
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

  



 

Parish Directory 

Team Rector 

Revd Nicholas Bromfield 232883 

The Rectory, Tatchley Lane GL52 3DQ 
nick.bromfield@northchelt.org.uk 

Team Vicar 

Revd Liz Palin  575547 

The Rectory, Rectory Lane, Swindon Village 

Cheltenham GL51 9RD 
liz.palin@northchelt.org.uk 

Team Vicar 

(Vacancy) 

Team Deacon 

Revd Jennifer Wood 700128 

5 Priory Mews, Sidney St, Cheltenham 
deacon.jennifer@northchelt.org.uk 

 

 

 

 
  

Team Office admin@northchelt.org.uk 01242 244373 
St Nicolas Church, Swindon Lane, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL50 4PA 

The office is open Monday to Friday 09.00-12.00 

Outside these hours please leave a message on the answer phone 
 

Baptisms (Christenings) & Weddings 

may be arranged at the Team Surgery on Saturdays 10.30-11.00 am 
(except Holy Saturday, the day after Good Friday) 

in St Nicolas Room, Swindon Lane, Prestbury, GL50 4PA 

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 

  

Cover Photograph: 

A Mosaic by Rachel Shilston representing the Values of St Mary’s C of E Infant School 

photographed by Caroline Sexton 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  October 2017 
 

~ 1 ~ 

School of Life 

S I WRITE this front page article, the summer holidays have ended and 
the weather is changing.  People of all ages, pupils and teachers, are 

embarking on a new school year - some for the first time; others 
returning after the summer holidays or perhaps moving on to different schools 
or colleges. 

They may be happy and excited, perhaps uncertain and apprehensive, but for each of 
them it will be a time of new experiences and new opportunities, and through 

teaching and hard work, new skills will be developed and existing abilities improved.  
But education and training are not simply about academic achievement or career 

development. 

Each one of us is part of a wider society, family and neighbourhood, schools and the 

places where we work or spend our spare time.  Here we learn social interaction and 
develop inter-personal skills such as conversation and listening, patience and 
tolerance.  We grow in relationship with those around us; working together and 

growing in mutual understanding.  Each person has their individual personality and 
brings their own abilities to a shared enterprise which will benefit the community as a 

whole. 

Years ago, many adults went to school, often on Sundays, the only work-free day, 

where they we able to develop basic skills in reading, writing and arithmetic as well as 
receive Christian teaching. 

Today’s equivalent to Sunday Schools no longer teaches fundamental literacy skills 
and can happen on any day of the week, but these too are places of learning.  

Through short courses and one-off presentations, in discussion groups and house- 
groups, over a cup of coffee in church or at home, we can find opportunities to talk 

about our faith, and to deepen our understanding by sharing our stories and listening 
to one another. 

Training and education are not quite the same thing.  Training develops the skills we 
need for specific tasks, but education equips us for life, a life that we live in 

relationship with one another and with God. 

Through the teaching and example of Jesus we learn how to become fully human and 

to discern God’s purpose for our lives.  Each individual is enabled by God’s grace to 
use their own particular abilities for the benefit of all, so that we can live in love and 

harmony with one another and grow in relationship with Him. 

As the new school year gets underway, we pray for God’s blessing on all who teach 

and learn, and we rejoice that God will never take a holiday or a half-term break.  He 
promises to be with us at all times and in all places until our school of life is over, and 

he brings us to share with him in the life and light of his eternal kingdom. 

Deacon Jennifer  

A 
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Letters to the Editor 

Incense 

In last month’s magazine Carolyn Crompton asked: 

Should we continue to burn incense in our church? It is definitely an irritant for all 

parishioners with breathing problems and it is more than likely carcinogenic. 

As an asthmatic I would be delighted if its use were discontinued and I’d be very interested 

in hearing other peoples’ opinions on this subject. 

Carolyn Crompton 

 

 

27 August 2017 

Dear Editor, 

I read with interest the letter from Mrs Carolyn Crompton (September 2017 Issue). 

I totally agree with Mrs Crompton’s views on the practice of burning incense at the 11 

o’clock service at St Mary’s. I have been saying for some time that the practice of making 

breathing so uncomfortable for a number of the congregation at the start of a service 

seems bizarre. 

It has been explained to me that this is a symbolic practice. Well, my view is that you can 

have symbolism without the smoke. Let us enjoy the fresh, clean air that God has given us. 

I have to admit that I am a Methodist, and therefore have felt that I should not try to 

change anything in my adopted church. Mrs Crompton’s letter has enabled me to share her 

views. 

Sincerely yours, Brian A Payne 

 

3 September 2017 

I am writing further to Carolyn Crompton’s letter in September’s magazine.   Obviously, I 

am sorry to hear that her asthma is affected by incense.   However, I have never heard that 

it could be carcinogenic.  We have travelled to a large number of countries in the Middle 

East where incense burning is standard in hotel lobbies, shops and other public places.  I 

can’t believe the practice would be so widespread if there were any risk to health.  Not to 

mention the wonderful swinging censer in the cathedral of Santiago de Compostela, which a 

number of us from St Mary’s had the joy of witnessing during the pilgrimage in 2006. 

Personally, incense has always been part of the main Sunday service for me, as it enhances 

the ambiance.  It makes the inside of the church special, and is a long-standing part of the 

ceremonial side of the mass.  It is encompassed in the Roman Catholic and Anglo-Catholic 

tradition, and I would be extremely sad to see its demise. 

Stella Caney 
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Prestbury Parish Magazine 
The letter we received has caused a minor stir!  Those who responded are equally divided 

on the issue of incense in church.  It is healthy to question why we do what we do, and 

important to do things for the right reasons and not because we have always done them in 

those ways.  If you have strong views either way have a word with a member of the clergy, 

a churchwarden or someone on the PCC. 

There is plenty to read about schools in this magazine.  There is even a mathematics lesson 

which you can try for yourselves. 

Brian Wood 

 

 

 

Shell, Book and Candle 
and the baptism bible sponsorship scheme  

If you have been present at a baptism in our parish recently you will know that, along with 

the baptismal certificate, the newly baptised are presented with these three items – a shell, 

a bible and a candle. 

The baptismal candle, lit from the great Pascal Candle, is of course a long standing tradition 

and a formal part of the baptism service.  

The idea of giving a shell is something that Fr Nick brought with him from the Forest of 

Dean. Traditionally a scallop shell, representing pilgrimage, is used to scoop water from the 

font at baptism. Each person now receives a shell inscribed with their name and date of 

baptism at the start of their Christian journey.  

The latest innovation is the presentation of a bible. If Christian life is a pilgrimage (the shell) 

and the candle represents light for the way, then perhaps the bible can be seen as the 

guidebook. These bibles are carefully chosen to suit the age of the individual being baptised.  

Rather than an anonymous gift from “the church” the idea is that the bible comes from a 

member of the regular congregation who presents it in person at the baptism. 

There was a good response to an appeal for bible sponsors and from the returned forms a 

list has been drawn up.  The position of a particular name on the list is determined by the date 

the form was returned and, where several people return forms on the same day, by a draw. 

When there is to be a baptism the person at the top of the list will normally be contacted. 

There may be exceptions to this, for instance for baptisms at St Nicolas’ a member of that 

congregation would be asked even if they were not at the top of the list.  

If you have returned a sponsorship form and have not yet been asked to sponsor a bible  

don’t worry, there are normally several baptisms every month in the parish and your name 

is certain to come up before Pentecost next year and quite likely before Easter.  

Thanks to everyone who supports this venture. We will certainly need more people as the 

months go by and Sponsorship forms are available in both churches, so please sign up. 

Clare Wyatt,    Local Ministry Team 
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Extreme Love! 

In early September we heard yet another survey proclaiming the death of Christianity in 

our land with the finding that in a sample of less than 3,000 people, more than half 

professed no religious faith. The statistical fragility of this was lost in media editors’ rush for 

the knife to stick into the church again. But what might be a good riposte to the authors of 

that report? My suggestion is that we must be dramatic in striking back and to do that, we 

need the seriousness of extreme love that marked the first-century Christians.  

You have just heard how first-century Christians were taught to deal with sin among their 

members. “If another member of the church sins against you, go and point out the fault 

when the two of you are alone.” If the person listens, you’ve regained that soul. If the 

person doesn’t listen, go to see him or her again, but this time, take one or two fellow 

church members with you as witnesses. If that still doesn’t work, bring the issue before the 

whole congregation. And if even that extreme measure fails, then the person must be asked 

to leave. 

You might think I wouldn’t suggest that this has anything relevant to say to us today. Well, 

let’s see. 

There was an issue of a magazine published by the US equivalent of Saga here in this 

country, called the American Association of Retired Persons (AARP), and the issue dealt 

with alcohol and drug addictions. The article began with a dramatic scene: a woman 

awakening her husband in “the pre-dawn darkness” to lead him downstairs where he found 

awaiting him his two older brothers, his 8-year-old son, his 13-year-old niece, and his 86-

year-old mother. And also a stranger, wearing a white turtle-neck jumper under a black 

sweater. 

