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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST

A few weeks ago | was informed that the officiabqess
of merging the parishes of Holy Cross and St. Matth
is to begin. It is hoped that by the end of tharythis
official process will have been completed.

This is a very important time in the life of the @bh
here in this part of Eccles and Worsley. We ayinta
the foundations for future generations — our chkitdand
grandchildren. In the past, previous generatidsts lzad
to deal with change and thanks to their pullingetbgr

and their dedicated commitment we have good stfong

parishes. Now it is our turn. It is importantttiee all
work together to build up the Catholic communitytlie
place where we live.

God willing, the Catholic community of Holy Crossdh
St. Mathew’s will go from strength to strength. réddy
a lot happens within this new parish but theretils s

much potential.

I am hoping by the end of the summer that the &ie
Holy Cross will once again be working. It will kevely
to hear it calling people to Church again.

We have also been applying for a grant for sqm
security fencing at the side of Holy Cross Churctine-
side that borders the council car park. Despiefdlat it
borders council property we will have to pay for Bo
far, two attempts to get a grant have sadly failedan
wait no longer and hopefully it will be in place kiye
end of the year.
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St. Matthew’s Church has now got a new Kitchenisll‘(
well used — especially after Mass on a Sunday wba

and biscuits are served. Many thanks to AudreyyKel
who did all the arranging.

From 14" June to % July we will have a student for trlle
priesthood staying with us. He is called Frankie
Mulgrew and is in his first year at Ushaw seminake
will be gaining parish experience, and | am sune widl
all make him very welcome. | hope to get him wogk
in both primary schools and St. Patrick’s High Sidho

Finally, have a good summer and may God continy
bless you and all your families
Father Michael Ryan.

Parish Priest.
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Moving parish.........

Moving to a new parish is never easy. All commiasit
and all relationships develop over a period of tiamel
have to be worked at. So when | left the commuafty
Our Lady of the Rosary, Davyhulme last year, it was
with great sadness | was leaving a parish thatd ha
belonged to for nineteen years, friends | had knéovn
most of these years and a community | had worked fo
all through these years.

It wasn't easy for me to walk into Holy Cross fdret
first time to attend Mass. However, | have to Hagt

the reception | received was warm and welcominge T
greeters at the door immediately put me at my edse.

a long-standing member of the SVP, | was welcomed
into the Holy Cross & St. Matthew's SVP, a very
friendly bunch of genuinely good people, who itigy

to work with and to socialise with.

As a Minister of the Word | was encouraged to jibia

list of readers at Holy Cross. | was hesitant it f
because | was an outsider, just coming into theslpar
need not have worried about that because | was
immediately accepted into the fold and encouraged t
continue in this Ministry.

Fr. Michael having met me at that first Mass, chlte

my home and met my husband, who was at that time in
poor health. He continued to visit, and when my
husband became too poorly for me to leave alone, he
brought us both Communion.

Sadly my husband died of cancer ofl" ®:bruary this
year. The support | have received from Fr. Miclzael

from the friends | have made in the parish, as wasll
certain friends from my old parish, has really heid

up. | sometimes think that it is the prayers d¢feos and
the love of my family that keeps me going.

Moving to a new parish can be very traumatic, but
moving parish to Holy Cross & St. Matthew's has
proved to me that the Catholic Church really is
‘Universal’ and we are indeed all members of theea
family. Thank you all for being there for me.

Christine Devlin.

Out of the mouths of........
Queen Victoria was the longest queen.
thorn for 63 years.

She sat on a



A truly moving story (part four)
By David Turner.

Summer Holidays at Freshfield.

fter Michael and | had been at St. Joseph’s for

six or seven months, during the summer term at
school, we started to hear rumours about how the St
Joseph’s children spent some weeks every year at
Freshfield. This sounded really exciting to boys o
had no experience of a summer holiday, and with
every fresh scrap of information the excitement gre
— we would travel in a charabanc (a ‘sharrah’)! — ve
would sleep in bunk beds! — we would spend hours on
the beach! — we would see Spitfires flying over! we
would travel to Southport by electric train!. The
picture gradually unfolded but it wasn'’t until the last
week of July that it began to fall into place. A wek
before the holiday there was a sorting out of sumrnme
clothes and footwear and a bag for each child with
swimming costume and towel.

