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Be still before the Lord, and wait patiently for him (Psalm 37:7) 

HEN I WAS asked to produce a front-page article for a magazine 

with the theme of railways, I really couldn’t think of anything in the 

Bible that could be remotely connected with trains, apart from one 

verse in the prophecy of Isaiah, who saw “the Lord sitting upon a throne and his 

train filled the Temple!” 

Unfortunately for me, a vision of future locomotion was not quite what Isaiah had 

seen; but my “train of thought” also turned to the frontage of St Pancras railway 

station in London, designed by none other than George Gilbert Scott, an architect 

more familiar in church circles for his contribution to the design and restoration of 

numerous churches, cathedrals and minsters, during the Gothic revival. 

And whether our journey is an excursion by train or our ongoing pilgrimage of faith, 

the necessity of waiting is one thing that these two have in common and since the 

arrival of Coronavirus, we’ve all been learning to wait. 

Deadlines have been set and future aspirations discussed; timetables have been 

modified; events (and trains) rescheduled or cancelled altogether. There have been 

fewer opportunities to get out and about and our prayers for those who have 

suffered illness, bereavement, unemployment or financial difficulty have often exposed 

our own vulnerability. So, as we emerge from Coronavirus restrictions, I’m reflecting 

on what we have learned from the experience of waiting.  

In my own case, the diary has been less frenetic and we’ve been blessed in spending 

more time together at home. Our usual leisure activities have been placed on hold, 

but we’ve valued our weekly Scottish Dance series of meetings on Zoom, catching up 

with friends whilst saving both time and expense. Closer to home, we’ve discovered 

the delights of the countryside and enjoyed watching birds, bees and butterflies, with 

more time to watch, wait and take each day as it comes. 

But despite these advantages, we’ve been keenly aware of the restrictions that the 

pandemic has presented and often found ourselves waiting impatiently for the next 

public announcement promising fewer limitations and greater freedom. 

Yet Jesus said, “Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will bring worries of 

its own. Today’s trouble is enough for today.” (Matthew 6:3) And he told a parable 

about a rich man who built larger barns to accommodate his increasing harvest, only 

to be warned that he would not live to see them in use. (Luke 12:16-21) 

So as we emerge into a “living with Coronavirus world,” with its greater flexibility 

and increased personal responsibility, may we use our freedom to live every day to 

the full, appreciating each present moment as a gift from God and waiting on his good 

time for the revealing of his purpose. May we use our talents and abilities to serve 

Him in one another, that our lives may be a vision of God’s glory in the world. 

Deacon Jennifer  

W 
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Message from Bishop Rachel: Rest and recover 

On recent walks in green places I have been reminded of the 

words of Psalm 23, The Lord is my Shepherd. 

This psalm affirms God’s unending presence, goodness, and 

mercy in places of delight and places of darkness and fear, always 

holding before us the promise of eternal dwelling with God. 

In my electronic diary the colour-coding for my rest time, 

holidays and retreats is green. The green of ‘go’ is not always 

about activity – it can also be the ‘go’ of ‘letting go’ and metaphorically lying down in 

green pastures and playing by streams; being still in prayer and transformed through 

scripture. Our rest and play, in right balance with our work, will restore us and lead 

to new discovery, not least of Self and God; and there will be space for healing and 

growth. 

Sometimes we struggle to rest, but Psalm 23 reminds us that when we keep our eyes 

and hearts on God, it is God who makes us lie down. And if we refuse to do so we 

are in danger of a displaced arrogance implying that we are somehow above God and 

know best. 

The staffs that Bishop Robert and I carry remind us that whilst we are still sheep of 

the Good Shepherd, we are also called to be shepherds of Christ’s flock. So, this 

summer we hope that you are able to live a restorative rhythm which holds play, rest 

and work in good balance (noting that we all engage in work in its broadest sense). 

With prayers for rest and blessing this summer, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cheltenham Rotary Vaccine Appeal 

Thank you to everyone who has supported our appeal to provide money to GAVI/COVAX 

to help with provision of Covid Vaccines around the world. We have already sent the 

magnificent sum of £20,000, and are nearly at the next target of a further £10,000. It's not 

too late to make a donation!  

Please go to our website for further information about this, and for other ways to become 

involved with Rotary.       www.cheltenhamrotary.org.uk 

Wendy Price  

http://www.cheltenhamrotary.org.uk/
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A lifetime of railways 

I grew up surrounded by railways. From my bedroom window I could look between the 

houses and see the express trains on the main west coast line. Close up these vast black, 

steaming monsters seemed quite scary to a small child but viewed from a distance I could 

wonder where they were going and envy the passengers as they headed to destinations that 

were merely names to me, like Perth and Inverness! 

My family had strong railway connections too. My great-uncle George drove the express 

trains between Crewe and Birmingham and my grandfather had also worked trackside 

when he first left school. Their father had been killed in a shunting accident – health and 

safety not being a strong point in 1911! On my mother’s side her relatives worked at the 

Vulcan locomotive works producing steam trains and then diesels. My mother and I would 

love to watch the activity at the nearby engine sheds and hope that we might see an engine 

on the turntable. Even at my primary school the teachers would point to the railway line 

that passed by the school and the viaduct that bordered our school playing fields and point 

out that it was part of the original Liverpool to Manchester line. It was no surprise then 

that rather than dolls my favourite toy was a train set with a green locomotive. 

Fast forward nearly sixty years later and I am living the dream! When I retired I started to 

volunteer on the Gloucestershire - Warwickshire railway in the catering department as I 

have no engineering skills. My favourite engine is Foremarke Hall because that green 

locomotive is my toy train come to life. I have ridden on the footplates of both Foremarke 

Hall and Dinmore Manor and even fired (for a short distance!) Foremarke Hall. These are 

my childhood dreams being realised and even after several years of volunteering I love 

seeing the trains pulling into the platform. They gleam now in a way that they rarely did in 

their working lives and are still a testament to the engineering skills of the past. I do have 

one rather “nerdy“ skill that I get teased about. I can actually recognise the sound of some 

of the locomotives just be hearing their engines. 

