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Dearly Pre -loved Church Shop celebrates its 1 st Birthday!

The new Church shop, Dearly Pideved opened at the end of May 2024 with BBC Points
Westlis Steve Knibbs cutting the ribbon.
2024, Churchwarden Stewart Wright and Father Nick shared a dream that the empty
chemi stids shop might become a thriving s
focal point in the parish attracting people from all parts mdrth Cheltenham, Bishops
Cleeve, Winchcombe and beyond. This is the Church in action, and this is noticed
approvingly by local people, who see the Church taking responsibility for income
generation and also being a strong social centre, living out Christian values. It might be
surprise to hear that it costs around a quarter of a million pounds a year to run the
churches, St Maryilds and St Ni col as, her e
money ourselves, through generous giving, fundraising, legacies, corporate partners, a
now the Shop, too.

There is a huge level of support from around 30 volunteer staff, many of whom say the
Shop has changed their lives. For example, some members of our funeral families are nc
volunteers at the Shop, as well as parents and grandparents from church christenings al
church weddings. Alongside of course, members of our regular congregations.

There is a vast age range among our volunteers and seeing people develop and grow
ability and confidence is a real joy. The Monday to Saturday rota is always full, and it
exciting to see how running a busy Shop with different teams each week, keeps it vibrant
—m profitable and sustainable. New volunteers are
| always joining, and you can sign up to do as many or
8 as few shifts, usually a morning or afternoon, as fits
4 your life!

B Another joy has been seeing levels of donations
increase and monthy-month sales rising. Local
people are incredibly generous. | always think of a
couple who drove past the Shop a few months ago
== after attending a Saturday afternoon wedding
- | reception at the Ellenborough Hotel. They turned
back round at the WI mirroundabouts and parked
right outside the Shop. It turned out they were from
Wimbledon and the lady bought vast amounts of
furnishings, bri@br ac and | adi es
this was the best charity shop she had ever been in

| a comment echoed weekly by new shoppers!

I\
gE
ax

A good Il inks too, !
il ARy il Junior and Infant Schools who often proviaeShop
Stewar\t\j ulla\eind i Nick \ W artwork and displays, and the children love visiting the
Shop on the daily school run.

On the 1st floor, clothes are stored, sorted and ironed for display. Karen runs the Church
Office at the top of the building and there is a weed meeting room alongside. Visitors
are most warmly welcome of course!

Father Nick
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Cotswolds Heritage since 1862

Complimentary Auction Valuations
Contact us today for your valuation

Probate & Insurance Valuations
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9. Local Treasures
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CAMPING

The only camping | ever did was as ayEarold. The war had just ended and my friend
Victor Castle (what a splendid name!) and | decided to camp for the night on The Malverns
hills I had come to know well. My parents had friends who lived at Eastnor and were
employed at Eastnor Castle, not far from Ledbury. Before the war and also during
hostilities, my sister Eanswythe and | were taken on walks over these hills which were st
beloved of Sir Edward Elgar. These treks invariably began at The British Camp (also knov
as Herefordshire Beacon), an ancient Iron Age British hillfort settlement near Malvern
Wells, and ended at Midsummer Hill, the last of the range of hills and close to Eastno
Castl e. |l n springtime we would gather w
Park just as the bracken was turning colour.

On one of these walks, when we were also accompanied by my elderly and somewhat fra
Aunt Salome, we came across another camp, completely different from the ancient Britisl
one we had left. This camp was large, all under canvas, sited in the centre of Eastnor Pa
and housed at least 500 American Gls. It was a couple of months prior-idal and all

the soldiers, or so it seemed, were from
one of the many tents, were two Gls who were sharpening some steel knives, and | imagin
were about to tackle a pile of potatoes for the cookhouse. Anyway, they frightened poor
old Salome, and she was reluctant to go any further, until one of them laughingly called ou
Ultdas all right, |l ady, welre on your sid:

