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In Your Light Shall We See Light 

HERE’S A MEME going round on the internet which says “Until further notice, 

the days of the week are now called Thisday, Thatday, Otherday, Someday, 
Yesterday, Today, Nextday.” To which I would add, Binday. And Clappingday. 

As we come into May, in the 6th week of lockdown, it seems that it may not be 
keeping busy that’s the problem for some of us (of course parents and key workers 
and those working from home, and the many people who are trying to combine 

more than one of those roles are probably busier than they’ve ever been): its more 
the difficulty of keeping some sense of rhythm, of the shape of the week. We no 

longer have classes, coffee mornings, volunteering sessions, baby and toddler groups, 
choir practices, weekly or daily shopping trips to punctuate our lives and give them 

shape. Parents have to find ways of establishing lesson times without the familiar 
routines of school drop off and collection. None of us have to get ready for church 

on Sundays. 

But – a big but - amongst the uncertainty about the future and unfamiliar patterns in 

the present some things are constant. The seasons advance – daffodils give way to 
tulips, blossom to leaves, primroses to bluebells – just as they always have. And God’s 

time remains constant. We often say that God’s time isn’t the same as our time, and 
that’s a helpful idea just now, when we need something bigger than us, someone 

infinitely trustworthy, to cling to for reassurance and hope, a steady light to guide us. 
Some years ago I put together a series of Bible texts with the theme of light, to go on 

a candleholder (in very tiny letters!). It leads us in God’s time, from creation through 
life, time and eternity, to the holy city where there will be no need of sun or moon 

or lamp…. I thought it would be good to share it here and I hope one or other of the 
verses will speak to you as you read, giving you the strength or reassurance or 

inspiration you need at this time. 

And God said “Let there be light”, and there was light. 

You, O Lord, keep my lamp burning; my God turns my darkness into light. 

Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom then shall I fear? 

For with you is the fountain of life and in your light shall we see light. 

Let your light so shine before men that they may see your good works and glorify 

your Father in heaven. 

The light shines in the darkness, but the darkness has not overcome it. 

I am the light of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness but 
have the light of life. 

For it is the God who said, ‘Let light shine out of darkness’, who has shone in our 
hearts to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus 

Christ.                     

T 
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Once you were darkness, but now in the Lord you are light. Live as children 

of light. 

You are a chosen race, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, God’s own people, in 

order that you may proclaim the mighty acts of him who called you out of 
darkness into his marvellous light. 

And there will be no more night; they need no light of lamp or sun, for the 
Lord God will be their light, and they will reign for ever and ever. 

May God bless us all, each day, each hour, each minute.  

Rev Mary 
 

Honorary Assistant Priests 

Revd Mary Bowden, who lives at Bishops Cleeve and retired from Guildford Diocese in 

2019, has formally joined the Clergy Team having been granted Permission To Officiate 

(‘PTO’ in the jargon) by the Bishop of Gloucester and is to be described as an ‘Honorary 

Assistant Priest’.  Meanwhile, Revd Dr Adam Dunning, Chaplain of Cheltenham College, has 

also joined the Team in a voluntary capacity alongside his chaplaincy role and, like Mary, will 

be called ‘Honorary Assistant Priest’. Mary and Adam liked what they saw when they visited 

and worshipped with us over the past year and it is a pleasure to have them with us, 

working alongside the stipendiary Clergy and Readers. 

Fr Nick 

 

An Easter Garden 

 

Angie Brassey                   
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AN EASTER MADRIGAL 
Upon this Easter morning 

A brighter day is dawning 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

The grave stands wide and open 

The bonds of death are broken 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

For Christ from out the tomb 

Stands in the Upper Room 

Fa-la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la, Fa-la-la, alleluia. 

 

When Mary sees her Master 

Our sorrow turns to laughter 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

So when she turns to greet Him 

We go with her to meet Him 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

She sees her Risen Lord 

The sign of joy outpoured. 

Fa-la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la, Fa-la-la, alleluia. 

 

Disciples walk in sadness 

Their road is turned to gladness 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

He joins them at the table 

His rising is no fable 
Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

They see Him break the bread 

And know He is not dead 

Fa-la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la, Fa-la-la, alleluia. 

 

All Heaven joins our voices  

The Church with us rejoices  

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

So join our celebration 

In songs of jubilation 

Fa-la-la-la, alleluia, fa-la-la, alleluia. 

Christ lives for us today 

Is here with us to stay 
Fa-la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la, Fa-la-la, alleluia. 

 

 

Jennifer Wood, 2007 

Tune: “Now is the month of Maying” by Thomas Morley 

 

 

 

 

Thoughts and Adventures  

Marcus Steel came across this remarkable quotation from Chapter One of Winston Churchill’s 

(what an extraordinary man he was!) “Thoughts and Adventures.” 

