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Frosted Condensation on my Bedroom Window, 1963 
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Frosty Mornings  

In 1963 it was common for houses to have single-glazed windows and rooms to be 

unheated at night.  After very cold nights I would wake up to find intriguing designs of frost 

on the inside of my bedroom windows and attempted to photograph them. 

In his article ȖHard Frostȗ Duncan alludes to those fern-like Ȗghostly frondsȗ which formed 

from condensation on the inside of bedroom windows.  This inspired me to look out those 

old negatives and reproduce them in this magazine. 

Like snowflakes everyone is unique. 

Brian Wood 

 

  

 

 

 

This monthȖs theme is FROZEN 
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HARD FROST  

 

 
 

One of the better poems I know on the subject of frost is by Andrew Young (1885 - 1971). 

And so here it is. 

 

Hard Frost  

Frost called to the water Halt 

And crusted the moist snow with sparkling salt; 

Brooks, their own bridges, stop, 

And icicles in long stalactites drop. 

And tench in water-holes 

Lurk under gluey glass like fish in bowls. 

 

In the hard-rutted lane 

At every footstep breaks a brittle pane, 

And tinkling trees ice-bound, 

Changed into weeping willows, sweep the ground; 

Dead boughs take root in ponds 

And ferns on windows shoot their ghostly fronds. 

 

But vainly the fierce frost 

Interns poor fish, ranks trees in an armed host, 

Hangs daggers from house-eaves 

And on the windows ferny ambush weaves; 

In the long war grown warmer 

The sun will strike him dead and strip his armour. 

https://allpoetry.com/Hard-Frost
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In a skilfully extended metaphor and by personifying Ȗfierce frostȗ, the whole poem sees the 

winter as a prolonged battle or rather war between warmth and cold, sun and ice, as it is in 

these latitudes. Those who knew chilly life in older houses before central heating will 

recollect those fern-like Ȗghostly frondsȗ which formed from condensation on the inside of 

bedroom windows and elsewhere. 

The Collected Poems of Andrew Young (1950) contains ȖWood engravings by Joan Hassallȗ and 

the one accompanying the three stanzas of ȖHard Frostȗ is reproduced above. For me, the 

precision of her black-and-white boxwood engraving with its crisply fine lines complements 

the verbal artistry and carefully-crafted imagery of Youngȗs wintry lyric. With their long-

honed traditional skills and meticulous observation, Hassallȗs image and Youngȗs words 

make a fine pairing. 

Andrew Youngȗs life story is an interesting one and I shall try to summarise it very briefly 

here. At first glance he may appear to be a poet-priest like George Herbert in the long 

tradition of the Church. Born in Elgin and educated in Edinburgh, A.J. Young intended to go 

into the law but, after the disappearance of his brother David in mysterious circumstances 

in Singapore, he became ordained as a Presbyterian minister in the Free Church of 

Scotland. Married with two children, he moved to England and subsequently converted to 

Anglicanism in 1939, becoming the vicar of Stonegate in East Sussex in 1941. With a 

growing reputation both as a poet and naturalist, he published A Prospect of Flowers (1945) 

and was awarded the Queenȗs Gold Medal for Poetry in 1952. In retirement, he became a 

canon of Chichester Cathedral. 

Joan Hassall OBE (1906 -1988) who illustrated this poem produced 43 such vignettes for 

the Collected Poems. She had a distinguished career as an illustrator and was noted for her 

careful research and diligent preparatory work as well as her skills as an engraver of wood. 

She was the first female Master of the Art Workersȗ Guild (1972). Norman Painting (ȖPhil 

Archerȗ) who had been a lodger at the Hassall family home, 88 Kensington Park Road, gave 

the eulogy at her memorial service. 