So back to my first and only camping experience in 1945. Off we went thissomamer
morning on the bus from Cheltenham to Gloucester, changed for Ledbury and took a
further bus bound for Hereford, alighting at Eastnor and crossed into the Park, private lanc
which was part of the castle estate. After a good walk, we found a sheltered spot not far
from The Monument, a memorial to the Somers family, owners of the castle and
surrounding land. (Lord Somers would have known a thing or two about camping as he
took over the role of Chief Scout from Lord Robert BaddPowell). Anyway, before

ni ghtfall, we cut down enough of Hi s Lor
down under the stars. |l was going to wr
from the discomfort, we were kept awake by the barking of foxes, the hooting of owls and
all manner of creatures making, to us, unheafcoises. After washing in a freezing cold
stream, we retraced our steps and returned home, agreeing never to go camping again!

So, the nearest | have been to proper camping is youth hostelling. (And | apologise now fa
going Uoff trackd from bdaneedatélE orhisi fiedout b |

in 1946 when a lad of sixteen, hélle n t on seei-ong amtyhdaUhwmiv
Newmarket, headquarters of horsecing in England, and a town steeped in racing history,
a subject | was just beginning to get my teeth into. Invited to the stables of one George
Digby who trained a horse called Langton Abbot who had just won the Lincolnshire
Handi cap, It was an offer | couldniot ref

especially during the Guineas Meeting, so | hit on the idea of catching the train tc
Cambridge, staying in the youth hostel there and after breakfast catching another train tc
ninemilesaway Newmarket. Trains in those days were cheap and reliable and the YHA
charged hardly anything for bed and breakfast, as long as one obeyed their rules. Tho
rules stated that hostellers arrived either by bicycle or on foot. The only walking | was
doing was from home in Prestbury to railway stations, so | explained to the warden that |

~3~
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was on a walking tour of the area around Cambridge. In fact, the only real walking I dic
was around Newmarket town and racecourse, which after three days (maximum time for
staying at a youth hostel) | had come to know quite well, and my craving satisfied.

Fast forward four years to 1950. With National Service behind me and my interest in
racing strengthened, another interest was fast taking shape, that of everything to do with S
Mar y 0 s , Redstburycdmd in particular of a slim, blaged, faihaired girl of sweet
seventeen who sang in the choir (and who had become my girlfriend). Besotted would be
fair description of my feelings and | really did want to take her away on holiday. Pamel
was all for it, but we had little money and my only means of transport was a biayatie
for-two, made from bits and pieces by my brotherlaw-to-be. Then | remembered my
days of youth hostelling. Before | went to Newmarket | had sampled the delights the
association had to offer, just in case | found it not to my liking, so | persuaded Pamela t
join the YHA and give the hostel on Cleeve Hill a trial. | was still a member and knew the
ropes, so | told her to leave the chat to me! The first thing that hostellers say to each

other is UHow far have you come?i 1 f on
answer (while wiping my br ow) onmaaandetd? Wells t
done! He passed the word around that

Cheshire. When next day someone asked Pamela where we were bound next, she (nov
familiar withtheseu p) sai d, UOh, back to Prestbur.y
been surprised to see us head south and downhill towards Southam, instead of north tc
Winchcombe and beyond.

Came the day, it was August, hot and cloudless
and our planned holiday for a tour of Cornwall
was imminent. The tandem was checked over,
minimal summer clothes were stuffed into
panniers each side of the rear wheel, and off we
went , thrilled to have
away from family and friends for ten whole days.
St Jamesi rail way St ar
Cheltenham (where Waitrose is now) was
adjacent to the nursing home where both
Pamela and | were born. Here we boarded The

m Cornishman, an express steam train, and
| travelled to Helston on the Lizard peninsular.

| Arriving on platform 1 we were met by a porter.