The husband, a 52 year old man, was in a drug and drunken stupor and this dramatic 

meeting with family members and a professional visitor is called an intervention: that is, “a 

family’s final attempt to end a loved one’s addiction.” It’s an extreme measure, but a much-

applauded one because of its success. I would call it extreme love for extreme conditions. 

In the story the 52-year-old man who was thus confronted flew into a rage. This didn’t 

surprise anyone, unpleasant though it was. If you use a method as extreme as intervention, 

you can expect an extreme reaction. The man ran upstairs to call the police to throw these 

people - his own family - out of the house. But at that moment, his 8-year-old son wrote 

with ink on the door of the closet, “I DON’T HAVE A DAD,” and then proceeded to cut 

his father out of a photograph of the two of them. 

Well, the upshot was the man left that very day to enter residential treatment for 

alcoholism and drug addiction - and he’s now been “sober and straight for more than five 

years.” 

You may have heard of the practice of intervention. When we put this practice of 

intervention alongside the Gospel for the day, we realize that perhaps the first-century 

Christian church wasn’t so primitive after all. Perhaps sophisticated modern therapy is just 

catching up with them. Sometimes we need to practise extreme love, and perhaps the 

ancient church knew something about it. 

But perhaps you’ve noticed a difference between the modern practice of intervention and 

the scripture lesson we’re discussing. Modern intervention involves family members and 
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perhaps sometimes a few very close friends, not fellow church members. You’re right. And 

this shows the vibrant relevance of the first-century church.  

Those first-century Christians looked upon one another as family, with ties that were 

closer than blood. It’s not by chance that they referred to one another as brothers and 

sisters, and that Paul spoke of younger leaders as his “sons” in the Gospel. For those first 

Christians, the church was family, and a very close family, because to be a Christian was to 

become part of a body of persons who were likely at any time to become objects of 

persecution. You didn’t join a church for social prestige or for friendship with like-minded 

people, but because you believed so deeply - indeed, in a life-and-death way - about Jesus 

Christ and about his way of life. Your fellow believers became your family.  

This I feel is what we must strive to build, building on the sense of family I have seen so 

much of already in our Team. And others looking in on us will take no notice of surveys 

like September’s, and they will want some of what makes us family for themselves and their 

loved ones.  

Fr Nick 

 

 

 

Film Review 

The sound of Silence 

If you frequent the cinema in Cheltenham you’ll know that Martin Scorsese’s Silence came 

to the big screen in December last year and has now come out on DVD.  It is well worth 

buying. 

The evangelist J John, who recently spoke to thousands at The Emirates Stadium in London, 

makes the following observations..... 

‘The film is based on an acclaimed work of historical fiction by the Japanese Catholic writer 

Shūsaku Endō.  Set in seventeenth-century Japan at a time when, following the dramatic 

missionary-driven expansion of Christianity, the church was savagely suppressed, it 

recounts the story of two priests from Portugal who go to Japan to find a third (Liam 

Neilson) who has gone missing and who they are told may, in the face of torture, have 

committed apostasy by denying the faith.  This is a time when being a believer was no easy 

matter; the punishment for the faithful was often imaginatively brutal, something the film 

doesn’t spare us. 

Silence is a long and demanding film.  It focuses on Jesuit Catholicism and, perhaps most 

importantly, steps back from the triumphant feel-good conclusion that would make it all 

seem worthwhile.  In fact, Scorsese seems to have gone out of his way to put people off.  

There is something in Silence to unsettle everybody. 

Yet there is much to praise in Silence and of its many merits can I suggest that realism is the 

biggest.  One of the curious features of our time is that, surrounded by an infinite amount 

of instantly accessible facts, we prefer films to be fantasy. 
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In fact there is a real danger that whether we have the faith that God exists or the faith 

that he doesn’t, we all create our own mental castle, an internal world of the mind so 

protected and secure in its beliefs that nothing can challenge it.  All incoming data, however 

contrary to what we believe, are instantly reshaped and remoulded to support our belief 

system.  We know what we believe and we make reality yield to it. 

It is easy to apply this concept to a religious faith, with believers ruthlessly filtering out 

anything that might unsettle them.  So within my own Christianity it is all too possible that, 

taught by inspiring sermons and encouraged by cheerful songs, believers find themselves 

secure in a world of certainties.  They are assured that God constantly pours blessings on 

his children, always punishes evil and unfailingly rescues his people.  Silence unsettles all 

those certainties.  Here we see a world where the faithful are punished, the brutal reign, 

believers trip and stumble and, for at least some of the faithful, God’s answer to their 

prayers is silence.  Here in seventeenth-century Japan there is no overthrow of evil, no 

cosy view of martyrdom either as an obscure theoretical possibility or as a clean, painless 

ending accompanied by a heavenly choir.  You could say that the strength of Silence is its 

affirmation of weakness. 

Yet oddly enough the same criticism of existing inside a mental castle can be applied to 

those who would not describe themselves as Christians or even religious.  After all, 

everybody believes firmly in something; we all hold some values to be undeniable.  Even 

those who would summarise their belief system as ‘unbelief’ also hold onto resolute 

certainties: God does not exist, faith is simply a psychological or social phenomenon, there 

are no ultimate values and certainly none worth dying for.  Yet with its two-and-a-half 

hours of dealing with matters of faith and existence Silence speaks louder than words.  Here 

we see men and women going to death for their beliefs when a simple action or a few 

words would save them.  Are they wrong? Is it better to reject your beliefs – to apostatise 

– than to suffer torture? Silence asks us all whether we are prepared to stand for anything 

to the point of death.  For all their poverty, confusion and the permanent threat of torture 

and death that hangs over them, isn’t there something challenging, even enticing, about the 

Japanese believers? Their certainties bring them pain but aren’t they preferable to doubts 

that offer nothing? One of the big problems of unbelief is the fact that it’s a creed that fails 

to inspire.  If the heart of my faith is a cross, I feel at the heart of atheism lies a zero. 

The genius of Silence is the way that it makes the viewer uncomfortable.  But then in this 

age of the armchair, where comfort is elevated over truth, perhaps we need to be made 

uncomfortable. 

What I find heart-warming as a Christian is that today, two million Japanese are Christians 

and churches can be found across the country.  Many Christians live in Western Japan 

where the missionaries’ activities were greatest during the seventeenth century.’ 

Fr Nick 
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Schools 

Schools have always bored me and I could not wait to leave and earn my own living.  Except 

for Junior School, Dunalley in Cheltenham.  I enjoyed being there and have kept contact, on 

occasions lecturing to the pupils and introducing the school to Queen Elizabeth, the Queen 

Mother to whom, at the time I was her official racing photographer.  Her Majesty was 

happy with the contact. 

None of the teachers at my senior school, the Central School, Cheltenham, were on my 

wavelength and I could learn from none of them.  As I was artistic I was offered a job as 

trainee architect and allowed to leave before my expiry date.  This was probably a relief to 

my teacher but certainly a joy to me.  I left after nine months as the pay was not good 

enough and decided to become a commercial artist. 

My father was a tutor at Cheltenham School of Art and a place was found for me.  I disliked 

it intensely and left after two weeks to the displeasure of the Principal and the 

embarrassment of my parents. 

I then joined Spirax Sarco (in 1945) and stayed with them as artist / photographer / editor 

for nearly fifty years. 

The next school with which I was involved was a school of porpoise who dived and danced 

about in front of the prow of the troopship I was sailing in heading for the Far East.  I was 

now a National Serviceman serving in the Royal Artillery.  Eventually ending up not in India 

but in Malta where I was posted to the one school I really did enjoy.  I was to be Garrison 

Cartographer to the Coastal Gunnery School, one of the happiest and most interesting 

times of my life, on this most historic of islands. 

It was here, in the balmy summer evenings where I wrote weekly letters, which gradually 

became serious love-letters to Pamela Humphreys, my girlfriend in Prestbury.  She, in turn, 

wrote letters to me on a weekly basis detailing all the happenings in the village and, in 

particular, Prestbury Church where we both sang in the choir and I was also a bellringer.  

We became engaged and married at St Mary’s in 1955. 

Exactly 50 years after my 18 months in Malta we returned there for a holiday staying at the 

Fortina Palace in Sliema, adjacent to my old barracks at the gunnery school.  I was able to 

find a way in through a barbed wire surround to the now derelict barracks and in this 

ghost-town of an army camp.  I took my wife onto the roof of my barrack room which had 

wonderful views across Sliema Creek to Valetta.  It was here that I wrote my letters to her 

back in Prestbury and to have her there by my side fifty years later was a romantic 

experience. 

Now that really was a school!  One year after our visit, the whole complex was demolished 

and it is now a mini Manhattan with high rise buildings and shopping malls. 

