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Hot Water 

T SEEMS TO be that so many people want to get through life without 
getting into trouble or risk rocking the boat. There is a fear of getting into 
‘hot water’. But I wonder if there is a time when we need to get into hot 

water. A time when upsetting the status quo is the only real option.  

The origin of the phrase ‘in hot water’ is thought to have come from the castle 
defence tactic of pouring boiling water on unwanted intruders in order to get them 

to run away.  

There are questions we should ask when we think about getting into hot water. The 

first of which is: Who is the king of the castle? What are they hiding in their castle? 
Do they have prisoners that need to be freed? I know, I am at risk of taking this 

analogy too far. But sometimes we need to storm the gates and risk the hot water 
because the cause of helping those in need is greater than our discomfort.   

As Christians we are called to, in the words of Proverbs 31, ‘Speak up for those who 
cannot speak up for themselves, for the rights of all who are destitute. Speak up and 

judge fairly; defend the rights of the poor and needy.’ Speaking up is a way of 
storming the castle. Standing up for others and speaking TRUTH TO POWER. This 

might get us in hot water but the justice is worth the heat.  

If we don’t speak out about social justice issues now, then we might all be in hot 
water later. The world is at a critical point in its history as we face an extinction-level 

environmental event. I am writing this on the Monday of what is not just the hottest 
day of the year so far in the UK but the hottest day on record (and hotter still on 

Tuesday 19 July – Ed). I am again reminded that we are responsible for what happens 
next in this global threat. David Attenborough says, “This isn’t just about losing 

wonders of nature. With the loss of even the smallest organisms, we destabilise and 
ultimately risk collapsing the world’s eco systems - the networks that support the 

whole of life on Earth.” 

If you want to watch something by David Attenborough then I can recommend 

‘Extinction: The Facts’ that can be found on the BBC iPlayer.  

Are we willing to risk the temporary social and emotional hot water of speaking out 

in order to avoid the literal hot water that may characterise the climate emergency 
we are facing? It is time we banded together to storm castles that are causing so 

much damage to our planet. It is time to take personal responsibility in order that we 
can speak out publicly. Remember, we are all on this spinning globe together and it is 

our duty to leave it better than how it was when we received it.  

Revd Tom Cook 

  

I 
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Hot water 

If you continue heating hot water it becomes steam and when you stop, the steam reverts 

to hot water. Elementary. The firm I spent nearly 50 years with was successful because they 

found a very efficient way of removing the hot (or condensed) water from the steam after 

it had given up its heat for whatever industrial purpose intended. They invented the steam 

trap, a device that retained the steam and extracted the hot water, the latter being a 

hindrance to efficiency. That is not the hot water I shall write about. My story will be of 

some memorable hot water I found myself immersed in when I was about 14 years of age. I 

have never been a stranger to hot water! 

The year was 1944, the war was still on and I was still at school. Invasion was no longer a 

threat, the Home Guard had been disbanded and I was still a member of Cheltenham Army 

Cadet Force which had not been disbanded. My father, who had been attached to the 

Home Guard Battalion Training Centre, based at the Drill Hall in North Street, Cheltenham 

was persuaded to put his uniform back on and take charge of a bunch of the cadet force. 

Suddenly I found my father as my commanding officer!  

My form master at Cheltenham Central School, disliked me almost as much as I disliked 

him. They call it bullying these days. One day I decided to get my own back on him. Our 

parade night in the cadets was Friday and held in the assembly hall of my school. Gathering 

two trusted pals, also cadets, I contrived a plan. This is what happened. 

The three of us arrived back at school in our uniforms one Friday evening, an hour before 

we were due on parade. One pal stayed with me and the other acted as watchman. Into 

classroom 4a the two of us went and wiped clean the very wide blackboard which was set 

into the wall and covered in algebraic signs. Plentiful chalk was obtained from the master’s 

desk and I set to work. My task was to draw our form-master as a German Gestapo officer 

whacking we schoolboys with a blackboard pointer, something he was quite fond of doing. 

The scene was a prison camp surrounded by barbed wire and other unpopular members of 

staff were depicted as prison guards, Colditz style. We then cleaned the chalk dust from 

our hands and uniforms and went out into the hall where we joined the rest of our army 

cadet pals and “got fell-in”. 

