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The steep bit at the top of Mill Lane by Helen Mann
More than that, we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing that suffering produces endurance,
and endurance produces character, and character produces hope, and hope does not
disappoint us, because God’s love has been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit
which has been given to us.
ROMANS 5: 3-5
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Finding Words

I

THINK I HAVE mentioned once or twice recently how much I enjoy
reading other people's parish magazines. You may think it is rather a
strange habit and I admit it verges on the eccentric! But often it can be
fascinating and illuminating.

For instance, while I was on holiday, I found a parish magazine in a French church which
almost took my breath away. As I read the message written to his congregation by the
parish priest, I realised it was almost word for word what I had written for our Prestbury
magazine at the beginning of summer. Either he or I could have charged the other with
copyright! The only difference was I was looking forward to the summer and he was
looking back on it. He asked his parishioners if their holiday leisure time had been well
spent and given them a chance to renew their vision of God.
Then, as I thought about it, I realised that such similarities are neither coincidence nor
copying. Christians, when they are truly led by the Spirit, are very likely to reach similar
conclusions and share the same thoughts. Also I began to realise how much we are
members one of another, regardless of language, geography and culture. What is also
striking is how many Christians nowadays are searching for much the same thing: renewal
of life, a stronger hold on prayer, a sense of fellowship within the Body of Christ and a
sense of unity among our Christian communities.
In the same magazine I found a beautiful set of words which are also well worth sharing
together, especially as they are intended to be turned into prayer. I have read them to
some of you and several people have asked me to print them in the magazine:
Seigneur, aide-moi à trouver
les mots qui apaisent,
les mots qui réconfortent,
les mots qui réjouissent les coeurs,
les mots qui ouvrent les portes,
les mots qui font vivre,
les mots qui sont comme un écho à ta voix,
les mots qui sont des prières.

Lord, help me find
words that soothe,
words that comfort,
words that rejoice hearts,
the words that open the doors,
the words that make you live,
words that are like an echo to your voice,
words that are prayers.

If only whenever we speak to one another, either in church or beyond it, our words
could be shaped and informed with the same spirit. If only we could take the trouble to
search for and discipline ourselves always to use words which speak of peace and bring
strengthening comfort; words which attempt to bring joy to the other person's heart;
words which open up opportunities rather than close them down; words which are
overflowing with life and vitality; above all words which are (as far as we can make them)
an echo of God's own voice rather than an expression of our own rather shabby and illconsidered opinions - if only we could use words like that, how different would be all our
conversations.
Reproduced from the November 2003 issue of this magazine
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Hello everyone!
I apologize for not writing something last month. A close friend of mine passed away
unexpectedly at the end of last month. We were in the same class at Manchester
University, both double majored in History and Religious Studies. She was only five
months older than me and was also in her first semester of an MDiv program. Please
pray for the repose of Madalyn Minehart, and comfort for her family and loved ones. I am
thankful to have been able to dive back to Indiana for her funeral and to have had the
support of a very caring community here at Sewanee. Sewanee has had its own losses of
late the death of a recent graduate of the School of Theology and a current
undergraduate student. Please keep us all in your prayers.
On a happier note, last month I was chosen to join Schola Cantorum, the seminary’s
advanced choir. Every Tuesday at 7pm central, 8pm eastern (1am UK - Ed) I have the
privilege of singing Evensong at All Saints’ Chapel on campus. The service is live-streamed
if you would listen to us sing.
https://theology.sewanee.edu/chapel-of-the-apostles/music/evensong-live-stream/.
I am really enjoying this opportunity to participate in one of my favorite traditions of the
Episcopal Church. The seminary choirs will also be singing for the University All Saints
Eucharist on 1st November.
Currently, I am making my way through Midterms. I was very stressed earlier this week
but am feeling better right now. Hopefully, that will continue through my last couple of
essays/exams. I keep reminding myself that it is not long now until I will get to spend
Thanksgiving with my family in Elkhart. It is getting colder, and the campus is beautiful
with all the leaves changing color. Thank you for all your support and prayers.
In Christ,
Nolan McBride

Bereavement Friendship Group
Would it help you to talk to others who have lost a loved one?
We are setting up a support
Monday 21st November 2.30-4pm.

group

meeting

in

Prestbury

Library

on

Do come along if you are interested.
Light refreshments provided.
Marion Povey
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Shops and shopping
Boots the Chemist is a shop that conjures up happy memories. It still stands at the
junction of North Street and the High Street in Cheltenham as it did in my childhood and
long before. My sister Eanswythe and I were taken there on Saturday mornings to eat
Cadbury’s chocolate fingers while my mother and aunt drank coffee and listened to a
string trio play gentle music ‘neath waving palms.
Always we had the table by the window right on the corner of the upstairs restaurant.
We watched the busy traffic and the many pedestrians going about their business and, no
doubt, played some sort of I-Spy game. I remember never using the stairs and always the
lift with its great clanking concertina metal doors and a uniformed operator who pressed
buttons and announced that we were either “going up” or “going down”, something even
to a six-year old was pretty obvious.
Cheltenham’s modern “Jewel-in-the-Crown” was its very up-to-date Lido which opened
in 1936. It is here we splashed about every Saturday morning before being marched
through town to Boots for refreshment. Then, in 1939, war was declared.