Now, I am a shareholder of 2807 and the only woman so far in her own right to own a bit 

of her. It is the oldest working 

GWR locomotive in private 

hands and whilst it is an 

unglamorous freight engine it 

has an amazing history. It was 

one of the Jellicoe specials 

which took coal from the South 

Wales coalfields in World 

War 1 to the British Fleet at 

Scapa Flow. It was built in 1905 

and is the oldest engine to be 

saved from Barry scrapyard. 

Who would have thought that 

the little girl with her train set 

would one day own part of the 

real thing? 

Janet Waters  
 

My engine 2807! 
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I’ve never had much to do with railways  

I’ve never had much to do with railways, personally. Most of my railway experiences are 

from film and tv, and here are just a few of my favourites: 

IVOR THE ENGINE 

Ivor the Engine was a British television series created by Oliver Postgate and Peter Firmin. 

Originally the series was made for black and white television in 1958, but was screened in 

colour in 1975. The series was written, animated 

and narrated by Oliver Postgate, and Peter Firmin 

provided the artwork - cardboard cut-outs 

painted with watercolours 

The various character voices were performed by 

Oliver Postgate, and friends, and the main sound 

effects (Ivor’s puffing) were made by Postgate and 

a bassoon, which produced the three notes of 

Ivor’s whistle. 

The series followed the adventures of a small 

green steam train which lived in the "top left-

hand corner of Wales" and worked for the 

Merioneth and Llantisilly Railway Traction Company Ltd. His friends included Jones the 

Steam, Evans the Song and Dai Station, among many other characters.  The story lines were 

influenced by the works of poet Dylan Thomas. Mostly they consisted of Ivor delivering 

goods to various people in the village and there was usually a problem which needed to be 

sorted out by Jones the Steam - and Ivor! 

 

CHIGLEY 

Chigley, which aired in 1969, was the third series in Gordon Murray’s Trumptonshire 

trilogy, following on from Camberwick Green and Trumpton. 

The programme mainly concerned the 

adventures of Lord Belborough, and his 

butler Brackett, who operated a heritage 

railway, from their stately home 

Winkstead Hall. Each week would see 

them delivering or collecting goods to 

and from various people in the town, 

encountering and overcoming a ‘problem’ 

each time. Lord Belborough loved driving 

the engine - Bessie, and when he did, the 

catchy song “Time flies by when I’m the 

driver of a train” was played. 

Chigley featured many ‘guest 

appearances’ by characters from the 
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previous two series. This was for economic reasons, to allow the re-use of scenery and 

puppets, to cut down on production costs. 

Every episode ended the same way - Lord Belborough invited everyone to the grounds of 

Winkstead Hall, just after the daily 6 o’clock whistle (which marked the end of the day’s 

work at the local biscuit factory). He played his vintage Dutch organ, and the workers 

danced. 

 

BRIEF ENCOUNTER 

Brief Encounter is a romantic drama, filmed in 1945 and directed by David Lean. It was 

based on the 1936 Noël Coward play “Still Life”. The film is widely considered by film 

critics as the greatest romantic film ever made. In 1999, the British Film Institute ranked it 

as the second-greatest British film of all time 

The film concerns Laura, a respectable housewife, and Alec, who is a doctor. Each week 

Laura goes to the big town to do her shopping and see a film. Alec comes to town once a 

week to work at the hospital. They meet in ‘the most ordinary place” - the refreshment 

room at the railway station. 

Alec helps Laura with a medical problem, then goes to catch his train. The following week 

they meet again, in the street. The next week, they share the same table for lunch in a busy 

restaurant. Alec invites Laura to go to the cinema with him, which she eventually agrees to 

do. As the weeks pass, their relationship begins to develop into dangerous waters – 

infidelity looms. One lunchtime they are spotted by Laura’s friend, and Laura has to tell a lie 

to cover the situation. The climax comes when Alec borrows a flat from his colleague, and 

asks Laura to go there with hm. She refuses and goes to the station to catch her train. Then 

she changes her mind and goes to 

the flat to find Alec. After just a 

few moments, Alec’s colleague 

comes home, and Laura has to 

make a hasty retreat out of the 

back door. Embarrassed, she 

cannot go home, so walks the 

streets for hours, as she realises 

that she loves Alec, but that their 

relationship cannot continue. 

When she eventually goes to the 

railway station, she meets Alec and 

they agree to stop seeing each 

other, after just one more time. 

The last time she sees Alec, he tells her he is going to work in South Africa, taking his wife 

and sons with him. As they spend their last minutes together, a busybody friend of Laura’s 

joins them and monopolises the time they have left. Alec leaves and Laura goes to watch his 

train leave. Distraught, she is going to throw herself under a train, but at the last moment, 

she can’t do it. She goes home to her husband, her children and her respectable life. 
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THE RAILWAY CHILDREN 

The Railway Children is a 1970 British drama film directed by Lionel Jefferies. It is based on 

the 1906 novel of the same name by E. Nesbit. 

The story concerns 3 children - Roberta (Bobby), Phyllis and Peter - whose father is framed 

and sent to prison, meaning the family have to relocate from their affluent lifestyle in 

London, to a much simpler life in Yorkshire. Mother only tells them that Father has had to 

go away on business, and they are going to be poor for a while. To make ends meet, 

mother writes and sells stories, and teaches the children herself at home. 

Their new house backs on to a 

railway line, with a tunnel, which 

leads them to Oakworth 

Station. Gradually their lives 

begin to revolve around the 

trains, the station and the 

people they meet there. They 

make friends with an ‘elderly 

gentleman’, who is very kind to 

them when mother falls ill; the 

Doctor, who is very fond of 

Bobby; and the Porter - Perks, 

who looks after them, whilst 

teaching them the realities of 

life.  They have many 

adventures, including rescuing a Russian asylum seeker, saving a schoolboy who breaks his 

leg in the tunnel, and averting a train crash after a landslide, by waving red flags and stopping 

the train. For this they are presented with watches, by the Chairman of the railway, who is 

actually their old gentleman! 

Bobby learns the truth about her father and asks the old gentleman for help to clear his 

name. This he does, and as the film draws to a close, Bobby has a strange ‘feeling’ and goes 

down to the railway station. Here, everyone is happy and excited for her - but she doesn’t 

know why. A train arrives, and as the passengers leave, a lonely figure is left standing on the 

platform. As the smoke clears, Bobby sees who it is … she screams “Daddy, my Daddy!” 

and runs into his arms [this is where I reach for the tissues!]. 