Bernard Parkin 
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Prayer of Rededication 

 

God of the past, the present, and of the future, 

God who is, who was and who is to come, 

Today we have gathered to celebrate and to rejoice: 

To give thanks for 737 years of St Mary’s Church, 

and to rededicate these buildings to your purposes, 

so that you continue to be glorified and honoured in the years still ahead. 

We pray that these buildings would be a place where you would be worshipped, praised 

and adored. 

We pray that these buildings would be a place where your will would be sought and found. 

We pray that these buildings would be a place where the Word is faithfully preached and 

proclaimed. 

We pray that these buildings would be a place where your people, through water, wine and 

bread, 

will be equipped, energised and refuelled to bear the Christ light and shine. 

We pray that these buildings would be a place where love bridges the gap between young 

and old, 

Where forgiveness, faith and wisdom are shared so that others might grow, 

Where strength, compassion and hope are found in temptation, loss and grief, 

And where laughter, hugs and smiles bear witness to the welcoming, loving God that we all 

know. 

God of the past, the present, and of the future, 

God who is, who was and who is to come, 

Dwell in this place, and in our living, 

So that St Mary’s Church will continue to be a people who welcome, worship and witness 

to the Way of faith, hope and love. 

In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, may it always be so. 

Amen. 

 

This Rededication Prayer was used at St Mary’s for the Patronal Service on 10th September by 

Fr Nick 
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Memories of a Village Elementary School 

From 1947, my father was the Woodborough School Head Teacher, in Wiltshire. We lived 

in the attached school house, as was the custom in those days (see photo). 

Until 1958, this was a typical Elementary 

School, catering for all village children, of 

all abilities, aged from 5 to 15, with the 

exception of those who passed the 11-

plus and went on to one of two local 

Grammar Schools. 

This was a joyful time of playground games 

(Farmer’s in His Den, and skipping 

games...Jelly on the Plate, etc.), sports’ 

days, Christmas parties, when the dividing 

screens were pulled back between the 

lower junior classroom and the older 

class, and occasional trips on the train (Dr 

Beeching had not closed our station down 

then!). 

The infant class was separate, and this was a time for Beacon Readers (Old Lob, Percy Pig 

and Dobbin), times tables and Listen With Mother. 

The lower junior class was where we developed our mathematical and spelling skills, did 

cross-stitch, made raffia mats, and listened to Enid Blyton stories at the end of the day. 

The upper class was perhaps the greatest challenge for any teacher - trying to educate and 

enthuse, and cater for the needs of ten year old 

children, and also young adults. This is where we 

practised IQ tests for the 11-plus, and tried to take an 

interest in world events. I never did grasp the Suez 

situation, though I remember people getting petrol 

siphoned from their cars’ petrol tanks. 

As children growing up in the School House, we were 

quite privileged: a large playground to play in (see 

photo) after school and in the holidays, and a school 

in which to act out all kinds of games and fantasies, 

and a mad dash next door on the stroke of 9.00am 

guaranteed you wouldn’t be late for school. 

In 1958, Pewsey Vale Secondary Modern School 

opened and the all-age elementary school was no 

more. This was probably beneficial in expanding the 

horizons of local children, but the kind of attachment 

that pupils felt for a school they had attended all their 

academic life would never be repeated. 

Carolyn Crompton (née  Turner)  
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The Prestbury St Mary’s Federation 

 

 

The Prestbury St Mary’s Federation was formed in September 2016 and is the formal 

federation of St Mary’s C of E Infant School and Prestbury St Mary’s C of E Junior School. 

St Mary’s Church of England Aided Infant School opened in 1969. It is situated in attractive 

surroundings with pleasant views of the lower slopes of Cleeve Hill.  The accommodation 

consists of a Reception Unit with outside play area, four spacious classrooms designed in 

pairs, a hall, library area, music room and a conservatory. The playground also has an 

adventure play and outdoor learning areas.  There are currently 180 children on the school 

roll, with a maximum capacity of 60 children in each Year Group. 

Prestbury St Mary’s Church of England Aided Junior School was built in 1826 and although 

the buildings have been extended and recently almost completely rebuilt, the front of the 

school still retains some of its original character, whilst inside the buildings are well 

equipped to provide a large hall/gym, music room and ICT Suite.  There are currently 240 

children on the school roll, with a maximum capacity of 60 children in each Year Group. 
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In September 2015 both current Headteachers retired and the Governing Bodies made the 

decision to appoint an Executive Head Teacher to lead both schools.  This collaboration led 

to the formation of the Prestbury St Mary’s Federation. 

Both schools are oversubscribed and have a history of high academic achievement.  Regular 

successful Ofsted Inspections and Church SIAMS Inspections have ensured that the 

reputation of both schools is extremely positive. 

Our aim is to give every child an excellent education within a warm and caring Christian 

atmosphere, where each child is able to develop his or her own potential by experiencing a 

wide range of curricular and extra-curricular activities and experiences.   

The Federation prides itself on its caring, supportive and family ethos; we really are a strong 

team and this has helped us to create our new vision statement: 

 

The Prestbury St Mary’s Federation’s vision is to deliver an outstanding learning experience 

for all 4 to 11 year old pupils through a federation that is effectively and ambitiously led, 

underpinned by our Core Christian Values.  For us to achieve this vision we recognise the 

importance of working as a ‘TEAM’ across the federation where all stakeholders work 

together to ‘Try their best and Enjoy all aspects of school life in order to Achieve More 

and fulfil their potential.’ Our ‘TEAM’ motto underpins every aspect of school life and is key 

to ensuring high levels of motivation, creativity, enthusiasm and excitement in learning: 

 

TRY We strive to do our best and persevere especially when faced with a 

challenge. 

ENJOY We enjoy learning and have a positive attitude to our work and each 

other through showing respect, love, honesty and forgiveness. 

ACHIEVE By working hard we make progress and achieve the goals that we set 

for ourselves taking responsibility for our learning and achievement. 

MORE We are ambitious, creative and are always looking for ways to improve 

making sure that everything we do is underpinned by our Core 

Christian Values.  

 

Visits to our schools are always welcome.  We have two Open Mornings for prospective 

parents on Tuesday 14th November and Wednesday 15th November 2017.  Our school 

websites are a wonderful source of information about our school. 

 

  www.stmarysceinf-prestbury.co.uk/   www.prestburystmarys.co.uk/   

Matt Fletcher, Executive Head Teacher 
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School Times Remembered 

Living in Tutshill, on the edge of Gloucestershire, we were lucky enough to go to the 

Church School just up the Coleford Road from our home. It was next to St Luke’s Church 

and we would often climb over the wall and play hide and seek amongst the gravestones. 

We three brothers learned our tables around the walls of the big schoolroom and joined in 

the big slide when the ice was thick in the playground. At Christmas we made paper 

lanterns, coloured them in and strung them around the room. There was great sadness 

when one of the teachers was killed in a traffic accident and her grave would often have a 

bunch of flowers picked from our gardens. 

When I was nine, I developed an itch, accompanied by a scratch. The doctor was called and 

he diagnosed Scarlet Fever. I was taken by ambulance to the isolation hospital, just as the 

children were coming down the road at the start of the school summer holidays. 

There were two wards at the corrugated building with beds for seven boys, two of whom 

were brothers. I was confined to one of the beds for several days but then allowed to join 

in games in the ward and outside. We could have visitors on three days of the week but 

they had to hand in gifts at the office. They would only speak to us through the windows 

from the concrete steps provided outside. 

The weeks passed slowly but at last I was declared free of spots and infection. As the 

ambulance turned into our road, so the children were going back up Coleford Road at the 

end of the school summer holiday. 

Ironically, I was isolated again in January 1952 when I entered the Annexe of the Ministry of 

Pensions Hospital in Chepstow which had been converted into a sanatorium. With TB at its 

height this was a longer stay and I did not return until the end of September 1953. 

For our secondary education we travelled the ten miles each day to Lydney Grammar 

School. I was looking at some old photographs and came across the one that rolls out to 

reveal it as The Grammar School, Lydney May 1939. 

To achieve this, we filed out in classes onto the school playing field where there was a 

construction of benches and chairs for us to climb onto as the photographer arranged his 

equipment. Once we were in place he was ready to record us for all time. Slight snag. 

Someone fainted. 

There was a hold up as the girl was removed from her position, laid on the grass and 

attended to. Another rearrangement and we were ready to go again. But someone else 

fainted and had to be similarly treated. After another one followed suit it was announced 

that if it happened to your neighbour, you should support her or him until the deed was 

accomplished. 

At the centre of the picture is the Headmaster, Dr Burch, who was a survivor from World 

War 1. Unfortunately he was wounded and lost a leg and had facial injuries. He had a beard 

to disguise his chin and a wooden leg to replace the missing one. This had a certain 

advantage for us, as it squeaked a bit and you could tell if he was coming so you could make 

yourself scarce. Next to him are two others who had survived the trenches and one we 

called Blink which was probably his reaction to explosions. 
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To the right of the headmaster are the older lady teachers who no doubt held the fort 

while the masters were away and were now back to normal. After the three ex-soldiers are 

the younger masters not knowing that in just four months most of them would be called up 

to do duty in the unthought of second world war. After them were the male prefects and 

most of those would be donning khaki or blue uniforms during their next few years. 