The school summer term finished on a Friday aftenno
but for a lucky few among the boys the real excéetn
began first thing in the morning. Two removal vans
would come into the yard at St. Joseph’'s and th
removal men would load them up, aided and hindered
equal measure by the boys lucky enough to be chiosen
assist. Most of the things loaded were items alidbey

— mattresses, sheets and blankets. We didn't teed
take any beds since these were already available
Freshfield. When loading was complete the van®fet
with the boys settled among the mattresses ingide t
vans, travelling up though Worsley to the East Isanc
Road and then via Ormskirk to Freshfield. There th
vans separated, one to take the big boys’ thingStto
Peter’s College, the other to take the girls’ aittel!
boys’ things to Vaughan House School.

The men and the vans departed as soon as unloadsg
finished but for the boys the fun continued. Atighan
House the bunk beds, triple-deckers, were takerobut
storage and erected for the little boys in a laygaind-
floor room that must have been a gym for the réshe
year. The girls’ bunk beds, double-deckers, werteup

in a prefab classroom. There was also space in bg
rooms for tables and benches for meals and recreati
but these didn’t get a lot of use — most meals wegken
out of doors and we spent most of our time in tesH
air. At St. Peter’'s College it was the same stbynk
beds, mostly triple-deckers, together with tablesl a
benches in the school gym for the big boys. Stere
was a boarding school but we were never allowagsé&
the dormitories or bedrooms. By the end of thg
afternoon all was ship-shape and the tired and tyung
helpers had dinner with some extra treats, theittla |
time for play before bedtime. It was then that than
privilege for the hard work became apparent — tis f
choice of place for the bunk beds for the duratibthe
holiday. That meant the top beds, of course.
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For all the other children who had had to suffee th
exasperation of another day at school, the exciteme
had been mounting all day. At last we were relgase
from school and hurried home where, after a haesy t
we went out to the two coaches in Miller Streete on
coach for the girls and little boys and the othmaah for
the big boys. There was always a small crowd of
onlookers to witness the proceedings, children fthen
neighbourhood and a few adults. Every year | had
occasion to reflect that St. Joseph'’s children were
deprived, rather they were the privileged onesianas

the other children, the onlookers, who were deprive

We were soon off with great hilarity and much sinpi
along the way, following in the tracks of the rerabv
vans on the road to Freshfield. We could hardlit vea
see the sea, to play on the sand, to see theielgains
— surely these must be rather different from tleeteic
trains | had seen in the toyshop?

For our first two visits to Freshfield in 1951 ah@52

my brother Michael and | were numbered among the
little boys, so we stayed at Vaughan House for the
summer. What fun to sleep in bunk beds, even if we
only rated the lower bunk. What fun to eat in tpen

air, even if we were visited by ants and wasps.wHo
wonderful to go out to the beach every day and play
the golden sand for hour after hour!

The daily trip to the beach was in itself an aduest
We collected our beach bags with swimming costume
and towel and left the leafy garden of Vaughan ldous
crossing the electric railway by Freshfield statidhwe
were lucky we saw the electric train go by — it was
considerably bigger than the ones in the toyshéfilen

a train was due a bell would ring in the signal bgxhe
crossing and the operator would pull a floor-modnte
lever to unlock the crossing gates. Then, by hgra
large wheel in the signal box, the operator swumg t
gates closed to road traffic, open to trains. gates hit
the stops with a clatter as the automatic locksireet
them in place. Another lever in the box operatesl t
railway signal, and after a minute or so the trawuld
pass by, rather slowly since it was just aboutttp st

the station platform. How remarkable to see antrai
without seeing all the steam and smoke, withouingee
the pistons going to and fro, without hearing &ié t
hisses and puffs — just the hum of electric mosm the
clatter of the wheels to mark the train’s passage.
However, despite the novelty of electricity, | nadsthe
noises and the smell of the steam trains and | was
strangely disappointed with the electric trainsheyt
were simply less exciting.

