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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 eight pages only, with limited colours. The first edition was sent 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 on Jane Street, a 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 new things in order to keep improving. The magazine you now hold 

in your hands has grown into an impressively 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 writing elsewhere. All authors and artist retain copyright of 

their work 

• Credit the artist or author when quoting them 
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Issue 50 Prologue by Alex J. Anderson 

Bethany Christian Trust has been trying to do its very best to care for and help homeless 

and hurting people and has been doing so for quite a long time. I don't know the full story 

but I do know a fair bit about Bethany Christian Trust's The Bugle. It is a magazine with a 

history, for The Bugle has reached issue number 50 and that means it has been on the go for 

nearly fifteen years. 

Bugle Writers are ordinary people who have come to learn how to write and make friends, 

and move on to better things with no hard feelings. Are we not all wanting to be helped to 

improve our lives? 

The current writers have been together, long enough to be good friends and capable writers. 

I know this because I am one of the longest serving writers in the current group and it was 

because of that I was asked to write this Prologue. 

It was pointed out to me that reaching Issue 50 is like having a gold award of longevity, and 

lasting friendships, that have stood the test of time. It can be even more well thought of 

when one considers that The Bugle is given for free to charities and places where the 

homeless can read it. 

I was an angry man when I first joined The Bugle, but good friends and being allowed to 

speak my mind led all of us to think over what we want to say and be constructive with our 

social criticisms.  We are a mixture of confident poets, and article and fiction writers, but the 

main feature is we all care for each other and, for me, that is the Gold of having reached fifty 

issues of The Bugle. Friendship helps people care, share grow so let us hope The Bugle can 

still be there for another fifty issues and keep helping nervous worriers to become the next 

crop of thoughtful Bugle Writers. 

Contents 
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Kindness by Eddie Watt 

I have always believed that kindness is the cornerstone and the fabric of our society and is 

what we all want and because of my personal nature, values, care and belief in the people 

that strive to be able to find the freedom to be kind. For that reason I owe it to the people 

who played their role in my life’s journey from alcohol addiction to homelessness. These 

people have played an important role in developing my skills and knowledge, to support me 

every step of my second chapter and chance of my life with the guidance, support and 

willingness to work with me. Without the ability to accept the gift of kindness from my 

Heavenly Father I would not be as strong to develop as much as possible to be the kind 

person I am. To me personally being kind makes me feel good about myself, there is 

something inside of me that is constantly craving to get the feeling of being loved. 

For me it comes naturally but at fifty years old, now sober over two years it’s still very much 

a learning curve, and a leap of faith in that, and I’m hoping that perhaps people may gain a 

little more understanding that it’s an honourable thing to be kind but at the same instance 

be kind to yourself. It’s a hard thing to do when you’re lonely, when you think that the act of 

kindness will generate your social acceptance. It’s not. I have a mental health condition and 

while I’m not going to allow it to hold me back, I honestly know how much kindness, not just 

from Bethany Christian Trust’s wonderful volunteers and employees, but from complete 

strangers, to the NHS & Police. 

To end it’s important part of being kind to remember that we all are precious, we all are 

valuable, we all are special people and unique in our own particular ways, but the most 

important things we need to remember is that regardless of our past we all are worthy of the 

kindness and love of our Heavenly Father Jesus Christ. It’s never going to be an easy 

journey to walk but with the kindness we can both give and receive the rewards at the end 

are worth the effort. I’ll get there. 

Articles 
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To tell you the truth. I have a lot of 

resentfulness in me but not against 

anyone. I do not want to go into the 

endless list of why and so on. Its 

stems back years and is not just 

about any one single thing. Its too, too complex to even begin to go through or explain in 

words. I know there are countless numbers of people who feel the same. There has always 

been and there always will be, until Jesus puts a final end to it. I hate no one. My 

resentment is aimed at no one. It’s not for anyone to say if I should be or not, just as it is not 

for me to say this about them either. To avoid complicating this any more, I'm just simply 

resentful. Only Jesus understands it fully and will one day cure my resentfulness. I do 

however turn the negativity of it, and the negativity of why it is, to good positive use. 

Resentfulness has its own experiences to teach us as does many other things. We never stop 

learning. I love you all. 

Thoughts 

and Words 

by Graham 

Forrester 

Why can’t people stop getting at each other in 

negative ways? There is a virus going about, but 

there are still wars going on. We can thank our lucky 

stars that they have not yet gone fully global as other 

wars have done. Most of us know what destruction 

wars causes; mentally, emotionally and 

psychologically. People back in World War days were 

in in it together. They did not even know one minute 

from the next if they were going to get killed 

somehow, and many were. No matter who they were, 

or what they were, or where they were. Wars divided 

people, but in some ways it brought people closer 

together; the one for all and all for one. But we do not 

need to try to finish each other off, there are many 

things around us doing that already, like this virus. 

It will not be over until it is over but other dangers 

may well follow. 

A virus like war is trying to divide us all. In many ways 

most of us are helping it along, sadly. Just like a war, a 

virus is trying to kill us all off for no reason but just 

because that is what a virus does. Is that not a good 

enough reason to stick together in any way we can? The 

attitude of people has always affected everyone who is in 

contact with them. I have tried over the years to express 

such a thing on my Facebook timeline, but it is even more 

so now. When it comes to expressing what the virus 

means and so on let me put it like this; I once heard a 

friend express to me what it feels like to be under house 

arrest. House arrest may have a few similarities to the 

virus and shut down, but the only difference with house 

arrest and the virus lockdown is that if you do not go by 

the clear rules that are put out to you, then you’re putting 

lives of others and your own in danger. To carry on doing 

so can result in death. The virus is not a sci-fi story or a 

joke, it is serious for all of us and not just few of us. 