Also, unbelievably at the time, would many of the rest of us be in the forces. In some ways, 

it is almost an historical document with the one war over and done with, the world slump 

just about settled and then preparations for the next war, which in the previous year we 

had been assured would not happen. 

I was surprised to find that I was in the fourth row from the front, having expected to be 

much nearer. Along the front must be the first years who are sat with legs crossed and 

arms folded. It was decorum for the girls that their gymslips were well pulled down.  

We hear a lot about refugees now but in 1936 we had a lad from Spain because of the 

Spanish Civil War. Then there were four Austrian Jews in the school, with Gunther Stern in 

our class who I learned later took on the name of Joe, but how strange it must have been 

for them. 

One day a low-flying aircraft flew over the school and fired some ammunition over the 

playing field as we sheltered behind the desks. There were also air raid precautions and fire 

watching after classes. We were taken to the local cinema to see the propaganda film 

“Target for Tonight” but the one we most enjoyed was the George Formby support film 

which included him being in a ladies underwear shop. 

The Yardley Grammar School from Birmingham was evacuated to us which threw the 

timetable to the wind. We did classes from early in the morning until lunchtime, and then 

the visitors took over until evening. It all ended in 1942 when I passed my Oxford School 

Certificate and started work with not one sorrowful look but left with the rolled up 

photographic scroll which brings back so many memories. 

Tudor Williams  
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Schools 

In the summer of 1958 I was about to join the local grammar school when it was decided 

the time was ripe for the long threatened move to Holland;  my Dutch father thought this 

would give me a chance of a better education.  My siblings were all by then settled, so the 

family home and contents were abandoned for my brother and his new wife to dispose of.  

Tucked inside one of the packing cases was a letter from my old headmaster with some 

written work. 

A new build awaited in Rotterdam and immediately opposite was a school. What could be 

better?  I think three days after we hit town my father walked me across the road and 

found the headmaster mid lesson.  The class was agog at a foreigner decked out in yellow 

silk grosgrain with a bow at the back, not unlike a swagged curtain.  Noting everyone else ’s 

bare feet and tee shirts I felt the need to stay there and then, before I lost my nerve over 

the weekend.  I was given a desk amongst some older girls. 

I believe the lesson was brought to an end at that point in favour of an impromptu briefing 

to the incumbents on how best to approach this sudden turn of events.  The headmaster, 

Mijnheer Okkerse, who appeared to be of retirement age at least, was the kindest, wisest 

man, and gave me drawing paper and pencils, while I got my bearings.  At the time I had no 

idea how fortunate I was to have him as my class teacher - he made me feel welcome and 

calmly set about my integration.  I found everyone very noisy and guttural and couldn ’t 

catch a word anywhere.  The morning ended with chanting and the response “libera nos 

amalo”.  This was new to me but somehow made more sense than anything else that day. 

By Monday Mijnheer Okkerse had assigned a 15 year old classmate to me, who would be 

given the nod to take me out whenever my eyes glazed over.  I had to read starter books 

out loud to her until I got the pronunciation right.  I suppose the illustrations helped with 

understanding the vocabulary.  The huge range of ages in class was due to the system of 

repeating a school year, sometimes twice, until the required standard was reached.  I don ’t 

recall my rescuer’s name, but I think she may have seen this turn of events as something of 

a jolly, and tucked away in our tiny boxroom she very slowly and quietly corrected me.  

Perhaps the sudden elevation to personal tutor gave her a boost after however many years 

of humiliation.  I wish I had thanked her properly, she was just what I needed.   Clever 

Mijnheer Okkerse. 

My new found friends would cross the road to collect me from our front door.  I tried to 

dress appropriately, oh for a uniform, and restyled my very recently acquired modern 

longhand into copperplate.  There were no assemblies, no art classes, no nature studies, 

but there was an hour’s French lesson after school on Tuesdays, which I loved.  I suppose I 

felt on an even footing for once.  However, when it came to going metric I more or less 

threw in the towel.  I still refuse to budge on that, on principle.  We had Wednesday 

afternoons off, with homework, to make up for going in on a Saturday morning, which 

meant sewing for girls, I’ve no idea what the boys got up to.  Which reminds me of my first 

boyfriend, Herman, platinum blond with a golden tan, he wore lederhosen and held my 

hand.  I thought I should share that - well it wasn’t all bad! 

December came with the feest of St Nikolaas on the 5th.  Unbelievably a white horse 

turned up in the playground, carrying St Nikolaas in full regalia with bishop’s mitre, gold 

tassels on the saddle, surrounded by Moorish slaves (Zwarte Pietjes) with blackened faces 
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and turbans.  There was no political correctness or racism, never mind health and safety.  

The black peters gave a few acrobatic turns and generally got up to mischief, throwing 

sweets and cookies for everyone.  I didn’t bother to pick them off the floor, which amused 

one of the teachers mightily.  Christmas was quite a different matter.  On the last afternoon 

of term the curtains were closed, we each had a candle on our desks and listened to bible 

readings. 

The time came around for entrance exams to HBS, loosely translated Higher Burger 

School(!).  I wasn’t sufficiently up to speed for that, so I was placed in a middle of the road 

school,  I suppose aimed at producing office workers with English, French, German, and 

shorthand/typing.  Years later I came to realise the implications of losing commitment at 

that stage and settling for less.  At the new school we had singing lessons and art classes, 

but geography for instance still consisted of learning off by heart the layout of maps with no 

accompanying facts to anchor interest.  History was largely unexplained, I still don’t know 

who or what Charlemagne might be. 

Any extras were again down to the headmaster, who was brilliant and dedicated.  I admired 

him all the more after he told me I really belonged in HBS, such insight!  He had wanted to 

study opera and been told he had a natural ability.   Just once he sang the Lord’s Prayer in 

church and had my mother moved to tears, for all the best reasons.  Sometimes he would 

scrap a planned lesson in favour of answering our questions if he thought the subject matter 

worthwhile.  Covering the blackboard with his understanding of the main religions of the 

world he brought us to a sudden realisation that non-Christians thought they too had got it 

right, and we were only part of the overall picture. 

I’m sure another language is never wasted, but although I don’t recall ever saying as much 

to my father, being uprooted from friends, family, and all that was familiar, as well as missing 

the chance of university maybe, caused lasting resentment. 

Anja Jary   
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October 2017 Diary 

SUN 1 1230 Baptism of Isobel Willetts St Lawrence 

  
1430 Baptism of Archie Shardlow St Lawrence 

  
1930 Team Vicar meeting St Nicolas 

Mon 2 1030 Reading Group Capel Court 

  
1900 Bereavement Group Meeting St Nicolas 

Tue 3 1800 Study at Six 5 Priory Mews 

  
1930 Tuesday Group 13 Rivelands Road 

SUN 8 1330 Baptism of William Mitten St Lawrence 

  
1430 Baptism of Henry Barker St Mary 

  
1530 Baptism of Albie Beorby St Mary 

Tue 10 1900 Communion followed by Tuesday Group St Lawrence 

Sat 14 1100 Baptism of Harry Berry St Lawrence 

SUN 15 0930 Baptism of Rose Dalton during the Eucharist St Nicolas 

  
1100 Baptism of Theo Brophy during the Eucharist St Mary 

Tue 17 1800 Study at Six 5 Priory Mews 

  
1930 Tuesday Group 13 Rivelands Road 

  
1930 LMT meeting St Nicolas 

Wed 18 1430 Welcome on Wednesday St Nicolas 

Sat 21 1200-1245   Visiting bellringers from Shrewsbury St Mary 

SUN 22 
   

Mon 23 1000-1200   Monday Club Uckington Village Hall 

Tue 24 1430 Mothers’ Union St Nicolas 

  
1930 Tuesday Group 13 Rivelands Road 

Sat 28 1900 Food for Thought St Nicolas 

SUN 29 1500 Memorial Service St Mary 

  
1830 Commemoration of the Faithful Departed St Lawrence 

Tue 31 1930 Tuesday Group 13 Rivelands Road 

 

 

Regular Weekly Events 

Tuesdays 1030-1200 Coffee Drop In St Mary 

 1030-1200 Chatterbox St Lawrence 

Fridays 1000-1200 Prestbury Friday Circle  URC, Deep Street 

Saturdays 1030-1100 Team Surgery  St Nicolas 
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Forthcoming Events 

Book and Toy Sale – Saturday 30th September  

from 10.30 – Noon and 2 to 4pm 

Prestbury URC will be holding a Book and Toy Sale on Saturday 30th September from 

10.30 till Noon and from 2-4 pm. Donations of good quality books and toys will be 

welcome. Please contact Sylvia Turfrey on 01242 233970 to arrange drop-off.  Do please 

come along and pick up a bargain. 

