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Little Miracles All the Time 
Please may I tell you about a miracle Father Nick made happen? 

One Sunday in October his sermon was about prayer, memorable to everyone who heard 

him as it began with this gripping story.  His schoolmaster asked if anyone knew of an 

incident that involved prayer.  One boy put up his hand and told of his missionary uncle 

whose canoe had overturned in crocodile infested waters.  One by one his arms and legs 

were bitten off. 

After the final limb had gone the schoolmaster said, staring out of the window, “Bromfield, 

you cannot really expect me to believe that story.” 

Then Father Nick preached his beautiful sermon about prayer. 

Thinking about Father Nick’s sermons, the following day, it seemed to me my own prayers, 

that someone would buy the flat I was trying to sell, were too half-hearted, so I prayed 

vehemently that God would find me a buyer, as vehemently as Father Nick’s saintly, if 

apocryphal, uncle must have done, surrounded by crocodiles. 

The Estate Agents telephoned the next day, Tuesday, to say that someone was interested in 

buying the flat.  On Friday they rang to say the sale was 90% certain.  On Saturday a letter 

arrived, formally offering the full asking price.  All this happened within less than a week of 

Father Nick’s preaching about prayer.  A nearly-identical property nearby was still on the 

market after three long years.  

My being here in this lovely Prestbury seems a miracle in itself.  All my life Prestbury has 

been a magical word.  I was born in the vicarage of the other Prestbury, in Cheshire, but 

my father died when we were children so we had to leave.  Since then Prestbury has 

seemed, to my brothers and sisters and me, the Garden of Eden.  Shangri-La, a magical 

place, so it is extraordinary to see the word “Prestbury” and to hear it said and to say it. 

Forgive me for telling you this, but my mother was given a clergy widow’s pension of 

twenty-nine pounds a year, not one penny of help to pay for our move or to find 

somewhere else to live.  This was in 1950 when the powers that were had endured two 

World Wars and thought that courage and the Mercy of Providence would see us through. 

My fearless mother, faith-filled, believed the angels would take care of us, which of course 

they did. 

You can imagine how wonderful it is to find in this Prestbury such a cherished church as 

St Mary’s, perhaps even more than St Peter’s, in the Prestbury of our childhood. 

And to find Father Nick here who not only looks like Jesus but is Christ-like in his teaching 

and his compassion, (I have never heard anyone but Father Nick pray for the childless) his 

wit, his healing of us and his wonderful gift for words and his making little miracles happen. 

In a book review of a life of Christ, not long ago, the reviewer said that Jesus must have 

been a cool dude.  I think Father Nick is a cool dude, too. 

Elizabeth Rowe 
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Misprints and Reunions 

First of all I would like to correct a misprint in my last piece for the Prestbury Parish 

Magazine (Ambition).  ‘Exercises in the Atlantic “with The Home Guard” is mentioned.  

That of course, should have read “Exercises with the Home Fleet” and I can only blame my 

handwriting for the mistake*.  I find it difficult to visualise The Mediterranean Fleet, in which 

I served at the time, taking on the military might of Dad’s Army in the middle of the 

Atlantic Ocean. 

While on the subject, readers may like to know what I consider to be the finest view (of 

historical interest) of my lifetime.  It was at the end of the aforementioned exercises and at 

daybreak.  It was my good fortune to have been serving aboard the battle-cruiser, HMS 

Liverpool, Flagship of the Mediterranean Fleet under the command of Rear-Admiral Lord 

Louis Mountbatten.  Just before sunrise he gave the order “All hands on deck.”  Not 

wanting to keep a good thing to himself and his fellow officers, the Admiral wanted as many 

of his crew as possible to witness something never to be seen again. 

A big red sun was creeping over the horizon turning the whole sky crimson.  This was 

magical enough but as far as the eye could see were warships and submarines at anchor, 

Just as we were.  The combined Home and Mediterranean Fleets in fact, when both were 

full strength and Britannia still ruled the waves.  It was springtime in 1949 and all the ships 

had foregathered under the cover of darkness.  There were probably between 150 and 200 

vessels of one sort or another, maybe more and with the background of this magnificent 

sunrise, the scene was memorable. 

Mind you, if it had been The Home Guard and not The Home Fleet that was involved, it 

would have been an even more wondrous sight! 

Now that is off my chest I must say that reunions are not my thing.  Annual events such as 

Remembrance Day,  Nine Lessons and Carols from Kings, The Derby and The Gold Cup 

are a different kettle of fish and I am for them 100% - but reunions? No. 

Reunions used to be very important to my mother and they are currently important to my 

wife, Pam.  Both attended Pates Grammar School for Girls, mother being one of the very 

first intake when the school was founded in 1905.  She was an “active old girl” until she 

died in 1984 aged 88. 

Pam joined the Pates Old Girls Association when she left school in 1948 and became a Life 

Member, as did my mother.  Both attended school reunions every year.  Me? Well I was 

forced into these reunions at the tender age of seven months when taken to the 1930 

reunion.  Here, mothers with children under twelve months of age were encouraged to 

enter their off-spring in the “Beautiful Baby” contest.  Mother was convinced that she had 

something unbeatable so I was thrust in front of the panel of judges with some conviction.  

Yes, you have guessed it, I won first prize (I would not have mentioned any of this had I 

been an “also-ran”).   The joy of this result is reflected in mother’s face in the photograph.  

The scowl on mine shows just how much I wanted to be put back in my pram and wheeled 

away. 