After the train had passed the operator changed the
signals and reopened the gates to pedestrianshand t
backed-up traffic — sometimes there would be asyman
as two cars waiting!!! It was a half-mile walk tbe
beach, past more leafy gardens and the large hadises
the richer folk from the cities of Manchester and
Liverpool. At about the halfway point there waside-



road to the army camp and the last of houses w
reached. At this point the tarmac surface finishad
there was a gate across the road to remind pebate t
the road beyond was a private road, though | oaly s
the gate manned on the August bank holiday wham the
was a toll to pay for taking cars any further. cA& this
point the soil underfoot changed from black soi
containing much sand to yellow sand containingtée li
black soil, while the leafy deciduous tress gave Wa
pine. The pine woods continued on both sides ef th
road until two hundred yards before the sea shBrem
there on were lines and lines of sand dunes withela
tufts of long spiky grass planted there to stabilise
dunes. At the edge of the pine woods there waach t
down which lorries passed carrying a brown powde
with a strong smell of tobacco — | was told therzsva
dumping ground there for waste from a cigarettéofgc
down Liverpool way.

About eighty yards from the beach there was a wooq
built café where the few visitors could get a cipea or

a cold drink. We children from St. Joseph’s weesar
given pocket money when visiting the beach — it teas
easy to lose money there. This worked to our adhegn
because we would occasionally find a coin or twat th
some other visitor had lost in the sand. Addititynave
would find fizzy drink bottles which we could retuto
the café for re-use, earning twopence for the smg
bottles and threepence for the large size. Aftegust
bank holiday the findings multiplied greatly in
proportion to the number of visitors, so we allt fel
affluent enough to visit the café at least oncenduthe
summer. By the café there was some hard standing
tarmac which reached as far as the beach. There
ended suddenly with a four-foot drop to the shord.
some time the last length of tarmac where is slope
down to the shore had eroded away and there wixs a
foot drop onto the sands.

We spent many hours each day on the beach, or
excepting wet days (they seemed very few and fd

between) when we would play indoors in the morning

and go to Southport in the afternoon to see a diino
visit the funfair. Whatever we did, the days waheays
too short. We made huge sandcastles, built foitls w
walls to stem the incoming tide; we walked out to 3
wrecked ship to catch crabs — occasionally to helta
by the crabs! There were literally miles of samtl a
sand dunes to play on, though we usually stayekiwit
half a mile of the sea-front café. The only thirigs
disliked were the jellyfish that seemed to multigg
calm days, and the sunburn which afflicted us tlkast
once each summer — there was no such thing
sunscreen in the 1950’s. After a tiring day we aver
ravenous and ready to devour anything set before U
The food we had at Freshfield always seemed mo
appetising than that at St. Joseph’s; but it may he
that we worked up more appetite. You can be sat t
we slept well too! In the closer confinements loé t
summer dormitory and with the bright summer evesing
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we felt inclined to sit up and talk in bed — | ranizer
hearing not a few ghost stores — but in practiceallve
were soon sound asleep.

On Sundays of course we went to Mass in the morning
There was a chapel in Vaughan House, up a little
wooden stairway from the field we played in, and
through the narrowest doorway | had ever seensediu
to wonder how some of the nuns could every manage t
pass through! The chapel was, however, much t@dl sm
to accommodate all the children so we normally went
the parish church a ten minute walk away. | don't
remember actually hearing any adverse comment from
the parishioners but | had the impression that sofne
them found the *home boys’ as bit of an imposition.

Editor's note: David’'s holiday memories will be catinued

in our next edition.
*kkkkkkk

HOLY CROSS PARENT & TODDLER GROUP

Would you like to get out of the house and mee¢otl]
‘mums’ and at the same time give your child an
opportunity of interacting with other children? rdes
your opportunity.