I do not need to be sorry 

to other humans that I 

am not perfect, faultless, 

judgemental, a blame-

gamer, point-scorer, 

fingerpointer, bad-

mouther, a to z better 

than others, fault-finder, 

troublemaker. And 

whilst I am not a person 

who stoops down to those 

low levels, I am not, nor 

do I claim in anyway, to 

be above others. I do not 

have to be ashamed of 

myself for those things 

that I am not. 
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The West Highland Way                       

by Tam Laidlaw 

Last year, my son Tommy and I decided to 

walk the West Highland Way. It's 95 miles 

long and starts at Milngavie, all the way up to 

Fort William. Now the start of the walk is 

quite boring, the only scenery was tattie fields 

and eventually a big grassy area. There were 

a lot of tents as well and I thought to myself, 

this can't be “T in the Park.” Tommy said, “It's 

more like cider in the park dad.”  And he 

pointed out all the empty bottles of White Lightning lying about. Anyway, further ahead 

were the bonnie banks of Loch Lomond which is 26 miles long and took us nearly two days 

to walk. We were sick of the sight of the bonny banks, and to think I drove it in just four 

and a half hours in my Robin Reliant (mind you, the front tyre was a wee bit soft as well). 

As we walked the next part of the journey I bumped into 

another local hiker. I said sorry I couldn't see you as I was 

looking up at that great big hill. He told me it was called 

Conic Hill, but the locals named it Chronic Hill as a lot of 

walkers never made it to the top. He told me they got round 

that as Sherpas came over here for a working holiday and 

they would take all your heavy gear up to the top of the hill 

for £5. He told me “Just give him a fiver, two bob and a milk 

token as a tip.” We were about half-way up when we noticed 

old abandoned ; rusty pots and pans, a tent which was all 

mildew, a rucksack full of moss, empty three litre cider bottles 

and an old brown boot which looked a size 11.  Isn't it funny 

there's always just the one abandoned boot? I said “It makes 

you wonder where the other one got to Tommy” He said, “Dad, 

maybe the 

hiker had a wooden leg!” I told him, “I'll tell 

the (funnies’,) just you get climbing.” 

We kept climbing and were tired, thirsty and 

most of all hungry. At the top of the hill there 

was a big steak and a bag of chips. Only 

kidding, it was a wooden stake with a sign on 

it. It was a cutting from a local newspaper, 

The Highland Chronic-Hill. It read, in large, 

bold print; “New Poundland shop opened in 

Fort William.” Whereas in small print, at the 

very bottom of the newspaper cutting read; “Tourist gored to death by a Highland cow in 

village of Plockton.”  Is it just me, but don't you think the tourist gored to death should have 

been the main headline? 
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Poundland had taken precedence over everything; it just shows you the state of the economy 

in Britain. As we made our way down, we saw two highland coos and a baby coo. I asked 

Tommy, “Which coo was on holiday.” He told me he didn't know. I told him, “The one with 

the wee calf!” In all seriousness, it was a pretty scary situation, considering the week before 

a holidaymaker had been gored to death. This weighed heavily on my mind but I didn't let 

my son know as he would freaked out. Just as we thought it was safe to walk, there were 

around fifty other coos with their calves round the corner. At this point, after giving the coos 

a wide berth, we walked another few miles and in the distance there was a faint rumbling 

noise. My son asked me what it could be and I told him it must be a train as the railway 

track was only about half a mile from where we were. 

We stopped for lunch and just as we were about to eat our snack-pots, there came a louder 

rumble and that's when I realised that there was a thunder-storm heading our way. Without 

hesitating, we took off and tried to out-run the storm to no avail. Before we knew it, the 

heavens opened and lightning bolts were flashing before our very eyes. I told my son to lie 

flat on the ground and re-assured him that we would be quite safe as there was no trees or 

metal fences near-by. Much to my surprise, my son was lying flat on the ground with both 

feet immersed in a pool of water. I immediately told him to take his feet out as water is a 

conductor. 

As we lay, we saw a bothy in the distance and contemplated on making a run for it. On 

second thoughts, we decided to stay-put. Just as well, for after the storm had passed, we 

headed in the direction of the bothy, and to our surprise, the bothy didn't have a roof. With 

the sun now out , we headed for our next destination when we saw 2 donkeys in a field. They 

were in a sorry state, with their scraggy, flea-bitten coats, ears all bitten, rotten teeth, 

overgrown hooves and well underweight. I asked Tommy what those poor donkeys got for 

their dinner and he told me “How should I know!” By this time, a smirk was on my face and I 

just had to look away from him in case I couldn't deliver the punch-line, “Half an hour son.” 

We walked further on, 

and in the distance, in 

big neon lights was 

“Poundland.” Every 

window in the shop 

displayed t-shirts with 

the slogan, “I Walked the 

West Highland Way” on 

them. We bought the t-

shirts to prove that, we 

did in fact walk the  

“W.H.W.” I was feeling 

rather proud of  

Myself; my son is autistic 

and for some of the time 

we had found it to be quite challenging. Having said that, I would do it all again and would 

recommend it to anyone. 
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Self-help Books: Are they just a clever 

marketing tool or do they truly help?          

By Monique Van  Aalst 
Being an avid reader of anything spiritual or psychological 

I’d like to explore more about people’s needs for self-help 

books, in particular my own cravings for self-improvement. 

To better myself so to speak. Saving the world was not part 

of my new year’s resolutions I’m afraid. I would love to be 

able to but as the adage goes ‘Start with yourself and take a 

long hard look in the mirror’. But don’t expect it to be 

flattering especially not after some festive indulgences. 