 

* The mistake was mine!  I apologise to Bernard.  His handwriting is very clear - Ed 
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Two years before my mother died I helped Pam to organise a “one-off” Pates Old Girls 

Reunion.  We decided that those ladies who were still alive and were class-mates of my 

mother in 1905 should be invited to a reunion garden party here at our home in 

Woodmancote.  All six aged 86 and for one reason or another were unable to attend the 

official reunion at the school. 

All the ladies were delightful and wore their best party dresses.  Pam had made each of 

them a dainty posy with flowers from the garden and these were ceremonially pinned to 

their dresses.  She also baked cakes while my tasks included the making of cucumber 

sandwiches and taxi-ing them to and from their homes – oh, and the taking of the 

obligatory “team photograph”.  The sun shone and everyone had a lovely time.  Two years 

later all had passed on.  This garden party had been their last reunion. 

I said at the beginning of this article that reunions were “not my thing”.  That is not quite 

true because I enjoyed this one immensely! 

Bernard Parkin 
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Reunions 

In the summer of 1976 following weeks of commuting between Norfolk and Liverpool for 

the head of household we embarked on a house hunt.  The children were farmed out 

between grandparents for a day or two.  Feeling oddly footloose I boarded a train, in heels, 

with just one piece of luggage, and ended up at The Lord Daresbury which gave out an 

ambience much appreciated by a young mother.  I wonder what company moves are like 

now? 

We went down to the restaurant that evening to be met by an instantly prepossessing CEO 

and wife.  We felt so welcome, and chatted and laughed all evening, and realised we had 

made new friends.   They had arranged to accompany us on a tour of the residential areas 

and estate agents the next day.  By New Year’s Eve we were in the new house, if not 

unpacked.  A week or two later the children met their honorary auntie and uncle, who 

seemed to spend most of the afternoon playing on the carpet with them. 

In the years to follow we saw a lot of each other, sometimes in fancy dress, sometimes with 

musical accompaniment, but always enjoying each other’s company.   We once shared a 

perfect picnic and singalong at the races.  It was the year of The Falklands War, high 

summer, with top hats flying and Concorde passing overhead. 

When we moved to Tunbridge Wells our friends were already in Sussex, with a tennis 

court this time, so yet another excuse for lunches, so-say exercise and fun.  One year my 

aunt from Holland was included in the invite and took the opportunity of cornering a fellow 

guest, an RAF veteran, on the bombing of Rotterdam.  I hadn’t known she had such a 

command of English.  

When we came to Prestbury we gradually saw less of each other, and the men retired. 

Then hey ho, they were invited out to Mauritius to help set up a frozen food factory, and 

the wives were welcomed!  Needless to say Betty and I coped.  We had the beach, where 

sarongs were on sale at very reasonable prices.  We figured out the local bus timetable and 

dipped into the bazaar, and in any case the boys were back in time for a sundowner most 

days.  We all had a vaguely discomforting experience in an 18 to 30s club, (well who knew) 

where we were just in time to catch the evening’s highlight:  a raft full of oiled young men 

with flaming torches,  drifting about the pool to strains of Freddie Mercury and a Spanish 

diva’s "Barcelona".  It was quite dark and I doubt anyone knew us. 

Some years ago we met for coffee in Hoopers, it had been a long time, but by then my 

grandchildren and our friends’ great grandchildren had become the main focus for us both.  

But I was to see Betty again.   Last month I was shocked to open an email saying George 

had collapsed and not recovered.  I went with other friends to the funeral, and we couldn’t 

really take in that he was gone.  A former colleague paid tribute and put across exactly 

what we felt, that he had been the best of managers and a wonderful man, and 

unforgettable, witness the hundreds in church.  And I learned something I didn’t know; that 

he had once said that in his opinion the secret to keeping a happy team was to keep the 

wives happy.  It certainly worked. 

Anya Jary 
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Ties that bind 

In my whole life I only ever went to one formal reunion, and that was the annual ‘Old Boys 

dinner’ held for those who had attended the local grammar school.  I had resisted for years 

and was only persuaded to go when my best friend from those days became Chairman of 

the Old Boys Society and twisted my arm.  It lived up to all the expectations I had of it: 

agonising social interactions with people I no longer recognised, with people whose names 

and faces I could not recall, or barely knew in the first place.  My friend, of course, knew 

everyone, never having moved out of the area, and was now running a respected local 

business.  He spent the whole evening meeting and greeting people by their first names, 

recalling long forgotten events and teacher quirks and habits.  I spent the time in awkward 

conversations, interspersed with long silences if the talk strayed into areas where we had 

significant differences, such as politics, money, or career success.   I found we no longer had 

much in common.  I never went again.   

Formal reunions of the kind described above are clearly enjoyable for some while instilling 

dread in others.  High school reunions are popular in the USA, along with the alumni events 

of colleges and universities that bring together graduating classes from each different year.  

Like many reunions they tend to be a mix of reminiscing about shared experiences and 

good times, along with arousal of old feelings, enmities, and forgotten fearsi.  So why do 

people do it?  There are all kinds of reunions, ranging from those that served in the military, 

to those who share the experience of working for the same company or organisation, such 

as the Civil Service, as well as the school or college reunions mentioned above.  People are 

always having reunions of some kind.   

