
   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Parish Directory  

Team Rector  

Revd Nicholas Brom eld 232883 

   The Rectory, Tatchley Lane GL52 3DQ 

   nick.bromfield@northchelt.org.uk 

Team Vicars  

Revd David Lawrence-March  

   8 Boulton Road  GL50 4RZ 

    

 

Revd Jacqueline Henson 220053 

   The Rectory, Rectory Lane, Swindon Village 

   Cheltenham GL51 9RD 

    

Team Deacon  

Revd Jennifer Wood 700128 

   jennifer.wood@northchelt.org.uk 

Reader  

Linda Biggs 510856 

   linda.biggs@northchelt.org.uk 

Churchwardens  

St Mary  

Stewart Wright 07711 887317 

   stewart.wright@prestbury.net 

 

Helen Mann 07814 638990 

   helen.mann@prestbury.net 

St Nicolas  

Janet Waters 01242 678458 

   janet.waters@prestbury.net 

 

Jackie Smith 07593 444023 

   jackie.smith@prestbury.net 

PCC Secretary  

Stella Caney 676143 

   stella.caney@northchelt.org.uk 

PCC Treasurer  

Philip Lasseter 

 

 

Team Office  admin@northchelt.org.uk     01242 244373  

St Nicolas Church, Swindon Lane, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL50 4PA 

When the office is unattended please leave a message on the answerphone 

 

Baptisms (Christenings) & Weddings  
may be arranged with the Team Office (contact details above) 

Other Pastoral Matters & Reconciliation  (Confession)  

please contact one of the clergy (telephone numbers above) 

 

Views expressed in this magazine are not necessarily those of the Editors, the Clergy, 

the Parochial Church Council, or of any authoritative body of the Church of England 

 

The Parochial Church Council of the Ecclesiastical Parish of  

St Mary and St Nicolas Prestbury Cheltenham - Registered Charity No 1130933 

continued inside back cover 

 

Cover Picture :  

Steve Knibbs opens Dearly Pre - loved  

by John Payne 

 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  July 2024 

~ 1 ~ 

 

 

Waiting  

My Mummy said, ȖWeȗre going to see the Queen.ȗ 

Sheȗs so excited at the treat in store. 

My Grannyȗs coming too. So here we are. 

What are we waiting for? 

Granny tells me funny little rhymes 

about a Queen and mouse upon the floor 

under her chair with diamonds big as shoes. 

Is that what weȗre waiting for? 

So many people here. Theyȗre pushing us 

against the railings. Rain begins to pour, 

then sun comes out again, and still we wait. 

What are we waiting for? 

I sit on Grannyȗs lap on wobbly stool. 

Her knees are knobbly and my bottomȗs sore. 

The man then takes a photo which is fun, 

but what are we waiting for? 

Weȗve waited here two hours, then suddenly 

the crowd begins to roar. A car drives past 

with lady in a hat. Was that the Queen? 

Was that what we waited for? 

Joan Copeland   January 2014 
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Churchwardens  

The newly-elected churchwardens in the North Cheltenham Team were each admitted to 

the office of churchwarden for the coming year by the Archdeacons of Cheltenham and 

Gloucester in St Maryȗs Church, Prestbury during the Archdeaconsȗ Visitation. 

 

Pictured here (l to r) are: 

  Jackie Smith  St Nicolas 

  Janet Waters St Nicolas 

  Stewart Wright St Mary 

  Sally Palmer St Mary Magdalene 

  Ian Richings  St Mary Magdalene 

  Christopher Seton-Smith All Saints 

  Helen Mann St Mary 

  Hugh Evans  St Lawrence 

Picture by Fr Nick 
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KING, QUEEN AND COUNTRY  

 

Kings and princes often attract nicknames and they arenȗt all complimentary. For instance 

there was King Wilfred the Hairy, King Eric the Lamb, Ludwig the Mad and Louis the 

Sluggard. 

When asked in New York, ȖHow do you manage to act charming and not look bored at 

everyoneȗs questions?ȗ the then Prince Charles replied, ȖA thousand years of breeding.ȗ 

Yet it is interesting to note that King Charles III is the first monarch of this country for 

almost a century who expected to become its hereditary sovereign. His grandfather 

George VI expected his older brother Bertie to reign as Edward VIII from 1936 onwards. 

Elizabeth II was just ten when her uncle abdicated and her father became king. Similarly, 

George V was another second son who became first-in-line to the throne when his older 

brother Prince Albert Victor died aged 28 of influenza in 1892. William IV and even Victoria 

of Hanover were also somewhat unexpected monarchs. 

People used to talk about the crowned heads of Europe and it is noteworthy how relatively 

few European constitutional monarchies remain and those are mostly in northern Europe: 

Norway, Sweden, Denmark, the Netherlands, Belgium, Spain and the United Kingdom. 

Long gone is King Zog of Albania and his ilk.  

Of course, the whole question of monarchy or republic goes back a long way. It came to an 

interesting head with the American Declaration of Independence in 1776. In that under-

read document, which includes a reference to Ȗmerciless Indian savagesȗ, George III is 

depicted as a Ȗtyrantȗ:  

     ȖThe history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and 

usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these 

States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world.ȗ This section of the 

declaration then lists some 27 serious grievances and concludes that: 

    ȖA Prince whose character is thus marked by every act which may define a Tyrant, is 

unfit to be the ruler of a free people.ȗ 
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However, in establishing an elected President for a four-year term, it has been noted that 

Americans have an elected representative who is president and head of state with wide 

powers including party leader and commander-in-chief. Indeed, one late 19th century 

American newspaper observed that: șGreat Britain is a republic, with a hereditary 

president, while the United States is a monarchy with an elective king.Ț It is not as simple 

as that but there is some truth in the notion. And who will it be next?  

