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September-October 2018 

A packed church can be a rare sight – and sound.  As the final harmonies of the final hymn faded away 
they left a slightly wistful feeling behind.   The singing didn't just have beautiful harmonies however: it 
had an energy born partly in greater numbers.  It had gusto.  What a shame worship in churches of our 
stripe isn't like that more often.  Only for services for a new vicar.  Or, possibly, for Songs of Praise. 
  

And therein, potentially, lies the rub.   When trying to write this piece about Wednesday evening the 
word 'relationship' kept coming to mind, but when I typed it out my fingers slipped and it emerged as 
'realationship'.  There is something quite unreal about a Licensing.  The packed pews, the polished wood-
work, the profusion of dog-collars.  Everyone and everything in a heightened state of readiness.  The 
whole thing was a more or less unqualified success.  As hosting wardens, Alice and Flora played a blinder, 
mainly in facilitating a wonderful coming together of our two churches in offering abundant hospitali-
ty.  One of the wardens from All Saints, Dulwich said that we had 'raised the bar' as she contemplated 
eventually hosting the Licensing of David's successor in due course.  The liturgy, too, had great moments 
of symbolic value for our shared future: teenagers - Iola from St.Paul's and Tilda from Cotham -  pre-
senting the new vicar with oils of chrism.  Our Sunday Best, so to speak, looked pretty impressive.  But 
how will our Working Week shape up? ...continued on page  5 

David’s Installation 

Photos by Diana Favell 
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Our churches aspire to cherish all, regardless of marital and social status,  
sexual orientation or level of church commitment. 

 
And we aim to be ‘Open’ in faith and practice  

• open to questions of faith and doubt, lifestyle, justice and peace 
• open to people from all backgrounds and 

• open, above all, to the ultimate mystery of God and to the life and teachings of Jesus. 

Autumn Song 

By Katherine Mansfield (Sent in by Sue Dibdin) 
 

Now’s the time when children’s noses 
All become as red as roses 
And the colour of their faces 
Makes me think of orchard places 
Where the juicy apples grow, 
And tomatoes in a row. 
 

And to-day the hardened sinner 
Never could be late for dinner, 
But will jump on the table 
Just as soon as he is able, 
Ask for three times hot roast mutton- -  
Oh! the shocking little glutton. 
 

Come then, find your ball and racket, 
Pop into your winter jacket, 
With the lovely bear-skin lining. 
While the sun is brightly shinning, 
Let us run and play together 
And just love the autumn weather. 

Photo by Christopher Richards 

Hello  everyone and welcome to the September-October edition of Connections.  The theme I offered  
was Autumn and I would like to thank all the people who sent in the brilliant articles, poems and photos 
that I have received. This is the first edition of Connections I have edited and it feels exciting that it is also 
the time when we welcome David. I have really enjoyed doing this and I hope that you enjoy reading it 
too. 
 
Tilda Booth  

I like this poem because it goes with a swing and 
makes me smile in contrast to many poems about 
autumn which are reflective and a bit sombre. 
When I was in my late teens I read a lot of short sto-
ries by Katherine Mansfield and loved them. I must 
try them again and see what I think now. She was 
born in New Zealand and died in France of tubercu-
losis in 1923 at the age of 34. Writing was her life, 
she was first published in NZ at the age of 12. Later 
she lived a Bohemian life in London and Europe 

helped by her father who gave her £100 a year 
which wouldn’t go very far now. She cared about 
the repressed Maori people in NZ but didn’t join the 
suffragette movement over here maybe because 
women in NZ got the vote in 1893. Her life was 
changed by the death in France of her younger sol-
dier brother in 1915.  
 
Sue Dibdin 
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Autumn is the only season that the Church marks 
with a festival directly related to a particular time of 
the year. Of course we relate Christmas with winter 
and Easter with Spring; but these are cultural associ-
ations not directly connected with the focus of the 
feast.  
 

However, in our urban context we’re less sure what 
to make of the festival of Harvest and how to mark 
it. In the East Midlands village of my childhood I can 
well remember the sights and smells of a rural Har-
vest festival, and the Harvest supper in the village 
hall that most of the community turned out for. This 
experience felt connected and properly communal, 
but it didn’t prepare me well for celebrating Harvest 
in any of the urban contexts where I’ve exercised 
my ministry. The school assembly favourite 
“Cauliflowers fluffy and cabbages green” didn’t real-
ly seem to evoke much for children in Sunderland 
who dutifully sang about their least favourite foods 
without much sense of thanksgiving for the bounty 
of creation! 
 

