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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST

With the arrival of September life in the parish begiog]
speed up again. So what lies ahead?

On 28" September our ABC Faith Group begins again.
is for anyone (Catholic or non Catholic) who wolike to
explore the Catholic faith. Sometimes those whenr
Catholic decide they would like to join the Church.ast
year's group led to Diane Connolly and Kathleen rkdd
becoming Catholic. All are welcome — just comengldo the
Presbytery for 7.15pm. We plan to meet every Wedag
during term-time till Easter.

A Parish Quiz Night is taking place on Frida$ @ctober in
the Parish Hall at 7.30pm. On Novembef" i Joint Holy
Cross and St. Matthew’s Parish Social will be tgkptace at
the Conservative Club in Patricroft.
get together from time to time.

Our Christmas Bingo and Grand Christmas Draw velet
place on Sunday Y4December in the Parish Hall. All tH
money raised in the Christmas Grand Draw goes sy
supporting the parish.

| am especially looking forward to our Pilgrimagethe Holy
Land in October. Fr. Livesey from St. Mary’s angiself are
taking 40 people with us. For many this is a trfii@ lifetime.

This year Holy Cross School celebrates its™LB@niversary.
The school plans to mark this anniversary durirgy dbitumn
term. The school began life Aff Saints in a building on the
other side of the Ship Canal. A new building had¢ built
when the old River Irwell was widened to create #ép
canal.

At the time of writing | have no further news oretbfficial

merging of Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s — it istjasmatter
of waiting. Also we are still waiting for the belt Holy Cross
Church to work again — | am promised it will soom dalling

people to Church.

Finally | would like to end with a quote from Std. On 28
June (Feast of Ss. Peter and Paul) we began theof &3t.
Paul. The year comes to a close next Jun& 2®ope
Benedict XV1 called for this special year to maike 2008
year since his birth.

“The grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, the love otl@ad the
fellowship of the Holy Spirit be with you all” 2 Gathians
13:13

It is goodttlve can allf

his

Fr. Michael Ryan.

For Whom the Bell Tolls!!!!

In anticipation of
the reinstatement of our own church bell.

A village church had a new bell-ringer who started
sound the bells on Sunday morning more vigorousty a
loudly than the villagers had been accustomed/iiben
he was asked about this, his reply was short aatposh
“If they're not coming to church, then they're not
sleeping either!”
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Hang on the bell..........

Most of us are familiar with the ballad “Hang oreth
Bell, Nellie” — we usually hum it without thinkingf the
meaning of the words.

When the Wars of the Roses were at their heiglet, th
Earl of Warwick’'s nephew was captured by the Yorks
and condemned to be executed at Chertsey in Surrey
within twenty-four hours; the signal for his exdout
was to be the curfew bell at St. Peter’s Church.

A messenger was sent to ask for the king's pardnd,
he was fighting a losing battle to get there befitre
tolling of the curfew bell. He whipped his horseda
rode as if the hounds of hell were after him, baitshill
had a mile to ride when the time came for curfewt an
the bell. But - the bell didot ring that night, and such
was the law that the man was reprieved.

It transpired that the sweetheart of the condenmed
had climbed into the belfry and hung onto the ctappt
great danger to life and limb, until he was repetkv

This caught the imagination of the American

storytellers, inspiring the ballad,

“Hang on the bell, Nellie,
Hang on the bell.
Your poor sweetheart’s locked
In a cold prison cell.
As you swing to the left,
I And you swing to the right, I\
Remember the curfew
Must never ring tonight”.
Marie Duffy.



Memories of us kids - 1930s.........

have just been reading ‘Away from the Pulpit’ — |

have laughed and cried at the memories it brought
back of St. Gillies and St. Joseph’'s Home. Many
thanks to both Peter Roddy and David Turner

| was at St. Gilbert's at the same time as Petde
forgot to mention Miss Brennan and Sister Feenay wh
we were all terrified of, and Father Callaway, wios
face we never saw as he always had it buried ibibie

whenever you saw him and whose sermons at Mags

lasted two hours — enough said!