On these disunited islands, as I see it, there is currently a republic (Republic of Ireland) and 

a kingdom (Great Britain, formed through the union of Scotland and England) which 

includes a principality (Wales) and a province (Northern Ireland). The Sinn Fein MPs 

elected in Northern Ireland do not take their seats in Westminster primarily because they 

refuse to swear allegiance to the British sovereign. In its traditional form, that oath reads: 

ȖI swear by Almighty God that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to His Majesty King 

Charles, his heirs and successors, according to law. So help me God.ȗ 

Before an MP can sit, debate, vote or draw a salary, the oath has to made first in English 

but may then be followed by its equivalents in Welsh, Scottish Gaelic, or Cornish.  

Alternatively, the more secular affirmation is: 

ȖI do solemnly, sincerely, and truly declare and affirm, that I will be faithful and bear true 

allegiance to His Majesty King Charles, his heirs and successors, according to law.ȗ 

In his Diaries (2004 ȓ 2010) published as Decline & Fall, Chris Mullin, then Labour MP for 

Sunderland South, met Prince Charles at a Ȗstand-up lunchȗ in Clarence House in May 2009. 

ȖHe remarked that he had recently encountered a woman who shouted, ȖAbolish the 

monarchy,ȗ and he had only just restrained himself from replying, ȖFine - then I can run for 

president.ȗ Mullin comments, ȖOne canȗt help feeling that he would prefer that to being 

king. In the current climate heȗd walk it and then at least heȗd have a mandate.ȗ But for how 

long, I ask myself.  

Whenever a republic is mooted, it is worth wondering at any given time who might be the 

peopleȗs choice for President, assuming such a role is needed. Try a few possible names: 

Presidents May¸ Blair, Brown, Major, Sunak or fill in the blank yourself. The prospect may 

well reinforce adherence to a constitutional monarchy, until perhaps one thinks of King 

Andrew. At least, we never had a King Oliver although Cromwell tried to pass on his 

powers as Lord Protector to his utterly ineffectual son Richard who was known as 

Tumbledown Dick. 

For obvious reasons, a truly representative democracy, whether in a republic or under a 

genuinely restricted and constitutional monarchy, seems far preferable to me than any 

tyrannical dictatorship or totalitarian state with rigged elections. As Hazlitt said ȖOn the 

spirit of Monarchyȗ in 1823, ȖHe who has the greatest power put into his hands will only 

become the more impatient of any restraint in the use of it.ȗ Absolute monarchs may no 

longer hold sway in our modern world but there are still more than enough power-crazed 

presidents, megalomaniac dictators, ruthless tyrants and their henchmen to abominate.  

Duncan Forbes 
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Nap hand!  

If I were a card-player, and were served an Ace, two Kings, two Queens and a Jack, I would 

be very pleased. In fact, in real life, I was fortunate enough to have served all of the 

aforementioned in one way or another. It has been fascinating indeed. 

Firstly, the Ace in my hand was Major Frank Weldon, MVO, MC, MBE, a wartime POW, 

whose addresses at the time were a couple of Stalags (from which he escaped but was 

recaptured) and eventually Colditz. For twelve months of my army service I worked closely 

with him on top-secret work as his cartographer when he was second-in-command of 

Malta Garrison in 1948 and Ȗ49. 

The major was an Ace horseman. An Olympic Gold and Bronze medal winner, European 

Champion Three Day Event winner in 1953, ȗ54 and ȗ55, a winner of steeplechases, a wildly 

enthusiastic polo player, Officer Commanding The Kingȗs Troop, Royal Horse Artillery and 

in retirement from the army, Director of the Badminton Horse Trials which, in 1953, he 

was overall winner. 

When the major discovered I could ride he took me all over the island to see how well I 

performed on horseback. Satisfied, he asked me if I would like to exercise his polo ponies 

in my off-duty hours, which was every afternoon. I jumped at the chance so when the locals 

shut their shutters and stayed indoors I, like șmad dogs and EnglishmenȚ, went out in the 

midday sun. 

The first King I served was George VI, when I was an Army Cadet during World War II 

learning to be a soldier. The war ended before that was realised but three years after 

hostilities ended I served King George VI again, this time as a fully-trained soldier doing my 

National Service. 

Returning to Civvy Street I began to photograph racehorses as racing was my passion. This 

I did with enthusiasm as I wanted to seriously get a toe-hold into the sport. After three 

years, in 1953, my wife Pam and I started a business of racehorse photography as I now felt 

competent enough to take on the professionals.  Eight years later, in 1961, Queen 

Elizabeth, The Queen Mother, familiar with my work, asked if I would photograph her 

horses in action at every opportunity and send the resulting prints to her at Clarence 

House. She would then decide which ones were to go into the Royal Racing Records, and 

which were to be made into table mats, coasters and trays for her to give as presents to 

her friends.  

One day in 1982 the Queen Mother asked me to join her in the Royal Box at Cheltenham 

Races. Quite expecting to find myself one of several, I was surprised to see two armchairs 

both vacant and set in a corner. șShall we sit over there where we wonȗt be disturbed?Ț 

said Queen Elizabeth pointing to the chairs. To sit chatting and answering her many 

questions for 20 minutes was something very special. It was the beginning of a friendship 

that lasted until her death in 2002. Many were the invitations to Clarence House for pre-

lunch and drinks where it was most interesting to meet so many of her guests and be made 

so welcome.  Also I felt very privileged to have been given a reserved seat at her funeral in 

Westminster Abbey. 

In 2003 I was granted my second Royal Warrant of Appointment, this time to the Queen. I 

had been supplying the Monarch with photos of her racehorses since 1974 in an unofficial 
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capacity but now I was Her Majestyȗs personal racing photographer.  As with the Queen 

Mother this was a position never held before. A new Warrant had been created! 

A most enjoyable experience, it was one of great responsibility. Racing, after all, was the 

Queenȗs favourite șescapeȚ and she was very knowledgeable about breeding and naming 

her horses herself. One could hardly say șSorry Maȗam, I missed the shot!Ț Also one has to 

remember that she was very handy with a camera herself. I donȗt know how many pigeon-

holes for mail there were in Buckingham Palace but I do know I was allotted one of them. 