Me, aged 6, about to hide inside the cascade from the fountain at The Lido, 1936
It is during this conflict that my interest in shopping originated. People began erecting
Anderson air-raid shelters in their gardens when the Luftwaffe began their bombing raids.
Those whose houses had basements were advised to use them as shelters and as soon as
the sirens began to wail to warn of enemy bombers approaching, everyone in the house
hurried below. Mine was such a family. Convoys bringing food and supplies were attacked
by the U-boats and many thousands of tonnage with all its precious cargo were sent to
~4~
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the bottom of the sea. Invasion by German forces was expected and many households
made preparations for a siege. Mine was one of those households.
In the corner of the largest room in our basement was a walk-in cupboard which was
emptied and turned into a food store of which I, aged 10, was put in charge. Alongside
my weekly pocket money I was given money to stock up the food store and this is where
my enjoyment of shopping for groceries originated. Every week I added more tins of
sardines, pilchards, beans, Horlicks and Carnation condensed milk. My mother bottled
plums and other fruit and stored eggs in a great earthenware vessel full of slimy grey
liquid. But I did all of the shopping for the food store. When I finished growing which I
reckon to have been 17, I shopped for my shirts, vests, pants and socks at The Famous,
which previously had supplied my school uniforms. Outer clothing I had made-tomeasure by an ancient tailor in Regent Street. His name was Herbert Edwards and he
specialised in making breeches and clothes for the “horsey” people of Cheltenham, of
which there were many. In my youthfully fantasy I wanted to be one of them. I was
earning good money so I could afford the luxury which I put well ahead of a motorbike, a
car or the latest gramophone records.
My shopping for groceries continued during my army service in 1948 and 1949. There
was still strict rationing in Britain so I and several colleagues stationed on Malta sent food
parcels home. The Maltese were starving during the first part of the war as the Axis
powers (Germany and Italy) were very active both in the air and at sea, bombing the
island and sinking most of the ships bringing supplies. Incidentally, all of the ships lost and
those escorting them have their names carved onto wooden panels which are erected in
the chancel of St Paul’s Anglican Cathedral in Valletta. They are the work of my father.
As soon as Italy surrendered to the Eighth Army under General Bernard Montgomery
and the Germans were driven out of that country, the Italians hung their leader, Benito
Mussolini, and his wife, upside-down in one of the public squares. Photographs of them
dangling on the end of ropes sold well in Maltese shops and it was not long before food
of all sorts was available on the island.
I was often to be found at the corner shop close to my barracks in Sliema buying not
only unheard of delights but also tins of pineapple, chocolate biscuits and Avistoc nylon
stockings. No longer would my sister have to stain her legs brown and draw a black seam
up the back of her legs! Not only did I buy all these goodies but also empty biscuit tins
that measured just over a cubic foot to pack everything into and send home by Forces
Mail. My family in Prestbury eagerly awaited each parcel and I thoroughly enjoyed
providing them.
Shopping for groceries is now confined to pushing a trolley up and down the aisles at
Tesco, grabbing everything that tickles my fancy and clicking my way through checkout. I
do enjoy shopping, especially when Tesco offers 25% discount on six bottles of wine!
Bernard Parkin
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SHIPPING AND SHOPPING

‘I have the simplest tastes. I like only the best.’ Oscar Wilde
‘If men liked shopping, they’d call it research.’ Cynthia Nelms
‘The cost of a thing is the amount of what I call life which is required to be
exchanged for it, immediately or in the long run.’ Henry David Thoreau
‘The advertisement speaks very highly of it.’ Mr Lawrence