 

Let us be contented with what has happened to us and be thankful for all we 

have been spared. Let us accept the natural order in which we move. Let us 

reconcile ourselves to the mysterious rhythm of our destinies, such as they 

must be in this world of space and time. Let us treasure our joys but not bewail 

our sorrows. The glory of light cannot exist without its shadows. Life is a whole; 

and good and ill must be accepted together. 

 

We should all take these words to heart in these very peculiar times, 

Marcus Steel  
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Busy doing nothing while the world falls apart 

First of all – a confession - I am sitting at home doing nothing to help solve the Coronavirus 

problem, or the fallout from the lockdown and rapid closing down of some sectors of the 

economy.  People are volunteering everywhere, for the NHS, for local mutual aid groups, 

to help with food banks, and many other activities. Meanwhile the bees in the garden are all 

busy, they have not altered the daily rhythm of their lives; the recent sunshine has brought 

out the blossom and the flowers and the garden is full of the sound of bees buzzing from 

one group of flowers to the next.  I am left feeling lazy, and useless.  What is it about this 

‘crisis’ that makes one feel so helpless?  Is it the fear, the anxiety created by having our 

world turned upside down by a killer that we cannot see, that is rampaging around 

indiscriminately eliminating people?  Is it the worry of being older and at a higher risk of 

succumbing – the fear of death?   Or, is it that we are getting a brief glimpse of how 

helpless and weak we really are, and how inconsequential our lives?   

 

A bee – keeping busy collecting pollen and nectar from a dandelion 

We must adapt, we must learn to live with fear, or at least with a higher risk of dying 

sooner than we had anticipated.  That in itself can be a panic-inducing blow to the ego, 

although it’s not as if life was not already full of uncertainty, and the idea of planning for 

when we might die is rather absurd.  What we have is a small inkling of what life must have 

been like in medieval times when the plague struck.  The difference is that now we at least 

understand the cause, although the actions to stop the spread of the disease are essentially 

the same today as they were four hundred years ago: isolation and social distancing.  

Enhanced anxiety can result in an inability to focus, to finish things, and a feeling of 

helplessness in the face of an overwhelming problem.  Anxiety can also create feelings of 

the need to do something, to keep busy, or at least to keep one’s mind from focusing on 

negative thoughts.  But keeping busy is also nothing new, if anything it has become the 

underlying mantra of our culture.   

People complain all the time about how busy they are.  Even in our social lives it seems we 

must keep active and find we are placing expectations on ourselves in the hopes we can 

extract the maximum benefit from our lives: we travel, engage in sports, attend exercise 
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classes, learn hobbies and new skills, undertake DIY, and seldom seem to have time for 

ourselves.  We also put pressure on our children, monitoring their free time, making sure 

they are acquiring skills, building confidence, engaging in competitive sports.  Primary 

schools encourage engagement in outdoor pursuits or ‘adventurous’ activities, not for 

enjoyment in the activities themselves, but because of their supposed capacity for building 

confidence, and developing resilience.  Secondary schools now push young people onto 

DoE (Duke of Edinburgh Award) schemes, not for the benefits to the individual, but 

because it’s good on a CV and makes them look like ‘a more rounded individual’.  At the 

same time, we don’t see children playing in the street or in parks; they are kept ‘busy’ with 

little time to play in ways that are not controlled by adults in some form or other.  Natural 

play in many areas, has given way to controlled free time.  The message, even from an early 

age is that keeping busy is good, and doing nothing, being bored, not filling your time with 

some ‘useful’ activity, is bad. 

Everyone is busy doing things, consuming experiences, filling their time in ‘positive’ ways, 

and getting the most out of life.  Is it any wonder that fear strikes when we are suddenly 

given huge chunks of unscheduled time while being prevented from doing many of the 

activities we normally undertake on a regular basis.   

 
Remnants of a cluttered life? 

 

I have spent some of my ‘extra’ time award over the recent weeks thinking about the 

‘busyness’ of our lives, and how much quieter and calmer things have become.  Two 

questions have occupied me: 

 

1. Do all these actions and activities in which we engage help us to be better people? 

2. Do all these actions solve any problems? 

To take the second question first I think the answer in many cases is ‘no’.  Largely because 

we spend a lot of time dealing with symptoms rather than the causes of our problems.  A 

lot of charitable work, for example, stems from trying to patch up inequities in our social 
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and economic systems, and from government policies that reduce funding for social 

services, or actively exacerbate problems (e.g. creating socio-economic conditions that end 

up with young people going to prison, creating a spiral of decline).  When charities step in 

to pick up the pieces they can only provide very limited and incomplete support that cannot 

solve the problems.  Volunteering for good causes, such as making environmental 

improvements through planting trees, is not going to solve the climate change problem, 

which is caused by burning fossil fuels to maintain our current lifestyles.  I am not saying 

volunteering and supporting charities are bad, and people undoubtedly benefit from 

engaging in such activities, but much of the activity is not able to deal with the factors 

causing the problem, and are thus not going to provide a solution.   