Little Polly Duncan — she used to take us for nikiba
the yard, and she always carried a ruler to slapwith.
Miss Dyson, singing teacher — breathe in-2-3-4-5G8t
4-. It was hilarious. Miss Deagan was great. Wed
to say she fancied Mr. Maley. She was very easyggo
Mr. Maher — the headmaster. Do anything wrongeor b
late for school and you had to take the cane upntoin
his room. Many a poor lad used to come back isscla
with their hands under their arm pits. | don’tnthigirls
got the cane. One day going home, one poor lgd
pinched the cane from behind the blackboard ankebro
it up and threw it over the railway fence. Wedkered
him (No — I won’'t mention his name).

That air raid shelter was something else! | usechtry
a water bottle over my shoulder and my gas maskifox
front of me. Petrified, we all sat on the formsgig
hymns. The German pilots must have heard us becays
they never dropped bombs near us.

The first Sunday in May at St. Joseph’s Home was
wonderful. All the girls in white dresses, the badn
nice jumpers, white shirts and short grey pantdie T
nuns all sang like a choir. A big procession rotimg
grounds, then into Chapel, where one girl wouldwero
Our Lady’s statue with flowers and everybody siggin
‘O Mary We Crown Thee’. Not a dry eye in the chape
Some of the Home children had no visitors and they
would stand crying. | used to ask my mam if weldou
take some home with us.

Oh yes! Us girls also went potato picking on Geang
Farm for 6p a week. (2 & a half pence). | was a
millionaire with sixpence. | bought one ‘pennortf
chips for me, one for my mam and dad, and one for
young brother. Then | bought a Mars Bar between us
all. One penny left. | put a halfpenny in thelection
box and lit a candle with the other halfpenny.

My Gran was housekeeper to Father Calloway forsyear
and when she was going home at night when an idir rg
was on, she used to take her shoes off so the Germa
wouldn’t hear her walking down New Lane!!!

Today, how many kids and adults would walk from
Patricroft Bridge, and Peggy Mason Street to Eccles
Cross and back again, in the blazing heat! Wetlid
Whit Sunday Walks. All in our hew white dressesyo
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in white shirts and grey pants. Our mams usedve s
shilling (5 new pence) a week to buy them. Themais
back to Holy Cross for lemonade, a buttie and &qiac
of Lords Crisps. It was tiring, and we got sunrubut

it was great. We carried a crook stick, and weduse
pop the tar bubbles on the road with the end oflit.
wonder what happened to these crooks and bannérs an
the ‘Agnesians’ (Guild of St. Agnes), Children ofaiy,
and Mothers’Union clubs. We never hear of them now
And | also wonder how many of us war kids from St.
Gilbert’s are still here.

From St. Gilbert's we had to go to Beech StreetoSth
for cookery and laundry — the boys for woodwork. |
hated it. | made some tarts — it was my day on the
ovens. | dropped a girl's tarts as | burnt my éngSo |

had to give her mine. My mam went mad. “Food’s too
scarce to waste” she shouted. My Jam Roly Poly was
like a policeman’s truncheon! “It'll be o.k. with bit of
custard on it” mam said.

We had no telly, D.V.D.’s or mobiles, but we were a
happy healthy lot and we had sugar butties, difyedd

in the dripping (beef fat, rendered down) with sait,
and toast with dripping on. My mouth waters thingki
about it. It did us no harm.

| could keep on with memories — but it's time sowehp
else had a go.

Hope | haven't bored you...God Bless.
Kathleen Morris. (Mrs. K. Walton now).

Editor's note You most certainly haven't bored us
Kathleen. | hope that others will have similar noeies
to share with us.

Oh dear, what can the matter be.....
one of our ladies was locked in the.........
Presbytery (Garden).

Did any of you hear the cries for help coming frtme
Presbytery garden this summer? If you did, it was
Marie. She was locked in!l!lll She found herself safely
‘outside’ the Presbytery, but her keys were segurel
‘inside’ the Presbytery.

After several abortive attempts to climb over tlaedgn
wall, and her cries for help being ignored by pesty
on Liverpool Road, she had resigned herself todipgn
the day locked in.

However, along came her knight in shining armouwr; h
removed a fence panel and out came Marie — a little
bruised and with her glasses broken, but othermise

the worse for her mishap.