BUY WITH ONE CLICK
Predictably perhaps, the kinds of shops I most enjoy or have most enjoyed in the past are
probably bookshops, followed by those which sell curios and antiques. If I take books to
the Red Cross Bookshop in Bath Road, I try not to buy any in exchange. I also like the
idea of a bargain and so I have been known to visit TK Maxx.
Even I have noticed how much market forces are at work and how much the traditional
High Street has been under threat, first from shopping malls and then from the Internet.
As someone said, every High Street shop in the country is facing a new out-of-town
shopping mall and it’s called the internet.
Buy with one click. And from Amazon have come books, Jiffy bags, moth traps and
nematodes. Even second-hand books have now gone online with the Advanced Book
Exchange (abebooks.co.uk) which may even be yet another tributary of the mighty
Amazon. Thus we subsidise the billionaire Bezos’ expensive divorce together with his
boyish and extravagant obsessions with Tolkien and space flight.
I have also watched as the cash economy of notes and coins (formerly gold and silver)
has largely been replaced by plastic and now contactless electronic payments. Buy with
~6~
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one bleep. Temperamentally, I have little sympathy with the phrase ‘Retail Therapy’ or
the notion of ‘Shop till you drop’ but I do understand the idea of ‘Buyer’s Remorse.’
My best buy ever? Possibly the second-hand teal Volvo with sunroof and leather seats. I
hope it will see me out. Worst buy? Well, too many to mention here. But perhaps a fake
coin on Ebay is a good enough example. Caveat emptor.
In supermarkets, I like executive powers and a chance to buy what I want. I dislike being
an obedient or subservient trolley-donkey sent off only to select a cucumber and
instructed to put back the expensive potted shrimps as being saturated in butter, rich in
cholesterol and thus like purchasing a coronary, or so I’m told. And yet, when I consider
what a cornucopia a supermarket is, I feel gastronomically blessed.
There is one Cheltenham shop I want to focus on because it is so full of useful items and
old-fashioned values. Forget the soulless warehouses of Homebase and the massive
hangars of megastores like B&Q and Wickes, and go instead to the endearing emporium
called Tivoli Trading Company.
‘Have you got any rotary driers?’ I asked the young man behind the till.
‘Yes, lots. How many do you want?’
And then he took me to them and left me to choose.
For those who do not already know it, this store of DIY and household goods at
44 Andover Road has almost everything for the house and garden from ironing board
covers to hose-pipe attachments. Its members of staff are consistently helpful and it even
sells an excellent selection of cards (blank for your own message) including that holy
grail: manly cards which men are happy to buy or to be sent.
You enter past a short avenue of tools and implements in clear view of the office and
whoever’s on the till. The shop offers an array of colourful and above all useful items,
almost all of them badged with a price. Stuffed and stocked with household goods, the
shop goes back a long way in three separate aisles. Bird food? Yes. Rat poison? Yes.
Watering-cans. Rope of different thickness. Screws of all kinds. Nails. Timber. All in a
relatively few square feet and you can usually park outside.
I remember the shop there nearly fifty years ago when we first came to Cheltenham and
later lived in Tivoli. It has survived the vicissitudes and market forces of the past years
and still provides an excellent shopping experience of the traditional kind. And now of
course it’s almost one of a kind. Long may it continue.
But I have been talking about goods as if they were commonplace. We’re lucky to have
the money or rather credit to spend. When I see how much choice there is in
supermarkets and how increasingly many people depend upon charities and food banks
for the necessities of life, I realise how very fortunate we are to have choice and not to
have to depend on others. As lockdown and the pandemic reminded us, the essentials of
life are food, clean water, health and shelter. In the recent floods around the Indus in
Pakistan, one destitute man rescued by boat forlornly held up the sole remaining key to
his inundated shop because it represented all he now had left of what had once been his
livelihood.
Duncan Forbes
~7~
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The shop in Blackfriars
or an 1800s shopping experience from a modern retail outlet!
My great grandfather, Thomas, had a shop and bakery in the Blackfriars area of Oxford.
This was a grocer, and general store as well as a bakery. At this time, the late 1800s,
bread was delivered by horse-drawn van and thus the premises had stabling for more
than one horse, an
open wagon being
required, in addition to
the van, to collect the
vegetables from the
market in the Oxpens,
near
the
railway
station, as well as from
surrounding
villages.
When I visited the
empty premises just
before demolition, I
found a large granite
paved yard with stables
and bakery buildings on
three sides.
As the business developed so he purchased more properties in the expanding areas of
the city, such as Grandpont and New Hinksey, both arranged alongside the Abingdon
Road which runs south, out of the city. These shops and bakeries went to his two eldest
sons Thomas, my great uncle in Grandpont and my grandfather Daniel in New Hinksey,
Fredrick the youngest son remained in Blackfriars to assist the business there.
My grandfather Dan’s shop and garden were a wonderland of opportunities. My
grandfather had ceased the bakery business by the time I was old enough to recall the
premises but the bake house was still there complete with its paddles, ovens, dough
mixer and preparation tables beneath the flour loft. What a joyful space to explore, climb
in and hide.
My mother recalled how she and her brothers, Ron and Peter, were woken in the early
hours of Easter morning, before dawn, to pack the, literally, Hot Cross buns into bags of
6 or the proverbial Baker’s Dozen of 13 to the bag. In the past my grandfather had also
offered, via his bread ovens, a ‘Cook your Sunday Roast service’.
The grocery shop was also an Aladdin’s cave of delights, imagine an Arkwright ‘Open all
hours’ but arranged width-wise rather than the deep and scary cave of Arkwright’s. This
cave of delights came complete with bacon slicer, potato sack scales, with its sliding
weights, which required me to weigh myself at regular intervals during the day. Nearby
was the, to my eyes, huge potato weighing pan, large enough to hold a baby. Shelves of
tins, another pan for weighing flour from a flour sack. Packets and packets of brightly
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coloured and illustrated intriguing items, and of course ‘THE TILL’ I need say no more. We
have all seen it demonstrated by Granville?
One of the most impressive things that seemed to tie the whole shop together was the
massive mahogany counter, adding a rich aroma of bees wax to the olfactory delights of
the perfumes, if not of Arabia, then of certainly all that Britain could import as well as
source locally.
I spent many a happy hour there ‘helping’ my grandfather as he greeted locals by name or
strangers by madam or sir.
John Moles
Footnotes:
The Blackfriars area of Oxford is situated in the South West area of the original city and
north of The Thames. In 1221 a Priory, of that order, was established in this area. As the
area surrounding the Priory was developed for housing in the late 1800s, my
grandfather’s shop was the only general store to be built as part of that community. A
resource finally being recognised by the planners today as a necessary part of a new
development and now appearing in many areas as 24/7s.
The Oxpens consisted of a large meadow, where from medieval times drovers gathered
and farmers sold their cattle. I remember well the wonderful smells of cattle, the rapid
gabble of the auctioneers and the shrill cries of the ‘spives’ spelling out the wonders of all
those ‘labour saving devices’, on sale from trays and rickety tables.
Grandpont was a causeway approximately 700 metres in length built across the Thames
marsh by the Anglo-Saxons. By 1279 there were already 62 houses and accompanying
shops or stalls at the south end of the causeway from which the area took its name. It
was about this time that bakers started the baker’s dozen to avoid jail for selling
‘underweight’. The area expanded rapidly in late Victorian times so in building a shop and
bakery in the area Great Grandpa Thomas was continuing the idea of what we would
today describe as ‘a community retail outlet’! My paternal Grandfather William was the
local postman, a service now being provided more generally on-line and by delivery
companies.
New Hinksey was a later 1800s development north of the village of South Hinksey and
east of the medieval village of Old Hinksey. Again, my great grandfather added to this
area as it developed with ‘an open all hours shop’ and bakery and it is this shop that my
grandfather Dan took over.
Thus, it may be seen, from these notes, that whilst shopkeeping has become more of a
‘retail experience’ it is still, largely, at heart, only responding to the modern requirements
of the time, in the same way that those Medieval stalls, arranged on the high ground at
either end of the Grandpont causeway, provided for the needs of the travellers and of
the immediate need for food outlets for the community, of those rapidly increasing, areas
of development.
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What, James, could be the possible use of electricity?
The photo I believe answers this. Plus the fact that it is a French machine with a mixed
language message!
John Moles
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Working in Shops
My first job, aged 12, was at the greengrocer’s in Winchcombe; half a crown a day and
provide your own overall. I managed the shop while Henry the greengrocer was
delivering the goods. It was great fun and nothing was prepacked in 1959. I weighed the
goods and put the products in paper bags. I knew most of the customers when I started
working there and I soon knew all of the customers. In school holidays I worked several
days a week not just a Saturday as in term time. If there were many goods left on a
Saturday I was given them to take home.
When I was 14 I did some shifts in the newsagents which sold not only newspapers,
magazines and books but sweets, diaries, writing paper, envelopes and raffle tickets.
At Christmas times and other busy times I packed the deliveries at Fine Fare, then the
only supermarket in Winchcombe.
Marion Godden