The first question is more difficult to answer.  I have recently re-read an article entitled 

‘Being and doing’
1
.  Written by Thomas Merton who became a Trappist monk.  He argues 

that being busy, running around doing things, even good things, does not necessarily make 

us better people.  

Some of our focus on ‘doing’ things, our ‘busyness’, he suggests, comes from a fear of 

looking into the true nature of our being, and some stems from a mis-guided belief that our 

actions reflect our true nature.  This is quite difficult to grasp for someone brought up to believe 

in action and not words, and that you can tell the character of a person from their actions.   

 “The reason why men are so anxious to see themselves, instead of being content to be 

themselves, is that they do not really believe in their own existence. And they do not 

fully believe that they exist because they do not believe in God.” 

(Thomas Merton, No Man is an Island) 

Merton also makes clear we cannot simply ‘Be’ because we live in and are part of the 

world, thus it becomes a matter of balance, of ‘being’ and ‘doing’.  I take this to mean we 

need to understand the reason we are doing something, and from that understanding will 

flow ‘right action’2.  We only have limited time, energy, and other resources, thus if we are 

going to do something, it should be something worth doing, not ‘labour in vain’, and we 

should do it because it is in our nature, not because we think we ought to be seen doing it, 

or because  we think it will make us a better person, or because it keeps us busy and avoids 

harder questions.   

 “The fact that our being necessarily demands to be expressed in action should not lead 

us to believe that as soon as we stop acting we cease to exist. We do not live merely in 

order to “do something” – no matter what. Activity is just one of the normal expressions 

of life, and the life it expresses is all the more perfect when it sustains itself with an 

ordered economy of action. This order demands a wise alternation of activity and rest. 

We do not live more fully merely by doing more, seeing more, tasting more, and 

experiencing more than we ever have before.” 

(Thomas Merton, No Man is an Island) 

Merton states that we often keep busy because we are afraid of looking too deeply into 

ourselves and realising how helpless, weak, and inconsequential we are and how futile our 

lives.  This is indeed terrifying, but he goes on to say that by looking inward and ‘being’ 

                                       
1
 Thomas Merton (1983) ‘Being and doing’. Chapter 7 in: No Man is an Island.  Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, New York. 

   (Note: The book was first published in 1967 and there have been numerous editions since then) 
2 Aldo Leopold. (1949) ‘The Land Ethic’, in: A Sand County Almanac.  Oxford University Press. 
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ourselves we will find the innate goodness inside of us.  Understanding and accepting our 

limitations can provide a foundation upon which to act, and for deciding what to ‘do’.  Our 

‘doing’ will then not be driven by what we think will give us maximum benefit, of what we 

think we ‘ought to be doing’, by what others do, or what society dictates.  If we understand 

and accept the limitations of our being then we can undertake actions that are within our 

capacity, that we feel are important, and we can feel good about them.  This is a better 

approach then feeling guilty because we have not done something well, or not done 

enough, or not done anything.  The suggestion is to incorporate our ‘doing’ into our 

everyday lives, and by extending it to our interactions with others, and to our environment, 

we can slowly start to make a difference, one step at a time.     

The message I take from this is two-fold.  First of all, we need to take the time simply to 

‘be’, to look into ourselves, to find our own goodness and what ‘centres’ us.  Secondly, we 

need to balance this with ‘doing’.  Not rushing around trying to solve all the world’s 

problems but simply allowing the good that is in us affect our daily actions, which in turn 

influence those with whom we interact, and the nature of our ‘doing’.   Just being is not a 

useless activity.  A piece of writing by Chuang Tzu from the 4th Century B.C. commonly 

referred to as ‘The Useless Tree’3 showed that even though a tree appears to have no 

utilitarian (in terms of its timber or provision of fruit) or aesthetic worth (through its 

beauty), it can still have value through providing shade, or becoming a symbol of longevity, 

resilience and strength, because no-one will ever cut it down.  Just by being itself it had 

value that was not dependent on practical use, and yet influenced people around it.   

 
Cleeve Hill: a useless tree? 

 

In some ways then, we can look on this enforced period of restricted activity as a rare gift.  

A gift of time just to ‘be’, to reduce our more frantic ‘doing’ and busyness, and to explore 

                                       
3 Chuang Tzu, The Useless Tree.  https://uselesstree.typepad.com/useless_tree/2005/07/why_useless_tre.html 

 

https://uselesstree.typepad.com/useless_tree/2005/07/why_useless_tre.html
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and understand ourselves better.  If we know ourselves more deeply, we will have a better 

understanding of what we can, and want, to do in our limited time here, and we will be in a 

better position to know how best we can contribute to improving our world and the lives 

of others.   

