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Rommel & Socks Lead Walkies 
 

Published by Bath Mind, 13 Abbey Church Yard, Bath, BA1 1LY 
Tel: 01225 316199 e-mail:  admin@bathmind.org.uk 

Residents of Bath Mind’s care 
home, staff and volunteers raised 
money for the home’s social 
activity fund by a sponsored walk 
along the canal from Bath to 
Bathampton and back. The party 
was led by the tireless and 
permanently good-natured pair - 
Rommel and Socks.  
Exercise and active relaxation 
are excellent ways of promoting 
positive mental health.  
“It was a great day out,” said 
Dave. “The sun was hot. We had 
a long walk and a chat and a pint 
in the George. I really enjoyed it!” 
Keith also enjoyed the exercise 
and was pleased to help with the 
fundraising plan. 

�

Bath Mind  

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
5pm Thursday 22 nd October 2009 

at 
The 1st Floor Meeting Room, 

13 Abbey Church Yard, Bath, BA1 1LY 
 

An invitation is extended to all members of Bath Mind Association for 
Mental Health, users of mental health services and anyone local to Bath & 

North East Somerset with an interest in mental health issues. 
You will receive a warm welcome and the opportunity to hear about the 

work of Bath Mind from the Trustees. There will also be an open forum of 
questions, viewpoints and discussions relating to the organisation. 

WORLD MENTAL HEALTH DAY 
 
As a step towards breaking down the barriers and stigma surrounding 
mental health, local organisations are putting on a range of events to mark 
World Mental Health Day 2009. 
 

Bath Mind Tai Chi 
12.00 noon Thursday 8 th October 

at Manvers Street Baptist Church Hall 
Free taster session – all welcome  

Rommel (right) and Socks (left) lead the 
way on the sponsored walk 
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The Write Stuff 
 
Mindful would not exist without the support of its contributors – some regular, some more 
casual but all enjoyed by our readership for the unique perspectives and the different qualities 
they express through their writing. 
Some of our writers meet at Nissa McLean’s successful group, where extra creative input and 
encouragement is provided by Richard and Jo, who are regular volunteers. This fun, social 
group is open to writers of all ages, stages and abilities.  
 

�
�

Richard Oxenham 
I’m 30 years old and am attending a Creative 
Writing degree at Bath Spa University. As 
well as having experience as a creative 
writer and tutor, I have a background in 
nursing; working with people who have 
mental health issues. After University I plan 
to attend the Writing for Therapeutic 
Purposes diploma at Bristol College; with the 
aim of becoming a Creative Writing 
Therapist.  I joined the Bath Mind team as a 
volunteer around six months ago and I am 
pleased with the writing produced within the 
group and the progress we are making with 
the clients involved. 
We want to take the writing group further, 
while still retaining the casual approach to 
work. We intend to create a link to the group 
on the Bath Mind website and establish a 
place where attendees can post their writing. 
The committed team believes that the writing 
group offers a multitude of benefits beyond 
the technical aspects of writing, such as 
confidence building, self reflection and social 
interaction. 
�

�
Jo Sames 

I began volunteering at Bath Mind in 2008 
and am interested in the therapeutic use of 
the arts, especially within the area of mental 
health. I studied Creative Arts at Bath Spa 
University and trained in Mental Health First 
Aid with Mind. I assist fortnightly at the Mind-
Genesis Art Group and helped start the 
Creative Writing Group in December ’08. The 
groups are welcoming, supported 
environments for both individual work and 
discussion. The creative writing group uses a 
wide range of sources for inspiration, and 
along with fortnightly life writing sessions is 
producing some fantastic work. 
�

Bath Mind Writers Group 
 

meets at 11am on Fridays 
at 

13 Abbey Church Yard 
 

Contact Nissa 01225 316367 

BATH HALF 
MARATHON 

 
Sunday 7 th March 2010 

1 in 4 adults experience a mental health problem in any one year. 
That’s someone you know or love. 

Take up the challenge today and Run the Bath Half Marathon  
to support Bath Mind and make a difference. 

To find out more about booking a place and raising vital funds,  
go to www.bathmind.org.uk or telephone 01225 316199 

Page 2 Mindful: a freefall of thought - Volume 1 Issue 5 
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Life is a Rollercoaster 
 
 
`My name is Adrian, and my life has been a rollercoaster.  I am 40 years old and only now do I have 
my first real home. 
 
I was first diagnosed with schizophrenia in 1991, and have been ‘well’ for the last 8 years due to 
medication.  In 2006 I moved to a house in Lambridge run by Bath Mind. I had my own bedroom and 
shared the rest with three other people.  When I moved in I thought it was a ‘home for life’, but was 
then told that the funding for my place was through Supporting People and was only for two years. 
Hearing this made me scared. 
 