In his lifetime, Andrew Youngȗs poems attracted admiration and particularly from 

traditionalists. C.S. Lewis, for example, called him Ȗa modern Marvell and a modern marvelȗ, 

while Philip Larkin said that ȖHis work is in no danger of being forgotten.ȗ Nevertheless, 

Youngȗs poems seem to have suffered from a degree of posthumous disregard to the extent 

that Richie McCaffery was able to say on the Scottish Poetry Library Website in 2016: 

ȖMany of Youngȗs poems have been repeatedly anthologised and some remain much loved 

by readers, yet his name and poetry seem to have become neglected.ȗ 

The most recent book about him, however, is Andrew Young: Priest, Poet and Naturalist: A 

Reassessment (2018) by Richard Ormrod. And perhaps the skills and reputations of Andrew 

Young and of Joan Hassall need to be reconsidered or time may strike them dead and strip 

their armour. 

Duncan Forbes 
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A Cold Wait  

When people of a certain age are asked to think about a big freeze most of them would 

reflect on the severe winter of 1962/63 but for me a more recent hard winter comes to 

mind. The snow came early in the winter of 1981/82 and by Christmas there was a thick 

carpet of snow on the ground. I was thrilled to think that we would have a white Christmas 

that year as it is such a rare event. The roads were clear so we journeyed north to spend 

Christmas with my parents in Warrington. It was the last time I would see them before my 

first baby was born so it was quite an exciting time. 

In early January yet more snow fell but I was determined to get to my job at Coney Hill 

Hospital as a psychiatric social worker before I went on maternity leave. It doesnȗt seem 

that long ago but unlike today when expectant mothers work until virtually the birth, my 

generation tended to finish work at around twenty-eight or twenty-nine weeks when 

statutory maternity pay began. I remember feeling quite cheated that my planned leaving 

party had to be abandoned as the road to the pub in Upton St Leonards was impassable 

and I had to make do with a few nibbles in the office. 

We lived in a new house in Marsh Gardens just off Swindon Road but we didnȗt have 

central heating or double glazing so although the temperatures rarely got much above 

freezing for weeks we had to rely on a gas fire in the lounge and a fan heater in the 

bedroom to keep warm. The conditions outside became worse with more snowfalls and 

for several days there were no mail or milk deliveries. I couldnȗt check what was happening 

online as we didnȗt have home computers so I was dependent on the local radio stations. 

They announced that milk could be collected from the Co-op at Wymans Brook so I 

donned my wellies and stomped across the playing fields towards the animal shelter. To 

save time I decided to take a short cut by climbing through a fence. It was a big mistake! At 

nearly eight months pregnant I got stuck because I had forgotten how big my bump was! 

There were no mobile phones to summon help and nobody else around. I felt like such an 

idiot but I wriggled and pushed and eventually I popped out of the fence! I certainly didnȗt 

make the same mistake on the way back! It was a far cry from how I had pictured my final 

trimester as a relaxing time with afternoon naps and days spent knitting baby clothes. 

Queuing for milk in sub-zero temperatures hadnȗt been part of my fantasy. 

Living where we did meant that I was very close to St Paulȗs Hospital so by trudging along 

through the snow I could always attend my ante-natal appointments and classes. 

Attendance was poor as a lot of other expectant mothers couldnȗt reach the hospital. One 

midwife joked with me that I was the one expectant mother they could be certain would 

reach them on time when I went into labour! I certainly had one of the best attendance 

records. 

I have no recollection of when the snow finally went but my daughter was born in St Paulȗs 

hospital on a sunny spring day in March. Itȗs just interesting to reflect on how much life has 

changed since the harsh winter of 1981/82. St Paulȗs and Coney Hill hospitals are no more 

and the internet and mobile phones are very much part of everyday life. Life moves on and 

we need to embrace that change. 

Janet Waters 
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FROZEN  

The hardest winters I remember were those of 1941, 1947 and 1963.  I was 11 years old in 

1941 and remember the glass bottles of milk delivered to households and left on 

doorsteps. They looked comical with frozen milk poking up in columns of two or three 

inches out of the tops of the bottles, and the cardboard lid perched on top like a hat!  Birds 

froze onto telegraph wires and then dropped off as blocks of ice, and Pittville Lake quickly 

froze over to a thickness which allowed hundreds of skaters to show off their skills.  No 

central heating, no electric blankets, no Brussels sprouts (as they were too frozen to be 

picked), and icicles two feet long.  All schools remained open unless they were completely 

cut off and no-one even thought of not turning up for work.  There was, after all, a war on 

- Hitlerȗs Luftwaffe were dropping bombs on us.  It was indeed a bitterly cold winter, the 

like of which I doubt we will see again in this country. 

