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Keeping in TOUCH 

EEPING IN TOUCH has become quite strange in our Covid-19 
world. Staying in contact with friends or work colleagues is not the 

same as it was. Both of those phrases invoke the sense of touch, and 
touching others, hugging or even shaking hands, is something we 

cannot do as we have to keep 2m apart (except under particular 

circumstances). The danger from Covid-19 has taken away one of the things 
that is so important to us as humans. Many people have been totally isolated 
over the past 3 months, living on their own, sometimes in flats with no garden, 

unable to go out, not even able to enjoy God’s beautiful creation. 

We remember from our Parish work that some people really enjoyed sharing the Peace at 

Communion, as this was perhaps the only time in the week that they touched, and were 

touched by, another person. 

Touch is so important to us as human beings and we all have missed being able to hug our 

family and friends, sometimes not even seeing them for a long time during this rather 

strange time. 

Howard and I have been shielding, (I was put on the extremely vulnerable list right at the 

beginning), so were not able to leave our house for over 12 weeks but luckily we have a 

garden and the weather has been incredibly kind to us. I have spent a lot of time in the 

garden and the results have been quite spectacular. My maiden name is Gardiner and both 

my grandfather and my father were gardeners so my God given family gift has been put to 

good use. I have been keeping in touch with nature and God’s beautiful world around us. 

This has been so important to me during this time. 

For many, technology and the internet have been so important; Zoom, Teams, and other 

video conferencing software have helped people to keep in touch. Not just families, but for 

people working from home, video conferencing has become the norm. Our grandson is 

now having lessons from his school, with his teachers and his class mates on Teams, which 

is great, as he is having contact with his teachers and can discuss things with them. He and 

his sister are having their music lessons by courtesy of Zoom. 

Thankfully, church services have been streamed so that we could all join together in 

collective worship. I personally have found this very helpful and a great joy being able to 

join other churches in their services. We have missed meeting you all face-to-face for 

worship, socialising, and fellowship.  

Not only do we need to keep in touch with others, we also need to keep in touch with 

God. The obvious way for this is through prayer. Even if we are isolating on our own we 

can do this. I find too that contact with God’s creation, being in it or just observing, keeps 

me closer to God. You may find this, or you may stay in touch with God through 

meditation or through music. We all have differing ways of being with God. But God is 

always there with us, holding us safe and being in touch. 

Stay safe, Take Care, Love and Blessings 

Rev’d Elizabeth 

  

K 
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NORAH FORBES  

(1919 – 1983) 

 

 

With my mother in about 1948 

 

One way of keeping in touch with people and the past is to write about them. But it is 

difficult to remember your own mother with any sense of detachment and so it is probably 

best not to attempt anything other than a subjective piece. I think of her as an all-rounder 

rather than anyone with exceptional talents. But she had remarkable stamina, resilience, 

initiative and application as well as a get-on-with-it mentality. A wartime graduate from 

Sheffield University, she was full of sayings and platitudes which I gleefully imitated. As she 

lingered over her beloved second cup of sugary tea she’d say: ‘I must count three and stir 

my stumps.’ Or in other circumstances, ‘You’re not the only pebble on the beach, chum’ or 

‘It’ll all end in tears’ and ‘You don’t meet your match till you rear it.’ There was also a 

maxim said to be from her Scottish background: ‘Cook tatties in butter and the juice will be 

good.’  

My mother was born in Bristol on 14 December 1919 and her given names were Norah 

Eleanor Wilson. She was a middle child and, in her own mind, there were various formative 

events in her younger life. In particular, her father Alec Wilson who was Secretary to the 

Distillers Company died unexpectedly young in 1934. Her widowed mother Florence née 

Mann was a doctor and so she went back to work to provide for her three children, Tom, 

Norah and Sandy. My mother was not yet twenty when the war broke out and it later took 

the life of her beloved younger brother, Sandy, aged 21 in Burma. 

In 1942 as a wartime bride, she married Dr Alec Forbes, an only child of a widowed 

mother who had been the boy next door in Talgarth Road. Initially, she had thought of him 
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as a rather snooty individual who wore a tasselled rugby cap and he saw her as a girl who 

played with a ball in the yard. The wedding photographs show the best man, Peter 

Truelove, already in uniform. 