My support workers at Bath Mind helped me hunt for a permanent home and put in a referral to 
Second Step, for further support when I found one.  (Second Step is a service that provides ‘housing-
related support’ to people with mental health issues across the B&NES area.)  Two support workers 
came to visit me to do an 'assessment', where we looked at what I needed and what the service 
provided. They offered me a place in their service that would start when I was offered a tenancy. 
 
�  

Adrian was a tenant at 
one of Bath Mind’s 

supported houses for two 
years. 

With encouragement, he 
used this time to gain the 
confidence and skills he 

needed to find and 
manage his own flat. 

Now he has his own keys 
to his own front door - a 

great success story. 

I went up to the Council offices at Lewis House every week to 
look at property vacancies, and waited to see something I 
fancied - I did have panics about being chucked into a place I 
didn’t want to be.  When I saw ‘my flat’ advertised I went to 
have a look around the area, I sat outside eating a pasty and 
tried not to look shifty. I knew it would be good as it is near my 
Mum’s, so I put a ‘bid’ in.  I was invited for an interview at 
Somer Community Housing Trust, and answered all their 
questions feeling a mixture of anxiety and excitement.  This 
mix of feelings carried on for the next year as my new home 
had squatters !  It was like being on a rollercoaster - I was 
given a viewing day and my feelings rose up, and then I was 
told it was delayed and they crashed.  I tried to focus on being 
positive, and started to buy stuff for the flat such as furniture, a 
rug and a mirror.  People told me to forget about it and not 
worry – some hope. (During this time Second Step kept in 
touch to reassure me that support would be there when I 
needed it.) 
 
Eventually the big day arrived, but the Housing Officer forgot to bring the key. The next big day - she 
brought a key but the wrong one. Third time lucky!  Once I had my key I knew the flat was mine and I 
could visit it whenever I wanted to plan what I was going to do with it.  My support worker from Second 
Step helped me get money from a Community Care Grant and from the Bath Municipal Charity (for a 
new bed). We will carry on meeting every week for up to two years. Knowing that their support is there 
makes me feel more secure and able to deal with anxiety.  
 
My family has helped with putting up wallpaper and putting down flooring. I have got all the furniture I 
need and my kitchen fully kitted out. I had a flat-warming a few weeks ago and enjoyed showing 
people around. My flat is now how I want it, and I’m very proud of it – it’s been a long time coming! 
 
My advice to you is -  

·  Hang on in there 
·  Get as many services behind you as you can – get the ‘back up’ 
·  Even if you feel really on top of the world, please carry on taking your medication 
·  Don’t worry about what other people think of you it’s what you think of yourself that counts 

�

Mindful: a freefall of thought – Volume 1 Issue 5 Page 3 
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nej is ….. blippin’ mad  
�
i was out walking with my mum when I had 
a psychotic blip…… 
 
we were walking by the main road - and I 
was feeling alright - when suddenly my 
head exploded into noise. i could hear 
hundreds of voices all saying and shouting 
different things to me – and the voices 
seemed to be coming from passing cars. 
thoughts kept firing off in my brain like – 
who are these people in my head?  what do 
they want? why are they driving by so 
fast?....... 
 
luckily, my mum quickly noticed that 
something was wrong, took me home, then 
dosed me up with medication. it took about 
an hour for the voices to subside and when 
i was calmer i got to thinking more 
rationally. what had just happened? was i 
really reading the minds of people in 
passing cars? or was it just another 
blip?........ 
 
a blip is something that can happen to me 
at any time. it comes without warning and 
unleashes its full range of psychotic 
symptoms on me. then it stops. it doesn’t 
matter how regularly i take my medication 
…. i can still have a blip…….. 
 
this is scary but only if you don’t know what 
to do about it. for me, it’s obvious that i 
can’t take my mum everywhere i go, so i 
am making a memory card and on it i’m 
writing down things like, “i have 
schizophrenia”, “i cannot read minds” and 
other reality checking statements. hopefully 
next time i have a blip i will remember to 
take it out and read it. another good idea for 
me is to always carry some emergency 
medication…… 
 
not so scary now ……. 

nej 
 

George’s Story  
 
It all took George by surprise. 
 
Firstly, he’d been brave enough to take a 
holiday alone. Then, after two days of 
wandering the Atlantic coastal town, he 
had breached his shyness to start 
chatting to a group of holidaymakers at 
the pub. George was not athletic and he’d 
never been on a surfboard. In fact he was 
not a strong swimmer. So, when they 
asked him to join them the next day at the 
beach, he truly surprised himself when he 
said, “OK – great idea, thanks.” 
 