On the Monday morning, after assembly where we said prayers and sang hymns, all filed 

back into their respective classrooms. I like to think that the hymn for that day was “Love’s 

redeeming work is done, Fought the fight, the battle won” but it was something else. 

Our form-master took a long time searching his desk for chalk before turning round, facing 

the blackboard and being confronted by my artwork. To say he was furious is putting it 

mildly. He went from the colour of the chalk he was so used to throwing at his pupils (he’d 

have made a good test cricketer) to beetroot very quickly. In answer to his blurted 

question, “Who did this?” the class spokesman, one Bob Jennings (who later became 

Assistant Town Clerk) replied, “It must have been one of the army cadets on Friday, Sir. It 

couldn’t have been one of us!” 

On the following Friday evening, Captain Parkin took the parade. In his hand was a letter 

which, after calling the platoon to attention he began to read that which was written. It was 

addressed to The Officer Commanding the Cheltenham Army Cadet Force, and my father 

cleared his throat.  
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“Dear Sir, 

It has come to my attention that one of your cadets has stepped very much out 

of line. I would be obliged if you would find the culprit who drew pictures of 

members of my staff on the blackboard in form 4a and punish him accordingly. 

These drawings were most offensive and what is more, the masters concerned 

can easily recognise themselves. I will leave the matter in your hands but please 

be aware that this must not happen again or the cadets will have to find a new 

venue for their parades. 

         Signed: W Lister, Headmaster” 

Captain Parkin did not ask the offender to step one pace forward. Instead he just said in 

very serious tones “See that this never happens again”. How he kept a straight face I will 

never know. At supper time at the kitchen table he looked across at me and said, “It was 

you, wasn’t it?”  “Yes, Dad,” I replied wondering what fate awaited me. My father put his 

hand in his pocket and fished out half-a-crown. “That’s for making good likenesses but I 

meant it when I said don’t do it again.” The hot water I was in had cooled considerably and 

I spent much the rest of my life as a professional cartoonist! 

Bernard Parkin 

 

 

 

 

 

Iceland is the place for hot water 

More generally, it is the place for all kinds of geological marvels, due partly to its position 

sitting directly on the mid-Atlantic ridge, where two of the earth’s tectonic plates meet. 

Standing in Thingvellir, the site of Europe’s first parliament, you look out over a wide valley 

which is growing wider by 1.5 cm a year, as the North American plate and the Eurasian 

plate move apart.  There are active volcanoes too, witness the ash clouds from the 2010 

eruption which caused major disruption to commercial aircraft.  Some years earlier, in 

1963, another series of eruptions led to the creation of an entirely new island, Surtsey 

(“fire island”). 

More prosaically, Iceland’s abundant geothermal activity means that in many areas domestic 

hot water comes from naturally occurring hot water 2000 metres below the surface.  In 

our modest “guest house” the water for showers was reliably hot. It also smelled of 

sulphur, and at first it took a mental effort to be certain that one came out cleaner! 

While you are in Iceland you can also visit the field of geysers at Geysir (where else?), 

where one geyser named Strokkur* erupts regularly every few minutes for the convenience 

of tourists and their cameras.  The nearby café has its own little hot stream running close 

by, and the menu includes special cakes, steam-cooked in the natural heat. 

Beryl Elliott 

 *  See picture on the front cover  
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Before Returning to Canada 

A week or two ago* as we waited for Thursday Eucharist we noted a young stranger, with 

an international sized suitcase, quietly sitting in the end pew.  Minutes ticked by with 

whispers amongst the congregation and scurryings from the sacristy.  We had no priest 

today.  In the past (if Frances isn’t there!) we have had quiet time, suitable music perhaps or 

a prayer, and then extended coffee. 

Today, our traveller spoke up.  He was ordained and happy to step in if we wished.  He was 

Alastair from British Columbia and his father was born in the Cotswolds.  He noted our 

local accent, whereas he hardly had one. 

He was immediately engaged, thoughtful, and not at all pushy and we graciously agreed to a 

minute or two’s preparation on his part.  A prayer book was settled on and with backup 

from his mobile - now and then technology can be useful - we had a delightful half hour of 

readings and prayer together, interspersed with an exchange of thoughts and conversation 

between us on his pilgrimage over here." 