Summer Holidays Working in Shops
In the late 1960s I had jobs working in shops. I earned more money than my former
paper round provided. The first was a newsagent, tobacconist and confectioner.
The purchasing habits of the customers were very predictable. I could see the price
written on the shelf of a packet of 20 cigarettes and had to do some mental arithmetic
when several packets were bought. The customer always knew the answer. Selling
newspapers and handling change was easy enough. I least enjoyed selling sweets to
children – they could never quickly make up their minds.
The mornings were usually busy and the afternoons were slow. To fill in my time I
looked through the order books of which newspapers and magazines we were delivering
to the customers and cross referenced these with what we were charging them. Several
anomalies were discovered and brought to the attention of the boss.
The following summer I answered an advertisement for casual staff in a greengrocer. The
staff were provided with clean overalls each week whereas the manager had his changed
every day. One of the first things he told me was that he was allergic to wasp stings and
where his medical kit was stored. In the summer months there were many wasps
buzzing around the fruit and on tap handles where sticky fingers had been.
The vegetables had to be weighed before being placed in the customers’ baskets. After a
while I could reasonable accurately see how much the potatoes weighed without using
the scales but still had to use them. There was a lot of mental arithmetic keeping count
of how much each customer was spending.
When asked for a pound of apples the manager might say, “How much would you like to
pay – 1/3, 1/6 or 1/9?” The customers always got the apples from the same box!
Brian Wood
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The Licensing of the Revd Tom Cook as Priest-in-Charge of
St Mary, Walsgrave-on-Sowe, Coventry
It was on the evening of Wednesday 19th October that a goodly number of our North.
Cheltenham Team area church members assembled and travelled by coach to Coventry.
En route, we enjoyed viewing the beautiful countryside displaying all the autumnal hues as
the trees were in the process of getting prepared for winter.
In good time we arrived at the medieval
Church of St Mary, Walsgrave-on-Sowe. The
Sowe is a river, albeit probably about the
same size as the Chelt!
This north-east suburb of the city of
Coventry is situated close to the motorway
junction to Leicester (M69).
Upon arrival we were accorded a warm
welcome by the Church members and duly
found ourselves seats from which we were
able to view proceedings.
I believe Tom has successfully found himself a Church that he will fit in well.
The licensing service as a whole struck me as being
suitably serious and at the same time friendly in a way
that drew one into the atmosphere as we watched Tom
move reverently through the process of Licensing. He
appeared relaxed during the whole proceedings,
displaying a touch of his brand of humour here and there.
The service was ably and confidently presided over by
the Bishop of Warwick who preached an ‘off the cuff’
sermon during which he focused much on the young folk
of which there were a goodly number among the
congregation. Our own Father Nick was included in the
service when he read a lesson reminding the
congregation that members of Tom’s former church
were present.
To conclude, we filed our way towards tables laden with cakes, pastries, etc. plus liquid
refreshment where we were invited to tuck in ready for our journey south.
We were able to converse with the local church folk and finally to grip the hand of Revd
Tom and wish him well in his new living.
At a civilised hour, we climbed aboard our coach and sped our way home. It was a
quicker journey time back home, with less traffic to contend with.
Well, it is downhill coming back, isn’t it?
Finally, thank you Linda for taking the initiative to organise this very-much-enjoyed event.
Nigel Woodcock
~ 13 ~
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(LONG GONE) SHOPS
When I was a child, I lived in Northleach. Pre-bypass, it was a relatively busy place, as the
main A40 to London ran right through the middle of the town. We had lots of shops most of which have now gone or been replaced, but my three favourite places to go
were:
Watson’s Sweetshop
I grew up in this place – it was on the corner en route to our primary school, so we
went there on the way home almost every day! The sweets were on display in open
buckets, and if you asked for a serving, you could sometimes ‘pilfer’ a freebie, while Mrs
Watson’s back was turned (I’m sure she knew we did this!). My favourites were Black
Jacks, Fruit Salads and Aniseed Balls (10 for an [old] penny!).
Chambers’ Hardware
Very much like the shop in the Two Ronnie’s “4 Candles” sketch - Chambers sold
everything! I used to go here every Saturday, to spend my pocket money, as he was the
sole supplier (in Northleach) of ‘Whimsies’, which were china animal figures that you
could collect (I had dozens of them!). He also sold pet food, and the biscuits and bones
etc were displayed in open baskets on our side of the counter … can you guess where
this is going? My friend Maggie and I were very partial to the chocolate buttons - which
we did not realise were different from Cadbury’s ones!
Plimsoll’s
This was the successor to Watson’s, and was the shop where I had my first part-time job
(Saturdays). The till was not a whizzy one like nowadays - you added the prices up
yourself, and just rang the total in … and had to work out how much change to give back
to the customer!
As I said at the beginning, the main A40 to London ran straight past the shop, and
consequently, over the 3 years that I worked there, I served several ‘famous’ people
(some of these names may be familiar to those of you of a ‘certain age’):
Christopher Cazenove; Susan Hampshire; Geraldine McEwan; Ian Ogilvy; Terry Scott;
Oliver Tobias, and singer - Feargal Sharkey and his group (The Undertones).
When I started working, the owner told me - “we get famous people in here all the time,
but you must not ‘gush’ - and NEVER ask for an autograph” so sadly, I have no proof of
meeting these people - just happy memories…
Jackie Smith
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Biodiversity Survey of the Churchyard of St Mary’s Church,
Prestbury, Glos. October 2022
Following the publication of the preliminary results of a survey of invertebrates in the
churchyard of St Michael’s & All Angels Church, Bishop’s Cleeve, I was asked by David
Lyle in June 2022 if I would be willing to carry out a similar survey at St Mary’s. In line
with many churches all over the UK looking at ways to manage churchyards in a more
environmentally friendly way David wanted to determine what might be the best mowing
regime for St Mary’s in order to enable invertebrates to complete their life-cycles whilst
ensuring suitable safe access to those graves/areas that are still regularly tended. The
greater number of invertebrates that could be encouraged to use the site would benefit
other wildlife further down the food chain including small mammals and birds which
would mean a habitat suitable for them as well. I was happy to accept his invitation.
To get meaningful results a survey such as this involves multiple visits and needs to be
carried out over a period of at least 12 months and ideally over a number of years in
order to find insects etc which in some cases only have very short life cycles at certain
times of the year. I could not start the survey until July and to date have only been able
to make four visits but I thought it appropriate to communicate what has been found so
far. At present the total number of species stands at about 100.
Nine species of ladybirds are present including Cream-spot, Larch & Pine these three
being usually associated with coniferous trees but not exclusively so. In addition the very
small Four-spotted Ladybird, which is only about 2mm in length can be found on the Ivy
along the stream.