Usually the  

mirror is brutally honest. Thinking I can get away with 

covering wobbly bits up so I can be in denial about my own physique? I don’t think so. 

How different it is with a self-help book where the emphasis is on self-love, accepting the 

not so perfect body parts and personality traits you feel like hiding most of the time. Where 

do you start with the self-improvement thing? Reading catchy titled self-help books is not 

exactly difficult, it is the actual work required; lots of step by step plans, advice you heard 

before but this time in a cooler and funkier jacket, experts with PhDs who know the 

cracking of the whip. They all promise (no guarantee) a better life, financial abundance, 

brilliant love life, that fabulous toned down physique, fill in the dots. If only you follow up 

their advice. A bit like ‘Do as I say don’t do as I do’. But we are all creatures of habit and I 

am wondering is change really possible as 

the self-help Gurus suggest? 

Intriguing books such as The Secret and 

the Magic by Rhonda Byrne sound like a 

Harry Potter style magic receipt for a life 

changing experience. Or Cosmic Ordering 

and Seven Laws of Success, they all claim 

to have the 'golden ticket' like in Charlie 

and the Chocolate Factory. 

When it all started: the origin of self-help 

books 

It was actually Scottish author Samuel 

Smiles who wrote the 1859 best-seller ‘Self-Help’. He promoted thrift claiming that poverty 

was largely caused by irresponsible habits. He also attacked the government and its role in 

materialism. His book was considered a masterpiece and dubbed "the bible of mid-Victorian 

liberalism" it also raised his profile and he became a celebrity overnight. 

There is also earlier evidence of self-help books dating back to Classical Rome and the 

Middle Ages, mainly instruction books to be strictly followed. However I get the feeling that 

self-help books are more and more a phenomena of the past 50 years and the self-help books 

have taken centre stage in particularly Western society. Some would say with a bit of help  

What is a self-help book? 

This book is mainly written as an instruction 

guide backed up with personal stories of how 

taking these steps have improved the writers’ 

lives. The underlying message is that by 

following these guidelines your life will improve 

dramatically. Most self-help books claim it takes 

an average of 21 days to make significant 

changes. The tone of the books are engaging and 

directed to the reader and written in a straight-

talking or light-hearted way. The intention is to 

show readers how to solve problems. 
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from the ‘New Age movement’. Traditional 

Psychology and Psychotherapy books tend to be 

more written in an impersonal and objective 

mode. Many of the self-help books were written 

in keeping with the self-help support groups and 

drawing peer support to the reader dealing with 

similar problems or experiences. 

Although some authors of self-help books do 

mention the importance of traditional ways such 

as counselling and psychotherapy to tackle deep 

rooted problems, there is an emphasis on what 

the reader could do himself. 

What do the critics say about self-help books? 

Criticism comes from various angles. From 

traditional religions stating that these books 

send out a wrong message of self-importance and 

overindulgence, almost a narcissistic mind set. 

Another commonly shared view by critics is that 

the individual seeking to improve himself may be 

disillusioned when following the various steps 

won’t work out as they are not able  

to keep up the required time. Or they move on to the next self-help book promising exactly 

the same. The danger is that these books could imply that if you are in pain and can’t seem to 

change you can’t blame anyone else but yourself for failing. 

Yet the popularity of self-help books is immense in particular as celebrities are freely 

promoting their self-help book choice as the ‘one with the X-factor’ that will be doing the 

trick. I can’t help wondering whether they are bribed to say that the most famous fictional 

queen in the world of self-help books is Bridget Jones by Helen Fielding who herself is 

considered the queen of ‘chicklit’ (derogative terminology for chick literature where the 

female individual is the narrator). By cataloguing her own mishaps and  misfortunes and 

showing her human side in the process, she's quite relatable to many of us. 

My conclusion 

I believe self-help books about whichever problem you feel like tackling could only be a 

success if you equally are willing to put in the work to improve your life. Reading the book is 

not enough and if the first book doesn't appeal to you because you don't like that some plain 

'home truths' are being shared, it won't help either by moving on to the next 'catchy' self help 

book ' that's out on the market just for the sake of it. It would be otherwise a waste of time 

and energy. Only by finding the time, intention and the required self-discipline (and this 

period of lockdown could be the perfect starting point!) can you truly say whether suggestions 

in the book were helpful and contributed to the improvement of your life. 

What kind of self-help books are out 

there? 

There are lots of various books on the 

market focussing on self-improvement or 

as some critics mockingly say ‘ self-
indulgent books’. 

• Emphasis on improving the self or 

improving your life; personal/

psychological development e.g. 

Susan Jeffers – Feel the Fear and 
Do It anyway. 

• Emphasis on your own journey 

(healing) and your contribution to 

the wider community: spiritual 

development- e.g. Neale Donald 

Walsh – Conversations with God 
(trilogy) 

• Books with a combination of both 

psychological and spiritual 

development: e.g. James Redfield – 

The Celestine Prophecy, written like 

an adventurous spiritual novel. 