 

 
 Laura Knight                      

The Art Deco Hoover factory in Perivale was soon manufacturing aircraft parts and Norah 

worked there in Personnel. A child of the Depression years and a young mother in the war 

and during subsequent rationing, she was always good at helping other people, seeing what 

needed to be done and getting on with it: cooking, knitting, sewing, mending, bottling fruit 

and feeding the chickens.  

For various reasons, although I wonder whether it was to compensate for the losses she 

and others had suffered, she said she wanted four children before she was thirty. This 

determination led her to produce Lesley (b. London 1943), me (b. Oxford 1947), Alison (b. 

Oxford 1949), Helen (b.1950 died of spina bifida) and Janet (b. Birmingham 1952). After 

that, she was told by the specialist: ‘No more children, Norah.’     

In the way of those times, she followed my consultant father’s fortunes and supported his 

career. He applied for consultancies in Bath, Reading and Plymouth and that was her order 

of preference but Plymouth offered him the job. Later, she even trained as a secretary in 

typing and shorthand when they realised that her work and earnings could be offset against 

tax. As she said of the secretarial college, ‘The young things there are half my age.’ 

Unsurprisingly, as a child, I mostly remember her undertaking domestic routines. She 

whipped off her apron, when she went to answer the front door to patients because my 

father had a consulting room behind net curtains at the front of the house called Bryntirion 

(Happy Mountain) in Plymouth.  She knelt on her blue foam rubber kneeler as she weeded 

the garden flowerbeds assiduously. She used the new Kenwood mixer until it smelt hot to 
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make mayonnaise with the egg yolks and meringues with the whites. She held on tight to 

the forceful Bendix washing machine as the drum spun round inside, while the machine 

wandered giddily over the lino on the kitchen floor.  

She made fruit cakes rich in raisins, nuts and cherries and flapjacks of high nutritious value 

for elevenses. There were also chocolate cornflake cakes for tea made from a recipe on the 

back of the Kellogg’s packet. Meals were often derived from the Gas Radiation Cookbook 

and via the Esse stove. Above the oven, there was a large wooden rack on which newly-

washed clothes could be dried when it was raining outside.  

In looking after her four children, she was helped by a sequence of admirable Swiss au pair 

girls who added an exotically continental flavour to our lives in Plymouth: Heidi, Ursula, 

Marianne, Rita, Elizabeth with their letters from Helvetia and their calendar images of snow-

capped Alps. Each of them stayed with us for a year.  

Above all, I remember how many people benefited from my mother’s sympathetic kindness, 

generosity and consideration. She was modest and self-deprecating about her abilities but 

she was extremely tenacious and hard-working in all she undertook. Above all, she had a 

ready sense of humour and could see the funny side of things. Later when we were away at 

school, she wrote to each of us every week and was proud of our achievements in 

whatever form they came. She had high expectations of us and set herself clear standards of 

behaviour which she expected us to follow. 

Her pale complexion made her susceptible to the heat and I remember her repeating the 

word ‘wilt’ as if she were a piece of lettuce when we went camping en famille in the South 

of France one August. She claimed to be moderate at sports but as a Paulina she had played 

cricket and hockey in school teams. She admired Wally Hammond and Patsy Hendren as 

players. One of her own admirers (Major Bartleet) claimed that she had ‘spun gold hair’ but 

I couldn’t see it myself and she developed what was to me an inexplicable liking for the 

original Dr Finlay in the Casebook on BBC TV.  

She was a great supplier of treats and could be generous to a fault. As a strong believer in 

families and a nurturer of children, she was devoted to her grandchildren for whom she 

bought comics and surprise presents. Her favourite colour was turquoise and she herself 

loved Meltis New Berry fruits until the sugars tingled her teeth. She enjoyed flowers but 

possibly freesias above all.  One special taste of hers was for cream which she loved and we 

were well placed to buy Devonshire clotted cream. Later in life, she allowed herself to 

indulge in its minor luxuries more. She liked going to Glyndebourne and she appreciated 

the increasing prosperity which her husband’s work brought them both. She was not 

greatly interested in clothes or her appearance (‘I must go upstairs and powder my snout’) 

but it was in her wardrobe smelling of shoes and multi-coloured dresses that she hid our 

Christmas presents.   

