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Trinity is imaged in our humanity  
HIS MONTH MARKS the 

celebration of both Trinity 

Sunday and Corpus Christi. 

Corpus Christi is translated from the 

Latin meaning ‘Body of Christ’. Both 

Trinity Sunday and Corpus Christi are 

celebrated within the same week. 

Perhaps it should come as no real 

surprise that they share time 

together, naturally alongside 

Pentecost too. Corpus Christi is one 

of the last celebrations to be included 

in modern liturgy. As such, some have 

queried its inclusion and celebration. 

The question has been asked, how 

does it differ from Maundy Thursday 

where time has already been devoted 

to the narrative of the Last Supper? 

Though similar, the argument follows that Corpus Christi has the opportunity 

to be a stand-alone celebration of thanksgiving for the Eucharist without the 

distractions of foot-washing, altar stripping and the traditional watch till 

midnight. But how might this celebration tie in with Trinity Sunday? 

Among many explanations and definitions pertaining to the Trinity, it can be said that the 

Trinity is imaged in our humanity. That is to say, almost a mirror image of our own dynamic 

human relationships. If we are made in the image of God, then what we say about God will 

factor in what we say about ourselves and vice versa. Perhaps this meal with God, then, 

doesn’t sound such a strange occurrence after all. The last supper expounds upon the 

meaning of sharing: sharing in food, in experience, in life and interaction. The last supper 

embraces all of this and more in a simple and yet profound act of solidarity. 

We rightly celebrate the revelation of the Trinity in as much as it displays itself most fully in 

that very first Eucharistic meal all those centuries ago in an upper room in Jerusalem. In 

what was most likely a humble abode, Jesus revealed himself in the breaking of the bread; 

by that act he pointed to a new promise which would be made in his blood. We encounter 

our human nature, our interdependence and individuality, but we also experience all of this 

with a God who, though at the heart of the meal, in humility takes bread, breaks it and asks 

us to distribute it amongst ourselves. Bread broken by God’s hands, held by our own and 

consumed by our own mouths, we know that his spirit remains. But perhaps most 

important, is that by this we know that we remain in Him, and He in us: He has given us of 

His Spirit. 

Revd George  

T 
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A Life in Sport  

As hard as I try I cannot remember a time when sport was 

not an important part of my life and I cannot imagine my life 

without sport. As a family we were always playing some type 

of bat and ball game, cricket, tennis, badminton, often with 

makeshift equipment. My earliest memories are of cricket, 

almost every weekend in the summer, we would go for day 

long picnics at Cranham Woods or Rodborough Common 

and there was always a game of cricket!  

Growing up in the 1950s and 1960s we were lucky to have some type of physical activity 

most days at school. I was introduced to athletics, rounders and hockey. The latter was to 

play a significant part of my life in later years. All sports clubs were run during the 

lunchtime or after school at no costs to our parents. I was shy, quiet and a bit of a day 

dreamer, but I came alive when in the gym or on the sports field and playing in the school 

teams helped build some confidence.  

At 11 I went to Pates Grammar School for girls in Albert Road (now Pittville School) and 

enjoyed more sports:  netball, volley ball, trampolining, and tennis, along with the ones I had 

already discovered. I found the academic side of Pates quite difficult at first, so sport was 

my solace and enabled me to earn lots of house points which I couldn’t earn in the 

classroom! Hockey soon became my main sport and I played at School, Club, County and 

Regional level. It seemed so exciting as a young teenager to travel to other counties and 

regions just to play hockey - especially the weekend in Blackpool without my parents! 

Moving up to Senior level we had the West Counties Tournament held over New Year in 

Weston. As a squad we stayed at the Dauncey Hotel where the Team Managers made sure 

we were in bed by 10 - not much fun over New Year, but we used to sneak down to the 

bar after the managers had gone to bed!  

Despite struggling initially with the academic side of Pates, I eventually managed to get 

Good A level results and went to Birmingham University to study History and Physical 

Education (now known as Sports Science). At the time it was the only university in England 

to offer Physical Education at degree level. As well as all the academic studies, we all had to 

do gymnastics, athletics and dance (I’m not sure the 15 stone, 6’4” Moseley Rugby Prop 

was too impressed with the dance!) We were given the opportunity to take up a new sport 

and had to keep a 2-year diary of our development in another discipline. Surprisingly I 

didn’t choose hockey but trampolining and we luckily had the GB coach teaching us!  

A compulsory part of the course involved ‘Outdoor Activities’ during the summer based at 

Coniston Water in the Lake District. Here we undertook fell walking, rock climbing, 

abseiling, orienteering, sailing and canoeing. On arrival we had to pitch tents and dig latrines 

- at 19 this was not my idea of a summer holiday! It rained most of the week and because 

there were no facilities we had to go to the pub every night to use their washrooms! 