Other self-help gurus in this genre are 

Wayne Dyer, Louise Hay, Deepak Chopra 

and Paulo Coelho. 
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The Toasty Club by Anonymous 

Every Wednesday the Toasty Club open its doors to the public of Aberdeen. The main people 

the Toasty Club cater for are the homeless, individuals with addiction issues, mental health 

issues and financial issues to name a few. I myself, who is suffering from addiction issues 

have been a patron of the service. What I found the club gives me is somewhere to go where 

other folk are in the same situation as me. A place where there is a supportive environment, 

where people ask you how you are doing and, in some cases, will be the only physical social 

connection you will have all week. Furthermore, it provides a free meal that may be your 

only subsistence for the day. It provides other necessities that individuals may need such as 

haircuts, assistance with form filling and above all else an introduction to other services 

that people like me never knew existed in Aberdeen. The Toasty Club not only offers 

sandwich and a soup but potentially the initial stages of a person’s rehabilitation as well. To 

me the Toasty Club is a service that is invaluable to people like me, it gives me hope where 

the smallest gesture can go a long way in my mood for the day. It gives encouragement, to 

try and work on overcoming my issues, as I know I am not alone. During the lockdown the 

Toasty Club could not hold these sessions, but in the true spirit of the club they decided to 

drop off meal parcels to service users every Wednesday. Without the club’s work a lot of 

individuals may have been be very isolated. 

Artworks                            

by Monique Van Aalst 

Above: Volksgarten 

Right: Montmartre View 

Opposite: We’re All In This Together 
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All three paintings are of similar ideas, especially the first two. The first is an early form of 

abstraction relating to brain damage and recovery. I did over 700 sketches before I 

attempted painting, so it was a long process that took me over four years.  It's called 5 

Circles and 2 Points Outwith. The circles are broken into sections and reconnected to other 

circles and the two points outside of the circles. It's like the damage done is the broken 

circles but the brain is clever and reconnects, moving around the damaged areas. Even 

though there is repair, the connections have taken an alternative route, so things are never 

the same as before. The two points outwith are external influences. This early form was 

later changed as I removed the outside influences. 

Three Abstract Paintings by Anthony J. Holderness 

These three paintings are the largest I have done since leaving art school in 2002. I paint 

and make sculptures on a daily basis. It all relates to a traumatic motorcycle accident I had 

at 17, 39 years ago! The recovery has been a lifetimes journey. Art is my therapy. 
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The third painting represents the chaos I sometimes find myself in. I call it The Treasure 

Map. A river, a tree, a train a whale, and even The Eiffel Tower are in it. Apart from the 

river at the top of the painting, none of the other mentioned items where there, they 

appeared as the painting progressed, like making sense of the turmoil and giving it 

structure. This work changes with the light. Things reveal themselves at different times. In a 

way, I suppose it represents the somewhat crazy path my life has taken.  
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Two Landscapes by Rosalind Alexander 
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Fictions 
Destiny Calls by Alex J Anderson 

Chapter 1 

Each time I visit Elsa I am welcomed with a brew of 

the newest, sugar sweetened, but milk-free tea.  I 

have not yet found the nerve to tell her I don't like 

tea, partly because her teas are different and are 

quite likeable. Most times a cup of her tea helps me relax.  I feel bolder, stronger, my 

memory seems to be holding information better and I feel every sense is working a whole lot 

harder than it was a week ago.  I am convinced I see better, my sense of smell is so much 

sharper and I am touch more sensitive.  I am sure I am thinking clearer but, surely, that is 

all just how I feel, rather than how I really am. 

We always end up checking out her quite extensive collection of brooches and pendants and, 

like her teas, I keep getting drawn to check out one specific pendant.  Surprisingly it is the 

only one she does not want to share even the name of with me.  I mean brooches are created 

to decorate and be seen, while pendants are supposed to do something to and for the wearer. 

I have no reason to believe it is true but I feel sure the pendant  has many times, whispered, 

at an emotional level rather than a physical and audible level but always it feels 'friendly.' 

I think my obvious interest in it and my questions may have upset her for it never seems to 

be in the same place and each move made seemed to make it harder to find and, now I see it 

is not even out on show. It is that discovery which has driven me to go to the City Library 

and see if they can shed any light on its history and purpose. 

I suppose, as there are so many pendants it should not be too surprising, that the library has 

a very large, thick and heavy book that claims to have drawings and information on every 

pendant known to have been created from the 12th century to today.  I think the librain got 

used to me visiting because it took me twenty one consecutive days to work my way through 

the drawings and, but in the end, I felt it been a complete waste of time and effort for I am 

totally convinced they do not have a drawing that comes close to being seen as her pendant; 

nor is there any information on that most intriguing of so many pendants.  I think that is 

why it has become something of a challenge to me.  I need to seek out its history and know 

its purpose but if she will not tell me and, the library cannot, how am I to learn what I really 

need to know? 

When I handed back the book, for this last time, the librarian asked “Did you find what you 

seek?” 

In my despondent mood, I answered, “No that search was a waste of time and effort.  The 

pendant I seek to learn about is not in that book.” 

She sat up straighter gave me a most curious look as she asked, “Are you sure?”  

I nodded and went to leave almost too exhausted to care that she lifted her phone and 

dialled a number. 
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Chapter 2 

Many teas and visits later, due to a much more active mind and the nagging thought I was 

desperate to pursue, I again went to the library.  With that more active and questioning 

mind I saw the area had been made more secure by the fitting of security cameras and 

recording devices.   

When I asked for the ledger once 

more, the librarian showed she 

was interested by saying, “I 

thought you said the pendant 

you want to know about is not 

listed.  Doesn't that say it cannot 

be a real witches pendant?” 

I was on the point of making it 

known what I felt had happened, 

but then, feeling a need for some 

secrecy, I suddenly recalled she 

had made a phone call     last 

time I had visited. 

I curbed that response, shrugged and said, “I agree with you, that is why I am not searching 

for that pendent anymore, but to see how many pendants have been listed as lost after their 

owners died?”  

I went and sat out of her sight but was able to watch her actions, and saw once again she 

made another  phone call. Just as quickly as she had last time. She was not to know that one 

of my newest skills was to be able to read lips and make sense of what I was seeing, even 

when the lips that were being 'read' were reflected in a mirror.  

