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About The Bugle
The Bugle is our mouthpiece which alerts readers to matters which we feel need attention,
while 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. At that time it ran
to eight pages only, with limited colours. The first edition was sent round 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 even while the pandemic has forced us apart from meeting in person, we have
maintained nearly a dozen regular contributors. As the reputation of the magazine has
grown, people now send in work from all over Scotland as well. We always try to give
everyone who submits work the space for their voice to be heard.
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. We gratefully acknowledge all the financial help
which has come from several sources.

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 in which to publish our material. 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
All authors and artist retain copyright. Do not use our images or writing elsewhere
Credit the artist or author when quoting them
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Editor’s Note
Hello! Welcome to this special edition of
The Bugle Magazine. I’m Sam, and I’m the
Creative Expressions Coordinator for
Bethany Christian Trust. For the past twoand-a-half years I have been supporting
The Bugle by running our weekly sessions
and editing together our bi-annual
magazine. The group is a warm and
supportive place for its members and
volunteers, featuring time to write and
chat, and rostra of visiting author
workshops.
This edition is special, because it celebrates
our exhibition at the 2022 Edinburgh
Fringe. This is the first time the group has
done anything like this, and we are very
excited about our work reaching a whole new audience. The exhibition is all about our
current regular contributors, placing some of their favourite work alongside beautiful
portraits by photographer Ciara Menzies. You will find these portraits in this magazine, as
well as brand new poetry and art work. Thanks for picking up our publication, and we hope
you enjoy meeting us and getting to know us all a little bit better!

Thanks to our Funders
Our Community Development work is made possible thanks to the generous support of
many individuals, communities, partner organisations & supporters.
Copyright All right reserved 2022

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:



samrowe@bethanychristiantrust.com / 07818 893093
The Bugle, 65 Bonnington Rd, Leith, Edinburgh EH6 5JQ

Disclaimer
The views expressed in The Bugle are not necessarily those of Bethany Christian Trust.
Cover and Portraiture Photography: Ciara Menzies Stock Images: Wu Yi (p5), Joshua J.
Cotton (p7), Jose M. Reyes (p8), Roan Lavery (p10-11), Thought Catalog (p12), Adam
Borkowski (p13), Jeremy Yap (p15), Steven Kamenar (p22-23) Martin Adams (p24), Toa
Hettiba (p25), Marloes Hilckmann (p27)
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AJA
A Job Half Done
What is the point of a story left untold
Because it's author is not bold.
Having taken it from his head
Should he not want to have it read
And though carefully typed on to paper
It might as well serve as a cigarette taper
For at least then a smoker gets to benefit.
How can one, having never read it, say,
'This story has just brightened my day'
And want to read more of the writer's work
If in a laptop memory the piece is left to lurk.
Think, all that time and effort gone to waste,
With no reader feeling, 'this is well paced
And something people need to read.'
Please, dear author, take heed,
Let your work plant the seed
And not be a job half done.
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The Ballad of the Deaf Harpist

But now it was demons burned by the score
For now he felt himself doubly blessed,
To be named, ‘The Guardian of The West,’
Living life of friendships, music and magic.

Quietly, he walked on by,
Unafraid, he dared to cry,
For his loss he felt so hard.
No longer was he the sought after Bard,
Because, he thought, his voice was wrong,
And deaf, he could no longer hold his song
To the tune that should entertain
So, though it went against the grain,
He was glad to be one of the unseen.
No longer feted, feasted, making new tunes,
He consulted the ancient runes,
And saw they said, ‘Go on your quest,
For this downturn is your new test.
Will you let yourself be led,
Never sure you will lay your head,
But know this is the turning point in your life,
For you must seek her who is to be your wife,
If you both survive the challenges facing you.’
He went seeking his new duty,
Gladly he met a matchless beauty,
With a very special skill,
One they both hoped will,
See them past the challenge ahead.
Together they let themselves be led,
To find, and fight, the evil incarnate,
As their ultimate most dangerous fate,
And her support was worthy of the risk.
Ears once more made able to hear,
He faced the challenge full of cheer,
For singing was to be his weapon of choice,
And hearing helped to find his voice
Could do what it had not done before.
So, they did meet and he did score
Victory over the Dragon of the West,
And thousands were given joyful rest,
Protected by his music and his partner’s magic.
For the dragon, it might be seen as tragic,
Having been tamed by music and magic,
Seen to fight the demons, keen to take his place,
All wanting to torment the human race.
His fire burned just as fiercely as before,
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NIC