Over the years I have learned just what sort of photos appealed to the Queen. Obviously 

she wanted good shots of her horses performing on the racecourse but she loved 

informality, especially ones of herself with her friends, her trainers and jockeys.  These had 

to be taken discreetly and she would not have known they had been taken until Lady Susan 

Hussey (Lady-in-Waiting) had retrieved them from my șpigeon-hole-in-the-palaceȚ two 

days later. 

Ever since my Royal Warrants were granted, I have drawn humorous birthday greetings 

cards for both the Queen and Queen Mother and Get-Well cards for the latter when she 

had broken her arm and had hip replacements.  Feed-back from my șflies on the palace 

wallsȚ told me that these cartoons were much enjoyed by Their Majesties. 

When I was about to have major heart surgery the Queen sent a letter, signed by herself, 

wishing me a successful operation and a speedy recovery and when I retired another letter 

saying how much she will miss my pictures. I was so pleased she said pictures and not just 

photographs.  All very satisfying and when the Queen died last year my long and happy 

association with both Queens came to an end. 

The second of the Kings I served was Charles III, when he was Prince of Wales and before 

he succeeded his mother. I remember he once wrote that of all the sports in which he 

participated, the one that gave him the greatest thrill was steeplechasing.  The Prince took 

a liking to my particular style of calligraphy and when Lord Louis Mountbatten was 

murdered by the IRA, he made contact. Someone had compiled a very long poem about 

Lord Mountbatten with whom he was very close. Very touched by this he commissioned 

Susan Crawford to paint a portrait of Lord Louis as the centrepiece of a display and myself 

to inscribe the poem around it. That was the beginning of our association followed by more 

calligraphy and, of course, photographs of him riding in steeplechases at Cheltenham, 

Ludlow (where he was second) and Newton Abbott (where he was last on his 

grandmotherȗs horse, UPTON GREY). I was hoping very much that he would win as a Prince 

riding a winner for a Queen would have made a few headlines! 

Those are the two Kings and two Queens and now for the Jack. Not quite Royalty but very 

close. I donȗt know whether Lord Louis Mountbatten would approve of being called a Jack 

Tar but a sailor he certainly was. In 1948 and ȗ49 he was Rear-Admiral commanding the 

Mediterranean Fleet, and later rose to become First Sea Lord. Oh, yes, he was a Jack Tar all 

right. 

When he arrived on Malta (where his fleet was based) he brought with him six English-bred 

polo ponies. A very enthusiastic polo player his ponies were stabled at St Anton Palace 

alongside the ones I rode for Major Weldon. Often I was asked to help take the 

Mountbatten ponies to matches on the Marsa, some four miles away.  This meant riding 

one and leading two, something of a handful as each pony had four reins to contend with! 
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On many occasions my work on the drawing board lasted well into the night and with 

riding every afternoon it was clear that I was overdoing it and was hospitalised, once with 

tonsillitis and once with shingles.  Between them, Weldon and Mountbatten decided that I 

needed a complete break. This took the form of a month at sea on Mountbattenȗs flagship, 

HMS Liverpool, and I was transferred from the Army to the Royal Navy for their spring 

cruise, șshowing the flagȚ at ports on the French Riviera, Cannes, Monte Carlo, Juan les 

Pins, Villefranche etc. I regained my fitness very quickly! The Mountbattens and I already 

knew each other from polo but it was interesting to see him at sea amongst his crew, 

joining in their sports and activities. 

When Lord Mountbatten was murdered, I went up to London for the funeral. I found it 

very moving to see his charger being led down The Mall at the head of the procession from 

Buckingham Palace to Westminster Abbey. It was a black horse with an empty saddle.  His 

Lordshipȗs riding boots were attached but in reverse with the toes pointing backwards. The 

boots I had seen so often urging his ponies on at great speed in temperatures in excess of 

90°F (32°C). 

These matches were usually Navy (captained by Mountbatten) and Army (captained by 

Weldon) and the ponies I used to ride. Always exciting.  It was Mountbattenȗs enthusiasm 

that inspired King Charles to take up the game, an enthusiasm he passed on to his sons, 

William and Harry. 

An Ace, two Kings, two Queens and a Jack ȓ what a hand to have been dealt! 

Bernard Parkin 
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ȖMonarchsȗ, if not: of all they surveyed!  

St Helena Island, a delightful rocky tropical island of 47 square miles, is one of the most 

remote islands in the world.  It is more than 1000 miles from both Africa and South 

America.  It is a crown dependency.  It came to fame through the imprisonment of 

Napoleon there.  

Prior to his stay, however, there was a Portuguese noble called Fernão Lopes.  Fernão had 

supported the enemy, during the 1510 Portuguese conquest of Goa.  As a result of torture, 

following his capture, he was severely disfigured and en-route to being returned to 

Portugal, elected to be marooned on the island of St Helena, in those days a totally 

uninhabited island.  

During his 35 years, with a brief visit to Portugal in about 1526, he lived alone on the island 

with only a cockerel as a friend. Throughout this time, he was treated almost as mystic, by 

passing ships, who left him food and supplies.  Over time Lopez became less afraid of 

visitors and would greet them and show them his extensive lands of fruit trees and pastures 

full of livestock. For a number of years the island had been visited by passing ships which 

used it as a source of supplies and water. It was not uncommon, in those days, to leave 

livestock on the island to breed and become a source of food to victual the ships. The 

lonely cockerel came into his possession when, as one of the ships left the island, the 

cockerel fell overboard and was rescued by Fernão.  During the night it roosted above his 

head and during the day it followed behind him, and would come if he called to it.  Fernão 

died alone on the island in about 1545 and is the first known permanent inhabitant of the 

remote Island and therefore the only inhabitant, of the island, that can truly be called, ȖA 

Monarch of all he surveyedȗ. 