So, right now, I’m busy doing nothing (though I still feel guilty about it).  Well, not quite 

nothing.  I am doing some things that I have wanted to do for a long time – such as sort out 

all the containers of screws and nails cluttering up the shelves in the garage.  I have 

discovered that sorting screws by size and type is very therapeutic.  And I am also exploring 

what I have done well and badly, and why, and what has been useful, and what has been a 

waste of effort, and what I want to do in the coming months and years.  It’s an opportunity 

to pause and reflect, an opportunity to stop ‘doing’ for a while and just ‘be’. 

John Powell 

 “We are warmed by fire, not by the smoke of the fire. We are carried over the sea 

by a ship, not by the wake of a ship. So too, what we are is to be sought in the 

invisible depths of our own being, not in our outward reflection in our own acts. We 

must find our real selves not in the froth stirred up by the impact of our being upon 

the beings around us, but in our own soul which is the principle of all our acts.” 

Thomas Merton (1967) 

 

 

 

The Financial Impact on our Churches 

You will have read about and seen the financial impact of COVID19 on many businesses, 

charities and organisations of all types across the nation in recent weeks. The Church of 

England is no different in being affected by diminishing income. Unfortunately, there will not 

be any reduction in Parish Share for the North Cheltenham Team, which means we must 

together find £207,000 in 2020 split across the five Team Churches. Most other major 

expenses, such as insurance, continue and as such we are really grateful to all who have 

continued to contribute through regular standing orders principally through the Parish 

Giving Scheme (or PGS for short).  This scheme was pioneered in our Diocese and runs in 

many dioceses across the national Church. This is a good thing because across all our 

Churches, we estimate that about 70% of our regular Giving comes via the PGS. The PGS 

also allows the swift collection of Gift Aid (whereby an extra 25% of personal contributions 

can be claimed if you are a taxpayer) by the Diocese on our behalf. If you would like to 

know more about the parish Giving Scheme, please let Fr Nick know as soon as possible 

and we can send you the simple forms to complete. If you contribute through weekly 

envelopes, our thanks to you too! Please keep them safely for that glorious Sunday when 

we can re-enter our wonderful Churches and be together again in body as well as in spirit! 

Fr Nick 
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Scribblings from a notebook 

 

Sunday 29th March, icy wind 

Suzy drove across and sat in the garden for a few minutes with me inside the kitchen door. 

Exchanged clean bags of assorted items - which seemed vital then.  Ian should be en route 

to Djakarta now, ten days sail and then anchor off for quarantine.  Judi still policing. Other 

daughter in law going in to school for key workers’ children. Her three loose in the 

house(!) while Michael’s on Zoom .  Nic has Abi home for the duration.  There is no way of 

explaining to her, she is agitated and frustrated.    

Therese rang, her op is postponed.  They’re only doing 1.5m distancing in Holland.  She 

explains it’s a smaller country than UK.  I fell off the phone.  I’m not sure she’s joking, but 

it’s good to laugh. 

 

30th March  

G. has the virus. Emailed garden photography tips for Sam’s coursework. 

I’ve been hand washing bank notes, not laundering, and tipping kettles over change in the 

sink.  Prince Charles has recovered.  Formula 1 are developing breathing masks so that 

patients don’t need to be in Intensive Care.  We had a Zoom birthday get-together for Nic 

and Suzy.  The younger still makes a half decent birthday present for the elder, just as well 

this year.  I finally admit technology has a positive side. 

 

31st March 

Had more than enough of pea and ham soup. Batch cooking is only for multiple freezer owners. 

 

1st April 

I left 2 cans of lager for the bin man.  They’d been lurking since Christmas (the cans that is).  

I felt I had to put them in a noticeable bag or they risked going in the lorry, so I stuck a 

thank you note on them and watched behind the shutters.  The look on his face made my 

day. He walked off up the lane, swinging his party bag, and looking at it now and then while 

trailing a wheelie with his other hand.  I wished I’d had a crateful ! 

 

3rd April 

All Bouncers Lane seemed to be out clapping for the NHS. 

CBT book arrived from Amazon.  It looks very promising. 

 

4th April 

Delicious NZ lamb, c/o my WI neighbour. 

 

7th April 

Boris not yet on a ventilator, he’s on CPAS I think ?  He wasn’t my first choice last summer, 

but he has given of his best for us whether or not we acknowledge it. 
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8th April 

There are mass graves in New York.  That shocks me more than the statistics.  We have 

more fatalities than Italy.  Apparently the EU is not managing too well.  They want trillions 

from the wealthier nations.  We are sending 10 special charters to India to repatriate 

stranded British citizens.  Boris out of Intensive Care.  G. recovered.  The quiet, and the 

birdsong, are glorious, and the sun keeps coming back. 