Of The Land
It’s not until I am out of these borders that I really feel Scottish.
I have ancestral pride and a fierceness to defend this country.
But what does it mean to be Scottish?
Am I proud because I understand how it feels to have to shout to be heard, to fight against
those that want to
silence me,
Control me,
Hurt me?
I have never felt I belonged to a specific location.
I am displaced in my cultural roots but connected to the land.
Connected to the landscape –
The mountains,
Deep forests,
Burns, lochs and islands.
It is not the age of enlightenment and cultural progression
nor the battles of death and glory that I am infused with.
It is the pine trees,
The expanse of peat bogs
And the seas of heather where I am my most Scottish.
Because the land was here before us and will be here long after us.
It is the land that has seen, heard, felt the movement of time.
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I did not inherit ancestral customs and traditions,
But feel the connection between the land and the people who lived alongside itIn Gaelic descriptions of landmarks,
Standing stones eroded over time
And the thousand year old Yew trees.
It is in the Celtic story of Bride and the Cailleach where I find comfort in the difficult transition from Winter in to
Spring,
And in the well-worn songs of the women who scutched, hackled and weaved long-cultivated
flax fibres into linen
clothing that endured the test of time.
My passport states I am Glaswegian because I was born there.
My post states I am a Leither because I live there.
My place on this earth is forged in documentation, but it does not represent my belonging.
My Scottishness is not based in written histories of places,
But in the trodden earth I walk every day,
In the presence of ancients who walked before me.
Old Man Heron

(At the River Almond Walkway)
A grey heron stands tall and still on a rock in the
middle of the river.
Feet planted,
Toes spread,
Rooted and centred.
With his head scrunched into his neck,
His long, wispy white-bearded feathers
Lick the gentle breeze whispering around him.
His wings like a long, tapered cloak,
Rest over his hunched shoulders,
As if worn for a hundred years.
He appears knowledgeable,
Content,
Sure of himself.
He is of the old world,
Capable of integrating with all kinds of creatures.
He is sure,
Steady,
Poised.
He has patience
And learned that slow and steady catches the fish.
He knows the exact moment to strike
And does so with grace and dignity.
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The Reappearance of an Unforgotten Love
To the little girl who was left behind,
I am so deeply sorry you had to endure a lifetime of loneliness. Your beautiful and innocent heart should have been held with great tenderness. You shouldn’t have been told you
were worthless. You have the entire universe within you. At 5 years old, you clutched at the
legs of the person you loved the most, tears pouring down your cheeks, wordlessly expressing
your breaking heart, only to watch those feet disappear behind the closing door.
I will never forget the day I abandoned you. I will never forget the day I found you.
Terrified of the light, I hid behind the shadows.
I could hear you but I was helpless. I had gone deep in to my cave until I could see nothing,
hear nothing but my own breath. My lonely heartbeat echoed off its cold walls.
I missed you. Every second of every day I thought about you.
I had gone deeper. The walls narrowed. The ceiling pressed in to my skull. I crawled deeper,
squeezing my way in to the narrowest of cracks. I had become moulded to the stone.
…Until one day I heard a scream.
It reverberated through my entire body and echoed in my heart. I knew that scream. I hadn’t forgotten it. My eyes wide, my ears open, I listened for you. My heart was in my ears.
Another scream.
This time your pain ripped me from the wall. My limbs weak, I dragged my limp body
through the damp darkness. Rocks embedded themselves in my skin, clawing at me to stay.
My arms burned. The walls got further away.
I could breathe.
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I inhaled the cool air. I felt lighter.
Another scream pumped blood in to my legs. Years of stagnation no longer crippled me.
Each scream of pain charging my depleted energy.
I could see light, I could see it.
A tiny speck.
Nothing was more beautiful than this moment.
The speck grew as the light energized my body. My breath became shallow. Cool, fresh air
filled my lungs. I was out. The warm glow of the sun blanketed me. The world became
bright and expansive as my eyes and ears searched for you.
Where were you?
You screamed again.
Louder.