Father and Bobby walk to the house, where Father goes in to find her mother. The other 

children come running out and Bobby leads them away from the house, taking “one last 

look at the house, where neither we, or anyone else, are needed just now”. 

Jackie Smith 
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A Mare usque ad Mare 

A journey across Canada, from sea to sea, on the Canadian Pacific Railway 

In 1962 my parents took us from Southampton to Montreal, where we entered its vast 

railway station. At 8.05pm, Eastern Standard Time, on Wednesday 1 August 1962, our 

train, The Dominion, left to commence one of the world’s longest train rides, across the 

prairies and through the Rockies, to Vancouver, Canada. Our rail journey would take four 

and a half days; we were to eat and sleep on the train.  

Thursday dawned bright and sunny as we breakfasted gazing over the stark Canadian Shield. 

Overnight we had travelled 400 miles from Montreal, pulled by four diesel locomotives. By 

lunchtime we were experiencing a dramatic change in scenery 

as we sped through the Great Lakes Region, trees and lakes 

were all around us. Train stops were only for a few minutes 

although some were of a longer duration. From tea-time to 

midnight The Dominion skirted part of Lake Superior, on which 

bobbled many log booms awaiting pulping. After passing Fort 

William, almost 1000 miles from Montreal, we left Ontario 

and so clocks and watches were retarded one hour to Central 

Standard Time. 

By breakfast time, on Friday, the train had entered the prairies. At 9.00am we stopped at 

Winnipeg, 1400 miles from Montreal and, according to the timetable, only ten minutes late! 

In front of the station stood an 

old black wood-burning 

locomotive with a huge chimney 

and a massive cowcatcher. This 

was the “Countess of Dufferin” 

the first iron-horse to run in the 

west of Canada, when it was 

shipped from Minnesota by 

barge in 1877; it was restored by 

the CPR around 1909.  

By tea-time the track began to climb, very gently, and, as the train crossed into the 

province of Saskatchewan clocks were again put back one hour. Many grain silos lined the 

route; all were connected by their own rail track, allowing wheat to be collected for later 

shipment east to the Great Lakes and export. Here and there oil tanks appeared, heralding 

the beginnings of a new industry. Regina, 1800 miles west of Montreal, the provincial capital, 

was reached at seven o’clock. This area is one of the most productive wheat areas in North 

America.  

As darkness descended The Dominion traversed towns with evocative names; Moose Jaw, 

Swift Current and Medicine Hat, the latter lies within the province of Alberta. Again, as this 

boundary was crossed, time was retarded, to Mountain Time. We were getting ever-closer 

to the great Rocky Mountain Divide. During the night the train travelled 450 miles, and by 

6.00am, on Saturday 4th August, we had stopped at Calgary. There we had one hour to 

wait before our final day’s train journey began; the Rockies beckoned. As The Dominion left 
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the station it travelled parallel with the Bow River 

and so began the most exciting day of our adventure.  

In the scenic dome we had a panoramic view as a 

growing forest of elm, ash, maple and spruce was 

springing up on both sides of the train, and in front 

the foothills of those mountains were growing. We 

were experiencing a rapid transition from the 

undulating Prairies to the majestic Rockies, a truly 

awe-inspiring sight. More wonders unfolded as snow-

capped peaks were mirrored in the green water of 

tranquil lakes. We rolled past the Three Sisters and our train entered Banff National Park. 

All around were endless mountains, each supporting countless candles of trees and 

discharging numerous waterfalls; it was as if we were entering the Valley of the Gods. The 

train came to rest in the station at Banff, eighty miles from Calgary, one of the most superb 

tourist locations in the world and one which stands at a higher elevation than Ben Nevis.  

Then the train, which had seen all of this before, took us by the gaunt Castle Mountain, and 

the turquoise-coloured Lake Louise, named after the fourth daughter of Queen Victoria. 

We climbed to the summit of the 

Continental Divide and as we crossed 

into British Columbia we saw some 

streams flowed east, eventually to reach 

the Atlantic Ocean, whilst others, like 

us, went west, to empty into the Pacific. 

For the final time clocks were put back 

one hour. 

Our route followed the well-known 

Kicking-Horse River, and soon we had 

reached the famous spiral-tunnels, built 

in 1909 to replace the dangerous, 

original steeper track. The train, 

entering a tunnel, followed the curve 288º and emerged at a lower level, and crossed 

beneath its track. Something was odd, we were travelling east, in the opposite direction, 

towards Montreal! Then the train entered a second tunnel, and again followed the curve, 

this time for 226º, and as it emerged it, too, crossed beneath its track. However, all was 

well now we were travelling west on the track we could see far below us before entering 

the first tunnel. We had descended about 50 feet in each tunnel, part of the line dropping 

1000 feet in ten miles. For a treat watch the trains travel here on YouTube. 

Mountains continued to rise as our train crossed Stoney Creek Bridge, providing us with a 

vista of the whole length of the train. Not long after I went to the end of our one-mile long 

train and had a fine view of the exit to Connaught Tunnel as we emerged. Traversing Albert 

Canyon and Box Canyon the train stopped at Revelstoke, its station filled with rows of 

colourful flowers.  
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Then we passed a cairn, shown below, at Craigellachie, marking the lonely spot where the 

tracklayers, from east and west, met in 1885. Here Lord Strathcoma hammered home the 

last spike, an ordinary metal one. Soon the mountain ranges gave way to the grasslands and 

sagebrush of the Shuswap region, of Salmon Arms, Kamloops and Cache Creek, the latter 

almost half a day’s travel from Vancouver. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Much of the final part of our journey, made at night and with very few stops, followed the 

mighty Fraser River, nearly 900 miles in length. Sometime later I was able to travel this 

route during daytime. Then the building of the track was appreciated, as it perched high 

above the raging river and I saw its spectacular, and frightening, passage down the Fraser 

Gorge, through Hell’s Gate and out via The Devil’s Wash Basin.  

At 7.30am on Sunday 5th August 1962 The Dominion drew into Vancouver, and we had 

completed our incredible train journey of 2881 miles across Canada, from Sea to Sea, 

A Mare Usque Ad Mare. This Latin phrase has become the national motto of Canada, and 

comes from the Latin Vulgate translation of Psalm 72:8. 