At least her little adventure brought a smile te fhce
of Father Michael — and tears of laughter to tlee$aof
others!!!!

Maureen Denton.



The ‘Del-Boy’ of ‘47.........

he year was 1947. On the day in question | was

feeling pretty good. And why not? The war was
well and truly over. | had just regained my trim
figure, after recently having given birth to my
beautiful baby daughter Linda, and | was off on a
shopping trip to Manchester to boost my morale even
further by spending my money and some of my
precious clothing coupons on something nice, in ath
words a nice new ‘rig-out’. And very successful |
was, too. A lovely smart tweed skirt and an equatl
lovely contrasting orange coloured top made up my
chosen outfit. | had every intention of being
something of a ‘bobby-dazzler’!!!

| suddenly noticed, some distance ahead of me,al sm
but growing crowd of people, and, curious to knohatv
the commotion was all about | headed in their diioec
and casually blended in with the rest of the crowAl.
man was standing surrounded in a shop doorway. At
first, because of the other people, | couldn't sdwt
was going on, but, eventually | managed to jockey
myself into a position where | was able to peerrdhe
shoulders of others and saw the opened suitcaskeon
floor. He was selling SILK STOCKINGS!!I  All
nicely presented in cellophane packets, three paies
packet for £1. Just the very thing to complemegt m
newly purchased outfit. Before | could reach foy m
purse, suddenly, a second man appeared, thoughw kn
not from where, and pushing his way through thevdro
quickly whispered into the ear of the man in thg
doorway, an accomplice of course, warning him & th
imminent arrival of the local policeman. Quick as
flash the two men hurriedly snapped shut the sséica
picked it up and ran around the corner, shoutinthé&
crowd as they did so “Follow me!!"” We all did, of
course, and they set up ‘shop’ once more in a reiffe
doorway. | handed over my £1 (and in those days |a
pound was an awful lot of money) in exchange for
which | went home with one lovely cellophane packe}
containing the much coveted three pairs of silk
stockings!!! On arriving home of course | couldwait
to try on my new outfit, complete with the luxutgm —
the silk stockings. What did | find on opening the
cellophane packet - three pairs of stocki##®s Not on
your life.....In fairness, it is true to say that did
actually contain six stockings, butsix odd stockings,
in six different sizes, six different lengths and iz
different shades!!! Not a pair to be had amongstlh
the six!

| learned a very valuable lesson that day. Nemeta
do business with a ‘Spiv’.
Joan Kirk. (Now Mrs. Joan Chinnery).

How thoughtful of Mother Nature! By the time ve
reach the sitting around stage of life she endoswwith
a bigger cushion.

Letter from the editor.........

It is now over two years since Away from the Pulpit
was started as something of an experimgntal
venture, with no guarantee of success. Initiadly,
parishioner suggested that an article on orphanage
children may be of interest, and following thpt,

entries submitted by David Turner recalling pis

days at St. Joseph’s Home and his schooldays @t St
Gilbert’'s proved to be very popular and have bpen
enjoyed by very many people, and those entrigs in
turn have resulted in further articles and memoyies
from other parishioners, particularly in relatiom |t
St. Gilbert's School, contributing greatly to the

success of the magazine. You may all be intergstec
to know that David, now married, living in
Ramsgate and with grandchildren of his own, has
been absolutely delighted with the positive 4nd
continuing response to his articles, which pas
resulted in him being reunited with friends frons hi
childhood, now scattered both far and wigle,
including one boy who is now a priest with the Mill
Hill missionaries. The appearance of Away frpm
the Pulpit on the ‘web’ has also contributed
significantly to this success. As editor | woulkdi
to offer my sincere thanks to David, without whq@se
contributions | feel this magazine may still pe
struggling to achieve success, and indeed to al pwh
have contributed in any way.