Later, when Mrs Thatcher emerged as Prime Minister in 1979, I remember thinking that it 

was a bit like having the country led or rather bossed about by my mother but I was wrong. 

Though they were perhaps of an era and both were science graduates, they were very 

different in outlook, attitude and character. If she disagreed with you, my mother had been 

brought up to say, ‘Do you think so?’ And if she had any politics, they tended to 

convention, fair-mindedness, pacifism and nuclear disarmament. She was a worrier far more 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  July 2020 
 

~ 5 ~ 

than a warrior and I remember increasingly those characteristic lines which anxieties had 

imposed on her forehead.   

Latterly, her health which was never strong deteriorated and she was even described by 

her doctor husband as a ‘whited sepulchre’. Since the 1950s she was surviving on one 

kidney and sometime during the 1960s she suffered what she thought was a minor stroke. I 

suspect now that it might have been a transient ischemic attack. Eventually, living in Bristol 

again, she went on dialysis although she hated and regretted it. She died in the summer of 

1983 and on the certificate the cause of death was given as polycystic kidney. 

 

Norah and Alec Forbes in Bristol about 1982 

She died far too young aged 63 and tributes from all those she had helped and befriended 

came pouring in. I adored her and she adored me.  I know that now and knew it then.  She 

had a huge capacity for loving those around her and for being generously and lovingly kind 

to others.  Although she liked genuine compliments, she disdained flattery and she did not 

seek fame, mere status or celebrity but in an old-fashioned way did her best by others or 

tried to.  Once when I asked her what her achievements were, she said that she had 

brought up four children and at the time I thought she was avoiding the question but I now 

realise that she meant it.  We were indeed her achievements and she wanted to be proud 

of us.   

 Duncan Forbes 

 

 

This article is intended in some ways as a companion piece to that on Duncan’s father which 
was published in the September 2019 issue of this magazine. 

  

http://www.prestbury.net/magazine/201909/201909.pdf
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The one with the big window 

Many people working together make it possible for us to keep worshipping together under 

Covid restrictions. I am grateful to them all, including whoever took the photographs and 

made the montage of our five churches which greets us before each streamed service.  

But the picture of St Nicolas always takes me by surprise. It isn’t what I expect. True, that 

is the view you get as you approach through the car park. And yes, when casual strollers 

cut through the car park on their morning walk while a service is going on, they benefit 

from a good view of a full and active congregation. Not to mention the lantern-like beauty 

of light streaming out when there is an evening event during the winter months. But I think 

the windows are really there for the people inside. Worshipping at St Nicolas, it is 

impossible to forget the world for which God cares, and for which we pray. Looking 

through the window in our photograph, on the north side of the building, there is a view of 

trees, sky and birds, reminding us of the natural world, (I particularly remember a winter 

when a snow-covered oak filled the view). The other big window, on the south side, has a 

view of houses, reminding those within of neighbours, town and society. 

When I think of seeing St Nicolas from the outside, from the neighbouring streets or even 

from a passing car, it is the top of the building that comes to mind. The roof makes a 

pyramid, crowned by an old bell in a simple stainless steel cage. This bell used to hang in the 

11th century tower at Lassington, all that survives now of the church of St Oswald; it now 

has a new and useful life with us in Prestbury, and its Sunday morning call is familiar in the 

streets round about; when it was out of action for a while in the past it was even missed by 

some who don’t come to church. And at the top of the cage is the cross, small but bright, 

catching the light even on cloudy days. It advertises the presence of a working church in this 

part of the parish, and is a beacon of reassurance to us who miss being able to go inside. 

Dear reader, if you are the photographer, please don’t think you need to change the shot. If 

it made me think, it must be good. And if you live the other end of the parish and don’t 

know the building, look forward to the time when you can have a look for yourself. 

Beryl Elliott  

 

 

Something that amused the editor 

A detail from the cover picture;  some chicks;  the editor’s granddaughter   
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They rest in St Mary’s Churchyard 

According to the Parish register Eliza Jane Kent was buried in St Mary’s on the 

12 November 1881 by the Revd John de La Bere. It was a sad story. She was only 15 years 

old and had lived at Shaw Green. At home, whilst looking after her younger sister, Eliza told 

a neighbour Ellen Pockett, that she was about to trim a Benzoline lamp. She was warned to 

be careful and not to wipe her hands on her dress. A few minutes later Ellen heard a cry for 

help and found Eliza in the doorway with her clothes on fire. With the assistance of Joseph 

Cole who had heard the cries they threw water over Eliza and rolled her in a sack to put 

out the flames. They removed her clothes and ordered a cab to take her to the General 

Hospital where sadly she died on the following day. 

