
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

 

 

 
 

  



 

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 ð Registered Charity No 1130933 

continued inside back cover 

Cover Photograph s: 

Front: St Nicolasõ Church photographed in February                   

Back: North Cheltenham Team Churches photographed by Brian Wood in March 2007 
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The often long wait!  
HE CHINESE BAMBOO TREE is one of the most remarkable plants on earth. Once 

the gardener plants the seed, he or she will see nothing but a single shoot coming 

out of the ground - for five full years! That tiny shoot, however, must have daily food 

and water. During all the time the gardener is caring for the plant the exterior shoot will 

grow less than an inch. 

At the end of five years, however, the Chinese bamboo will perform an incredible feat. It 

will grow an amazing ninety feet tall in only ninety days! Now ask yourself this: When did 

the tree actually grow? During the first five years, or during those last ninety days? 

The answer lies in the unseen part of the tree, the underground root system. During the 

first five years, the root structure spreads deep and wide in the earth, preparing to support 

the height the tree will eventually reach. What a lesson in life that bamboo tree offers! 

Impatience! 

No one likes to wait. But we do wait and the British are quite good at it! We wait in traffic, 

in aircraft holding patterns, in supermarkets, for the doctor, for a spouse, for a baby, for 

retirement, for sermons to end (!) or for Jesus to return. 

For those who belong to Christ, who believe in Him, waiting is not just something we have 

to do while we get what we want. Waiting is the process of becoming what God wants us 

to be. What God does in us while we wait is as important as what it is we are waiting for. 

Waiting, biblical waiting, is not a passive waiting around for something to happen that will 

allow us to escape our troubles. Waiting does not mean doing nothing. It is not resignation 

or a way to evade unpleasant reality. 

Those who wait are those who work, because they know their work is not in vain. The 

farmer can wait all summer for his harvest because he has done his work of sowing the 

seed and watering the plants. Those who wait on God can go about their work, confident 

that God will provide the meaning and conclusions to their lives and the harvest to their 

toil. Waiting is the confident, disciplined, expectant, active, and sometimes painful clinging 

to God. It knows that we will reap a reward. 

When Jesus told his disciples to wait in Jerusalem, he was telling them that this was a means 

of experiencing his peace, his prosperity, and his power. In waiting they would catch the 

wind of God's Spirit. In waiting they would see God move. 

Waiting on the Lord requires patient trust. 

We live by the adage: ôDon't just stand there, do somethingõ. While God often says to us: 

ôDon't just do something, stand there!õ  

Waiting and trusting also means that we give God the benefit of the doubt that he knows 

what he is doing. Waiting is also God's way of seeing if we will trust him before we move 

forward. 

Waiting on God also reminds us that God is in control. 

Sometimes people ask, "But what do I do while I'm waiting?" Good question. During those 

waiting times take on the active role of a watchman. Watchmen were alert and obedient, 
ready to respond when needed. But on the other hand, watchmen didn't make things 

T 
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happen. They didn't control the rising of the sun. A watchman knew the difference between 
his job and God's job. I've heard it said that the person who waits on God loses no time. I 

can wait with confidence. Because I am waiting for someone, and that someone is God. 

Waiting on the Lord allows God to do his work. 

Not only do I want to do God's work, but also I want to speed up his process. The father 

of the modern missionary movement, William Carey, waited seven years before his first 

convert in India. I see much that we could do and should be doing here. I see many unmet 
needs. I see the hurts of people. I have a vision from God to reach those people. And I 

want it to be a reality now. And I question God, "Why not now? Why not bring it to pass 

today?" 

We donõt know but what God does in us while we wait is as important as what it is we are 

waiting for. Those who wait are those who work, because they know their work is not in 

vain. The farmer can wait all summer for his harvest because he has done his work of 
sowing the seed and watering the plants. Those who wait on God can go about their 

assigned tasks, confident that God will provide the meaning and conclusions to their lives 

and the harvest to their toil. Waiting is the confident, disciplined, expectant, active, and 
sometimes painful, clinging to God. It knows that we will reap a reward. 