Please remember this ®ur magazine. If yol
wish to contribute, please place articles [for
publication in either of the red boxes at the batk
both Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s churchps.
Alternatively, they can be handed in to Father
Michael. You can write about absolutely anything
you please, whether it be ‘holy’ or ‘otherwis¢’,
humorous, happy or sad. It can be about things|you
have done, things you are presently doing or th|ngs
you hope or intend to do in the future. It's rgdll
not difficult to write a small article and we would

be honoured if you feel you could share ygur
experiences with us. Alternatively, perhaps you
have ideas to put forward which you feel wotld
improve ‘Away from the Pulpit? Your opiniorns
would be greatly appreciated and we are always
open to constructive criticism. Otherwise, howedls

can we know whether or not we are providing you

with the kind of magazine which you enjoy anhd

appreciate? Should you wish to contact the editor
personally, with any comments whatsoever, advgrse
or otherwise, my telephone number is (0161) y94
9061. | would be more than happy to chat with

you, any time.
Dorothy Bryan.




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

Summer Holidays at Freshfield (continued).

From 1953 Michael and | had both graduated to
the big boys group and in the summer we would
then stay at St. Peter's College. This was a fine
private boarding school run by the Mill Hill
missionaries, and there were extensive grounds that
included playing fields, gardens, a brook and a fan
with vegetables and pigs. So many things to delig
us boys, but there was one scary, very scary additi
to the list — a cemetery where the deceased Mill Hi
priests were buried. In the daytime we had to pass
the cemetery when we went from the dormitory to
the playing field. | always took care to stay in a
group and to pass on the side of the path away from
the graves so if any ghost should arise from the
ground | would have at least a few yards start when
it began its pursuit. At night time things were a bt
more problematic — there was no indoor toilet for he
dormitory and we had to walk to within a few paces
of the cemetery to reach the toilet block. At seve
years old | had an imagination as active as any o#n
seven-year-old’'s and | was absolutely terrified to
venture outside all alone. | literally had to cordin
myself until the sky was lighter before going out.
Even then my relief on reaching the toilets was munr;
much less than my relief on getting back indoors
without being grabbed by a ghost.

At St. Peter's we would sometimes make furtivetsisp
Brother Aloysius in his carpenter’'s workshop. Wi!nen
wasn't making or repairing furniture he kept hinfisel
busy making rosaries from wire and beads.
some wonderful stories to tell and some good jakes
He would visit us occasionally on his bicycle as we
played in the field and he would amuse us by ridin
round in circles with the front wheel two feet dffe
ground.
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For all my love of the beach and the funfair att8part,
the best part of the holiday was the piggery. luer
boys were allowed to help the Brothers with somthef
lighter farm jobs, among them the feeding of thgspi
How gratifying it was to see and hear the pigs wele
us as we emptied their feed into the troughs. Wihe
were safely outside the sty the pigs would be sslda
from confinement and would rush up to the troughd a
dive into the food, their tails wriggling and thedyes
watering with delight. Best of all was when therere
piglets at the farm — we would be allowed to hofgk 0
and feed it with some titbits, apple or bread. cOfirse
there are some drawbacks to the raising of pigsieast
the smell of the sties, but we boys had all theglee
and none of the pain because we were never expected
do any cleaning out.

As older boys (from the age of seven!) we wereveadid
more freedom than the little ones and we wer
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frequently allowed to wander at will in groups efct
three or four in Freshfield or Formby. One of my
favourite walks from St. Peter’'s was the route ghide

the army camp and onwards to the beach by a ra@dd th
was less frequented than the main road. As weeaslalk
along the perimeter road of the army camp we would
often be greeted by off-duty soldiers and occasipna
they would give us a bag of sweets to share. fthe
soldiers were heroes in our eyes.

Along this road to the beach there were the remains
some red brick houses, abandoned by their former
residents as the sands encroached year by yeahand
sea grew ever closer. When | first saw these hothsy
were already windowless and roofless, their gardens
filled with wind-blown sand, and each year they aver
reduced further until the sand dunes and then ¢ae s
swallowed them up.

Most often however we were more regimented and went
off to the beach en masse, the large group gromioge

and more straggling as we proceeded. Despite being
almost totally unsupervised along the way we were
always (well, nearly always) well behaved. Perh@ps
was because we knew that at any moment we might be
passed by the old taxi cab, DFY 630, on its watht®
beach. Inside the cab would be Sister Laurentia, i
charge of the big boys but growing infirm and ueata
walk far. For a short time we would be little atsgentil

the cab had passed and we could revert to beingaipr
mischievous boys.

