
colours and smell lovely – and they last for ages, so a bunch from Tesco is a real bargain!
My beloved Nan died when I was 11. I will share with you the little song she taught me
about her favourite flower – the Petunia,
I’m a lonely little petunia in an onion patch,
An onion patch, an onion patch.
I’m a lonely little petunia in an onion patch,
And all I do is cry all day.
Boo hoo! Boo hoo!
The air is so strong, it takes my breath away
I’m a lonely little petunia in an onion patch,
Oh won’t you come and play with me?

PANSIES

BLUEBELLS

ROSES
~9~
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Eights
They picked him up and threw him in…………………
………….fully dressed in his white trousers; white blazer with its gold edging; gold braided
pocket badge showing the three griffins of Thomas Pope, founder of the college in
1556, AND …………………..
my exaggerated button hole in yellow and blue irises.
The occasion: The rowing Eights in Oxford. The river: Thames or Isis, as the University
prefers to call it after the classical god. The victim: The Cox of the Trinity College 1st Eight.
The river at this point in the City of Oxford is not sufficiently wide to allow boats to race
alongside each other or indeed cleanly overtake each other. To allow the colleges to race
each other the ‘bumps’ were devised in 1815 to allow teams to leap frog each other, based
on the rowing prowess of each crew. I am sure we are all familiar with the Oxford and
Cambridge boat race and the eight-person rowing crew plus cox. These are the same
boats, first designed and built specially for this type of racing, but instead of starting
alongside each other are arranged in an extended line along the river bank, when the
whistle blows, they are pushed off from the bank by a boatman, with a boat hook, and held
steady until the starting cannon fires. Then they are off after the boat in front of them, the
idea being to physically bump against the boat in front, which then entitles the bumper to
move up one place, in the same divisional race, on the next day. The Eights races last for
four days, each year and are rowed over a 1800 metre course, up river, to the Folly Bridge
near Christ Church Meadows in the centre of town. Each college has several crews and the
idea is that on the fourth day one of a college’s boats will cross the line first, in the final
race, and thus for that crew to be declared ‘Head of the River’ for that year. This year,
2022, Oriel College holds that title. Trinity has held it 13 times over the years. You can
therefore see, that like so many British sports, this is a long-term commitment, building up
crews for several years ahead. Sometimes decades.
So why did my button hole go into the river? This was because on that occasion Trinity
College was first in their division on their last race. Not that this stops other crews from
throwing their cox in as well!
So why do I claim it was my button hole?
I lived in the centre of Oxford and would often sneak in through the back gate of Trinity
College to ‘help’ Reg Carter, a friend of my family, who was the head gardener. A strong
brew of tea was usually in the offing (and sometimes a biscuit). Each year on the approach
to ‘The Eights’ Reg and his team would be making up button holes. Not discrete single
flower button holes but showy bouquet size sprays.
Trinity College colours were gold and blue and irises fulfilled the purpose perfectly and
with a spray of greenery a showy bouquet/spray. The gardeners were very skilled at
providing these, several sprays were required for each day, as each cox, of each Trinity
eight had a fresh one, attached to the college blazer, before coxing their boat.
Whether it was my flower arrangement that went in the Isis is extremely unlikely and it
certainly would not have been the cox of the first eight that would have been wearing it!!!!
That would almost certainly have been produced by Reg himself.
John Moles
~ 10 ~
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Trinity Ladies’ eight just off the boat hook
awaiting the gun.

Boats 4 and 5 have bumped and are pulling
over to allow the remaining boats through.