Cream-spot Ladybird

Speckled Bush-cricket – one of the two species
of Crickets occurring in the churchyard

One grasshopper species, namely Field grasshopper, plus two Bush-crickets, Speckled and
Oak, are breeding on the site.
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Of the butterflies only Ringlet, Meadow Brown and Large White have been noted, but
there is no evidence of breeding and they are probably just passing through.

Ringlet Butterfly
The few moths recorded to date include the Box Moth, a lovely moth in its adult form
but also a pest species for Box trees/bushes and damage caused by its larvae can be seen
on the few small Box bushes there are on the site. Also present is the tiny Horse
Chestnut moth which occurs in considerable numbers, once again very attractive in its
adult form but the larvae causing much damage to Horse Chestnut leaves as is
demonstrated on the two Horse Chestnut trees in the churchyard.

Horse Chestnut Moth
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The term ‘Bug’ is used by many to describe a wide range of insects but, in fact, it is a
specific group of insects which are known as True Bugs. As opposed to most insects
whose mouth-parts are jaw-like, this group have a tubular-like process which is needle
sharp and is inserted either into prey or plants, depending whether they are a predatory
species or a plant feeder and juices are sucked through this apparatus for sustenance.
Many of the predatory species within this group are beneficial in controlling what many
regard as pest species. Thirty-nine species of True Bugs have been found including six
shieldbugs consisting of the Common Green, Hawthorn, Forest (otherwise known as the
Red-legged), Woundwort, Juniper and Tortoise.

Juniper Shieldbug which is found on cypress-type trees on the east side of the site
A sub-group of the True Bugs are known as Ground Bugs and the most interesting of all
the species discovered at the site so far belongs to this sub-group. It has the Latin name
Eremocoris fenestratus (no English name) and was regarded as rare until recent years but
lately it has been turning up at various sites in the southern half of Britain.
It was not discovered in Gloucestershire until 2018 when I found it in my Woodmancote
garden and, apart from the new find in this current survey, the only other record in the
county is from the churchyard of St Michael & All Angels, in nearby Bishop’s Cleeve, so it
is still rare in the county as a whole. I would guess it is present elsewhere in the county
but has been overlooked. This seed-eating species lives in the leaf litter beneath the
evergreen Cypress-type trees running north to south on the east side of the site.