We would play for many hours on the beach and én th
sea. The morning would pass almost unnoticed,t apar
from the growing feeling of emptiness in our stohwmc
Then it would be time to head back to St. Petenis f
dinner.

The big boys’ dinner was always something of an
adventure, especially for those in charge of trarsm

it. There were kitchens at St. Peter’s Collegemfrse,
since it was a boarding school for most of the yedeaor
some unfathomable reason we didn't use these kitche
and all the food was cooked at Vaughan House where
the girls and little boys resided The lucky chosew
among the big boys were detailed to bring the diime
large cooking vessels to St. Peter’s.

The best aspect of this system was that we haallaytr

to help the process. The trolley was about fivet &y
three, four wheeled with rubber tyres, the fronteels
steerable by use of a tiller bar. We boys had kinge
discovered that it was fun for the boy who wasritge

to stand inside the trolley while the other boyshmd —

at top speed, naturally. This was no problem, €pkéo
other pedestrians) while we proceeded along thd roa
and over the level crossing but after that the &rm
ended and the reminder of the route lay along decin
track, riddled with pot holes. Steering was tridigre,
particularly avoiding the pot holes. | recall acexasion
when | was steering — we hit a pot hole and almost



overturned the trolley. Fortunately no one wast hui
apart from a few scratches. Unfortunately the diermo
pudding we were transporting suffered rather more,
about half of it spilling out onto the cinder track
However, there were no recriminations, just shatibns
for all of us that day!

I mentioned that | heard about the Spitfires befrer
going to Freshfield and, arriving there, | wasn't
disappointed. At Vaughan House there was ah
occasional glimpse of them, but St. Peter's mustha
been under their flight path as they approached th
nearby airfield. There the planes would fly so Ilthat
we could see the pilots’ faces and, though perhaps
imagined this, see them returning our frantic waves
The great speed and the loud roar of the enginele ma
great impression. If the army blokes were heroesst
the airmen were close to being gods!
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As with each day, so with the month of our staye t
time passed all too quickly. In next to no time tay
came when we had to pack up the bedding and ditgnanit
the bunk beds, then back into the coaches forripdga
Patricroft. We had all had a wonderful holiday anel
were all grateful and appreciative for it.

Words of wisdom

Loving means to love that which is unlovable -

or it is no virtue at all.

Forgiving means to pardon the unpardonable -

or it is no virtue at all.

Faith means believing the unbelievable -

or it is no virtue at all.

And tohopemeans hoping when things are hopeless
Or itis no virtue at all.

G.K.Chesterton.

Peel Green Paella.

Holidays in Spain are common-place today and we 4ll
will have tried Spanish dishes, including Paellgou
may be surprised to read that a Paella of sortsomes
popular in the Eccles area. In the early yeailsvighg
the building of the Bridgewater Canal its watersrave
alive with all sorts of fresh water fish and crusa.
Shrimps, mussels and crabs thrived in its unpalute)
waters. Strange names were created; mussels were
known as ‘The Oysters of the Poor’. Local seamenp
returning from the royal or merchant navies, haddfo
memories of foreign foods. They were adaptable
inventive people and quickly learned to turn thigef

The Apple

“Look,” said the Serpent,
With half-closed eyes,
“Take it and be
Forever wise.”

But Eve looked troubled
And said, with doubt,
“But, just supposing
He finds out?”

“Aha,” said the Serpent,
“Take it, you'll see.
One bite, you will
Be great as he.”

Eve reached out
And plucked the prize
With a guilty look
Around Paradise.

She took it to Adam
And coaxed him well,
He bit the apple
And mankind fell.
Kath Byrne.

Great garden idea

Do you know someone who would dearly love to have a
garden, but because of their visual impairmentisble

to do so? Coulgou perhaps help by cultivating just a
small section of their garden for them, or possign
just one or two pots? Fill them witterfumed flowers
and plants, such as carnations, lavender, roses,amd
thyme, so that the everyday pleasures we all take s
much for granted can also be enjoyed by others.
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If you don’t know very much about gardening,
then here is your chance to Ilearn.
Commencing in December we will be
publishing a gardening section which
Maureen Denton has very kindly agreed
to produce for us. A keen gardener
herself, Maureen and others present a
plant stall periodically at both Holy Cross and St.
Matthew's churches to raise funds, and this hasquto
to be very successful and popular. She will béngiv
you tips and hints on just what to do in your gardend
when to do it. Look out for this in our next issue

local source of food, from the canal, to their adage.
Peel Green Paella was born. Unfortunately for éhos
early Peel Greeners, pollution quickly reared itdyu
head and killed off most of the shrimps and othe
crustacea. The fame of Peel Green Paella was sh
lived.