So here he was, at the crack of dawn, 
surveying the crashing surf in the 
company of half a dozen new, very virile 
companions. They were all kitted out in 
wetsuits and they had brought a spare 
one for him - and a surfboard. Was he 
really going to do this? He would have to 
give it a try or his new idea of adventure 
would sink. He struggled into the suit. 
The sun was rising up now and with that 
they walked towards the waves.  
 
Suddenly he was in, and then swimming 
to almost out of his depth. Guy, who had 
volunteered to guide and teach him, said 
to wait for the wave to crest the shore. 
The others would be further out. Guy 
waited with him and as the others came 
crashing in on the far out surf, the two of 
them waited to catch the low wave. 
 
Then he was up, his body moving faster 
forward with the water. It was quickly over 
and he was stationary and steady on the 
welcoming sand. He had not wavered or 
toppled. And he felt truly great, like he 
was approaching mainland as never 
before. 
 

Jeni Daniel 
 

Page 4 Mindful: a freefall of thought – Volume 1 Issue 5 
�



�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
 
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�

������ �

��	
���
���
���
�� �
 
Serves 4 Psychiatrists 
 
Ingredients   
5 Psychotics shredded 
10 Bi-Polar’s on an up 
6 Bi- Polar’s on a down 
4 Depressives 
3 Borderline Personality Disorder’s – layered 
3 Schizophrenics – grated – to sprinkle on top to 
add flavour 
 
A large NHS bowl 
 
1. Gather all the ingredients together 
2. Stir well  
3. Simmer – adding large quantities of psychiatric 

drugs  
4. Drain – the life out of everybody 
5. Serve 
 
To be dished up by 2 stressed psychiatric nurses  
 
Do you have any favourite recipes to share? 
 

Beverley Ferguson 
�

READERS LETTERS 
 
Dear Mindful 
 
I was interested to note that nej’s 
experience of weight gain whilst on 
anti-psychotics (issue4) has been a 
similar story to my experience of 
this type of medication. 
 
I too feel overweight and “fat”. It is 
perceived as socially unacceptable 
to be overweight and whilst I feel I 
have my weight under control now- 
mainly due to having had a cold 
that has suppressed my appetite 
for the last six days – I think 
comfort eating can be a big issue if 
one is depressed. 
 
I enjoy reading Mindful magazine – 
especially the poetry, to which I 
contribute – and I would also 
recommend the “Your Voice” 
magazine published by Rethink. 
 

Jessica Lovelace 
�

EXEMPLARY ADVOCACY  
 
Bath Mind’s Advocacy Team has just 
successfully passed through the 
accreditation process to maintain the 
Community Legal Services Quality Mark 
for their work. “First class” and 
“exemplary” were terms used by the 
assessors to describe their practice. 

 
CONGRATULATIONS 

Voluntary 
Situation Vacant 

Bath Mind’s Committee of 
Management  

is seeking new Trustees. 
If you can commit the 

time to attend 8 meetings 
per year and feel that you 
could effectively support 
our work, please contact: 

Chris 01225 316356 

BME & IMHA 
advocacy – 
new 'phone 

contact: 
Jeremy Bond 

(IMHA) 
& 

Joyce Moll 
(BME) 

Are both on 
01225 316385 

Shop Window for Art  
Work produced by members of the Bath Mind & Genesis Trust Art Group will be displayed  

in the window of 1 Saville Row, Bath from 28th September to 9th October. 
(The group meets every Monday: contact Nissa on 01225 316367) 
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Sycamore Ward  
 
I’m sooo …. glad I came to da funny hotel, 
Even though it may seem like hell, 
Just think wot gr8 mates we all are 
(or cud be?) 
Wish we cud all go to Weston-super-Mare, 
Because we all care, 
I will always be your best mate. 
It’s sooo …. hot this summer, 
I wish I cud go to bed and hibernate, 
I wish I cud do this for years! 
To take away all my fears! 
I wish I cud make all da problems of mental 
health go away! 
So …. then we cud all keep da hospitals at 
bay! 
Then we cud all say, 
“Look every1, we won.” 

Natalie Thomas 
 

An August Evening  
 
The light, good now, soft and mellow 
still in the evening gaze. 
 
A soft haze in the hills and I begin  
to believe again. 
 
In the evening rest, birds flick 
their wings and swoop in the sky. 
 
Trees stare, standing tall, gently 
bickering between themselves. 
 