He was returning to Canada that day but made time for a coffee with us before catching a 

bus to the station.  The whole experience was fresh and thought provoking, with such a 

light touch.   His visit was much enjoyed by the Thursday group and each of us was left with 

a smile on our faces.   

Anya Jary 

*  This article was submitted on 14 July 2022 – Ed 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Safeguarding Training 

Foundation Module training session is to be held on Tuesday 16th August at St Nicolas 

Church starting at 2pm. It should not last longer than 2 hours and is primarily for those 

members of our congregation who require this level of training for the roles they hold. 

Rev Tom Cook and Linda Biggs 
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On THE carpet 

My father was responsible for security at the Bodleian Library, Oxford (aka Bodley or The 

Bod). His office had a large window covering most of one wall. This window looked out 

over Broad Street (The Broad) and had a splendid view of the Sheldonian Theatre, 

University Chest, and through the space between these two the Old Bodleian. His office 

was diagonally across from the Bodley Common Room and as his door was always open he 

had, by the simple expedient of leaning forward, a good view of the comings and goings of 

staff and an over view of the senior staff entrance, accessible only by key. 

As he had served as a Quartermaster Sergeant Major with the 101st Field Ambulance in 

the Western Desert during the war he was, logically, the designated First-Aider for the 

three libraries of Bodley. This meant that his office also contained a surgery, complete with 

bed and the necessary instruments and dressings that might be required. It was a large 

room with a polished parquet floor. 

On the highly polished floor of the office there was, incongruously, just one square yard of 

pile carpet. This one square yard was situated exactly in front of the mid-section of his 

desk. As a small child I had always been intrigued by the fact that the very centre of the 

carpet seemed rather scuffed.  As I grew into my teenage years I was to find out the reason 

for this anomaly. 

I would on occasion be summoned, via one of the many phones on my father’s desk, to 

attend his office. On arrival I would join the other miscreants waiting outside his room. On 

the release of the current occupant of THE carpet one was commanded, ‘Come!’ and thus 

entered my father’s presence. He was left handed and would be writing, head down as one 

took one’s place, to stand - exact centre - of THE carpet, whilst he completed the task in 

hand. Once on THE carpet one felt totally exposed with the wide expanse of ‘The Broad’ 

behind you and its continuous flow of pedestrians, all of whom could observe your rigidly 

upright back, whilst to your left you were totally on show to the quietly scurrying staff, 

hastening to the refuge of The Common Room. It was at that moment, as one shuffled 

one’s feet, in a state of anxiety, that one realised the reason for the scuff marks!!!! 

Writing task completed my father would raise his head and regard one with a baleful stare, 

his eyes enlarged by his glasses, after an appropriately long period of time he would lower 

his head slightly and peering over his glasses would offer advice as to one’s future conduct. 

All advice was offered in a quiet tone, he never raised his voice, yet his parade ground 

delivery travelled far and wide, hence I suspect the quietly scurrying staff trying to catch a 

snippet of one’s misdemeanours. At the end of his delivery of ‘advice’, he would resume 

writing, whilst his right hand indicated the door. 

Lest you feel he was a joyless man, a weekend or evening, in vacation, of playing, furious 

and very noisy hockey or football, in one of the main corridors of the library, often in a 

large group of friends or family, would rapidly change that perception. Rules were few and 

the goals were about fifty metres apart. I do recall however that you were allowed to play 

the ball off the Purbeck marble lined walls. Next time I visit, the now renamed Weston 

Library, I must check to see if the scuff marks, caused by clashing hockey sticks, are still 

there! 
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Pinned to ‘The Broad’. No not a spelling error and yes I had hair in those days. All those 

Greek philosophers peering over one’s shoulders were definitely enough to give you 

‘Shivers down your back bone and shivers down your knee bone’ as the pop song of the 

time said. No wonder THE carpet got scuffed!!! 

John Moles  
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THE EDDY 

The smooth mill stream glides on, an eddy in the midst, 

a mini whirlpool, spinning, giddying ring, 

endlessly round and round within the flowing stream, 

with no way out. 