A typical eight. Without seeing the oar blade markings I cannot identify the college,
any suggestions folks?
~ 11 ~
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Flowers
I love flowers. Who doesn’t? My earliest memory of flowers is of picking wild violets for my
mother on Mothering Sunday. I was about three years old and encouraged to do so by my
father. He enjoyed wearing a buttonhole of lily-of-the-valley when in season. I must have
followed his trend because I did the same from the age of about 20 but mine was always a
rosebud. Which is why, when I had my own garden, I chose to grow roses that made
perfect buttonholes rather than large, fragrant blooms. That came later. Our home, once
the roses start, is never without a vase full of them, all picked from the garden. The rose, as
you may have guessed, is my favourite flower.
My wife, Pam, was a keen flower arranger and a very good one. For many years she had her
own windowsill to decorate at the church of St Giles in Coberley and later the flowers
around the tabernacle at St Mary’s, Prestbury. These always had to be white. The most
splendid flower arrangements I have ever seen or enjoyed the aroma from were at
Westminster Abbey. The occasion was the funeral of Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother.
Those displays were amazing. There was one each side of the entrance from the nave into
the choir and each one taller, much taller than myself. They consisted of many of the
Queen Mother’s favourite flowers and the pastel shades she was so fond of wearing. Many
of the flowers were chosen for their scent, like freesias, lilac and hyacinth. Delphiniums
were much in evidence and there was an abundance of roses. The ladies responsible for
these flower arrangements were still making last-minute checks as the first of the
congregation filed through the Great West door. Quite magnificent and the perfume of all
those flowers a Joy to the senses.
Rose gardens that have made an impression on me are the ones at Stowell Park, seat of the
Vestey family, and the one at Buckingham Palace. Several years ago the Vestey roses were
the best they have ever been and Lady Vestey was anxious to have them recorded on film.
But it was not only the roses that were extra special, the whole extensive gardens were
magical and the view beyond of the Cotswold countryside was breath-taking. I was given
instructions to photograph all that “took my eye” and spent a whole day in June sunshine
doing just that. Just me, the view, the bird song and the flowers. I will never forget it.
The following week I was summoned to Stowell again. This time it was to photograph
Princess Diana who was there at a charity lunch. I was able to capture her making her
entrance into the garden through an archway of white roses. Using a long range lens she
had no idea she was being photographed so it was a very natural picture (note that I have
avoided the word ‘naturalistic’ which is often used nowadays and which I hate!)
Lucky enough to have spent an afternoon in the Buckingham Palace Gardens when there
were very few guests, I was able to explore the whole extensive acreage in comparative
solitude which was a privilege. As one would expect, everything was immaculate and the
rose garden exceptional. The predominant colour when I was there was a deep yellow and
every rose amongst the many hundreds was in “Chelsea Flower Show condition”!
So let’s get back to the wildflowers that began this article. We need to go no further than
the slopes of Bushcombe Hill (above my home) to witness the most wonderful displays of
buttercups where there is one particular field that is completely yellow with them. Then
there is the “May” blossom on the blackthorn that is sprinkled all over the hill. Lastly we
~ 12 ~
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have all over the Cotswolds an abundance of cow parsley which I love so much that I grow
it amongst my roses. Many exhibitors at Chelsea now include it in their displays.
So these are my main flower memories but having written all that I cannot possibly end
without mention of the beautiful display in the porch of St Mary’s, Prestbury for the
Platinum Jubilee Celebrations. Congratulations to whoever is responsible. Also to those
who have created such an excellent border of flowers against the wall that divides the
churchyard from The Priory. In fact the whole churchyard is a credit to the team of
gardeners and I am so glad that my parents lie at rest in this lovely space.
Bernard Parkin

Garden of Delights
Each day an empty basket
with which we enter
the garden of your delights.
Sometimes it is You
who gives to us a flower,
a luscious fruit.
Sometimes the under-gardeners
load us with vegetables.
Sometimes we pick ourselves
your bounteous fare.
But sometimes, deliberately or not,
our basket fills with weeds,
with heavy stones,
with slugs and snails.
Then at the end of day
let us unpack
our basket of delights,
get rid of weeds,
enjoy each bloom,
savour the luscious fruit,
process the vegetables
and let them nourish us.
Give thanks for everything.
Joan Copeland
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Flowers are a Serious Matter
My father was a nurseryman. He grew a wide mix of flowers and vegetables, and in my early
years the focus was definitely on flowers. My mother remarked once that I should have
been christened Statice, since for a few years that unremarkable little flower brought in a
large part of our income. The great virtue of statice is its durability, it dries easily and in the
dried state will last for months; it was apparently popular with proprietors of small hotels
and boarding houses, for whom it was a practical source of durable table decorations.
Several times a week we dispatched flat wooden flower boxes by rail for Covent Garden
market. On Sundays, when nobody else was available, packing fell to my mother, and I
became very familiar with the routine as I amused myself among the buckets of flowers in
the lofty packing shed. First a lining of two large sheets of white paper, then the bunches of
flowers, laid gently at either end with stems overlapping in the middle. Sometimes, for an
all-too-short season, statice was replaced by delphiniums, splendid large mixed bunches in
every possible shade of blue, from chalky pastels to deep blue-violet.
With the outbreak of war all horticultural activities were ruled by the Ministry of
Agriculture and flowers were largely banished. With the emphasis on food production, the
greenhouses were full of tomatoes, and the open ground was given over to neat beds of
onions.
After the war, a new departure was growing flowers to order for Suttons seed merchants.
By this time I was often enlisted to do a few hours work at weekends and in school
holidays, with a modest contribution to my pocket money. It was quite pleasant picking the
ripened heads of antirrhinums, salvias or verbena. But I did not like tagetes (French
marigolds); I didn’t like the smell, and the ripe flowers are scratchy and sharp. Another pet
hate were dahlias: in spite of their dramatic and colourful blooms. I found them obvious and
lacking in subtlety, and again I did not like their smell. These unreasonable prejudices have
persisted. In spite of their virtues you will not find either tagetes or dahlias in my garden.
(English marigolds are alright.)
A final change of emphasis was the increasing production of alpine plants, and the blocks of
cold frames held neat rows of small pots, crammed with little treasures. Some customers
came in person to browse, but most were postal orders. With a growing reputation for
quality, my father was soon supplying other nurseries, and his plants even furnished a few
Chelsea show gardens.
Many alpines are long-lived; some of the ones my father propagated are flourishing today in
my garden.
Beryl Elliott
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Plant Sale at St Nicolas