The British took over the island in 1657.  The main town was named Jamestown, after 

James, Duke of York, who on becoming king declared: 

ȖThe people of St Helena are English, as if they resided in my Kingdom of Englandȗ.  

Napoleon was next of ȖThe Monarchsȗ.  He arrived on the island on 15th October 1815 

after being exiled following the Battle of Waterloo. This was his second incarceration and 

followed his previous escape from the island of Elba, in the Mediterranean. 

During this incarceration he was guarded, in the first instance, by 820 soldiers of the 53rd 

Shropshire Regiment of Foot, and a Royal Naval ship constantly patrolled the sea around 

the island. The British were taking no chances this time.  Napoleon certainly had a vast 

empire to observe, some 9 million square miles of empty South Atlantic Ocean, which is 

never out of view in any part of ȖThe Islandȗ.  

His first few months were comfortable in the Summer House of the Briars. It was home to 

the Balcombe family. Their daughter Betsy, aged 14, was not intimidated by Napoleon, and 

we will hear more from her later. After some months he was moved to Longwood House, 

higher in the hills, which was very damp and uncomfortable. 

He was largely free to roam the island at will, provided he was accompanied by a British 

Officer.  His freedom may have been greater if he not had, initially, such a fractious 

relationship with the Governor of the island, Sir Hudson Lowe.   

Never-the-less he became a familiar figure around the island and developed an easy 

relationship with many of the island families, known as ȖThe Saintsȗ and their children.  
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Napoleon greatly missed his son. Tom Vance (a military Historian) believes his easy 

demeanour towards children was no doubt because:  

ȖWith them he does not need to insist on his rank, shun familiarity, or study his words and 

attitudes with an eye to the futureȗ.  

Children of the islandȗs farmers would ask their parents, 

șWhen will Boney come again to visit us?Ț Betsy recalls 

that, șEven though we tried his patience sorely, he 

retained his sense of fun and would twist our noses or 

pull our earsȚ. (Betsy Balcome ȖTo Befriend an 

Emperorȗ, Ravenhall 2005).  There is a story that a boy 

playing with his toy soldiers and having set out his 

battlefield and started manoeuvres, was advised by a 

voice over his shoulder, șI would bring in your cavalry 

now!Ț  

Whilst much of Napoleonȗs time at Longwood House 

was taken up in writing and studying English, as well as 

playing cards with his considerable entourage (who had 

elected to come with him).  In addition, in 1820, he 

took up gardening.  He developed an extensive and 

useful kitchen garden; the garden tools and equipment being provided by a now somewhat 

mollified governor. 

As his health failed, he withdrew into himself and ultimately died 5th May 1821. 

The French have always accused the English (whatȗs new) of poisoning him.  He did have 

green wallpaper on his walls at Longwood, the green being achieved with the use of arsenic, 

but unless he licked the paper it was unlikely to have been the cause of his death. A strand 

of his hair was examined in the 20th century but no trace of arsenic was found.  Modern 

physicians consider that his death was due to stomach cancer.  

Napoleonȗs sojourn on St Helena was very mixed and his legacy on St Helena is mixed as 

well.  This may be summed up by the fact that on his death a British officer donated his 

dining table to be made into his coffin, that a major road in Jamestown is named after him: 

Napoleon Street, that the British Government has gifted Longwood House and the site of 

Napoleonȗs original burial and the Summer House at the Briars to the French, and this is 

now French territory, how-be-it surrounded by British Land!!!!! 

John Moles 
Footnote: 

The term ȓ ȖThe Monarch of all I surveyȗ ȓ is from William Cowperȗs 1782 

poem:  ȕThe Solitude of Alexander SelkirkȖ;   

who was the inspiration for Daniel Defoeȗs Robinson Crusoe. 

Betsy Balcome  
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Napoleonȗs tomb 

 

Longwood House 

 

General view of St Helena  
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MARYȗS MEMORIES ȓ PART 1 

Mary Edington, our oldest parishioner, pictured here on her 

100th birthday in 2020, shares some recollections of her early 

life in London. 

Mary was born in Oberstein Road, Battersea in 1920, one of 

eight children (although three children died in childhood). 

Rent was 10 shillings a week, which was collected every 

Saturday morning; Mary remembers that her mother didnȗt 

always have the money and she had to tell the collector, 

șMum hasnȗt got any changeȚ or șMummyȗs outȚ. Her father 

worked as a packer at the Victoria and Albert Museum, 

earning £3 a week. At first, the family lived in the bottom 4 

rooms of the house with an elderly couple living in the 

rooms above, but later the family had the whole house. Mary 

was often lulled to sleep by the sound of the trams passing nearby, while Clapham Junction 

was less than half a mile away. 

When Mary was very young, the house was lit by oil lamps, with gas put in around the time 

she went to school. Only one floor was lit by gas at first, with candles being taken up to the 

two bedrooms. șMy dad used to sleep with my brother in one room and my mum slept 

with us four girls in the other. That wasnȗt unusual back then.Ț  

ȚWe had coal fires ȓ very small little fireplaces in the bedrooms. You didnȗt have those lit 

except when you were poorly in bed. That was the best part about being not well; you 

could have a fire lit in the bedroom. That was real luxury! We were cold in bed as we just 

slept in cold rooms ȓ we didnȗt have hot water bottles until we got older, when an aunt 

bought us an aluminium hot water bottle from Woolworthȗs. We had to share it! We did 

have a Valor oil stove. I used to love it because it used to make a pattern on the ceiling. 

When it was freezing cold, we used to have it up in the bedrooms because they were 

bitterly cold. As I got older, I used to carry it up and I remember carrying it alight up to the 

bedroom and dropping it on the stairs. By Godȗs good grace, it went out! It didnȗt occur to 

me that it wouldnȗt go out ȓ I took it for granted. 