I was close.

Long, thick grass mercilessly whipped my flesh, bleeding me. It only strengthened me.
One final scream pierced my eardrums.
I stopped
My entire body filled with your pain.
I dropped to my knees, clutching my bleeding ears. Silence filled the air.
I crawled, reaching for you, grasping at the ground, my vision blurred by the stream of
tears.
Dirt, leaves, decay, cold earth under my fingernails, rocks, stones, roots, warm skin…
soft hair…

Time froze.
My heartbeat distant.
The river reached the sea. I found you.
Curled in to yourself, I reached over and touched your heaving back. You jumped away,
startled by my presence. Fear filled your body. Mistrust and doubt.
My heart swelled in my chest. I had never seen such a tender, beautiful soul. I looked deep
in your innocent eyes and found your heart.
‘You’re ok. You’re ok.’
Your eyes softened. You remembered. A lifetime of loneliness lifted.
You leapt in to my arms. You squeezed my neck. My arms wrapped around you, holding
you close to me.
My shoulder dampened as your crippling pain turned to love.
I held you tighter.
We had found each other again.
You were safe.
I was complete.
We were home.
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ALAN

Just Another Saturday
It was the defining moment of a long, cold, December night. An undernourished homeless
man, probably in his early twenties but having the appearance of someone considerably older
as he sat shivering under a dishevelled pile of flimsy blankets on the pavement at the corner
of the Royal Mile and North Bridge, gratefully accepted the offer of a warm jacket from
myself and co-volunteer Eleanor Ross.
He tried the garment on and smiled contentedly in acknowledgement of immediate relief
from the bitter cold of the Edinburgh winter. The expression of gratitude on his face made it
all worthwhile.
It was the Saturday night between Christmas and New Year and only my second experience
of volunteering for a stint on the Care Van. My previous outing had taken place on a balmy
July evening and had certainly been worthwhile, given the insight into the problems faced
by people who find themselves in such unfortunate situations. But the sub-zero
temperatures apparent in the Capital as 2013 drew to a close, made the experience
significantly more meaningful.
First stop after collecting the van was Waverley Bridge, where a visibly shivering crowd of
homeless men andwomen descended upon us, their downtrodden ambience providing a sharp
and poignant contrast to the sounds of merriment emanating from the bright neon backdrop
of the festive funfair in nearby Market Street.
Volunteers from the church, George, David and Maggie, opened the serving window and
began dispensing hot drinks while Eleanor and I ventured outside, distributing clothes and
blankets to those who looked most in need.
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The Grassmarket was next on the agenda. High spirited Saturday night revellers mingled
with the homeless people who were camped at strategic intervals outside the plethora of bars
which lined either side of this famous thoroughfare.
As a lady who huddled beneath a blanket at the bottom of Victoria Street gratefully accepted
the woolly hat offered to her by Eleanor, I approached a man begging outside the White Hart
Inn and asked him if he’d like a cup of soup. “I’d rather you helped me with my crossword”
was his unexpected response. “What’s a nine letter word to describe someone who dies
without leaving a will?”
“Intestate” I answered, thankful that the Financial Services degree I had studied for 30
years earlier was finally proving useful and watching his delight as he filled in the empty
boxes on the page of his dog-eared newspaper.
The final stop on the route was North Bridge where the heart-warming reaction of the man
who accepted the jacket provided a marked contrast to the reaction of the final customer of
the evening, an individual who, while drinking his coffee, took the opportunity of expressing
his somewhat extreme political viewpoint in what could only be described as particularly
colourful language. After listening politely to his profanity-filled oratory, I wished him a
Happy New Year as he headed off, into the Edinburgh night but unfortunately his two-word
response couldn’t possibly be reproduced in a publication such as this!
Working with the Bethany Christian Trust Care Van undoubtedly provides a fascinating
insight into the lives of the homeless population of Edinburgh, illustrating the many
challenges which are faced by those who find themselves in that situation.
It also provides volunteers with an opportunity to offer hands-on, practical assistance and
support to those in need and, in some small way, to make a difference to their lives.
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Let’s Get Lost