Harvest can be a powerful reminder of what, in an 
urban context, most of us have become disconnect-
ed from: our dependence on the natural world and 
cycles of planting, growth and gathering, with each 
stage involving its particular combinations of human 
endeavour, patience and dependence on conditions 
outside of our control. Theologically we’re reminded 
that nothing grows without the seed that falls into 
the earth and dies so that it might yield a rich har-
vest. 
 

However, I’ve also come to recognise a here and 
now element of an urban Harvest that relates more 
particularly to our experience and context. Harvest 
can be a festival of place, connecting us with where 
we live and the people who live and work in our 
place. It can also connect us with the Lord who 
is here, whose Spirit is with us. 
 

The church where Jo worked in the City of London’s 
ancient parish of Billingsgate kept alive the connec-
tions with the fish market with a Fish Festival for 
Harvest. This inspired me to think about how we 
might use the festival of Harvest to connect with our 
local businesses, so last year at All Saints we decided 
to invite them to our service and bring something 
representing their trade. With coffee roasters, flo-

rists, artists, butchers and brewers it became of fes-
tival of local craft, commerce and creativity - the 
work of human hands and hearts as well as the 
fruits of the earth. But most of all it brought Harvest 
home to us, to our place and the people we share it 
with. 
 

This year I’m looking forward to beginning my minis-
try amongst you at Harvest-tide and taking this as 
an opportunity to begin to discover the fruits of this 
place where we are glad to be. Thomas Merton said 
“It is essential to experience all the times and 
moods of one good place.” I’m excited about this 
adventure of coming to know the particularities of 
this place, in all its times and moods; to come to 
know it as a place of encounter, of presence, of gift. 
 

“The Lord is here” is a central conviction of Christian 
faith. The Incarnation is the truth of God known in 
one place and time so that God can also be known 
in each place and time. God continues to dwell 
amongst us - to ‘pitch a tent’ with us, to ‘tabernacle’ 
amongst us (John 1.14) Amongst the many rich as-
sociations of John’s language is a connection with 
the Jewish Harvest Festival of Tabernacles (sukkōt). 
The Jewish feast has a double focus - marking the 
ingathering of the harvest and God’s provision in the 
midst of the fragility of exodus. The tabernacle 
(sukkah) refers to a small fragile structure that 
evokes both the temporary dwellings of farmers in 
the fields during harvest and the ‘tents’ in which the 
people lived on their long journey to the promised 
land.  
 

During the festival of sukkōt faithful Jews build a 
temporary tabernacle and spend time in it as a vivid 
meditation on these twin themes, remembering 
that in fragility, both of journey and growth, we are 
called to deeper dependence on God. This Harvest 
we might share their meditation, and give thanks for 
the place God has called us to be; and how God is 
known here in all its times and moods. 
 

With joy and peace,  
David Stephenson 

The Lord is here - a Harvest reflection 

Photo by Christopher Richards 
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I grew up in the deep Perthshire countryside, a 
beautiful county with rolling hills, green pasture 
lands and clear water lochs that most tourists by-
pass on their way to the more dramatic and rugged 
mountains of the highlands of Scotland. I walked to 
and from school with other local children, about a 
mile on a small road with hedgerows filled with 
plants and wildlife, fields of corn and distant views 
of the loch and church spire we attended on a Sun-
day. I watched the turning of the seasons; the farm-
ers ploughing the fields and sowing the seeds, crops 
steadily growing and rustling in the wind, turning 
their beautiful golden colour, listened and recog-
nised the sounds of the birds, the peewits and cur-
lews in the fields, swallows in the eaves of barns 
and bees collecting pollen and returning to their 
hives.  In early autumn, I gathered rosehips on my 
way home from school and sold them for rosehip 
syrup. As a family we went blackberry picking. Soon 
the kitchen was filled with the aroma of blackber-
ries simmering and contraptions set up to strain 
them to make delicious blackberry jelly.  I anticipat-
ed and listened for the combine harvester’s recog-
nisable rhythmic sound in the fields, swishing 
through the crops of wheat and barley, churning 
out bales and working late into the night for fear of 
rain that might spoil the harvest. Autumn was truly 
upon us. Sunset was earlier, mornings were chillier, 
the beauty of the turning trees, the large chestnut 
tree, a favourite stopping 
place, running late for school 

because we’d spent too much time gathering chest-
nuts for playground challenges.  