37 Oberstein Road today and the street around the time Maryȗs parents moved there. 
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șIn the kitchen, which was semi-basement, there was a little oven and a fireplace at the 

side. It was a nice little fireplace and I used to sit in front of it ȓ I was always playing with 

the fire, I can hear my mother shout now, ȖNow leave that fire aloneȗ. I loved having the 

poker in my hand and making it burn brighter. There was no hot water laid on, so we just 

put kettles on. For baths, we used to have a large zinc bath ȓ I think it had been my 

grandfatherȗs ȓ which we had on the mat in front of the kitchen fire on a Friday night. My 

mother used to boil water in a bucket to fill up the bath. We used to start with the eldest 

one and bath one after the other in the same bath water. There was always a kettle of 

water on the fire ready to heat up when you needed it and they were large kettles in those 

days. We had a copper kettle and you could put that on top of the fireplace ȓ it was like a 

stove. First thing in the morning, my mother used to trail up the 46 steps with a tray with 5 

cups of tea to give us a cup of tea in bed. Then she had to try to get us all up ȓ I never 

wanted to get up to go to school, as I never wanted to go to school! 

Saturday morning was busy ȓ we used to have to go down to Walls, which had a factory on 

Wandsworth High Street. We didnȗt have to go into the factory - they had a kind of 

paybox, like when you used to go the cinema. I remember going up to pay and telling her 

what you wanted. It was a long walk but my sister and I used to go down most Saturdays 

to buy sausages and fish paste. You used to get this very pink fish paste in a large dish. With 

a family of seven, it didnȗt go far. I think the sausages, in my mind, were one and sixpence a 

pound, but I might be wrong about that. I used to love sausages! After that, we could go 

out and play in the street ȓ proper little street urchins we were! There were very few cars 

around - the only car I knew was the doctorȗs car. 

One of my earliest memories is the day my mother brought my sister home, when I was 

three-and-a-half. She was the only one of us born in a nursing home. I can remember these 

two aunts who lived down the road got our dinner that day ȓ it was boiled cod and parsley 

with rice pudding afterwards! These aunts never married, as their boyfriends had been 

killed in the First World War.  

I remember my sister, who was 15 months older than me, taking me to school (Plough 

Road School, Battersea, pictured below in 1977) when I was three and a half and leaving me 

at the Infants class. I 

was alright until she left 

me but when I was left 

with all these people I 

didnȗt know, I just sat 

and cried all day, so 

after two days they 

didnȗt send me!Ț When 

Mary started properly 

later on, she did not 

enjoy herself.  

șI hated it because it 

took me away from 

home. I just loved 

being at home ȓ it was 

all I ever wanted, to be 
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at home, to be with my mum. You often used to get the roadmen come working and it was 

all done by hand in those days and I used to love going out and watching them ȓ I could 

watch them for hours!Ț There were 48 children in the class and Mary had the same teacher 

from the age of 5 to 7, her whole time at Plough Road School. șI can remember my infant 

teacher, Miss Lovett. She was very smiley, a nice teacher.Ț The lunch break was from 12 

until 2 and Mary used to go home. șI liked to go home and have my dinner, so my poor 

mother used to have to cook dinner for her and me and then again at 5 oȗclock for the rest 

of the family!Ț Morning break was around 10.30 and Mary remembers drinking her free 

milk, which in the winter was heated up. șWe wrote with chalk on slates; it used to 

screech ȓ it was horrible! Not very much later, we started having pencils and what they 

used to call rough books. Then we had ink and nibs ȓ cleaning out the inkwells was a Friday 

afternoon job. I hated writing with a pen as the nibs were so scratchy and you used to get 

into trouble for making blots in your exercise books.Ț Mary moved from Plough Road to 

Lavender Hill School when she was 7, transferring to Battersea Central School at the age of 

11. She left school at 15, as her father had to give up his job. șI was dying to leave school 

anyway.Ț It meant that Maryȗs working life started 89 years ago!  

To be continued 

 

 

 

 

 

Dearly Pre -Loved  

 

The photo shows volunteer Val Fagan 

with the Shopȗs new steamer for 

preparing clothes for sale with 

Churchwarden Stewart Wright who 

has been instrumental in getting the 

Shop reordered and kitted out to 

make it look amazing and welcoming. 

Huge thanks to Stewart and the 

brilliant band of Shop Volunteers who 

are making the Shop a definite șgo toȚ 

destination in Prestbury. 

Fr Nick 
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Dearly Pre -Loved  

It has now been more than a year since the Badhamȗs Pharmacy relocated to the Wilson 

Medical Centre. Speculation on the possible use of premises was rife, with a nail bar and 

beauty salon being the front runner. However, unbeknown to many Fr Nick was 

formulating a plan based on his experience in the Forest of Dean. He saw the vacant 

property as a God-sent opportunity to develop in the heart of the village a Charity Shop, 

Community Hub and Parish Office accommodation. 

In January of this year the Prestbury Building and Fabric Committee met to develop a 

programme of work to understand fully the implications of the project. Prior to agreeing to 

the terms of the lease, the lease holder undertook an extensive programme of work that 

included a new roof, repairs to the chimney, new windows, electrical works and new 

plumbing.  Badhams donated the shop furniture. 

Despite the extensive renovation work carried out by the leaseholder there was still a 

considerable amount of work still to do, including decoration, carpeting, flooring and the 

reconfiguration of the shop furniture, and internet connection. This critical part of the 

project was managed by Stewart Wright, whose vision, enthusiasm and shear hard work, 

has delivered the shop you see today. 

Delivering the shop premise was a vital part of the project, but organising the shop, 

enrolling and training volunteers, sorting, pricing and displaying stock became the 

responsibility of the Shop Management Committee. There was no shortage of willing 

helpers, but there was no plan. Step forward retired Police Sargeant Julia Martin-Jones who, 

whilst insisting she was not the manager, did bring a level of organisation to the proceeding 

which enabled the shop to be officially opened by Steve Knibbs the BBC Points West 

presenter on Sunday 26th May. In his comments about the shop, he said that the name, 

ȖDearly Pre-Lovedȗ was the best charity shop name he had seen. 