Flight of Fancy

Explore and adore
The city’s sights
Its quirkiness
The cadence of the river
Culminating into the sea
Let’s follow the street signs
And smell the peculiar aroma
Of a nearby patisserie, coffee shops
Or an upmarket perfumery.

I'm all fired up
I am heading
Past the horizons of my peripheral vision
Last check up
'Ground control are you there?'
All sorted!
I'm a human eagle
Soaring in the cloudless sky
Weeheeee
In mid-air I hesitate
Am I well equipped
For this adventure?
What if the rotor on my head fails me?
Fear grips me
I have no parachute!
Call on God for protection
Angels appear everywhere
I am ready to fly

It’s exciting and terrifying at the same time
The pre-fun starts with studying a map
Will reality match up the street map
Will it be better than expected?
I love being out and about,
On holidays or at home
Roaming these unknown streets, lanes
And boulevards.
Will you receive a friendly hello
Or will you be eyed up you the incomer?

Oh no...
The alarm clock goes off
Again

MONIQUE
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Artworks by Monique:
Top: St Cuthbert's Church
Middle: Smoking Lamas
Bottom: Crown Office
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The Rich Man’s Club
Do you belong in the rich man’s club?
Do you dance with the devil’s investment?
Did you buy your girl with a big fast car?
Was the temple heaven sent?
Is the preacher’s wage bigger that yours?
Do you know the Judas kiss?
When the penny drops and the pound floats
Could it get any worse than this?
Don’t you know the humble score, my friend?
Don’t you know the humble score?
Did you buy your Bible,
Or did you get it free?
For free is the place to be my friend,
For free is the place to be!
Have you lost it all and it’s not your fault,
With corruption at your heels?
Has naked truth been clothed in lies,
And the only power is what faith reveals?
Has death appeared and passed you by,
Knowing he’ll be back another day?

Have you thrown your hand and cashed your
chips,
And found another addictive way?
Don’t you know the humble score, my friend?
Don’t you know the humble score?
Did you buy your Bible,
Or did you get it free?
For free is the place to be my friend,
For free is the place to be!
Has the church door closed when you needed
to pray,
When God housed the bird in sky?
And all you have left is heartbeat,
And the salt from a tear in your eye.
Have you loved and lost being lost in love?
Did the world turn its back on you?
Did you keep going, when there’s nowhere to
go,
Knowing God had an eye on you?

ALLAN

Don’t you know the humble score, my friend?
Don’t you know the humble score?
Did you buy your Bible,
Or did you get it free?
For free is the place to be my friend,
For free is the place to be!
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The Tram Driver Lady Blues
I’m here alone
No one by my side
The road is straight
It’s just one east ride
I know where I’m going
And I’m in control
Just sittin’ in the driving seat
And I’m letting this baby roll
‘Cos I’m the tram driver lady
And you don’t fool with me
You may be flesh and bone
But I’m machinery
My shift is almost over
I’ve done it all
Whatever life gave me
I rose to the call
So all you good travellers
Wherever you may roam
You can only follow me
And I’m on my way back home
‘Cos I’m the tram driver lady
And home is where I’ll be
Gonna see my baby
And he’s gonna see me

