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‘Black is Beautiful’
music to murals, history to hairstyle, Nairobi to New Orleans,
Black Culture is at the heart of our everyday lives. The oppression
of slavery started a storyline of remaining strong despite hardship.
It set the foundation for a collection of provoking artforms which
represented Black communities across the globe as they endured
a collective struggle. In light of the events surrounding the death
of George Floyd, we can look back at 2020 as a year which has
been difficult for the Black Community. Despite this, 2020 has
been a year packed with remarkable moments for Black Culture
even with the limitations of social distancing and remote
communication. For instance, the American film director,
Matthew Cherry received an Oscar for Best Animated Short Film with a fantastic adaptation of the
Children’s Book “Hair Love”. The Michelle Obama Podcast became the most listened to podcast on
Spotify this summer and when considering this year was its debut it is an amazing achievement. Also,
in the height of the pandemic DJ Derrick jones kept millions entertained as he hosted ‘Club
Quarantine’, a virtual party to help those struggling with loneliness in lockdown. Black culture is not
simply something to ‘educate’ ourselves about but something to cherish and enjoy.
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Our Values
Our churches aspire to cherish all, regardless of marital and social status,
sexual orientation or level of church commitment.
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.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------WICKED MUSIC
The importance of the Biblical Exodus story is well known. Black slaves looked for hope and
consolation there. The so-called 'Negro Spirituals' such as “Go down Moses . . . Tell old Pharaoh to
let my people go.” Songs of survival and yearning for something better. Freedom. From this, and the
choirs of black churches, came Soul music, 'Gospel', and a whole range of songs. Great names of
popular singers began in the Gospel choirs.
I used to help lead a Summer School at St. John's Theological College where I had studied. Among
other workshops we had dance, drama, art, radio. I led the music workshop. Towards the end of the
week, we performed a piece I had written inspired by African rhythms. Unaccompanied apart from
drums. A driving, 'heavy' rhythm in parts. Simple but exciting I thought. After it, a lady came at me
strongly, critically and fiercely to accuse me of writing demonic music. She had been a medical doctor
in Africa and, for her, the drums conjured up demons.
I was, in my innocence, surprised. I think it is to
do with the human body. The stirring of the
body, especially the loins. My view is that the
church has done much damage over many
centuries, almost making people guilty for even
having a body. The most wonderful thing is to
see black people (from parts of Africa and
elsewhere) moving and dancing. Simply
inhabiting their body and with immense grace.
Easy in their bodies. (Younger readers may
smile to contrast this with ‘Dad-dancing')

There is such great richness of peoples in the world.
Diversity and history and background. And each
carries sadness, lament, happiness and joy in their
own way.
We shall need celebration and music to lift us out of
the Covid Wilderness months.
Learning in a new way that we need each other: ALL
LIVES MATTER.
We might even dance, but somehow, I doubt it.

Philip Dixon

‘WHITE TEETH’
The first Zadie Smith novel I read was the first one she wrote, and it is
arguably her most famous – White Teeth. It was June 2020 and I had just
enrolled onto a Creative Writing summer course at Bristol University,
whilst still actually living in Sydney, Australia. The course was meant to
be a way of exploring literature over the summer, whilst also filling my
time in the two-week isolation period after my return to the UK at the
beginning of July, and what I remember most about those two weeks of
jetlagged sleep and a surprisingly warm July can be found in the pages of
White Teeth. Born to a Jamaican mother and English father, it is clear
that some of her stories stem from her own cultural identity as well as a fascination for others. After
being schooled at London state schools, Smith excelled to study English Literature at Kings College,
Cambridge. Her first novel, White Teeth was written and finished whilst balancing studying for final
exams in her last year at university. Being a final year student now, it entirely escapes my
understanding how she managed to squeeze in a best-seller whilst on study leave – I can barely
manage reading one.
It is a lot to take in for someone’s first venture into the practice of creative writing, but I certainly did
not regret it. It is hard not to become helplessly invested in all facets of her idiosyncratic ventures.
Hailed as hysterical realism, Smith deeply executes Britain’s relationship with formerly colonised
countries. I was only a few pages in when the class took to the discussion of one of Smith’s short
stories – The Embassy of Cambodia. Both are captivating in equal measure. In these two works, her
narratives tend to centre around London, having grown up there as a child and still being inherently
fascinated by the diversity and cultural hot pot that is the nation’s capital. Her characters are almost
always displaced in some way – usually they are far away from home and are learning to live or survive
where they find themselves. Smith enthrals in unlikely unions and friendships. The Embassy of
Cambodia pivots on the friendship between a young African girl and a mid-pubescent Christian
London boy, while White Teeth famously juggles unions of the most imaginative kind – an ageing 47year-old white man who marries a Jamaican Jehovah’s witness twenty years his junior. Their
daughters are bizarrely bound to a Bengali Muslim Bangladeshi couple and their twin sons (who grow
up in different countries) by service in the British army. The daughters saw their two husbands as the
only survivors of their tank crew who spend the remainder of the war thieving morphine from an
abandoned hospital. Thrown into the mix alongside this are an Oxford educated, white, middle-class,
Jewish-Catholic family of five whose children all share a school. There are micro stories of national
pride which are mercilessly worn down by Western living, Islamic fundamentalists, the rejection of
modernism, and a family feud surrounding re-engineering the genome.
White Teeth was only the beginning. Subsequent publications from Smith include On Beauty, Swing
Time, NW, The Autograph Man and Grand Union among her essay collections Changing My Mind,
Feel Free and Imitations. It is hard to pinpoint what leaves you so hungry, but what remains the most
prominent thought is simply marvelling at the mind who could write such a book. I am excited to have
only scratched the surface.
Zadie Smith is among other writers such as Diana Evans, Bernardine Evaristo, Aminatta Forna and
Maya Angelou who are taking the literary world by storm paving the way for BAME authors to be
given a louder voice.
Lauren Paddison