Edward Wyatt 
 

 

Advertisement 
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Railways ....... 

Rail Way ... Railroad ... Rail track ... All of these titles refer to the idea of building a set or 

lengths of steel, cast iron, etc. sections. The idea was to design sufficient strength into these 

‘Sections’ to enable wagons (probably a north country term) to be supported and which 

would eradicate the problem of heavy loads sinking into the relatively primitive surfaces and 

hope to make life a bit easier for the horses etc. to move the goods. 

All that I write about has been gleaned over long years from books and lectures.  

When railways began, principally in the north, it was soon to become an obsession because 

so called financial experts saw what they believed was an opportunity to make a great deal 

of ‘dosh’. 

It was quickly discovered that construction costs were much higher and much more 

investment was required to enable the newly invented steam locos to operate; bankruptcy 

was rife; profits were illusive!  

Wind the clock forwards to the period around WW1 and the whole system was woefully 

dilapidated and the government of the day decided in 1923 to take over the whole of the 

system and inject millions of pounds of tax payers’ money in order to pay for new rolling 

stock and upgrade the supporting superstructure, it’s called nationalisation of sorts. The 

newly created countrywide system was divided into four operating companies, namely LMS, 

GWR, LNER and SR. Later, the whole sad picture was repeated in 1948 and some of our 

readers will recall this event with mixed feelings! 

Without financial help from outside, the railways have never been profitable for whatever 

reason. 

As regards the engines and rolling stock brigade, the engineers were more successful than 

the financial ‘wizz kids’. The performance aspects were first rate with companies competing 

for fastest times  between A and B ..... LMS v LNER  and SR v GWR. 

This highlighted weaknesses in the signalling system as witnessed in two of Britain’s worst 

rail accidents, firstly Quintishall (1915) which resulted in approximately 200 deaths, mainly 

military personnel. 

The second, the Harrow & Wealdstone (NW London) accident which killed approximately 

100 persons in 1952. The writer recalls the latter accident very clearly.  A sleeper express 

from Scotland travelling south at an estimated speed of 70 mph ran into the rear of a 

stationary commuter train standing in the station. At this moment a northbound express 

entering the station at an unknown speed hit the ‘pile’ of debris and let’s not describe the 

scene any further. If all companies had introduced Automatic Train Control (ATC), as had 

the GWR, this latter accident would have been prevented. 

Yours truly was a so called ‘Train Spotter’ of which there are a few who belong to the 

NCTM and who are known to the writer. I am not going too deeply at this point into the 

subject as I don’t wish to bore our readers, sufficient to say our Mother used to say to my 

brother and me ‘It keeps you off the streets’. If you saved up you could buy a ‘Stock Book’ 

which gave all the technical information of all the many classes of steam locos and all the 

many hundreds of numbers; every loco had a number. Higher up the food chain were the 
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less numerous but more glamorous locos which pulled the express or long distance trains. 

They were referred to as ‘Namers’ ..... yes, that’s right, they had a name. 

it is impossible to describe the atmosphere prevailing at mainline stations when steam 

ruled. It is totally different because diesel and electric trains are considered to be akin to 

buses with little personality and are boring. One plus, the life of the driver is a great deal 

more pleasant. 

The Union of South Africa, the loco featured below, was a LNER class A4 seen passing 

through Cheltenham in recent times. It had a sister which was named ‘Mallard’. It was 

famous when its daring driver opened up the taps and achieved a speed of 126 mph in 1938, 

a world record for steam traction. The Germans attempted to equal this speed but to no 

avail. This speed still stands and so does Mallard! 

Nigel  Woodcock   
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Midnight Crossing 

The train ground to a halt shrouded in a mass of steam, which blasted out into the freezing 

air.  From the dim lights of the carriages the passengers could just make out the backs of 

drab soldiers enrobed in drab heavy great coats.  Each guard was facing out onto the frozen 

Mongolian plain.  They had their rifles at the ready with bayonets gleaming where 

infrequent patches of light caught the polished steel.  Great coated officials in peaked caps 

entered each of the compartments where they checked the mattresses, which were still 

warm from the passengers’ bodies.  Then they climbed onto the bunks to check for 

stowaways on the luggage racks.  The floor hatch of each compartment was lifted and 

checked.  The toilets at the end of each corridor were checked and then locked.  Guards 

with flash lights checked beneath the train.  A whistle was blown and the train ground into 

action and crossed the darkened border. 

Here the train again stopped in a shroud of steam 

but this time the guards peered inwards towards the 

train.  Their faces were grim beneath fur shapkas, 

emblazoned with a large red enamelled star.  The 

guards’ breath steamed in the freezing air and made 

patterns of dew on their bayonets, held rigidly 

before their immobile faces.  Yet more great coated 

officials climbed aboard, different uniforms, but the 

same procedure bedding; rack; floor hatches 

followed, the toilets were checked and locked.  .  Guards with flash lights checked beneath 

the train.  There was an interminable wait.  A whistle blew.  The train ground into action 

again and moved forward into the brilliant and overpowering light of a railway station 

where the passengers were greeted to a full military brass band playing stirring marshal 

music at full volume!  It was one minute past midnight, we had entered a new day.   

We had entered China. 

John Moles 

 

Addendum to the Midnight Crossing: 

In addition to the official checking of the train and because the gauges of the railway lines 

were different between Mongolia and China the wheel bogies had to be changed.  This 

involved spending two hours in rolling stock sheds, where each individual carriage had to be 

lifted high into the air; complete with passengers still on board, whilst the Mongolian gauge 

bogies were disconnected pulled away and replaced with Chinese bogies.  This procedure 

was carried out in each case by the two samovar ladies wielding very large spanners!  (Each 

carriage had its own wood fired samovar, from which the ladies regularly served black tea.)  

Jackie, my late wife, after she retired, worked in a number of primary schools where she 

could always get a good day’s work out of which ever year group she was teaching, by a 

promise that, if they completed all their work on time, she would tell them a story about 

how, once, she:  

‘Spent two hours locked in a bogie shed’!!!!! 