Joe Hanlon. (Eccles Library Writers Group).
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Just a thought
When Goliath confronted the Israelites, the sokladl
thought, ‘He’s so big we can never kill him’. Dédvi
looked at the giant and thought, ‘He’s so big I'tariss
him’. With that attitude of mind David had a great
advantage.




Earlier in the year Bernard Crowley gave a very
enjoyable talk on Local History, which evoked quite
a lot of animated conversation when the travelling
fair which used to appear annually was mentioned.
The following is one person’s memories of this even

THE WAKES

t didn't have a grand name like Widdecombe Fair
or Scarborough Fair...it was simply...THE
WAKES. It was always in the same place, near the
Togo Mill at the end of Station Road, and everybody
went to The Wakes during its week-long stay. The

favourite time was after tea when it was dark.

Droves of people, families, children in groups, ges
arm-in-arm, old men and women and dogs came frobm al
directions to The Wakes. The lights could be deem
mile before, and the music could be heard long reefo
that. An aura of light and sound brightened thg
Borough.
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Station Road and its residents were besieged, but
everyone had entered the festive mood and doogsl sto
open to connect with the revelry. The smell of bibt
and steam arose at the entrance. The first sightthe
twin steamboats, swinging to their rhythm of theast
music, synchronised to their slow rise and falld an
accompanied by the screams of the thirty or so lpeop
inside. After their first movement they were neflat
for the rest of the ride...as one swung up tq
perpendicular, and the other was doing the same wit
alternate movement. Their screams were joined in
completion by the riders of the chair-planes whicls a
roundabout with chairs innocently hanging on chain
from the top of the ride. You paid your money aad
in a chair, and a bar went across the lap, anditheas
‘hold on for dear life’ as the music started ane thairs
rose higher and higher until they swung in the ai
straight out from the roundabout, and went fastat a
faster...The more screams, the faster it went...ort so |i
seemed.

UJ
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The next most popular were the Dodgem cars...and here
the music was drowned by the noise of the crashds al
bumps of the cars whose occupants’ main aim was fo
collide with as many other cars, and cause as much
screaming as possible.
long pole to the electricity contained in meshing
overhead. Bright flashes sparked from these topeden
with the bright-coloured bulbs of its own and
neighbouring rides. Then there were the DobbiesElar
Beautiful, big, dappled mounts with flying manesdan
flaring nostrils. Rising and falling on their ghamg
barley-sugar brass rods, galloping round the cataos
the music of the fair. Painted, and illuminatedd a
glorious.

Always something for the younger Ecclesonians,
Roundabouts with all the animals of Noah's Ark
galloping horses, running giraffes, waddling ducks
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Each car was connected by a

plodding elephants, spouting whales and hippoposamu
all driven by bright-eyed youngsters waving to nawth
as they came round yet again. There were always
squabbles for the fire engine and the railway emgin

the vehicle ride. The cars, lorries and trucks twabe
taken by the last in the scrabble. Never was thech a

din of ringing bells, hooting horns and klaxons.

Then the side shows... Fat ladies, hairy men, haktbe
half man specimens...the fighting booths where any of
the onlookers could challenge ‘The professionaisat
round in the ring — with a fiver reward if they carout

the winner. There were stalls where you could roll
pennies onto numbered squares, and win or lose
according to the number the penny rested on...or, the
more likely event, the line it had gone onto.

Some of the round Take-Your-Chance stalls had their
prizes stacked up the middle of the stall in lirds
coloured lights. There were Kewpie dolls, with
trimmings of coloured bird feathers — teddy bears,
cuddly animals and china tea-sets. “Come and win a
Crown Derby tea set for you mother”, sang out tiadl s
owner. “Tuppence a go to win one of these quality
prizes”. | remember the Kewpie dolls going...and the
toys, but | never did see a Crown Derby tea-seaiezhr

off to anyone’s mother.