THE IMPORTANCE OF REPRESENTATION IN ANIMATION
Animation is an art form that is typically overlooked as it is often viewed as entertainment for kids. Two
hours of lack lustre cinema filled with nothing of importance. This could not be more wrong. For many,
animation are the first films we are exposed to. We grow up around them and use them to help us
develop our knowledge of the world that exists outside of our living rooms. It is not a conscious choice,
of course you will never see a child sat down with a notebook taking notes. The information
unconsciously absorbs into your brain having a major impact on your outlook of the world, not only
this but also a significant impact on yourself.
In the past, animation was flooded with white protagonists and still to this
day, it is commonplace for animation to place their main focus on White
protagonists. In the past 10 years, Disney animation (excluding Pixar) has
had two non-White protagonists out of nine films they released. That is
frankly quite a shocking statistic. Children need to see the figures that
represent them. As a child you search for the characters that you look like,
that share your interests and for many children across the globe, there is a
drastic lack of characters they can relate to. As I child I was fortunate
enough to have Belle (Beauty and the Beast) with her brown hair and brown
eyes. She quickly became my favourite and still is to this day. On the other
hand, for Black girls, it wasn’t until 2009 that the first Black Disney princess, Tiana, finally graced our
screens. Now, this isn’t to say that children only like and can relate to a character that looks most like
them, but it is important all the same.
In the past few years, animation has slowly started to tell more Black stories. In 2018, Sony animation
released their Oscar winning film, Spiderman: Into the Spiderverse. The film is one of the best
animated films of the decade, telling the story of African- Hispanic Miles Morales as he grapples to
come to terms with his new role as Spiderman. What make Miles a fantastic protagonist for children to
look up to and relate to is strangely, his
normality. He struggles with his homework; he
is awkward but always works hard to push
himself and achieve great things both as a hero
and a school student. The film features brilliant
music that highlights Miles’ culture and whilst
the film was created by a mainly white creative
team; great effort was put into the film to ensure
it was a faithful presentation of the life Miles
would lead.
Both animation and the superhero genre lack Black leads, they are typically pushed to the side as the
quippy sidekick to the main, White hero. Spiderman: Into the Spiderverse demonstrates that this
should no longer be the case. Black characters have interesting stories to tell and they should be told
throughout cinema, not just animation. As we enter a new decade, I wish to see a wider range of Black
stories in animation and in addition to this, stories told from perspectives from other ethnic minority
groups. If my wish comes true, well, I better sit down with my popcorn and prepare myself for some
truly great cinema.
Niamh Charlotte Brook – https://www.instagram.com/its_pronounced_niamh_/

WHO GIVES A CRAP?
Inspired by Morwenna’s toilet twinning initiative at St Paul’s, Sue Parfitt and I have just begun to
explore this wonderful arrangement for Cotham Parish Church. Through the toilet twinning scheme
we can sponsor a block of toilets, for example for a school, a refugee camp, a church or community. I
have seen the deplorable state of sanitation in Malawi and continue to have connections there, so we
are inspired to make this our choice. Diarrheal disease, caused by inadequate sanitation, hygiene and
unsafe drinking water, is currently the fifth cause of death in Malawi where pit latrines are still
prevalent. Since we have a number of toilets at Cotham, we plan to raise £240 for a block.
In the same way as St Paul’s, we will buy toilet rolls from the company ‘Who Gives A Crap’, an ethical
company who already donate 50% of their profits to help build toilets in developing countries. These
can then be sold at a profit to church members or others with the possibility of additional donations.
‘Who Gives A Crap’ tells us that:
‘…roughly 40% of the global population… around 289,000 children under five die every year from
diarrhoeal diseases caused by poor water and sanitation. That's almost 800 children per day, or one
child every two minutes….’
Because the physical church is closed at the moment, we plan to launch the project in a month or two,
once we’re back in Church and payment and collection arrangements will be easier. We hope you will
feel moved to support this project.