The war ended in 1945, and my family moved from Pittville and settled in New Barn Lane, 

Prestbury, in a house adjacent to and overlooking the racecourse, something my father was 

very keen to do as his earliest years and junior school days had been spent living in the 

village with his parents who had moved down from the Lake District. 

The next really hard winter was in 1947 but there were also some freezing winters in the 

few years before and after that.  By now I was firmly entrenched in village life and, in 

particular, all that went on at St Maryȗs.  The village was very much smaller then and where 

there is now Lynworth estate, were farms and fields.  Already a bellringer, I was also a 

member of the choir.  I must admit that I did not join because of a desire to release into 

the sanctity of the church any vocal talent I may have been blessed with.  No, it was solely 

to give me the opportunity to gaze across the chancel at the slim, fair-haired 17-year-old 

girl who warbled away in the ladiesȗ choir and to whom I had taken a particular fancy. 

There was no room for the ladies in the choirstalls with the men and boys, so they sang in 

the area where nowadays refreshments are served after the eucharist service.  That is also 

where the organ was sited, with the organist and choirmaster, one Derek Brown, seated 

with his back to the men and boysȗ choir.  Good news for the choirboys who although they 

could sing beautifully, were quite naughty!  One time they had a dispute with Derek and 

went on strike.  Raymond Day, the head chorister (who some years later sang solo at our 

wedding), told the boys to close hymn books and follow him to the back of the church 

where they occupied the last two pews and refused to sing!  There is a saying, isnȗt there, 

Ȗthe worse the boy, the better the manȗ?  So it was with Raymond, who in later years 

became Sales Director of the very successful local firm, Premier Products, and a highly 

respected individual.  Incidentally, it was Raymondȗs voice singing the 23rd Psalm to Brother 

Jamesȗ Air which were the last sounds, together with the bells, that my wife Pamela heard 

playing on the recording of our wedding, just 5 hours before she passed away in August 

2024.  (That recording was made by Bob Dowdeswell, tower captain, in 1955.) 

After spending nearly two years in the Army, stationed on Malta in Mediterranean sunshine 

(1948-49), it was something of a shock when summoned to Woolwich for three days for 

the process of demobilisation in February 1950 during a particularly cold spell.  The early 

morning compulsory shave had to be done with soap, blade and water.  With frozen pipes 

and no running water available, washing and shaving was done in the horse-trough adjacent 

to the barrack square at 7am in a temperature of minus 8 or so.  Not only that, but I was 
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obliged to break through the thick ice on the trough with the steel-clad heel of my army 

boot before I could get to work with the razor! 

One cold winter back in Civvy Street I took up extra duties at St Maryȗs. Adding to the 

ringing and singing was the job of clock-winding and flag-raising and lowering. It was 

customary for the diocesan flag, with its cross keys in the corner, to fly from the tower on 

days of National importance ȓ Saints Days, Festivals and on Armistice Day.  There were 

occasions when Iȗd inadvertently let the clock run down and at breakfast-time a phone call 

would be received from Auntie Kate, Pamȗs great aunt and landlady of The Plough, which 

always went like this, ȖBernie, youȗve let that clock run down again and I havenȗt slept a 

wink all night ȓ come and get it going at once!ȗ  If the church clock did not strike, Kate 

could not sleep! 

Once, during a snowy freeze-up, I remembered the flag had to be flying next day, so I 

walked down to church in the snow and climbed the stone steps up into the tower and 

then on up through the ringing chamber and up onto the clock-winding floor, where I 

unhooked the mechanism so that the clock would not strike while I was amongst the bells.  

