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There has been wildlife galore around the Waterhouse and 
Mackintosh Homes’ gardens recently. A hedgehog was found with an 

injured leg which made its way, via the 
Wardens, to the Halifax Hedgehog Rescue 
Centre; many more hedgehogs have been 
rescued this year apparently due to people 
spending more time in their gardens and 
finding hedgehogs in need of help. If the 

hedgehog recovers, they are returned to as near their original 
home as possible. If this is not possible, Waterhouse Homes have 
kindly offered to be a sanctuary for any hedgehogs that can't find 
a home. There is a specially built hedgehog house hidden in the 
gardens, ready for any passing prickly visitors. 
A fledgling crow spent time trying to visit a Resident through 
their kitchen window at Waterhouse Homes whilst escaping a 
group of unfriendly jackdaws; again, the Wardens were there to 

come to the rescue and after feeding it, the 
fledgling managed to fly back to its nest. 

A swarm of bees has now made its home in the roof space 
of one of the Waterhouse Homes’ blocks of flats; they are 

being very good neighbours though and keeping social 
distancing! So, there is a swarm of tree bumblebees in a bird box 
at Mackintosh Homes and a swarm in the roof 
space of the Waterhouse Homes; Roger the 
Beekeeper will be setting up hives in the 
gardens yet! 
To top it all, a deer was seen in the gardens 
at Mackintosh Homes, so much wildlife 
literally on our doorsteps! 
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In 1943, Harold Mackintosh, the owner of Britain’s 
premier toffee maker since 1920, president of the 
Advertising Association and the man who had made 
‘Quality Street’ chocolates a household name, was 
the Chairman of the National Savings Committee. 
Under Mackintosh, National Savings Certificates 
came to the forefront of the psyche of the British 
public.  Mackintosh wanted Britons to save during the 
War and his ‘Wings for Victory’ campaign of 1943 had Trafalgar Square 
transformed into an RAF airfield complete with a Lancaster bomber. 
Lord Kindersley, then the President of the National Savings 
Committee, released 1,300 pigeons at the event, one for every town 
and village holding their own ‘Wings for Victory’ event. Between 1939 

of March 1946, Britons put £1,584 million into 
National Savings Certificates. This along with 
money saved through the post office and the 
TSB meant that Britons saved approximately as 
much money as was spent on Bomber 
Command’s campaign against Germany. In 1956 
Harold Mackintosh introduced Premium Bonds, 
the original National Lottery! Premium Bond 
winning numbers were drawn by ‘Ernie’ the 
Electronic Random Number Indicator 

Equipment. The first Ernie was invented by a Bletchley Park code 
breaker. Premium Bonds are still going strong today and Ernie is in its 
fifth generation, operating using quantum technology and light rather 
than the older thermal processing. 
 
 

 

 

Did you know…. 
How Harold Mackintosh Encouraged a Country to Save  

 
pic.wikepedia.org 

 
©NS&I Corp 



 3 

 
 
 
 
Halifax Minster is said goes back some nine hundred 
years; to be more accurate it is the north wall which 
contains Norman stone work taken from the outside 

wall of a previous church known to have been built on an adjacent 
site. The Parish Church as it was known was built by 
Benedictine Monks from Cluny (in the French 
region on Bourgogne-Franche-Comté) with the land 
being donated by Lord Warren of Wakefield. 
Building continued throughout the C13th and C14th 
with Chancery Chapels built in memory of Vicars 
Holdsworth and Rokeby on the north and south 
side of the building.  
 
The sheer size of the Parish Church tells us how prosperous Halifax 
was in those days. A pair of Croppers Sheers is carved into a tomb 
stone in the South Porch telling us that the textile industry was already 
in existence. The growing prosperity lead to John Caygill, buried in the 
Church giving the land to the town for the Piece Hall which was built 
in 1799.  
 
Nearly every century the building has changed and been reclaimed by 
each and every generation – don’t be under the impression that it’s 
always looked the way we see it today. For the first three hundred 
years there were no pews – just a little wooden rail around the edge 
for the infirm; if you needed a seat you literally went to the wall. Pews 
and galleries were added, the pews in the Nave were added between 
1633 and 1635. Eventually an organ was built in 1763 and installed in 
1766 at the West End on a large gallery. The first Organist was one Sir 
William Hershel who left the Minster to become the King’s 
Astronomer and founded the planet Uranus He is buried in 
Westminster Abbey in the Science Corner. The Minster was originally 

The Making of a Minster  
Canon Hilary B  

 
 

 

 
pic.A Pool 

 



 4 

Catholic, along with the rest of England, until the 
Reformation. The Civil War, Two Great Wars and 
the current pandemic have seen the Minster 
stand as tall and proud as it always has.  
 
Many Halifax families are either buried or have 
their memorials in the Minster: John and Dorothy 
Waterhouse (John was Church Warden), 
Nathaniel Waterhouse, The Rawson Family, the 
Lister Family, and of course the grave of Anne 

Lister (of Gentleman Jack fame) in the family vault at the back of the 
Holdsworth Chapel.  
 