John Moles  
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My Favourite Railway  

I have always loved trains and in particular steam trains. I first came across trains as a young 

child when we spent every holiday with my grandparents in Plymouth. Their house backed 

onto Plymouth’s North Road Station. As children we would run along the lane chasing the 

trains and would stand on the bridge close to the house, leaning over to get the full blast of 

steam in our faces as the train thundered under the bridge! Hardly a healthy game but we 

thought it was fun. Train names and numbers were recorded in little notebooks, all of 

which have long disappeared. By the end of the holiday the railway men would have got 

used to us and would tell us about the trains and where they were going. The house was so 

close to the railway that when the night trains ran past, our beds would literally shake, but 

after a couple of nights we stopped noticing it. Despite spending so much time near to 

trains I never travelled on one until a teenager, by which time they were diesel trains.  

Many of us will have a favourite railway, train or station and mine is a quintessential English 

Country Station and an old steam train.  

 

 

My train approaching 

 the station  » 

 

 

 

 

As the station is 

approached you might be 

lucky enough to see a 

game of cricket on the 

pitch behind the local pub, 

the Cricketers Arms.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

« Match in 

   Progress  

 ►   
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◄ 

 

 

 

 

 

  « The Cricketers Arms  

 

 

 

The train then passes quaint cottages all with neatly tended gardens, including a lovely 

thatched cottage ‘Holly Lodge’. Entering the station there’s a flurry of activity with 

passengers and railway workers and on leaving the station old railway yards can be seen.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Holly Lodge » 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

« Railway 

   Yard  
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Soon you are in open countryside with cattle and sheep grazing peacefully, oblivious to the 

train pounding by. More cottages and houses fly by and then there is the amazing saw mill 

and timber yard with large tree trunks at one end and neat piles of sawn wood at the other. 

Lorries can be seen arriving to take the wood to its final destination to be made into 

furniture or construction materials.  

Highworth Saw Mill 

Leaving the Saw Mill behind a large old textile mill looms into sight to dominate the view.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is where my journey ends though the train meanders on through towns and open 

countryside.  ►   
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◄  So where is this lovely railway and station?   It’s in my garage created by my 

talented husband!  

Some of you may recognise the Old Textile Mill at Chipping Norton, I think it is now luxury 

apartments. The whole model railway is based on Chipping Norton from the 1950s. 

  

 
The main Chipping Norton Station 

 

Lorna Dymock   
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MEMORY LINE  

 

Publicity Poster 1938 

Great-aunt Betty was somewhat deaf and lived in a small flat above a shop selling Chinese 

and oriental antiques at No 99, Crawford Street, London W1. The flat was just off Baker 

Street and it was Auntie B’s termly job to take me from Euston to Paddington and put me 

on the train home. In her working life, Miss Elizabeth Davidson Mann had been a nurse and 

had served as a Queen Alexandra’s Nursing Sister in Serbia during World War I.  

We went by Tube to Paddington and there was the train, a successor to the Cornish 

Riviera Express or one of its Great Western brethren. The smells of rail travel then were 

steam, coal, smoke and smuts. Auntie Betty and I searched for the right carriage with its 

red NO SMOKING triangle and checked for the reserved seat and its card ticket above: 

Window seat, back to engine. We put my navy blue overnight case onto the baggy net 

luggage rack and then she gave me what she called a smacker which was a lavish kiss. She 

stood outside the window and waved as the train glided out of the station. It jolted over 

the points onto the shiny estuary of rails.     

If I was lucky, I had a book of Giles cartoons to read and tried to decipher the topical jokes 

about Uffa Fox and Prince Philip or the Ruskies and sputniks, as the West London 

townscapes went by, with buddleia growing in blackened brick walls and the occasional 

window-shaking shock as an express passed startlingly close in the opposite direction.  

Sitting on the itchy cloth in short trousers and grey suit with a blue belt and snake-clasp, I 

tried to ignore the glances of my fellow-travellers and looked out of the window as the 

suburbs gradually changed to fields. With a large advertisement for Sutton’s Seeds among 
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colourful flowerbeds and the Huntley and Palmer biscuit factory, we passed Thames-side 

Reading.  

Suddenly, the door slid back.  

        ‘Anyone want tickets for lunch?’ 

        ‘Yes, please.’ 

        ‘Which sitting? First or second.’ 

        ‘First, please.’ 

The attendant gave me a ticket which I put carefully in my leather purse along with the train 

ticket. Get yourself some lunch on the train as it will make the long journey go more 

quickly, had been my mother’s advice. 

It was a bit of an ordeal walking along the train to the dining car but the waiter was used to 

welcoming passengers of all ages and the menu was a revelation to me. It beat school meals 

any day. What do I remember? Napkins and white napery. A choice of grapefruit or tomato 

juice. Soft bread roll and a golden coil of butter. Delicious turbot in white wine sauce. Roast 

beef and Yorkshire pudding with potatoes and vegetables served from stainless steel dishes. 

Peach slices and vanilla ice cream. Coffee with smart jewel-like granules of brown sugar. I 

don’t think greedy memory has invented this feast for itself but how did they do it and how 

much did it all cost? Rapid research suggests that Luncheon was 11/- but one menu of the 

time says that ‘Children travelling half-fare are charged reduced prices for Breakfast & Table 

d’Hôte Luncheon or Dinner.’ 

Meanwhile, landmarks and mileposts sped by. Telephone lines slackened and were brought 

up smart by the posts again. The familiar chalk image of Westbury White Horse stood on 

the hill. We rattled over the points, over the points, as Don Lang sang on Six-Five Special, 

but this was not the Last Train to San Fernando or the Rock Island Line. It was the main 

line west taking me home again at last. On the school bus to Swanbourne Station, we had 

chanted jubilantly, ‘No more Latin, No more French, No more sitting on a hard school 

bench.’ Taunton arrived with an advertisement for Tootal shirts: an attractive young woman 

wearing only a long shirt with the casual caption ‘It looks even better on a man’ or was that 

at a later date? 