Glorious weather and over
£600 for our funds.
Thank you to all who helped.
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Her Majesty’s Platinum Jubilee at St Nicolas
On Thursday 2 June at 21:45 everyone was invited to sing A Song for the Commonwealth.
Daphne Philpot organised a celebratory evening which included patriotic hymns, the Song
and a few bottles of bubbly
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Revd Tom organised a highly-successful Cream Tea in St Nicolas Hall on Saturday 4 June

The congregation at St Nicolas was
asked to wear national colours on
Sunday 5 June and duly obligued. The
choir were already in blue and white.
The addition of red, white and blue
lanyards with Jubilee medallions
completed their attire!
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Recalling Flowers
Now, I have to search my long distant memory to recall where I first encountered
‘Flowers’. Was it High Wycombe or Luton, towns where I have resided for a period of
time; or even here in Cheltenham?
It can’t have been High Wycombe, a delightful little country town, well it was, set amid the
leafy Chiltern Hills; no, everyone drank Wethered’s Bitter over there.
I spent five mostly enjoyable years as an Engineering Apprentice in that town, but never
enjoyed very much drinking since apprentices wages did not stretch to such luxuries.
Oh sorry Brian... you were referring to the FLOWERS what grow in gardens...as in ‘The
Flowers that grow in the Spring Tra laa....’
Silly me. Trust yours truly to grasp the wrong end of the stem!
I hold my hand up and confess I don’t have a very deep knowledge of FLOWERS so best not
to dwell for too long on the subject matter.
When growing up and travelling on the way to school on the bus, we went past a large
house that belonged to a family who owned a mill, well factory.
Even though I knew 5% of nothing about flowers, I did take notice of the lovely garden, who
would not; it was obviously tended by a gardener with skills. What fascinated me was the
variety of different flowers on display, all the colours of the rainbow; in a word, it was
different.
At certain times of the year I noticed a particular bed would be totally stripped and was laid
bare. The following week, if I were concentrating and not in conversation with a fellow
passenger, I would notice a complete change of flowers. I always knew and could tell the
difference between say a daffodil and a tulip and knew their names. Come on, how many
men really know the names of all the different flowers apart from the popular varieties.
Snowdrops are very easily identified apart from the fact they are the first to come into
flower.
Our daughter just came in and asked me what my favourite flower is... I am afraid I don’t
have an answer to that question.
Countries around the world, often display a flower as part of their emblem, is that the
word? Look at Wales, long ago, they chose a daffodil.
Then there are county cricket teams, Yorkshire and Lancashire both incorporate a rose on
their cricket blazer pocket, don’t ask me to remember which colour belongs to each team,
I should know, my wife is from God’s own county. Flowers are a useful tool for displaying
love to another one or to say ‘Thank you’.
They can also come in very appropriate in some instances to assist in mending a broken
relationship... well so I believe!
Many years ago, we were in Bermuda. It was March and it was chilly, well cold for
Bermuda. Guess what flowers were in full bloom? Why Salvias.
I was taken by the ‘design’ of the little flowers and at the same time fascinated to see such a
flower in bloom in the month of March!
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What can one say when discussing the subject of Flowers? It can get somewhat technical if
allowed. It is amazing just what can be achieved with a bowl of flowers.
My paternal grandmother was a tenant farmer’s daughter and a wizard with flowers as well
as being an exceptional cook. I think all the surrounding land was owned by the Countess of
Warwick even though grandmother lived miles from the county of that name. The GNR
(Great Northern Railway) routed through their area and flowers were unloaded by the
truck load off the train at their local country station. They originated, I believe from
Lincolnshire. They were divided up in the goods yard to be transported to numerous
locations in the nearby city.
No 44-tonne artics in those days! When all the wagons were off loaded there were some
piles of different flowers spare or left over. These were divided between all the helpers and
railway employees.
That was considered payment in lieu of cash! That’s not a bad flower story.
Finally, one more memory from long ago. It’s OK. We are still on the subject of FLOWERS.
We, that’s our school orchestra, were invited along with other similar organisations to a
‘Grand Extravagant’ event in one of the parks in our town. The highlight of the function was
nothing to do with music, we were in the background. No, it was a massive FLOWER
display. There were folk from abroad, possibly from the city we were ‘twinned’ with. Once
more, I recall there were flowers on display, such a feast to behold, varieties not seen in
the northern hemisphere, well not in my time. I was truly impressed with the skills on
display and it takes a bit to impress a sixteen year old!
It’s called...... FLOWER POWER.