I felt I was being rewarded for being extra careful when her lips let me see she addressed the 

caller as 'Master' and said, “As you said he would 'that man came back and asked for the 

pendant ledger again.' He says he wants to know how many pendants got listed as 'lost' 

when or after their owners died.”   

I read her body movement and that let me see she was feeling guilty about making the call 

and I was almost certain that the guilt was due to knowing she was breaking the non-

disclosure-of-library users code. I smiled knowingly, when her lips told me, “just like a wand 

can, a pendant can choose who can find it and own its complete allegiance.”   

I sat up straighter as the thought struck me and I pursued the idea as my chemically alerted 

mind reminded me, 'It was my interest and Elsa hiding it from me that has, with the help of 

those mind expanding 'teas' that she led me to seek to learn all I can about it and its purpose 

and be who I am now?' 

I had come prepared to draw the five pendants I was assuming they could be the 'parts' of 

the one but as each was seen on the page I had no need to draw it for I recognised each and 

saw how they all meshed well together as the single pendant I knew they had become. 

I worked my way through my problem.  
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My very obvious interest in the pendant was what made Elsa move it about as she tried very 

hard to hide it from me, even as she made me more able and aware that I really did need to 

find it.”   I asked myself, “Is this her and the pendant's test of my nerve or ability to own it?” 

As I walked home from the library I pondered the question; was I worthy and the one this 

pendant was meant to serve.  I decided, 'I want to find it and know if I am or can ever expect 

to be deemed worthy of its custodianship and service.' 

Chapter 3  

Just before closing time he entered the front door of the library and approached the 

librarian.   

She did not look pleased to see him but, knowing she had no choice she said nothing. 

He  had her lead him to the security control room and sat at the control panel, before he had 

her, “show me recordings of the pendant seeker and while I watch them, go get me all you 

have on him.” 

The instant she was out of sight he set the video running and raised the volume of the talk 

between the unknown seeker and the librarian.   

He chuckled, proud of himself, but as he was alone, he verbalised his satisfaction when it 

became clear that his thinking was being seen to be quite prophetic., “Those five pendants 

had been given up so that the five could become one special pendant where they had once 

been five.” Now he knew he was right he had to believe the man in the video had seen the 

supreme pendant and that meant he had to know where it was to be found.   

That thought was why he smiled as the librarian entered with her handwritten information 

and handed it over.  Though he had no need, he paid her for her extracurricular service.   

With the name and address known he had a target to chase and eliminate and, by 

succeeding, prove to the pendant he should be seen as its one and only Master. 

He went to the address given and took up a concealed vigilance and every time the man went 

out he followed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He was overjoyed to know his target was unaware of his presence. He thought 'this is going 

to be like taking candy from a baby." 

To be continued…. Look out for The Bugle Issue 51 in December 2020 
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Mr Ketchups Lockdown Meltdown By Rosalind Alexander 

Rosalind sends us the latest topical update on her comic creation Mr. Ketchup and his friend 

Haggis, with illustrations…! 

“Oh no, not another three weeks lock down!” moaned Mr Ketchup. “Twenty more days in the 

dog house. I have reached the ripe old age of seventy plus seven. Oh Tabby, what ever shall I 

do now?” Sighed, Mr Ketchup. 

His friends had been really worried about him lately he had a very dry cough and his face 

looked red as a beetroot. He certainly  looked  a bit under the weather. It meant that he now 

had to stay indoors to stay safe. Nothing else for it.  

Mr Ketchup  was used to being out; he loved to gallivant all over the place. Shops were where 

he liked to go.  His belly would rumble loudly and off he went to the cafe. He couldn’t be 

bothered to cook. Mr Ketchup didn’t  like washing up. He often got scolded for leaving heaps 

of dishes in the sink. As for trash  can, it smelt like rotten eggs. Upstairs, in cupboards were 

stacked all topsy turvy. Everything came flying out all over the floor. Washing piled high. 

Complete and utter chaos. Poor Mr Ketchup, he really got himself into some muddles. 

Mr Ketchup felt a bit peckish, off he went to the cupboard. He sighed Old Mother Hubbard 

Went to the Cupboard as it was bare. 

He opened the fridge and a ghastly 

smell of soured milk filled his nostrils. 

“Puke!” he thought. He lifted the 

bread bin, in which lay mouldy old 

bread.   “That’s torn it now,” he 

thought, “I haven’t a thing to eat but 

porridge and I hate it.” 

Picking up the phone he dialled his 

friend, “Haggis, I am in a bit of a 

pickle. I need you to go shopping for 

me please.” 

“Okay, Ketchup.” Replied Haggis. 

“My bread has gone mouldy and the 

milk is sour,” coughed Ketchup. So off 

he trotted to the kitchen to look for a 

scrap of paper and a pen, but to his 

dismay he couldn’t find anything to 

write with. He tried a drawer, it was 

jammed tight. He heaved so hard that 

the drawer came off its hinges. Mr 

Ketchup went flying up in the air and 

landed right on the trash can. Poor Mr Ketchup! He looked like the cats dinner. He smelt 

awful, a bit like fish stew. “Oh fiddle sticks, why does everything go wrong!?” 
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Cough, cough, he spluttered all over his cat. The poor thing ran for its life. Mr Ketchup slowly 

recovered from his fall he scrambled to another draw near by he wasn’t in the mood for 

anymore mishaps. Mr Ketchup scribbled a long list of shopping  in bright red lipstick  but oh 

dearie me it sounded like a lot of Gobbledygook.  Moments later Haggis appeared and looked 

puzzled. 

“What ever has happened to you?” 

“Nothing!” snapped Ketchup. 