Before taking part in the activities we had to pass a swimming test, where we were taken 

out in a boat onto Coniston Lake, pitched into the water and then had to swim to shore 

dragging a canoe. Doesn’t sound too difficult but at 7pm the water was so cold it made 

breathing difficult and in my case being extremely short sighted I couldn’t see the shore and 

ended up swimming further into the lake! Needless to say I failed, but was given another 

Helping Grandad field on 

Rodborough Common 1956 
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chance the next day and my friends all stood on the shore waving their brightly coloured 

cagoules shouting, ‘This way!’ I passed! Water Sports were not my forte, though I did 

become very proficient in capsize drill, as we managed to capsize the dinghy numerous 

times. My friend and I also managed to virtually demolish the canoe slalom course when 

losing control of our dinghy!  

With fell walking my sense of direction was found to be wanting, and based on our 

performance during expeditions, we were given ‘odds’ for betting on the orienteering race. 

I was given 100-1 but came a credible third - I suspect climbing a tree at one stage to see 

which way to go and where everyone else was going helped!  

Playing hockey for Birmingham University and English Universities gave me more 

opportunities to travel around England and I had my first visits to Scotland and Wales.  

After University I entered the Civil Service but in 1979 had a dramatic change of career 

becoming a Student Nurse. Despite the long hours and lots of weekend working, and 

having two children, I played hockey whenever I could.  

I was thinking of retiring when England Lady Masters Hockey Squads were created and at 

last I got to represent my Country. I have played in Wales, Scotland, Ireland, Guernsey, 

Belgium, Holland, Canada, Australia and New Zealand. Last year’s World Cup in South 

Africa was cancelled because of Covid 19 and has been re scheduled for 2022. I just hope I 

can stay fit for that long!  

Sport has been a huge part of my life and led me to do things I would never normally have 

considered, like backpacking from Calgary to Vancouver through the Rocky Mountains at 

the age of 65, before playing against Canada!  

With sport it’s great to win, to get medals and cups but more important has been the 

camaraderie, team spirit and friendships - friendships that have lasted a lifetime. It maintains 

physical wellbeing, but also helps with mental health and I certainly feel taking part in sport 

has helped me cope in times of difficulty such as losing my lovely sister and more recently 

both parents. Without sport the recent lockdowns would have been much harder and I 

realise just how lucky I have been to experience so may sports and remained fit.  

Lorna Dymock 

   

Sharing a jug of beer with some 

of the Australian team 2014 

Exhausted in the heat of 

Canberra after beating 

New Zealand 2016 

With the Commonwealth Baton 

in Glasgow 
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Book Review  

Sister by Rosamund Lupton 

So, lockdown happened and with it the opportunity to get all those jobs done that we 

would never normally have time for. And also being given the gift of time for guilt-free 

reading. Ebay was a good source for second hand books when we couldn’t get out to the 

shops and it is not such a gamble when trying a new author.  One of such books I gambled 

on is Sister by Rosamund Lupton.  

This was a debut novel and psychological 

thriller from a London based scriptwriter 

and it is an absorbing and accomplished 

read. The premise is that Beatrice’s sister 

Tess has gone missing and the book is 

formed by a one sided conversation and 

remembrances from Beatrice. The prose is 

well measured and you are never spoon fed 

plot devices. The time line jumps around 

sometimes and events are articulated as 

mere passing comments and you are left to 

fill in details with your imagination. Slowly 

the reason for this becomes clearer. These 

are tangled memories and their extraction 

and observation serve a purpose to build an 

overriding arc.  The pace is maintained the 

whole way through but with a subtle 

building of suspense. Beatrice attempts to 

forensically examine her sister’s past and 

present in order to try to find possible 

clues as to her location. There are many 

strands to the story and although it could 

have been another formulaic crime novel, it 

rises above this completely. There is such 

poignancy and emotion in each new 

discovery and admission and slowly a picture is built up of Tess and her life. There is no 

sense of foreboding initially but this slowly builds. One review summed it up well; it ‘exists 

in that rare place where crime fiction and literature coincide’ and this I think is a strong 

appeal. It is so well written that you may forget you are reading a book. That is a measure 

of success in my mind. Where you are so absorbed that you process each new event as if 

you are there and you do not want to put the book down and it stays with you until you 

are next able to pick it up. The book is not a cheerful romp though. It is haunting and the 

ending is a genuine twist if you have not realised what is happening by then. Having been on 

this journey with Beatrice the main emotion felt is sadness that the book has finally ended - 

another measure of a jolly good read.  

Claire Bromfield  
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Sport....  

Sport is a very wide meaning word and encompasses a huge range of interests. I suppose 

perhaps tiddly-winks could be classed as such. 

Anybody of a certain age has to rely on memories and their own tastes and experiences 

and also opinions when it comes to going on about sport. I would think most people who 

attend or attended School were introduced to the subject of sport. Some of us lapped it up, 

others loathed it, nay hated the very thought.  