The opening of the shop was a great success, supported by many residents who confirmed 

that Fr Nickȗs vision that the shop should be the Waitrose equivalent of charity shops had 

been realised.  

Dearly Pre-Loved started as a vision, was developed in committee, was realised by an army 

of craftsmen and a host of very willing volunteers, and supported financially by the Sylvanus 

Lysons Charity,  Parochial Church Council and a number of generous donations. 

John Payne 
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The Organ at St Mary ȗs Prestbury  

Information about  the forthcoming improvement and repair work  

ȖLoud organs his glory forth tell in deep tone ȗ 

The organ in St Maryȗs has been cared for and played as an instrument worthy to be used 

for the accompaniment of worship for over 150 years. It is a mechanical instrument and at 

times will need extra care to maintain it in good working order. 

Through a generous donation and through support from the Friends of St Maryȗs we are 

able to proceed with renovation work and ensure that this organ can be played and heard 

for many more years to come. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The pipes and the console  
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ȖA Firm Foundation ȗ 

In a pipe-organ the sound is made by passing wind through a pipe made of metal or wood, 

like blowing into a recorder or flute. Each note on the keyboard has a pipe and different 

pipe designs produce the wide variety of sounds characteristic of the instrument. Each of 

these Ȗranksȗ of pipes is controlled by use of a Ȗstopȗ enabling many changes of tone colour. 

Pipes are mounted on wooden Ȗsoundboardsȗ called wind-chests which are the basic 

Ȗengineȗ of any pipe-organ. 

The large ȖGreatȗ soundboard of the St Maryȗs organ has deteriorated over many years of 

use. It needs to be removed and fully re-furbished. This is an expensive process but 

essential for maintaining the continued life of the instrument. Scaffolding is needed in church to 

lower this soundboard from the organ so that it can be taken to a workshop for full renovation. 

ȖOpen the box! ȗ 

Expression of sound on a pipe-organ is achieved by means of a Ȗswell pedalȗ at the organ 

Ȗconsoleȗ i.e. where the instrument is played. The pipes under expression, loud, soft etc. are 

housed in a wooden box called the Ȗswell-boxȗ. One side of the box has louvres like a venetian 

blind and by means of the swell pedal this can be opened and closed to control the sound. 

The swell-box mechanism on the St Maryȗs organ is bulky, very worn and unreliable. It 

needs to be replaced with a modern very much smaller piece of all-electric operating 

mechanism to restore it to full working order. 

ȖPull out all the stops! ȗ 

This well-known phrase means the organist is playing at full volume. As already mentioned 

the ranks of pipes the organist chooses to use are controlled by the stops. Some of these 

stops, called Ȗmixturesȗ give the organ a brilliance of sound by introducing different pitches 

to the fundamental (proper) sound of the note you are actually playing. The two mixture 

stops on the St Maryȗs organ are not as successful as they might be. The intention is to 

Ȗrevoiceȗ these mixtures and make their sound more balanced with other stops on the organ. 

ȖThe playing of the merry organ ȗ 

Much of the pipe-work in this organ is Ȗspeakingȗ to the congregation today just as it did 

when this instrument was first heard by those attending the Sunday morning service on 

September 10th, 1871. The organ is a fine example of truly well preserved heritage. 

Over that long period of time regular tuning and general wear and tear has inevitably 

caused deterioration in some of the pipes. The intention is to put right any pipes where 

repair is needed. Amongst these are some of the special Victorian painted display pipes at 

the front of the instrument. A number of these painted pipes are damaged and need careful 

restoration work to ensure they can be properly accessed and more easily tuned. 

The work on the organ will be carried out in the Autumn by the organ builder Ross Daly of 

Worcester.  He and his team have had responsibility for the care of the instrument for 

some time now and Ross is very pleased to have this opportunity to carry out the 

proposed improvements.   

John Wade 
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In the steps of St Paulȟȟand others! 

In May, John and I went on a tour of Turkey.  Among the places visited were Ephesus and 

Cappadocia.   It was slightly surreal to be back in church the Sunday after our return 

(Pentecost), and listen to mentions in the Gospel of Ephesians and Cappadocians, and to 

think that we had walked in their steps a few days previously. 

I expect a number of you have been to Ephesus and seen the Ȗlibraryȗ (photo) and the 

Great Theatre (photo) where St Paul preached ȓ to maybe 10,000 individuals.  To walk 

across that sends a shiver down the spine.  But I felt Ȗcloserȗ to the New Testament, 

actually seeing the sites, and the place names on boards on the roads. 

           

Library                                      Great Theatre                                  St Johnȗs tomb 

Near to Ephesus is the small town of Selçuk, site of the basilica of St John the Divine 

(photo).  Unfortunately, this is now in ruins, not quite what I was expecting, but still 

meaningful.   (Wikipedia has a good background to the history of this site.)   There is a firm 

belief (locally) that Mary, Mother of Jesus, lived in a cottage nearby.  As Jesus had asked 

John to look after his mother, it seems feasible to believe that John did indeed take her 

with him on his travels.  Howeverȟ  

Then on to Cappadocia ȓ the main religious aspect of this stunning landscape (seemingly 

Star Wars was filmed there), were the cave churches in Göreme, dating back to between 

the 8th and 13th centuries which we were taken to visit (photos).  However, there were 

around 30 of these, so our guide suggested a few where the frescoes were best. Access to 

some was difficult.  But all very small - about 6 people only in each little church, so would 

be tricky with our congregations!   You wouldnȗt believe the crowds - schoolchildren (on a 

Saturday!), Turkish families, Chinese, Japanese, American, Greek, Spanish etc.  Not many 

Brits.  But a cacophony of voices (which our guide thought inappropriate!) and quite a lot 

of steps to climb in 30 degrees.  On our way out of the site, we passed maybe 50 coach 

loads waiting to get in!! 