Mr Ketchup couldn’t help but notice the expression on his friend’s face. He went indoors, 

slamming the door shut. It was the worst day of his life and now he wasn’t looking forward to 

more weeks of the lockdown. Off he went trotted up the stairs to the bathroom. Oh dearie me 

the day hadn’t ended it had only just begun. Mr Ketchup  slowly dragged  himself  upstairs 

put the plug in the bath leaving it to fill up. Something caught his attention. Mr Ketchup 

became distracted.  He started sorting out his clothes, but O dear they had peculiar holes in 

them.  He pulled out his favourite pair of tartan trousers.  “Oh crumbs what has happened to 

my trousers. Eeek!” 

Well as you can imagine, it wasn’t  a pretty  site. The moths  made a right meal of Mr 

Ketchup’s trousers. He wasn’t amused. He was annoyed.  Mr Ketchup tided his clothes 

away .hurried into the bathroom to find his bath had gone very cold. Oh Mr Ketchup what 

are we going to do with you! 
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Poems 

Isolation / Connection 
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Trees by Tam Laidlaw 

I talked to the trees, but they locked me away,  

I listened to the rustling leaves as I sat down to pray,  

I shuffled along the lane as the wind blew high,  

I sat down on a log and watched the world go by.    

The wind blew the branches and it made them sway,  

The sunlight trickled through the autumn leaves on that day, 

The reflection of the trees silhouetted on the still water lake,  

The birds chirping in the trees is a sound I’ll take. 

Lonely by Tam Laidlaw 

Have you ever been lonely and felt isolated? 

Do you live on you own and feel deflated? 

Do you think everything is all doom and gloom? 

Do you feel lonely, even in a crowded room? 

Do your thoughts loom so large, and how come? 

Does your mind become fuddled and numb? 

Don’t just sit on your rocking chair and vegetate, 

Get out and about, before it’s too late! 

Look at the pale blue sky, 

Do you see an Admiral butterfly? 

Now look down, because I know your keen, 

Do you see the dew on the grass so green? 

Look at the leaves blowing in the breeze, 

Listen to the birds singing in the trees! 

Look at the water glistening in the sun, 

Listen to the waterfall until the day is done... 
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My Treasure by Monique Van Aalst 

I don't keep in the closet  

or inside a kitchen drawer  

I don't need to navigate   

my way to find it somewhere  

on a remote, desolate island    

I keep it close to my chest  

And whenever  I feel the need  

to uncover  

this hidden treasure  

I will give you the key  

But until then... 

Now I Just Plug In by Mikael 

I let them beat the day dreams out of me,  

now I buy lottery tickets.  

I traded my dreams for the machine,  

and that's why I grumble,  

incessantly,  

Pull the wings off anything that passes in 

the breeze -  

butterflies in jars -  

much to my delight.  

Robot on in stale air rooms night after night,  

after night,  

forget there are stars up above me,  

and that windows serve a purpose.  

That's why I grumble.  

I do so whilst I'm idling.  

I live in a cheap suit,  

In a cubical,  

I yawn out in the suburbs,  

swallowed by the machine,  

and now I just plug in. 

Empty by Rosalind Alexander 

A Ray of hope 

Flickers in the sky 

A small robin cheeps 

Between the leaves 

Sounds of rippling waters. 

Close to my heart. 

A moment in time 

The world stood still 

No busy streets 

No traffic 

Stillness 

But eerie 

What happened 

God silenced the noise 

And the busy streets 

He shut down economy                        

To get our attention 

You don't hear me in the busyness 

Or the crowded streets 

You have ignored my voice 

Time to think about 

Death and life. 

I love you. 

But the choice is yours. 



24 

The Times by JG 

The time, encumbered with the beautiful generous selflessness, a witness of horrible 

selfishness, we see humanity naked and raw.   

Mothers overwhelmed, fathers stripped without knowledge of a tenable future, we are to 

ourselves heroes just to have a finger hold on the cliff and rock of how fragile a 

mountain.   

Delicate are the steps we make to manoeuvre and tiptoe around a monster never to hear 

or ever know, quiet tears, many lost, still, we ask to end or for the end.   

Desperation is more the emotion than the word yet we try to open our hands to whom we 

can for. We try, feeling like we may never be close again.   

We begin to forget the barriers or see the barriers, the hurdle of what this world is 

growing, we suspend our future and we know   

This may fade in time but what will not is the belief that time will fade and our civil 

needs prosper and a nightmare will last as a dream and our soul prospers 

For knowing you will never know what you have until you 

know what you haven’t and nurture all that you must and 

understand what means life. 

A Small Prayer by Mikael 

If the one prayer you ever said was, "Thank You," 

That would be enough. 

If every sunset was mingled with a quiet sense 

You had done better than the day before, 

That would be better. 

If your loved one's always greeted you 

with a genuine, unforced smile, 

That would be a perfect practice run for Heaven. 

Egos drive us to strive for things so trivial, 

But guided by love, 

One will find themselves somewhere 

Blessed indeed. 

Lonely Eyes by Allan Buchan 

When lonely eyes –  

Look through windows 

Lost behind glass and amid reflections 

Another world they see 

Where others blend –  

And make the business of living 

If those eyes were themselves glimpsed 

Mocked they would be 

That they turn away to the shadows 

And no longer steal hope –  

From the presence beyond the mirror 

Flattened by Jon McKim 

Tick tock 

Writer’s block. 

Nothing to say 

Least not today. 

I’ve run out of words 

My thoughts can’t be heard. 

My brain is tired, 

Certainly not inspired, 

No stories to tell, 

My muse, she fell. 