On up into the belfry (unlit), carefully trying not to disturb a bell enough to make the 

clapper strike it, which, with no lighting is quite tricky.  Then up the vertical ladder fixed to 

the wall and through the trap door onto the roof which had a couple of inches of frozen 

snow covering it.  To fix the flag to the semi-frozen ropes and then to raise it on those stiff 

ropes was a very cold job, but a challenge I enjoyed! 

I absolutely loved Christmas in Prestbury, especially the frosty, moonlit, snowy nights.  This 

weather pretty well happened every winter in the 1940s, 1950s and 1960s.  Every year for 

at least five years, a month before Christmas, the ringers would unlock the chest in the 

belfry in which the set of twelve handbells were imprisoned.  It was then that we set about 

practising the old carols and a few new ones.  I think it is a shame that some of those old 

ones are never heard these days. ȖLike silver lamps in the distance shineȗ was one I 

particularly liked and which sounded lovely on the handbells. 

Then for the week prior to Christmas the ringers and two girls from the choir (my 

girlfriend Pamela being one of them) toured the Cotswolds ringing carols at village inns.  

The girls went around with collecting boxes.  Well beforehand I had made illustrated 

posters that were displayed at The Highwayman at Beechpike, The Bear at Perrotts Brook, 

The Colesbourne Inn, The Green Dragon near Cowley and the Bathurst Arms at North 

Cerney, announcing that the Prestbury Bellringers would be performing a selection of 

Christmas Carols on their handbells.  It was a good way of making sure we had an audience. 

Those evenings were magical and however noisy these hostelries were with laughter and 

chatter, silence reigned as soon as we struck up with our signature tune ȖThe Bells of St 

Maryȗsȗ.  Farmer Jack Chamberlain, a St Maryȗs stalwart, who lived at Home Farm, Mill 

Street, drove the ringers around from one inn to the next in his large van which usually 

carried calves and pigs to market.  At our last port of call, which was The Beehive in 

Prestbury, someone stole Jackȗs van with all the money collected inside it.  The van was 

found next day abandoned in Fairview, Cheltenham, with the collecting boxes still intact!  

All donations were usually divided between the Church of England Childrenȗs Society and 

our own Bell Fund. 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  February 2025 

~ 9 ~ 

On Christmas Eve our ringing was confined to the village where, at some of the larger 

houses, we were invited inside and offered mince pies and ginger wine while the children of 

the house would sit on the stairways in their pyjamas and listen (not to our munching, but 

to the bells!)  Always we ended up at The Kings Arms and The Plough before climbing the 

stone steps and into the tower and ringing chamber to ring the bells proper for Midnight 

Mass.  Our ringing was much improved with a few ginger wines inside us! 

I well remember one freezing Christmas Eve standing my bell (number 3) after ringing, and 

then rushing down into the snowy churchyard and into the vestry to join the choir in time 

for Midnight Mass.  Racing round the churchyard, I skidded on ice, and fell, head-butting a 

gravestone.  Anyway, staggering into the vestry with a bleeding forehead, I managed to don 

cassock and surplice and adopt my usual seat in the choirstalls before the end of ȖO come 

all ye faithfulȗ!   

When the severe winter of 1963 hit the country Pam and I were living in Woodmancote 

and the whole of the UK was covered in deep snow. On one occasion high winds had 

blown nearly all the snow off the top of Cleeve Hill and down onto the Southam to 

Prestbury road where it buried stranded cars.  I was obliged to walk the five miles to work 

at Charlton Kings over the tops of these cars.  One of them, a little less covered than the 

rest, had its driverȗs door half open with the occupier sitting happily drinking soup from a 

flask.  By the time I returned home from work he had been rescued but all the cars were 

still marooned.  The interesting thing is that everyone I met was cheerful, taking all the 

difficulties in their stride! 

Frozen winters conjure up so many memories! 