A parent and toddler group catering for childresir
0-5 years of age is held in Holy Cross Communityl Hp
every Monday and Friday from 9.30 —11.30a.m. T
cost is just £1.50 per session and includes ‘Tdaé&st’.
Why not come along? Everyone is welcome.
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A (not so great) garden idea

A strange discovery | have made...
A garden’s where | wield a spade,
And sow and grow and hoe and mow;

And plant and pant and sift and lift,

And seed and weed and stake and rake —
But never seem to take my ease,
Relaxing in the sun and breeze.

So when I've tackled every chore
| wonder what a garden’s for!

*kkkkkkkk

There was a queue of men standing outside theyPearl
Gates waiting to go in. There were two entranees|,
over the first was a notice saying “For men whoehav
been dominated all their lives by their wives”. eTh
gueue stretched as far as the eye could see. tBeer
next entrance was a notice saying “For men who have
never been dominated by their wives”. One man was
standing under it. St. Peter came over to himaskéd
why he was there. The man replied “I don’t re&ipw

— my wife told me to stand here!”

There is an old saying, “God helps those who help
themselves”, and while there may be some truthan, 1
am sure that one church got very much nearer ttodewh
truth when it put up on its Wayside Pulpit board th
words, “God helps those wloannothelp themselves”.

3



When we crowned Our Lady........

with style.
By Kevin Keigher.

ttending Mass on May Sunday and hearing the

strains of ‘O Mary we crown thee with
blossoms today’ never ceases to remind me of my
schooldays and May Sunday at All Saints Church.

It really was a grand and special occasion in tath@lic
calendar year. All the pomp and ceremony, th
excitement of dressing up, and walking to churchaas
family — no cars — proud to be seen by friends,
neighbours, and strangers alike — proud to be hdGiat
on such a special day.

11%

Our May Sunday began at the beginning of Marchliat A
Saints School when the May Queen was selected,
together with the Cushion Bearer, six Train Beassrd
six Page Boys. | have no idea who made up the
selection committee, nor do | know their selectiorn
policy, but somehow 1 feel it had to be questiondd.
was selected as a Page Boy and was extremely pfoud
the honour, running home as fast as | could tontalin
of the great honour bestowed upon me. It didrgtster
at the time, but looking back mam must have wortlerg
at the mental state of health of someone pickirap su
scruffy little sod to represent the school and plaesh
for the crowning of Our Lady.

May Sunday and Whit Sunday were probably the only
two days of the year when my knees were clean, and
even though mam polished my boots before leaving fq
school each morning, by the afternoon they wer&extu
and dirty after kicking a tennis ball around the
playground and kicking a stone all the way home,
pretending | was Bobby Charlton.

Anyway, | was to be a Page Boy and it was mam'’s jop
to turn her ‘pride and joy’' into an angelic- loogin
cherub — what a job!

First it was a visit to Eccles Market, when it was
proper market, and mam bought a length of blacketel
material, a length of white satin, and then it \@agsit
to the ‘Button Stall’ to select the buttons reqdifeom
numerous biscuit tins full of buttons — all loosBlack
buttons for the velvet suit and white pearly bustdor
the satin blouse/shirt.

With the material selected it was then round topBel
Road to visit Mrs. Foster, who was a wizard on her

pedal-powered Singer sewing machine. She must haye

felt very proud when she went to Mass each Surasy,
nearly every Altar Boy — and there were many — was
dressed in the material she had made up for them.

Meanwhile, at school it was our teacher’s taskriodk
us into shape. Again, looking back, they must Hzae
the patience of a saint. Even walking two abreast
without walking into each other was a major
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achievement. We would line up in the playground an
walk a route similar to walking the aisles of AkiBts
Church. Hands joined as in prayer; stay one pabet
the person in front; eyes forward all the time; whe
turning the inside person to take smaller stepslevan
the outside faster steps to keep in line with yoantner
when we straightened up.