I asked him i f hedd hel
tandem out of the luggage van at the rear of the
train. UOo arr me dar |
Now, as only my devoted mother had ever
called me darling, | must say | was somewhat
taken aback to have a swarthy Cornishman
address me as his darling!

Anyway, tandem retrieved, Pamela and | pedalled our way -@osstry to Hayle on the

north coast and checked in at the host el
arrived before us. You can guess the rest! Hayle, we found uninteresting but at least th
sun was shining. Next, we headed off towards the massive boulders that grace the entranc

~4 ~
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to the village of Zennor. Whi zzing dowr
she had secured behind her saddle, slipped between starboard pannier and rear whe:
breaking three spokes. Not good news but no real damage done, so on we went to
Sennen Cove, Landds End and Penzance. H
proudly called an aerodrome and boarded the 4&gater de Havilland Rapide aeroplane
bound for the Scilly Isles. What a lovely little planbut what a poor excuse for a pilot!

On | anding, I think at St Ma r ysiose, wallhas wea |
came into land, and then bounced along on one wheel, then the other, until we came tc
rest, having mown down the wildflowers on either side of the aircratft.

| cannot remember the return journey, but we certainly did not swim back to Penzance.
Back on the tandem, we headed for The Lizard again and to our bookedeek at
Winnianton, Church Cove, Gunwalloe. This was an ancient farmhouse that had a mentiol
in The Domesday Book and was

a lovely place to stay and
explore that attractive part of
Cornwall. Close by, maybe 100
metres, is the church of St
Winwaloe, built into the rock
and near enough to the sea to
have high tides come very close
to its porch, especially in winter.

A tranquil spot then but later
commercialised beaelise with
brick toilets, souvenir shop and
surfing requirements. As far as
we were concerned then, it was
perfect.

The 14th century church of St Winwaloe

Oddly enough, just after Pam passed away last August, the TV programme Songs of Pra
was broadcast from that very church at Gunwalloe. | watched it alone but felt Pam too
was watching it, although from rather a different perspective.

Bernard Parkin
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CAMPING HOLIDAYS

First, there was the attempt to put up the new frantent in the sittingroom because
conditions were too wet and rainy to assemble it in the garden. The trial run was like a
farcical scene from an Ayckbourn play. Then there was the overloading of théls&y
Ford Escort car and roefack with ropes and those elasticated ties called octopi. And so
off we went via Weymouth to Cherbourg in what must have been the early 1980s, Debbie
and | and our two children, Tom and Ellie, not yet teenagers.

With the help of colourful Michelin maps we drove and picnicked south towards the
French Riviera which | remembered from family camping holidays in the 1950s. We ende
up camping a la fermmomewhere hot inland near Ste Maxime, where bullfrogs croaked in
the evening. The Med beaches were small and crowded with very little space and pun
waves and so we headed off on an epic d
camped before in the Vendée at a site which still exists callzinping Les Ecureuils
(Squirrels), said to be one of the harder French words for the English to pronounce.

We pitched camp on the sandy ground in the shade of the tall pine trees. | am told that this
usually meant Debbie and Tom erecting the tent, Ellie inflatindpedis with a footpump

and then taking a shower and me sitting in a camyoimgir and drinking a cool lager beer.
Camping memories tend to merge in the mind into highs of relief and lows of hsnagyy
food-deprivation and thirsty alcohdree fatigue. Glamping had not yet been invented.

We spent days on the vast tidal beach, beglyfing in its regular ocean rollers. Tom
invented the new art of Lo surfing and rode it like a chariot. We were woken in the
morning by a grey Citroén van, a kI aPaio,n
Beignet s, Pet i. The appeiiiing smelhaf freshtbead ahdapastiies wafted
through the warming air.

After a day spent burning calories on the beach, swimming and surfing and playing with
orange Frisbee, food mattered all the more and heroically Debbie somehow managed on
Camping Gaz stove and a small Bluet to cook astoundingly tasty meals, such as turk
steaks, runner beans and boiled potatoes with butter or delicious pasta in rich mince anc
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tomato sauces. The camp shop sold a welcome-got red vin ordinaireAnd then of
course there was the sudsy washiang in a crimson plastic bowl and with a damp dryup
cloth.