I was influenced very much by the type of game which ruled at our school, which in my case 

was Cricket in the summer and Rugby at other times. We lived in a part of the country 

where Rugby was viewed as the game to enjoy. I don’t believe ‘enjoy’ is quite the 

appropriate word. At some point a boy arrived in our school whose family had moved from 

Cornwall. He was full of praise for the fortunes and achievements won by his former 

County in the world of Rugby and later on I had to agree when I had grown up a bit! 

I have two memories to recount of my visitation into the world of sport. I was a tall skinny 

lad and that soon attracted the attention of one ‘Tom’ Pearce who was one of the team of 

Sports masters. Unfortunately he was quite deaf, he had spent two years sat up front in a 

Lancaster Bomber suffering the bellowing noise from four Rolls-Royce Merlin Engines. We 

had to shout to communicate and he shouted back when we were not doing the business in 

the Scrum. That is where I was. I was not much cop where weight was called for stuck at 

the back and being pounced on by the opposition Scrum Half or whoever.  

I have recalled in previous stories that I had my day of glory one miserable wet drizzly day. I 

was summoned to the authorities to be told I was in the team as a reserve player for the 

Seconds. We were due to play a team from the south named Marling School. Little did I 

know that in later life I would be moved to the same area to earn a living. It was a 

thoroughly miserable day. It rained all day and what’s more depressing: I never got to play. 

Moving on to Cricket, I experienced a moment of spectacular glory, well I thought so. Our 

County Cricket team were due to play the Tourists, in this case, the Australians. They, I believe, 

were looked on as THE team to watch and beat. A select number of boys from our school were 

chosen to spend an afternoon going to watch the Tourists. Wow, what a gift! Naturally our 

team were well and truly hammered. The team names I recall (showing my vintage) Ray Lindwall, 

Keith Miller, Lindsay Hasset, yes and, of course, the “Master” Don Bradman.  

At ‘Tea’, a raffle was held. The first and only prize was a Cricket Bat which was 

autographed by both competing teams. All the tickets were put in a bucket and held aloft; 

the Don was invited to step forward and pull out the winning ticket. No, I didn’t win but 

wait...... We were invited to go out on the ground and get a close up view of Bradman as he 

did the business. There was a stampede towards the assembled company. I was one of the 

front runners and actually was pushed by those following behind me into the rear quarters 

of you know who. He said something to me but I did not catch what words were uttered. 

Yes... indeed the great man actually engaged me in a brief conversation. As a teen I was 

almost as tall as THE man.  

Many years later I was very fortunate to visit the Bradman Museum at Bowral, south of 

Sydney, and indeed visited the Bungalow where he lived. 

Nigel Woodcock  
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EMIL AND THE MEDALS 

 
 

‘After all those dark days of the war, the bombing, the killing, the starvation, the revival of 

the Olympics was as if the sun had come out....I went into the Olympic Village and suddenly 

there were no more frontiers, no more barriers. Just the people meeting together. It was 

wonderfully warm. Men and women who had just lost five years of life were back again.’ 

Emil Zátopek on the 1948 London Olympics. 

 

The story of Emil Zátopek is one of the most remarkable in athletics and indeed in all sport. 

World-famous distance runners don’t simply come out of nowhere; they tend to have 

form. But what Zátopek had perhaps more than most was indomitable willpower. In 

training he was merciless to himself and he ran races in an anguished style as if he were 

making a superhuman effort. He won the 10,000m race in the London Olympics and just 

came second in the 5,000m. (See the contemporary film footage now on YouTube.) The 

New York Herald Tribune described him ‘bobbing, weaving, staggering, gyrating, clutching 

his torso ... he ran like a man with a noose around his neck. He seemed on the verge of 

strangulation.’ When asked about his tortured expression during races, Emil Zátopek said, 

‘It is not gymnastics or ice skating you know.’ Larry Snyder, Ohio State track coach, 

commented on Zátopek’s contorted style of running: ‘He does everything wrong but win.’  

As a result of his brutal self-imposed training regimes, he emerged from post-war 

Czechoslovakia as a brilliant runner at both 5,000 and 10,000 metres. Not as naturally fast 

over 1500 metres as other distance runners, like Chris Chataway, Gaston Reiff and Alain 

Mimoun, Zátopek ran at a cruel pace which burned the finish out of other runners. And yet 

he was admired and liked by all those who competed against him. Born in 1922, the sixth of 

seven children, in Koprivnice in Moravia, he went to work at fourteen as an apprentice at 

the Bata shoe factory in Zlin. 

Between 1949 and 1951, Zátopek (nicknamed the ‘Czech Locomotive’) competed in 69 

distance races and won every one. But in 1951 he injured himself by skiing into a tree, and 

in the build-up to the 1952 Olympics he suffered from illness. Then, on the night before the 

10,000m final, an Australian journalist barged into his bedroom at midnight and requested 
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an interview. Zátopek spoke to him for 20 minutes and, after discovering that the reporter 

had no hotel of his own, invited him to stay the night. 