Ground Bug, Eremocoris fenestratus – rare in Gloucestershire
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Other True Bugs bugs include some rather attractive leaf hoppers which, although very
tiny, bear an array of striking and colourful patterns. Included is Agallia consobrina,
pictured below, which lives in grass on the site.

Leafhopper, Agallia consobrina
Spiders are numerous but most need to be identified by a spider specialist (which I am
not). A few species are recognisable including the attractive bright green Diaea dorsata
which is mainly to be found on evergreen trees.

Spider, Diaea dorsata
As I have said this needs to be an ongoing project if we are to get an accurate picture as
to what is using the graveyard.
Anyone who has any interesting sightings please let me know by contacting me at
johnwidgery@waitrose.com and I am quite willing to try to help to identify invertebrates
but in most cases this will depend on a reasonably good photograph and even then there
is no guarantee as some need critical examination.
John Widgery
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Shops
Shops. You either love them or hate them, but there can be no denying that we all need
them (though on-line companies might beg to disagree). But aren’t they all becoming a
little bit samey nowadays? Go into any major town or city centre and invariably staring
back at you are the same shop names, perhaps dressed a little differently, but
undoubtedly similar from place to place. What a bore!
It was different in my youth though when corner shops ruled the roost for small
domestic needs and treats. My local corner shop was run by Mr and Mrs Gilbert near
Agg Gardeners recreation ground in St Pauls. Their small window display offered an
enticing preview of the array of goods available within, the emphasis seemingly on all
things sweet. This was the 1960s when wartime austerity had, to a large degree, given
way to relative plenty. If only my pocket money had kept pace too!
Bubble gum cards were all the rage at that time portraying stories involving Tarzan and,
separately, Batman, both heroes of any youngster by virtue of not only the colourful
comic books that were available, but also their appearances on TV, where actors Ron Ely
and Adam West respectively were held in awe. Well, probably not so much Adam as the
caped crusader, but certainly Ron as Tarzan because his escapades were so much more
believable – weren’t they? 😉 I managed to collect the complete series of cards for each
hero – that was a lot of gum chewing! I often wonder what happened to those cards. I
could be sitting on a fortune now.
Some of the cards may have been accrued as a result of a popular pastime back then
called “flicksey”. A card would be placed upright against a wall, the contestants would
stand four or five feet away, then try to knock the upright card down with another card
using a wrist flicking motion. The first to do so won all those cards on the ground. It was
one of the few things that I was good at doing and my collection of cards increased
dramatically. However, I recall how on one occasion I was obliged to give my winnings
back because my opponent had confessed his losses to his mother, who in turn had
spoken to my mother, with the net result that I had to hand back the (fairly won) cards.
As compensation I was given a tanner (sixpence, or 2.5p in new money). Being in no
position to win the argument the deal was reluctantly done. I didn’t play him again!
But I digress. Another local corner shop was located on the St Paul’s Road close to
Malthouse Lane. It was here that I would buy a toffee strip for two old pennies. This was
to become the source of another argument that I was destined to lose and took place at
the time of decimalisation in February 1971. Those of you around at the time may recall
the conversion rates from old to new money included:
One old penny = 0.5 new penny, and two or three old pennies = one new penny
As a ten-year-old I said to the shop keeper that I wanted my shiny one new penny to be
regarded as three old pennies, not two, therefore he owed me a half new penny. He
disagreed! Life could be so unfair!
Larry Miles
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Shops for a promised future - De Lijnbaan
The showpiece of 1950s rebuilt Rotterdam was right at the centre of town, not a mall,
more a perfectly laid out park of flower beds with original sculptures and designer shops
and restaurants.
There were a couple of art studios, which added interest to the boxy architecture,
nothing more than two storey concrete blocks laid out in broad walkways. At the
middle was a very raucous parrot on a perch. He mimicked any passers-by with
noticeable accents or a peculiar laugh and could be embarrassing. Best not to draw his
attention.
Up until the sixties people went there smartly dressed, and promenaded until they
settled on a terrace to drink coffee. If the weather was wintry my aunt liked to sit inside
at Holbein Huis with its resident band of Italian musicians, or sometimes Hungarians who
played exciting czardas pieces.
There were patisseries and chocolatiers, all with extraordinary window displays of pastel
coloured chocolate villages, or animals and flowers, all hand made by someone,
somewhere.
My favourite outlets were the French and Italian fashion brands with their glacé leathers
and - unbelievable then - fine stretch towelling lounge wear in sugar almond
colours. Mother was not impressed so my aquamarine trousers were strictly for home
wear.
I was also given quite a talking to for succumbing, which to be fair was after weeks of
deliberation, to a small suede handbag. It cost me a month’s salary as a 17 year old. But
the suede was so buttery, and (I argued) could be endlessly useful owing to the smokey
greige colour. And the clasp was amazing.
Dear Mum. I still use it, and it’s still beautiful, but your remonstration has never been
forgotten and is called to mind when appropriate.
I went back to the Lijnbaan a couple of years ago. It was a bit unkempt, even before
Covid. There are McDonalds and similar eateries, plenty of litter, and no jewellers. The
parrot appears to have gone awol. The clothes shops are mostly denim, the shoes are
clunky. We spent less than 10 minutes looking.
On the plus side Erasmus is still on his plinth and the underground is efficient after the
years of digging we lived through while it was under construction. No need to go back.
Anya Jary
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Book Review