  

A floating leaf carried upon the stream, 

as it floats past, suddenly trapped 

within the whirlpool, twisted round and round 

for ever seemingly with no way out. 

Then just as suddenly it is released, 

continues on its way in flowing stream. 

  

I am that leaf borne on life’s stream, 

then just as suddenly plunged in a whirlpool. 

Round and round I go, dizzy and sick 

unable to escape or even think, 

round and round endlessly with no way out. 

Then just as suddenly, when I’ve lost hope, 

I am released, continue in life’s stream towards my goal. 

  

Lord, teach me still to trust when in life’s stream 

I’m sometimes caught, 

trapped in the whirlpool of cruel circumstance, 

events I can’t control, go round and round in panic, 

cannot think, let alone trust. 

Help me to know I will emerge once more 

into life’s stream, be carried towards You, 

my journey’s end. 

  

Joan Copeland 

March 2010 
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COPPER LAKE CAMP 

 

 

Whenever I plunge my hands into too hot water, the sensation inexorably takes me back to 

Copper Lake Camp in northern Ontario, Canada. All week we had been planting trees and 

I had volunteered to earn some extra dollars by working throughout one Sunday in the 

kitchen doing the washing-up and other chores. The water was far hotter than I was used 

to for cleansing the cutlery and my new bosses, a Finnish lady with one eye and motherly 

Nordic-Canadian cook, seemed to enjoy watching me retrieve knives, forks and spoons 

from what I thought was scalding hot water. They catered for us generously with two meals 

a day and we ate our packed lunches somewhere out in the bush.  

Hot water. I remember now how and why I got that student job.   

     ‘Have you seen his hands?’ 

     ‘He’s never going to last on the Canadian Pacific railroad.’ 

     ‘Anyway, that’s what bums and winos do in the summer.’ 

Overhearing this snatch of conversation about me in a Toronto lodging-house,  I looked at 

my hands and decided I had better find some other form of manual labour. So, as a student 

aged eighteen, I was employed by the Ontario Department of Lands and Forests and was 

sent in the early summer of 1966 to plant trees north of Lake Superior. 

I got off the bus on the Trans-Canada highway in a remote settlement called White River 

(pop. under a thousand), a blink-stop because if you blink you miss it. Over thirty miles 

away, the former logging camp at Copper Lake now housed mainly students and I was 

assigned to my bunk in the large hut in the Canadian middle of nowhere. Most of the other 

students were working their way through college in Toronto or as they seemed to call it 

‘Tronno’ at the U of T or Yorke University. 

I was kitted out with a yellow hard hat, fly repellent and boots and set to work with a spade 

planting saplings of white spruce and Scots pine which came in bundles of ten. Our boss 

was a genial Ojibwa Indian called Louis Kwissiwa who called me the Limey and who had 

been to Aldershot during the war. The ground was highly uneven because it had been 

logged out. With the rising heat of a continental summer we were planting saplings in the 

odd pockets of clear earth we could find and we were each meant to plant a thousand 

trees a day: Rick, Serge, Norbert, Howie, Basil, Art, Colin, Mike and me. 
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With its remote lakes and fast-flowing rivers full of fish, the land in May might have seemed 

like a green paradise for activity holidays but no one had warned me about the insect life. 

During the day, we were tormented by clouds of black fly which had a vicious blood-

sucking bite and injected anti-coagulant into the itchy wound. It was often preferable to get 

too hot with a hood over your head than to expose any more than face and hands to these 

delta-winged tormentors. 

At evening, the mosquitoes arrived in force for their blood meals and went for any exposed 

skin. They seemed to be able to evade the mesh on the doors and their whine punctuated 

the dusk as it turned quickly to night. I once observed a large anopheles mosquito land on 

my arm and, as an experiment, I watched to see how much blood it would extract from 

me. It hummed in, perched on my forearm like an elegant biplane and inserted its rasula 

under my skin. I watched as a sac in her abdomen became engorged with my blood 

donation and then she took off rather unsteadily for the next stage in her life cycle: laying 

her eggs in grubby puddles. Ever since then, I have had no compunction in obliterating every 

mosquito which has come my way. 