At the Helsinki Olympics in 1952, despite a doctor’s warning that he shouldn’t compete 

due to a gland infection two months before, he won the 5,000m, the 10,000m and the 

marathon, all in a span of eight days. He set a new Olympic record in all three events, by six 

minutes in the last and he had never run a marathon before. Indeed, it is said that he only 

entered the race on a whim.  

Four years later, recovering from a hernia, he ran the marathon in the 1956 Olympics and 

came sixth. Soon afterwards Zátopek retired from international athletics and continued his 

career in the Czech army.  

In due course, the ten thousand metre record fell to an Australian runner of consistent 

performances, Ron Clarke, who was the favourite to win the race in the Tokyo Olympics of 1964 

but he never won an Olympic gold medal despite clocking up seventeen world record times. 

Emil Zátopek had great respect for Ron Clarke. In 1966, he invited the Australian to 

Czechoslovakia, and as a parting gift he gave him a package which Clarke did not open till 

later. It turned out to Zátopek’s 1952 Olympic 10,000m gold medal given with the following 

words: “Not out of friendship but because you deserve it.”  

 

Ron Clarke holding the gold medal given to him by Emil Zátopek. 

Later, Ron Clarke became Mayor of the Gold Coast where he died in 2015. Colonel Emil 

Zátopek fell foul of the Communist authorities after the Prague Spring of 1968 and was 

forced to do menial jobs far from his home and his beloved wife Dana, also an Olympic gold 

medallist in 1952 with the javelin. Rehabilitated by Václav Havel in 1990, Zátopek was given 

a state funeral when he died in 2000. His extraordinary life story has been told in detail by 

Richard Askwith in Today We Die a Little: Emil Zátopek, Olympic Legend to Cold War 

Hero. Not surprisingly, Ron Clarke said ‘There is not, and never was, a greater man than 

Emil Zátopek.’ But the last words should go to that resolute and generous man himself:  

“Great is the victory, but the friendship is all the greater.” 

 Duncan Forbes  
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My Sporting Life 

In my youth, I was quite ‘sporty’ – mainly through school. A long (long!) time ago, I could 

run the 100m in 14 seconds – nowadays …! I was also very into football – watching not 

playing! Having a massive crush on Kenny Dalglish, I began to support Liverpool FC and 

spent most Sunday afternoons cutting out the articles about Saturdays match from my dad’s 

paper and pasting them into my scrapbook.  

 

I remember the 1976 European Cup Final, when Liverpool beat Borussia 

Mönchengladbach (3 – 1).  I sat in our kitchen and listened to the match on the 

radio, as my dad did not like football, so I couldn’t watch it on tv. In 1977, 

Liverpool won the European cup again, beating Brugge (1 – 0). 

 

I played hockey for the school team (despite having asthma) and 

spent many wet Saturdays running around the pitch with our 

games mistress, Mrs Chapman (known as ‘Granny’), yelling at us 

to “Play up, girls!” 

 

I also played netball for the school, and one year, when I was 15, 

our school entered an inter-school competition. Our first (and 

only) match was against Rendcomb College, near Cirencester. 

Unfortunately, at that time, the college was predominantly a 

boys school, with only the 6th form being girls – so our 

opponents were all 17 / 18, and much taller (and better) than us 

– we lost 25 - 0 ! 

 

Since leaving school, my sporting days have lapsed. I still enjoy watching football, show-

jumping and athletics, particularly gymnastics, and I always stay up until the silly hours, 

watching the Olympics! 

 

    

Harvey Smith Usain Bolt Olga Korbutt Great Britain 

Coxless 4 (2000) 

 

Finally, my one piece of football trivia is that I always remember the date that Bradford City 

football stadium burned down – 11 May 1985 – because it was my wedding day, and that 

was the main topic of conversation among the lads at my evening reception!  

Jackie Smith  
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The Noble Art 

Never have I enjoyed team games like rugby, football and cricket. Rugby seemed a very 

good way to take injuries into later life and suffer, football just did not appeal and I was 

more likely to duck out of the way of cricket balls than try to hit them with a bat. No, my 

sport was of an individual nature. Swimming and athletics were “my thing” where if I made a 

mess of it I had no one to blame but myself. Actually I was good at both disciplines. This 

was not the plan of my father, although he was most supportive when I exhibited 

determination and began to win races especially those that took place in the water. 

When I was nine my parents gave me as a Christmas present two pairs of boxing gloves. 

How Mother, a most gentle person, agreed to that I will never know but maybe it was to 

help steer me away from the racecourse. Horseracing was the sport which was beginning 

to take hold of me, even at that early age. That, however, was a spectator sport and not 

one in which I was likely to take part. 