Straightforward??? Easy???

I am sure Miss Cavanagh would have been takersko ta
by Health & Safety had they been around — it maseh
been easier training The Dirty Dozen!

At the command of ‘Left Wheel’ it was absolute chao
as some turned the wrong way into each other. The
inside column slowed down and it was like a pack of
cards as the back markers walked into the person in
front. Surely, university could never have prepare
teachers for this. Many — and | mean many — datgs |

of practice, patience, and frayed nerves we were
acceptable Now we were ready for the big day.

First it was off to Mrs. Foster's to try my littikeelvet
suit and satin blouse/shirt, with its fancy frifipnt and
cuffs. Perfect. Now it was time to travel to Resas
Street to show Auntie Maggie my new suit — becduse
knew | would get sixpence (two and a half new pgnce
in my top pocket for luck, - never fails!

As we assembled at church we were given our final
briefing and reminded of all the practice we hadnike

the day a spectacle and a success. All Saintpacsd

to the rafters, as usual, with Charlie Geeney ug@ an
down the aisles making sure everyone pushed up to
allow more people access to the pews.

Then our moment arrived. Mr. McGrath brought the
organ to life and the choir responded filling theuch
with the kind of sound that had the hairs on thekbat
your neck standing. Although we didn’t appreciiatat

the time, our choir must have been the envy of the
diocese as it comprised of mainly All Saints Operat
Society and the sound was magical.

As we lined up in the aisles the girls in particutzoked
resplendent in their long white satin dresses, theesd
and veil, carrying a lovely colourful bouquet obvilers.
The Cushion Bearer led, carrying the ‘Crown’ ofifkrs

on a regal- looking velvet cushion, followed by the
Queen with her long golden ringlets glistening e t
beams of sunlight shining through the stained glass
windows. The Train Bearers lifted the long flowing
train, and. bringing up the rear, sporting twelvéng
white knees was — yes — the Page Boys.

We set off proudly following our route up and dotie
aisles. The ‘strewer’ was in the front laying aped of
flower petals, which were scattered from her elégan
wicker basket, for the procession to walk on. Feae
was concentrating on our ‘simple’ instructions -egy
front; one pace behind; etc. — but deep down everyo



knew there was a disaster waiting to happen, becaus
while we kept our heads straight, our eyes were\adr
the place. Left and right they danced trying talfour
mam and dad in the packed congregation, to seledke
of pride and delight on their faces, and yes, as w
spotted them it was a satisfied smile, a rush ofrzalin,
the pace quickened, andBANG, straight into the back
of the person in front. Anyway, it brought us bdok
our senses and now we really had to concentrate.

As we entered the centre aisle to approach thg étia
choir was reaching an ear-splitting crescendo. that
front of the altar was a statue of Our Lady, witbps
positioned at the back. The Queen majestically anac
her way up the steps, the Cushion Bearer handethé&er
crown and ‘O Mary we crown thee with blossoms today
bellowed out as the crown of flowers was placedon
Lady’s head Mission Accomplished.

As we left church to make our way home, we all pliigu
accepted the attention as people came across daymg
wonderful we had been. A bit like the Bafta Awdrds

There was no sign of Miss Cavanagh though. She w
probably resting in the presbytery, drinking Frr@ds
wine, with a cold damp towel on her forehead.

On a more serious note, as | see the dwindlin
congregations, | often feel these occasions, whale a
great deal of pride and satisfaction to a greatyman
people, were a major factor for keeping families
attending Mass — as families — on a regular basi
Because, we weliavolved- wewere the Occasion!

However, with the passing of time and our ‘muliitfi&
schools these ‘Magic Moments’ are no longer paduof
life. I, like everyone else, was proud and prigéd to
be involved in the special parish activities tharevour
wonderful yet simple way of life, which left us Wit
lasting memories that neither time, nor change, ca
erase.