In the evenings, | remember playing card games like Spite and Malice till the mosquito
arrived in squadrons for their evening blood meals and, since the Vendée is full of drainac
ditches and cattle pastures, there were many mosquitoes with their approaching whine.

On the beach t her eCetteaplageast istérditerauxachiensain dr esaodn
had mi schi ewdusdwx aRladoerdsng E nAmétican humorist Erma

Bombeck, UWe hit the sunny beaches where
skin, the saltwater of f our bodi es, and
Coward once remar ked: 7b&onybvhen itis évesi omeemust b
be careful not to |l ook |i ke a mixed gril|

There were cartoon moments, like seeing sausages stolen by a dog, and other randol
sensory memories like so many coloured snapshots. Being smacked on the cheek where
mosquito was biting. French Dextrosol tablets to keep up the blood sugar. Breakfast anc
breaking camp in the prdawn dark. Relaxing with a 1664 Kronenbourg lager beer. The
steeringwheel too hot to handle. Orangina in its buihaped bottles. A sandy field full of
colourful gladioli. A man with a barbed hook catching frogs in the ditches on the road to
Angles.

ltads all well over thirty years ago now
camping but what were the great advantages? Relatively cheap accommodation abro:
mainly in France and by the sea, combined with a great flexibility to travel and see sites c
the way. Every little luxury felt like a huge bonus. And being in the fresh air by day anc
night could be utterly exhilarating, watching a spectacular orange sunset over the wave
seeing the galaxy luminously visible in the nikyt, or facing the thunderous powers of
ocean water racing up the sands. There were many laughs at the time and anecdotes to te
later. And when you got home again, with its familiar creature comforts and routines, it all
seemed like astar hotel and far better.

Many years later Ellie thanked us for taking her to some truly awful camp sites because c
her adult travels she found she could cope with most deprivations and horrors, even with
finding a large snake in her bamboo hut at a beach hideaway called the Dawn of Happine
in Thailand.

Duncan Forbes
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He shrugged his shoulders and waddled away

We used trenching tools to scrape through the snow and surface ice until we had a pit
approximately 2m x 0.5m x 0.2m deep. We each piled the snow along the windward side o
our scrape, rolled out our 2cm foam mat and prepared our sleeping bags. THEN came thi
challenge: strip off to underwear and dive into the feagason sleeping bag, and then pull
the now-damp with perspiration clothes into the bag and arrange them with the wettest
portions against the thighs to dry the -

off, with the drier clothes wrappedf
around the upper torso. Thus, wel
padded around, and with the ligh
dimming slightly, to drop off into a deej
sleep, and dream beneath the cryst
stars.

Where? Hovgaard Island, a snow and ic
covered rock in the Antarctic Ocean
This was all part of a kayaking expeditic
away from the mother ship overnight.

About 0200 hours, my late wife, Jacki
was roused awake by my snoring. S
was, however, not alone aan Adélie
penguin was also there. The Adélie w
standing on the edge of my scrap
peering at this strange sel#e creature

in a hole, on its land, and making ve™ Jackie tucked up F

unsavoury noises. Jackie addressed note the wall of ice on the right

penguin thus: and comfortable life -jacket for a pillow

sl know, and | have to |ive with it!T

The Adélie solemnly shook its head, looked at her, shrugged its shoulders and waddle
away.

John Moles
Footnotes:

The mother ship was the g&UoAgaeae 1§00A,
various bases in the Antarctic. (This was in friendlier times.)