 

 

Cheltenham Cantilena Orchestra Concert 

Sunday 1st October 3.00pm Cheltenham Town Hall 

You are warmly invited to our 2017 concert: 

The Romance of Stage and Screen 

Featuring the Cantilena Singers in A Tribute to Gershwin for chorus and orchestra, including 

many well-known musical gems such as Summertime, I’ve Got Rhythm, Somebody Loves Me. 

The programme also includes 

Addinsell  Warsaw Concerto Soloist Marcel Zidani 

Bernstein  Excerpts from West Side Story 

Khatchaturian  Spartacus 

Williams  Star Wars Suite 

This will be an exciting and enjoyable concert, and money raised will go to the British Heart 

Foundation 

Tickets available from the Town Hall Box Office 0844 576 2210, or from Wendy Price 

  

  

Prestbury URC Coffee Morning with  

‘Poetry and Sausage Rolls’ 

Saturday 7th October from 10.30 till Noon 

The monthly coffee morning takes place on Saturday 7th October from 10.30 to noon. As 

well as teas, coffees and teacakes, there will be books, cakes and a raffle.  In addition Anne 

Grant will be reading some of the poetry of John Betjeman and sausage rolls will be 

provided! 
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Harvest Festival at St Mary’s - Sunday 8th October 

Do join us at St Mary’s on Sunday 8th October to celebrate our Harvest 

Festival.  Services will be at the usual times of 8am, 9.30am, 11am and 

6.30pm.  You are invited to bring non-perishable food items (tins and 

packets) to any of the services.  These will be passed on as usual to a local 

charity or food bank. 

Frances Murton 

 

 

Supper and Pub Quiz 

St Lawrence Church Restoration Appeal 

Saturday 21st October,  The Village Hall, Church Road, Swindon Village 

Doors open at 7pm,  Supper at 7.30pm  - Jacket potatoes with hot fillings followed by 

apple pie.  Bar open.  Raffle. 

Booking essential - £8 per person. 

Book as a team (max. 6) or individually and make up a team on the night. 

Karen Evans - tel. 01242 241678 

 

 

Jumble Sale, St Mary Magdalene fund raising 

Village Hall.  Uckington GL51 9SR 

Saturday 28th October, 2.00pm 

Please donate and please come along.  Donations gladly accepted from Saturday 10:00am 

onwards, or as agreed.  Contact Verina Morgan on 01242 234480 for further details. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Food for Thought 
A talk by Canon John Mead and Canon Paul Iles 

Let us Sing 
During the talk they will explore the meaning and relevance of  

some well-known hymns, some of which we will then sing. 

St Nicolas Church 

Saturday 28 October at 7 pm 
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Soup Lunch 
Saturday 4 November 12noon to 3pm at St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane 

Christmas Cake “100 square”; cakes and preserves; raffle; children’s activities; wood crafts.  

Free entry.  In aid of church funds. 

 

Skittles, St Mary Magdalene fund raising 
Friday 10 November, 7.00 for 7.30pm, Civil Service Club, GL51 9SL 

A match with individual teams, Killer and/or Six-ball Westbury – dependent on numbers. 

Bar and Food available. Raffle for cash prize(s). Entry – £5 on night, food extra. Contact 

Shelagh Holder, 01242 680952 for details (please let me know by 24 October if you would 

like food). 

 

Burns Night Celebration, North Cheltenham Team Ministry 
Saturday 20 January 2018, evening. Village Hall, Uckington GL51 9SR 

Make a note in your diaries for this great Team Event. More details to follow! 

 

 

 

 

October 2017 

Calendar 

SUNDAY 1 Trinity 16 

SUNDAY 8 HARVEST 

SUNDAY 15 Trinity 18 

SUNDAY 22 Trinity 19 

SUNDAY 29 Last Sunday 

after Trinity 

   

 

   

   

 

From the Registers 

Prestbury 

Baptisms 

August 27 Rupert Michael Craven-Webb 

  Jorge Jay Patel 

Funerals 

August 16 Jean Sumption 

 

18 Harry Snape 

Burials of ashes 

August 4 Neil Harrison 

 

11 Allan Bennett 

 

31 Ann Raphael 

Memorial Service 

August 3 Mary Helen EIRENE Tippett 

 
 

 Swindon Village 

Weddings 

August 5 Lee Ormerod and Carly Mustoe 
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A New Start with a New Term? 

In September do you ever get that ‘new term’ feeling even if it’s been a long time since your 

schooldays? Maybe you’re thinking of a new hobby or an evening class. 

Well, if you have time and energy to spare we’d love to welcome you to the 

team at Prestbury Library! 

On Tuesday 10th October we’re having a volunteer recruitment morning to show you 

more about what’s involved. Join us in the morning or pop in anytime to talk to Jo, Karen, 

Laura, Becky or Tessa.  

We look forward to meeting you! 

 

Become a Library Support Volunteer at Prestbury Library. 

Tasks include helping customers find the perfect book, shelving, assisting with IT queries 

and much more. 

All you need is bundles of energy, an attention to detail and a love of working with people.  

Join us for a RECRUITMENT MORNING on TUESDAY 10th OCTOBER 

and find out more about being part of our friendly team.  
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Do you have any Local RAF or aviation memorabilia? 

Next year the Royal Air Force celebrates its centenary, and as part of its local celebrations, 

the Cheltenham branch of the Royal Air Forces Association, with the cooperation of the Jet 

Age Museum at Meteor Business Park on the north side of Gloucestershire Airport, will 

put on a special free exhibition in April 2018. 

Organisers are appealing for early RAF memorabilia and any 

items relating to the establishment in the town of the 

Gloucestershire Aircraft Company, to include in the 

exhibition. 

The exhibition will include interactive activities: a tableau illustrating WW1 aircraft 

maintenance; early RAF memorabilia including uniforms, pilot log books and diaries; cine 

film; photos and accounts of women at work in the Gloucestershire Aircraft Company; and 

the social and economic impact of the new Service and industry on the town.  It will open 

its doors to the public at the end of March next year. 

Said Exhibition coordinator Air Vice Marshal Tony Mason, “Cheltenham has played a huge 

part in the history of aviation, and with the centenary of the Royal Air Force coming up 

next year and the commemoration of the end of WW1, it made sense for us to join forces 

with the Jet Age Museum, supported by the Heritage Lottery Fund and Cheltenham 

Borough Council’s ‘Cheltenham Remembers World War One’ programme, to do 

something really special that would mark our centenary within the context of the social and 

economic impact on Cheltenham and neighbourhood. 

“The Jet Age Museum already has a very impressive collection of exhibits relating to 

aviation in Gloucestershire to which we will be adding a wide array of early RAF items. 

“Since the word got out that we were planning the exhibition we have been delighted with 

the response from local people.  We’ve already been promised many items on loan from 

personal collections and would love to hear from anyone who has pre-1920’s RAF or local 

Gloucestershire Aircraft Company memorabilia they think might be of interest to us.” 

If you have any items of interest or would like to know more about the exhibition please 

contact Tony Mason at tony.mason@prestbury.net 

Tony Mason 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Edward Wyatt         
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Primary Schools 

William Shakespeare put these words describing the stages in the growth of man into the 

mouth of one of his characters: 

“And then the whining school boy with his satchel and shining morning face creeping like a 

snail unwillingly to school.”  I didn’t go to school unwillingly.  As an adolescent I used to 

ride my beloved bike wearing my second-hand satchel.  I may have had a ‘shining morning 

face’ but I never whined and was seldom unwilling to go to school. 

Good teachers filled with enthusiasm were returning to Queen Mary’s to teach after 

experience in the armed forces.  Mr J who taught me mathematics had seen action as a 

major in the Tank Corps.  Another who inspired me with a lifelong interest in physical 

geography and landforms had seen action as a bomber pilot.  And then an inspiring 

Headmaster joined us. 

I loved school and I suppose this made me opt for a career as a teacher.  I never regretted 

my work in a series of classrooms in rural and primary schools.  Later I was fortunate to 

work in primary classrooms as an Ofsted Inspector.  The philosophy behind the inspection 

of schools when I was part of it was to encourage good practice. 

So I spent all my working life learning in primary schools.  I learned about teachers in 

schools and their continuing achievements.  I saw many teachers who are devoted to the 

children in their care.  They love the children. 

I read somewhere that our generation has experienced change like no other.  During my 

time working in various capacities in primary schools what teachers taught and how they 

taught it went through great changes.  Teachers coped.  They are still coping with change in 

the expectation that parents have of them.  Teachers were given advice (as they still are) by 

several government committees about how they should go about their task of educating 

young children.  This advice takes little account of the research into how young children 

learn or into child development. 

Each teacher develops what is called a teaching style.  They put into practice methods of 

organising the learning that suit the children in their charge. 