 

 

Academics re-united – conference, Peru 2019 – lots of talk and arm waving 

 

A reunion implies a getting back together of people who have previously been linked or 

united in some way, most often by common experience or shared interests.  It can range 

from a couple ‘re-uniting’, to hundreds or even thousands of people.  A reunion is more 
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than a meeting or a ‘get-together’ as it implies some form of prior knowledge of each other, 

or shared experience.  The main aim is to either to re-kindle, maintain, or strengthen a 

relationship.  Each is also an opportunity to celebrate past successes, or just spend time 

with people with whom you have something in common.  For those who have undergone 

some form of intense experience (such as war) sharing memories with those who truly 

understand what you went through together can be essential, cathartic, and overcome any 

other differences between individuals in the group.  But even for those gatherings based on 

less intense experience, reunions can have multiple benefits.  They bring people together, 

creating a sense of belonging, and in many ways form part of the foundations of civil society.   

Reunions do not have to be formal events.  A friend, Paul, told me a story of his return 

home after living abroad for twenty years.  He went into the pub in Keswick that had been 

his local haunt and as he stood at the bar drinking a beer a bloke in a flat cap leaned across 

and said, ‘Aven’t seen you round ‘ere lately, ‘ow ‘ave you bin?’  It turned out the person asking 

the question just assumed he had been drinking at a different pub in town and the ensuing 

conversation picked up as if it had been interrupted for five minutes, rather than two 

decades, making Paul feel right at home.   

To my mind the most memorable reunions are those that are unplanned, that just happen, 

almost by accident.   On one occasion, after being out of the country for several years, I 

recall walking into a pub in Stoney Middleton (Derbyshire), a climber’s haunt, unexpectedly 

to find it full of old friends, some of whom I had not seen for several years.  It was like a 

warm embrace.  We shared past experiences, recent news, commiserated over those that 

had not made it, there was mutual understanding and renewed friendships.   

Family reunions are probably those with which we are all more familiar.  They don’t always 

go smoothly, there is often a mix of emotions, a re-surfacing of old rivalries, and half-

forgotten slights, as well as sharing of memories from growing up and fun times.  One of 

the most well-known reunions, of course, is the return of the prodigal son.   

Well, father said, "See my son coming home to me, 

Coming home to me." 

Father ran and fell down on his knees. 

Said, "Sing and praise, Lord, have mercy on me" 

 

Well, father said, "Eldest son, kill the fatted calf, 

Call the family round. 

Kill that calf and call the family ’round. 

My son was lost but now he is found. 

Cause that’s the way for us to get along" 

 

Rolling Stones, Beggar’s Banquet Album 

Songwriter: Rev. Robert Wilkins 

 

The tale of the prodigal son probably has more resonance with anyone who has older 

children.  It’s the age-old story of the young moving away from those that have brought 

them into the world and kept them safe.  Repeated by every generation – the need to 

break away from the ‘stifling’ older generation, even rejecting their old-fashioned views, to 

find their own way and gain some life experience, before returning.  The story is also about 
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human weakness, acceptance of mistakes, jealousy and sibling rivalry, and recognition that 

none of us is perfect.  This story is very much on our minds at the moment.  As I write this 

our youngest son is trying to get on a plane to get out of the USA before President 

Trump’s deadline takes effect, which will ban all flights back to the UK and Ireland for an 

unknown period of time.  The greatest reunions are when sons and daughters come safely 

home.   

 

 
 

Which brings me finally on to the subject of ‘COVID-19’, which is difficult to escape from at 

present, as it fills up vast amounts of media space.  Initially I had no intention of making any 

mention of the Coronavirus sweeping around the globe, but then a question kept nagging at 

me: ‘Will we have reunions for those who lived through the Coronavirus attack of 2020?’.  

After all, intense experience often produces a desire to re-unite and share memories, as 

noted above.   

 

 
Empty shelves, empty fridges – supermarket in New Hampshire, USA 

following panic buying. Photos by Denise Thompson 
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My answer is, I doubt it.  Government actions that push people apart and prevent social 

interaction are unlikely to be celebrated at some future date.  People don’t have reunions 

to talk about or share their deepest fears.  Events that are beyond our control tend to instil 

fear and panic, a closing off from others to ensure personal survival, one current result 

being the clearing out of supermarket shelves.  These are not activities we are likely to be 

proud of when things calm down as they are caused by putting the concerns for the self 

beyond those of the common good.  They are driven by human nature, the desire for self-

preservation, and protection of one’s immediate family.  The dilemma facing each of us 

today, and into the foreseeable future, is how to balance such behaviour with some level of 

sacrifice to make sure others in our wider communities are supported and looked after.   

In the weeks to come we must not forget that although this disease is something we 

ultimately must face alone (if we are unlucky enough to become infected) we still need 

social interaction for mutual support.  Getting together with each other, even in small 

groups, may seem like a risk but it will make sure we can continue to express our concern 

for each other, and provide help where it is needed.  Reunions, even small ones, will also 

give us the strength and resilience to help overcome the fears that isolation brings, as well 

as make sure we maintain the ties that bind our various communities together.  The power 

of reunion should not be underestimated. 

John Powell 

 

 

 
1 If you like black comedy ‘Grosse Pointe Blank’ is an entertaining film about a 10-year high-school 

reunion that contains all these elements, but taken to another level.  If you have to self-isolate 

there are worse ways to spend the time.   

Further advice if isolated: Don’t watch any apocalyptic films, especially disaster-based films about 

disease! 
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Quiz – can you speak ‘C of E’? 
All big organizations have their own jargon, and the good old Church of England is no 

exception. As the Annual Parochial Church Meeting (or APCM – there’s one for free) 

draws near, why not take this opportunity to brush up on your knowledge, especially if 

you’re new to the C of E!  The answers are on page 17. 