Nigel Woodcock

A note about the theme
In the above Nigel apologises for writing about using the wrong meaning of the word of the
month’s theme.
There is no need. I always find it fun when authors find a different meaning to apply to the
theme. In a recent issue when the theme was ‘Courting Danger’ several wrote about
potentially disastrous occurrences but Edward Wyatt quite unexpectedly wrote about the
times he spent with Clare after first meeting her on a cruise ship.
I was particularly amused when the theme was ‘Doors’. The late Tudor Williams wrote
about the actress Diana Dors, a star from the days of my youth. I had remembered her for
all the wrong reasons. Inspired by Tudor’s writing I watched one of her films on Talking
Pictures in which she played the part of a condemned prisoner and had a fresh impression
of her.
The magazine theme is there to drop a little inspiration to our would-be contributors.
Please feel free to twist the meaning if you have something that may interest our readers.
You don’t even have to stick to the theme. You may write about a completely
unconnected subject if you are so moved. And don’t forget the news items!
Ed
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Flowers in my garden
This morning I found the only cosmos seedling to have made it as far as the flowerbed bitten off by a pigeon. Through the netting.
I love gardens. I have a huge collection of articles on herbaceous borders, planting for
shade, or for climate change, winter flowering shrubs, climbers, and many unavailable
varieties of anything. In my mind I see a meandering pathway of white cosmos with verbena
bonariensis against a backdrop of cotinus cogyggria. The scent of honeysuckle fills the air
after a light shower.
In reality my garden path is of very deep concrete, the removal of which would have blown
the budget, even in 2015. Initially I planned a camomile lawn which soon proved beyond my
abilities. I don’t want readers to know what is now in its place, but at least it’s not very big.
I can spend weeks tracking down, let’s say, a scented apricot rose, repeat flowering maybe,
disease resistant would be nice. At the garden centre reality bites when my first choice is
sold out or only available from specialist nurseries. They stock quite a selection of plants
for a different position, or soil conditions I am unable to offer. Ever adaptable/unfocused I
wonder if there is something I could force into a container.
Or must I mulch, feed/ spend three figures. Well, yes.
When I first moved back to the village I attempted a temporary bed just by where I sat
outside. It had flowering stocks, nemesia and lupins, and whatever was available at the time.
The slugs welcomed it over two nights, with much gnashing of gums.
Slightly less annoying was the huge crock of lilies. I made a real effort - I was still brimming
with optimism at that point. I closely followed professional advice and nestled the corms
on layers of drainage, nourishment, specially selected compost and sprinkles of whatever.
The pot had only to be moved slightly towards some slight shade. The bottom fell out.
The layers slid sideways like a bake-off gateau.
I am so thankful for the ladies mantle and aquilegia, and my inherited rampant climber at the
front of the house. It’s one of the Virginia family and scrambles annually for my neighbour’s
gutter in a glorious russet mass. I have to cut myself out of the front porch every few
weeks during summer. Some years it finishes in a burst of pale gold, lighting up the lane.
Tellingly, it has never attracted my tender ministrations.
Anya Jary
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Snippets from the tower
On the morning of Thursday 2nd June 13 ringers gathered to ring for an hour prior to the
1030 service to celebrate the Platinum Jubilee of Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II.
Everyone had a chance to ring something that they felt capable of, so there were several
sessions of different ringing during the hour. Our two learners Victoria and Penny had
become sufficiently skilled in handling a bell to be able to join in with some rounds on 8.
This was exciting in itself as we normally only ring on 6 bells on practice nights. Other
ringing with more experienced ringers consisted of call changes and Grandsire Doubles on
bells 1 to 5 with the 3 heavier bells of our ring tolling in the order 768.
Everyone enjoyed the celebratory ringing. Several of us had rung 10 years before for the
Golden Jubilee. Although we had lost some members of the band since then we have gained
new ones. We all posed for a photo on the steps afterwards.

