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Generations
We come from somewhere,
else we'd not be here.
That's common knowledge surely.
Although we often puzzle
where we're going
we think less of where we came from.
There's no doubt a big story there
if you dial back the family tree.
But what you remember matters most.
Aunts, uncles, great and great-great.
Parents shortest away.
What happened since birth
is one story. The DNA

of generations the other strand.
What you couldn't help
because it was in your genes.
It could be a study
but all you know is
your own genetics,
what it gave and took away
from you. And being personal
all I can say certainly
is that the female acceptance
and love came not from
my mother
but from my grandmother.
Sometimes
things jump a generation.

Together Again
Jan Bartlett with her 3 year old granddaughter

Welcome to the May-July edition of Connections. The theme I offered was ‘Generations’,
to be interpreted however you want. Thank
you so much for all the amazing contributions!
Tilda Booth

Phillip Dixon
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My family and other oddities
There is something about being human that makes us long to know how we are connected- who and what
is our family- how have we become who we are?
If you read chapters near the beginning of Genesis, you will find an extensive genealogy tracing the descendants of both Noah and Abraham. And then if you read the very first chapter of the New TestamentMatthew’s gospel- there is yet another abbreviated genealogy of all the descendants of Jesus. We human
beings need consistency and order- beginnings, origins, connections. We long to look back to previous
generations to make sense of ourselves.
About 20 years ago one my brothers collated about 2000 photos onto a CD. They spanned about 150
years of the life of both my parents and are an amazing gift. I don’t know who they all are but it’s a bit like
a history of costume looking at all their clothes.

Family myths endure through generations. Family joys and griefs become woven into our own stories. My
grandmother never recovered from the death of my uncle who was torpedoed in the war- and my mother
always felt second best. My paternal grandfather was 65 when my father was born- and a divorcee to
boot. I am told he was too old to enlist for the second Boer war! Even the blandest looking photos hold
secrets and stories to enrich our own story.
Generations can produce a sort of buffer between
fraught relationships with siblings and parents. My
great aunt was a quiet loving teacher who just had the
knack to read me a story that would sooth and settle
me when I was struggling with the illness of my youngest brother.
I often look at this collection of family photos spanning
at least 5 generations with gratitude. They have created my own history.
Ginny Royston

Happy families by the sea- my parents, grandmother, me and 1 of my 3 brothers

My great great grandfather and great
great grandmother!
My paternal grandfather
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My mother and my uncle

Family Tree

My gentle great aunt

Sent in by Ginny Royston
It seems strange to me
That a family tree is drawn from the top of the page.
Instead, draw mine with roots deeply planted in firm ground
Like forefathers, whose stories retold,
Nourish us.
Draw the trunk giving support and power,
Strongly branching out
So that young shoots can reach high
And buds,
Some yet unfurled,
May catch dreams in sunlight.