Eliza’s young sister Sarah Anne Kent, told the inquest that her sister had adjusted the wick 

of the lamp and then sat on the fender of the fire. She thought that a stick had fallen from 

the fire and set Eliza’s dress alight. The Hospital Surgeon, Henry Ewbank, said that Eliza was 

brought to the hospital with extensive burns but that he was unable to detect any smell of 

Benzoline. The Jury’s verdict was accidental death. 

In spite of the help of Lillian Brockman’s thorough research, I have been unable to find 

Eliza’s grave. 

Tony Noel 

Prestbury Local History Society 

 

 

 

Prestbury Local History Society 

With the current restrictions the society is unable to hold its usual presentations in the WI 

Hall. Our publications are still available. 

  Prestbury: A walk through time: Roger Beacham £2.00 

  The Prestbury Post: Tony Noel £3.00 

  Prestbury Past and Present Volume 1: Michael Cole  £10.00 

  Prestbury past and Present Volume 2: Norman Baker £10.00 

  The Court Rolls of the Manor of Prestbury 1726-1871: 

     Norman Baker & Michelle Rees       £15.00 

If you are interested in any of these please contact Alan Milne  

 01242 521930  aj07mail-prestbury @ yahoo.co.uk    

We hope it will be safe to resume in the Autumn. 

Tony Noel  

01242 244553 
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Internal Monuments: Floor-Standing and Wall-Mounted 

 

During the Reformation many carvings, such as saints, were deemed alien and desecrated. 

In order to escape the wrath of iconoclastic destroyers new designs, either floor-standing 

or wall-mounted, were created that moved away from earlier structures which oozed the 

power of Rome. The loss of almost all of the many wall-paintings, in both the Reformation 

and the Commonwealth, left plenty of bare spaces to be filled during the coming centuries. 

The new design of such monuments was based on the architecture of ancient Greece and 

Rome, and is called Renaissance, or Classical, which evolved into the Baroque. Initially in 

these new designs figures were still recumbent but framed under a coffered arch, that is an 

arch with a series of indented panels in its ceiling, or a flat ceiling supported by classical 

columns, either Greek or Roman. Greek column design are Doric (the simplest), Ionic and 

Corinthian (least used), and their Roman equivalent of Tuscan and Composite. Some of 

these monuments became very tall, and the majority were to the memory of one person. 

Later the deceased was shown lying on a side, with the head or body raised, supported by a 

hand or an elbow. Soon the entire family was shown; a popular format has the couple 

kneeling across a reading desk, hands in prayer position, with representations of their 

children below. Usually men are portrayed in a full suit of armour, and at the top of such 

memorials was shown their Achievements; the Coat of Arms, shield, helm, mantling and 

crest, and women were shown wearing a black or dark skirt and upper garment. Some men 

are dressed in lawyer’s clothes; in the cathedral is the effigy of Godfrey Goldsborough, 

bishop of Gloucester, wearing the robes of a Church of England bishop. Usually 

representations of the sons all looked the same, and likewise for the daughters. Children 

were placed in a line, kneeling; boys below their father and girls under their mother. 

Symbols of death; wreaths, skulls, and hourglass, for example, continued to be used.  

Many reading this will have 

seen the memorial in the 

cathedral to Alderman John 

Machen, died 1614, and his 

wife Christian. They are 

kneeling below round arches 

and before a reading desk on 

which lie two books, possibly 

a Bible for each spouse. The 

couple had seven sons and 

six daughters, smaller 

versions indicate a child 

death; three sons died young, 

although they are not clearly 

shown and incorrectly 

appear as a pair, and two 

daughters.  
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The wall, or mural, monument became popular, sometimes with 

half-length figures, demi-figures. Again the couple were shown facing 

each other, hands held in prayer over a reading desk, their children 

below. During the seventeenth and eighteenth century the Baroque 

style appeared. This made the elements of the Renaissance period 

grander and produced a livelier appearance with movement. In 

many ways a wall monument is a miniature of the larger edifice, and 

endeavours to pack almost as much information and as many figures, 

albeit on a smaller scale, as on that.  