And then there was harvest festival. The church, 
overflowing with produce, two large sheaves of 
corn on either side of the pulpit, a table laden with 
the fruits of autumn, breads and jams, vegetables of 
all kinds, apples and plums, flowers and pheasants, 
home baking, all beautifully laid out and spilling 
over. The minister thanked God for all the good gifts 
we received and we sang, ‘we plough the fields and 
scatter the good seed on the land’ and ‘all good gifts 
around us are sent from heaven above so thank the 
Lord, thank the Lord for all his love.’ This was my 
early childhood. I wondered with awe at the beauty 
and mystery of the world.  ‘God made all of this’, 
said my Sunday school teacher and I believed her.  

Memories of Autumn in Perthshire as a child 

Photo by Flora Bean 

In October St Mungo’s has been chosen as charity of the month.  I asked if this would be possible follow-
ing a conversation with Mark who works at a St Mungo’s centre in Bristol helping to get people’s benefits 
underway. He explained that it was much better to help the homeless people on the streets by giving via a 
charity, as they could send their outreach workers as soon as a homeless person had been spotted. And 
that the care offered was so comprehensive that there was no need to live on the streets. So I’m very 
grateful to the Church for choosing to support St Mungo’s.  

Mandy Pattinson   

St Mungo’s 
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I enjoyed reading all the articles about volunteering 
in the last ‘Connections.’ Lorna’s perspective on 
the ethics of volunteering particularly struck a 
chord with me as I often question my reasons for 
offering help. At the moment I’m working on a 
‘Make Lunch’ project in Sea Mills, helping to pro-
vide a hot, healthy meal to struggling families in 
the area during the school holidays. Thank you 
Stephanie from St. Paul’s who set me on this jour-
ney via St. Luke’s church in Barton Hill. 
 
So here are a few thoughts that go around in my 
head from time to time. I volunteer in areas that I 
firmly believe in. I’m motivated by a desire to give 
back to the local community, to use my skills and 
meet like minded people. I have met people who 
have now become friends. 

Ah, but here’s the rub. There is definitely a sense of 
guilt as well. I have been hugely fortunate in family 
and friends. Yes, I’ve suffered great loss and have 
had health issues in the past. However I live in a 
lovely part of Bristol. There is always a warm house 
to come home to and food on the table. I’m hugely 
fortunate. 
 
As David Collins writes in his article, the problems 
of the world are constant and my skills are pretty 
limited. So I try as best I can, give what I have and 
pray. 
 
Gill Slee 

Why? 

 

… continued from page 1  The liturgy for licensing borrows elements from other crucial rites of pas-
sage.  At one point, the Ministry Team renew their baptismal vows (sort of).  In some ways, the whole 
thing is the marriage of a new incumbent with their new community (with the added poignancy of the 
'old' community watching on as the new relationship begins):  promises are made.  Many of the most 
heartfelt involved David and his family, and our pledge to care for and support them all.  The potential for 
too many demands on the vicar who has more than one parish is always there.  This is where the need for 
relationship between our two congregations – and realism in that relationship - becomes very important, 
and everyone in the pews has a part to play.   
  

Promises are made.  At a licensing, many of them involve Mission.  Take a look at the last object present-
ed to David as a symbol of his ministry last Wednesday; as a sign of his – and our – commitment to the 
communities around us.  Often this symbol is a map of the new parish/benefice.  David's has a bit of a 
twist on the theme.  David was encouraged to apply for this job because we said we wanted to be a bea-
con of Inclusive Church values in our part of the world.  One small detail from his licensing should give us 
a bit of a sting.  197 people attended, but that number went down to 196 part way through the service.  
  

Nothing could be more anglican in many ways than putting a new vicar in place:  The Presentation,  the 
Declaration and Oaths,  the Collation, the Induction, the Installation, the Commissioning.  For one home-
less person who has got to know Cotham recently, it was a bit much:  “A few too many words for me”, I 
think he said, on leaving.  Seventeen minutes into a twenty three minute sermon, who could blame him?  
  

To fulfil our promise in Mission we have many cultural and practical difficulties to overcome, and we 
should be honest about them.  If we are going to deliver on that promise we will need to build everyday 
'realationships': within our congregations, between them, and (harder still!) with the people outside the 
walls of our anglican institutions.  Jesus was always interested in those on the outside, after all.    
 