Alison Jean Thomas

Introducing our new Foundation Community Minister: Simon Rotheram
It’s a great joy to be joining Foundation at this exciting stage in its journey. I feel honored to have been
given the opportunity to join the team, and to contribute to Foundation’s ongoing development, life
and ministry.
Over the coming weeks and months, I also hope to get to know the congregations of Cotham and St
Paul’s, and to become acquainted with the work and ministry of both parishes.
It’s been a privilege and delight, for almost seven years, to be married to Amy. Together, we have two
wonderful children: Joshua, who is three and about to start school, and Millie, who is fifteen months.
We moved to the Sea Mills area of Bristol in 2018, having previously lived in both Cotham and Clifton for
several years.
I am passionate about sharing with, and encouraging, others on the journey of faith – particularly those who, for
whatever reason, have felt excluded or on the outside. As
such, Foundation’s vision of being a Mystical, Creative,
Inclusive and Engaged community is one that greatly excites and inspires me.
For the past eleven years I have been seeking to outwork
this passion in two full-time ministry roles: most recently,
as the Minister of Alma Church in Clifton, and before that
as the Youth Pastor at Woodlands Church.
Outside of work, I enjoy playing a variety sports (most recently, cycling), escaping to the countryside with friends
and family, and reading a good novel, biography or inspiring work of theology.
I also enjoy getting to know new people, and I sincerely
look forward to meeting as many of you as possible over
the weeks and months ahead.
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Three Generations of the Tragic Necessity of Hospitality for Refugees
As many of you know, I am fascinated by the goings-on of the members of the former Highbury Chapel and like to think that the congregation at Cotham carries on some of their enlightened ways.
I quote verbatim from the Highbury Story Part 2 for the first two stories.
In the October 1914 edition of the Highbury Quarterly we read, “The family of the late Mr. R. Hall
Warren offered the house at 13, Apsley Road with rates and taxes paid for the reception and care of
Belgian Refugees. It was decided that hospitality could be offered to some twenty refugees and a
committee was set up to make arrangements”.
In 1915 we read, “Sixteen refugees arrived as guests at 13, Apsley Road making real to us, by their experiences, the desolation of the Belgian nation. The guests were all friends, living in the same town,
except M. Lava, a solicitor, and his wife who live in a village nearby. The Mlles.Dewaele were sent on
by their parents who intended to cross the Channel the next day. That next day the Germans arrived.
M. Markey, their brother-in -law, managed to get away on his bicycle but without a morsel of luggage
and leaving his young wife with her parents”
In 1917 it was reported that, “There are now eleven Belgian refugees at 13, Apsley Road. Most have
obtained means of livelihood in the neighbourhood though they still need a little help from our funds
towards their housekeeping.”
In 1919 “Our Belgian guests sent a letter to the Minister and the Church before leaving for their
homes. In it they said, “The Belgian families want, before leaving Bristol where they have been so
happy, to express again their most hearty thanks to the Rev. Dr. Thomas and the honoured members
of Highbury Chapel for all that they have done with such extreme generosity during their exile…..They
will always remember the great sympathy shown to them and will remain grateful for ever.”
We move on to the next war.
In May 1939 Miss Edna Keen, a retired schoolmistress who was active in many branches of Social
Work, made a moving appeal at the Church Meeting for hospitality for Jewish refugees from Europe.
An offer of accommodation was again forthcoming as Miss Dorothy Macey placed her flat at the disposal of a refugee family. A committee was set up, an appeal for regular contributions was issued and
Highbury was able to act as hosts to a family named Bachsteg from Vienna – husband, wife and son.

Sadly we hear now more about the Bachstegs. However we should give thanks for the Hall Warren
family and Miss Edna Keen, who sounds redoubtable and to Miss Dorothy Macey.
The third generation.
As we know, several members of the present congregation are involved with the group resettling Syrian refugees in this area. I shall not go in to the details of their resettlement as times have changed,
but the same generosity is there and I venture to suggest that the committee that was formed will see
how simple it was then to offer hospitality compared to the labyrinthine processes they had to follow.
The Home Office does not get a mention!
Mary I.
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One equal music
‘Neither, noise, nor silence, but one equal music’ (John Donne 1572-1631)
This evocative line from a prayer by poet priest John Donne is part of the prayer’s evocation of heaven;
and we know that one of the great gifts of music is to raise our minds and lift our spirits; to inspire a sense
of beauty and connection beyond the distinctions between emotion and intellect.
As St Paul’s has been exploring the shape and direction for our future - ‘St Paul’s at the Crossroads’ – we
have begun to formulate some ideas around a project that takes this phrase of John Donne’s prayer as its
inspiration. Part of our discernment has been an exploration of the distinctive gifts of St Paul’s, and our
strong musical tradition, especially amongst students, is an important expression of this. By supporting
budding church musicians (and composers) through the University Church choir society and the organ
scholarship we give space for their confidence to grow and their gifts to flourish.