On expeditions like this, you never know who you might end up sleeping with: David
McGonigal, a member of the Royal Geographical Society, was also with us on thi
expedition, and he woke up feeling nice and toasty and found that he had a sleepin
companion tucked up tight alongsidex Weddell seal!
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| shivered,; it ran through me from head to toe

| eased a small slit in the brown blanket that covered my head and peered out. All arounc
me in the pale grey light of dawn other brown chrysalises wriggled and squirmed. | peere
at my watch, three am. UOh well! As expe

chance of any more sleep now. The temperature was well below zero. The other
“chrysalides” (the alternative and less hissy plural) began to break open, and bedraggled creatt
to hatch, stretch and wrap their carapaces around them in a vain attempt at warmth.

Here, though deep within the Libyan Sahara, there was little hope of comfort, except,
except? Was that the hiss of a gas cooker? Bless Ahmed, he was awake and sweet hot tea \
on the brew and then the sizzle of eggs being fried, although how on earth he kept them whol
on the rough and rugged stony hamada and sand slides of the Sahara was always a mystery.

Some of the emerged creatures headed off into the desert to find relief, others headed
towards the sound and s mel-dalodadmubralaaky kausm
with youT and t he r e-salamo, 'hwhichntrgnsldted/to "Aad peacd he m
upon you", accompanied by the touching of the heaste approach the enticing smell, for
the relief of a hot tin mug of sweet tea and a rough bead and egg, hand held, breakfast.

Today we are off to the Niger Border and the rock owaangs of the Wadi Anshall and the

9,00Qyearold carvings by its then inhabitants who slept by the river that flowed past. Then on
the following day to the Wadi Tinklega and its fabulous later rock paintings. Why later? As we
as a human on a camel, the painting portrays a wheeled vehicle, which indicates that the paint
can be no older than 5,000 years. A record of the wonderful development of technology!

9000-year-old Carving of 4000-yr -old Rock Paintings, showing someone
an Elephant being led on a camel and to the right a chariot

Why do | spend so much time seeking out the deserts of the world? | cannot put it any

better than T.E. Lawrence (of Arabia) in
sBy day the hot sun fermented us; and we
were stained by dew, and shamed into pet"
I n UThe Revolt in the Desertid, Lawrence

impossible and that therefore one has to get up and move on.

John Moles
Photos by Jackie Moles
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MY CAMP

| was in camp (the term we used rather than "campirggiause | was caught
up in the history ofconflict in the Far East. In 193¥apan invaded China and
started the secondSineJapanese wailn December of 1941 Japan made a
surprise military strike on the United States Pacific Fleet at Pearl Harbour. This
brought America into the war, and allies of America, principétiy United
Kingdom automatically became Enemy Aliens to the Japanese.

Thus it was that, an enemy alien aged 11 months, | with my parents and tw
year old brother (another brother was born in camp) was imprisoned for two
and a half years by the Japanese.

My Camp was in Weihsien (now called Weifang), Shanfomoyince north
China. It was surrounded by ®oot walls covered in electrified wire, and had
guard towers with slots for machine guns at each corner or bend. Before the
Japanese invaded China it had been an American Presbyterian missi
compound, and had housed a school, a hospital, a church, three kitchens, a
row upon row of tiny rooms which had housed the students. The buildings
were still standing, but the whole infstructure had been destroyed by a
sequence of garrisons of Japanese and Chinese soldiers; all the contents of t
buildings had been torn out, there were open cesspits because all the plumbin
had been ripped out, and there was no electricity.

My family with over 2000 other people, including over 300 children were
deported to Weihsien. Eric Liddell the athlete whose story was told in the film
"Chariots of Fire" was one of our numbelFor two and a half years our family
lived in one of the tiny student huts measuring 10ft by 6ft.