Lastly, waiting on God increases my strength. Sometimes I struggle to remember that it's 

good to wait for the Lord. It isn't easy. It runs counter to our quick-fix society. But, there's 
a hidden benefit in waiting. In times of waiting Isaiah wrote, "those who trust in the Lord 

will renew their strength; they will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow 

weary; they will walk and not faint" (Is. 40:31) 

The time will come when those who wait on the Lord will soar. 

It was this gust of the Spirit that the disciples in Jerusalem were instructed to wait on. It is that 

same gust of the Spirit that we must wait on. And when it comes, hold on. We will be soaring. 

Fr Nick 
 

Prestbury Parish Magazine  

Do you like waiting? Or do need things to happen now?  Waiting can be frustrating if the 
timing of subsequent events is affected.  Perhaps you wonder if your expected friends may 

have forgotten they were to meet you. Waiting your turn can give you the opportunity to 

have a chat, read some more of your favourite book, or listen to a programme on the 
wireless, or even finish an overdue task.  Some of our contributors this month have written 

about waiting.  I hope you enjoy reading their recollections. 

An apology is due to all those who read the February magazine.  Something went wrong in 
the production process resulting in the proof version being printed rather than the 

corrected version (which can be found on the website).  Sue and Edward had done a 

sterling job of pointing out the spelling and punctuation errors. Yes, we go to a lot of 
trouble to get things right and looking good. As I suggested to the congregation at St Nics 

we can turn the mishap into an opportunity.  If you still have a copy of the February 

magazine I invite you to use your coloured pen to highlight the errors you find.  A suitable 
prize will be offered for the best attempt at ômarkingõ received by 11 March. 

Brian Wood    
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Waiting, Waiting, Waiting!  

There is no doubt that of all the times I have spent waiting for one thing or another, the 

most worrying was as a soldier serving abroad in 1949. I was nineteen years of age. 

My sergeant-major called me into his office and sat me down. That in itself was unusual as 

one was normally required to stand to attention. 

òParkin, I have some bad news for you. Your father died yesterday.ó Granted an immediate 

two weeks compassionate leave, I was rushed off to Luga RAF aerodrome in the centre of 

the George Cross island of Malta where I was stationed.  As soon as a plane arrived from 

somewhere further east and bound for the UK, I was to jump aboard and speed off home. 

That is to say if it had a spare seat. 

I had no idea what had happened back in Prestbury and there was absolutely no 

communication with oneõs family in those days except for Forces Mail which came by sea 

and took a week to arrive in either direction. 

Taken to a hut on the edge of the aerodrome I had no company but plenty of magazines to 

read. Food was brought to me and it was like being in a prison cell under solitary 

confinement.  The bed was comfortable as was the large armchair in which I spent daylight 

hours. I had to be ready to dress quickly, grab the kit-bag containing my belongings and be 

ready to race across the tarmac as soon as the expected aircraft was ready for take-off. I 

felt very much like the Battle of Britain pilots we see in films lounging in armchairs waiting 

for the signal to scramble. 

For four days I was confined to that hut waiting, waiting, waiting, with no communication 

with the outside world and a great deal of worry on my mind. My mother and younger 

sister needed my support and I was unable to provide it. 

Eventually, on day five, just before breakfast, an Avro York (which is a Lancaster bomber 

converted to carry passengers instead of bombs) touched down to refuel on his way home 

from Ceylon (Sri Lanka now). A seat was available amongst the RAF personnel bound for 

Blighty. It was close to the nearest port-side Rolls-Royce Merlin engine which made it very 

noisy and was probably why it was vacant, but at least the waiting was over, or so I thought. 

The flight was interesting especially as I was being conveyed in what was virtually the most 

famous bomber of all time. Because of dense fog the plane was diverted from Lyneham in 

Wiltshire (one hour from home) to Cambridgeshire (much further away) and meant more 

waiting. Then at about three oõclock we landed on home soil. The weather was cold and 

wet as it is so often in England in the middle of November. 