Catherine Feeny and Sue Parfitt

MY LIFE IN FROM SRI LANKA TO BRISTOL
There are many people in our combined congregations whom I do not know. I am the "cafe au lait"
lady who walks with a limp but that is another story. I’d like to say "Hello" to all the readers of
Connections.
I dislike the word ‘BAME’ - it tells you nothing about a person you have just met for the first time. I
always introduce myself as from Sri Lanka - a British passport does not negate the land of my birth.
Regardless of the connections to one's place of origin we have our own individual, unique journeys.
The people I meet may be a WWII soldier, a tea planter, a missionary teacher or priest, a commercial
company merchant, a member of the colonial government and mostly today, a tourist or traveller. A
connection is made. I dislike being labelled as ‘BAME’ – it is a convenient way of grouping people who
are not born in Britain into an easy census statistic. I am Asian - but from which Asian country in that
vast continent? I have mixed ethnicity – but which ethnicities? Go ahead - ask me where I come from,
who are my parents or even who are my ancestors, and I will tell you gladly. Family history is a living
topic in our island as any readers of "Running in the family" by Ondaatjie will be aware.
I came to Britain with my parents when I was a teenager: they left a life living on a beautiful island to
work as expatriates in the UK to escape their children being persecuted for being Christians. They
were allowed to bring any children under the age of 21 which meant all of their children - We enjoyed
the coming but not the being. It was October and to quote my baby brother and sister, "where is the
grass in our playground?”. My mother promised them "Snow at Christmas". Yes, as you have probably
guess - no snow either. Now they wondered whether Father Christmas would know where they lived in
this strange land. My father bought a house in a poor neighbourhood in South London - it was strange
- the toilet was outside, and there were stairs to climb. So different from our large Dutch house in
Colombo. For us older children life was strange but exciting, for the younger siblings - frightening.
Daddy was wise in buying a house, he didn't have to encounter the "No Blacks, No Irish, No Dogs”
spat out to at all immigrant home seekers. We had the choice of going to Australia, but my father was
not keen in living in a country which had a "Whites Only" immigration policy. We were lucky the poor
decrepit neighbourhood we found ourselves living in, lay in the shadow of and within the sound of the
bells of the Church of St John the Divine, Kennington. What a joyful place to belong to.
During my University days, I found myself absorbed in my final
year of studies at LSE, I never noticed any racialism there, as far as
I could see we were all students together, struggling to live on
allowances, interested in politics and working towards the next
tutorial. I always skipped classes to attend Black Sash
demonstrations and Anti-Apartheid meetings. The high point of
this life was meeting Dr Martin Luther King. I would study during
the week however from Friday and over the weekend I would live my life at St John the Divine. I never
encountered any racial discrimination there and even if I did, I didn't know it was racially directed. No
cries of "Why don't you go back to where you came from!". This did not happen until my first visit to
Bristol when I was buying a family home as a married woman. At St John the Divine, the congregation
was wonderful, it represented a microcosm of the world, a mix of poor and middle-class people, New
Zealanders, English, Irish, West Indians, men, women, children, teenagers, workers, teachers, nuns
from the Sisters of St Margaret of East Grinstead and three priests. We were soon absorbed into this
large loving family. I thought this was Britain. I didn't realize this was just St. John's.

I was lucky. After University, I decided I had to repay my father for his sacrifice in coming to Britain.
After a few false starts, I found a job working for the British Council in Davies Street. There I met Jenny
and Liz. Jenny was from Essex - no resemblance to the "TOWIE" of today. She was from a hardworking family of engineers and nurses. She took me into her home. I met her siblings and parents,
and I was invited to her families’ Friday night suppers and week-end cricket matches. Elizabeth lived
in Rickmansworth, a very middle class, warm family, who thought I was different, interesting and dare
I say – I was living an interesting life with new friends, studies and travel.
Then I met Christopher, he was a wild, white geology student from Zambia, Africa. We fell in love and
have been in a marriage which has lasted 55 years! During this time, I encountered my first racial abuse
in London. We used to go dancing at an International Students Club run by the British Council. It was
here I experienced my first racial abuse. A young Nigerian student who waltzed like the wind. I loved
to waltz, and Christopher, a typical 1960's young man could only jive or rock and roll. Every Saturday
I would waltz with this young Nigerian man. I became pregnant and after a while felt uncomfortable
waltzing - I explained to him I would not be waltzing any more. His reply was that this was because I
had married a White Man. I had never encountered racial abuse before, and I think this was more than
racial. I never danced with him again.
Soon Christopher and I, and our four-month-old daughter were on our way to Zambia, Africa. My
mother was frightened about my leaving – “What about hospitals, supermarkets, roads or a mother or
grandmother for help and advice?” I assured her that Christopher's mother had lived there as a young
mother with three boys, and she would show me the ropes and it was better than going to live in the
Congo which was in a state of Civil War. What my mother didn't know was that Christopher's mother
lived in a town with a hospital and supermarkets, and that I was going to live in a tent 200 miles away
from her. This was an adventure I had always craved for and what an adventure it was going to be. The
adventure is going to be a book for my children, grandchildren and for many more generations after
who may want to know about their grandmother’s story.
The Zambians I met and lived amongst were the kindest people. They helped me but wondered why a
"muzungu" (white woman) wanted to live in the bush like them, so they set about teaching me. This
applied to both men and women. The first thing was to say hello to the new baby and a strange animal it was our wedding gift we had brought with
us, a Siamese cat never seen in the village
before. We were frightened that they
would think it was a wild cat unknown to
them. Unfortunately, on introduction, the
cat Ferdinand did behave like a wild animal,
spitting and arching his back! He was
always locked away in our tent before it
grew dark. We had to keep him safe for he
was our alarm that there were snakes in our
camp.
A visiting old lady from a nearby village put her hand around my waist as though she was searching for
something, she asked me where my marriage belt was? Was this some kind of chastity belt birth control
charm, ‘Zambian style’? A few days later she arrived at our camp again with, yes, my marriage belt!