In essence we see One Equal Music as the development of St Paul’s as a centre for the encouragement
and development of young musicians. One Equal Music would seek to develop St Paul’s as hub for the active encouragement of young and aspiring musicians from a range of backgrounds and with a breadth of
interest and talent.
We are aware that access to such support and encouragement is not evenly spread through society; so
one possible avenue of development would be to work with the university to offer scholarships to enable
students from under-represented social and ethnic backgrounds to study music.
We will also seek to work with schools from different parts of the city and provide a rehearsal and performance space for budding musicians, and use music as a way of bringing young people together.
Music therapy is recognised as a valuable aid to increased wellbeing, confidence and connection for
young people struggling with mental health problems and disabilities. We hope that projects could be set
up to provide a range of music opportunities especially for such young people.
Past and current students within St Paul’s all testify to the value of support and friendship from the St.
Paul’s congregation as well as the stimulus of thoughtful and inclusive Christian faith that is hospitable to
young people from a range of faith backgrounds, and none. It will be wonderful to have the opportunity
to build on this by increasing the range and scope of support and encouragement.
We look to developing these ideas, creating a feasibility study and a business
plan to enable a lively and creative future
for St Paul’s Clifton and all who find
amongst us encouragement, resource
and inspiration for the flourishing of their
own gifts, interests and passions.
David Stephenson
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Generations in place
Newly graduated from Melbourne University, my tender-aged parents married in December
1953. A few days later, they waved goodbye to their families and boarded the boat for England.
By the time they arrived my mother was pregnant and so, despite the cold, the rationing, and
the terrible plumbing, they settled to a book-lined life in London.
They spent their holidays exploring: camping happily in a little field in Cornwall; less happily in
rain-sodden Wales (it was decades before they would cross the Severn again); breaking down
on numerous A roads; and getting to know their new country. And then, in 1960, with a fourth
baby in arms, they discovered Salcombe.
Salcombe is one of the sunniest places in Britain and reminiscent of, say, a little Sydney Harbour. My parents loved it! By the time their sixth, last and best* child was born, all summer holidays were spent there and, in 1973, flush with funds for the first and only time in their lives,
they bought an Aussie style beach bungalow near South Sands.
Salcombe became our home from home and is still a key gathering place for my family.
By settling in Britain my parents reversed a pattern of migrations that had categorised and
shaped my family (and many other Australian families). In the late 1990s my brother Richard, in
collaboration with my uncle Ian, started researching these journeys and, in so doing, brought
colour and definition to stories that had wafted, ghostly vague, down the generations:
Arrived 1814

Arrived 1840

Arrived 1849

Arrived 1855

Anne Hubbard, the wife of a convict, who had to travel
on a separate boat and arrived before him to become
our first settler-ancestor.
Caroline Bonython, aged 10, who survived an outbreak
of measles which saw at least 24 people – “mostly children” – die on the boat to Australia.
James Chapman, son of a gardener at Trentham, who
travelled with his wife Louisa Anne and one year old
daughter Mary Alice.
Margaret Aitken, from Listonshiels near Edinburgh, who
married, possibly scandalously, her father’s shepherd
(Graham Muirhead) before heading for the boat.

By 2005, my brother and uncle had traced most of the migrations that made my family Australian. In February that year my brother had just been discussing the gaps over coffee with his father-in-law when an email arrived from my uncle. Ian had discovered a key missing settler:
Arrived 1835

William Weymouth, youngest of 17 children, who
trained and travelled as a ship’s doctor and thus escaped
his limited prospects in Salcombe.

Salcombe!
The Weymouths were tenant famers. We know their farms, their houses, the paths they
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walked, the views they presumably took for granted,
the school, the church, and the meeting house that
they attended.
It is hard to convey the impact of my uncle’s discovery. Despite our privileges of colour and education,
we had an immigrant mindset. So our relatives, roots
and founding stories were always somewhere else.
My uncle’s news changed us instantly into people
who had connection, history and belonging to a place
we knew well. I felt, and still feel, viscerally different.
I also feel more grateful for the gift of earlier generations; for their continued presence in stories and spirit; for their resilience, enterprise and survival; for their
passing on the gift of life.
And yes, Salcombe is more special now.
Alice Chapman
*Opinions are the author’s own!

My nephew and his wife, seen here with
adorable bridesmaids. Rob and Emily chose
to marry in Salcombe in a church where we
now have records of family weddings going
back to the 1500s.”