The pay at Copper Lake Camp was relatively good, especially as there was nothing much to 

spend it on, even in White River where you had to be over twenty-one and show ID to buy 

a beer.  The two people among the students who seemed to accept the privations most 

easily had both been boarders at British single-sex schools: George Raw from Ampleforth 

and me. Once, the camp was visited by the Royal Canadian unmounted Police in a car 

because four of the students had bought all the packets of morning glory seeds in the 

White River hardware store and had chewed them in the vain hope of getting high on 

ipomea juice.  

I quit after a couple of months and hitch-hiked from Toronto to the Rockies, where the 

next job I had was as a groundsman in the Banff Springs Hotel, Alberta.  

     ‘Do you have any black pants?’ asked the manager. 

     ‘Sorry. No.’ 

     ‘Pity,’ he said. ‘You could have been a waiter.’ 

Duncan Forbes 

  

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&url=https://www.tripadvisor.com/Tourism-g2079041-White_River_Northeastern_Ontario_Ontario-Vacations.html&psig=AOvVaw1YS2ibxUIOqyiHnFrj7Y4_&ust=1631648290772000&source=images&cd=vfe&ved=0CAYQjRxqFwoTCLjgj-TZ_PICFQAAAAAdAAAAABA9


August 2022   Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 12 ~ 

 

ADS G1 

  



Prestbury Parish Magazine  August 2022 
 

~ 13 ~ 

 ADS C1 

  



August 2022   Prestbury Parish Magazine 
 

~ 14 ~ 

Book Review 

Small Pleasures by Clare Chambers  

Weidenfeld and Nicolson (9 July 2020) 

 

Jean Swinney is nearly 40, unmarried, living in the suburbs of South East London with her 

petulant, possessive, widowed mother in the late 1950s. Jean works as a feature writer on a 

local newspaper, writing articles for the women’s pages on gardening, cookery, household 

tips, and so on. The dull routine of her life is limited, loveless, and lacking; small pleasures 

are all she has to relieve the lonely tedium of her days. She is a very ordinary woman – yet 

Clare Chambers has made her into a fully-formed and fascinating character. The reader is 

quickly drawn in to the realism of Jean’s existence and rapidly warms to Jean’s good-

hearted, honest and reliable nature. You feel that she would not let you down, and you 

soon long for her to have just one chance for a full and happy life. 

When a young Swiss woman, Gretchen Tilbury, offers her story to the local newspaper 

that Jean works for, the editor, thinking that this is likely to be a story of short-lived 

interest to women readers and to give Jean something a little different to do (since he is 

rather fond of her in a fatherly way) sends Jean to investigate. Gretchen claims that her 

daughter, Margaret, is the result of a virgin birth. The editor, and Jean, is highly sceptical but 

Jean sets off dutifully to interview Gretchen with as open a mind as she can muster. Is 

Gretchen self-delusional or an attention-seeking fraud? Or could this be an actual, real-life 

miracle?  

Unexpectedly, Jean becomes steadily more and more involved in the lives of Gretchen and 

her family: she befriends Gretchen, becoming her confidante; she is charmed by Margaret 

and adopts a surrogate-aunty role, treating Margaret to presents and days out; and she falls 

in love with Howard, Gretchen’s gentle, intelligent, but unhappy, husband. Jean struggles 

against this passion, but is only too aware that this could indeed be her only opportunity for 

happiness. She has no wish to damage her friendship with Gretchen or the contentment of 

her relationship with Margaret, her only glimpse into the fulfilment of motherhood. Jean 

has, in fact, previously had a disastrous affair with a married man which left her broken and 

alone. She, surely, would not want to repeat that experience. And then there’s her mother 

to think of. 

This finely written, tender, and absorbing novel is enriched by its use of well-researched 

period details, careful characterisation, and, moreover, by the sense throughout of the 

delicate fulcrum upon which hopes, dreams and expectations balance. The novel explores, 

with exquisite poignancy, how easily and suddenly life can change, for better or for worse. 

Strongly recommended. 

Ros Davie  
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Safeguarding Training 

Tuesday 16th August at 2pm   Foundation Module training session is to be held at 

St Nicolas Church. It should not last longer than 2 hours and is primarily for those 

members of our congregations who require this level of training for the roles they hold. 