You may be from Spain
You may be six feet tall
You may be from France
Or you may be small
You may be happy
You may be sore
But you ain’t getting off my tram
Until I open up the door
‘Cos I’m the tram driver lady
It don’t matter who you are
If you don’t like my tram
Then next time take the car
Takin’ the smooth ride baby
Takin’ the smooth ride back home
Takin’ the smooth ride baby
Like the road to Rome (straight there, no
messin’)
Takin’ the smooth ride baby
Like the rising sun
She’s the laidback lady
With the coolest run
Takin’ the smooth ride baby
Takin’ the smooth ride back home
She’s takin’ the smooth ride baby
And she’s goin’ home
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A Very Weird Pub
I'm sitting here, in the pub with no beer,
With the barman's one eye, and the barmaid's one ear,
The place is so dreary and the people just stare,
The piano plays all by itself and the people don't care.
The barman is Bob the barmaid is Aggie,

And they have been steady since Bob was a laddy.
Bob looks like a werewolf, Ag, Dracula's daughter,
No one gives her a second look, Bob's just glad he's got her.
There's no hands on the clock which hangs on the wall,
There's no need for time, it doesn't matter at all,
The old rusty mirror's been there for a while,
They say someone cracked it, with the ghost of a smile.
The tumblers are all cobwebs, the rafters all dust,
The ashtrays are full and they're beginning to rust,
The tables all shake, all their legs are uneven,
A figure floats by and tells us "I'm leavin'."
The windows have curtains, but they're all thread bare,
There's a painting of an old greyhound chasing a hare,
There's the sound of mice squeaking, coming from the beer cellar,
The barmaid's half deaf, so no one bothers to tell her.
The extractor fan's clogged and the motor's burnt out,
There's empty bottles of McEwan’s, pale ale and sweet stout,
A chandelier with one light swings with the draughts,
A comedian tells stories and jokes, but nobody laughs.
Under the bar is a trough for the men to pee in,
For the women there's a bucket, just for the time bein',
All the tumblers get wiped with a smelly old hanky,
The barman wipes his hands on his apron that's manky.
A big black dog lies next to the fire,
It keeps breaking wind, making the flames go much higher,
A stranger walks in the bar and asks the barman “Is this place for real?”
There's more atmosphere on the moon, a wake has more appeal."
Three cynics sitting in the corner, play with an Ouija board just for fun,
Two of them looked worried at what the board read out, and now there's only one,
At the other corner of the room, four men play three card brag,
One got caught cheating, he took a beating and was burnt in the face with a fag.
Another touched his head and said, "what's this feeling,"
He looked up and blood drips down from the ceiling,
Superstitious? Neurotic? It's not for you,
On the door’s the address is "Thirteen wayward view."
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An oil painting of a wolf, looked so scary and hypnotic,
I's eyes were so piercing that it looked almost psychotic,
As you passed by the painting, your uneasiness grew,
Because the eyes on the painting light up and follow you.
All of a sudden! the piano stops playin',
You could hear a pin drop, I'm sayin',
There's a 1950's jukebox box, it plays music to make you cry,
You could put a two bob in it, but it's not do or die.
There's a seat in the alcove that no one dares go near,
It's said if you sit there, you will always live in fear,
Background music plays all night, it would suit a funeral procession,
It's the type you would hear in an undertaker's, it's morbid and depressin'.

The majority of regulars are slow in the pick-up, they're not very bright,
They like to play simple games that suits their simple plight,
At one table, punters try to do a two-piece jig saw, some are playing snap,
Others must be playing dominoes, because I can hear someone say "I'll have to chap."
Someone asked the barman, "what time does this place close? "
To which the barman replied, “It all depends on how much you can suffer, I suppose."
The pub was called "the volley", the women were a wee bit dolly,
Some of the men were lecherous, the rest were off their trolley.
Most of the women are pretentious, as they sit there drinking liquors,
The type of women who come from Leith wearing fur coats, but no knickers,
The men live in a time warp, they wear shirts like Harry Hill's,
Brothel creepers, donkey jackets and y-fronts with no frills.
A woman stands up and shouts "let's have a party,"
She stands on the table and begins to dance (rather tarty,)
As she starts to gyrate, the table could not take her weight,
She fell on a man's lap who was having a nap, on an empty beer crate.
At the stroke of midnight, everything went silent and calm,
The only sound you could hear passing by was a late-night tram,
The one light failed, somebody wailed, then came a hysterical scream,
There was a very loud pump, it made people jump, talk about a scene.