Loaded into the back of an RAF lorry, I was transported to Cambridge station to wait for a 

train that would take me to Paddington and another one on to Cheltenham.  At Paddington 

I dumped my kit-bag and dived into the first telephone kiosk that became vacant and, 

because I had no English currency, phoned my mother and reversed the charges.  Rail fares 

were taken care of as the RAF had issued me with a travel warrant. 

All soldiers have an inbuilt dislike of the Military Police and as I dialled my home number, I 

watched with dismay as two òRed Capsó came and stood either side of my lonely kit-bag 

which, in effect, was ògovernment property left unattendedó. There was no room in the 
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kiosk for both me and kit-bag and I had inadvertently left my belongings beneath a sign 

saying òNO LUGGAGE TO BE LEFT UNSUPERVISEDó or something similar. 

Emerging from the kiosk I was ordered to òget fell-in.ó So with one MP in front of me and 

the other bringing up the rear, with kit-bag hoisted onto shoulder, I was marched towards 

the guardhouse beneath the station clock while curious commuters gazed on. 

Once inside, the senior MP sat himself behind a desk while the other one stood alongside 

the prisoner. òName, rank and number?ó was the first question put to me. Well that rolled 

off the tongue automatically. òUnit?ó I told them it was 56 Regiment Royal Artillery. 

òWhere are you based?ó òMalta, Corporal I replied. The two Military Police looked at each 

other. òSo how did you get here?ó I told them that I flew. òDonõt try to be funny with us, laddie,ó 

barked the corporal so I hastily added òThe RAF brought me.ó They believed not a word. 

òShow me your credentials,ó demanded the corporal so I explained that I had left the island 

in a hurry on compassionate leave and was not issued with any. I was by now beginning to 

get a little worried, tired and hungry as Iõd had no food since a hurried breakfast.  It was 

now nearly 10.00pm. 

òSo you cannot prove any of this?ó  òNo, Corporal,ó I had to admit.  It was obvious the MPs 

were beginning to enjoy this and I could almost hear the keys to their cell jangling in the 

corporalõs pocket. Then I thought of my mother, my sister and my girlfriend, all anxiously 

waiting for me back in Prestbury. òWait a minute, my girlfriend, Pamela, Pamela Edith.ó It 

was her initials, PE, on the fuselage of the York. The numbers that followed rhymed òone o 

threeó, PE 103.  When I climbed aboard I saw this must be lucky, and so it proved to be. 

I was able to explain that the plane had landed somewhere in Cambridgeshire, somewhere 

beginning with Oak. So my captors phoned the RAF who told them òYes, Avro York, 

PE 103, left Luqa this morning bound for Lyneham in Wiltshire.ó No mention of fog or that 

it had been diverted. 

The waiting continued while the MPs tried to discover where the plane had landed, so 

much so that I missed the last train to Cheltenham. Eventually it was discovered that the 

York had arrived at Oakington from Malta at 3.00pm with the airforce personnel and one 

soldier on board. I was immediately released out of captivity. 

Looking back, what intrigues me about all this is that eighty years previously, in the 1860õs 

and 70õs my great grandfather was the railway policeman employed at Paddington by the 

Great Western Railway. I have been wondering if he took his perpetrators of justice to that 

very same room with its lock-up cell? I could very well have ended up behind those bars 

had I not had a girlfriend by the name of Pamela Edith! 

The next train to Cheltenham was either the milk train or the mail train, I have forgotten 

which but I do know that it entailed another lengthy wait. So out of my fourteen days of 

compassionate leave, four were spent in a hut on a distant aerodrome and another one 

travelling and waiting about on railway stations. As the lady from the War Office wrote in 

my autograph book when I was a fourteen year old army cadet during World War II, òTHEY 

ALSO SERVE WHO ONLY STAND AND WAIT.ó I certainly did my fair share of standing and 

waiting while serving King and Country five years later! 

Bernard Parkin 
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Standing up in Ghana  

Off I flew off to Ghana last October for 3 weeks with prayers from so many of you to 

sustain me, having met up at Heathrow with Diana, my Physio friend from student days, 

Helen the link Physio who established our contacts in Tamale and Liz, a pharmacist involved 

with Helen in the other charity involved. 