Bernard Parkin 

 

 

Bernardȗs drawing for a Christmas card of St Maryȗs Church in the 1950s 
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Prestbury Memorial Trust 2024  

The Trust has been as busy as ever with Jenny, our Warden, taking the lead and organising 

the weekly ȖSit & Fitȗ, shopping trips and helping with the monthly luncheon club. She also 

organised the very popular minibus trips to see the Christmas lights followed by a 

Simpsonȗs fish and chip supper! To know more about the Trust contact Jenny at 

prestburymt@gmail.com. We always welcome new members and new volunteers. 

This year, November and December have proved to be very busy but highly rewarding 

both in terms of finances and fun! We were bowled over when Matt, the landlord at the 

Royal Oak, asked if he could adopt us as his nominated charity for the Butcombe 

Community Week. He organised a raffle with very generous prizes, a coffee and cake 

morning in the Pavilion, and a pub quiz raising £1,016.10!   

   

Later, in December, he also donated the takings from a wreath-making evening plus the 

unclaimed bonus from the Big Fat Christmas quiz! His energy was infectious, and we 

thoroughly enjoyed taking part! 

The Trustees, led very ably by Sue 

Challenger, organised the Christmas Tea 

Party at the WI Hall attended by 60?? of 

the villageȗs senior citizens. They were 

chauffeured from home to the Hall by a 

small army of volunteers to whom we are 

very grateful. Comfortably seated and with 

a glass of sherry in hand they were 

entertained by the choir of St Maryȗs 

Junior School conducted by Tristan 

Thomas. We all joined in with the familiar 

carols and a loud rendering of Rudolf the 

Red-Nosed Reindeer! The WI tea was 

delicious and more than anyone could eat 

so boxes of cakes were put up for the guests to take home. A Christmas party would not 

mailto:prestburymt@gmail.com
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be complete without a present for everyone, made possible by the generous support of the 

Prestbury United Charities.  At the end, the Trustees were very touched by the warm vote 

of thanks given by Ann Jamesȟ. but more of Ann later.  

That same week we held our 

Christmas quiz in the Pavilion with 

quizmasters Anne and Pete Sterry. It 

was tricky, the questions all had a 

Christmas flavour but left many of us 

scratching our heads! The winning 

team, called Annieȗs Song, was missing 

one special lady who loved our quizzes 

- Ann. She came to them all, 

sponsoring her team and loved the 

camaraderie. She would have been 

thrilled to know her team had won! 

Memories of Ann  

When I arrived in Prestbury in 1980 Ann had been living in Spring Lane with her husband 

Tony for more than 25 years. They were the bedrock of the village.  Ann and Tony would 

help Uncle Jack Chamberlayne with the hay making in the Spring Lane fields and would 

keep an eye on the cattle that went in to graze the aftermath. It was a much quieter village 

without the volume of cars and with their help we would run the cattle along Bowbridge 

Lane to the farm for drenching or whatever was needed. Tony kept a wonderful kitchen 

garden, and Ann already had a reputation as a top-notch baker, her scones were legendary 

and her celebration cakes beautifully decorated. 

Ann was a trustee of the Prestbury United Charities from 1984 to 2004; a very active 

member of both the WI and the Prestbury Memorial Trust. It was through her 

determination and organisation that the Trust acquired its first minibus provided by the 

Echo newspaper. As a marketing promotion the Echo printed vouchers in their daily paper, 

whoever collected the most would Ȗwinȗ the minibus. Ann went into the primary schools 

and asked the children to make sure they collected the vouchers from parents, 

grandparents, neighbours, at that time everyone took the Echo. She galvanised the village 

and arranged for the post office to become a collecting point. Counted and packed into 

shoe boxes, when the promotion ended, Ann delivered this mountain of vouchers to the 

newspaperȗs headquarters in town and the Trust found itself the proud owner of a brand-

new minibus! Ann was one of the team leaders who cooked at the WI Hall for the Trustȗs 

fortnightly luncheon club ȓ Sheila Beer was one of Annȗs team.  

In June 1988 there was a village fund-raising event ȓ private gardens were opened for the 

ȖPrestbury Walkaboutȗ. I believe it was to help with the repair of St Maryȗs junior school. 