Rob Dimbleby 
Photo by Diana Favell 
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Joel 2:23 

Be glad, people of Zion, rejoice in the Lord your God, for he has 
given you the autumn rains because he is faithful. He sends you 
abundant showers, both autumn and spring rains, as before.  

Here, for those who weren’t at Cotham on 19th Au-
gust, is James Taylor’s  goodbye speech. 
 
Thank you all so much for all your support and friend-
liness during my time at Cotham. I just wanted a say a 
few words now but I don't want to sound like I'm 
dead and make this a eulogy to myself. It's been ten 
years since I started playing the organ and playing at 
Cotham was my first full-time job. Some of you may 
remember that I started playing here every fortnight 
and gradually it turned into a weekly event. Having 
been a part of the community here for three years, I 
think what makes Cotham unique is its identity, i.e. 
welcoming everyone and making bold statements to 
not discriminate according to an individual's race, reli-
gion, class, gender or sexuality. Indeed, I used to 
attend a church in Essex many years ago that was ra-
ther snobby, elite and politically right-wing - and it 
put me off going to church for about ten years. I re-
member one key phrase that was used: 'please do-
nate in the blue envelopes because then we can then 
claim the tax back because we know better than the 
government about how to spend your hard-earned 
money'. These views never really reflected how I felt 
about the church or its role in society at the time.  
 
Anyway, one of my fondest memories I have about 
Cotham, which link back to my time in Essex, was my 
belief that every church held a Battle of Britain Sun-

day service around 15th September. Usually, at the 
end of the service, the organist would play The Dam-
busters March to commemorate this service too. So, 
when I arrived at Cotham in my first year of playing, 
having prepared The Dambusters March as a volun-
tary and expected a Battle of Britain service, I was ra-
ther confused. Richard, at the time, looked baffled. It 
was good that he announced the voluntary before-
hand as I think someone walked out, which was great 
and I fully support this form of protest. So I decided 
never to play it again... until today. 
 
On a serious note, I've really felt a part of the commu-
nity during my time here - I've played for weddings, 
funerals and baptisms and always felt very much a 
part of the service and community (not just being the 
organist). Indeed, if someone asked me 'where would 
you find God', I would reply 'here' just because of 
how welcoming, friendly and supportive everyone is 
here. I should say, it's not all about the community 
spirit for me; I do enjoy playing the organ a lot and I 
am slightly obsessed with it all. So it's not all for you! 
Nevertheless, I have really enjoyed my time playing 
for you all at Cotham and I will be back in the future 
(after a long rest) to come and say hello - and even 
play for the occasional service. There is Prosecco and 
cake next door and thank you all again for your love 
and support'.       

We’re going to miss James but Cotham is lucky to have the support of Esther Bersweden and Chris Burt, 
former organ scholars at St Paul’s, who’ll cover most of the Sundays between now and Christmas.  Big 
thank you to Catherine Richards, Christopher and Anne Harding for organising Cotham’s music during the 
vacancy.  

Alice Chapman 

Goodbye James! 
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Why do we use the word ‘politician’ so often nowa-
days as a term of disapproval or abuse?  Even in 
church communities like Cotham and St Paul’s, full 
of socially aware and creative members, I’ve heard 
it more than once.  In general it’s become an in-
grained habit. 
 
The unspoken meaning of the habit is that we, the 
speakers, are not politicians: we are honest and 
scrupulous, we do not manipulate or betray others 
in the pursuit of power or mere advantage.  Politi-
cians do that: not us. 
 
From time to time, when we like a particular politi-
cian and want to applaud her or him we call them 
‘public servants’, and may add an approving addi-
tion like ‘genuine’ or ‘honest’.  The implication is 
that they have, at least for the time being, risen 
above ‘politics’. 
 
This is delusion or hypocrisy. 
All of us, as members of society, of large or small 
groups, families, businesses, schools, churches, 
towns, counties, nations, the world….whatever, are 
politicians, in the proper sense of the word.  For 
better and worse.  We can’t avoid it.  Why do we 
want to? 
 
Living in any social group gives us responsibility.  
The way in which we use that responsibility to sus-
tain or weaken each other is politics.  At every level. 
To be political is to be civilised.  It’s no accident that 

those two words come from the Greek and Latin 
words for an organised society, polis and civis re-
spectively. They both mean ‘the city’, in other 
words the organised human group.  You can’t be a 
citizen, a member of a group, without being a politi-
cian. 
 