Warning: one of the questions has two right answers! 

1.  The Electoral Roll is  

  a.  A process in which names are drawn randomly out of a rotating barrel to decide who 

will sit on the PCC (see below); 

  b.  A list of all the people who are able to vote at church elections; the closest thing the 

church has to a membership list; 

  c.  A small, sweet bun, formally presented to a rector on Trinity Sunday, symbolizing the 

commitment of the congregation to the material needs of the rector. 

2.  The PCC is 

  a.  The Parochial Church Council; the group of people responsible for decision making in a church; 

  b.  The Parochial Church Constable; appointed by the rector, responsible for ensuring 

good discipline in services; 

  c.  The Priest’s Constant Comfort; a member of the congregation who is secretly 

appointed to be available to the Rector when feeling stressed. 

3.  The Archdeacon’s Visitation 

  a.  An annual occasion at which new churchwardens are formally admitted; 

  b.  A three-yearly occasion in which the archdeacon (see below); visits a church to see 

whether everything is as it should be; 

  c.  The belief that the Virgin Mary once appeared to an archdeacon in Braintree, Essex. 

4.  Archdeacon 

  a.  A technical specialist responsible for ensuring that all the arches in churches are in 

good repair; 

  b.  A senior clergyperson, responsible for overseeing churches in a specified part of a diocese; 

  c.  An angelic being, rather like an archangel, but smaller, and with no wings. 

5.  Sidespeople 

  a.  Members of the congregation who are appointed to give sideways glances at members 

of the congregation who don’t appear to be paying sufficient attention to the service; 

  b.  The robed people who appear on either side of the priest at some services; 

  c.  Members of the congregation who are appointed to welcome people to services, and, 

in addition, to ensure that members of the congregation don’t get hopelessly lost during 

the administration of the communion. 

6.  The Terrier 

  a.  A small dog, traditionally given to all clergy when they arrive at a new parish, to 

provide companionship and protection (this practice has, sadly, fallen into disuse); 

  b.  A colloquial term for a member of the PCC whose enthusiasm for a particular issue 

becomes wearisome for other PCC members; 

  c.  A list of all the land belonging to the church, and also, more recently, an inventory of all 

the articles belonging to the church. 

Parish Magazine of St Nicholas, Burnage. by permission  
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THE DEWHURST CONNECTION 

 

Apple Blossom Time in Arques-La-Bataille    (Nicholas Holloway Fine Art) 

 

When I was about eleven or twelve, I had a childhood friend known to all as Charlie Fred. 

He was a bold, dark-haired boy, amusing and good company. We met at a children’s party 

in the Jolly’s house in Dousland, Devon, with its large garden full of rhododendrons. Hugh 

and Geraldine Jolly had a pianola and the punctured rolls of sheet music could be pedalled 

through as if we were all young Chopins. Anyway, I took up with Charlie Fred and visited 

his home, Great Treehills outside Tamerton Foliot, which was a working farm somewhere 

near the River Tamar. His father was loud and moustachioed Colonel Frederick Dewhurst 

and I remember his mother as a gentle, kindly, attractive and mild-mannered woman with 

greying hair. 

Unexpectedly, their sitting-room and indeed much of the house was full of charming 

Impressionist paintings of orchards in blossom and various French scenes, rivers and valleys, 

all signed Dewhurst. So I asked her about them. 

     ‘Oh they’re painted by Charlie Fred’s grandfather, Wynford Dewhurst. He was a pupil 

of Monet.’  

I then lost touch with Charlie Fred and his family, as our paths in life diverged in about 1960 

or soon afterwards. Years later, I read snippets in art books about Wynford Dewhurst as a 

British Impressionist and at some time in about 2010 I asked our art historian friend, Roger 

Brown,   ‘Have you come across the work of Wynford Dewhurst?’ I explained how I knew 

about him and, in his scholarly and sleuth-like way, Roger started to research the paintings 

and find out much more about the artist and his work: Wynford Dewhurst (1864 – 1941).  
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     ‘Did you know that he wrote the very first book in English on Impressionism?’ It was 

Impressionist Painting: its Genesis and Development (1904). Roger explained that Dewhurst 

was born in Manchester and initially trained as a lawyer. But at the age of 27 he decided he 

wanted to be an artist. He trained in Paris and was immediately attracted to Impressionism 

and became an ardent follower of Monet. Between 1904 and 1914 he spent every summer 

painting in France. In recognition of his work, the French made him an Officier d’Académie in 

1908. There is a large painting by him called The Picnic in Manchester City Art Gallery.   

 

Later, Roger said, ‘I think I have tracked down your childhood friend. Charles Dewhurst is 

now an expert on tropical insects and has been working in Africa and then in Papua New 

Guinea. The bizarre thing is that he also seems to have an address here in Cheltenham.’ 

Assiduously, Roger made contact with a number of the owners of paintings by Dewhurst 

including Charles’ sister Sarah, as he researched his new subject. 

Roger and his wife Diana then invited me to tea for a progress report.  When I arrived, a 

distinguished-looking man in glasses of roughly my own age was sitting in an armchair. He 

stood up and there was Charles Frederick Dewhurst, well over fifty years older than I 

remembered him and looking rather more like the colonel, his father. He had a stick with 

him and we chatted. 

     ‘I was going to say you haven’t changed but if I’d met you in the street, I wouldn’t have 

recognised you.’ 