June Charity of the Month - TOYBOX
The UN estimates that there are hundreds of millions of street children but official figures do not exist
because street children do not officially exist.
Toybox is a Christian foundation whose original project was to get birth-certificates for children on the
streets of Guatemala. Without a birth certificate a person has no rights – they do not exist but endure
poverty, violence and exploitation.
Toybox has now widened its activities and now works in Asia and Africa where they are involved with
health and education. “Local knowledge and expertise is key to our strategy in each country where we
work. Therefore we invest in local partners to ensure we are working where the need is greatest, where
we can have most impact and in a long-term. Sustainable way. Locally led solutions increase the effectiveness, legitimacy and effectiveness of our engagements with street children”.
Do look them up on Google. They do seem to
have avoided many of the mistakes of some other
smaller and larger charities.
Mary I.
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The Revd. Val Abbott.
12 August 1945—11 March 2021
She was on the staff of St. Paul’s as a parish worker and curate, 1973-6 (approx), during the incumbency of John Allen.
Val was a Swindonian, proud of her heritage. Like all her family, she was a lifelong supporter of Swindon
Town. Her uncle and grandfather had worked for the railways, and she grew up in a small terraced
house. She was gifted academically and at sport, excelling at hockey and athletics. As a little girl, she
was sent to the local gospel hall on Sundays, and later attended an Anglican church, where she was confirmed.
She became an undergraduate at Keele University,
studying history and politics, and there she heard a
speaker talking about vocation to the ordained ministry
(this was 30 years before the ordination of women). Val
investigated what openings there were for women in
full-time parish work, learned that she could become a
parish worker, and immediately felt God’s call to this
ministry. After graduating, she trained in Bristol, and
also embarked on a 2-year diploma in theology at Bristol University. She was licensed as a parish worker in
1971, working in the parishes of Christ Church, Moreton on the Wirral and St. Thomas, Crookes in Sheffield.
Then, in 1974, she was appointed as the only women
out of the 4-person Anglican Chaplaincy team at Bristol
University.
One of the outposts of the chaplaincy was the Monica
Wills Chapel at Wills Hall of residence. These were the
days of the so-called “charismatic renewal”. At the informal evening service in the chapel, there was guitarled worship, free prayer and the sharing of prophetic and healing gifts. Val became involved, and her
pastoral gifts and experience proved invaluable. After 4 years, I arrived as a chaplain with special responsibility for the chapel. Val continued to attend and became a friend and valued colleague. At the
end of 3 years of working together, friendship blossomed into romance and marriage in 1980.
Just before the wedding, we learned that were I to move jobs I would not be replaced as chaplain. After
much prayer, the student leadership (now including some graduates) decided that they would like the
chapel fellowship to continue; so Val and I started what would now be called a “fresh expression” of
church, which we called “the Fellowship of the King”. The 80s saw significant growth in numbers, and
eventually we stopped being a chaplaincy and became a church in the city of Bristol. During this time,
Val and I started our family (Sarah, Ben and Mark). Val continued to use her invaluable gifts as a pastor,
and increasingly as a Bible teacher.
During the 90s, Val decided to take up academic studies again and started part-time research for an
M.Litt. at Bristol University in church history, receiving
Stephen would like to thank all
her degree in 1999. Then, having attended the ordination of a friend at the first ordination of women in Bristheir friends who have shown
tol Cathedral in 1994, Val decided to seek ordination.
their love and support with
She did not have to re-train, and in 2001 she was orcards and good wishes.
dained priest. After curacies in Knowle and Brislington,
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she joined me in the parish of St. James, Mangotsfield, where
I had become priest-in-charge, as Associate Minister. We
worked together for 6 fruitful years of ministry, before retiring to Yate/Chipping Sodbury in 2010.

St James’, Mangotsfield

Val had many gifts besides pastoral skills. She was a wise
counsellor, and also an open-hearted preacher. She also
found fulfilment in tutoring and training women for the
priesthood and for readership. Her personal gifts of character, including her kindness and thoughtfulness, were there for
all to see. She will be greatly missed as a pastor, tutor and
friend to many, and by the family as a deeply loved mother,
grandmother and wife.
Revd. Stephen Abbott

Footnote: Val’s maiden name was Saunders, and we didn’t meet till l arrived as assistant chaplain and curate at St Paul’s in 1977. We married in 1980.

Swifts in the tower at Cotham Parish Church?
Swift numbers have been steadily declining for the last 25 years; one of the main reasons for this decline
is the loss of suitable nest sites. Swifts like to nest high up and we are ideally situated on the top of a hill
with a tower…..we have now installed five swift boxes and swift calls are being broadcast from 4-6am and
7-9pm to attract customers!
I’d like to thank Nigel and Christopher for all their hard work. We would like to cover the costs of the project; Jill Ford has kindly paid for the materials for making the swift boxes – thank you Jill! The wiring up to
the tower chamber to provide a power source was £287 and the MP3 player, speaker etc was £50. If you
would like to contribute, please visit the link below. Thank you.
Sue Hawkins
https://givealittle.co/campaigns/1f55edef-ddf0-46e1-a2e8-40f27c79a45c
Acknowledgement for photo:
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Apus_apus_Barcelona,_Spain-8_(1).jpg#file

9

Cotham and Redland Welcome
Cotham and Redland Welcome is a Community Sponsorship group of local people from diverse backgrounds who came together two years ago solely to enable the welcoming of a Syrian refugee family to
our neighbourhood. The group aimed to facilitate a house, and to offer wide ranging voluntary support
to enable a refugee family to settle.