 

9th April 

Pilates is too easy to skip without the class.  I garden whenever it’s sunny, and cooking from 

scratch is very time filling.  I had forgotten how much effort goes into the preparation, and 

the dirty dishes resulting from the least bit of baking, it’s all very 50’s! 

 

12th April 

The sewing machine is smoking.  Nothing 

much to show for it, alterations, a bolster for a 

Georgian dolls house.  Suzy is to make tassels 

for the bolster with a silk thread I found.  I’m 

also developing quite a range of outfits that 

have turned out to be gardening kit.  Probably 

not for the front garden. 

 

15th April 

I have spoken to more people in the last 

couple of weeks than in the previous year I 

should think.  I imagine it’s good for me, I 

don’t think I have been aware to what extent I 

was settling back. 

 

16th April 

Ian landed after 8 am at Heathrow, via Doha, 

Sweden, Portugal.  The Plymouth train from 

Paddington had 3 passengers, each in their own carriage.  Judi was waiting in the car park at 

Plymouth with Natalie in a second car for Ian to drive himself home.  They had to wave and 

smile at a distance.  He hadn’t slept for 2 days. 

 

17th April 

Therese rang again, her op has now been rescheduled for next week.  There’s a shadow on 

the spine which they can investigate when they replace the hip joint.  

 

19th April 

Found North Cheltenham Ministry Eucharist.  Comforting after so long without.   

 

Anya Jary  

Suzy’s Doll’s House 
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The development of Headstones in the Churchyard 

It may not come as a surprise to be 

aware that most societies remember 

their dead, by ceremonies or by the 

erection of stones, usually over the 

burial location. In Britain the Romans 

have left numerous examples of 

tombstones, many are pre-Christian, 

and some were re-used by early 

Christians, with their pagan elements 

chiselled out. This pointed gravestone 

is located at the Corinium Museum, 

Cirencester, and similar examples are 

present in The Museum of Gloucester. At Bibury there are casts of 

Saxon work, the originals are in the British Museum. With their 

interlacing circles and pellets these stones contrast strongly with 

those made by the Romans. This example, dated from the early 11th 

century, must have graced the burial of a well-known Saxon noble.  

Since the early stages of Christianity the ruling class, of monarch, nobles and clerics, were 

buried inside churches, but the rest of humanity was interred within the churchyard. From 

the ninth century onwards, and for about one thousand years, their graves were not 

commemorated although a marker, often a wooden cross, may have shown the position of 

their grave and served as a guide to position the next interment. Around the turn of the 

17th century memorials began to appear, so what led to this change? 

From 1500-1650, following the Reformation, armed conflict took place between the 

emerging Protestant groups and the traditional Roman Catholics. This resulted in vast 

devastation and death, especially in mainland Europe. In our islands the 17th century closed 

with the overthrow of the Stuart Dynasty and the return of relative peace and stability. 

About then memorials, especially headstones, began to be erected in the churchyard over 

the graves of those who lives, aspirations and achievements, were deemed worthy of 

commemoration. Yeoman-farmers, tradesmen, master-craftsmen and the rise of the so-

called middle class were in the van of this movement, which may have been slow to start. 

The church records for the parish of Prestbury show that in the twenty-year period 1681-

1700 almost two hundred people were buried although only eight monuments exist. 

However, during the next twenty-years, 1701-1720, just over two hundred souls were 

buried but over forty monuments have survived, a five-fold increase. Apart from one tomb 

chest these were all headstones, although some are small stone 

markers, carved with the initial of the deceased, as shown, and 

possibly the date of death, began to appear, indicating that a plot was 

filled. At first headstones were small, thick and had little writing or 

carving. Any decoration was boldly cut, usually of a simple head, such 

as that of a winged angel, and the headstone was dressed so this 

carved head could be provided with a hood, as shown below. 
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Later developments saw two or more heads linked with 

flowers or drapes at the top of the headstone, and 

shapes were carved to follow the curves of the 

monument. Shown is one of the earliest headstones in 

Prestbury churchyard; it lies just to the north of the path 

above the Millennium steps. Dated 1698 it is In Memory 

of William Mustoe Senr; his name may just be discernible 

in the monument.  

It is not possible to give a definite sequence for the designs used in headstones. Style is an 

approximate guide since an elderly mason would use designs he knew but a younger one 

would be more willing to try different creations; maybe his tools were better. Perhaps a 

son may have ordered a monument after the last of his parents had died, often years later, 

and so its design may not match the style around at the date of the first death. Over time 

headstones, with other types of memorials, appeared in growing numbers and with greater 

variety; each portrayed beauty, wit, poetry, as in the many epitaphs around and much more. 