Ignorance and hypocrisy work most powerfully at 
the level of careless language.  Far from routinely 
scorning politicians, we should honour their calling 
as we do that of priests – at least as much as that if 
not more.  We should understand our hidden envy 
of those who have power, or appear to have it, es-
pecially if they are our representatives, taking our 
problems on their shoulders.  This in no way inhibits 
our right and duty to call them out if they abuse 
their office and influence.  And in case you should 
think that the writer has his head in a private ideal-
istic cloud, of course I know – as we all do, whether 
or not we are the direct victims of it - that abuse 
happens every day and everywhere.  It still doesn’t 
give us the right to cave in to cynicism. 
 
However active or inactive we may be at a formal 
level, we who still have a civil society are all politi-
cians.  It’s an unavoidable privilege. And of course 
it’s an opportunity for corruption.  But so is every 
human relationship. 
 

David Collins 

Politicians 

Allchurches trust recently gave Cotham a grant of 
£1500. This was specifically to help with the restora-
tion of the stained glass windows behind the south 
gallery.  
 
Allchurches trust owns The  Ecclesiastical Insurance 
Group which insures most churches. All the profits 
go to the Trust, which makes grants to help with the 
repair of churches and other buildings.  They try to 

help as projects as possible which means that indi-
vidual grants are quite small. 
 
They do ask that their grants are publicised, which is 
why I wanted to include this short acknowledge-
ment in Connections. 
 
Christopher Richards 

Every penny helps! 
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I Would Have Lost Heart  (A Personal Testimony) 

“I would have lost heart, unless I had believed that I 
would see the goodness of the LORD in the land of 
the living,” (Psalms 27:13). (New King James Ver-
sion.) 
 

I have suffered bipolar disorder all my adult life. Bi-
polar means I can get very depressed and some-
times I compensate by over-elation. I have not been 
over-elated for a very long time. But being bipolar as 
I am, I am vulnerable to unrealistic ideas, and unre-
alistic expectations. 
 

In 1972 at the age of 24, I read the New Testament 
cover-to-cover for the first time. I was “captivated” 
by the personality and character of Christ. I accept-
ed Him as the Light of the World. But I did not get 
the foundation right. 
 

During the five years 2004-2008, I (progressively) 
dedicated myself: the remainder of my life, my 
death, and the manner of my dying, and my eternal 
destiny, - to God. I placed myself under the Sover-
eignty of God; - He can do with me as He wishes. 
And in 2009, I claimed Jesus Christ as My Personal 
Saviour; - not just as a theoretical statement, but as 
a practical fact.  
 

There is no cure for my illness. All that can be hoped 
for is to manage and control the symptoms, which I 
try to do by medical and spiritual means, - both, the 
two together. By medical, I mean “medication” spelt 
with the letter “C” in the middle. By spiritual, I mean 

“meditation” spelt with the letter “T” in the middle. 
 

I believe I can maintain my mental health stability 
provided I take my daily medication prescribed for 
me by a Consultant Professor of Psychiatry (a believ-
ing and church-going Christian); and provided I re-
ceive Holy Communion once a week as spiritual 
medicine prescribed by the Heavenly Doctor. 
 

It is painful for me to admit that I suffer a mental 
health illness, because it might seem that I am inval-
idating my faith, or saying my faith is a delusion. 
However, - give that I have a “medical” illness) – “I 
would have lost heart, unless I had believed”. With-
out my faith, “I would have lost heart” a long, long 
time ago. Therefore my faith has been a great sup-
port to me. And I give thanks to God for my faith. 
Amen! 
 

I am not saying, “I have arrived”. None of us 
“arrives”, on this planet. I still have a long journey to 
go. I will only arrive if and when I enter the celestial 
gates, and hear the heavenly choirs. 
 

I have turned 70 this very year. I am now in the Au-
tumn of my life. I wish to devote my “Autumn” to 
deepening my prayer life, and reading mystical 
writes, especially Evelyn Underhill (died 1941). 
 

Chris Harrison 
(New member of Cotham Church) 

Photo by Christopher Richards 
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To me, the arrival of autumn means a mixture of 
things. It’s the end of the freedom of summer, but 
the beginning of the academic year and the oppor-
tunity to meet another cohort of enthusiastic, able 
and creative student teachers. It’s the drawing-in of 
evenings which puts paid to reading in the garden at 
midnight, but the start of a new series of The Ap-
prentice on TV. It’s the closure of Henleaze swim-
ming lake for another season, but the opportunity 
to get back to the regulated warmth and comforta-
ble repetition of lengths in the University pool. It’s 
farewell to sweet strawberries and zingy blackcur-
rants, but time to feast on blackberries. 