           
Churches in caves in the rocks                                Frescoes                        Up the narrow staircase! 
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Speaking of our Turkish guide, we assumed he was Muslim because 97% of Turks are.  But 

he seemed well disposed to Christianity, and often gave us little stories from the New 

Testament.  He was very keen on the Ȗdonkey storyȗ, and was delighted when I told him we 

called this Palm Sunday (he liked to learn new things, he told me). 

But I was slightly taken aback on the coach journey later, where he basically told us the 

entire life of Christ in ten minutes!  It was actually pretty much in line with our beliefs and 

knowledge, but some people on the trip sat looking slightly bemused.   A few days later I 

couldnȗt resist asking him (tactfully) if he was in fact Muslim.  He gave the surprising answer 

that he was half Muslim and half Christian due to his parents (father Christian, mother 

Muslim).  I donȗt think he practised either religion, but was obviously sympathetic to both. 

Another Ȗreligiousȗ event was the opportunity to see the Whirling Dervishes (photo).  This 

was quite a spectacle, with various restrictions on what we could and couldnȗt do.  It was in 

a caravanserai - very atmospheric, with the Ȗmonksȗ chanting - one of the many Sufi 

ceremonies performed to try to reach religious ecstasy.  I didnȗt feel particularly uplifted, 

but it was memorable. 

                 

Finally, perhaps not religious, but poignant, was the visit to the memorial sites in Gallipoli, 

site of the dreadful battles of WW1.   Seeing the peaceful beaches compared to the hills a 

short way away, from which the Turkish snipers fired at the Allied forces during their 

attempted landing to secure the Dardanelles, was quite meaningful. A well-known letter 

(ascribed to Atatürk), aimed at the mothers of the Allied/Anzac soldiers who lost their 

lives, is inscribed in stone on one of the memorials:   
ȚThose heroes that shed their blood 

And lost their lives. 

You are now lying in the soil of a friendly country. 

Therefore, rest in peace. 

There is no difference between the Johnnies 

And the Mehmets to us where they lie side by side 

Here in this country of ours, 

You, the mothers, 

Who sent their sons from far away countries 

Wipe away your tears, 

Your sons are now lying in our bosom 

And are in peace 

After having lost their lives on this land they have 

Become our sons as wellȚ. 

 

Stella Caney     
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The Willow Trust  

The Willow Trust is a local charity which takes disabled and disadvantaged groups on free 

trips down the Sharpness canal from Saul Junction on their adapted barges. Once a month 

they run coffee and cake cruises for members of the public which help to fund their 

charitable work. Consequently, on a sunny day in May seven of us from St Nicȗs joined one 

of these cruises and what a wonderful time we had! It was a Bank Holiday so the canal was 

busy with other people enjoying the sunshine with their canoes and paddle boards plus the 

swans and their cygnets were out in force. We waved to walkers on the towpath as we 

glided along through the lovely countryside and all the time we were plied with hot drinks 

and home-made cakes by the volunteers. In fact there was so much cake we all ended up 

bringing some home! We were even invited to take a turn at steering the vessel but I 

passed on that. I donȗt have a good track record in that area because some years ago I 

managed to get a narrow boat stuck diagonally across the Leeds and Liverpool canal but 

thatȗs another story! All in all it was a great morning out and if you ever have a chance to 

join one of these cruises I would encourage you to do so. Itȗs a really enjoyable way to 

assist a very deserving local charity. 

Janet Waters 
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Clogher  Cathedral  

How many readers have heard of Clogher, let alone its cathedral? Perhaps you have heard 

of the 1822 gay sex scandal in London resulting in the deposing of the then bishop of 

Clogher, but otherwise Clogher is not well known. 
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Clogher is a small village in County Tyrone, on the main road from Belfast to Enniskillen 

and thence to the border in the direction of Sligo. One possible etymology of the place 

name is the Old Irish for șgold stoneȚ and it is said that a gold-covered stone idol was 

worshiped before Christianity reached the area.  

Clogher has a cathedral, originally founded in 454 by a companion of St Patrick called 

Macartan or Macartin (spellings seem to vary). A fire in 1396 and others, wars between 

Irish clans, wars against the Danes, the Normans and the English especially the Cromwellian 

and Williamite wars have left little ancient standing and the present building (called 

St Macartanȗs) is from 1744, in the simple neo-classical style. The diocese stretches through 

the border counties with Clogher itself way off centre. Nowadays there is a second 

cathedral (spelled St Macartinȗs) in Enniskillen. It is rare, but not unique, for a diocese to 

have two active cathedrals. The cathedral of the equivalent Roman Catholic diocese, (also 

called St Macartanȗs), which I have not visited, is over the border in Monaghan. 

Clogher cathedral has 8 bells which sound quite light to me and are not rung individually 

with ropes and wheels as our own bells at St Maryȗs and those in Enniskillen are, but are 

chimed by one ringer standing at a console. They were rung for the service we went to, but 

we did not see the console in action. A local paper 

<https://michaelfisherreporter.com/tag/st-macartans-cathedral/> describes a service for the 

Friends of Clogher Cathedral illustrating the use of the console.  

A few years ago I heard that the knitters șKnit, Stitch and NatterȚ of the cathedral parish 

(many Irish cathedrals have parishes) and three neighbouring parishes were making a 

woollen model of their cathedral. 

The local paper carried an account of the project. 

https://www.impartialreporter.com/news/20246644.st-macartans-cathedral-clogher-knitted-

model-cathedral-unveiled/ 

Readers may recall seeing a ceramic model of our own St Maryȗs a few years ago in 2021 or 

the model of Prestbury United Reformed church in the foyer there. But knitting a 

cathedral?  The neo-classical style of architecture makes this less challenging than - say - the 

neo-gothic Sagrada Família basilica in Barcelona, but nevertheless a year-long challenge.  