Ann organised her team and spent the whole weekend baking scones for cream teas served 

in the yard at Home Farm. She made mop caps and aprons for all her helpers! Sheila 

remembers the event, sitting on straw bales hundreds of people enjoyed Annȗs cream teas 

helping to raise the much-needed money! 

Jane Banwell  
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The GREAT Coat  

In 1962 a group of us joined the Heavy Rescue Division of the Civil Defence. At the age of 

17, perhaps not a bad idea. The troop was run by a retired shipȗs rigger from Portsmouth 

Dock Yard and a hard-bitten Ex-Chief Petty Officer who had joined the Royal Navy at 14 

years of age. If these men said jump you simply asked - how far!!! 

The training was twice a week and took place in a special training ground on the edge of 

what was to become ȖLondon Oxford Airportȗ!!!!!!!!.  

This was at the time of the Cuban missile crisis and an imminent nuclear attack was 

predicted.  The training site was built to represent a devastated city landscape, which is 

sadly, now all too familiar from TV News scenes of Ukraine, Gaza and Syria. 

Our platoonȗs first job, each session, took place in a long low 100-foot shed and consisted 

of shifting, by hand, thick gloves provided, one ton of rubble from one end of the shed to 

the other. This was achieved by throwing two bricks at a time along a line of Ȗvolunteersȗ to 

the other end of the shed. That was Tuesday; and Thursday - it went back the other way; 

that rapidly reduced any likelihood of bouncy insubordination!!!!! 

We were all issued with full khaki denim work kit; army-

issue steel hobnail boots and blue wool trousers; battle 

blouse; cotton shirt; wool beret and double-breasted heavy 

wool; blanket lined, GREAT coat. 

The latter was very necessary as on full-scale exercises, that 

frequently lasted several days, we slept in the back of 3-ton 

Bedford lorries. 

The Civil Defence was eventually disbanded in 1968 when 

we were each issued with a letter from Her Majesty 

thanking us for our service and stating that we could keep 

our unforms.  Well yes, the trousers were useful in cold 

weather and the battle blouse for gardening (just as my 

father had worn his WW2 army blouse) but the GREAT 

coat, now that was a luxury. 

During the time I was serving in the Civil Defence I became 

engaged to a young lady who was studying at St Maryȗs 

College Cheltenham and, of course, visited her most 

weekends. Other young men booked into B&Bs but being a 

penniless Architectural Draughtsman I could not afford 

such luxury and slept in my Morris 8. Oh! How wonderful 

it was to wrap myself up in my coat and sleep, the sleep of innocence and then to awake, 

sometimes in a frozen frost-covered car, refreshed, bouncy and ready for the coming day. 

(Well, that is my fond memory now!!!) 

The Morris 8 departed my care in 1969 and the GREAT Coat itself? 

Well, that is still going strong 

62 years later 

as illustrated. 

Text by John Moles; Photograph by Angie Brassey  
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A Mother ȗs Loving Marathon  

The winter of 1946ȓ1947 was harsh in Europe and noted for its adverse effects in the 

United Kingdom. It caused severe hardships in terms of economics and living conditions in 

a country still recovering from the Second World War. (Wikipedia) 

Roger was only four years old at this time.  Enfield where he lived, and the surrounding 

city, was paralysed by a deep blanket of snow and no transport was available.  Just prior to 

this he had contracted diphtheria and had been sent to an isolation hospital. 

The only way in which his mother, Lilian, could see him was to walk the seven miles to the 

hospital.  Here she could only view him through a sealed glass observation window and 

then, I suspect with a heavy heart, she had to set out and return the seven miles home.  On 

one occasion, on arrival at home, she was met by a neighbour, one of only two people in 

the street to own a telephone, who told her that, sadly, the hospital had just telephoned to 

inform Lilian that Roger was desperately ill and unlikely to make it through the night, so she 

turned around and walked back!!!!! A total of 21miles!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Roger survived and kindly agreed that I should write his motherȗs story for this magazine. 