Around the sides of the fairground there were caton
shies where the aim was to throw a ball into the
bucket...simple enough? Try it. More balls bounae o
than ever stay in, and of course that doesn’t raak@.

Mustn't forget the soup hut — a canvas-covered éram
with a rough plank across the bottom and making a
make-shift table on which stood an unhygienic lagki
cauldron full of bubbling pea soup. The stall wais by

an old man who wiped his nose on his sleeve aneddol
out the doubtful soup with a zinc dipper. It was
apportioned into thick pots, each accompanied by a
grubby spoon, also made of zinc. Food regulations
hadn’t yet come into being. Anyway, it all addquto

our night at the fair, and we weren't to be cheated
Down it went...

If there was any money left, a baked potato cowdd b
bought at the next stall — an engine-like contaptvith
glowing coals which produced delicacies with thick,
black-scorched skins, too hot to handle — each isth
own coating of white ash, but with lovely waxy wéhit
centre.  Sprinkled with salt they were fit for a
King...lce-cream stalls abounded with high-piled
cornets at a penny each and wafer slices for tuggpen
All dripping in Raspbery vinegar. Oh, the smell§he
shouts and screams! The light and colours! The
cacophony of sound, and the blaze of lights and the
excitement of music and movement.

Marie Duffy.

Togo Mill was where Barton Brook Nursing home
now stands. The fairground was opposite, where the
park and children’s playground now is.



When we crowned Our Lady.....with style.
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SVP Luncheon.

On Tuesday the 22 July, the members of the parish
SVP Society hosted a lunch at The Brown Cow in
Winton, followed by entertainment and a raffle.

Transport was available for those people who
required it. Seventy four people (senior citizens)
attended this annual event, which was a great
success.

Top tip......... for the ladies.

When boiling eggs, how annoying when you see yo
have a cracked egg in the pan and the albumen
separating in the water. To prevent this happenimgp
the egg in cling-film prior to placing it in the wvea.
This will form a seal around the egg.

Tip from a Man!!!

THE HOLY LAND
To all parishioners soon to accompany our owi
Father Michael and Father Livesey from St. Mary’s
on the Pilgrimage to the Holy Land. Weé wish you all
a very happy and enjoyable holiday and trust you
will all share in a truly memorable and meaningful
experience. Please include us in your prayers.

If you fall out with people
And no more your praises are sung,
Just think of a dog when it’s friendly...
It's his tail that he wags, not his tongue!

Ll

Noel Scott.

is

In our last magazine we had
the very entertaining ‘story’!l!

This time we have the proof!!!
Kevin, the middle one of the
three boys - sporting the
cleanest pair of knees you
could ever wish to see. The
Queen “with the long golden
ringlets glistening in the beams
of sunlight through the stained
glass windows”, who made
such an impression on seven
year-old Kevin at the time?

Our own Maureen Denton
(then Maureen Fish). The
picture was taken in 1951.

Does this photograph bring
back memories for you? Do
you perhaps recognise yourself
here?

The following are just two examples of answers giire
this year’s school exams:

3. Find x.

3cm

cm

Atae/.gz‘w

Q: The water of the earth’s oceans stores lots of heat
An engineer designed an ocean liner that wouldaektr
heat from the ocean’s waters at T=10 degrees
C(283K)and reject heat to the atmosphere at
T=20degrees C(293K). He thought he had a good idea
but his boss fired him. Explain

A Because he slept with his boss’s wife.
Submitted by Kath Curley.

A final thought.........

Chill out and smell the roses.

Issue 11 will be available in early December, anché
closing date for entries is Sunday, 1 November.
Don't forget, when you have finished reading thig
magazine please pass it on to another Catholfc
family. Or even to a non-Catholic family! We want
to share our faith and our church with everyone




FATHER TED'S PAGE .

Q. What's furry and minty?
A. A Polo bear.

Q. What is Dracula’s favourite TV programme?
A. Horror Nation Street.

What do you call a woman between two goal
posts ?
Annette.

Q. What do you get if you cross a witch and an
ice-cube?
A. A cold spell.