When I took over my first class of 9 to 11 year olds I taught in a classroom lit by gas lights.  

At the time writers on what was happening in primary classrooms claimed “these schools 

bore all the hallmarks of the elementary system in terms of cheapness, economy, large classes, 

obsolete, ancient and inadequate buildings, and so on....  They also continued to provide a 

curriculum based on the arid drill methods of the elementary schools, methods which were 

encouraged by the introduction of the 11+ exam for selection to secondary schools”.  

Later saw the imposition on schools of a National Curriculum which divided the curriculum 

up into discrete subjects, making integrated ‘topic’ and ‘project’ work difficult if not 

impossible.  Many believe it prevented teachers and schools from being curriculum 

innovators and demoted them to ‘curriculum deliverers’.  Creative learning was ignored. 

These are only a few of the changes which have come about in the philosophy and practice 

of primary education.  Despite the influence of present day Mr Gradgrinds my experience 

in schools is of the teachers of today showing imagination and dedication.  Primary schools 

are in good hands,   thank God. 

RG  
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The Care of the Churchyards 

The Churchyards of England, and particularly in the rural districts, have always been 

a singularly attractive and characteristic feature of our country. There are few more 

beautiful than our own encircled amidst its trees and with the lovely hills in the 

distance. And how well it is situated —in the very midst of the village and yet shut off 

from the busy highways—with its four gates all leading to our Father’s House. 

Our ancient Churchyards are a great possession, and are to-day receiving far more 

care and reverent attention than in the past. We feel that the Churchyard is a very 

sacred place, only less sacred than the Church itself; and, linked together as they are 

in our thoughts and associations, they help us to realize the existence and the close-

ness of another world than this. 

A few years ago we were enabled, by the subscriptions of our parishioners, to enlarge 

our Churchyard; so that for the next few generations at least parishioners may still 

have the privilege of burying their loved ones in this quiet and sacred spot. The 

Churchyard to-day covers a large area, and has many pathways to keep in repair. The 

cost of keeping everything in as perfect order as we can is considerable, amounting to 

about £50 a year. 

It is not perhaps generally realized that our place of burial is not “run” by a Board like 

a public cemetery, but is, as it were, a family affair —the family being the parish. 

Parishioners pay no burial fees beyond the payment of the gravedigger and Clerk 

amounting in all to £1 ls., whereas a burial in the Cemetery would cost at least ten 

times this amount. Under these circumstances the Vicar and Churchwardens feel 

more than justified in asking for generous support towards the upkeep of the 

Churchyard from those who have relations and friends buried there. We would suggest 

that at the time of a burial the family of a deceased parishioner should give to the 

Churchyard Fund such a donation as they are able to afford, and if possible a small 

annual subscription. 

But we would make a wider appeal than this. The Churchyard is a great possession 

and, in a sense, belongs to the parish, though the Parochial Church Council is actually 

responsible for its care. There is a right-of-way across its footpaths, and all who use 

them take a delight in its quiet beauty and would be distressed to see it neglected or in 

any way uncared for. We would have all parishioners take a pride in this our common 

possession, and regard themselves as custodians of “God’s acre.” We of the present 

generation should regard it as a debt to those who have gone before and a sacred trust 

for the future to make and keep the burial place of the Christian dead as beautiful as 

we can. 

Any contributions, large or small, towards -this object will be gladly acknowledged by 

the Vicar, or by the Parish Warden, who is Treasurer of the Churchyard Fund. 

J. BAGHOT-DE LA BERE, Vicar.  

ERNEST CARTER, Churchwarden. 

G. C. YEO, Churchwarden, 

Cleeve Corner, Prestbury. 
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Dear Reader, 

Vicar John Baghot De la Bere wrote the article opposite before the Second World War but 

nothing at all has changed. 

Our churchyard is still walked through by countless people each day and if you are cutting 

grass or gardening, so many of them stop to chat, saying how they love it and yes, we do 

still have to care for it by ourselves.  We are even tarmacking the foot paths because the 

County Council cannot afford in the foreseeable future to fill the holes. We are 

approaching our autumn clear up time so if any of you could afford to give us a couple of 

hours occasionally it will be appreciated by many more people than just our own PCC.  

There are numerous light jobs and heavy jobs, something somewhere to fit any ability. Full 

information is always available from me, Lynda Hodges, Churchwarden, 01242  580661.  

Lynda Hodges 

 

 

 

 

Snippets from the Tower 

We have had fewer weddings to ring at this year but have nevertheless been kept busy in 

the Tower. 

Our three lady learners are progressing well and are now able to enjoy visiting other local 

towers to experience different bells. There was recently a visit to Gloucester Cathedral, a 

new experience with 12 bells, as well as an evening at Cheltenham Minster where the newly 

installed replacement bells were rung and enjoyed. 

Over the summer we have had two visiting bands of ringers from other parts of the 

country. In August a band from Hexham Abbey rang, there were about 20 of them and they 

took it in turns to have a ring. Prestbury is now ticked off their list! 

On September 7th a band from Essex came to St Mary’s and rang a quarter peal of  1344 

changes of Surprise Major. Eight of them rang for 48 minutes. After they had finished they 

complimented us on how beautiful our bells are to ring and how lovely they sound. 

Permission has been given for a band of ringers from Shrewsbury to come and ring on 

Tuesday 21st October, beginning around 12 noon. This will not be a quarter peal, just a 

group of many ringers who are looking forward to sampling our bells for themselves. 

We shall, of course, continue to ring on Sunday mornings for service and perhaps the 

occasional Sunday evening too. Practices will continue to be held on Tuesdays from 1930 to 

enable us to continue to develop our skills. 

Jenni Scruton 
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Mathematics is best taught through concepts and fun! 

The topic of schools can become a very emotive one.  During my life I can recall a non-stop 

procession of change which has involved almost every facet of school-life.  I can remember 

going to primary school when the death of King George VI was announced; in those days 

there was still rationing and a school-dinner cost five old-pennies (about 2p).  This meant 

that one pound would buy forty-eight dinners, enough to last almost a whole term! Since 

those days that, and many other aspects, has changed almost beyond recognition.  Then 

lessons concentrated mainly on the three Rs, and some form of so-called Intelligence Tests, 

since in those days most pupils took the 11+ examination.  The teaching of mathematics, 

probably more correct to say the teaching of Arithmetic, concentrated on a very limited 

mathematical curriculum, and the main aim was to ensure we children were able to work 

out the answer to such sums as £27 16s 5½d x 37.  This was something one could, or 

could not, do; curiosity, depth and understanding did not come into the solution. 

In the past the teaching of mathematics was largely taught by rote rather than through 

concepts.  Soon after we entered grammar school we were introduced to algebra.  Do you 

recall writing something like, Let the cost of one pen be x,  and then, having solved the 

equation, writing the answer; the cost of each pen is 5d; the units mysteriously appearing.  

As the school years advanced so Pythagoras was introduced, and we drew squares on the 

sides of right-angled triangles, being told there was a link between these shapes and the 

equation a2 + b2 = c2.  This is misleading and confusing; placing semi-circles on the sides of 

the triangle would prove this link so much more clearly, leading to greater accuracy and 

understanding.  I passed A-level mathematics on two boards and can honestly say that I did 

not understand it; then all one had to do was select the appropriate equation and insert the 

known figures; with some dextrous manipulation the answer appeared, magically and 

mysteriously! 

Entering teaching college in the early 1960s I studied mathematics, and was fortunate to be 

taught by the most knowledgeable tutor anyone could ever have.  Interestingly we used the 

same textbook as I had at grammar school, and under his guidance we would spend time 

either correcting the book or noting its mathematical errors.  Having just had a quick 

peruse through my old book I see examples where the two axes used in graphs have 

different scales.  Even today the incorrect use of axes is still practised by those who want to 

abuse mathematics in order to demonstrate their point.  Enriched, I entered the wide 

world, and was able to purchase many mathematical books, sadly today there are none 

available save those expensive ones with repetitive tests involving tables and other number 

bonds. 

In the 1960s the work of the Nuffield Mathematics Project lead to the publication of 

Mathematics in Primary Schools, which highlighted new approaches to teaching this subject, 

and advocated the use of apparatus, instruction in measurement, in its widest sense, and 

shape work, including tessellations.  Later several government publications about 

mathematics were issued, alongside journals which collectively covered the whole primary 

curriculum, then created by individual schools.  During the 1970s it became the in-thing for 

counties and authorities to introduce their own guidelines on mathematics; I helped on that 

for this county, it offered another choice for schools from the few hundred already out!  
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Life is difficult for the educators who have to cope with an ever-changing curriculum and 

countless responsibilities resulting from being in loco parentis.  Today the curriculum is so 

wide that there appears to be little time available for any study in depth.  Schools are all 

striving to achieve the best grade in exam results and league tables.  The aim is to ensure all 

children can do the tasks for the test, but ignore whether they can repeat them next 

month.  Mathematics is the easiest subject in which anyone can catch up those lost years, 

and, provided it is taught through concepts, understanding is guaranteed.  For many 

children the mention of mathematics sends a shiver of horror down their spines, and in 

some cases for their parents! I want to finish by introducing a construction of the heart-

shape known as the cardioid.  This has an element of fun, provides practice in drawing 

straight lines and can promote the development of a strong base for those learning their 

tables. 