Among all the horror and mayhem, a woman screams "What the heck,"
The light came back on, only to see, a black caped figure biting her neck,
It sped off into the night, clean out of sight, no one dared to pursue,
She looked in the mirror and saw two puncture marks with blood starting to spew.
As the night comes to a close, you can hear witch's cackles,
The sounds of balls and chains, whips and shackles,
The barman shouts "last orders," then glides through the brick wall,
The barmaid turns into stone after saying "goodnight to all."
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TAM

GRAHAM (aka
Roy Orbison)
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So Easy to Overlook Even Things Like This…

When we hear of people doing good things, it can be so very easy to forget that the person
doing those things might being doing them singlehandedly. Such people are only human.
They have their limits. Even having family members is not always the answer. Family might
not want to know. We can have family who are family by title and birth, but actions speak
louder than words. The same with a person’s friends. A person who does good deeds may be
doing them for years, day and night. They may have no loved ones or friends. This is true for
me, and no doubt many more, and you never hear of us. We are overlooked. I am just one of
countless examples, but the fact that there are many more does not make it right.
There are Kind Hearted People Around…
One night, my friend and I got some things at the Co-op. On the way back, I found I did not
have my keys. After we got back to the stair, a neighbour gave us a bottle of water each, two
boxes of biscuits and some bananas. Then he ordered a take-away meal for him, his wife, his
kids and us! The neighbour is dead kind. At Christmas, we shall get him a Christmas card!
If Only I Could Win an Oscar…
I feel at times, like I am in a big
box office hit movie that touches
the hearts, in a way that very few
things can. No one would ever
walk out of it. The movie is not
only true to life, but it is true in
many ways. It covers around 35years. I seem to be the main star,
along with some co-stars as well.
… but I do not want to this part
anymore, or any part in the
movie. I am not that person.
Taking part in a play, I can do that, unlike real life, I can become someone different. But in
this movie, I feel I am just as I am in real life all the time. A friend said it is a horror movie.
Who knows, I may will win an Oscar!
Doing for others what does not cost money…
There are many things that do not cost money, but they are valuable to some people, even
priceless. Acceptance of a person, and their faults. Understanding them. Showing a caring
heart. Respect. Welcoming and making people feel welcome in good, positive, easy-going and
relaxed environments. People who just want a down-to-earth and all-for-one-and-one-for-all
friendships. People who just want to know you, because they know we are all on this messedup planet together, and that we all have our crosses to bear, many that no one else knows
about or understands. These things, and many more, will help a person move forward. It is
not someone else’s job, it is everyone’s job. Shifting the blame is one of the many negative
things that do not help. Tomorrow belongs to no one. We do not know what will happen then,
or even before then. Just look in the papers and listen to the news, it says it all!
19

breezethirteen
Rant
Credit ratings ads should be banned like
cigarette ads.
Encouragin’ young people to get in debt.
There’s these two ads on telly every
night.
One tellin’ old people to abandon their
children and sell to the bank
And the second ad encourages such reckless spending in the young,
They can’t even buy the family home to
get on the property ladder.
Keeping us rentin’ is no different to
keepin’ us illiterate in the old days.
They like keepin’ us down.
But if we have a phone we don’t care,
So put down the phone,
Demand they bring back lay by
And give yourself a chance.