     ‘Same here.’ 

     ‘But I can see exactly who you are now.’ 

     ‘You’ve changed a bit too.’ 

     ‘Do people still call you Charlie Fred?’ 

An engaging, humorous, lively and outspoken individual, as ever, Charles had married 

Lindsay, an ophthalmic nurse, and they have two grown-up children. According to one 

website, ‘Charles has wide-ranging field experience in more than 22 countries. English is his 

mother tongue, but he also speaks working Swahili, French and Tok Pisin.’ He has worked 

for over forty years as a professional entomologist and has become an expert on insects of 

all kinds and in particular tropical insects. He has an encyclopaedic knowledge of butterflies 

and moths. And indeed he later advised us very well on how to rid our house and garments 

of an infestation of clothes moths or ‘little blighters’, as he calls them. I pass it on to all our 

readers. The answer is pheromone traps. Eliminate the males. 

Charles and Lindsay now live in a house not far from Winchcombe and generously invited 

us to the house-warming lunch which was a grand reunion out of doors full of their friends 

and family. Now retired, Charles is one of the founders and trustees of the Swallowtail and 

Birdwing Butterfly Trust, he is a trustee of Nature in Art and he also runs a music 

programme on Radio Winchcombe called Backtrax. 

Meanwhile, at some point, Roger Brown had persuaded Manchester City Art Gallery to put 

on a show called ‘Wynford Dewhurst: Manchester’s Monet’. Roger’s superb retrospective 

exhibition devoted to Dewhurst’s paintings opened in December 2016.   He wrote a 

scholarly book to accompany this splendid gathering of paintings and photographs. 
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Afterwards, in Browns restaurant, he had 

booked a private room, where there was 

a reunion dinner for members of the 

family and we too were kindly invited to 

this luminous event. Some of the 

Dewhurst paintings were thus united 

with some of his descendants and, 

through art and Roger’s good offices, 

members of the family were reunited 

with the work of their eminent 

Impressionist forebear. And, through my 

casual remark to Roger, an old friendship 

has been renewed. 

Duncan Forbes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Wynford Dewhurst: Evening Shadows (1899)  
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Churchyard Monuments: Chest Tombs 

Introduction 

Strictly speaking chest tombs are not tombs, but monuments marking the grave of a named 

individual. It is difficult to ascertain the date of the earliest chest tomb, but its popularity 

began as a mere trickle during the first half of the 17th century (I know of only twenty 

listed chest tombs in the county dating from before the Civil War) but this increased 

thereafter and became a flood following the overthrow of the Stuart Dynasty. To add to 

the confusion a few are internal monuments which have been “thrown out” or were once 

stone altars; an example of the latter lies in the graveyard at Tewkesbury Abbey, complete 

with its own descriptive label.  

Great variation is found in their name and type, but 

they are not table tombs. These have legs, four or six, 

and many are located in the north-east of the country, 

shown is one at Bywell St Peter, Northumberland. 

Some sources refer to chest tombs as altar tombs, or 

even tomb chests, but to me altar tombs are located 

within a church, often with an effigy, and look similar to a stone altar. In this article I have 

presented a brief but informative description of what is a vast, and fascinating, subject. 

Chest tombs with a flat/table top 

The archetype chest tomb resembles a large empty 

rectangular stone box, with a very thick and equally 

large flat capping stone; somewhere an inscription, or 

several, were carved. I refer to this prototype as a 

chest tomb with a flat top, like that shown here at 

North Cerney, dated 1699. It’s amazing how these 

were created without knocking down the stone sides. 

From this basic type stonemasons ran riot, and made changes, sometimes subtle, which 

created a multitude of designs and types, some designs are given another name. I have listed 

six locations on the basic chest tomb where variations were made, and selected local 

examples, where possible. Gloucestershire, with its limestone and skilled craftsmen, has a 

wealth of beautiful monuments, many are listed and a few are grade one.  

1. Inscription panels 

Rectangular panels were given decorative borders, often with curved corners. Other shapes 

were used, mainly ovals but crosses and oblongs were also used, and such panels could be 

raised above the surrounding surface, or even lowered. Often a chest tomb had several 

panels, each giving a description (of different length and depth) informing the reader of the 

life of the deceased commemorated. Some panels were shaped like church windows, with a 

round top or a gentle pointed arch, whereas other panels resemble a scroll or a shield. 

2. An assortment of descriptive carvings 

A wide range of carvings were added, and all had a meaning, some are more obvious than 

others. An inexhaustible list would include various leaves, such as acanthus and palm, 

cherubs, crowns, an urn, scroll, open book, usually the Bible (often used on tombs of 
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clergymen) a pattern of ears of wheat (symbolising a long and fruitful life) a skull, sometimes 

with crossbones (which often denoted the end of a family line) an hourglass and a spade. 

Many a time the inscriptions, or other parts of the tomb, were decorated with swags and 

hanging drapery or a repeated pattern like egg and dart. 

3. Change the shape of the ends 

Lyre-ended chest tombs date almost from the start of 

monuments appearing in our churchyards. They reflect 

a revival of Greek, and Roman designs, later Egyptian 

designs influenced memorials, both inside and outside 

the church. The shape of the Greek harp is clearly 

visible on this 1728 example from Shurdington, which 

has carvings of two winged cherubs, roses and an 

hourglass at the bottom of its west end, and hanging 

drapery either side of a rectangular inscription panel 

on its long side. Such tombs occur frequently in the 

Cotswolds, and their ends present a prominent background for carvings.  