If anyone fancies trying bell ringing, or would like to return to it, please get in touch.
Jenni Scruton
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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 Bouncy Castles
Children’s Entertainment 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.

WELCOME ON WEDNESDAY
Wednesday 20 July 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
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Friends of St Mary’s Church

WINE TASTING EVENING

SATURDAY 23rd JULY 6.30pm
PRESTBURY HALL BOUNCERS LANE

MEAL & 6 WINES £15
Tickets Contact: David Lyle
01242 570453 shawgreenlyle@hotmail.com
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Sat

2 1000
1930

Cake Sale

St Lawrence

Musica Vera Concert

St Mary

SUN

10 1500

Praise in the Park

Swindon Village Park

Mon

11 1900

Prestbury Parish Council Meeting

St Nicolas

Wed

13 1900

Sunset Celtic Communion

St Mary Magdalene

Thu

14 0900-1200

Private Function

All Saints

Fri

15 1000-1200

Berkhampstead Leavers’ Service

All Saints

Sat

16 1330

Wedding Blessing

St Mary

Wed

20 1430

Welcome on Wednesday

St Nicolas

Sat

23 1830

FOSM Wine Tasting and Meal

Prestbury Hall

Thu

28 1600

Wedding Rehearsal

All Saints

Thu

28 1900

Sunset Celtic Communion

St Mary Magdalene

Sat

30 1400

Wedding

All Saints

Regular Events
Sundays
Mondays
Tuesdays
Wednesdays
Fridays

09:00
15:45 - 17:45
10:30
10:30
18:00 - 19:30
19:30 - 21:30
09:00 - 17:00
10:00 - 12:00
18:00 - 19:30

Breakfast Celebrate!
Helen Gill Ballet
Coffee Drop-in
Chatterbox
36th Cheltenham Brownies
Musica Vera Rehearsals
Art Group
Coffee, Chat ++
38th Cheltenham Brownies

St Mary’s Infant School
St Nicolas Room & Hall
St Mary
St Lawrence
St Nicolas Hall
St Mary
St Nicolas Hall
URC, Deep Street
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.
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July 2022 Calendar
SUNDAY

3 Thomas the Apostle

SUNDAY

10 4th Sunday after Trinity

SUNDAY

17 5th Sunday after Trinity

SUNDAY

24 St Mary Magdalene

SUNDAY

31 7th Sunday after Trinity

Archdeacons’ Visitation and Admission of Churchwardens
Your churchwardens are elected every year at the Annual Meeting of Parishioners but do
not take up their roles officially until they are sworn in by the Archdeacon.
This year the new churchwardens from our Diocese could attend one of 4 Visitations
conducted by both Archdeacons: The Ven Phil Andrew and the Ven Hilary Dawson.

Edward Wyatt

The picture shows (L to R) May Shurmer, Ian Richings, Clare Wyatt, Stewart Wright and
Brian Wood who attended the Visitation service held on Monday 20 June at St John Baptist
in Cirencester. They were supported by the Revd Tom Cook (behind Clare and Stewart).
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TIMES OF CHURCH SERVICES
St Mary’s Church, Prestbury
Sunday

1st Sunday
2nd Sunday
Other Sundays
Thursday

0800
0900
1100
1830
1830
1830
1030

Said Eucharist
Breakfast Celebrate! All-age worship
(see weekly notices for location)
Sung Eucharist
Evening Prayer at Capel Court
Benediction at St Mary’s
Evening Prayer at St Mary’s
Eucharist