This lovely poem about a boy’s experience eating 
blackberries captures something of the quixotic na-
ture of autumn’s beginnings and endings. The com-
bination of the ripe and unripe fruit in the boy’s  
hand suggests that cycles of being overlap. Perhaps 
most obviously, it’s the start of a new school year 
and the end of childhood innocence. Ripeness is all.  
 
Lorna Robinson 

Autumn 

Hedge School 

By Owen Sheers (sent in by Lorna Robinson) 
 
The walk home from school got longer 
those first weeks of September, 
listening to the mini bus diminish 
through the hedges and trees, 
then slipping the straps of my bag over each shoulder 
to free up both hands for the picking of blackberries.  
 

Another lesson perhaps, this choice of how to take them. 
One by one, tracing their variety on my tongue, 
from the bitterness of an unripe red 
tightly packed as a nervous heart, 
to the rain-bloated looseness of those older; 
cobwebbed and dusty as a Claret 
laid down for years in a cellar.  
 

Or to hoard them? Piling in the palm 
until I cupped a coiled black pearl necklace, 
a hedgerow caviar, the bubbles of just poured wine 
stilled in my fingers which I’d take together, 
each an eye of one great berry, a sudden symphony. 
 

Or as I did just once, strolling towards the low house 
growing at the lane’s end 
not to eat them all,  
but slowly close my palm into a fist instead, 
dissolving their mouthfeel over my skin 
and emerging from the hedge and tree tunnel, 
my knuckles scratched and y hand blue-black red, 
as bloodied as a butcher’s or a farmer’s at lambing, 
or that of a boy who’s discovered for the very first time,  
just how dark he runs inside.  
 

 

Photo by Christopher Richards 
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Stigma, violence and discrimination mean that mil-
lions of disabled people around the world face a life 
of poverty and exclusion.  Right now, organisations 
of disability activists are working to fight discrimina-
tion and ensure every disabled person gets a 
fighting chance at living their best life.  They urgent-
ly need support. 
 
ADD International works in East Africa, Bangladesh 
and Cambodia, alongside members of organisations 
of disabled people, to help them access the tools, 
resources and support they need to lead powerful 
movements for change.  This allows them to access 
the services they need and have a say in policy deci-
sions that affect them.   
 
This Autumn ADD is running a campaign to raise 
funds to support 15,000 people in cyclone-prone 
areas of Bangladesh to participate in decision-
making, influencing powerholders, from the local to 
the national level, to create better life opportunities 
for themselves and 60,000 family and community 
members. 
 
This work will mean that 4,500 people will have a 
better understanding of their rights and the role 
they can play in advocating for policy changes; 
3,600 disabled people will be able to access local 
services including safety-net allowances; and 675 

hard to reach disabled people, at least half of whom 
will be women, will be in leadership positions within 
local organisations of disabled people.  
 
This is an example of the work that ADD does in all 
the countries where it works and which leads to a 
sea change in the way that individuals with disabili-
ties are viewed both by their families and their wid-
er community.     
 
Gillie McKeown’s daughter Clare works for ADD and 

she and her colleagues have been extremely grate-

ful for the ongoing support that Cotham has provid-

ed over recent years.   

ADD International- September Charity of the Month 

The Autumn Fox 

By Cicely Booth 
 
Autumn falls silently. 
It creeps up like a magnificent fox, 
Before we know it, 
Leaves are dancing, flying, smiling. 
Autumn brings the sound of clashing conkers, 
crunching leaves, 
laughter. 
Autumn fills the cupboards with food, 
Autumn brings joy! 

Photo by Christopher Richards 



 
 11 

Samara’s Aid Appeal- www.samarasaidappeal.org/  

Cotham and St Paul’s PCCs have jointly committed 
to supporting the ecumenical parish of Westbury 
Park, to collect winter clothing, health and sanitary 
products during September. The churches aim to fill 
a truck for Samara’s Aid: the goods will be shipped 
by lorry to the Middle East and distributed to refu-
gees in Syria, Lebanon and Iraq before the winter. 
  