In 1878 Sir Gilbert Scott reordered the building 
and cut the pews in half, removed the 
galleries, putting the organ at the East End 
where it is now. All the plaster was taken off 
the wall to reveal the magnificent stone work 
we see today.  
 
Dorothy Waterhouse gave the Commonwealth Windows to the 
Church in 1652, after Oliver Cromwell and his men had smashed all 
the medieval glass. They were in memory of her husband, a Puritan 
merchant and benefactor of the poor in Halifax and surrounding 
areas, Nathaniel. Waterhouse Homes and many charities in 
Calderdale stand in testament to his philanthropy. The 

Commonwealth Arms were installed in the Church 
during the same year. The grates for the heating 
system replicated the lead pattern in the windows. 
Over time Victorian glass was added, including the 
beautiful Great East Window given by Colonel 
Akroyd and designed by George Hedgeland; it won 
first prize at the Great Exhibition in 1851. There is 
a replica in the West End of Norwich Cathedral.   
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At the Millennium the roof was renewed along with the 
redevelopment of the Porch and coffee area, something George P was 
closely involved with, and a few pews were removed at the front and 
back of the Nave. Recently, more pews have been removed from the 
front with a new stone floor being laid providing much needed space 
for concerts, exhibitions, corporate entertainment, and overall, an 
improved worship space.  
 
Ten years ago, following the economic crash of 
2008 the Parish Church was re-dedicated as a 
Minster recognising its monastic Benedictine 
heritage and re-establishing itself as the Mother 
Church of Calderdale. Last year some 53,000 
visitors came through its doors, soaking up both its 
spiritual and heritage offering.  
 
The Minster is a place for people of the Christian faith, other faith, or 
no faith; Halifax Minster belongs to everyone. In recent years its 
ministry has reached out to Aachen in Germany (Halifax’s twin town) 
and Kowak Cathedral in Tanzania. Halifax with its Minster, The Piece 
Hall, the National Children’s Museum (EUREKA), Anne Lister and 
Shibden Hall is now an international visitor 
destination. With heritage and tourism 
becoming the new economy of the day, Halifax 
is punching well above it weight as a prosperous town on the M62 
corridor. 
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In previous episodes of ‘Bee News’ we have thought about the female 
members of the colony. At the height of summer, the female numbers 
will include up to 50,000 sterile female workers and just one fertile 
queen. 
Male bees, known as drones, are not present in the colony all year 
round. In early summer the workers create cells which are slightly 
bigger in diameter than worker cells. The queen measures each cell 
before she lays an egg. If she finds one of these larger cells she lays an 
egg which will develop into a drone. The genetics of this are quite 
complicated and we will not bother with an explanation of how this 
occurs! 
By mid-summer the colony will contain between 200 and 1000 drones. 
These male members of the colony (unlike a modern man) contribute 
nothing to the summer’s work. They do not collect pollen or nectar 
and do not make wax to build comb. They feed themselves from 
nectar and pollen in the hive. The workers seem very accepting of 
these freeloaders and even allow them to enter different hives- a 
move that would result in a female worker being attacked by the 
guard bees. Their only contribution to life within the hive may be to 
use their larger bodies to keep the 
hive warm. 
Drones exist for only one purpose: 
to mate with a virgin queen. To do 
this they are built differently to the 
female workers. They have no sting 
but have larger eyes, a better sense 
of smell and stronger flight muscles 
than the workers. 
 
Drones live for around 40 days and spend most of their days hanging 
around waiting for a virgin queen to emerge from a hive. This ‘hanging 
around’ takes place in ‘drone congregation areas’ which are around 
5km from the hive. These areas can contain up to 10,000 drones from 

The Diary of Roger P the Beekeeper: Part 7 
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A flying mating machine 
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as many as 200 local colonies. One of the unsolved mysteries of bee 
keeping is why these congregation areas form in the same areas year 
after year when none of the drones have lived through the winter to 
pass on any knowledge. 
Virgin queens arrive at the drone congregation area probably 
attracted by scent from the drones. 
A bunch of drones chase the queen and she will mate with up to 15 
drones on one flight.  
The reward for the drone? Genes passed on followed by instant death. 
The mechanism is interesting but the detail is not for these pages. 
Drones that did not catch the queen return to the hive and try again 
the next day waiting for another virgin queen to arrive. 
By the end of summer queens are not 
being produced and the hive no longer 
needs the services of the remaining 
drones. They are pushed out of the hive 
and rapidly die of starvation. 
The carefree life of the drone comes to 
an end by one means or another. 
Note to men: some housework, even now 
and again, may prevent you sharing the 
fate of a drone.  
 

 

 
 

 

The first thing I should make clear is that I am not Roger 
the Beekeeper, I am a Comer - In from Bradford! I have 
lived in Lightcliffe for over forty years, so I shall be 
applying for residency soon, once the Ancient Borough of 
Halifax gives their nod of approval. 
I have been married for over fifty years and now live with 

my second good lady, Sue, who came to my rescue when 
my first good lady died from cancer twenty five years ago. 