With Exeter St David’s, we had reached Devon in about four hours and the best bits were 

still to come. Outside Exeter, the river widened into the tidal Exe and we rocketed past 

chalets, beach huts and the resort of Dawlish Warren to the old red sandstone cliffs beside 

the sea at Dawlish itself. Now the railway hugged the coastline and the rails ran beside the 

towering and tunnelled red cliffs of Devonian sandstone which also contained fossils of 

ancient fish, like the living fossil of the coelacanth recently found off Madagascar. The blue 

sea had breakers and groynes along the beaches as the sandstone was dissolved back into 

the ocean again. The red rocks had been formed millions of years ago but we now had 

fewer than forty minutes left to travel. 

Newton Abbot provided its customary delay with the rear of the train being detached for 

Torquay and so I hoped I was on the right remainder. The line of houses which meant 

Totnes flashed by and then it was South Brent, glimpses of distant Dartmoor and we were 

nearly there. Over the milky River Plym and its estuary, through Laira, into the final Mutley 



Prestbury Parish Magazine  August 2021 
 

~ 21 ~ 

tunnel and out past the red-brick Eye Infirmary to what the announcer called ‘Plymouth 

North Road’.  I stood up. 

      ‘Please could you help me get my bag down?’ 

‘Plymouth North Road. Calling at Par, Truro, Redruth, St Erth and Penzance.’  

And that was it. Met off the train. Home at last. With the whole dread journey to make in 

reverse at the end of the long summer holidays. 

Duncan Forbes    

 

 

 

 

 

Breakfast with commuters 

In the long hot summer of 1976 we had a family holiday in a Welsh railway station.  The 

station buildings at Manorbier in Pembokeshire were no longer needed and were sold off to 

an enterprising local person who had them converted into a holiday let. We had a pleasant 

and roomy base for our stay, and it turned out to be a cool one too, with its high roof 

space and shady canopy over the platform on the south side.  

I don’t think we had realised when we booked that the line itself was still operational. 

There weren’t many trains, but the first service of the day went through at 07:20; a useful 

alarm clock, if a bit early for holidaymakers.  Our windows of course looked directly onto 

the platform, but they had been fitted with one-way glass which was very effective.  

Travellers seemed to have no idea that there was life behind the blank panes, in fact the 

black glass sometimes served as a useful mirror for an early traveller who had left home in 

a hurry without combing her hair.  We soon became confident that the one-way glass really 

did work, and enjoyed watching the activity a few feet away as we ate breakfast.  

We had a lovely week at the station. Manorbier has a fine beach, and sea bathing from a 

British beach with no shivery drying afterwards was a rare treat. There are excellent cliff 

walks too, and one day we went on the train into Tenby.  In a wetter year we might have 

gone further, to Carmarthen to the east or Pembroke docks to the west. We did often 

make use of the station platform in the evenings, all that space just for us, and often a cool 

breeze at the end of the day.  

The station is a private house now, so nobody is enjoying a similar holiday this year.  But 

Manorbier does have a medieval castle, and you can rent that. 

Beryl Elliott 
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Paddington 

I think I must have a little of the Great Western Railway in my blood. My great-grandfather 

was the “Railway Policeman” at Paddington and his son, my great-uncle, worked on building 

one of the railways in Queensland, Australia, in the pioneering days of the 1800s. Quite un-

used to navvying in the intense heat, he was obliged to find less arduous work like driving 

hundreds of head of cattle hundreds of miles across the Australian bush.  Please note he 

was not a convict but, we think, left London to find gold like many others at that time. Sad 

to write, he missed the boat by several years as the Australian Gold Rush had ended and 

there was no more gold to be found. 

Being a railway policeman (which I imagine we’d call “Security” nowadays) meant that my 

great-grandfather was also in charge of the Lost Property desk. I have a letter handwritten 

by Charles Dickens, sent to him on 20 April 1867 which reads “Taken from Great Western 

Terminal for Wellington Street on the up-train due at 12:35pm. A small black bag or tourist 

knapsack, containing one book and a bundle of manuscripts, signed Charles Dickens.” The 

Dickens Society has shown great interest in this letter and confirm that Dickens did, 

indeed, lose some important manuscripts on or about that date and that they were never 

found. 

As far as I am concerned, I was born in 1930 at the Victoria Nursing Home (as was my wife 

three years later) which was next door to the house where Alfred Lord Tennyson lived 

while he wrote much of his “In Memoriam”. It was directly opposite and well within hissing 

and puffing distance of Platform 1 of St James’s station in the centre of Cheltenham. 

The station was built in 1847 by 

Isambard Kingdom Brunel and 

where, in the 1930s, the fastest 

train in the country, “The 

Cheltenham Flyer” left for 

Paddington. Platform 1 is also 

where, in 1948, my embarkation 

leave having come to an end, I left 

for Paddington and my barracks at 

Woolwich. I was waved off by my 

father and that was the last I ever 

saw of him. 

My overseas posting was to Malta 

where I spent 15 very interesting 

and happy months. One morning, 

my Sergeant-Major called me into his office to give me some bad news. “Parkin, your father 

is dead and we are sending you home on compassionate leave.” Shattering news indeed. No 

information, just the stark facts. I was put into the back of a lorry and handed over to the 

RAF at Luqa airfield to await the next plane to the UK that had room for one soldier. On 

the fourth day of waiting, alone in a hut, I was told to pack my kitbag and make my way 

onto a runway where an Avro York (which is a Lancaster converted into a troop carrier) 

was waiting to take off. It had one empty seat close to the nearside port engine and I was 

instructed to strap myself into it. There had been no communication with anyone since I’d 
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been given the news and now I was on my way home. I wondered what I would find. I loved 

my father and so did everyone else. 

The plane was diverted from Lyneham in Wiltshire, where we were due to land, to 

Oakington near Cambridge because of thick fog. Cambridgeshire was also fog-bound but as 

we were running out of fuel were obliged to take our chance and land, something of a hairy 

experience. Safely on terra firma I was then issued with a rail pass, put into the back of a 

lorry and taken to Cambridge railway station where I was to board the next train to 

Paddington. Here I would await the 10pm train to Saint James’s station in Cheltenham. 