St Nicolas Church, Prestbury
Sunday
Tuesday

0930
1000

Sung Eucharist
Said Eucharist

All Saints Church, Pittville
Sunday

0800
1030
1st & 3rd Sunday 1830
Last Sunday
1830
Thursday
1115

Said Mass
Sung Mass
Choral Evensong
Choral Evening with Benediction
Said Mass

St Lawrence Church, Swindon Village
Sunday
1st Sunday
2nd Sunday
Other Sundays

1030
1830
0915
1830
0915
1830

Together @ 1030 (from October 2021)
Holy Communion
BCP Holy Communion
Evening Prayer
Holy Communion
Evening Prayer

St Mary Magdalene Church, Elmstone Hardwicke
Sunday
1st Sunday
2nd Sunday
3rd Sunday
4th Sunday
5th Sunday

1045
1045
1045
1045
1045

Holy Communion
Family Service (no communion)
BCP Holy Communion
Family service (no communion)
Family service – style to be decided each time
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The Importance of Touch
She had heard about Jesus and came up behind him in the crowd and touched his cloak: for
she said, “If I touch even his clothes, I shall be healed”.
(Mark 5 v27-28).

T

HIS POOR WOMAN had suffered from haemorrhages for twelve years

and so would have been ostracised by society and yet she had the faith to
believe that just by touching the clothes of Jesus she would be cured.
Indeed, she was cured but even in this crowd with people jostling him Jesus was
aware of her touch and that some of his power had gone out of him. The
woman must have been terrified when he asked who had touched him. I
wonder if she hesitated to come forward before she confessed because she was
shunned by society and had such low status. Jesus however cures her to reward
her faith in him.
There is also here the other issue about touch and that is the very reciprocity of it as
a sense. Touch is a two-way thing. Jesus sensed that some of his power was draining
from him. There are numerous other examples of Jesus using touch as a force for
good as he lays his hands on various people to effect a cure.
It is a sad reflection on our society that touch has often come to be seen in a purely
inappropriate sense and something that is often unwanted. Also, as people turn to
social media to live their lives actual touch seems to have diminished in importance
and yet who has not welcomed the reassuring squeeze of a hand or the warmth of a
hug from an old friend or family member? Touch can be a form of communication
when words are not enough.
During the ‘Living in love and faith course’ that was run earlier this year our group
had dwindled to a group of ladies who lived alone and we fell into discussion about
how the recent lockdowns had affected us. We all mentioned that whilst we
appreciated the phone calls and zoom meetings nothing could replace the touch of
another human being. I was last hugged by a good friend on March 13th, 2020, and
then went for over eighteen months without anybody touching me. Science shows
that touch is actually good for us because it releases oxytocin which helps to calm us
and relieve stress. We wondered what the long-term effects of this lack of physical
contact might be, especially since some people are still reluctant to have close
contact with people even though most of us are vaccinated.
Jesus recognised the importance of touch and perhaps we ought to give it more
credence and recognise it for the positive force it can be.
Janet Waters
Jesus said to the woman, “Your faith has made you well. Go in peace, and be healed of
your trouble.”
(Mark 5 34).
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Parish Directory continued
Children’s Work
Linda Biggs

510856

linda.biggs@prestbury.net

Safeguarding Officer
Linda Biggs

Junior School:
Infant School:
07526 498584

Bellringers
Tower Captain: David Lyle

570453

david.lyle@prestbury.net

Tower Secretary: Jenni Scruton

663948

bells@prestbury.net

magazine@prestbury.net

contact 515941

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson
advertising@prestbury.net

244387
244054

Hall Letting
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane

239590

St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane

244373

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

Parish Giving Scheme

Parish Magazine
Editor: (vacancy)

St Mary’s C of E (VA) Schools
Executive Head Teacher : Mr Matt Fletcher

76 Kingsholm Road,
Gloucester GL1 3BD

info@parishgiving.org.uk

0333 002 1260

707729

Copy Dates and Themes for Future Magazines 2022
Issue
August
September
October
November
December / Jan 2023

Copy Date
Sunday 17 July
Sunday 14 August
Sunday 11 September
Sunday 16 October
Sunday 13 November

Theme
Hot Water
Amateur Dramatics
Ornaments
Shops
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

August 2022 Magazine

Please send copy by Sunday 17 July 2022
Theme: Hot Water
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