4. Change the corners 

To get away from the sharp right angle where the corners meet the 

designers created narrow vertical recessed panels or raised outlines of 

a baluster, like a pillar. This was developed into a proper carving 

which was flush with the sides (not protruding) and so showed only 

one quarter of a complete baluster. Some of these were fluted, they 

were carved with a series of grooves, and at Fairford one, shown 

here, is shaped as an Egyptian caryatid. 

5. Change the tops 

Masons moved away from a flat top and produced a shape resembling 

the roof of a building, later double layers were made and even more 

elaborate shapes, giving the appearance of a tent. Another local 

Cotswold speciality was a cylindrical shape appearing on top of a 

tomb, whether representing hay or linen no one is quite sure, but it creates a bale tomb; 

sometimes a pair of bales were made. Fairford has a late 17th century chest tomb with the 

carving of a stone coffin on top. 

6. Change the shape 

In less than a century designers made monuments which were taller than their length, and 

so the pedestal tomb was created. Some had stone spheres on top, giving the form of tea-

caddies, others became circular with imitation handles, usually three for the Trinity. 

Imagination ran rampant, and reflecting the Egyptian fascination of death the pyramid tomb 

was made. Prestbury has one, dating from 1781 and recently repaired, others may be found 

at Painswick and Staverton, and at several other county churchyards. 

Edward Wyatt 
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They rest in St Mary’s churchyard 

If you climb the Millennium steps from Mill Street on your right is a grave with a large cross 

and low railings. It is the grave of Captain Hugh Woollcombe-Boyce. 

Hugh was born on the 22nd March 1861 at The Priory, Cheltenham, the son of the Rev 

William Woollcombe-Boyce and Jane Vivian Woolcombe. He was baptised in Prestbury. He 

left the Royal Military College in 1881 and by the time of his death he had become a 

Captain in the 6th Dragoon Guards after serving with distinction in the Sudan. His address 

was given as Greenmount, Southam.  

His death however was not in military action but followed an incident at Sandown 

racecourse. It seems that he rode as a gentleman jockey with considerable success. On 

28th February 1890 he started in the first race at Sandown, the March Free Hunters 

Steeplechase, on a horse called Lady Ada. At the Coroner’s inquest it was stated by a 

witness that his horse suddenly pulled up after the second fence and that the rider fell on 

his right side and hit his head. Boyce got up and walked away saying that he was not much 

hurt and walked back to the stables. 

That evening he dined at the Army and Navy Club in London and then left for his lodgings. 

He seemed to be in much pain so a concerned person walked with him. Later that evening 

he was attended by a doctor, but died the following morning. 

The Coroner stated that he could not be certain that Captain Boyce had been kicked by a 

horse, but it seemed most likely. He could not be sure if it was his own horse or a 

following one. 

The Cheltenham Chronicle reported one of the largest congregations which had ever 

gathered at Prestbury Parish Church. From 10.00 in the morning large numbers were 

moving from Cheltenham in the direction of Prestbury, some driving and others walking. A 

detachment of the 6th Dragoon Guards formed a guard of honour at the side with the 

Captain’s favourite charger following. Eight carriages carried mourners to the church. 

Clearly there was a great deal of respect for this man. 

His parents are buried in a separate grave NE of his and there is a family memorial in the 

church. 

Tony Noel  

 

 

Quiz – can you speak ‘C of E’? 
  (see page 10) 

Answers 

1-b,   2-a,   3-a and b,   4-b,   5-c,   6-c 

 

  Parish Magazine of St Nicholas, Burnage. by permission 
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Book Review  

A Painted House  by John Grisham  (2001) 

 

1952. Arkansas deep in the cotton belt. Uncle Ricky is fighting in Korea as Pops and Pappy 

had done in The Wars of their generations. All could have escaped the fields through their 

local baseball team, which they follow religiously on the veranda radio every night during 

the season, but injury and cussed loyalty keep them tied to the annual cycle of the fertile 

river delta soil. Mam tends a productive garden and reluctantly shares the kitchen with 

Gran, but they both hold the family Baptist conscience, while the men worry about the 

weather and cotton price.  

Seven-year-old Luke is already steeped in the daily, weekly, seasonal routines around the 

simple wooden farmhouse, and surrounding fields which they own, but the greater part, and 

better land, is rented from the far-off city. During the week Luke takes pride of place on 

Pappy’s tractor, ploughing and sowing, but on Saturday the trailer takes them all (at 37 

miles an hour) to town for provisions and gossip, a film and popcorn for Luke, which he 

occasionally misses to watch the older boys have a dust up behind the Main Street shops. 

This year the weather has been perfect and the cotton boules are bulging. Extra help is 

needed from the Mexicans across the border, and the hill-folk, but many are better off so 

the available families are rough. The Spruills are hard workers and their daughter stirs 

unfamiliar feelings in Luke. There is a rival in the Mexican camp, but the worst part is the 

Spruill fire, built on his baseball pitching square! 

And so the picking season begins in the heat of fraying tempers and gathering storm clouds. 

Everyone has their own hopes for the season but where will they lie at the end of the 

league? 

John Grisham’s prose is relentless, compelling and deeply descriptive from minimal words. 

The knowledge of a child-witness is hard to share in an adult world. 

David Lyle 

 

 

Prestbury Parish Magazine 

Our way of life has had to change and some of the usual features of this magazine have also 

changed.  At the time this magazine would have gone to press our churches are closed to 

everyone and so it is not possible to produce the usual printed copies.  This is the first 

magazine to appear on the internet before being available in print. 