Ah welll That's it! It's alright being a page bdgr a

couple of hours, but it's now time for home, angaane

of football in the street. Well, you can't live am

council estate with clean knees all the time!'NeB/one

will think you're a sissy — anyway, it won't be Ign
before its Whit Sunday!

When changing a light bulb, if the bulb comes out b
leaves the metal part behind, take a cork fromraeverr
sherry bottle and use this with pressure to pubbtit
easily, avoiding those lethal wires that are |etiibd.

Editors note: | had reason to put this ‘Top tip’ to the
test recently when a bulb in one of my wall lights
exploded, shattering glass everywhere and leavieg t
metal part of the bulb firmly fixed in its socke¥uch to
my surprise and delight — it actually worked!!!
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Sister Dominica.

An article appeared

in Issue 8, our
March edition of
Away from the

Pulpit, about Sister
« Dominica who had

taught at St. Mary's
. school many years
ago. This brought
back very fond
memories to one of
our  parishioners,
Eileen Johnson,
who also attended
St. Mary's School
and was taught by
Sister Dominica.
Eileen’s mum used
to make the dresses
and the trains for
the May Queen retinue for the crowning of Our Lady
May Sunday at both St. Mary’s and All Saints Sdhoo
at that time, and this is how Eileen’s family andt&
Dominica became close friends. The photo was dgiwen
Eileen's mum in 1930. Many thanks to Eileen foe th
loan of this gem of a photo.

Smiling.

Smiling is infectious.
You catch it like the flu.
When someone smiled at me today
| started smiling too.

| passed around the corner,

And someone saw me grin.

When he smiled | realised
I'd passed it on to him.

| thought about the smile
And realised its worth.
A single smile like mine
Could travel round the earth.

If you feel a smile begin,
Don't leave it undetected.
Let's start an epidemic quick,
And get the world infected.

A saintly soul

So far today, Lord, I've done alright. | havendsgiped,
lost my temper, been grumpy, greedy, nasty, seffish
over-indulgent.

I’'m very thankful for that, but in a few minutesoid, |
am going to get out of bed, and from then on, Igaimg
to need a lot more HELP!!!

Mavis Crookes, Winchester.



The little school down the lane........
By Peter Roddy. (Petrus).

H ere are a few random thoughts about the school
that | attended from the age of three until |
finished at fourteen years of age. In actual fadtleft
school a month before my fourteenth birthday. St.
Gilbert’'s was the little school down the lane, andn
the 1930’s we called it ‘Gillies’.

Our headmaster was Mr. Maher, known throughout the
school as ‘Gaffer Maher'. The majority of the thing
staff were female and as | remember we had Miss

Deegan who was Deputy Head, Miss Duncan, she was

small in stature but she was firm, and we had Miss
Dyson. | think she was the nicest teacher ontiéfé s

We also had a Mr. Ernie Mallay, who travelled from
Liverpool. He was a good-looking chap who sprinted
along the railway walks every night to catch hartrat
Patricroft station. He joined the Royal Air Forglen
war was declared and we never saw him again

The playground, which we called the yard, had aeain
surface in the early days and many pupils suffered
lacerations of the knees when falling on the roug
surface. Short pants or trousers were the ordehef
day. No-one was allowed to attend school in loagte
at ‘Gillies’. We had a fair number of ‘Just Wilid
characters with baggy trousers, jerseys and ruosgs)
especially in the winter.

—

In 1939 war was declared and the school closedfor
week or two (much to our delight) as arrangemeats h
to be made to deal with emergencies etc. in a iva-t
situation. Windows had to be protected by fixitigksy
tape on the glass to reduce splinters spreading.

Eventually, workmen arrived at school to build &did
shelters. The ground between the school and Newe La

was excavated and concrete was poured in to create

underground tunnels, which were fitted with timbeats
along the walls and the pupils had to sit on thatsse
during the ‘alert The ‘alert warning was a wailing
siren, while the ‘all cleamas a continuous note.