Much to my puzzlement and delight the two coins at the end of the belt were both minted in Britain in
the year of my birth. She didn't know that at all. African magic! I have that chain belt with me today and
it lives in my special box. Most of their kindnesses were given without telling or wanting thanks. Living
in a tent meant no cooker or electricity to cook with. All I had were three stones on which balanced a
three-legged cauldron to boil water brought up from the nearby stream. My pots and fry pans balanced
on these three magic stones too. It was the fire that created the magic. One day I found the box of
matches in the kitchen hut was empty and I was wondering how the fire burnt? We got up in the early
morning for tea and breakfast, there had been water for baths and baby nappy washing, no washing
machines or Paddy Pants, just terry towelling, and muslin nappies. Does anyone remember them?
Where was this fire coming from when there were no matches in the box? On questioning Jairus, the
man who worked for us in the camp. Without any fuss, walking from his village on winter mornings he
remembered the chores for the day and the necessity of hot water. He carried a burning hot coal from
his family fire, wrapped in fresh green grass, and slung in a strap made from a wide piece of thick sedge.
When the strap caught fire, he would stop and make another carrier, and this went on until he reached
our camp. When we woke up the fire was blazing and the water boiling, we used the hot water to make
tea with and the hot coals to cook our breakfast. It was three whole days before I found out about his
kindness to us who lit this magic fire to begin the day.
The women were as kind. They would bring me fresh greens and fruit when they collected their own
from the bush. How could I return their kindness? Money would be an insult; yes, however sugar and
salt would help. Then, there were other goodies they would like but they could not afford on a
subsistence income. They liked rice, and beans when the beans in their stores were running low and a
length of Chitenge cloth when I went into town, safety pins, needles and sewing thread. The men's
favourite gift was the paper from our overseas newspapers to roll their cigarettes with. What they
appreciated most was a trip in the Landrover to see a Doctor or to travel to a distant village. These
kindnesses were not peculiar from village to village, wherever we made our camp and set up our tents,
they offered us what they could, and we gave them what we could. The children liked to have some gifts
too such as a BIC pen, an exercise book and old magazines to cut the colourful pictures from. One
rainy day I had my small Fiat 500 stuck in the mud after heavy rains. I sat in the car, wondering how to
get home when I saw men running out from the nearest village. Help was coming! They lifted the car
by its axles and put me onto the gravel road. Home! here we come before the night fell!

Whenever we broke camp to travel back to Lusaka and our new way of town life, someone from a nearby
village would arrive with a trussed-up live chicken as a gift and would place it in the space behind my
seat in the Landrover. I asked myself why? The morning we were leaving? I realised that people all over
Africa have to walk from village to village or the nearest town. When they stop for the night at a village
on the way, there is always a chicken ready for the chop to provide a BBQ and the necessary protein
dish to accompany the Nshima porridge they would also carry. What a kind thought this was when we
realised, we were regarded as part of the life of the people living around us. Africa wasn't just one
country for us, we moved from Zambia to Kenya, from Cameroon to Nigeria. It was a long time before
we returned to live in Bristol from Africa and what a changed country we found. Everyone lived in very
distinct areas. The only place I was able to meet Africans in Bristol was at Church. We visited the Cube
to listen to music but found it too noisy for our old ears and we were a bit worried about the fire exit

facilities seeing the dense crowd at the club. I still keep on trying and searching but maybe look in the
wrong places. However, I have met a dear Persian family, an Egyptian family who sells fresh vegetables
at their grocery and a lovely lady who sells me the Big Issue every Tuesday.
We feel most at home in Easton! Surprised?! People of all colours, religions and ethnicity. I love going
there to shop for vegetables, fruit and spices. Would anyone like to come with me on a Saturday
morning? You will see vegetables and fruit not seen in British shops, eat at restaurants where the
menus are new, see faces you do not recognise, and clothes from all over the world. You will meet
Punjabis Sikhs, Somalis, Tamils, Bengalis. Latvians, Polish and English families. Join me to visit a new
world. I can continue to write about my mixed-up happy life in Africa, and the friendship and love I
found there but I must stop now. My solution to this problem might be to visit an African congregation
church and accept a loving hand from the congregation and begin a chain of friendship and love.
Lorraine Legg
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------‘EARTH WIND FIRE WATER’ - Cotham Lockdown III Art Project
Following on from our previous project when members of Cotham congregation and friends
made textile squares which are now hanging as an exhibition in the church, I would like to propose
another in the same spirit. Building on all our shared experience of knowing how to present the
individual work, and when many people were surprised that they could produce something so
accomplished, it would be a wonderful challenge to join together again to make something new. We
are all now more familiar with the state of restrictions which continue during the pandemic, so the idea
would be to broaden not only our catchment, but also the subject matter. The subject would be
‘EARTH WIND FIRE WATER’, which gives plenty of scope for interpretation at the present time! It
could be biblical, ecological, scientific, artistic, philosophical or light-hearted and entirely up to you…
You may wish to choose just one of the elements or as many as four.
The timeframe could be for completion sometime in April – to be decided.
This time we could aim to invite friends and family beyond the Benefice of Cotham and St Pauls. It
would be great to include our friends and family who live-in far-off places, providing it was possible to
send the actual work.
In order to widen the appeal – this time the 12-inch square could be created using any medium e.g.,
textiles or any description, paint, drawing, collage, words on canvas, print, photography, mixed
medium and anything else you can think of as long as it’s not dangerous and is suitable for the subject
matter and place.
THE WORK HAS TO BE PRESENTED ON A 12-INCH SQUARE CANVAS AS BEFORE.
It only remains to be said that your skills and expertise are not
being judged – this is just an opportunity to be creative, have
fun and diversion and share the outcome whatever it is with
our community beginning at Cotham Church.
Proposed by Sara Metelerkamp