Headstones became thinner and the shape of its top changed; it had a gentle or sharp point, 

a number of curves, was straight, possibly with curved corners, to mention a few. The local 

churchyard has great variation in the design of its headstones. Around the turn of the 17th 

century decorative carvings were moved to the edges to create more space for 

inscriptions. As religious ideas grew so winged cherubs, skulls, crossbones, scythes, 

hourglasses, books, scrolls and floral decorations were used, all are symbols of the fleeting 

days of life. The finest headstones are Georgian, with good design and finely-carved lettered 

inscriptions. By Victorian times some headstones stood over five feet above the ground, 

and had hundreds of words to commemorate the deceased. Outside the east end of the 

north aisle in Prestbury churchyard is that to General Sir Charles Edward Whinyates, died 

1865; it has over three hundred words giving a most detailed description of his life. 

Prestbury headstones through the ages, each illustrating a few design changes; 

left-right: John Ricketts 1749; Thomas Williams 1836; Francis Fairbairn 1945. 

 

Edward Wyatt 
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KEEPING BUSY WITH A NEW BUSINESS 

 

‘Publishing a book of poetry is like dropping a rose petal down the Grand Canyon  

and waiting for the echo.’ 

 Don Marquis             

 

What has kept me busy over the past few months and especially since lockdown and self-

isolation? We were lucky enough to have a fortnight’s holiday in Sri Lanka in February and 

we got back just in time after storms Ciara, Dennis and was it J for Spanish Jorge? By 

16 March, we were in geriatric lockdown and since then what? Well, two large and related 

personal projects have come to fruition, both of which have involved keeping me busy and 

distracted during the current coronavirus crisis. 

First, I have become a publisher. Sales of poetry are generally minuscule which is why 

literary agents and most publishers want nothing to do with it. Ten or ninety per cent of 

zero is still nothing. Next, I had to choose a name to publish under. Many of the best or 

most obvious have been taken. For example, I discovered that the name High Street Press 

is already being used on Amazon by a Canadian novelist called Shirley Burton. Yew Tree 

Press in Stroud currently publishes poetry and other work and anyway I tend to think of 

unsuitable names, such as Abattoir, Corrigenda, Folly, Hubris, Nonentity and Zygote.  

A book does not have to have an International Standard Book Number but it helps with 

sales; because it is far more reasonable to buy them in batches,  I now have ten ISBNs and 

have called the new enterprise Voicemail Press. If self-publication used to have a stigma 

attached, you could always point to the great examples of William Blake and Walt Whitman 

as starry exceptions. But now I’m told that going indie is all the rage as the writer takes 

control of the whole process, including profit and loss. The new collection of poems is 
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called Human Time and it represents a selection of work from the last ten years or so. 

Therefore it has been a long time in the making. 

Through the kind advice of my previous publisher, Stephen Stuart-Smith of Enitharmon, 

I have been recommended specialised typesetters and printers. The typography is of course 

vital to the appearance of the book, as is a professional-looking cover along with suitable 

choice of textures and paper. I dealt with the expert Dai Noble of Gomer Press in 

Ceredigion whose advice at each stage has been generous and invaluable. The books were 

printed just as self-isolation and social distancing were beginning to take their toll. Most 

writers instinctively know a bit about both already, either through choice or temperament 

or both.  

Secondly and related to publication, my website has been updated. It really is a case of third 

time lucky. After two abortive attempts with web designers, I returned to one who 

advertises in The Author magazine and whose work had impressed me earlier. I have not 

met him but he is the excellent John Biggins of Aerta UK. Full of speedy expertise, he 

seemed to have a quick and sympathetic idea of the colourful and individual site I wanted. It 

cost money of course, as did the holiday in Sri Lanka, but John is a rapid problem-solver 

with a specialised understanding of what will work on screen.  

Anyway, the imminent publication of the book lent some urgency to the project and, from 

somewhere in South London, John designed the website and made it work in a mere ten 

days, which involved a frenzy of emails and instructions going to and fro. He put hours of 

work into it and the result has been described as ‘Brilliant. Just brilliant’ and ‘very 

professional.’ Check it out and see for yourself: www.duncanforbes.com  There’s now much 

else to view and read there. 

The advance copies of Human Time arrived packed on a pallet on 25 March and publication 

date is currently set for 1 May 2020. Any idea of a book launch has had to be postponed of 

course, although we were planning one for 23 May. Now it’s just a small matter of publicity, 

marketing and distribution. As someone has said, ‘Publishing a book is easy. The devil is in 

the marketing.’ It is probably one of the very worst times to have chosen to launch any 

business venture but so be it. At least people have time to read during lockdown or, to use 

that newly resuscitated word, furlough.  

And so what else have I been doing in the meantime? I have recently finished The Body: A 

Guide for Occupants by the excellent Bill Bryson which has interesting comments on viruses 

and I have now embarked on A Journal of the Plague Year by Daniel Defoe.  

That’s partly how I’ve been keeping busy during the onset or onslaught of COVID-19, while 

the genuine key-workers have done the essential work, as ever. If I could, I’d sing their 

praises and perhaps I shall.    