The first thing I did at Paddington was to phone my mother to let her know I had arrived in 

the UK. I put my kitbag down as there was no room for both of us in the telephone box 

but, in my haste, did not notice the sign which said “No luggage to be left here”. In no time 

at all two red caps (Military Police) came and stood each side of my kitbag. When I 

emerged from the telephone box I was arrested and, to the interest of everyone around, 

was told to “Get fell in”. With one red cap in front of me and one behind I was marched 

through the crowd to the command of “left, right, left, right” in the direction of the 

guardhouse close to the big clock. I wondered if it was the same place my great grandfather 

took his perpetrators. I expect it was. 

First of all, with one red cap standing next to me and the senior one sitting at a desk in 

front of me, I was told to produce my papers. In the haste to get me onto a plane in Malta, I 

was given no papers but I did have identification in the shape of my army paybook. That, in 

those days, had no photo to prove I was its holder and the Military Police, who I imagine 

were at Paddington looking for deserters were becoming more and more suspicious. 

There was no way I could prove who I was and why I was in the UK and not, as my 

paybook told them, with my unit in Malta. They certainly did not believe that I began my 

day in the Maltese sunshine. The red caps were beginning to enjoy this interrogation and I 

was becoming more and more worried. It looked very much as if I would be spending the 

night in a cell until the truth eventually emerged - and I had just told my mother I’d be 

home around one o’clock in the morning. She had quite enough worries on her plate 

without me adding to them. 

Then I pictured that great plane and its large numbers on the side of the fuselage. When I 

first saw them at Luqa I thought “Great, they are the initials of my Prestbury girlfriend, PE, 

Pamela Edith, that has to be a good luck. PE was followed by rhyming numbers 103. PE103. 

I told my captors that the plane bringing me home was an Avro York with PE103 on its 

fuselage and it landed somewhere near Cambridge beginning with OAK. 

RAF Oakington confirmed the plane carrying 12 airmen and one soldier landed at 3pm. 

I was released in time to catch the milk train (or was it the mail train?) to St James’s station 

arriving about 4 o’clock on a cold, damp November morning. Coming out of the station, I 

looked across the road and imagined my father with mother on his arm as they left the 

Victoria Nursing Home 19 years previously. He was holding a bundle of clothing inside 

which was a baby boy. I began the long trek home to Prestbury with a heavy heart and the 

kitbag on my shoulder becoming heavier with every step. 

By then I had experienced enough of trains and railway stations to last a lifetime! 

Bernard Parkin  
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PRESTBURY MEMORIAL TRUST  

A New Bus Route from Prestbury to Cleevelands Medical Centre and 

Tesco at Bishops Cleeve 

To continue our support for the villagers of Prestbury, we are trialling a new bus service 

between Prestbury and Bishops Cleeve, calling in at Cleevelands Medical Centre on the way. 

The fare will be £4 per daily ticket. Unfortunately we do not have the ability to accept bus passes 

Starting Thursday 12th August 2021 and running each THURSDAY. 

 

PRESTBURY – BISHOPS CLEEVE 

NOVERTON VIEW (Children’s play park) 09.30 11.00 12.30 14.00 

ROBERTS ROAD (entrance to) 09.35 11.05 12.35 14.05 

NOVERTON PARK 09.35 11.05 12.35 14.05 

CAPEL COURT 09.40 11.10 12.40 14.10 

LINDEN AVENUE (opp. Brymore Close) 09.45 11.15 12.45 14.15 

CUMMINGS COURT 09.47 11.17 12.47 14.17 

CLEEVELANDS MEDICAL CENTRE 10.00 11.27 13.00 14.30 

TESCO (Bishops Cleeve) 10.10 11.37 13.10 14.40 

 

BISHOPS CLEEVE - PRESTBURY 

TESCO (Bishops Cleeve) 10.15 11.45 13.15 14.50 

CLEEVELANDS MEDICAL CENTRE 10.25 11.55 13.25 15.00 

CUMMINGS COURT 10.40 12.10 13.40 15.15 

LINDEN AVENUE (opp. Brymore Close) 10.42 12.12 13.42 15.17 

CAPEL COURT 10.47 12.17* 13.47 15.22 

NOVERTON PARK 10.53 12.22 13.52 15.27 

ROBERTS ROAD (entrance to) 10.53 12.25 13.52 15.27 

NOVERTON VIEW (Childrens play park) 11.00 12.30 14.00 15.30** 

 

Please note the timetable and route will be reviewed regularly and is subject to change if 

the service is not viable or not used.     

All members of the public 

are welcome to use the 

service 

Please note we are a 12 

passenger minibus with no 

standing or disabled access 

available. 

 

  *  Change driver  

  ** Service ends  
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When your heart …  

 

 

has been ripped out and you feel 

hollow inside ... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace as you 

trust in Him, so that you may overflow with hope by the 

power of the Holy Spirit. (Romans 15:13) 
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They rest in St Mary’s churchyard 

Hugh Morgan was born in Donegal, Ireland in 1791. Like many of his fellow countrymen 

he joined the Army and in 1808 he was a 2nd Lieutenant in the Royal Artillery. As a 1st 

Lieutenant he served in the Peninsular wars and was severely wounded at the 1813 siege of 

San Sebastian. Later he saw duty in France, Canada and as a Captain in the West Indies. He 

was retired on full pay in 1843 and in the 1851 census he was living in Cheltenham at 4 

Clarence Square, later he moved to 12 Pittville Lawn. He was made a Brevit Major, an 

honorary title, on the 28th November 1854. 

Following the Crimean Campaign the town commissioners requested that two Russian 

cannons captured at Sebastopol in 1856, be made available to the town as a memorial to 

the sacrifices made in the campaign. They eventually arrived in 1857, delivered by the 

North-Western and Midland railway. Mr Davis, the proprietor of the Queens Hotel, 

allowed them to be stored in his stables. There was much discussion in the town about the 

design of the plinth and its siting. 

In April 1858 a letter was received by the War Office signed by a Mr W S Davis which said 

that as no action was being taken about the cannons in his stables, was he at liberty to sell 

them as old iron to pay for the storage? The letter was circulated in Cheltenham and Mr 

Davis declared it to be a forgery. A reward of £50 was offered to find the culprit. It was 

traced to “Captain” Hugh Morgan who confessed and apologised to the Town 

Commissioners and Mr Davis. He was heavily criticised in the local press. Presumably, as a 

decorated, ex-military man he was distressed at the delay in erecting the memorial.  