Artwork by the author
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A Declaration by John

A Poem from the Underclass by breezethirteen

The separation
Of population
By nation
And station,
Enforces discrimination.
Encourages starvation
And desperation.
Global predestination
Negates emancipation
Enforces stagnation
Of civilisation.
Our salvation
Requires population
Cross pollination
And germination
Of imagination.

Last winter
I sold half of record collection
To keep warm
They’re not only the only thing I own
They’re my photo albums
A man shouldn’t have to burn precious photos to keep
warm
The government’s had a 30% windfall tax since 2015
So warm me already
Without me having to sacrifice a part of my soul
Gaia’s Lullaby by John

Hush little planet, mankind will soon pass,
With their digging, their mining, their farming,
Their cities and factories lost in the past
Bringing peace and an end to the harming.

JOHN
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A Whispering Along the Brook

Selfless

A damp and nutted path, wind blows to the east,
Where glassy pools shine brightly on the brook.
The tender green of larch rises up against the dark.
A voice within the forest is all so rare.
While tapering trees lead the way.
The hillside height's look on with mischievous eyes.
Silence and the mongoose blinks and catches it's prey.
While deep in the woods holds a mystery that no one
has understood.!
Except the whisper of the rain.
No sound at all will pass it's door.
The rain has ceased And the sunshine has found it's
resting place.
All is calm on the open pathway---- to heaven..

The art of giving
Is effortlessly
Rewarded

ROSALIND
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Sacred
Trees are tall
Often they hide secrets
They like to whisper
Hug our tears
Hide us from
a busy world
Saving us
Helping us when
we feel stressed
We lean on them
when darkness looms
Beyond shadows
They create a form
Protection
Trees can't humanly speak
They pass time
They grow old
They wither
They die .
Life begins
Sadly ends
But it needn't
It need not be
That way .
God made you
and me
Just like theses
Trees

Danger in Tranquillity
I arose early, wandered in the height of a new
adventure. I gazed deeply into the middle of a green
grassy forest. The roots hid wild vibrant flowers. To
my amazement nervous deer clung together like
clouds heading for a storm. My curiosity got the
better of me. I slowly took one step my, movement
caught their sympathetic eyes.
I wasn't sure if I should quickly take a picture watch the magic. After a moment I decided to stand still. I felt a rush of warm air
tingle down my spine, soothing away my fears. A strong sense of God's presence
touched my inner most being. I heard a voice, “Be
still I am here”.
I stood there for hours – deep in thought. It
reminded me that peace could still find me even
though my life had ruptured in those dark
moments of my life. I longed for restoration, peace,
understanding, but my outward being was
overwhelmed. At that moment I grew tired and
hungry. The deer sensed I was hurting and
surrounded me - protecting me.
They moved in closer shielding me as if I was their
own. Suddenly a loud roar echoed far and wide,
scattering the frightened deer back to a place
beyond my
vision. They
fled one by
one leaving
me behind alone and
vulnerable.
I stood there so scared, shaking and trembling
with fear. Another roar sounded nearer now.
I looked to the
sky it was a
comforting bright orange and I breathed a sigh of
relief. Would my predator now flee? I knew in my
heart of hearts I wasn't any safer in the midst of
tranquillity. My thoughts lingered in the cool of the
night taking me safety home.

