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About the Bugle 
The Bugle is our mouthpiece which alerts readers to matters which we feel need attention, and at the 

same time allows us to explore our creative skills—whether though writing poetry, artwork, cartoons or 

other means of expression 

Our History 

The first edition was let out on an unsuspecting public in November 2005 and at that time it ran to 8     

pages only, with limited colours. The first edition would go round the various Bethany units—such as 

Bethany House in Couper Street, and encouraged people to put their thoughts down on paper. It was 

sometime later that the Bugle would have its own dedicated slot at the old Learning Centre in Jane 

Street—the converted church hall right opposite Rikky’s Music Shop. 

People come and go, depending on what life has to dish out to them, yet it’s encouraging to note that for 

a good while now there have been a dozen or so regular contributors to the magazine. We gratefully 

acknowledge all the financial help which has come from several sources. 

We are always learning something new to keep improving. The magazine you now hold in your hands has 

grown to an impressive, colourful and glossy production which we are proud of and which we hope you 

enjoy. 

Our Mission 

We are a creative, welcoming, open-minded and supportive group of people who may have experienced 

homelessness and are supportive of the issues surrounding homelessness. 

We aim to promote free and open communication which connects with others through creative writing, 

journalism and visual art. We hope to encourage others to think about issues that are often hidden. We 

produce a magazine which reflects real issues but goes deeper than the current trend for ‘reality.’ 

Our Reader Agreement 

In keeping with our mission, we have developed guidelines to help encourage an innovative and         

trustworthy environment to publish our material in. 

We promise to… 

 Provide hope, honesty and positivity 

 Refrain from making discriminatory comments 

 Place warnings on articles that contain adult content 

We ask you to… 

 Respect other people’s viewpoints 

 Give us the benefit of the doubt regarding spelling, grammar and writing 

 Do not use our images or articles elsewhere. All authors and artist retain copyright of their work 

 Credit the artist or author when quoting us 
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Thanks to our Funders 

Our Community Development work is made possible thanks to the generous support of many individuals, 

communities, partner organisations & supporters. We acknowledge the support of the Scottish 

Government through a CYPFIEF and ALEC Fund Grant 

Copyright All right reserved 2020 

Your Feedback 

If you would like to know more about the Bugle, comment on what you have read or to 

submit an article, then please contact us at: 

 bugle@bethanychristiantrust.com 

 0131 454 3119 

 The Bugle, 65 Bonnington Rd, Leith, Edinburgh EH6 5JQ 

Disclaimer 

The views expressed in The Bugle are not necessarily those of Bethany Christian Trust. 

Front Cover by Rosalind Alexander 

Back Cover by Mikael 

Contents 

From the  

Heart: 

Non-

Fiction 

and 

Opinion 

Visual 

Art 

Poetry 

and  

Fiction 



 

4 

From the Heart 

Christian Aid Sale by Mary Morrison 

This morning I had a letter advertising the 2020 Christian Aid sale and asking for my help  which I have 

given before. It is a sale of second - hand books and is held Saturday to Friday in the second week of May 

in St Andrew’s and St George’s West Church at the end of George Street, before you come to St Andrew’s 

Square. The woman who is in charge there is devoted to the cause. 

What cause? Christian Aid is an organisation that helps needy people all over the world. Any kind of 

disaster that occurs anywhere earthquakes, volcanoes or famine, Christian Aid will be there to help. Last 

year’s book sale sent £100,000. 

It is the biggest fundraising event in Britain. Most books are second hand and sometimes something very 

valuable turns up. Pictures and paintings are also welcome and there is a follow-up sale of these with a 

coffee morning in November. 

This year I will be helping to sort the books in April. We arrange them by subject in sections with tables all 

over the main church. Tea, coffee and food are always available in the under croft downstairs. 

Before that I will be helping to send out letters to local churches and interested people, giving them dates 

and information. In March there are two days addressing these envelopes. There are several people 

working together and it’s pleasant. 

So I will be doing my bit this year to help the needy of the world and I look forward to it.   
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My Story by Dibor Sene 

I am a refugee in the UK. I came to the UK in 2016 and life was up and down. I have tried many times to 

settle down but it was too hard. I did not get help as I needed and ended up in Scotland where I was 

homeless but Bethany has taken their responsibility to help. 

11th February 2020, I have done my wee meeting with a project worker in Bethany House, 12 Couper 

Street. She gave me food and a room to sleep for one night. The next day I have done my big interview 

with Bethany and they said I can stay as long as I want. 