OF MICE AND BOREDOM
Question: How diverse is the reading diet experienced by students at Key Stage 3 (11-14) in their
English lessons?
Answer: Not very…
I lead the PGCE English programme at the University of Bristol and so I have the privilege, every year,
of not only working with a committed, able cohort of new English teachers, but seeing them in their
classrooms – often teaching a class reader. My role also involves research into English teaching and the
English curriculum. This article is based on a UKLA-sponsored research project in which I have been
involved over the past 18 months, alongside PGCE English lecturers at other universities in the South
West and South Wales.
Literature is, of course, a key element of the English curriculum. Exciting, enriching, enlightening and
often challenging, literature can play a significant role in how learners engage with English and with
the wider world. It follows that if we want to give them opportunities to engage in a diverse world – one
that values and celebrates difference and equality in all their forms – we should provide literature that
echoes and reflects those aspirations. However, our project indicates that the literature experienced at
Key Stage 3 does anything but.
We focused on Key Stage 3 because the choice of texts studied is still very much the domain of the
English departments and individual teachers (unlike Key Stage 4, where content is based on GCSE
examination specifications). In theory, the early secondary years provide an opportunity to teach a
range of texts that offer a diverse literature diet and thus – as the National Curriculum requires ‘develop [pupils’] love of literature through widespread reading for enjoyment’ (DfE, 2014: 3).
Yet our project indicates that this is usually not the case. Over 170 school participated in the project,
predominantly from the South West region and Wales, but including schools from around the rest of
England and some from abroad. The top-ten texts read in Years 7, 8 and 9 are shown in the tables
below, which highlight the frequency (the number of schools who teach the text), plus the gender of
the author and gender of the protagonist.

TO COMMENT ON THREE THINGS:

1) There is a marked lack of
gender diversity: even in these
#MeToo-conscious times, female
authors and female protagonists
are rare.

Year 7
Freq Title
23
The Boy / Striped Pyjamas
22
Holes
21
Private Peaceful
20= Boy
20= Skellig
13
A Monster Calls
10
War Horse
Animal Farm
9=
A Christmas Carol
9=
Harry Potter series

Author
Boyne
Sachar
Morpurgo
Dahl
Almond
Ness
Morpurgo
Orwell
Dickens
Rowling

Year
2006
1998
2003
1984
1998
2011
1982
1945
1843
From 1997

Author

Protag

M
M
M
M
M
M
M
M
M
F

M
M
M
M
M
M
M
M
M
M

Year 8
Freq
27
18
17
16
13
12=
12=
10=
10=
9=
9=

Title
The Boy / Striped
Pyjamas
Of Mice and Men
Animal Farm
The Hunger Games
Stone Cold
Holes
Private Peaceful
Frankenstein
War Horse
Nineteen Eighty-Four
Noughts and Crosses

Author
Boyne

Year
2006

Author

Protag

M

M

Steinbeck
Orwell
Collins
Swindells
Sachar
Morpurgo
Shelley
Morpurgo
Orwell
Blackman

1937
1945
2008
1993
1998
2003
1818
1982
1949
2001

M
M
F
M
M
M
F
M
M
F

M
M
F
M
M
M
M
M
M
F&M

3) BAME writers hardly feature. Malorie
Blackman’s Noughts and Crosses, the joint-ninth
most popular book for Year 8, is the only text by
an author of colour. The fact that almost half the
schools then go on to read Of Mice and Men in
Year 9 exacerbates the problem. There is no
doubt that it is a much-loved novel, but its
unflattering portrayals of Curley’s wife
(nameless, a victim of her husband’s control) and
of Crooks as a black man denigrated by his coworkers need – at least – careful handling in the
classroom in terms of diversity.

2) The vast majority of texts taught
are extremely dated – even
discounting Shakespeare, the mean
publication date of those that feature
in our Top Ten lists overall
(including drama and poetry) is
1846.

Year 9
Freq Title
81 Of Mice and Men
20 A Christmas Carol
19 Stone Cold
15 Animal Farm
14 To Kill a Mockingbird
13 Lord of the Flies
12 Frankenstein
11 The Curious Incident…
9
The Hunger Games
8
Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde

Author
Steinbeck
Dickens
Swindells
Orwell
Lee
Golding
Shelley
Haddon
Collins
Stevenson

Year
1937
1843
1993
1945
1960
1956
1818
2003
2008
1886

Author

Protag

M
M
M
M
F
M
F
M
F
M

M
M
M
M
F
M
M
M
F
M

So - it is entirely possible that learners can go right through Key Stage 3 exclusively studying decadesold texts written by white men, about white male characters; and all sorts of messages may be
inadvertently implied about gender, race and ethnicity (as well as religion, (dis)ability and sexuality)
through our literature choices.
The good news is that our published findings have gained a lot of traction, and we know that some
schools are already investing in fresh, new texts that will, we hope, allow more diverse reading
experiences that inspire teachers and learners alike.

Lorna Robinson

ECOCHURCH –
WHERE ARE WE UP
TO?
With thanks to all the
Eco Champions and
Benefice Eco Group for
their work and keeping
us on track, both
Cotham and St Pauls
now have a bronze
award and we are
working towards silver
ones!

How do the awards work?
There are five categories created by EcoChurch to help us keep creation care at the heart of our
worshipping life together, and there are various criteria on which we are scored for each category. Each
category has an EcoChampion (or Champions) in each church. Check out the details below including
how we are currently scoring in each category:
St Pauls
Buildings – Bronze (Freddie Laker and Buildings Group)
Land – Bronze (Freddie Laker and Buildings Group)
Community & Global Engagement - Silver (Margaret Peirson and Selma Eaton – welcome Selma!)
Lifestyle – Bronze (Morwenna White-Thomson)
Worship & Teaching - Gold (Morwenna White-Thomson)
Welcome also to Jo Stephenson joining as a St Paul’s Eco champion
Cotham
Buildings - Bronze (Christopher Richards)
Land - just moved up to Silver (Catherine Feeny and Karen Sillence)
Community & Global Engagement - Silver (John Bean and Pauline Shaw)
Lifestyle - Bronze (Katherine Rider)
Worship & Teaching - Gold (Pippa White)
We are baffled by the bronze category for Lifestyle! We feel this is one of our strongest points as
churches. But perhaps we need to talk about it more and continue to actively and overtly encourage a
green lifestyle. Morwenna will see what we need to do to get upgraded! All EcoChampions are looking
again at their categories and how we can improve our score.