If you have a modern printer at home you could try printing this as an A5 booklet and 

sharing a printed copy with your family and neighbours. 

It is my intention we shall continue to prepare a magazine each month so please keep 

sending in your articles and news and pictures.  Our buildings may be closed but our people 

are still open.  Stay safe. 

Brian Wood  
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Race Week at St Nicolas 

Some people have in the past have suggested that car-parking at St Nic’s is just a group of 

folk in high-viz jackets beckoning drivers in and standing around much of the time.....Various 

people have in turn improved the process, with pre-booking now almost a pre-requisite, 

Jackie Moles, Peter Attwood, Tony Mason and our latest I.C. parking, Brian Frodsham. 

Since Race Week 2019 finished, Brian has been working to develop the on-line booking 

system, with a dedicated mobile number for any necessary contact, thus avoiding 

interruptions to Kate’s work in the office. Despite not having full use of the field this year, 

the new system worked really well. I must admit that I miss standing at the entrance to the 

car park, waiting for a Fiesta or Polo to fill the little space in the corner. (Yes it was a long 

time ago!) 

As for the refreshment side of the fundraising, when Margaret & Derek arrive on the 

Monday evening with their ‘over-spill’ fridge, we know things have begun. The tables and 

chairs are totally scrubbed clean, tablecloths found, sugar bowls tracked down and off we 

go. Margaret organises deliveries from a local baker, (our menu includes the ever-popular 

toasted teacakes). We welcome many regular punters each year, try to remember who has 

a ‘lucky mug’ for their coffee and although it can be quite frenetic at times, it is an enjoyable 

experience. 

So, Brian and Margaret, along with their teams of helpers: Thank you again for boosting the 

coffers, always with a smile. 

Janet Ford 
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Supporting Families with Substance Misuse 

In families where a child is involved in substance misuse 

parents can feel bewildered, isolated and ashamed. That’s 

why The Children’s Society has set up Family Support 

Groups for families and friends who are affected in this way.  

The groups are led by a professional facilitator and provide information and education on 

what addiction is and how it affects somebody physically, mentally and emotionally. The aim 

of the group is to empower the families living in these circumstances by giving them the 

tools to support a family member or to set rules that allow both user and family to have 

clearer objectives and an overview of a healthy new relationship. These groups have a 

seven-week programme covering modules that include: 

 Positive behaviour 

 Boundaries and consequences 

 Drug awareness education 

 Appropriate support of users 

 Addiction information 

 Coping and distraction techniques 

Parents have the opportunity to go on to the BRICK (Building Resilience in Community 

Knowledge) Group. This is a self-sustaining group for parents and carers run purely by 

volunteers from The Children’s Society. It provides a safe and confidential space for parents 

and carers to share concerns and discuss issues affecting them, and to find mutual support 

from others in the same unique position. Here are some quotes from parents who have 

attended the BRICK Group: 

‘A child’s drug use is so hard to deal with, especially as drugs is such a taboo subject and it 

isn’t something we would discuss with anybody … Coming to [the group] and meeting 

other parents with similar struggles has been fantastic. Although the children’s problems 

and issues might be all different we, as parents, still go through all the same emotions and 

feelings and everyday struggles.’ 

‘Through my own journey of recovery with my daughter, we encountered many problems 

and hiccups and I always felt supported by all members of the group…Simply put, I don’t 

think we would be where we are now without the support of …the group…thank you to 

all at The Children’s Society – you saved our family, and my health and sanity.’ 

‘BRICK is a group that brings together parents who are trying to understand addiction and 

continue to love and support their children through knowledge in a safe and non-

judgemental environment. We share our nightmare and know we are understood unlike 

many other friends or family who cannot understand how this can be happening.’ 

The Children’s Society runs a network of programmes across the country, this 

particular programme is based in Essex. The Children’s Society also campaigns 

on issues affecting children and young people as well as providing research and 

resources to people and organisations to inform their work with children and 

young people.  

Roseann Thompson   
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Forthcoming Events 
 

As you are probably aware due to the rapid spreading of the COVID-19 virus, the 

government has instructed all events where large numbers of people are gathered should 

be suspended and the Archbishops have decreed that all church services are to be 

suspended until further notice. 

Therefore it is with great sorrow that with effect from Wednesday 18th March 2020 we 

will not be able to conduct any services in our churches until the suspension is withdrawn, 

and from Tuesday 24 March our churches are closed to everyone. 

A ‘Bishop’s Instrument’ that postpones the date by which APCMs need to be held until the 

31st October 2020 has been issued. This year’s Archdeacons’ Visitation Services are now 

suspended. The Bishop’s instrument means that existing churchwardens will remain in place 

until new churchwardens are ‘sworn in’ in due course which could be January 2021.  

Following a successful live streaming of a service from St Nicolas at the usual time of 

9.30am on Sunday 22 March (see the front cover picture) it is expected many services will 

be streamed live from the homes of our clergy. If you have access to the internet, go to 

https://live.northchelt.org.uk This is one way for you all to keep in touch with your 

team churches.  Thank you to Matthew Wilson for making this possible. 

 

 

A prayer for all those affected by coronavirus 

Keep us, good Lord, under the shadow of your mercy. 

Sustain and support the anxious, 

be with those who care for the sick, 

and lift up all who are brought low; 

that we may find comfort 

knowing that nothing can separate us from your love 

in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

Amen. 