I got support worker, who was really kind. I cannot describe how kind this person is. She helped me a 

lot and all of the member of staff have tried their best to make me settle down in the house. Today I 

got a temporary flat where I feel safe. I got somewhere to sleep. I did not spend a pence to get 

somewhere to sleep and they keep in touch with me. I got a befriender, I got lot of true love from this 

community. I continue to follow what life give me, but I can say that there is a big difference to things in 

my life when I met Bethany. I am Muslim, but I promise everywhere I will be I will pray for Bethany to 

achieve their dreams as they have done for me.  

My dream since I was young was to visit the new Camp Nou Stadium. My support worker went for 

holiday to Barcelona and  visited the new Camp Nou stadium. She brought me a mug and a keyring as a 

gift, and has shown me the pictures she has taken in the stadium. I was excited that day. I remembered 

that I said to her she was lucky as it’s my dream to go there one day. A few months after an old friend 

contacted me on Facebook and invited me to come to visit Barcelona I could not believe it I manage to 

get a flight and went there. That’s a dream that I have achieved. I was excited, even though it was too 

cold in Barcelona, but once I entered the stadium I started sweating and smiling. People were looking at 

me like wow she is happy.  That’s something that I can’t forget and will keep in my mind for ever. 
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On Hearing and Hearing Aids by Graham Forrester 

I may have said this before, but I am someone who knows how many people have reduced levels of    

hearing ability. This is not a choice for them or me. Loosing hearing is not something we plan or arrange. 

A hearing aid cannot be programmed in anyway or set up, as it may well seem so to others. I understand 

how it is and how it can be so bugging to and for others with full hearing and so on, but it is just as       

bugging to and for those who have hearing problems but those with hearing impairments have to live 

with it regardless. If we have hearing aids, some of us have valid reasons as to why we don’t always use 

them and again that is not always our choice but something we have to do. One example of this is when 

you rely on NHS hearing aids and are only have access to a set of batteries once a month. The list goes on. 

For some people it is not always possible to buy hearing aid batteries and even then hearing aids do not 

and cannot replace proper hearing to its normal level. It would help greatly if people with normal hearing 

would understand this and keep it in mind. Plus hearing loss can happen to anyone at any age any time 

and so on. Just like many other things can and do. 

Do Not Mirror Others by Graham Forrester 

Some people are mean because some OTHER people are mean to them, so they just stoop down to the 

same SAD level instead of setting a GOOD and BETTER example. Like sheep following each other into 

DANGER and following each other’s BAD or SAD examples. They think what is the point of setting          

POSITIVE CONSTRUCTIVE BETTER example when others DON’T or it seem to get NO WHERE, but Jesus did 

NOT stoop down to that level or question what is the point of him doing what he did for US NO matter 

what they did to him. 
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A Pilgrimage to Malawi by Derek DeFretas 

We went to Malawi in early January. We flew from Edinburgh on Air France to Charles De Gaulle Airport. 

As we were landing we had to go back up in the air, as another aircraft was taking off. It was a near miss! 

Once we had landed, we stayed at the airport for a while, and then we got an Air France flight to Nairobi 

in Kenya. 

At around 1pm, we experienced air turbulence over Egypt, but we still managed to arrive safely early that 

morning. As soon as we arrived in Nairobi, our flight was called to Malawi. We had to rush through 

customs! We got on the plane around 7am and we were in Blantyre, Malawi, around 9.30am. We met 

with people there who took us onto a minibus which went to the guesthouse where we would be staying. 

At around 1pm we got back on the minibus and had lunch at Blantyre Market. The traffic in the city can 

be a nightmare because of all the people buying and selling. You have to stay in a group to be safe. 

Children are begging on the streets, and it is best to buy them some fruit or some food, rather than give 

them money. Then we went back to the lodge where we were staying, before going to STEKA House 

children’s home and then for Indian dinner in Indian restaurant in Blantyre. The driver waited for us 

outside. We went to church on Sunday, and our priest wore an African outfit he had been given. In the 

afternoon we went to a swimming pool with some of the children from the home. They really enjoyed 

themselves! 

We went to the Safari park outside Blantyre on the Monday afternoon and stayed in a chalet there. We 

took a boat on the lake and saw a crocodile. I got a bit frightened, and nearly capsized the boat! The 

others had to calm me down. Then we returned to our guesthouse. The next day we drove miles out of 

Blantyre to the Skills Centre, that was being built partly through Sunday donations made at St John the 

Evangelist Catholic Church, in Portobello, Edinburgh. It was pouring with rain but we still got to see the 

centre. The floor was being built by a man whose name was Godknows. They will eventually put in sowing 

machines and knitting machines so people can learn these things. It was nice to see the work go on from 

the donations we had raised. You should go! You could also make a pilgrimage there, do some work and 

in the evening, still have time to yourself. The plane fare will be costly but you will be uplifted. If you went 

in the dry season, you could help with the building. Godknows will find you things to do!  