Perhaps their popularity limited their size, but the walls of many 

churches began to show simpler formats, such as the cartouche, 

shown here right, with the Arms at the top. This example has an 

inscription to the deceased wife in an oval with a scrolled border; it 

seems likely that the empty lower half was planned to include the 

husband following his death later.  

 

Allegorical figures became popular for a brief period, for example, the three Christian 

virtues of Faith, Hope and Charity, the four cardinal virtues of Prudence (often holding a 

mirror and squeezing a serpent) Courage, Temperance and Justice (the latter traditionally 

holding scales and a sword) and other examples of desirable qualities, such as Fame, 

Victory, Hope and Time.  

Deriving from the Baroque came the monument with an 

obelisk, or with a two-dimensional pyramid, very popular in 

memorials of the latter half of the eighteenth century. Shown is 

one of the monuments found at Sherborne; it is to Sir John 

Dutton, who died in 1749 and he leans on a Greek urn; how 

embarrassing that someone, possibly the sculptor, made an 

error! 

As the eighteenth century concluded so large free standing 

monuments, such as that to Sir John Dutton, became smaller, 

and eventually were phased out.  

Whether Prestbury church ever held Classical floor or wall 

monuments is unknown, but any church which has such a 

feature has a creation of distinction, albeit one which frequently 

takes up much space. Throughout the nineteenth century the 

walls of numerous churches were filled with smaller and simpler 

plaques, often mounted on black and usually in rectangular slate, 

with many words describing the life of the deceased.  

 

Have you ever studied the wall plaques and memorials inside St Mary’s church? 

Edward Wyatt 

  

3 
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Book Review:  

THE SEVEN SISTERS 

by Lucinda Riley 

 

This and the other 6 books in the Seven Sisters series, based on the legends of the Seven 

Sisters star constellation Pleiades, celebrates the achievements of women making their 

contribution against the backdrop of oppression in different guises. The series take readers 

around the world from Scotland to Australia, Norway to Spain, America to the plains of 

Africa, Thailand to the Lakelands of England. 

This book is an emotive insight into the struggles of women in the early 20th Century 

where choice and freedom were suppressed by social status and expectation. It gently yet 

powerfully celebrates feminism in the form of tenacity and courage, of bravery and integrity. 

Maia is the eldest and first of the seven D’Apliese sisters to embark on a quest to discover 

more about her birth origins and ancestry. All of the separately adopted sisters are given 

clues by means of geographical coordinates and a personal letter from their father Pa Salt, 

when they meet at their childhood home ‘Atlantis’ on Lake Geneva following the 

announcement of his death. 

Maia’s journey takes her on a trans-Atlantic adventure to Brazil where she discovers her 

story of heritage begins in the colourful vibrancy of 1920s Rio de Janeiro where an upper 

class young lady, Izabela is being primed for marriage into aristocracy, despite her passion 

to travel, explore and create. The story takes readers back to Europe where Izabela is given 

the opportunity to travel with the family of statue designer Silva Costa before she marries. 

Her experience in Paris opens her eyes and heart to life beyond Rio and her dreams further 

from her betrothed back in Brazil as she is immersed into the bohemian side of Parisian life 

and swept away by an ambitious young sculpture with whom she falls in love. This tale of 

love and loss, of sacrifice and giving is beautiful storytelling by Lucinda Riley. 

There are beautiful historic subplots weaved through the book including the incredible 

story behind the design, making and epic assembly of Christ the Redeemer Statue and its 

significant position towering above Rio on Corcovado mountain. 

As with all 7 sister books, the stories layered and woven around individual secrets the ever-

increasing mystery of Pa Salt‘s death unfolds, providing more questions than answers. For 

anyone wanting gripping fiction embedded in cultural history this is storytelling at its best! 