£12,000 was raised, a house found, and enough furniture and equipment was gathered. Through a
Home Office scheme, the family arrived in February 2021 and have made a great start. The group has
enabled and supported the five children in joining local schools, helped all the family with health appointments and hospital visits, with benefit claim appointments and the many associated hurdles, and a
team within the group is giving regular and systematic ESOL lessons to all family members.
There have been many challenges. Universal Credit is capped for large families, and whilst other discretionary benefits are in ongoing negotiation, the current income is hard to live on, ahead of finding paid
work. The group is funding several interpreters for appointments and external meetings. The children
have missed a lot of education, but are very keen to learn, so we hope to organise and fund additional
tuition towards GCSEs, as well as some needed trauma therapy.
The original funds are now depleted, and new gifts of money are needed to bridge UC gaps, to pay for
interpreters, lessons and therapy – as well as inevitable renewals of equipment in the house.

It isn’t all hard work - the family is doing well for itself, is beginning to enjoy Bristol and what it offers,
and there have been many interesting and rewarding moments for them and for the active volunteers
in the group. Bristol is a lovely city to come to, and we hope to introduce new opportunities and experiences, to develop confidence and choice-making and enjoyment of a new life.
If you would like to get involved in some way, ask David, Christopher, Catherine, or Sally.
If you can make a donation, please do so via this Just Giving page. Thank you so much.
https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/
clifton-and-redlands-communitysponsorship-cs
A Bank Transfer to:
nity a/c 00032803

Cotham PCC CommuSort code 40-52-40

By cheque or CAF cheque, posted to:
CRWelcome Treasurer Garden Flat 124
Redland Rd, Bristol BS6 6XY
Nigel Seaman
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Toilet Twinning
Toilets in Malawi:

Old toilet

Modern school block
We are sponsoring a block of toilets in Africa, in a school, a refugee camp, a church or community, to be
decided once we have raised the money. I have seen the terrible state of sanitation in Malawi and have
some connections there, so we are inspired to make this our choice. Around 289,000 children under
five die every year from diarrhoeal disease, caused by poor water and sanitation. Pit latrines are still
prevalent. Since we have a number of toilets at Cotham Parish Church, we plan to raise £240 for a
block.
We have bought 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. Selling the toilet rolls at a small
profit, as well as extra donations will allow us to raise the £240 required.

Therefore:
1 roll = £2
5 rolls = £
10 rolls = £20 etc
These can be bought by cash or cheque at Sunday Services at Cotham PC and deliveries can be arranged
if needed.
Additional donations can be made and gift aided online if possible at:
https://givealittle.co/campaigns/416f7993-2d9e-4a64-9aa4-d00da5df44f8

Please email me if you have any problems with payment or donations.
Many thanks
Catherine Feeny
cathfeeny@gmail.com
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Operation Smile
I find it hard to imagine what it would be like to have been born with the group of facial deformities
which go under the name of a cleft pallet. I was drawn to finding out more about this condition after
watching adverts on television, shewing children that are affected and what this means for their lives.
They are in constant pain; they have enormous trouble eating and drinking and any movement of their
facial muscles, such as the instinct to smile, makes their pain unbearable.
Apparently a child is born every 3 minutes with a cleft lip or palate and if untreated, they go through the
whole of their lives with these physical impairments and, what must be almost worse, they are stigmatised and shunned by other children and other adults because of their strange appearance.
However in 1982, a charity was founded by a plastic surgeon Dr Bill Magee and his nurse wife Kathy
named “Operation Smile”, dedicated to improving the lives of these children by providing surgery
which is safe, quick and straightforward. Since its foundation, Operation Smile has provided hundreds
of thousands of these operations in over 30 different countries throughout the world.
The charity estimates that there are millions of children
waiting for care in the 34 countries where they work.
The majority of these children are unable to receive the
medical care they need because it is too costly or too
specialised. But with sufficient donor support, the charity can transform the lives of these children who are then
able to live a normal, happy and healthy life. Photos of
these children, before and after the operation says it all!
Sue Parfitt

Contacts:
Vicar :
David Stephenson
0117 9731564, 07941 463653
davidstephenson65@icloud.com

Assistant Priest:
Ginny Royston
roystonginny@gmail.com

Curate:
Pippa White
pippakendall@hotmail.com
Benefice Office:
Julia Wright
0117 9733395
highburypartnership@googlemail.com

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

•
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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.