On Tuesday evening we went to STEKA House and had a service as we going back to Nairobi on 

Wednesday. Then we went back through Amsterdam on KLM, and then on KLM again back to Edinburgh 

at around 10am. We finally got back to Edinburgh at around lunchtime on Thursday. 

(Illustration Opposite) “Reborn” By Darrin  
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Visual Art 
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“Going to Bethlehem” Dyptych  by Monique Van Aalst 
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Two Illustrations by Mikael 
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Two Landscapes by Rosalind Alexander 
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I started drawing in 2008. I was told by teachers that I couldn’t draw so I set out 

to prove them wrong. I am self-taught and am now part of many art groups and 

classes. 

Cat and Text by Raymond Taylor 

Widow’s Mite by Darrin 
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Poetry and Fiction 

Raging Storm 

By Rosalind Alexander 

Life is full of struggles 

Take one breath away  

into a restful calm sea 

Sooth your worries   

Breath the ocean air . 

Smell it  

Listen to the waves crashing against the 

rocks. 

Let the wind take charge of hidden anger. 

 Let go  

 Move on  

 Sail with the ocean breeze air  

 Feel the pain subside faraway into the            

     cool night. 

 Calm your soul   

 Peace within. 

Dandy (Memories of the 60s) 

By Tam Laidlaw 

With your pink frilly shirt and silk cravat, 

Your Cuban heels and trilby hat, 

A Lambretta scooter and dressed like a mod, 

All the girls think you’re a gift from God! 

 

With your dark sun-glasses and droopy moustache, 

Your pink velvet jacket is sure first class, 

A wind-up watch with its extra large dial, 

A big buckled belt, it sure is style! 

 

Your long blonde hair and Kipper tie, 

A swagger when you walk and a glint in your eye, 

A confident look and your hips so thin, 

Showing off your teeth with that perpetual grin. 

 

Flowers in your hair and sipping expensive drinks, 

A medallion draped around your neck and your gold cuff-links, 

Hipsters with stripes in the style of candy, 

Who says you don’t look dandy? 

https://hellopoetry.com/poem/3741556/raging-storm/
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If You Ever 

By Tam Laidlaw 

If you ever left me, I don’t know what I’d do, 

My world would fall apart, my heart would break in two, 

I’d read all the cards you gave, I’d read them every one, 

I’d search out photos of the two of us, when we were very young. 

 

I’d keep listening for the door-bell. I’d keep staring at the phone, 

My mind would play tricks on me, I’d be all alone, 

I’d keep glancing at your rocking chair, expecting it to swing, 

I’d listen for your footsteps in the hall, but I wouldn’t hear a thing. 

 

I wouldn’t hear the song-bird, no reason to leave my chair, 

The silence would be deafening, a sound I just can’t bear, 

My life would be so empty, there would be a certain void, 

My home would be a house now, with no woman’s touch employed. 

 

As time passed by, the pain would stay the same, 

I’d awaken from a dream, calling out your name, 

All the while, a trance is where I’d be, 

In a state of numbness and confusion, yes that would be me!! 

Ronnie and Betty 

By Tam Laidlaw 

When Ronnie met Betty, it was love at first sight, 

Ronnie asked her out, Betty said “I just might”, 

They grew much closer as time went by, 

When Ronnie gazed into her eyes, Betty would sigh, 

 

They spoke about “What might have been”, 

Even contemplated eloping to Gretna Green! 

He bought her a ring so that she couldn’t stray, 

They live in a care home, next to Drum Brae. 
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Bipolar 

By Allan Buchan 

Mental illness tolls 

Like a broken bell 

Awkward and alone 

It never blends too well 

When it calls 

No one comes 

Other than to look at the face 

Be careful just in case 

They say 

Be careful just in case 

i 
But there are those who listen 

And listen well 

They don’t hear the ragged voice 

Of a ne'er do well 

But a unique sound 

A melody on trial 

A sophistication of newness 

Free from denial 

i 
Mental illness tolls 

Like a broken bell 

With a schism deep 

Where darkness can dwell 

People gossip 

And feast on sleaze 

With judgement and lack of grace 

Stay away just in case 

They say 

Stay away just in case 

 

 

 

 

But there are those who see 

With indiscriminate eyes 

Who don’t witness ugliness 

To ridicule and despise 

They behold fissures of brilliance 

Where colours shine through 

Chiming of passions 

Honest and true 

i 
Mental illness tolls 

Like a broken bell 

Where bats hang down 

Deaf to the knell 

In a belfry high 

Full of hidden despair 

They tell him that’s his place 

Be careful just in case 

They say 

Be careful just in case 

i 
But there are those who know 

With the human touch 

A sense of belonging 

Makes a helping crutch 

They value the soul 

Of the suffering tones 

Beguiled by the difference, 

They don’t throw stones 

i 
Mental illness tolls 

Heavy and sore 

But the world would be darker 

If their colours were no more 
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Sally, Sweet, Sally 

By Alex J Anderson 

You came to work and care  

I saw how you struggled to fare 

as that man tried to chat up you 

and you didn't know what to do 

as you wanted to let him down gently. 