Lists of what is needed are at the back of both 
churches - please follow the instructions, and ONLY 
donate what is asked for and needed.  
 
Last date to leave things at Cotham is 23rd Sept. 
 

Or you can take your items straight to the Method-
ist Church on Etloe Rd by Fri 28th. 
  

You might like to buy and pack a gift (banana) box, 
maybe with friends or colleagues — for a pregnant 
woman, or with a new-born baby; for a family, or 
for a vulnerable woman who has escaped ISIS. 
Shopping lists are in church, please follow the in-
structions carefully.  

A message is provided in Arabic and Kurdish, to put 
in with your gifts, and you can add a photo of 

you / your family or friends who have helped to 
pack it with generous love. 

Dignity / Smiley Bags  
Each of our churches has bought 20 bags to be 
filled.  Please take one, and choose a shopping list – 
either for a child (M/F, different ages) or for a wom-
an or girl needing personal care items. Please fol-
low the instructions carefully, and include £2 to-
wards transport costs.  

 

 As always at Cotham, you can make a specific dona-
tion to the charity of the month, by putting it in a 
labelled envelope in the collection plate. This will go 
towards the £6,500 costs for each lorry, and to sup-
port the running of the hospitals and health clinics 
Samara’s Aid have established.   
  

Lastly, if you have time and energy to offer, St Al-
ban’s would be glad of help throughout Sept, to sort 
donations with others.  Contact 
office@westburyparkchurch.org  or ring 9731562 in 
afternoons, to discuss their needs. 
 

Sally Seaman  

• CLOTHES - ALL SEASONS (no shorts or short skirts), new and used – adult, child & baby 

• COATS & SNOW WEAR, new and used – adult, child & baby 

• NEW UNDERWEAR only (no used), with tags or in packaging 

• SHOES (polished) All seasons in immaculate condition 

• BOOTS & WELLY BOOTS, clean, adult/child 

• BLANKETS, sleeping bags, sheets & towels in immaculate condition 

• DUVETS only if like new with no marks or stains 

• WHEELCHAIRS, zimmer frames and crutches (paired) 

• MOSES baskets and baby bedding 

• DISPOSABLE nappies, sanitary towels & incontinence pads 

Also needed are new or used clothes (in perfect as-new condition) 
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By Gerard Manley Hopkins (Sent in by Mark Budden) 

The strange stress marks over many of the words were a particular quirk of Hopkins; he thought they 
would help the reader to understand how he wanted the poem to be read.  

Mark Budden 

to a young child 
 

Márgarét, áre you gríeving  
Over Goldengrove unleaving? 
Leáves like the things of man, you 
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?  
Ah! ás the heart grows older  
It will come to such sights colder  
By and by, nor spare a sigh  
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;  
And yet you wíll weep and know why.  
Now no matter, child, the name:  
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same. 
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed  
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:  
It ís the blight man was born for,  
It is Margaret you mourn for.  

Spring and Fall 
 

Photo by Christopher Richards 

• Sunday 9th September—David’s first service at St Pauls 
 

• Tuesday 11th September 10.30am, Avenue House, 5 Cotham Park North—Reading a little out loud  
 

• Sunday 16th September—David’s first service at Cotham 
 

• Friday 21st September—Benefice retreat starts  
 

• Saturday 22nd September—Nigel Gibbons is ordained LLM  
 

• Tuesday 25th September 10am to 1pm in the small hall, Cotham—The Art Group. For more details 
contact Sara tel:07792721478  

 

• Thursday 27th September—Findings: writing and spirituality group  
 

• Sunday 30th September 6pm—Meeting for all who’d like to help with Junior Church 
 
 

• Thursday 4th October 2.30- 4pm—Time Out Teas    
 

• Sunday 7th October—Cotham’s student welcome service + brunch  
 

• Friday 12th October 7.30pm at St Paul's—"OLD LETTERS" Poems by Philip Dixon and others, readings     
and music. Theme : ink, letters, words. The art and act of writing.  

 

• Sunday 14th October—St Paul’s student welcome service + harvest festival  
 

• Sunday 14th October 3.30pm at Cotham Parish Church—Concert: 'Sing for Bethlehem!', raising money 
to bring the Bethlehem Choir, and the engagement worker helping to empower women living under 
military occupation. Members of Bristol Choral, PartSong acapella group will sing, plus instrumental 
performances, including James Taylor. Followed by Tea and cake.   

Dates for your Diary 