 

The Cardioid 

This heart-shaped creation can aid the learning of the 2x table, the most difficult to learn as 

it contains most facts.  Around a circle a series of points, equally spaced, needs to be 

marked out.  A simple clock face gives too few points for a satisfactory result but provides 

a starter, with extra points inserted between each hour position, to give 24 such points. 

Number these points in a 

clockwise manner, but begin by 

placing a zero at six o’clock, to 

ensure the finished shape is up 

the correct way, and is more 

symmetrical.  Number around 

the circle twice,  in my example 

1-24 and then 25-48.   

Join 1-2, 2-4, 3-6, 4-8 and so on; 

that is join from each dot to that 

with twice its value.  Towards 

the top the meeting of these lines 

form the heart shape, the rest of 

the cardioid almost rests on the 

circumference of the original 

circle.  Simply draw in this heart-

shape freehand, and continue 

around the circle.  A cardiod can 

be seen in the surface of a cuppa, 

if that is brightly illuminated, or 

inside a saucepan, try it! Have fun, and enjoyment, perhaps try again using a protractor and 

more points, for greater accuracy; 36 points is good. 

Edward Wyatt 
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Used Spectacles for Africa 

In 2011 I asked for your old specs to send to Malawi for use in an eye unit at St Luke’s 

Hospital in Malosa. Unfortunately the unit has closed due to the lack of trained staff and 

there is no prospect of any replacement. You have continued to donate your glasses which 

I have sorted and stored waiting for another clinic. I have now found, thanks to an 

Ophthalmologist who has worked in Malawi, a unit which has the ophthalmic staff and need 

glasses. It is at Cape Maclear on the lake and you can see more details on their web site at 

http://www.billysmalawiproject.org/  

Thank you very much for your support over the last 6+ years, please keep the specs 

coming. I have returned the collecting box to the back of St Mary’s church.  

Roger Hodges 

 

The Plough at Prestbury, near Cheltenham 
 

Sitting in the bar, 

its inmates out in the sun, 

looking through to the also empty 

saloon, brick fireplace, 

modern grate, tacky ornaments, 

both bars with the wood- 

beamed roofs, genuine 

but necessarily restored, 

I remember the old boys 

who used to be here 

laying down the law 

with infrequent pints, 

probable smokes and 

surely unupholstered benches. 
 

The grandfather clock, 

the old metal utensils by the fire, 

the wide old fireplace, horse brasses 

more indigenous than saloon-bar tat, 

wooden bits of perhaps naval gear 

hung in chains over the fireplace, 

protective metal over naval lights. 
 

An environment of wood, 

though less in evidence 

under the upholstering of the benches 

than it was before. 
 

Michael Skaife d’Ingerthorpe    
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Bay Tree Court 

On Saturday 2 September Bay Tree Court 

held a Summer Fete.  They wish to thank 

the local businesses for their kind 

generosity.   
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The Will of Anne Beckett 

I have recently transcribed the Will of Anne Beckett of Prestbury which was drawn up in 

December 1704.  She died in March 1705.  She was not able to write but obtained the help 

of the Vicar, Revd Francis Welles, who wrote and witnessed the Will for her.  She herself 

confirmed the Will by making her mark.  She was a widow and in fact possessed very little 

other than a few acres of land.  The Will shows her striving to divide what she has between 

her children equably.  Her children were her son Richard, and two daughters whose 

married names, with their partners, were Anne and William Hooper, and Martha and James 

Parsons.  Her grandchildren were William, Richard and Mary Hooper.  She secured some 

independence for her daughter Martha by requiring that Martha’s sister and brother-in-law 

who inherited the land, pay her ‘16s per year for her own separate use from her husband’. 

The Will does not tell us where Anne Becket lived in Prestbury but the Inventory which 

was drawn up after her death to value her domestic possessions provides quite a lot of 

information.  The house is not referred to in the Will so she must have been a tenant.  The 

house had two rooms downstairs; the hall or living room and the Buttery which may have 

been a single storey extension; and one bedroom upstairs.  In the hall were a table and 

form, two kettles, a pot, a warming pan, a skillet, a skimmer, three pewter dishes and one 

basin.  In the Buttery were two barrels, a cheese press, and a dough trough.  In the 

‘chamber over the hall’ (i.e.  the bedroom) two flock beds and three bedsteads and all that 

belongs to them, two coffers and one towel.  She left to her granddaughter Mary Hooper 

one flaxen sheet and one Holland pillowboar, having a foam and lace through the middle.  A 

‘Holland pillowboar’ is a known piece of bed linen but I have no idea of its precise function! 

My particular interest is the local fields so my attention was drawn to the plots of land 

which she owned in Prestbury.  They were ‘Kennel Shoard’, ‘Lilly Hill Corner’, and Sparnel 

Lay which had ‘a farundel of arable land adjoining and belonging to it’.  Lilly Hill Corner is a 

new name to add to my list of Prestbury’s fields.  Does anyone have any idea of its 

whereabouts? It is a two acre plot and I have not found any other reference on maps or 

older documents to Lilly Hill.  Kennel Shoard is referred to in the Will as being in Awfield 

which places it just east of the Primary School where there were two other fields with a 

similar name: Upper Kennels and Over Kennels.  Sparnal is also in the same area.  The 

reference to a farundel reminded me of later reference in the text of the Act of Inclosure 

of Prestbury 1732, where it is recorded that William Baghott was awarded In Ryefield a 

farundell of land between Francis Welle’s lot east, and Bouncers Lane west.  A farundel is 

described in one reference work as ‘a farthing of land’ i.e.  a quarter of an acre. 

What to make of ‘Shoard’? I had met a similar word, Coney Shord, referring to a field on 

the northern side of Shaw Green Lane at its junction with the Southam Road.  (It is one of 

the very few fields in the parish which has a regular crop on it!) I assumed that ‘Shord’ was 

a corruption of Shaw in Shaw Green.  Meeting the same word in another context makes 

me realise that the name is deliberate and has its own meaning.  There is no difference 

between shoard and shord - the writer wrote what he heard and spelt it as he thought 

best.  It seems most likely that the word was from an old Saxon root meaning to share or 

divide as in shire.  The modern spelling would be shard.  So Coney Shord and Kennel 

Shoard were the left overs when some boundary was re-arranged. 
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As far as I am aware Anne Becket leaves no other trace in our history.  Her son Richard 

was awarded in the Inclosure Act of 1732 three acres of land in Berryfield posthumously 

which indicates that he had died very recently.  Her grandson Richard Hooper was a 

recipient of eight acres of land in Drinkseed Field in the same Act.  He was chastised in 

1746 and 1747 for not scouring the ‘ditches in the Water Shute Lane down to Westfield 

Gate’.  (Water Shute Lane we know as New Barn Lane which is on the north side of 

Drinkseed Field where he owned land.) The Hoopers, Richard senior and junior and 

William, were elected Jurymen in the Manor Court 1726-1735.  Richard Hooper died in 

1752.  James Parsons was also elected Juryman 1748-1751 and in 1748 was elected 

Constable of Prestbury.  In 1751 he was charged as a Juryman with ‘leaving the Manor 

Court in contempt’ and he was fined ten shillings! He died in 1754.  There are, no doubt, 

descendants still among us. 

Norman Baker.  Prestbury Local History Society 

 

Walk on 18 August 2017 

   
We all enjoyed a walk, starting from Ford, through Temple Guiting where we admired the 

stained glass window in St Mary’s church. The route was varied, with quiet lanes and 

undulating field paths. When we returned to Ford, we all sampled the fare at The Plough. 

Janet Ford 

Pictures by John White  
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School Memories 

People say “Schooldays are the best times of your life” ….  Of course, whilst you are going 

through the years of learning; homework and doing ‘PE’ in a cold gym, in your vest and 

pants – it’s not something that you believe! However, with hindsight, it does seem to be 

true – no bills, no housework, no kids! I look back fondly on my time at Northleach 

Primary School.  The climbing frame that seemed so high, the swimming pool where I learnt 

to swim by being (literally) thrown in and left to ‘work it out’ and the school rabbit who 

came home with the pupils through the holidays (and I was allergic to it!) I particularly 

remember a school trip to Nottingham Forest, where we managed to fit the whole class 

into the tree ‘used’ by Robin Hood. 

Then it was on to ‘big’ school (Westwood Grammar – 350 pupils!) where I learnt Latin, and 

played hockey and netball in the winter, and tennis (ugh) and athletics in the summer.  