I am bereft 

I am left 

Just dead 

Empty head. 
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New Found Belief by Paul Stirling 

Growing up, I never really believed in God, 

Reaching out for Him now, feeling like a fraud. 

As a child, however, I did attend Catholic schools, 

Too young to listen, I knew I was a fool. 

Before turning to God, I used to scream and yell, 

When in fact, all I need to do was ask for help. 

I did, and now I have been blessed with a second chance, 

For my life and future, I have big plans! 

I went into this blind, didn’t really have any intention, 

Searching for guidance, and a bit of redemption. 

To many signs to say, it’s a coincidence, 

Each time, He proves his love with every incident. 

Knowing He is there, is such a big relief. 

You can be like me, with a bit of belief. 

Admitting you’re powerless is an absolute must, 

Giving your life to God, your love and trust, 

You’ll never know what you could achieve 

Unless you follow these steps and truly believe. 

For God is in my life now, and He is staying, 

I owe it to him and I’ll keep on praying. 

Eve by Allan Buchan 
 

The eyes of the forest 

Watched her climb 

Seclusion 

In a tree’s encumbrance 

Higher 

Lonelier 

A different view 

With every descending look 

Teased with curiosity 

The tainted fruit 

Pulled her upwards 

Harvested and sample 

Succulent and forbidden 

A bittersweet flesh 

Awakened the mind 

To false ambitions 

The soul weakened 

By a plague of desires 

Unfulfilling 

Yet never ceasing 

Unless 

A gift 

Wrapped in grace 
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The Beat Poets of New York City by Mikael 

You made it sound enchanting;  

All those beautiful words  

Scattered like stars throughout you books.  

I wondered around you cold water flats, 

Climbed with you, up the graf encrusted stairs, to the top floor,  

Like possums climbing trees to reach the moon.  

Your fourth floor magical hideaway from the city,  

Incessantly grumbling to itself below.  

I warmed my hands a little over the gas stove,  

Read by candle light,  

The candles shoved in cheap wine bottles, 

Wrapped myself in blankets, 

Like a hunting warrior, to keep out the cold, 

The cold from broken windows, 

Taped over with newspapers from someone else's bin. 

This life was so magical to me, 

In my the cheap suburb, aged thirteen. 

Having lived these moments in real life now, 

Moments that fell between the good times, 

Like cracks in the concrete, 

I can assure you there is no romance in the streets. 

I never made it to New York. 

A friend once ventured, 

On credit card, for three weeks. 

Had the time of her life, 

Didn't begrudge that it took 

Two years minimum wage to settle the debt. 

But she said it was nothing like  

Leonard Cohan's 'Songs from a Room,' 

And CBGB's had already shut, 

Had become a bank, 

And she said everything was in colour, 

Not in black and white like our coffee table books. 

She said she danced and danced and danced, 

Forgot all about the tenements she had gone out to see, 

Because you don't have to travel to see the bad part of town, 

The forgotten worlds, 

You just need to stumble somehow, 

And you find the cracks in the footpath along the street, 

Growing like mushrooms, 

Never getting fixed, 

Slum landlords with hammers and evil grins, 
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Pawnshops instead of florists, 

Bookies, bottle-o's and messy vandalism. 

I know you only wrote about the lack of hot water 

Hoping the royalty check would set you free, 

Letting you settle down in an unbroken street, 

And I don't blame you one bit. 

I know that having no hot water in winter is no fun. 

When we were fifteen, 

We washed dishes to pay the rent, 

Thought we were George Orwell 'Down and Out in Paris and London.' 

We didn't know how to turn on the old gas cooker, 

Our girls didn't either, 

We used the neighbour's microwave across the street. 

Had no furniture, 

But built a mini-ramp in the living room, 

Plundered from off-cuts we had found in the street. 

We didn't care about the broken toilet, 

Went to the back yard, 

Or used the shopping centre down the street. 

We removed the stairs and used to climb up to get in, 

Turned it into a tree house, 

Lowering the ladder to the visitors we wanted. 

Lowering a bucket to the landlord with the rent in. 

He didn't care either. 

And I cannot remember not smiling. 

 

But coming full circle, 

Turning forty, 

After years living in domestic bliss, 

Falling suddenly, 

To find myself in a cheap flat, 

In a cheap part of town, 

With a broken stove, 

Broken windows, 

Stains on the carpet like a TV murder scene, 

And a slum landlord much younger than me. 

It wasn't fun anymore. 

It was just proper shit. 

And I kept asking myself, 

"How did it come to this?" 
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Lost (No Reward Posted) by John McKim 

Today I saw a teddy bear 

Still fluffy and bright white 

In the doorway of a stair 

Lying there, a forlorn sight. 

I wondered how long he’d last 

Before he was dirty, tattered and torn. 

Were his hugs all in the past? 

Or would he be rescued in the morn? 

Still, toys can’t feel the cold 

Nor the freezing rain. 

While his fur might turn to mould 

At least he can’t feel the pain. 

The fear of being rejected 

Of your friends being gone, 

Of being abandoned, neglected, 

Of being pushed aside, trod upon 

Of being called useless and old 

Of being considered junk 

Of being tossed out of the fold 

Or hit ‘cos someone else is drunk. 

But maybe (somewhere) a child is crying, 

And looking everywhere 

While their parents are trying 

To remember where they left the bear. 

Maybe he will be brought home 

Given hugs, kisses and smiles, 

And when his child is alone 

They will share his journey’s many miles. 

A safe place, a place to rest, 

A place where he belongs 

Where he can do what he does best 

And be missed when he is gone. 

Oh teddy bear, you know it’s true 

These streets are not for you. 

Oh little bear sitting all alone 

I hope you make it home. 