Travel and plans generally take time and talk before taking place with a good dose of 

kerfuffle. We were not disappointed! When we arrived in Tamale the next day we were 

not surprised to be without all our luggage. 

We stayed at Relax Lodge, which was so relaxed Dianaõs breakfast boiled eggs took 90 

minutes so they were a bit hard! Cornflakes with evaporated milk are an acquired taste, no 

fresh milk at all anywhere - too hot. We had a couple of days to set up the course on how 

to make standing frames from cardboard for children with brain damage, buy a few last 

things, meet up with medical student Maclean and discuss his computer (see last monthõs 

magazine), assess the 4 children for standers and see an 11 year old, Yasmin, at home with 

the most severe spasms I have ever come across.  

A local pastor on our course took us to visit Mole National Park for a Saturday afternoon 

2-hour and early Sunday morning safari where I saw my first wild elephant, I was thrilled.  

The course on making standing frames for children with Cerebral Palsy from corrugated 

cardboard, card (your cereal packets were invaluable) newspaper and flour paste was great 

fun, exhausting, and frustrating at times.  It was difficult to boil water in the hospital when 

ôlights outõ/ power cuts occurred. Only certain wards had generators. We didnõt, we found 

out who did! The youngest ôhelperõ was 8-month-old Nelson; the APT box we had taken 

equipment out in made an ideal playpen and cot. 

By the end of the week we had 4 devices virtually ready to use and a great feeling of 

achievement. The childrenõs parents were thrilled; the children were a little bemused. 

Church on Sunday at the Anglican cathedral was an experience and a half. Our thurifers 

(incense swingers) would have been MOST impressed by some of the moves and 360s at 

corners and the choir were literally dancing in the aisles. Three collections was a bit of a 

surprise but I had been warned to pace my giving! 

Diana and I were then collected by Afrikids charity and taken even further north to Mamaõs 

Place in Bolgatanga where it was hotter than the 39 degrees in the shade in Tamale. Hot 

hot hot. 

It was quite emotional seeing children and people from 3 years ago, sadly some people and 

children no longer with us, and still SO much to be done. Afrikids are doing extraordinary 

work with street children (night rabbits). Do visit their website. Mothers came from far and 

wide to hear us and were reluctant to leave, but with hopefully more insight into how to 

look after their children. I ran a refresher day on APT techniques; at the end I was told I 

had enough stamina to join the Ghanaian Army! Surprising what adrenalin and ôneeds mustõ 

can do. We visited Macleanõs home on our way back from Bongo and I was shocked by the 

basic nature of the mud compound.  

We returned to the capital Accra where it felt a chilly 30 degrees and met the team at 

Multikids School, the first truly inclusive school in Ghana started by Mandy, a jazz musician! 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  March 2018 
 

~ 7 ~ 

What a dynamo! She is so keen for us to run a course in April, which is what we are 

planning now. We had Saturday off to go exploring in an amazing market with 2 therapists 

from the USA volunteering at the school. Such colour and noise and bustle and heat and 

smells (open drains!) 

There was a quick visit to see mothers, Salomey, Dorinda and Cynthia, who had been 

running a workshop at Korle Bu hospital but the cost of travel and childcare is proving 

uneconomic; prayer and lateral thinking are needed to solve the problems. 

Final day at the school seeing children and meeting Hannah Adwazi, a Mother, who has set 

up a Special Mothers group and is proving to be a powerful advocate for disabled children.  

 

Photos (clockwise from top left)   Diane with Elephant; Nelson in APT playpen;  

Maclean's home and siblings; Franciscaõs first fitting in her standing frame 

It is humbling meeting individuals who are so passionate to better the lives of disabled 

children and change negative attitudes. We can all drop our small pebbles into the pond and 

watch what the ripples do. 

Next time I return with David, my APT assistant! A new venture for us both. Even more 

prayers please! 

Diane Lyle 

  