What specific actions/discussions can we report?
Here are some of the great ongoing actions/discussions which are important in their
own right. (but will also help improve our scores!)
•

•

•

•

Despite Covid making some aspects more tricky, great progress continues in various areas
noting especially development of the garden at Cotham (thanks to Karen Sillence and
Catharine Feeny); and loo roll selling and fundraising to twin St Pauls Toilets; with thanks
especially to Morwenna and Patrick, we have got to the point where we can go ahead and twin
both toilets at St Pauls – which means supporting improved sanitation where it is most needed
in the world. A similar initiative is planned at Cotham.
We are very pleased to be engaging with the Hazelnut Community Farm in Lockleaze. This is
a fantastic initiative and lovely to have a direct link through Pippa. John spoke to our last
EcoChurch meeting about the initiative and aspects of Eco Theology. Do check out the details
of the farm and the guiding principles here https://hazelnutcommunityfarm.com. We need
to go back to working the land!
We are sad that there is not more take-up of the Traidcraft offering in either church, with St
Pauls stall sadly set to close but this is partially a reflection of the much wider awareness of
FairTrade and many more such products available in supermarkets. But we need more than
ever to continue to actively promote Fair Trade in whatever way we can. Green purchasing
brings also a wider set of issues around ethics, health and environment. Can we (for example)
lobby for a traffic light labelling system for green purchasing? As a group we will give more
thought to this.
John Bean drew the attention of the group to the government green home grant – funding
available for help with insulation/solar panels/draft proofing. (running until 2022); also that
home surveys are available.

Lobbying about local issues after a successful campaign led to planning permission being turned down
for an extension to Bristol Airport, the airport has appealed this, and there is a need to petition against
the extension again. Frustratingly, both local mayors have come out in support of airport extension.
This is something of a test case with other local airports likely to take note of where things go with this
one.
Lobbying about national issues. The CEE bill is a campaign by scientists to hold the government to
account on climate change initiatives. The government are delaying. We need to lobby our MPs to
change their views if they have not already done so.
Church members to be invited to write to MPs especially noting the 5th anniversary of Paris agreement.
Look out for a carbon footprint plan to do during Lent!
Also, every week in the notices the Eco Group will be sharing a notice, campaign, lifestyle challenge or
encouragement to help keep eco-discipleship at the top of our minds.
All this and more is going on! Do talk to any EcoChampions about any aspect of interest to you.
Cotham in particular is looking for a few more Eco Champions, it’s a fun and creative way to be involved
in developing creation care in our midst. Do talk to Pippa for more details.
Margaret Pierson

FOUR SNAPSHOTS OF FOUR YEARS: ‘THINGS WE DO NOT KNOW’, THE STORIES OF
STREET SEX WORKERS
It is March 2016. I am shivering in an icebox disused courthouse, watching a cast of nine women
rehearse grotesque caricatures of sex workers to a gritty thumping beat. They are lit, of course, in a
wash of red light. Plume of pink on the exhale. Their jerky motions are shop-window manikins, moving
every blink, wooden parodies of Amsterdam sex workers. There are nitrous oxide canisters and airsoft
pellets everywhere; every so often, a metallic clink as someone kicks out of a slut drop. I look at Kate
the co-director, something doesn’t work. We are unsure how suited to the actual subject material this
sequence is; no time to cut, swap, switch.
It is June 2017. I am shivering outside in
Bristol’s Bear Pit. We are in a shipping
container; doors open to the world. Our
producer Cass eyes the seagull perched
there – we have spent hours on the
exhibition below it. In a microphone, Ella
says “I was born in Huddersfield,
Yorkshire…”. The traffic looping the
roundabout is our backdrop, as it would
have been in this woman’s life. People stop
to listen. We are surprised, but grateful and
slightly prepared - there are blankets and
cups of boiling tea. Even in summer, the
wind is biting. A lorry roars. People slow
their walking on the way back home. The
attention is intense, we are all surprised as
people lean in. We can see people’s faces in
the lunchtime sun. Someone gasps, aloud, mid-monologue. Even the traffic stills, for one heartbeat.
It is April 2019. I am swelteringly hot. We are at a theatre festival, for the first time. The lights are too
bright and hot, I am sweating under so much expectation. It feels like a culmination of three years
labour, but at the end we realise, only a waypoint. The space is much bigger, the audience more jaded,
our cast a little smaller. Silence echoes up and out, voices feel thinner. But as always, there is a song.
New, there is movement. Bella and Ellie, swing and sweep, a circular roll and dip, fast then slow to a
sway. Two friends dancing together then apart; even when you tread similar paths, there is always the
choice and the missed chance to change step. Layla sits opposite an audience member, smile bright on
her face, and washes their hands. Water, soap, towel, lotion smoothed from her hands into another’s.
When I think about this moment now, the alive of it, I want to cry with how we took it for granted.
It is July 2020. I am at home with Tim. They saw the first show, and then choreographed the fourth.
We have all grown up together. Small boxes of people in stunning low-definition stare into middlewebcam distance. It is a modest online crowd, but amazing to think we have drawn the attention of even
a single person. Everyone is at home, there is too much and too little to do, too much and too little to
care about. We listen together to the audio recording of a woman who had been released from prison,
into the care and support of One25. She talks about her past. Losing her shoes and something of her
soul to a man who stared at her, rocking backwards and forwards for hours while gripping a knife. It is
a nightmare made echo. Her voice jerks and craters. While the recording plays, we respond to her story

with words, small drawings. There is a sketch of a window, four panes blacked out. There is a loop of
shoelace. “Alone”, “Terror”, “Live”. “Lucky to be alive”, the recording says.
Davina Chao has worked for four years on the stage
performance ‘Things We Do Not Know’. Please go to
https://one25.org.uk/ for more information on the Bristolbased charity One25.
Pictures credited to Process Theatre
Davina Chao