On August 6th 1945 theAmericans dropped the Atomic bomb on Hiroshima,
followed on August 9th by another bomb on Nagasdkie result was terrible
devastation and sufferinfjhe Emperor of Japan unconditionally surrendered on
August 15th 19450n 17 August 1945 we in Weihsien were dramatically saved
by a rescue mission of American paratroopers. This happened just in time, &
we learnt later that the Japanese had instructions to kill all of their prisoners.
There were over 130,000 allied civilian prisoners in East Asia, and 12,000
China.There were thousands of military and service personnel prisoners of the
Japanese, many of them suffering appalling hardship and cruelty as was depic
in the film Bridge o the River Kwai] and there were over 365,000 British
troops and 1.5 milliolCommonwealthtroops still in deployment.

The significance of MJay has probably not been registered by most of my
readers. There are many reasons for this but one is that it was Governmen
policy. Those returning from the Far Eastere told not to talk about their
experience so as not to upset the spirit of optimism that there was following

....10....
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VEDay. Families at home were told not to talk to their returning family
members about their experiences as it would upset them. The government
wanted the realities of the conflict in the Far East to be kept very far away.

Kay Canning

Prestbury Open Gardens
Saturday 14th and Sunday 15th June 1pm f 5pm

The weather was kind to usrhen 19 local gardens were opened f@bout 2000 people to
wander through Every garden wawithin a 15mi nut e wal k of buSfor Me
those who may have needed some help a minibus @ras continuous,circular route
connectingall the locations.Tea and refreshments were availableghe church and one of

the gardens

The gardens weref all sizes and varietieSeverahad a surprise and well worth a visis
we pass by each day and look at the frontagéthe housesve have little idea of what may
be hidden behindSome had ponds, others had vegetable platany had artwork All had
gloriousflowers.

At the Library was a PlanBale doing good business. At the same time many local artists
had opened their studiofor everyone to browse and purchase itemasd pictures. Even
Dearly Pre-loved our charity shopwas open both days!

A BIG THANK YOU to all the keengarden owners who opened their gardens for all to
see About £20,000 was takeand after expenses angaidthere should be about £18,000
to share bet we e rPreStdury MemonallilTeust &t athrercldcal charities

Overleaf therearemany pi ctures taken i n tWwWeregeamde
teas were being served.

Brian Wood
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Prestbury Open Gardens
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CAMPING

UWhy do we go Camping?0 This question wa
gquestioner was yours truly, a Sprog Sco
UBecausechar abciielrdis gi ving me a withering
never forgotten that moment in my early life?

It was around even tide, It was dull , <co
May. It was probably unseasonable weather. | had stuck my head out of the entrance to ot
Bell Tent and water was dripping down my nose; boy was | miserable, that was al
understatement to be sure.

This short Scout Camping break did not start too well. We were proud possessors of
something known as a trek cart. Most-€couts, | think, will recognise the name or at least
have some idea,

Our cart was most likely used by mgrandfather no, it cannot have been, the Scout
movement did not exist when he was a teen. Let us say, it was old enough to have existe
at that time. It was a twewheeled cart with sides about 18 inches high and about 6 feet
long. It had a long handle projecting forward with a cross bar wide enough for two or
perhaps three sweating Scouts to pull it loaded with camping gear. It weighed a tonne eve
when it was empty.

Hey Ho h. The sun was shining the birds
on the Saturday morning. Eventually after an hour or so we began to emerge into the
countryside as we left civilization behind. My Mother had earlier, | think, felt a pang of
sadness as she handed over a pack of sandwiches filled with cheese and pickle. Did she
trust the Scout movement to ensure all their charges were adequately fed and watered
one wonders? Our Scout leaders knew where our planned destination was situated an
some of the el der Scouts also knew. We
woul d say. . Uonly another 4 miles and we
they were exaggerating and after another mile we were almost in sight of our camping site
It was situated on the far side of a brook. Well, one needs water when camping!!

All of a sudden there was a loud crack and the cart fell to one side. A wheel had come
adri ft, why, I doniat know. I could not
equipment fell by the wayside down an embankment. Suffice to say, it all had to be
recovered and carried to the nearby site. After all these years, | have no memory of wha
happened thereafter or even how the cart was mended.