I have one son, who lives in Edinburgh with his wife and our two 

Meet a Waterhouse and Mackintosh Charities 
Trustee 

 

Roger V 

 

A drone being ejected 
from the hive in autumn 

by a worker bee 
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grandsons, so this lockdown is a real pest, preventing us from visiting 
them; using Zoom we have been playing Zoom Cluedo with them all! 
I was born during the War, when my Dad returned from the army, we 
lived in a prefab, just like the ones still standing in Sowerby Bridge. Ours 
was in Greengates, the far side of Bradford but whilst I was at primary 
school, we moved to Wibsey, where my Wibsey grandma lived which 
was close to Shelf, where my Shelf grandma lived. 
I remember a very happy childhood; we lived on a bus route which 

went past Bradford Park Avenue cricket ground, where I 
spent large parts of my summer holidays watching Yorkshire 
play cricket and collecting autographs from my boyhood 
heroes, Len Hutton, Norman Yardley, Fred Trueman, Brian 
Close, Geoffrey Boycott and many more. I even managed to 
get Keith Miller's and Ritchie Benaud's autograph when they 

were playing for Australia in matches against Yorkshire. 
My favourite autograph though is of Laurel and Hardy 
who came to the Alhambra in Bradford and, when my 
school football team won the Bradford Schools' cup, 
we got taken to see them as a treat. We were taken 
backstage to meet them, I had my Eagle diary with me 
and got them to sign their autograph on a blank page. 
I was really chuffed. 
I was mad keen on cricket and when my Dad asked me 
what I might want to do when I grew up, I said 
Secretary of Yorkshire Cricket Club. That did not go down too well and 
I was persuaded to knuckle down, pass my A levels and get off to 
University. Somehow I managed to do all this and found myself at 
Liverpool University, just at the time the Beatles were all the rage there 

but unknown anywhere else; they used to come 
to play at the Saturday night hops in the Students' 
Union and of course in the Cavern nightclub in 
town. I met my first wife, Helen, at Uni and have 
very happy memories of those times; she was 
also from Bradford and used to get the same bus 

to school as I did but we never spoke until we bumped into each other 
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in Liverpool, so it must have been fate. 
Having got my degree, I came back home and took articles to become 
a chartered accountant, like my Dad, in Leeds. If I had started my job 
six months earlier, my father would have had to pay the firm for the 
privilege of employing me but fortunately I actually got a salary - £1 a 
week! 
As soon as I got a reasonable salary, Helen and I got married, though 
my Mum thought we should wait until we had saved up a bit 
more.....Our first house was in Cookridge before returning to Wyke to 
live closer to both of our parents who lived in Buttershaw, just across 
the road from Horsfall Playing Fields; this is where our son was born. 
We settled into family life, with sport attached – I was allowed to play 
cricket for Bankfoot in the Bradford league in summer, the wives 
making the teas and the children throwing a cricket ball 
or kicking a football round the edge of the pitch. I also 
played hockey for Bradford Hockey Club in the winter. 
We managed to get married on the only Saturday 
between the cricket and hockey seasons: I had a very 
understanding wife! We used to play hockey against Halifax on their 
pitch at Elland cricket club, where I had one of my worst injuries when 
my opponent didn't take kindly to being beaten and proceeded to 
clatter my ankle with his hockey stick, leaving me on crutches for a 
week and time off work. 
As I got into my mid forties, the lure of playing cricket in the early part 
of the year when the weather was wet and freezing cold seemed to 
lose its attraction. One cold April Saturday, I came home from playing 
and said to my wife I think this will be my last season; she was shocked 
and asked what on earth was I going to do on a Saturday if not playing 

cricket. I said I know what I am not going to do – go 
shopping! I said I would like to have a go at golf; so we 
both joined our local club in Lightcliffe, as did our son, 
and that was the start of playing golf together as a family 
and going on golfing holidays. This kept us going until we 
all went our separate ways but, lucky for me, Sue came 

along and also took to golf; we now enjoy our golf together along with 
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many like minded friends and mixed golfing holidays continue, or did 
until the virus.    
How quickly the years have flown by! Somewhere in between the 
family, friends and sport there was a career. I had four jobs in industry 
before coming to Halifax to work for Bradford Pennine Insurance, a 
motor insurer. The offices were at North Park, not far from Harrison 
Road; then we moved to Dean Clough and Margaret Thatcher visited 
us to inspect our sparkling new offices. We 
were starting to specialise in insuring lady 
drivers because more ladies were learning 
to drive more and they didn't have as many 
accidents as men. 
I retired from Bradford Pennine but was asked to stay on as a Trustee 
of the pension fund. My role was chairman of the investment sub – 
committee, which had investments worth multi-millions, until I finally 
retired for a rest. The rest didn't last long before I was 'persuaded' to 
join the Trustees at Waterhouse and Mackintosh Charities, a very 
worthy organisation. I am very much enjoying my Trustee role; it 
seems, with my finance and investment background, I can still make a 
useful contribution to the Charities. 
 

 

 

Answer Quiz 1: the word is ‘dozen’ Answer Quiz 2: I am a map!  
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