On Boxing Day 1939, Father erected a makeshift boxing ring in my sister’s and my 

playroom in the basement of our house. Obviously it was not the intention for me to punch 

the living daylights out of my six-year-old sister. The intention was that I should invite my 

school pals round “to play”. This I did. When I showed them the ring and asked them to 

remove their shirts and don the gloves they showed surprise and, one by one, they began 

to decline further invitations. To the joy of my mother and the disappointment of my 

father, the “Noble Art”, as boxing is affectionately known, was now dead in the water and 

all sporting efforts were concentrated on swimming and running. 

As you will have no doubt assumed, my father was an avid boxing fan. His parents came 

from Westmorland (now Cumbria), my grandfather having been born at Shap on the vast 

estate of the 5th Earl of Lonsdale, close to his family seat, Lowther Castle. Immensely 

wealthy he was known as The Yellow Earl because nearly everything he owned he painted 

yellow, including his fleet of Rolls-Royce motorcars (Think Darling Buds of May - Pop Larkin 

has one of them). It was Lord Lonsdale who founded the Automobile Association hence the 

yellow livery. It was he that formed the rules of boxing changing it from bare-knuckle 

contests, where they fought until one of them could no longer continue, to a sport with 

strict rules, of limited duration and with referees seeing that all rules were obeyed. The 5th 

Earl introduced the Lonsdale belt which he also financed and it is still, after more than 100 

years, the crowning glory for champions of several weight divisions of worldwide boxing. 

The nearest any of my family came to the art of boxing was my great uncle who was a 

champion Lakeland wrestler and the winner of many belts. He was a man of fine stature and 

as a young man was a member of the Cumberland and Westmorland Yeomanry of which 

Lord Lonsdale was its Colonel. Lord Lonsdale was a great showman and could well afford 

to be one. When he entertained the Kaiser at Lowther Castle he selected 200 of the finest 

of his soldiers to act as his household cavalry in order to impress his guest. I am sure 

William Waller, my great uncle, would have been one of them. 

Almost 50 years after the disappointment my father experienced when he was obliged to 

give my boxing gloves away, I became thoroughly immersed in organising a boxing 

tournament in London’s West End. A most interesting 12-year period. This all began when 

the Champagne House of Taittinger asked me to design an advert which was to be printed 

in the brochure for The Stable Lads Boxing Finals held at the Hilton in Park Lane. This was 
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a charitable enterprise so I charged no fee for the work. Instead I was given a free ticket for 

the event, free accommodation at the Hilton in a splendid suite and room-service breakfast. 

It was a good deal. 

At the time, the cartoonist Giles (for whom I had a great respect) designed the cover for 

the tournament. After a couple of years I was asked to take over from him which I was 

very pleased to do. The cartoon I made for the cover now always incorporated a caricature 

of the guest of honour and the original auctioned from the ring to raise money for The 

Stable Lads Welfare Trust. This was most exciting especially when Lennox Lewis, the world 

heavyweight champion, bid £3,600 for his cover. This was an evening of some splendour 

and a “black tie” event. The bouts were held in the Hilton ballroom under chandeliers and 

the 1000 who sat down to dinner were a very mixed bunch ranging from the nobility, to 

famous sportsmen and a fair sprinkling of the London underworld which I found fascinating. 

The air was heavy with cigar smoke. 

It also gave me the opportunity to meet many world champion boxers and shake their 

hands and on more than one occasion the ropes were parted for me and I stepped into the 

ring. This was not to box but to present trophies and once to receive one. A far cry from 

the makeshift ring in the basement of my home sixty years previously. 

My father, whom I last saw when I was 18 years of age and died while I was still in my teens, 

would have been overjoyed and quite amazed if only he knew! 

Bernard Parkin 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

William Waller in the dress uniform 

of the Cumberland and Westmorland 

Yeomanry which was designed by the 

5th Earl of Lonsdale 
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Archery in Bhutan 

The Bhutanese are keen that schools provide good education and culture for both boys and 

girls, as well as concentrating on,  and developing ‘happiness’! (They are at the top of the 

world list for happiness.) 

In England sport now allows girls to play most of the sports that are played by men. i.e. 

rugby and football.  The number one sport in Bhutan is archery.   But I am sad to say that, 

when I visited the country in 2011 the girls were not allowed to be involved in this activity 

and appeared disappointingly rather un-sporty! However, the modern bows are highly 

technically designed and I believe that the ladies have now been allowed to take up this 

national sport. 

 

In the early days the young girls were very good at highly-complex circle dancing and you 

would see them practising this in the school playground, ready for entertaining the crowds 

that gather to watch the archery competitions.  Each team of archers seemed to have their 

own dance group of girls and young women, who were enjoying giving a dance display for 

the general public, whilst keeping an eye on their men or favourite boy!  (Life is the same 

the world over!) 