Linda Biggs 

 

GARDEN TEA PARTIES at 2.30pm 

Wednesday 10 August and Tuesday 16 August in a garden (see notice sheets for 

venues).  Endless tea and cake, and a raffle ticket all for just £5.  The proceeds are divided 

between CCP and St Nicolas Church funds. Another time to chat with one another. 

 

WELCOME ON WEDNESDAY 

Wednesday 17 August 2.30pm. There will be 

home-made cake, tea or coffee for £2 and the 

chance to meet friends and talk. There are many 

people who have missed this time for a friendly chat, 

so please come along, maybe bringing a neighbour? 

We hold these gatherings on the third Wednesday of each month at 2.30 pm for an hour 

or so in the coffee room at St Nicolas.  See you soon? 

Janet Ford  
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TIMES OF CHURCH SERVICES 

St Mary’s Church, Prestbury 

Sunday 0800 Said Eucharist 

 0900 Breakfast Celebrate! All-age worship 
 is on summer break until early September but you can still 

come to the 11 o’clock service every Sunday at St Mary’s 
Church!  Fr Nick takes the service, families are specially 

welcomed and there is a Children’s Play Corner for the young 

ones and young at heart 

  1100 Sung Eucharist 

 1st Sunday 1830 Evening Prayer at Capel Court 

 2nd Sunday 1830 Benediction at St Mary’s 

 Other Sundays 1830 Evening Prayer at St Mary’s 

Thursday 1030 Eucharist 

 

St Nicolas Church, Prestbury 

Sunday 0930 Sung Eucharist 

Tuesday 1000 Said Eucharist 

 

All Saints Church, Pittville 

Sunday 0800 Said Mass 

  1030 Sung Mass 

 1st & 3rd Sunday 1830 Choral Evensong 

 Last Sunday 1830 Choral Evening with Benediction 

Thursday 1115 Said Mass 

 

St Lawrence Church, Swindon Village 

Sunday 

 1st Sunday 1030 Together @ 1030 

  1830 Holy Communion 

 2nd Sunday 0915 BCP Holy Communion 

  1830 Evening Prayer 

 Other Sundays 0915 Holy Communion 

  1830 Evening Prayer 

 

St Mary Magdalene Church, Elmstone Hardwicke 

Sunday 

 1st Sunday 1045 Holy Communion 

 2nd Sunday 1045 Family Service (no communion) 

 3rd Sunday 1045 BCP Holy Communion 

 4th Sunday 1045 Family service (no communion) 

 5th Sunday 1045 Celtic Communion 
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August 2022 Diary 

Thu 3 1500 Visiting Bellringers from Coventry St Mary 

Wed 10 1430 Garden Tea Party tbc 

  1900 Sunset Celtic Communion St Mary Magdalene 

Mon 15 1000 Monday Club Uckington and Elmstone 

Hardwicke Village Hall 

Tue 16 1400 Safeguarding Foundation Training St Nicolas 

  1430 Garden Tea Party tbc 

Thu 18 1400 Friends of Highnam Church visit All Saints 

Fri 19 1300 Burial of Ashes of Graham Jones St Lawrence 

Thu 24 1900 Sunset Celtic Communion St Mary Magdalene 

     

 

 

 

Regular Events 

Sundays 09:00 Breakfast Celebrate! 

    Taking a summer break 

St Mary’s Infant School 

Mondays 15:45 - 17:45   Helen Gill Ballet St Nicolas Room & Hall 

Tuesdays 10:30 Coffee Drop-in St Mary 

 10:30 Chatterbox St Lawrence 

Wednesdays 18:00 - 19:30 36th Cheltenham Brownies St Nicolas Hall 

 19:30 - 21:30 Musica Vera Rehearsals St Mary 

Fridays 09:00 - 17:00 Art Group St Nicolas Hall 

 10:00 - 12:00 Coffee, Chat ++ URC, Deep Street 

 18:00 - 19:30 38th Cheltenham Brownies St Nicolas Hall 

 

 

A Sunday Service is streamed on the internet each week. These and other services are 

recorded so may be accessed later by those who cannot watch them live. You may find 

details of these on the North Cheltenham website and on the team’s YouTube page - 

https://www.youtube.com/NorthCheltenhamTeamMinistry 

Go to www.northchelt.org.uk for the latest news. 
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August 2022 Calendar 

SUNDAY 7   St Lawrence 

SUNDAY 14   9th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 21 10th Sunday after Trinity 

SUNDAY 28 11th Sunday after Trinity 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Isaac’s faith brings fresh hope on social media  

We have not got our regular “Bible Page” of reflection on a verse that someone has felt moved to 

write, and so … 

This article is reproduced from the August issue of “The Messenger”, a monthly publication from 

the Diocese of Gloucester. 