Duncan Forbes 
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They Rest in St Mary’s Churchyard 

The town of Newcastle in Australia is known these days as a major exporter of coal. 

Situated north of Sydney, in the 19th century it was a Penal Colony with few permanent 

buildings. 

Captain James Wallis embarked with his regiment for Sydney arriving in 1814. On the 

journey he met a convict called Joseph Lycett, a forger who proved to be talented artist. 

In June 1816 Wallis was appointed Commandant of the Convict settlement at Newcastle. 

He found a place with few facilities and no stone buildings. He was responsible for the 

construction of a number of stone buildings, including Christ Church, laying the foundation 

stone on the 1st January 1817. It was completed in a year with a spire which later became 

damaged by high winds and was removed. James Lycett made some plans for the church 

and some of his decorated glass remains. For a time as no priest was appointed James 

Wallis read the services. The church, now a cathedral, is still in use. 

Whilst there Wallis made friends with the local Aboriginal tribe and, together with James 

Lycett, painted pictures of the local scenery and wildlife. This was the first time that this had 

been recorded in New South Wales. About this time two cedar and rosewood 

presentation cabinets were made. One was for the Governor, Lachlan Macquarie. These 

were beautifully decorated, probably by Lycett, and contained samples of shells and flora 

and preserved birds. 

Wallis left Newcastle in 1819 to join his regiment in India where he eventually retired from 

the Army in 1826. He married Mary Anne Breach in 1836 in Bristol and after living in the 

Isle of Man they moved to our village, to live at Prestbury Green, where he died in 1858. 

The substantial family tomb is on the North side of the church. 

The chests were lost for many years but one was found in Scotland and eventually after 

some time was returned to Newcastle as one of the major Australian artefacts in the State 

library of New South Wales. Lycett was pardoned following his work in Australia but in 

Britain seems to have had problems and died in a prison hospital.  

I find it strange that James Wallis is little known in Britain but is much respected in Australia 

for his work and his records of early life in New South Wales. 

Tony Noel 

Prestbury Local History Society  
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Book Review 

Dear Mrs Bird (Picador, 2018) by AJ Pearce 

    is a debut novel set in the Second World War and one that I surprised myself by 

enjoying! Initially I thought it was rather gentle and perhaps a little obvious but then half 

way through I found myself wanting to find out what happened and, silver lining time, I had 

the time to read it all in one sitting. The prose is rather ‘jolly hockey sticks’ sometimes but 

it is charming and certainly of its time. For some reason I loved the capitalisation of phrases 

and words, emphasising their point; it made me smile each time it happened.  

The premise of the story is that it is 1941 and Emmeline Lake dreams of becoming a 

fearless lady war correspondent but instead finds herself employed as a lowly typist for the 

unique Henrietta Bird, the agony aunt at Woman’s Friend magazine. Mrs Bird refuses to 

countenance many of the letters she receives as she has a formidable list of Unpleasant(!) 

subjects she will not discuss – and they are exactly the subjects that Emmy feels should be 

responded to. So, she decides to start replying to some of the letters with varying degrees 

of success. The story is also one of the friendship between Emmy and her best friend Bunty 

and set against the background of the Blitz of London and the vital work of the numerous 

agencies involved protecting people and dealing with the aftermath of the bombings. Whilst 

it is not a social commentary there are occasional nods to feminism (‘Granny didn’t spend 

half her life chaining herself to railings for today’s woman to moon around waiting for some 

chap to look after her’) and the internal monologue of never giving up no matter how bad 

things are and to keep busy – which is certainly appropriate for current events.  

I think you do have to be in a certain mood to read period books like this. The social 

etiquette and rules and language and even the activities are obviously dated and, if not 

written well, can be jarring. However, this was a very Pleasant book and was comforting 

and harming. I cared about the character and her future and I can give no higher praise for a 

book. If anything, I think it could have been longer (at 320 pages) and other characters 

fleshed out more. There was certainly scope for that. 

The author says that the inspiration for the book came from a fortuitous reading of a 1939 

women’s magazine and it was ‘a glimpse into an era and world where I could read about 

everything from recipes for lamb’s brain stew to how to knit your own swimwear’. 

Claire Bromfield 
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May 2020 Diary 

All our events have been suspended, postponed or cancelled because of the Corvid-19 

outbreak.  Our church buildings are closed to everyone.  Services are being streamed on 

the internet from the homes of our clergy.  You may find details of these on the 

team web page – live.northchelt.org.uk 

 

 

 

May 2020 Calendar 

SUNDAY 3 4th Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 10 5th Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 17 6th Sunday of Easter 

Thursday 21 Ascension Day 

SUNDAY 24 7th Sunday of Easter 

SUNDAY 31 PENTECOST 

 

 

 

 

From the Registers 

Prestbury 

Baptisms 

March  1 Hudson Henderson St Mary 

    Funerals 

March 9 Annie Clews Crematorium 

    Swindon Village 

Funerals 

March 20 David Peacey Crematorium 

 

24 Beryl Nash Crematorium 

 

26 Brian Savory Crematorium 
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Do you usually read the Bible page?  

Do you usually read the Bible page which regularly occupies the last page of this magazine? 