Only teachers were allowed to walk about in thdtere
during an air raid, but a small number of pupilsrave
made Shelter Marshals, whose job it was to colleet
first aid bags and square wooden torches to tahetlie
air raid shelters. | was one of those Marshals bnd
enjoyed it because | was allowed to walk aboutrdyri
air raids.

During 1940 a ‘Dig for Victory’ campaign was statte
by the Government, and this meant that every availa
piece of ground should be cultivated and vegetables
would be grown to help out the national larder. eTh
school had a piece of land just up to the schotbl paar
the piggery. This had been a tip where the costeht
road grids and gullies had been tipped for yeadsthis
produced rich fertile soil for allotments, whicheth
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school developed for growing vegetables. Pupil wi
an interest in gardening were given the opportuaity
tilling the land and helping to produce home-grdaod
(plus the fact that we missed some lessons in §choo
Spades, rakes, forks and other tools had beenisdppl
by the school and there was no shortage of voluntée
was amongst them and | really enjoyed the exercise.
There was an added interest on the allotmentsaltiest
fact that in the soil a fair number of coins were
unearthed which had come out of the road grids and
gullies, so for the first few weeks of ‘Digging for
Victory’ we had the added thrill of digging up ‘p@Eas,
‘threepenny Joey's and ‘tanners which we were
allowed to keep.

At that time in our lives there was only one way we
could obtain money and that was by working for it.
Pocket money was a rare thing, simply because our
parents could not afford to give pocket money.widts
common practice to earn money in a variety of ways.
You could get yourself a paper round or get a job
delivering milk out of cans, (not bottles), or yoauld

go on Barton Moss picking potatoes in the fieldsyau
could go delivering coal on push carts from thealoc
coal dealer to their customers. Finally, if youreve
lucky you might get a job on the local Market. ghi
Market was open ground next door to our local Fire
Station on Liverpool Road.

| would point out that all these jobs were on atiane
basis, and were done during holidays, eveningstor a
weekend. If you wanted money you worked for it an
on reflection it was a good thing to instil into ww
people.

These few random thoughts put down on paper may
interest some young readers or they may not, becaus
they are personal recollections from a differerat. el
would hope that older readers, especially any pagils

of ‘Gillies’” may feel disposed to reflect on theichool
days which may help to fill any gaps | may have le

Come on, St. Pat's boys and girls; ask your grams a
granddads “Did you attend ‘Gillies’ in the thirti@sand

if so, are they prepared to talk about it or wateut it,
and in doing so this will help to establish and man a
living link between St. Patrick's and the ‘littlectsool
down the lane’.

*kkkkkkhkk

An epitaph.........

Here lies a poor woman who always was tired,

For she lived in a place where help wasn't hired.

Her last words on earth were, “Dear friends, | aimg,
Where washing ain’'t done, nor sweeping, nor sewing.
And everything there is exact to my wishes,

For where they don't eat there’s no washing of essh
Don’'t mourn for me now, don’t mourn for me never,
For I'm going to do nothing for ever and ever!”

*kkkkkkhkk



Dinner time in the borough.........

hose were the days when schoolchildren all went
home at lunchtime — dinner, we called it then; 12
noon till 2 p.m. was dinner-time.

My walk home was from St. Mary’s School, Liverpool
Road, to St. Mary Street (and one had nothing twitlo
the other, being about half a mile apart), and khbave
taken, on little legs, about a quarter hour. Bugrg day
presented adventure, as well as the old familig
landmarks and milestones. You could almost guaeant
some new sight to hold attention and fill in preso
time. A dogfight, a traffic accident, a couple stick-
waving, arguing old men with time on their hands
reaching impasse on local and world affairs. Itswa
1930 B.T. (Before Television), and events like thes
provided all the excitement that life had to offand
always drew a crowd — to which | could always Heede
on to find my way.