A CHRISTMAS MESSAGE FROM CHERNOBYL CHILDREN’S LIFELINE
We’ve received a Christmas message from Dennis Vystavkin, chief executive of Chernobyl
Children’s Lifeline. Many members of Cotham Parish Church regularly support families identified as
being in need in Belarus after the long-lasting effects of the Chernobyl explosion in 1986 (see
https://www.ccll.org.uk/). For further information, or if you would like to make a donation, please
contact Mary Ingram or Sue Hawkins via the benefice office. Thank you.
Dear CCLL Hosts, Members, Friends, Supporters, Volunteers and Donors!
I would like to start by saying Thank you to NHS and all other Key Workers as well as everyone who came to their aid
as they absolutely deserve all the respect and recognition for the continuous efforts in providing vital services and looking
after us. We are proud to have many of them as members and volunteers of our Charity.
We will soon turn the page on 2020 which challenged us in so many ways. Despite difficulties, you demonstrated great
flexibility in adjusting to ever changing circumstances and weathering rough waters. However, of utmost importance, is
your dedication, care and love, which you have shown by staying in touch, supporting each other and of course
providing help to people of Belarus and Ukraine who likewise, worry about you.
This year has given us an opportunity to reflect on true values and appreciate things we may have taken for granted. For
many of those you helped, your support served as a beacon in heavy fog, it was something that gave them strength to
continue dealing with tough circumstances.
Thank you for providing succour to people of Belarus. Thank you for being terrific. It is an honour to be part of the CCLL
Team!
It was and remains to be time of great uncertainty but never give up believing that better days are ahead; be healthy and
keep up the good work.
Merry Christmas!
Yours aye,
Dennis

BLM Music List compiled by Joe Goodlad
This is a list of varying styles and genres of African American music from some of the 20th Centuries
best talent! It covers everything from 1920s ragtime to 1990s hip hop and everything in between!
RAGTIME
Scott Joplin – “Maple Leaf Rag” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pMAtL7n_-rc]
“Pineapple Rag” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3-PtpGBmr5E]
Blind Blake – “Diddie Wa Diddie” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TTP-8VfIvn0]
James P. Johnson – “Carolina Shout” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nSFGyipsNsg]
BLUES
Robert Johnson – “Crossroad” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Yd60nI4sa9A]
Memphis Jug Band – “On The Road Again” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4wlfEQVROQA]
Albert Ammons – “Shout For Joy” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=668v7IhdLnw]
Muddy Waters – “Mannish Boy” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bSfqNEvykv0]
Howlin’ Wolf – “Smokestack Lightnin’ [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9Ri7TcukAJ8]
Big Joe Turner – “Flip Flop & Fly” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aNpvOUmXglM]
Louie Armstrong – “West End Blues” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4WPCBieSESI]
JAZZ
Duke Ellington – “Satin Doll” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wTFPV1pk654]
“In A Sentimental Mood” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sCQfTNOC5aE]
Ella Fitzgerald - “Cry Me A River” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Gn9A-kdsRo]
Charlie Parker - “I’ve Got Rhythm” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3fgxyyrqZ-I]
Miles Davis – “Milestones” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k94zDsJ-JMU]
John Coltrane – “Equinox” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5m2HN2y0yV8]
Thelonious Monk – “Straight No Chaser [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z2J3ZJZ1kn8]
Herbie Hancock – “Palm Grease” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sRn7WlikdUA]
R&B/SOUL
Otis Redding – “These Arms Of Mine” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GVbTE4wCbpw]
The Supremes – “You Keep Me Hangin’ On” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t3bjMtqpGBw]
Martha and the Vandellas - “Heatwave”[https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XE2fnYpwrng]
Ray Charles - “Mess Around” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l5X9O_svM_0]
The Impressions – “People Get Ready” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l04yM7-BWbg]
Stevie Wonder – “Isn’t She Lovely” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RfHQOlHJczU]
HIP HOP/RAP
2Pac – “Do For Love” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VjJpf_5FFJo]
Souls Of Mischief – “93 ‘Til Infinity” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fXJc2NYwHjw]
De La Soul – “Breakadawn” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=erSyYTA5-U8]
Snoop Dogg – “Beautiful” [https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_FE194VN6c4]
The Notorious B.I.G-“Sky’s The Limit”[ https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d3vOeCkeCNA]

Books compiled by Lorna Robinson
A dozen novels, non-fiction texts and poems to get you started...
Fiction
Clap When You Land
Half of a Yellow Sun
The Girl with the Louding Voice
Girl, Woman, Other
Home Going
An American Marriage
Misty
Small Island
The Lonely Londonders
The Color Purple
The Nickel Boys
The Underground Railroad

Elizabeth Acevedo
Chimamanda Ngozie Adichie
Abi Dare
Beranardine Evaristo
Yaa Gyasi
Tayari Jones
Arinze Kene
Andrea Levy
Sam Selvon
Alice Walker
Colson Whitehead
Colson Whitehead