If you look at the picture of the archers, you might be tempted to shout the old pantomime 

refrain: - ‘It’s behind you!!!’, as very obviously, the men are shooting the wrong way…… 

but no….. in Bhutanese archery you fire, from end to end, at the opposing team’s target, 

not your own, and it is quite permissible for members of the opposition to distract you by 

jumping about alongside the target, or even running in front of it, whilst hurling insults at 

the shooting team!   (I could not establish a casualty rate. The archery competitions, like 
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test cricket, can go on for several days, so casualty rates could be high!)  Thus, young lady 

archers would indeed have several advantages: the shimmering robes would be blinding to 

the eye and they could easily dispose of any unwanted suitors! 

 

On a serious note of course, in terms of archery in the early years, as a defensive or 

attacking strategy, distractions have to be ignored if one is to defend oneself successfully. 

So, this Bhutanese strategy is still a very effective way of training archers to pick their 

moment and recreates well the ‘old’ real-life situation.  Bhutan now has a highly effective 

Olympic team, using the compound, recurve, competition bows. 

As in Bhutan, archery in England was a very serious issue in the Medieval to Tudor period.  

Henry VIII, in 1511, decreed that all men between the ages of 16 and 60 were legally 

required to go to the archery butts every Sunday, to practise with their own bow, to 

ensure that sufficient trained archers and bows were available for the protection of the 

realm.  It is not clear that this decree has ever been truly repealed, even under the 1845 

repeal act. 

So folks, don’t forget to bring your bows on Sunday; practice will be in the field behind 

St Nicolas’ with a target painted on Father Robert’s house!!!!! 

Angie Brassey and John Moles 
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Prestbury WI 

On May 17th we opened the hall for groups of six to meet together, have a coffee/tea, 

catch up and chat. There were two sessions at 11.00am and 7.00pm.  

On June 21st, providing that Government plans don’t change, we will be celebrating the fact 

that we can all meet together. We appreciate that not everyone feels the same about 

venturing out again so there will be a drop-in session in the afternoon with tea/coffee. Then, 

in the evening we will hold our June meeting (a week late). Our speaker will be Chris Evans and 

the subject will be ‘The Butterfly Garden’.  Anyone thinking about joining our WI is very 

welcome to come along to either of these two events. We look forward to seeing everyone. 

Obviously things may change in line with Government guidelines so we will keep you posted.  

For further information please contact Hilary Brick – 01242 517964 
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What does Prestbury WI have to offer you? 

Our Programme 

Weekly Groups 

Tai Chi, Book Club, Craft and Chat, Ukulele 

Monthly Meetings 

Meetings are held every second Monday of the month at 7.15pm 

Business is conducted during the first part of the session 

Refreshments 

This is followed by a speaker, demonstration or activity 

Throughout the Year 

Social events:  Cheese and Wine,  Line Dancing,  Harvest Supper 

Trips and Visits:  Cotswold Distillery, Showborough Sculpture Garden 

Participation in quiz and skittles teams 

 

Also available to take part in the outings organised by the  
Gloucestershire Federation of Women’s Institutes which include 

Walks, Workshops, and Holidays 

 

Come and join a diverse group of women who enjoy afternoon tea and gin tasting,  

but not on the same day! 

 

------------------------ 

Face to Face Meetings are coming back… 

 

   Get ready! 

 

 

 

 

A date for your diary: 

Prestbury WI  

is proud to be taking part in NHS Day 

with Afternoon Tea in Prestbury WI Hall  

5 July 2021  4.00pm  
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Save the Countryside 

On Sunday 16th May more than 40 people and plenty of dogs took part in the three mile 

‘Save the Countryside’ walk which has been held annually for 14 years. We walked along 

puddly lanes and muddy fields between Swindon Village and Elmstone Hardwick. Despite 

even more rain it was great to be out together and making a stand for the protection of 

our countryside. Thank you to the organisers and all the work that they do between walks. 

Helen Mann 

 

Approaching the church of St Mary Magdalene, Elmstone Hardwicke  
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They rest in St Mary’s churchyard 

If you enter the churchyard using the alley alongside the Kings Arms you may notice on the 

right an ornate granite Celtic cross with kerbs around. It is in memory of Francis Harry 

Ekins, Lt Commander RNVR and his wife Marion Elizabeth. 

Francis Harry was born in the state of Victoria, Australia in 1859. During the 1870s there 

were members of the Ekins family in our village including the Rev Robert Ekins and Miss 

Emma Ekins. 

Francis Harry attended school at Streatham in England in 1871 and was apprenticed to train 

for the Merchant Navy in 1879. The Board of Trade register shows him obtaining his 

certificate as a Master Mariner in 1885. On April 25 of that year, he married Marion 

Elizabeth Pearson the daughter of a banker who was living at Prestbury Green in the High 

Street. On the marriage certificate Francis Harry was said to be also living in the village.  

Francis Harry joined the Royal Navy Reserve as a Lieutenant and in 1892 was posted for 

twelve months training to the battleship HMS Agamemnon. In a directory for 1897 the 

family are at Hayes Cottage, renamed by 1902 as The Cottage, Mill Street. He is described 

as a Captain in the Mercantile Marine. 

During the First World War he served as a RNVR Lt Commander.  