‘The Facemaker’
by Lindsey Fitzharris
(2022, Allen Lane, 315 pages, £20)
This new book is the story of Harold
Gillies, a pioneering plastic surgeon, who
gave his professional life to rebuilding the
faces and identities of hundreds of young
men, often so brutalised and disfigured
by their injuries in the First World War
that even their wives, children and
parents did not recognise them on their
return. The first chapter takes us into
battle with a young soldier, Private Percy
Clare of the East Surrey Regiment who,
having proudly escaped being shot
hitherto, finds himself shot in the face
with blood pouring from his tongue and
throat, before being brought off the
battlefield after many hours’ wait and
repatriated for surgery and recovery.
Alongside this story, we follow the
beginnings of Gillies’ professional career
after Cambridge, and how he wins his first surgical post (increasing his salary from £50 to
£500 a year) mainly because of his golfing prowess and his Cambridge blue rather than
his academic achievements.
Having himself seen the extent of facial injuries at first hand in the trenches of northern
Europe, Gillies returned to England and set up one of the first hospitals dedicated to
facial reconstruction at Sidcup. Gillies painstakingly assembled a team of medics, nurses
and even artists to try to replace what had been torn apart by bullets, shells and shrapnel.
We also learn of how many wounds were sutured with live bacteria captured within the
flesh due to the unsanitary conditions in the trenches, so that soldiers’ deaths were
almost guaranteed through the treatment they received.
While losing an arm or a leg – a visual loss – could make a soldier a hero at home, losing
your face often made a soldier a monster to British society unused to and intolerant of
facial disfigurement and pushed him into a desperate loneliness, as fiancés frequently
ended romances, unable to cope with the sight of the man they loved. Gillies battled to
restore these broken men to acceptance and finally re-embracing by loved ones, families,
neighbours and colleagues.
A moving and magnificent story of a neglected aspect of modern warfare for November,
the month of Remembrance and memories.
Fr Nick
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MIND, BODY, SPIRIT
‘Mind, body, spirit’ which shelf is that?
‘We don’t… Try Smiths or Beacon Books.’
When she had gone, and having thought,
well – every book we have should deal with that.
I sampled some. ‘Why am I here?’
If I had asked why she was here it might have helped.
I searched the shelves in vain – I must conclude
that Christians write alone for Christians in the know.
If life is hard and you have never heard the Good News,
why not ask at here for ‘Body, mind and spirit’?
That’s where a Christian has to go in Smiths
or Waterstones to look for Bibles or theology.
May You, dear Lord, forgive our lack of sight.
Next time may we provide for body, mind and spirit
of those in need.
(1 Thessalonians ch.5 v.23)
Joan Copeland
January 2009
This was written while I was working in a Christian Bookshop.
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They rest in St Mary’s churchyard
There is little to be seen of the large house of the Bishops of Hereford on the land
between the Racecourse and Spring Lane other than the remainder of the moat which
once surrounded the property. The excavations carried out by Helen O’Neill revealed a
substantial house with a remote kitchen. She suggests that the site was occupied earlier
than the pottery finds which were dated as the early 11th century. The records show
that the Bishops of Hereford, who held the manor, were frequent visitors for hunting in
the park or as a stopover when required to be in London, as did Bishop Richard Swinfield
who spent Christmas in Prestbury in 1289 having been summoned to London by the
Archbishop of Canterbury.
In 1560 the Manor of Prestbury, which included the house, was passed to Queen
Elizabeth I. She leased it to Sir Thomas Chamberlain, a Protestant. He was used by the
Queen as an Ambassador to various courts in Roman Catholic Europe. At some point
Reginald Nicholas became a “servant in house” to the retired Sir Thomas and
subsequently a “solicitor and follower of his causes”. He married Sir Thomas’s
stepdaughter.
In 1597 he purchased the Manor of Prestbury but later became in financial and legal
difficulties. It is thought that by using family connections he was returned in 1604 to
Parliament to represent Liskeard. He made his will in 1610 in which he left £550 to his
two younger sons. He died in 1613 and in accordance with his will was buried at
Prestbury.
The place of his grave is not known, could it perhaps be the mysterious medieval stone
on the south side of the church?
Tony Noel
Prestbury Local History Society
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Forthcoming Events
Friends of St Mary’s Event

Musica Vera Chamber Choir
On November 19th at 7.30, Musica Vera Chamber Choir will give a concert in
St Mary’s entitled On the Wings of a Dove celebrating the music of Felix Mendelssohn and
other German composers. For this, we are extremely excited to welcome young local
soprano Livvie Beynon, who has just come to the end of her time as Head Girl Chorister
in Gloucester Cathedral Choir to sing the famous solo from which the title of the
concert is taken. Tickets are £12 (£6 students, under 18s free) and are available from the
Playhouse Theatre or on the door for what promises to be a fine musical evening.
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Cheltenham Philharmonic Orchestra Concert
Sunday 6th November 2022 at 3pm in Pittville Pump Room
A Scandinavian Autumn
Grieg
Overture ‘In Autumn’
Sibelius
Violin Concerto with soloist Diana Galvadyte
Neilson
Symphony No 3 ‘Sinfonia Espansiva’
Grieg’s overture ‘In Autumn’ was inspired by the Autumn landscapes of his native
Norway.
We are delighted that the brilliant violinist Diana Galvadyte will return to play with the
orchestra again after her beautiful and memorable performance of Lalo’s ‘Symphonie
Espagnole’ earlier this year. Sibelius Violin Concerto is innovative with its symphonic style
and demands on the soloist, who plays almost constantly throughout the work. There
are many contrasting themes and moods; the concerto finale is an energetic and uplifting
dance.
Neilson’s Symphony No 3 was completed in 1911. It was an immediate success. The
symphony has gusts of energy contrasting with a peaceful idyll and concludes with a
suggestion of expansive happiness about the activities of everyday life.
Tickets with reserved seating are available from
Town Hall Box Office: http://www.cheltenhamtownhall.org.uk 01242 528764
Reception: Leisure at Cheltenham, Tommy Taylors Lane, Cheltenham GL50 4RN
or at the door on the day.
Adults £14, Students £7, Children under 16 free.
We would be delighted to welcome you to this concert, the first of our 2022-23 season
Wendy Price