Move on many many years to when | was married to a Senior Guider and with a family. |

was I nevitabl e was It not t hat I woul d b
grjderstand! Wh a t h . a MAN is all owed to
hh Yes. Let me explain. . for starters |

Gloucestershire Guide Association. This involved camping experience with which she wa
well versed. It was also well known that Gill was an expert in the culinary world; well she
did teach the subject! When she was on camp, no one went hungry, that was for sure.

Here is my story which actually occurred one Spring Bank Holiday many years ago. W
drove out to a village named Poulton where one of the Guiding chiefs owned a farm where
we were able to pitch our tents. It was a lovely site and the weather was glorious. Upon
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arrival we were pleased to note there was a brook flowing through the field, always an
asset when camping! | well recall we set up the Hay Box and other equipment and later i
the day prepared a cooked meal. Guiders soon become hungry in the fresh air. It was als
the duty of the men, wel/l that s me, to
evening and hawhateeerbdisd targng .0Twg days dater, it was a
different story; it started raining during the night and by the morning the brook running
through the field was rapidly filling up and threatening to overflow. Oh crumbs!! By midday
it was so bad we had to evacuate to the local Village Hall along with all our clothing etc.

Guiders are good at organising events; much better than Scouts; | say that speaking fro
previous experience. The Guide organisers had arranged for us all to visit the nearb
Fairford Airfield. We were due to report to the Guard Housenid-morning Because there
was no transport to ferry twenty Guides pluse adults, we trudged several miles or may
be more in the rain to our destination. Yes, it was still raining which depressed us all
somewhat.

At that time the USAF (United States Air Force) wereing Fairford (In September 1950
RAF Fairford was transferred to the USAF for strategic bomber ppecht@amsled back to
theRAFin 196REd) The pl an was to | idtlémhto Raflu
yes...then climb up into a large aircraft known as a KC 135. It was a Big Beast by an
standards. 4 enormous jet engines. Were the girls interested? Well yes, actually they were
This aircraft was in effect an airliner with all the seats etc removed and fuel tanks
substituted.

ltads URaison daétred was to fill up with
up with other aircraft and replenish the
save aircraft from having to land to refuel.

|l recall one of the pilots said in a bro
frequently refer to their aircraft as US¢
with another of the aircrew, his sleeves were adorned with what seemed about 8 stripes,
his rank, | think, was Master Sergeant. He was the person who eyeballed the fuel delive

hose and guided it into the receivaircrafts o it was able to Udr |
recall him saying to me that he was a member of the crew who was driven to work by an
WFFICERE meaning the pil ot!

Come time to return to our camp, it continued to be throwing it down with rain. The
USAF personnel felt sorry for ysnd this is where we were treated to some American
hospitality. We were directed to a bus that was owned and operated by the base and
instructed to climb on board. The driver said to keep our heads down because it was
apparently highly illegal to transport civilian people on a military vehicle. We did as we
were bid and duly arrived back at the Village Hall.

All of us agreed that we had really enjoyed our day out but not the weather!

The day arrived for us to UStriked camp
Village Hall. The birds were singing and more to the point, even at that early hour, the hea
of the sun had dried the tents. Hooray, what a bonus we thought as we loaded all the gea
onto our trailers prior to retuning home.

Who would like to come CAMPING?7?7??
Nigel Woodcock
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"Wess Removal & Roof Cleaning

Patio & Driveway*Cleaning’
Render & Brickwork Cleaning
Solar Panel & Skylight Cleaning
Installation of Bird ion & Chi

KW SHARPENING
SERVICES

At KW Sharpening we can provide a professional service to sharpen almost all bladed items
be it Garden Tools, Kitchen Knives or Chainsaws. We use the latest machines to give you the
best service and sharpest edge for your tools. We pride ourselves on having 133 5 Star
reviews on Google. If in any doubt, please give me a ring to discuss your sharpening needs.