By 1920 he had retired from the RNVR and was awarded the Royal Navy Long Service and 

Good Conduct medals in 1924. 

By 1923 he and Marion Elizabeth were living at Prestbury Green. 

Francis Harry died in 1925 whilst visiting Cornwall. He was buried at St Mary’s on the 25th 

September by the Rev Robert C W Ekins of the Rectory, Rame, Cornwall. Marion Elizabeth 

remained at Prestbury Green until the 1950s. She was resident there when she passed away 

on the 4th June 1952 at the Malvern Place Nursing Home Cheltenham and on the 7th June 

was buried at Prestbury. 

Tony Noel 

 Prestbury Local History Society  
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Plant & Cake Sale at St Nicolas 

We settled on May 15th as a date to restart our fundraising activities, so obviously it 

needed to be a ‘socially-distanced’ event. Everyone in the congregation willingly set about 

seed-sowing, cake-baking, taking cuttings and taking care of small plants during those sneaky 

frosty nights. 

The main worry in putting out posters and flyers advertising our sale is that until the day 

itself we have no idea how much we will have to sell. By 10am on Saturday morning we 

were inundated with all types of plants and cakes which needed sorting and pricing, ready 

for the starting time of 2pm. 

 

 

The initial queue stretched right along the front of the church, many people just glad to 

‘have somewhere to go’. We had an hour of frantic activity, during which everything was 

sold! 

During Friday, each up-date of the weather forecast had suggested a mixture of heavy 

showers and sunshine....... We were blessed with a dry day, right up until taking down the 

gazebo (Thankyou to Janet & John), after which we had heavy rain for the rest of the day. 

The final total raised was £515. An excellent result representing everyone’s efforts,  

Thank you! 

Janet Ford  
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Spring has sprung,  the grass is riz….. 

 

Here is Gill having her first go on the motor mower making short work of cutting the grass 

in time for the Plant Sale at St Nicolas.  The mower was purchased last year with a 

generous donation from one of the congregation.  Several members of the St Nicolas 

congregation have volunteered to join the rota,  It is planned to cut the grass every 

fortnight during the warmer months.  

Brian Wood  
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June 2021 Calendar 

Thursday 3  Day of Thanksgiving for the 

Institution of Holy Communion 

(Corpus Christi) 

SUNDAY 6  1st Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 13  2nd Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 20  3rd Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 27  4th Sunday after Trinity 

 

ADS G2 
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Diary 

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

outbreak. TEA WITH TOM is every Wednesday at 11.00 am via Zoom. This is a light 

hearted time to have a drink and a cake from the comfort of your home. Our church 

buildings are open for public worship on Sundays and occasional stewarded private prayer 

at set times (see northchelt.org.uk for times) and closed at all other times.  

A Sunday Service is streamed on the internet each week. These and other services are 

recorded so may be accessed later by those who cannot watch them live. You may find 

details of these on our website and on the team’s YouTube page –  

https://www.youtube.com/NorthCheltenhamTeamMinistry 

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

 

Churches Count On Nature 

Saturday 5th to Saturday 13th June 

A variety of activities have been planned throughout the week, details of which can be 

found on the North Cheltenham Team Ministry website  www.northchelt.org.uk. 

The main purpose of the week is to ascertain the diverse species which live in the nature 

reserves which are churchyards. All findings will be recorded on a national database to 

allow informed decisions on future planning and biodiversity. 

Do please spend time at St Mary’s Churchyard, Prestbury to enjoy the peace and to 

observe the beauty that is nature. You may record what you see on sheets in the porch. 

Many thanks, 

Helen Mann 

 

Notice of Prestbury APCM – Sunday 27th June 2021 

(Assuming government guidance in respect of Covid regulations has not changed.)  

The Annual Meeting of Parishioners, which begins at 3.00 pm on Sunday 27th June, at 

St Mary’s, is a short meeting to elect Churchwardens:  two for St Mary’s and two for 

St Nicolas’.  Candidates must be nominated and seconded before the meeting begins and 

nomination lists will also be displayed on the notice boards of both churches.  Anyone who lives 

within the parish or who is on the church electoral roll may attend and vote at this meeting. 

The Annual Parochial Church Meeting will follow the Annual Meeting of Parishioners. This 

is a chance to come to hear a review and reports of what has taken place during the last 

year, together with plans for the future and an opportunity to ask questions. At the 

meeting, elections to the Parochial Church Council (PCC) take place.  Nominations for 

PCC members will be displayed on the notice boards of both churches for at least the two 

Sundays prior to the meeting.  Candidates must be proposed and seconded by a person 

who is on the Electoral Roll of the parish, and they should also have been asked if they are 

willing to stand.  