  

I saw you were getting quite upset 

not knowing how this should be met. 

You might leave never to come back 

and go walk a different track. 

I wondered how do I come to your aid. 

 

I have never ever been bolder 

as I laid my arm on your shoulder, 

looked that man in the eye, 

and with a sad, but real, sigh 

asked him, “Are you chatting up my girl?” 

 

You know that ploy worked well enough 

as he went off in a huff 

but we both know where that ploy led 

as we got into each other's heart and head 

so that we became husband and wife. 

 

I was not the strong man you thought me 

and though I wished I could be 

wanting to know you better 

I changed trying to be a go getter 

all the time hiding the mess that I was. 

 

 

 

 

Regularly a jail bird and failed suicide 

are things I knew I had to hide. 

With my emotions securely locked away 

a good husband felt a strange role to play 

as mostly I just felt guilty for misleading you. 

 

Wife and mother you wanted to be 

and all that I could see 

was one of me is more than enough 

and I didn't know half of the stuff 

that was needed to let me be a good dad. 

 

Instead of playing it by ear 

I made you worry and fear 

so you needed to throw me away 

and only then did I begin to pay 

once more a lonely guilty soul wanting love. 

 

Here I am, decades later, 

still living, a lonesome self-hater, 

wondering what might have been 

if I had just let the truth be seen 

and been the lover we both wanted me to be. 

 

This is not me seeking a second chance 

husband and father is not a dance 

I feel able to consider even at this late time 

both are mountains I cannot climb 

but I do wish I had been more honest back then. 
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Diana 

By Allan Buchan 

This poem is about a woman going through  

transition after a bad experience. 

 

The cocoon 

Emotional fabric woven hard 

Into a womb 

Concealing discriminate change 

Within a constant shell 

Full of fragility and metamorphosis 

That all others are blinded from 

What changes occur? 

To be realised –  

When age has altered 

And the past ravaged 

The pupa hangs time –  

In seclusion; 

Within a threatening environment 

Of hunger for knowing 

And scavengers who would prey 

On the gentleness –  

And vulnerability of the darkling 

A mystical growth –  

Deprived, unworldly and unready 

Birth and adaptation –  

Dependant upon nature’s strings: 

Cosmo – the puppeteer 

And the ultimate leap of faith 

Seasons 

By Prue Fox 

seasons change all the time  

you have winter autumn spring summer  

all are very different to one anther  

my favourite ones are winter spring autumn  

these ones l like  

everyone is different though 

Getting Away From It All  

By Graham Forrester 

A friend of mine  

Said he is getting away from it all for a 

while  

And I said  

I wish I could do the same thing. 

Artworks 

Marbling by Rosalind Alexander 

Pages 14, 16 and 17 
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“New Life” by Monique Van Aalst 

Page 19 



 

19 

Holiday 

By Mikael 

Is not the temporary destination 

But freedom. 

Peace of mind. 

A break from all the  

Sensibilities 

And all the sensitivities 

Going around like flu. 

Away from all the pot holes 

And loop holes 

That line our streets 

Stains get removed immediately. 

For what will the neighbours 

thing? 

Yes, a holiday is something 

Away from all these things. 

I’ve not had a holiday in years. 

The nearest I’ve come is sleep 

Sing and See 

By Alex J Anderson 

I'd love to sing a happy song 

just to see how many want to sing along 

because they feel my pleasure 

see here is a moment to treasure 

as our day feels so much brighter 

 

Do I dare to lead the way 

see if we make a brighter day 

maybe inspire cheerful laughter? 

 

If we don't sing a happy song 

how can anyone want to sing along; 

see there is a chance for pleasure 

and there is a moment to treasure 

or feel our day is that bit brighter   

 

Do we dare to lead the way 

see if we make a brighter day 

maybe inspire cheerful laughter? 

 

If we can sing a happy song 

and someone wants to sing along 

then we two have pleasure  

and a moment to treasure 

for our day will be that bit brighter 

 

Do we dare to lead the way 

see if we make a brighter day 

maybe inspire cheerful laughter? 

TELL SOME ONE YOU LOVE THEM TODAY BECAUSE TOMORROW IS PROMISED TO NO ONE. I love you all 

Graham Forrester 
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