 

 

Pictures on the next page, clockwise from the top left: 

Adam Hunt and Matthew Wilson rehearsing the live streaming for Mothering Sunday;  

Matthew’s eye view of the rehearsal (Saturday March 21);  

Fr Robert streaming a service for the Annunciation (Wednesday March 25); 

Andy Macauly conducting Celebrate! (Sunday March 29); 

Fr Robert celebrating Passion Sunday (March 29); 

Fr Nick enjoying Evening Prayer from his garden (Thursday March 26); 

Fr Nick preaching live from St Nicolas on Mothering Sunday (March 22)  
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April 2020 Diary 

All our events have been suspended, postponed or cancelled because of the Corvid-19 

outbreak.  Our church buildings are closed to everyone.  Services are being streamed on 

the internet from the homes of our clergy.  You may find details of these on the 

team website – www.northchelt.org.uk 

 

 

 

April 2020 Calendar 

SUNDAY 5 PALM SUNDAY 

Monday 6 Monday of Holy Week 

Tuesday 7 Tuesday of Holy Week 

Wednesday 8 Wednesday of Holy Week 

Thursday 9 MAUNDY THURSDAY 

Friday 10 GOOD FRIDAY 

SUNDAY 12 EASTER DAY 

SUNDAY 19 2nd Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 26 3rd Sunday of Easter 

 

 

 

 

From the Registers 

Prestbury  

Funeral  

February 7 Doreen Holland Crematorium 

    

Swindon Village  

Baptisms  

February 26 Rosie Merryn Smith St Lawrence 
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“Come and see!” 

The next day John again was standing with two of his disciples, and as he watched Jesus walk by, 

he exclaimed, “Look, here is the Lamb of God!” The two disciples heard him say this, and they 

followed Jesus, When Jesus turned and saw them following, he said to them “What are you looking 

for?” They said to him, “Rabbi”, which translated means Teacher, “where are you staying?” He said 

to them, “Come and see.” They came and saw where he was staying, and they remained with him 

that day. It was about four o’clock in the afternoon… 

One of the two who heard John speak and followed him was Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother. 

John 1. 35 – 39 or 40, NRSV 

 

FTER THE SOLEMN beginning of St John’s gospel, this passage is in a 

different key. Here is a vivid human scene, in a particular place at a 

particular time. There is an atmosphere of hopeful beginnings, the start of 

something wonderful. All four gospels tell us how John the Baptist (not John the 

gospel writer) was preaching and baptising by the Jordan river, and how Jesus too was 

baptised there. In the other accounts we could suppose that it was just a day visit, but 

here we are shown a gathering where people stayed a few days at least;   a bit like 

Greenbelt?  

Another surprise; among the smaller group around the Baptist is someone we shall know 

later as one of the twelve, “Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother”. Simple fisherman as he was, 

Andrew must have thought deeply enough and cared enough to make the journey from 

Galilee to the Jordan, to listen and learn from the new prophet.  And when Andrew hears 

John, amazingly, identify a passing stranger as “the Lamb of God” he and his companion care 

enough to go after the stranger to find out more.  Perhaps it is not until they start to draw 

away from the main crowd that Jesus notices he is being followed and challenges them; they 

have not prepared anything to say, and come out with what seems like a random question, 

“Where are you staying?” Jesus looks beyond this awkward approach, there are no more 

questions or explanations, just the simple, open invitation, “Come and see.” 

What sort of place was it where Andrew and his friend spent that first afternoon with 

Jesus?  I used to imagine a natural spot, a shady nook in the rocks with a fresh spring nearby 

where a fit young man could camp for a few nights; or could it be that even in this wild spot 

there were a few scattered houses not too far away, where the country-people welcomed 

the rare chance of a lodger?  Whatever it was like, it was surely somewhere quiet where 

the little group could talk undisturbed. Certainly an afternoon they would never forget. 

In the coming weeks of Passiontide and Easter, we may sometimes feel out of our depth, 

struggling to assimilate the full meaning of what we hear.  Then we might do well, like 

Andrew, to let go of questions and just “Come and see”; return to wherever Jesus is most 

real for us, in the gospels, in prayer or in the eucharist.  Relax, and spend time there. 

Beryl Elliott 

If you can, read on a few verses after the Bible text quoted above, to see how Andrew’s brother 

Simon comes into the story.  

A 



 

 

Parish Directory continued 

Parish Magazine 
Editor: (vacancy)  contact 515941 

magazine@prestbury.net 

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson 224823 
advertising@prestbury.net 

St Mary’s C of E (VA) Schools 

Executive Head Teacher : Mr Matt Fletcher 
Junior School:  244387 

Infant School:  244054 

Hall Letting 
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane 239590 

prestbury.hall@prestbury.net 

St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane 244373 
stnicolas.hall@prestbury.net 

Parish Giving Scheme 
76 Kingsholm Road, 

Gloucester  GL1 3BD 0333 002 1260 
info@parishgiving.org.uk 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prestbury Parish Magazine is published on the last Sunday of the month. 

The deadline for copy is the Sunday 2 weeks before this. 

Copy may be sent in a clearly marked envelope to ‘Prestbury Parish Magazine’ 

2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN 

or by email to magazine@prestbury.net 

  

May Magazine Deadline:  19 April 2020 

Future Theme: May:   Keeping Busy 

 



 

 

BACK COVER ADVERT 

BACK 

COVER 

ADVERT 
                                      
 