We specialise in the following: ?o ( 0 b
« Dog Grooming Scissors and Clipper Blades 4 @O
* Horse Clipper Blades Please give me, Ken a ring to arrange a
» Clipper Servicing booking, and subject to prior workload most
* Hairdressing / Barbering Scissor Jjobs are done in 48 hrs.
« Carpentry Tools Chisels, Planer Blades etc.. ;:;’l’a’z;"fz ’;‘::’;: ‘g;:::’:’:::‘:”,‘:g.
* Circular / Chop Saw Blades workload allows it can be done whilst you wait.

Unit 15 Space Business Centre, Tewksbury Road (Behind Homebase) Cheltenham GL51 9FL
Call: 07379 422942 Email: ken@kwsharpening.co.uk
Instagram: @kw_sharpening Web: www.kwsharpening.co.uk

C2 To advertise your business please contact advertising@prestbury.net
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Prestbury Memorial Trust

A 'Coffee Morning' was hosted by the Prestbury Memorial Trust at the RO®aH in the
Burgagelt was well supported and enjoyed by many of our local village folk.
The next similar event will take place on Thursday 7th August. at the same venue; all ar

warmly invited.
Nigel Woodcock
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CHURCHES COUNT ON NATURE WEEK 7th  -15th June

The week kicked off with a childrenis na
stream of youngsters (and their minders) into the churchyard. They were invited to tour
the nature trail which circumnavigated the church and took in the bug hotel, log pile,
readings and other points of interest. Then they returned to the church porch area to

make takehome bug hotels, plard-seed, paint a pebble or seaside shell, write a prayer for

the prayer avenue, to take a | ook at the
two huge ammonites that were discovered in a local garden, make a nature wan
(bordering on the realms of Harry Potter here) and hunt for bugs in the sand trays (very
popular). It was a super morning enjoyed by all.

Next came the visit to the churchyard by around sixty Y&adunior school children on
Tuesday 10th. The first class, with their adult helpers, arrived at 9.15 and the second cla:
at 10.30. The weather mostly stayed dry if rather windy, so we were able to stay outside
for the whole morning. The activities were much the same as above plus the children were
asked to look out for wildlife and record it when they returned to the church. They also had the
opportunity to plant a grave with wildflower seeds and try their hand at leaf rubbings.

The benefits of these visits are numerous. As well as learning something of the possibilitie
for i mproving the environment for wildl:|
creation the children were displaying cooperative skills and confidence in a more relaxe
setting (one of the teachers commented on the remarkable difference in the children
compared to how they normally see them), they tested out their dexterity with the various
activities laid on, they had the opportunity to think about and express their prayer
concerns (always very moving and often surprising) and to ask all sorts of questions relate
to churches, churchyards, death and burial! On top of that it was nice for them to meet
our lovely helpers fromthe Slar yis congregation (and for
was thoroughly enjoyed by children, helpers and the school staff! A good effort all round
Thank you all.

Saturday evening was the infamous moth and bat count starting at 9.30pm. A white shec
and lamp were set up at the south porch entrance and, with the help of local expert Ken
Heron who had a proper moth Utrapd and b
(Pipistrelles and Noctules) flying at unimaginable speeds and no doubt enjoying the bugs tr
were collecting from the long grass, we saw one or two moths (much room for improvement
here), summer chafer beetles and a fox! We also shared in chat and wine whilst waiting for th
action to happen. A big thank you to Ken for his expert knowledge and time (we packed up
about 11.30pm) and to those who came along to make for a very pleasant evening!

The week was rounded off with some super creation prayers within the four services of
the day on Sunday. Marvellous.

Helen Mann
Pictures on facing page:

School children placed prayers and ribbons for remembrance on the churchyard Rosemary
Nature craft activities enjoyed by all. (3)

Prayer avenue (which will stay in place for a month) and

Weary, but happy, helpers after the children returned to school.
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