Non-fiction
Sway: Unravelling Unconscious Bias
Pragya Agarwal
Between the World and Me
TaNehisi Coates
Thick and Other Essays
Tressie McMillan Cottom
How to be an Antiracist
Ibram X Kendi
Why I am no longer talking to White People About Race
Reni Eddo-Lodge
Black and British
David Olusoga
Maria W Steward, America’s First Black Woman Political Writer
ed. Mariyn Richardson
Me and White Supremacy
Layla Saad
Sensuous Knowledge: A Black Feminist Approach for Everyone
Minna Salami
The Good Immigrant
Nikesh Shukla
Memoirs of a Black Englishman
Paul Stephenson OBE & Lilleith
Morrison (about the Bristol Bus Boycott)
Black Women in Sequence
Deborah Elizabeth Whaley
Poetry (all can be found on the beautiful Poetry by Heart timeline: see poetrybyheart.org.uk)
Josephine Baker Finds Herself
Patience Agbadi
On an Afternoon Train from Purley to Victoria, 1955
James Berry
Boy Breaking Glass
Gwendolyn Brooks
Catching Crabs
David Dabydeen
Minority
Imtiaz Dharker
We Wear the Mask
Paul Dunbar
O
Rita Dove
Two Pages
Choman Hardi
Sonny’s Lettah
Linton Kwesi Johnson
Dusting the Phone
Jackie Kay
Harlem Shadows
Claude McKay
Blackout
Grace Nichols

CHARITIES OF THE MONTH
JANUARY: PRIDE WITHOUT BORDERS - BRISTOL REFUGEE RIGHTS
For many refugees and asylum seekers, the journey of building a new life in the UK is tough. Leaving
aside the complications, dangers, and heart-breaking decisions many overcome just to arrive in Britain
in the first place, what comes next is an uphill struggle. Information regarding the process is not easy
to access and is mostly in English only, there are barriers to accessing legal help, accommodation is
unsuitable if you can get it, and the weekly allowance is grossly insufficient.
Add to this the stress and trauma of having faced oppression, imprisonment, violence or even torture
due to your sexuality, and the mountain can seem an impossible climb. Bristol Pride Without Borders,
a free service provided by Bristol Refugee Rights, offers support to LGBTQI+ refugees and asylum
seekers to walk alongside them in their journey. The group meets fortnightly, offering a space to talk
and share experiences, and to build a community where LGBTQI+ members feel safe to share and ask
questions.
Many individuals face multiples layers of discrimination here in the UK: the xenophobia and racism
often encountered by asylum seekers, coupled with homophobia and transphobia, sometimes from
their own community or faith groups. Pride Without Borders gives many the first opportunity they’ve
had to come to terms with their experiences and celebrate their sexuality in a caring, non-judgemental
environment. The group is also a chance for peer support in navigating the asylum process and building
a new life in the UK. Led by a part-time manager and a core group of volunteers, PWB also provides
professional support to understand the asylum and refugee system, support in accessing housing,
healthcare and looking for work, signposting to other organisations, and help in accessing legal advice.
Working with LGBTQI+ refugees and asylum seekers, it has been their strength of character and
resilience in overcoming enormous challenges and difficulties that has shone through. Challenges they
should never have had to face. With your support, the Pride Without Borders group can continue to
support each other to regain the safety, security and joy we all deserve. If you would like to find out
more about Bristol Pride Without Borders, or make a personal donation, please visit
https://www.fundsurfer.com/crowdfund/bristol-pride-without-borders-pwb for more information.

Callum Humphries

FEBRUARY: CHAKAI MISSION SCHOOL, BIHAR, INDIA
As many of you may know, in 1990 I had the
privilege of working with Father Stephen at
Chandna Mission, Bihar - the poorest state in
India. Single-handedly, in just 10 years, he had
established a thriving school for 500 indigenous
children from 40 villages in the area. (I taught
English in the school.) In 1998 Father Stephen
was moved to Khorimahua, 250 km away, to
repeat his miracle: once again he had created a
thriving school, hospital and parish. Then, about
10 years ago, he was moved on again - this time to Chakai.
Cotham Parish Church sponsored Chandna, Khorimahua and Chakai over the years, but we have
not donated to Chakai since 2013. Now, with the impact of Covid-19, the need is greater than ever.
Our money will go towards slates, books and basic school equipment for children who live in oneroom clay huts with their families.
Children walk for up to two hours each way to school and then have to do their turn in their family's
fields before homework and bed - but they are happy to do it because they value learning so highly.
About a hundred children who are orphaned or who live too far away to make a daily journey live in
hostels at the Mission and help out in the kitchen garden there. The local peoples depend on
agriculture to survive, but because only one crop can be produced a year they are at the mercy of the
monsoons. If the rain fails, they starve; if too much rain falls (as it has done in recent years, causing
flooding), they starve. There is little they can do to supplement their income and provide a healthy
diet for their families of around 8 children. In fact, children are valuable work-hands and often it is a
struggle for a family to release even one of their children to be educated.
Father Stephen's work is inspirational. I have seen his ability to create a vibrant school in a literacy
desert. (Because of poor governance in Bihar, there are few government-run schools outside of the
cities: the literacy rate in this area is 10%; for women it is below 2%.) He always works in the same
way: he establishes a school, develops a hospital (served by medically-qualified sisters of a Catholic
order - malaria, tuberculosis, diarrhoea and 'black fever' being the most common and dangerous
illnesses, aside from Covid); he then builds a church. He shows faith in action through his efforts to
ensure children learn and people are healed, although he stresses that a child of any religion may
receive education, and anyone in need may receive treatment in the hospital.
God's love to all is shown through his work. Our money will help make that work the slightest bit
easier.
Lorna Robinson