Unbelievably, I could run 100 metres in 15 seconds (wish I could do it now!).  Our netball 

team played matches against other schools – our worst moment being when we were 

drawn against Rendcomb College, which was a boys school, except for the sixth form, who 

we played – of course, as second formers, we barely reached their shoulders, and 

consequently, lost the match 25 – 0! But, as our games teacher (Granny Chapman) said, 

“It’s not the winning – it’s the game that matters!” 

I learnt the colours of the rainbow, learnt to cook (badly) learnt that I can’t sew for toffee 

and excelled at ‘RE’ where our teacher (Mr Potter) was ‘eccentric’ and set us a mock exam 

which consisted of drawing pictures to illustrate three bible stories, and a multi-choice 

questionnaire about Jesus! (We were not allowed to take the actual final exam.) 

Unfortunately, shortly after I left school, Westwood Grammar closed.  It stood empty for 

some years until one Saturday morning a fire started (it was being used by squatters) and 

the whole school burnt to the ground.  I stood and watched, with tears streaming down my 

cheeks as part of my childhood disappeared.  The site is now a housing complex, although 

the roads are named after head teachers of the school, and the school motto (Flecti non 

Frangi) is etched into the stonework next to the community hall – so the school lives on! 

Jackie Smith 

 

 

 

 

 

 

'Flecti non Frangi' in Latin, meaning 'To be Bent not Broken'. It 

refers to one who can endure hardship yet still remain true to 

themselves.  
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Book Review 

BIRDCAGE WALK       Helen Dunmore 

Helen Dunmore’s writing has been a part of my life for some 20 years.  I find her 

descriptive writing style beautiful.  It stems from her poetic gifts and abilities, together with 

her astute character observation and dedication to research. 

Birdcage Walk is an excellent example of historical fiction, centred upon Julia Fawkes and 

her family and Dunmore’s drive and wish to give a voice to people, especially women, 

unheard of in life and forgotten by history. 

The book begins in present day Bristol with a dog walker finding the overgrown grave of 

the C18 radical Julia Fawkes, a real life pamphleteer.  The story takes place in Bristol during 

the Georgian housing boom.  Julia’s daughter, Lizzie, has just married John Diner Tredevant, 

a property developer.  They live in the only completed house of a row of incomplete 

terraced houses. 

The tension in Lizzie to escape to her Mother’s literary, light-hearted household with 

radical visitors and her childhood nanny, Hannah, increases as her marriage becomes taught 

with tension resulting in Lizzie finding herself less able to be ‘her real charismatic self.’ 

From the beginning, there are signs that that this marriage is underpinned with emotional 

abuse, where early on in the novel it is increasingly apparent that Tredevant is treating 

Lizzie at the level of a child. 

The life of Georgian Britain is highlighted when following the death of Julia during childbirth, 

Hannah’s advanced age, the failure of a wet nurse and Augustus’ refusal to have the child at 

home, Lizzie takes her new born brother Thomas home to care for him, in the knowledge 

that Tredevant ‘will have none of this child’. 

The detailed description of childbirth and Julia’s final days are not easy to read.  Dunmore 

honours the many lives lost in this way.  Similarly she writes in powerful detail of the 

dedication of Lizzie’s maid Philo to care for and love Thomas, acknowledging that this is 

against all odds as she was raised in chronic poverty and battled daily with filth and dirt. 

I was intrigued by Philo’s abilities with a ‘pap boat’, a word I had not come across before.  I 

was also surprised to read on the internet that these infant feeding vessels were still in use 

in the early C20! 

Meanwhile Tredevant shows increasingly delusional behaviours in the face of the failing 

housing market.  From initially wanting to like him I began to pick up the stages of domestic 

violence: the seduction, the fear that both Philo and Lizzie showed towards him and the 

unpredictability of his daily life. 

Suddenly when Madame Bisset, a woman from his past turns up, the story turns into a 

page-turning finale, and I was unable to put the book down! Dunmore’s final female 

character who battled dirt and shame was a woman in the forest, but for her, Lizzie would 

not have survived. 

I am sure that this excellent novel will be remembered as one of her best. 

Jean Johnson 

  



Prestbury Parish Magazine  October 2017 
 

~ 37 ~ 



October 2017  Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 38 ~ 

TIMES OF CHURCH SERVICES 

St Mary, Prestbury 
  Sunday 08.00 Said Eucharist 
   09.30 Celebrate! All-age worship 
   11.00 Sung Eucharist  
 1st Sunday 18.30 Evening Prayer held in Chapel at Capel Court 
 2nd Sunday 18.30 Benediction in St Mary 
 Other Sundays 18.30 Evening Prayer in St Mary 
  Monday 09.00 Morning Prayer (excluding Bank Holidays)  
  Wednesday  09.00 Morning Prayer 
   18.00 Eucharist  
  Thursday 10.30 Eucharist 
  Saturday 09.30 Eucharist 

St Nicolas, Prestbury 
  Sunday 09.30 Sung Eucharist 
  Tuesday  09.00 Morning Prayer 
   10.00 Said Eucharist 

All Saints 
  Sunday 08.00 Said Mass 
   10.30 Sung Mass 
  18.30 Choral 
 Last Sunday 18.30 Choral Evensong with Benediction 
  Thursday 09.00 Morning Prayer 
   11.15 Said Mass 

St Lawrence, Swindon Village 
  1st Sunday 10.30 Together @ Ten Thirty 
   18.30 Sung Holy Communion 
  2nd Sunday 09.15 BCP Holy Communion  
   18.30 Evensong 
  3rd & 4th  09.15 Holy Communion 
   18.30 Evensong 
  5th Sunday 09.15 Holy Communion  
   18.30 Songs of Praise  
   (alternates with St Mary Magdalene) 

St Mary Magdalene, Elmstone Hardwicke 
  1st,2nd,3rd & 4th 10.45 Holy Communion 
  5th Sunday either

 10.45 Holy Communion 
   or 18.30 Songs of Praise    Next is on 31 December 2017  

     (alternates with St Lawrence.  On the Sundays we 

      host Songs of Praise, there is no Morning Service)  



Prestbury Parish Magazine  October 2017 
 

~ 39 ~ 



October 2017  Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 40 ~ 

Favourite Stories 

N MY YEARS at Sunday School I must have listened to dozens of Bible stories, 
but two stand out in my memory, both from the Old Testament.  

First, the story of the boy Samuel, waking in the night to hear his name called:  

 “Eli… was lying down in his room, the lamp of God had not yet gone out, and Samuel was 
lying down in the temple of the Lord, where the ark of God was. Then the Lord called, 

‘Samuel! Samuel!’ and he said ‘Here I am!’ and ran to Eli and said ‘Here I am, for you called 
me.’ But he said ‘I did not call; lie down again.’ So he went and lay down.”   

I Samuel 3, 2-5 NRSV. (For the whole story, read on to the end of the chapter.)  

Samuel had been given to the service of God when he was a toddler, and he knew no 

other home than the temple, no other parent than the old priest Eli. So now he made 
his way in the dim light to Eli’s sleeping place to see what the old man wanted. Eli, 

woken from his sleep, spoke patiently to the boy. But when the same thing happened 
again, and again, he understood that Samuel had experienced something out of the 

ordinary, and taught Samuel how he must respond. So next time the call came, 
Samuel answered,  “Speak Lord, your servant is listening”. Thus began the life of one 

of the great prophets of Israel. 

My other favourite story was Elisha’s healing of the Syrian general Naaman.  

 “Naaman, commander of the army of the king of Syria, was a great man… (but) he 
suffered from leprosy.  Now the Arameans on one of their raids had taken a young girl 

captive from the land of Israel, and she served Naaman’s wife. She said to her mistress, ‘If 
only my lord were with the prophet who is in Samaria! He would cure him of his leprosy.’ “   

2 Kings 5, 1-3. (The story continues to verse 19) 

Naaman was ready to try anything in hope of a cure. He set off for Israel with letters 
from the king and a fabulous gift (bribe?) of gold, silver and rich robes. Elisha wasn’t 

impressed, and pride almost made Naaman refuse the prophet’s help, but in the end 
he humbled himself and was cured.  To me though, the main point of the story wasn’t 

the healing, it was the role of the child. Violently snatched from her home, a slave to 
her country’s enemies, the little girl seems all the same to have developed a loyalty to 

her master and mistress. She is the only person in Naaman’s household who knows 
of the power of Elisha, and she is not afraid to speak up.  

The starring role given to children in these two stories, made the Bible seem relevant 
to me as a child; I could see how their choices and actions really mattered. As adults 

we may smile at this direct approach, but we shouldn’t think ourselves too grown-up 
for such games.  The Bible is teeming with characters of all kinds, parents and 

businessmen, rich and poor, good and not-so good; notice them, and notice especially 
the ones whose character or situation reflect something of your own.  It’s an 

approach that helps to bring a story to life, and sometimes it can shine a new light on 
your own experience.  

Beryl Elliott  
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