On the 5th July 1858 a grand procession made its way to Prestbury Park. The two cannons, 

each weighing over two tons, were each drawn by six horses. At the Park several charges 

were fired from one of the guns. Apparently, the horses did not enjoy the noise. Mr 

Sheepway of the Prestbury Park Farmhouse, stood with a charity box at the entrance to 

the Park collecting money for the General Hospital. The procession returned to the 

Queens Hotel where patriotic speeches were made and Mr Davis was thanked for the 

expenses which he had incurred towards the mounting of the guns in front of the Queens 

Hotel facing down the Promenade. In 1859 an appeal was made to help defray the cost. 

The Cheltenham Examiner was kinder when it reported the death of Major Morgan after he 

had attended a prayer meeting on the 25th June 1860. He was 69 years old. The Rev C H 

Bromby of St Paul’s, said that knowing the Major as one of his congregation, he had become 

aware of acts of secret and unostentatious benevolence, which showed that when not 

under his periodic fits of excitement he was not a man likely to commit deliberately a 

dishonourable action. 

The Major was buried on the north side of St Marys on July 3rd. It is a simple tomb formally 

with railings and now partly covered by a shrub.  

In1942 both cannons were removed for scrap, but a decision was made to keep one of the 

plinths in place. 

Tony Noel 

 Prestbury Local History Society    
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GARDEN TEA PARTIES 

We are planning two more afternoons when you can enjoy time to chat over tea and cake 

in sunny gardens. These will be: Wednesday 4th August and Tuesday 17th August.  The 

cost will be £5 including raffle ticket. 

We look forward to seeing you.   Enquiries: Janet White  

 

Informal Piano Recitals with Coffee and Chat in St Mary’s 

10:00am to Noon : Wednesdays July 28; August 25 and September 22 

John McElroy will play a variety of music he enjoys and would like to share with others in an 

informal and relaxed atmosphere. 

Donations to “Friends of St Mary’s Church, Prestbury” for its Fabric.  
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Prestbury Memorial Trust 

 

 

C2 
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Garden Fete in aid of Cotswold Riding for the Disabled,  

on Saturday 7th August, 2 - 5pm 

Cheltenham Rotary are celebrating their Centenary year with a number of events which 

will raise funds to support local good causes and continue our tradition of service to the 

community. The first is a garden fete at the home of David and Wendy Price, 75, Shaw 

Green Lane, Prestbury GL52 3BS on Saturday 7th August, which will raise money to 

support the local Cotswold Riding for the Disabled, at Prestbury Racecourse. 

Please do join us to browse various stalls and enjoy an afternoon tea, all are welcome. 

 

Grand Book Swap! 
Saturday 21st August 

10am -12noon 
 

St Mary’s Church, Mill Street, Prestbury 

Have you been reading all those familiar books 

on your shelves, 

 to while away the Covid days? 

Come and Exchange Your Books! 

Donate your Books and Find some New to You 

£1 per Book for Friends of St Mary’s Church Funds 
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RIDE AND STRIDE 2021 

This year marks the 40th anniversary of the ride and stride event  which will take place on 

SATURDAY 11th SEPTEMBER. We are currently planning a running (or indeed walking) event 

which may well involve completing as many laps as you can and there may be prizes for the 

most laps completed or most sponsorship money raised, with no limits on age of 

participants. Please mark the date in your diary now and get training, there are more than a 

handful of runners amongst us! Please keep an eye on pew sheets and the next magazine for 

updates. Ring Helen for information 

 Helen Mann 

 

August 2021 Diary 

Wed 4 1430 Garden Tea Party  

Sat 7 1400 Open Garden Moat House 

SUN 8 1100 Baptism  of Ella Guthrie St Mary 

  1330 Baptism of Owen Parker St Nicolas 

Fri 13 1600 Renewal of Wedding Vows of Graham & Susan Birch  St Mary 

SUN 15 1330 Baptisms of Andrew Mukori and Olivia-Grace Mukori  St Mary 

  1430 Baptism of Miller Knox St Mary 

Tue 17 1430 Garden Tea Party  

Sat 21 1000 Grand Book Swap St Mary 

  1200 Wedding St Mary Magdalene 

SUN 22 1430 Baptisms of Charles Robinson and Flora Robinson St Mary 

Wed 25 1000 Informal piano recital with coffee and chat St Mary 

SUN 29 1330 Baptism of Henry Brown St Mary 

  1430 Baptism of Freddie Warren St Lawrence 

  1430 Baptism of Thomas Layton All Saints 

 

As well as our church buildings being open for public worship on Sundays at the usual times 

there are said Eucharist services on Tuesdays at 10.00 in St Nicolas; Thursdays at 10.30 in 

St Mary and 11.15 in All Saints.  Also 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 the North Cheltenham website and on the team’s YouTube page –  

https://www.youtube.com/NorthCheltenhamTeamMinistry 

Go to www.northchelt.org.uk for the latest news. 
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August 2021 Calendar 

SUNDAY 1    9th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 8   St Lawrence 

SUNDAY 15  11th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 22  12th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 29  13th Sunday after Trinity 

 

From the Registers  

Prestbury   

  Baptisms      

June 6 Isla Rose Mary Harmon St Mary 

    Callum Kai Perera St Mary 

  13 Matilda Rose Cousins St Mary 

  20 Oscar Herbecq Glenister St Mary 

    Sebastian Rocca Glenister St Mary 

    Oscar Alexander Pearson St Mary 

    Olivia Grace Pearson St Mary 

  Funerals      

June 3 Anthony John Smith Crematorium 

  10 John Alfred Cornwell St Mary 

    Roy Charles Wilsdon Crematorium 

  25 Teresa Puplett   

  Burials of Ashes    

June 22 Margaret Burrows St Mary 

        

Elmstone Hardwicke   

  Funerals      

June 2 Eric Cyril Leach   

  18 Leslie Sidney Henry Thompson   

  23 Pauline Mary Margaret O'Malley   

        

Swindon Village   

  Funerals      

June 14 Hilda Wood Crematorium 

  16 Denis Seymour Nash Crematorium 

  29 Kenneth David Stephens Crematorium 

  



 

 

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 

 

September Magazine Deadline:   Sunday, 15 August 2021 

September Theme:   A Letter in the Post 
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