 

In our #OneDiocese blog this month, we asked 14-year-

old Isaac Irvine, from Dursley, about the impact that 

social media has on the lives of the young people he 

knows, and how his faith leads him to see things 

differently.  

 

 

“Social media has a big impact on how young people view themselves in my school. I know 

a lot of people who have self-harmed – more than I can count on my fingers. If school, 

church, family, friends, don’t address it, it gets worse. There are a few people that I’ve been 

able to have chats with about the self-harming, using my perspective as a Christian to 

explain things, and they have actually stopped doing it.  

“When I put a post on social media, I am doing it with the idea of posting to a specific 

person, hopefully to make them feel happier and make their lives a little better. I find that 

lots of other people my age can be quite extreme in what they post – they want to put big 

messages out to a lot of people, to get more followers and be seen as more popular.”    
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Isaac’s preference is for a low-key social media profile, mostly focused on 

posting pictures of animals or origami dragons, a hobby of his.  

“I think the way I post on social media reflects my character – I don’t ask people for 

anything; people can choose whether they want to be involved.  

“Everyone knows me as quite a nice guy. If someone posts something negative about me, 

either they didn’t mean it or they did, but I know God has forgiven them, so I try to do the 

same.”  

Isaac’s faith gives him a calm and quiet confidence, based in the certainty that 

God is looking out for him. 

“I see my faith as very contemporary. It’s not a ‘hardcore faith’, more relaxed and laid-back. 

Sometimes I feel like everything is going great, but actually I am drifting away from God. But 

I know God will always pull me back to him. There’s a lot of reassurance in that. 

“I would say I’m open with my faith at school. I try to break the stereotypes that my friends 

might have about Christians. Lots of my friends are part of the LGBT+ community and they 

often have a stereotype of what churches are like. They think of church being full of older 

people and people who might not accept them for who they are. To some extent, I agree 

with them – if they went to church, they would be welcomed … but there’s a world of 

difference between a welcome and being truly loved and accepted with open arms.  

“I don’t think it matters too much whether people know I’m a Christian or not, I just like 

to think that when someone’s having a hard time, and I offer them a hug, that they can get 

to know a little of God through me.  

“I believe that every single one of us is created in God’s image and God wants us all to be 

who we were created to be – to boss it yourself! We have no reason to aspire to be like 

anyone else, except God. I believe that if everyone truly knew that, there wouldn’t be as 

many problems.”  

Isaac says that his church is very open and willing to accept different 

demographics and to do things differently. It’s a model that he hopes more and 

more churches will feel challenged to adopt.  

“Times change, and church needs to change with the times, or there won’t be anyone left in 

the church.” 

  



 

 

Parish Directory continued 

Children’s Work 
Linda Biggs 510856 

linda.biggs@prestbury.net 

Safeguarding Officer 

Linda Biggs 07526 498584 

Parish Magazine 
Editor: (vacancy)  contact 515941 

magazine@prestbury.net 

Advertising & Sales: Richard Johnson 707729 
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 

 

 

 

 

Copy Dates and Themes for Future Magazines 2022 

 Issue Copy Date Theme 

 September Sunday 14 August Amateur Dramatics 

 October Sunday 11 September Ornaments 

 November Sunday 16 October Shops 

 December / Jan 2023 Sunday 13 November Recipes 
 

 

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

The copy date is usually the Sunday 2 weeks before this, but  

there may be scope for some flexibility. 

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

2 Honeysuckle Close, Prestbury, Cheltenham, GL52 5LN 

or preferably by email to magazine@prestbury.net 

 

September 2022 Magazine 

Please send copy by   Sunday 14 August 2022 

Theme:   Amateur Dramatics   
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