WELCOME ON WEDNESDAY
Wednesday 16 November at 2.30pm.
There will be home-made cake, tea or
coffee for £2 and the chance to meet
friends and have 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

The Dramatic Villagers present
Batman & Robin Hood Panto
January 27th, 28th & 29th 2023 in the Prestbury Hall
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November 2022 Calendar
SUNDAY

6 3rd Sunday before Advent

SUNDAY

13 Remembrance Sunday

SUNDAY

20 Christ the King

SUNDAY

27 First Sunday of Advent

December 2022 Calendar
SUNDAY

4 St Nicolas / Second Sunday of Advent

SUNDAY

11 Third Sunday of Advent

SUNDAY

18 Fourth Sunday of Advent

Saturday

24 CHRISTMAS EVE

SUNDAY

25 CHRISTMAS DAY
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November 2022 Diary
Thu
Mon
Wed

Wed
Sat
Mon

3 1900
7 1900
9 1900
1900
12 1600
1930
16 1430
19 1930
21 1000

FOSM Whisky Tasting
Prestbury Parish Council
Sunset Celtic Communion
Cantores Chamber Choir Rehearsal
Cantores Chamber Choir Rehearsal
Cantores Chamber Choir Concert
Welcome on Wednesday
Musica Vera Concert
Monday Club

Thu

24 1900

Sunset Celtic Communion

Sat

Royal Oak, Burgage
St Nicolas
St Mary Magdalene
St Mary
St Mary
St Mary
St Nicolas
St Mary
Uckington and Elmstone
Hardwicke Village Hall
St Mary Magdalene

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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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
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
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)
Celtic Communion

~ 31 ~

November 2022

Prestbury Parish Magazine

Praise the Lord
Praise God in his Holy place.
Praise him in the vault of heaven, the vault of his power.
Praise him for his mighty works
Praise him for his immeasurable greatness.
Praise him with loud fanfares on the trumpet
Praise him upon lute and harp

P

Psalm 150. 1-3

RAISE THE LORD.... praise God in his Holy place. Thus we read these striking
words in Psalm 150. This is the last of a very long and informative book which is the
Book of Psalms; probably the longest book in the Bible. In my days as a member of
our local suburban parish church choir this was probably my favourite Psalm; this being in
the days when a Psalm was included during Matins.
We used to PERFORM this particular Psalm (literally) about twice per year in our regular
services. Reading the verses, it is telling the reader that God probably reacted positively
to loud music. He may be revelled in hearing the sound of loud music praising his works.
The above selection of verses mentions a number of instruments. The Psalm continues in
like vein and mentions flute, strings, cymbals and so on.
At a youthful age I was not thinking through the meanings of the writings in the Bible
even though we were encouraged to learn and debate the contents of the great book
both at church and in school.
‘Praise him in the vault of heaven’ it continues. God would have loved to have heard this.
It would do wonders for his self-esteem! We can imagine the praises coming forth from
our choir and ringing and echoing around the vaults. If this is reinforced with the sound
of musical instruments, all the better.
We did not possess an orchestra at our church but instead a very nice early 20th century
four-manual organ played by an accomplished person, our choirmaster. I can imagine
God was beaming with pleasure to hear the voices of the four bass choristers booming
away, double fortissimo, behind where I was positioned.
‘Praise him with fanfares on the trumpet’ it continues. It gets even better, our organist
would seem to rock sideways on his organ bench as he swiftly pulled and pushed the
appropriate stops to imitate the piecing sounds of treble trumpets (is there such an
instrument?) whereupon the sopranos and altos of the choir would break in.
‘Praise him upon lute and harp’ signalled the time for the choir boys and the sopranos to
take up the praising. All would almost shout out loud to equal the organ as it played out
its tuneful song.
Whilst we are all praising God we do not forget the congregation in the body of the
church. They were also doing their praising part.
Choir members will all agree that to sing a Psalm, or whatever, which is blessed with a
tuneful melody is so much more interesting and pleasurable. This most certainly applied to us
choristers, young and old. If God hath ‘spake’ he would have most certainly agreed.
Nigel Woodcock
~ 32 ~

Parish Directory continued
Children’s Work
Linda Biggs

510856

linda.biggs@prestbury.net

Safeguarding Officer
Linda Biggs

Parish Magazine
Editor: (vacancy)

magazine@prestbury.net

Junior School:
Infant School:
07526 498584

244387
244054

Hall Letting
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane

contact 515941

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson
advertising@prestbury.net

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

707729

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
December / Jan 2023

Copy Date
Sunday 13 November

Theme
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

December 2022 / January 2023 Magazine
Please send copy by Sunday 13 November
Theme: Recipes
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