My parents and one of my brothers and I visited Clogher in 1973 and went to the cathedral 

- I still have the guidebook - but I have only rarely been through since. Jill and I were able to 

attend a service in Clogher cathedral on 28th August 2022 and see the new model for 

ourselves. The level of detail was surprising - the stained glass windows are reproduced and 

a light glows inside. But unlike the church in the Model Village in Bourton-on-the-Water, 

no music is played in the model. 

But when you visit Clogher, there is also an interesting archaeological site on nearby 

Knockmany Hill. A neolithic passage tomb, now covered with a protective concrete cap, 

houses several decorated stones like those on Anglesey and on the Boyne in the Republic 

of Ireland and even a single stone in the museum on Westray in Orkney. 

Anthony Smith 
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Cyprus, in the footsteps of Paul, Barnabas and other saints  

Early in April, while Glasgow where I live was waiting for spring, I was lucky enough to be 

able to fly off to Cyprus, where the temperature varied between 20ęC and 30ęC and the 

sky and sea were varying but always bright shades of blue. This was my latest opportunity 

to lead a pilgrimage for McCabe Travel, who have specialised in organising pilgrimages and 

spiritual journeys for churches and other groups since the ȗ80s. Since Covid fewer church 

groups have been up for these and so the company has been offering șopenȚ tours for 

people who are interested in having a biblical or Christian focus to their travel. My role in 

these is to act as the tour leader, working alongside a local guide who provides historical, 

cultural and general input, providing opportunities for reflection and worship as we visit 

places of particular resonance for Christians and generally looking after the welfare of the 

group. Participation in worship is absolutely not expected (even Morning Prayer on the 

coach can be avoided by gazing out of the window and allowing the mind to wander!), but it 

was lovely that everyone in the Cyprus group did take part, with Compline being 

particularly welcomed as a way of closing busy days of travel and sightseeing. And our eucharist 

on a clifftop in an ancient ruined church and a very high wind is definitely one to remember. 

The Cyprus itinerary, running for the first time, was part of McCabeȗs diversification, 

acutely necessary with the Holy Land inaccessible for the foreseeable future but a good 

thing in itself as it provides the chance to engage with a wide range of Christian traditions. 

Although our pilgrimage was headlined as șin the steps of Paul and BarnabasȚ we 

discovered that many other early Christians had connections with the island, including 

Lazarus, who is said to have left Jerusalem because of the threat of persecution and 

become the first bishop of Kition, modern Larnaca, where he was visited by John and Mary. 

We visited his church in the centre of the town: full of icons and candles and people 

coming and going to pray, it provided a welcome contrast with the few, somewhat sad, 

churches remaining in Northern Cyprus where we had spent the previous few days. That 

said, Northern Cyprus had other highlights, including the spot at ancient Salamis where 

Paul and Barnabas first stepped ashore on Cyprus and a ruined C6 basilica church 

surrounded by olive trees and mulberries with a wonderful mosaic whose design 

incorporated pilgrim sandals, and a monastery dedicated to St Andrew, on the very 

easternmost tip of the island, looking out towards Lebanon and Israel and surrounded by 

beautiful sandy coves.   A very different highlight was the Famagusta ghost town of Varosha, 

a prosperous resort area developed in the ȗ50s and ȗ60s and abandoned by its Greek 

owners when Cyprus was divided in 1974. The canny tourist authorities have opened it as 

an attraction and we wandered the atmospheric streets of crumbling concrete hotels and 

shops, spotting advertisements in dated typefaces for BEA, BOAC and long forgotten 

beauty products, as well as the deserted British centre for servicemen, stationed on Cyprus 

then and now. 

Cyprus occupies a unique strategic position in the eastern Mediterranean, and we realised 

more and more as we travelled and talked to our guides what the impact of that has been 

on its people, who have almost never been independent of occupying powers in three 

thousand years of history. Phoenicians, Greeks, Romans, Byzantines, Knights Templar, 

Lusignan kings, Venice, Ottomans and eventually the British are just some of these 

conquerors, buyers, and sellers, and now of course after a short period of independence 

the island is divided by the Green Line, between the very Euro-centric south and the much 
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less prosperous north, effectively under the 

control of Turkey. One result of this 

complicated history is that there are amazing 

sites to visit dating from almost every period 

and in many different styles - walled cities, 

churches that have become mosques and 

others that remain churches, Roman villas 

with brilliant mosaics and, amongst the 

classical ruins in Paphos, a pillar where 

tradition says Paul was scourged by the 

Romans. There is no biblical record of this, 

nor of many other events claimed by 

Christian tradition in the island, but one of 

the opportunities a pilgrimage offers is to 

reflect on such stories and see what we can learn from 

them about faith and ourselves, asking not if they are true 

but how they are true, and respecting our predecessors 

who have believed in them down the centuries. We had a 

great time doing this in Cyprus, combined with plenty of 

sightseeing, good food, and good company. 

Since getting back Iȗve been working with McCabe and their 

local agents on the itinerary for next year, refocused to take 

account more explicitly of the many saints associated with 

the island and spend more time in the beautiful Troodos 

mountains, visiting painted churches and monasteries which 

are still places of living prayer and worship.  This will be a 

two centre holiday, staying in 4* hotels on the coast with 

time to swim and relax and enjoy each othersȗ company as 

well as exploring the history, culture and spirituality of 

Cyprus with the help 

of experienced local 

guides. If you are 

interested in joining 

me or to talk about 

pilgrimage more generally please do get in touch  

marybowden753@gmail.com       07921 315894   

or have a look at https://www.mccabe-

travel.co.uk/pilgrimages/saints-of-cyprus/  

Mary Bowden 

 

Revd Mary Bowden was with us in 2020 and 2021 as an 

Honorary Assistant Priest.   

See the July 2021 issue of this magazine  

My alb and stole are being anchored by 

two borrowed belts! 

 