Rosalind Waters 
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Revd Tom Cook 

Revd Tom Cook, who is a Curate in West Cheltenham 

Benefice having been ordained Deacon last summer 2019, is 

joining the North Cheltenham Team for three months from 

the 1st June. During his placement we hope Tom will get to 

know us in person, in time, as well as ‘virtually’ and we look 

forward to having him with us. Tom is married to Debbie 

and they have two young boys. You can see Tom’s 

introductory video on the YouTube channel of the North 

Cheltenham Team Ministry (dated 31st May 2020). 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ka5ce_aAynk 

Fr Nick        
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July 2020 Diary 

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

outbreak.  Our church buildings are open for stewarded private prayer at set times (see 

northchelt.org.uk for times) and closed at all other times to everyone except the clergy.  

Services are being streamed on the internet by our clergy.  You may find details of these on 

the team web page – live.northchelt.org.uk     

At the time of preparing this magazine there is no firm news of our churches opening for 

public worship. Go to  www.northchelt.org.uk  for the latest news. 

 

 

 

July 2020 Calendar 

SUNDAY   5 4th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 12 5th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 19 6th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 26 St Mary Magdalene 

 

 

 

 

From the Registers 

Prestbury  

  Funerals 

 

 

  May 1  Diane French Crematorium 

 

4  Charles France Crematorium 

 

18  Brenda Watson Crematorium 

  

 

  Swindon Village  

  Funerals 

 

 

  May 21  Peter Piff Crematorium 

 

22  Rosemary Spray Graveside 

  

 

   

https://live.northchelt.org.uk/
http://www.northchelt.org.uk/
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 Feeding the 5000 
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A Psalm for Lockdown 

Restore us again, O God our saviour, and let you anger cease from us. 

O God, will you not give us life again, that your people may rejoice in you? 

I will listen to what the Lord will say,  

for he shall speak peace to his people and to the faithful, that they turn not again 

to folly. 

The Lord will indeed give all that is good, and our land will yield its increase. 

Psalm 85, verses 4,6,8,12, Common Lectionary 

 

HE VOICES OF THE PSALMS, their unrestrained complaint, longing, and praise, 
are more than ever welcome in the dark days of the Coronavirus. Sometimes 

our efforts at prayer can be restricted by a feeling that as Christians we should 
be always joyful, that doubt and sadness are a betrayal of our calling. The psalms 

reassure us that lamentation, “telling it like it is” is also an acceptable part of prayer.  

There is no explanation of the nature of the adversity that called forth such passionate 

pleading. It could have been some natural disaster; ancient societies lived close to the land, 

and if drought or blight destroyed the harvests there was little margin between them and 

starvation. Even worse was oppression and the fear of war; the little state of Israel was 

always vulnerable to attack by one of its more powerful neighbours. The danger today is 

different, a tiny virus that damages industry and commerce as well as human lives. 

Whatever the danger, now as then there is an immediate threat to individuals and to 

society, to our lives, and to the lives of those we love. It is the same uncertainty, and the 

same fear. 

What about the reference to past folly in verse 8?  It is as well to be cautious about the 

natural tendency to look for a reason, for someone to blame, and there will be plenty of 

rival theories. All the same, with so much of our usual activity gone, there is a fresh 

awareness of the natural world and the pressures we have put on it. Can we do better, for 

the planet and for ourselves? 

Now we are entering a time of “partial easing” and we might expect to feel happier. But 

pubs and cafes where the staff wear masks, offices with half the desks unoccupied, churches 

where we may soon be allowed to enter in isolated ones and twos are far from the life we 

had, and long to have again.  We want to be part of a happy crowd at a football match, a 

concert, in a packed church.  

The phrase that started my train of thought this month was the beginning of verse 6, “Will 

you not give us life again?”, and that is the reason I chose the translation in our Common 

Worship lectionary, where many other versions say more tamely, “will you not revive us 

again?”  It reminds me of the gospel promise in John 10.10, “I have come so that they may 

have life, and have it more abundantly.” 

The life Jesus promises is based on much more than material well-being. But the gospels 

show its outworking in everyday physical life, full of meeting, companionship, touching. Our 

instinct to reject anything less is a right one. The time of renewed life is not yet, but it will 

come. 

Beryl Elliott   
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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 usually published on the last Sunday of the month. 

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

Because we are not printing at present the magazine first appears on the website  

by the last day of the preceding month and the deadline is more relaxed. 

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 

 

 July Magazine Deadline:  12 July 2020 

Future Theme: August:    Looking Forward 
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