Stella Caney, PCC Secretary  
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IMPORTANT INFORMATION AS WE COME OUT OF 

LOCKDOWN 

As we continue with our journey out of lockdown with the easing of restrictions, we are 

hopeful that we will be able to begin to meet together in groups as before.  However, 

although the roadmap states that there will be ‘no legal limits on social contact’ from 

21st June this may change with Government announcements.  We are hopeful that we will 

be able to start up our various groups who meet up, dependent on the Government and 

Church of England guidelines.  Therefore, please be mindful that although we are now 

advertising events to take place from June onwards, these may still be subject to change.  

Father Nick and the Clergy Team  
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Prestbury Memorial Trust 
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From the Registers 

Prestbury  

Baptisms    

April 24  Mark Gerard Wilson outside 

   Emma Lucy Hunt outside 

Funerals    

February 2  Colin Holman St Mary 

 5  Rachel Franks Crematorium 

 8  Sidney Charles Knight Crematorium 

 12  David Bourn Crematorium 

 17  Geoff North St Mary 

 24  Olivia SYBIL Davies St Mary 

March 4  Patricia Phyllis Leslie Hopton St Mary 

 10  Anne Brooks Crematorium 

 22  Julie Mansell Crematorium 

 23  Sidney Sallis Crematorium 

 26  Maria Caton Crematorium 

April 1  Doreen Barnes Crematorium 

 8  Lone Grove St Mary 

 15  Christina Catt Crematorium 

 27  John Minchin St Mary 

Burial    

February 2  Colin Holman St Mary 

Burials of Ashes 

March 2  Major Nicholas Vincent Petersen St Mary 

 27  William Nicholls St Mary 

    

Elmstone Hardwicke 

Funerals    

April 16  Peter Yates  

 21  Barry Baker  

Burial    

April 16  Peter Yates  

    

Swindon Village 

Funeral    

March 5  Heather Hawker  

Burial of Ashes 

April 14  Doreen Jones  
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No Power to Resist 

VERY APRIL, WHEN bluebells begin to appear in Queenswood, I walk 

over the fields to Southam with high expectations. The footpath begins 

in St Mary’s churchyard. My destination is, as always, the stables and 

paddock just before Ellenborough Park. There I come to a stand, patiently 

watching the cloudy sky, and windows of blue, hoping I shall catch a sight of the 

first swallow, home from Africa. In 2019 they surprised me, arriving earlier than 

expected – three of them on 7 April.  What an amazing journey – the same 

birds, as I believe, that left here before winter began – flying thousands of miles, 

over seas and deserts, urged on by an inner desire they cannot resist. Astounding! 

But there is another phenomenon to look out for many weeks later. A tiny creature, but a 

big thrill – a pretty chequered butterfly resting with open wings on a buddleia. Painted 

Ladies, as they’re called, have made an enormous journey to be here – hardly credible. Each 

of them was formerly a humble grub, feeding on the leaves of sparse mountain plants in 

Saharan Africa, yet here now, seemingly carefree creatures, flitting from flower to flower in 

Gloucestershire. Can they remember their former life? What was the origin of their 

wanderlust? – their unquenchable desire to travel endlessly north to a country they have 

never known?  

People study these things. A team of scientists in Barcelona is dedicated to researching 

these astonishing migrations. But it is vastly puzzling. And if they ever imagine they have 

solved the riddle – where they fly, and why – I will still be dissatisfied. What I desire to 

know is not a materialist or ‘evolutionary’ explanation for how this amazing behaviour 

emerged, or why it persists. For me these creatures are signposts, hints that my maker has 

left for me, so that I will understand that the longing I have known, and still know, for a 

place I have never seen, was kindled within by the maker of all things – a yearning within my 

soul for another country. This is why I always feel so happy when I see that Hebrews is 

scheduled in the lectionary.  

‘Do you have a favourite Bible verse?’ I’ve been asked. Well, I have several, but the Letter to 

the Hebrews is very special – and of all the wonderful passages it contains none speaks to 

me more strongly than Chapter 13, verse 14.   

 For here we have no continuing city, but we seek one that is to come. [KJB] 

This theme has been building through several previous chapters. We see it very 

prominently throughout Hebrews 11. Faith is the subject. ‘By faith’, it begins, Abraham left 

his home country, trusting ... and Moses, disdaining his privileged position in Egypt, set out 

through the desert, seeking a promised land ... and so it goes on. Reaching a conclusion: 

whatever their difficulties, each of them was yearning for another country. Some creatures 

have it: others don’t. In my heart there is a deep inner conviction that I am on a journey, a 

spiritual journey, longing for a country I have never seen, and a joy that can never be found 

here.  

I have no more power to resist than a restless swallow, or a tiny butterfly.  

Michael Cole 

E 



 

 

Parish Directory continued 

Safeguarding Officer 

Linda Biggs 07783 019902 
 

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 usually the Sunday 2 weeks before this, but  

during these Covid times there may be scope for some flexibility. 

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

2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN 

or preferably by email to magazine@prestbury.net 

 

July Magazine Deadline:   Sunday, 13 June 2021 

July Theme:  Earth, Water, Fire, Air  
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