Community Helps You Hope by Aja 

Community is somewhere we can all belong  

Able to sing the carer's song 

If we prove we are ready to stand tall 

And offer a hand to one and all 

Not for selfish, prideful, gain 

But to try to relieve another's pain 

So they can get to feel they can belong. 

Each time we offer a helping hand 

So that the fallen can stand 

They rise seeing someone really does care 

And that can make them wonder if they dare 

Try to see if they can do more than just cope  

For seeing you are cared for inspires hope 

And the desire to be part of a caring community. 

As the selfish stand alone 

Are they not going to groan 

Because they feel forever an outsider. 

Photography Credits 

All garden and flower photography by 

Rosalind Alexander. All other 

photography courtesy of 

www.canva.com 
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Looking Inward by Rosalind 

Alexander 

I never felt so calm 

As I entered the rose garden. 

The vibrant exotic colours, 

The shapes, 

The smell of fresh perfume, 

Enchanting, 

Inviting, 

To a quiet place of 

tranquillity, 

A moment of contentment. 

Lost in wonder, 

The beauty, 

The outward beauty of 

nature; 

Temporary, 

Short lived. 

It reminded me of a lasting 

beauty, 

One on the inside, 

Created by God’s perfect clay, 

After all God made us to be in 

the likeness of his image. 

Sometimes that inward 

beauty can be dented 

by our impulsive behaviour, 

That’s why God reminds us to 

do be in the world 

but not of it. 

If we are in Christ the old 

nature has ceased the new 

one has begun. 

It’s Okay Not To Be Okay by Paul Stirling 

After 25 years on Earth, I can finally say clearly,  

Being ashamed and too proud, I lost everyone I loved dearly.  

Punishing myself daily, too afraid to speak out,  

Pain and anguish inside me, I want to scream and shout.  

My battles with mental health and struggles to accept,  

Being labelled and branded, I was scared to loose respect.  

Turning to drink and drugs opposed to asking for help  

This all changed when I was imprisoned at HMP Addiewell.  

Walking into my cell that night, overcome by fear,  

A million thoughts circling, that I didn’t want to hear.  

Waking up next morning, something seemed to click,  

I knew what I had do like the flick of a switch.  

I wish it had never taken me so long to realise,  

But its better late than never, no more lies.  

Mental illnesses are very real, they shouldn’t be taboo,  

They come in all shapes and sizes, many like me and you.  

My time hear in prison, I’ll use as a lesson,  

I still have my life and kids, that a blessing.  

Trust me, that no matter what people say,  

It’s okay not to be okay. 
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A Poem After My Baptism (20/01/20) by L. Ross 

Just for now I'd like to talk about ships  

That's right "ships"  

Those great big things that take hundreds of passengers -  

wide eyed with anticipation 

on journeys, to far places -  

and sometimes into the unknown. 

This place here was my ship, taking me on a journey, 

"At the beginning" I didn't know where the end was going to be.  

then there are -  

"ships" that pass in the night.  

Hundreds of passengers going in different directions.  

Just like us again,  

For a little while we touch each others lives  

And then move onto where our journey takes us.  

But, the greatest "ships" of all are:-  

"FREINDSHIPS"  

Friendships from the people  

I know and love just like the Lord, 

Who can anchor me down                  

When I feel Like drifting away.  

Friendships in the place of the Lord  

Offer me a safe haven  

I can go to when things get stormy. 

Thinking of Jesus Another Way by Graham 

Forrester  

Have you ever thought of Jesus this way? 

If no one loves you, 

Cares for you, 

Understands you, 

It does not really matter 

Because all of these good things 

(That someone may or may not do) 

Jesus does them all and more, 

He always has and always will. 

There is no better person to do all that and more 

than Jesus 

Have you ever thought of this also? 

He is there knocking on you door but will not enter 

unless you let him. 

He answers prayers in his own way as, after all, 

He knows what is best for us. 

He treats us with respect in every good way. 

At times, it is as if He was humbling himself to us 

when it should be us doing it to Him. 

But that and much more is all in His love for us. 

How great that love is. 

Amen 
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A Quiz Less Ordinary by Alex J. Anderson 

Alex has sent in this quiz of sometimes silly, sometime surreal questions to tease your mind. 

Email  or post your answers to  the addresses at the bottom of the page. The cleverest, 

funniest, most poetic responses will be published next issue…. 

(a)  You have an empty room that looks to be square or rectangular.  With nothing but a 

single, guaranteed, 90 degree frame, describe the quickest way to check the room is a 

rectangle or square? 

(b)  When asked an unanswerable question, in the least number of words, how can you make 

a sensible sounding answer? 

(c)  Having crossed your fingers; you make a guess at how to make a repair, you see you have 

the tools for the job, what is the first thing you should do? 

(d)  In a room full of people, all seeing the same problem, what do you have that is different 

from all of them? 

(e)  In any house, name a minimum of four things all empty rooms must have in common? 

(f)  Out on the street, when some people see and meet friends why do some touch their hat 

brim and smile? 

(g)  You are in a park.  It is a warm, summer’s day and on a large stone a squirrel nibbles on 

an ice cream cone.  Why is that a clear sign of some disappointment? 

(h)  What are the one or two words that can best describe someone living next 

door?  Nuisance or bloody nuisance does not do it because that person can be anywhere. 

(j)   What two actions are almost guaranteed to lighten a day of enforced isolation, even when 

done at a distance? 

(k)  Was this quiz challenging, fun, too annoying to let you get this far, or has it lightened 

your day? 
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Trust Me 

I can’t fight your battle, 

It’s only yours to fight. 

But through the storm 

I hold your hand. 

I will carry you 

in the palm of my hand. 

www.edinbughbugle.com 