These short articles are not written by scholars with a pile of reference books open on the 

desk, but by ordinary people.  Could you join them?  Perhaps you have a favourite passage 

you return to, or you have been struck by how well a Bible verse fits in with real life, or 

perhaps you just find yourself puzzling over a text. We would love a short piece about it. 

Some of our writers are inspired by the magazine’s theme for the month, but that is not 

compulsory. Don’t wait to be asked. Get in touch with me or with the Editor, and we will 

be glad to answer questions and provide any help you need. 

Beryl Elliott 
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The Hammer of David 

And whenever the evil spirit from God came upon Saul, David took the lyre and played it 

with his hand, and Saul would be relieved and feel better, and the evil spirit would depart 

from him.           1 Samuel 16.3 NRSV 
 

E ARE ALL familiar with the idea of the psalms as poems setting out 

hymns of praise to God or prayers for protection, or pleas for 
forgiveness.  I had always assumed that these were the type of songs 

that David would have used to calm Saul.  Bishop David Thomson, 
however, suggests the songs used by David, as a youth when singing to Saul, may have 

originally been based on an early form of musical therapy.  This in my opinion would 
not have been beyond the bounds of possibility, as David would have been used to 

calming the sheep in their fold at night, if wolves or other animals were in the area.  
Bishop David in his talk to the festival goers at Bromyard Folk Festival 2019 suggests 

that the songs used by David may well have been along the lines of Pete Seeger’s 
“We shall overcome” and “If I had a hammer”. 

These songs certainly lift my spirits. Music therapy is now widely accepted as beneficial in 

relieving pain and reducing stress.  This is something Saul certainly suffered from, with the 

great stresses of kingship, a job he did not want in the first place.  Ambleside Musical 

Therapy group, for example, is praised by a local GP for providing “Beneficial Music”.  In 

addition to providing enjoyment, it is found to return inner order to ourselves, as well as 

allowing us to connect with others. 

One aspect of inner order and allowing us to connect with others is illustrated in the 

incident of intentional kindness set out in 2 Samuel 9. In this chapter Samuel sets out how 

David, instead of executing Jonathan’s son Mephibosheth, as would be expected of a newly 

appointed king clearing all possible rivals to his new throne, raises him to the status of one 

of his own sons. 

An example of ‘making connection with others through music’ was bought home to me 

when Angie and I attended the local school carol concert in Cauterets, in the French 

Pyrenees.  Here despite the carols all being in French, my French is very poor, and many of 

these were ‘new and unfamiliar carols’, never-the-less we were involved closely in the town 

community celebration of Christmas.  In particular I recall a clapping carol which we found 

made us feel part of the heart of the people of Cauterets. 

Inner order allows us to show respect to others even if we disagree with them and show 

courtesy to the workers we meet in offices and restaurants on a daily basis.  Roger Hollis 

summed this up succinctly in his introduction to Bromyard Folk Festival Service with the 

words “Strangers and neighbours, foreigners and family will join in the new song, no longer 

servants but friends”. May we all take up our hammers and “Let our music make a joyful 

noise, rejoicing in the friendship of God.”  (Roger Hollis) 

John Moles 
with grateful thanks to the Rt Reverend Dr David Thomson, Honorary Assistant Bishop in the Diocese of 

Hereford, who on hearing that I was to write this article, so willingly gave me his sermon notes.  This 

gesture, I consider, so well illustrates the points raised above.  

W 



 

 

Parish Directory continued 

Parish Magazine 
Editor: (vacancy)  contact 515941 

magazine@prestbury.net 

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson 224823 
advertising@prestbury.net 

St Mary’s C of E (VA) Schools 

Executive Head Teacher : Mr Matt Fletcher 
Junior School:  244387 

Infant School:  244054 

Hall Letting 
Prestbury Hall, Bouncers Lane 239590 

prestbury.hall@prestbury.net 

St Nicolas Hall, Swindon Lane 244373 
stnicolas.hall@prestbury.net 

Parish Giving Scheme 
76 Kingsholm Road, 

Gloucester  GL1 3BD 0333 002 1260 
info@parishgiving.org.uk 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prestbury Parish Magazine is published on the last Sunday of the month. 

The deadline for copy is the Sunday 2 weeks before this. 

Copy may be sent in a clearly marked envelope to ‘Prestbury Parish Magazine’ 

2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN 

or by email to magazine@prestbury.net 

 

 June Magazine Deadline:  21 May 2020 

Future Theme: June:   The Internet 
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