=

Then there was the daily routine of stops. Fitgp she
Co-op., where a sharp corner on the glass window
enabled one to stand at the join, raise one armoaed

leg, and appear to anyone who could be persuaded|to

watch that both feet had left the ground, and aftssof
acrobatic antics could be performed. On the ndkh

at the Co-op. Furnishers, there was an electrigalt f
somewhere along the window fitting line, and witlea
diligence the magic screw could be found which, mvhe
pressed, sent a good electric shock through the arm

Then Meesons had to be drooled over — the sweetshiop

where the advertising boast was “Buy a Quarter@ed

a Quarter Free.”. They sold all kinds of goodlasg, my
favourite item was the great chocolate slabs thug, s
one inch thick and big as paving stones — also “Buy
Quarter and Get a Quarter Free”. This, for me mgd
friends, was purely for window-gazing. None ofaver
had the required sixpence that would provide thi
wonderful offer. Shop gazing was entirely satigiag

all were in the same boat — ‘look, but taste ndthere
was no sense of deprivation.

U7

After these three stops in a short space, it waallysa
run and a skip to the next point of interest whiaelme at

Eccles Cross, where a huge, heavy communal cup hunpg

on a chain next to a constant flow of water to sténe
Eccles Citizen from dying of thirst. The cup wadid
rusted iron, moulded true cup-shape and almost tgo
heavy to lift. We all supped. Our cold sores,pped
lips, runny noses and some unmentionable complaints
all communed — and water never tasted so good.
Sparkling, free running — and thick with the tasfe
rusty iron.

Then past the Chippy, where you wished your Mother
was like some other Mothers who bought the mid-day
meal from this warm, delicious-smelling place of
convenience — with dinner wrapped in hot grease and

vinegar soaked newspaper parcels. Then home — wijth]
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time only for a quick meal of meat and potato pie o
thick pea soup with a dumpling in the middle, with
butty of jam or condensed milk for pudding. A dui
face-wipe with the flannel — socks pulled up, and r
back to school with the hounds of hell after usvé
were to avoid the cane for being late

Marie Duffy.

A request for donations of used postage stampbders
made by a parishioner, Mr. Ken Kerr, on behalf haf
Salford Talking News for the Blind, a registerecity
run entirely by volunteers, each week sending o{t a
FREE newstape on audio-cassette to over 300 bhidd a

partially-sighted people locally. If you wish todw
more about this charity why not visit their website
www.salford-talking-news.org.ukélick on Talking to
Salford People, or telephone (0161)736 8670. PElgas
send your used stamps to Salford Talking News,
Pendleton House, Broughton Road, Salford. M6 6LS

Great garden idea.........

Buy a strawberry pot from your local garden ceiatne

fill each hole with a different herb. Place it the back
door so that you can go out and pick a few leaviesnw
you need them in the kitchen. When planting the
container insert a length of hose in the centre raakle
holes along its length. If you water through the
hosepipe, water will be available to all the plants
matter what their position in the container. Thenfs
will last a season in the container and most ofntlcan

be taken out and divided during the autumn.

Did you know.........

That the first bridge at Barton was built in 163Q2vas
destroyed in 1745 by order of the Government to
prevent Bonnie Prince Charlie’s rebels using ieb&ilt

in 1746, it continued in use until the present gwin
bridge was built in 1892 at the expense of the Goun
ratepayer.

Words of wisdom.........

Don't sneer at the man who is down today,
Unless you have felt the blow
That caused the fall, or felt the strain
That only the fallen know.

You may be strong, but still the blows
That were his, if dealt to you,
In the self-same way at the self-same time,
Might cause YOU to weaken, too.

*kkkkkkkkk

Issue ten will be available in early September. May
thanks to all who have contributed articles for
inclusion in Away from the Pulpit. Please be assed
that your entries will be published as soon as spad
permits, and material for future editions is always
welcome.




FATHER TED'S PAGE

What do you call a man with a seagull on his head?
Cliff.

Use the grid to complete the other half of the picire.

Patient: When | stand up quickly | see Donald
Duck, Pluto and Mickey Mouse.
Doctor: How long have you been having these
Disney spells?
*kkkkk
What do you say to a broken robot?
Rust in peace.

*kkkkk