John Moles (facts checked by Roger Smith and therefore any errors are mine, alone). 

 

Footnote: During this notorious winter lasting from late January to March the snow cover 

was so severe that coal lorries could not reach the power stations and several had to close 

down. Temperatures dropped to -21° Celsius in Kent. Many Britons perished. 

 

 

The Well -Fertilized Humpty Dumpty Slope  

When Jackie Smith was a child and living in Northleach, and whenever they had a good fall 

of snow, she and her friends would pad old fertilizer bags with straw and take them to the 

top of a steep slope.  

Not only was this slope steep but it had many protruding ridges. Once each of them had 

settled themselves Ȗcomfortablyȗ on the bag they pushed off and raced each other to the 

foot of the hill, desperately trying to hang on to the bags as they were propelled into the 

air at the edge of each ridge. The winning line was just before the brook at the bottom of 

the slope. 

As Jackie prosaically put it: 

șIf you 

           ended up 

                           in the stream 

            you had gone 

                                                        TOO FAR!!!!Ț 

Text by John Moles (and submitted to Jackie for comment prior to publication). 

  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Second_World_War
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How to get the lights on a Christmas Tree at St Mary ȗs 

 

A willing volunteer, a tall ladder 

and a broom was how we got 

the lights up onto this yearȗs 

enormous Christmas tree! 

Helen Mann  
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St Nicolas Patronal Festival  

 

On Sunday 1 December we celebrated our feast day in our usual special way.   The ȖBring & 

Shareȗ lunch was delicious (as usual) and it was a very pleasant, happy time.  Thank you to 

everyone who worked so hard to organise the event.  

Marilyn Powell  

 

 

  



Prestbury Parish Magazine  February 2025 

~ 17 ~ 

Celebration of Christmas at St Nicolas  

 

On Monday 16 December at St Nicolas we celebrated Christmas for our 

community with contemporary readings, bible readings, songs and familiar 

carols.  Children dressed as nativity characters helped us make the traditional 

tableau and the Brownies sang us two Christmas songs. 

After the service there were plentiful refreshments.  

Photos by Karen Walker, Brownie pack leader 
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 Preparing for Christmas  in St Mary ȗs 

 

 

 

Removing candle wax from the carpet. 

Strong knees and back are prerequisites! 

 

 

Pictures from Helen Mann 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A happy, chatty 

afternoon spent 

polishing the vestry 

brasses. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Making Christmas decorations 
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RUN -THE-YEAR-2024 

I completed this year-long challenge on the 21st December. It 

was lovely to have Diane come along and run three miles with 

me (especially as she was hot foot from doing park run!). We did 

laps of St Maryȗs churchyard and Prestbury High Street until the 

required 2024 miles had been achieved. Over the course of the 

year I scaled in excess of 150,000 feet of elevation, spent over 

400 hours running and burned more than 145,000 calories. My 

runs were predominantly cross country. There were many 

adventures on the way, a lot of digging really deep, coping with a 

wide range of weather conditions and so much time revelling in 

the glories of Godȗs wonderful creation. I count myself as being 

very blessed to be able to do this. Thank you so very much for all 

the support you have given me. So far we have raised just over 

£900 for the St Maryȗs organ repair fund. Wonderful! 

Helen Mann 

 

 

 

St Maryȗs Church at Dusk  

 

Photo submitted by Hilary McDaniel                     
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Christmas Lunch at the WI Hall  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

About 40 Prestbury villagers were offered a free Christmas lunch 
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A Picture for Fr Nick  

During the Lunch held on Christmas Day in 

the Prestbury WI Hall a picture was presented 

to Fr Nick. 

The caricature was drawn by Bernard Parkin.  

The mouse in the cartoon refers to the mouse 

which appeared at the Archdeaconsȗ Visitation 

Service last summer which Fr Nick managed to 

catch and then gently release in the 

churchyard! 

The caption reads: șThere were 200 in church 

last week ȟ sorry, make it 201!Ț 
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