All wildlife photography on these pages is by the author.
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From Around Bethany…
As well as our regular group, the magazine often receives submissions from people involved
in Bethany Christian Trust across our services. Each edition, we make space to make sure
we can include a range of guest authors and artists. We hope you enjoy their contributions!
Life, and all that comes with it
I need to be on the ball and get with it! By Tony
Races, places, different faces, people doing up their laces
Everyone’s got problems, different situations, different cases
I’ve got a problem, you’ve got a problem
Is there a solution, how can I solve them?
I want to rise above, take the focus off myself
On my problems I don’t want to dwell
I have value, I have worth, myself I don’t want to sell
The negativity and darkness I wish to quell
I want to be confident and come out of my shell
I want to feel better, and I want it to be to the letter
My chains are broken now, gone are the fetters
I want to keep well, I want to feel better
I want to feel fantastic, and I want to be ecstatic
I want to be flexible and adaptable, like a rubber band I want to be elastic
I want to be real, not fake, I don’t want to feel like plastic
They say that it’s easier said than done
Many an emotional battle, I have overcome and won
As I walk on air, and then run, and while I do it I will have a lot of fun
My feelings and emotions I cannot switch off
Happiness and joy, contentment I sought
What did I purchase lately?, did it make me happy, that which I brought?
Life is a battle, I want to fight the good fight in which I fought
The good times I will not be deprived, I want positivity and light, as I will not be denied.
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Wages of Sin by J.
An empty promise,
Like a can of beer,
Leaves a bitter taste,
With after thoughts of fear.
Broken dreams follow,
When others are let down,
While all the glimmer of hopes fades,
Turning a smile into a frown.

The wages of sin, they beckon
But will only bring more pain,
As past mistakes I reckon
Shall be repeated once again.

A Message by John

An addiction to a life style
Brought about by stolen wealth,
Regardless of the outcome,
Taken away by stealth.

Where to start?
I think by saying thank you,
For seeing something inside of me
I hope that’s not been a waste of time

Drugs become an issue
Unable to be controlled
Causing self-destruction
And more problems unfold.

You’ve helped me through some tough situations
And guided me through the trials and tribulations
To face my upheaval
Guided me to build positive pathways

The wages of sin, they beckon
But will only bring more pain,
As past mistakes I reckon
Shall be repeated once again.

You been there for the good times,
And also the tough times.
You give me the strength,
To fight through testing times.
I really appreciate all the help
And support you continue to give

Another day of sorrow
And a reminder of what was done,
It has made me a strong person
The loss of precious freedom,
Because of an illusion of something won. But couldn’t have done it to start
If it wasn’t for you
Everything comes crumbling down,
And whatever you see inside of me.
With all respect now lost,
And from your help, support, guidance
A victim of material gain,
I’ve gained my angel, my family, my friends.
Coming with too high a cost.
Hopefully, one day soon,
The wages of sin, they beckon
You’ll see your efforts pay off in me.

But will only bring more pain,
As past mistakes I reckon
Shall be repeated once again.

So thank you for being there for me,
And giving me your time,
That will, hopefully, fulfil my hopes and dreams.
You’re my friend, my family
And I hope that will never change
Thank you.
25

Hibs won their Scottish Cup
quarter final 2-1 back in
March. They were in another
semi-final.
Hearts and Hibernian played
the semi final at Hampden
Park. Hibs got beat by Hearts 2-1
this time.
Shaun Maloney got his books as Hibs
manager shortly after.

Josh Taylor won the boxing in February.
Bring back to Prestonpans, Josh!
I volunteered at the years’ Moon
Walk
Tyson Fury won his match in May, in

DOUGLAS’S SPORTS PAGE
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ANGUS’S JOKE CORNER
What song do budgie like?
Chirpie, chirpie, cheep, cheep
What game to trees play in the woods?
Beech beach ball
What do you call a silly man in a hot air balloon?
A Ballonatic

What do you get if you cover a gun in sweets?
A Trifle-rifle
What flies in the sky with sound and pictures?
A Telly-copter
Why did the banana go to the doctor?
Because it wasn’t peeling well
What do you get when gross heavy tools with
music?
A Sledge-jammer!
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Poems
By J. Ronay
Poetry
Can it save a life?
Be the songbird
That sings
So sweetly
That all is well?
Be the cut
Piecing
So deep
That it makes
You weep
And shiver?
A punch
In the solar plexus
That wakes you up?
…
I think it can.

The Bugle Group meets most Wednesdays 1.30—3.30pm
@ Bethany’s Learning Centre in Leith.
Sessions involve time to write, share work and encourage
each other, occasionally joined by visiting authors and poets.
Please email samrowe@bethanychristiantrust.com
or phone/text 07818 893093 for more information.
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