Peeking through in inconsequential  
random moments, I hear the sound 
 
of voices murmuring below my window. 
The grass is between wet and dry, 
 
the soil damp, the river murky 
and dark. 
 
A tranquil evening and I start to  
prepare for night-time and sleep. 
 

Jessica Lovelace 

Page 6 Mindful: a freefall of thought – Volume 1 Issue 5�
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Pigswill  
 
“It can’t be done”, is often heard, 
“No swine could ever be a bird. 
No beast of farmyard field or muck 
Could take the air and be a duck! 
No porcine lump of pork or ham 
Will ever float or even sham 
The floating feelings of a swan. 
So look for pigs on terra firma 
For only fowl will get much higher.” 
 
This theory did present itself, 
And all my life I heard it said,  
That if the pig you see would fly 
Then take heed what Edison did try. 
He saw the light in his mind’s eye 
But years and light bulbs passed him by. 
Now he has triumphed and we see 
Electric light makes history. 
 
“There is no cure,” they told me straight; 
“You’re born to live in mental state. 
You will not see your friends again; 
There’ll be no sunshine, only rain. 
Just take this pill and swallow this story; 
There is no hope, no life, no glory. 
You will not work, you will not play; 
You will drink coffee every day. 
Your life is humdrum, boring, dull; 
Your pockets never will be full.”  
 
Edison, I see your light; 
It guides me in the blackest night. 
The doctor smiles, he’s full of beans; 
I see at last what all this means. 
I am discharged, it’s really true;  
So this is what I say to you – 
“Don’t put me in a box or coffin, 
I’m not dead yet, in fact I’m laughing. 
I set my sights on getting better –  
And pigs will fly or I’m a Hatter! 
 

Meryl Williams 
�
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Positive F eelings  
 
In the land of make believe 
Where rainbows arch and shine, 
The sun is warm and hot 
While everyone there feels fine. 
 
There are flowers of many shades 
Their colours flash so bright, 
Each person there is peaceful 
Their inner being is light. 
 
Birds swoop and call and chatter, 
The animals run and play, 
I think this must be Heaven, 
I wonder if they’ll let me stay? 
 
St. Peter guards the gate 
Which glows and spreads around, 
Evil is kept at bay 
Its devilish ways are bound. 
 
I look in through and ponder 
Whether Adam and Eve still reign, 
Maybe they’ve been saved by God 
To represent all lives pain. 
 
I try and find the bell 
So I can press it loud, 
Wondering will my sins be forgiven, 
If I’ll fit in with the crowd. 
 
At last a man appears, 
I’m surprised he looks a punk, 
Then I realise it’s just a dream 
And all my hopes are sunk. 
 

Beverley Ferguson 
�

Mind the Gap  
 
It is night on the station - 
dark shapes fall  
between gaps in the trees. 
A solitary figure  
moves away from me, 
one lamp - an alien glow, 
probes the metal bridge. 
 
A sudden blast of noise and sound 
sweeps past me, unexpected,  
hurtling into my life 
like a sudden passion, 
shocking my defences, 
altering every cell in my body 
then – gone.  
 
My train arrives softly  
through the blackening of night. 
I step in 
sucked into its warmth, 
held by the light. 
I sit amongst crisp packets, bottled water, 
the safety of distant conversations. 
 
Through the sealed window 
purple black shapes 
disappear into a landscape  
so deep, I swim into its depths – 
familiar sounds, signs, 
the long stretch of a platform,  
remind me of my destination. 
 

Beverley Ferguson 
�

Electroconvulsive Therapy – ECT 
 
Sitting in a group recently at the Mind offices, I mentioned wondering if some of my difficulties in 
cognition at present were a direct consequence of the amount of ECT I had received during my first 
admission to Hillview Lodge April 1999 – April 2001. 
 
I also related an incident when a best friend talked about her 50th birthday celebrations and the 
wonderful day we had shared with her women friends at a health spa in West Wales. I had no memory 
of that day - nothing. She was very upset and took out a photo of the group, pointing to me sitting 
amongst all her friends. I had absolutely no recall of being there. I couldn’t experience any warm or 
good feelings on seeing myself at what must have been a very enjoyable day.  

Mindful: a freefall of thought – Volume 1 Issue 5�
�
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The volunteer in the group was stunned, assuming, like many people, that ECT had been stopped in 
the 1960s. 
 
On my second admission December 2006 - January 2008, ECT was the first option of treatment 
again. My husband and I expressed our deep concerns about this, and luckily, my consultant decided 
on another route.  
 
In both situations I was sectioned. I was outraged on my first admission that I would receive ECT 
against my will, that I had no power to overturn this decision. From the consultants perspective, he 
was trying to alleviate my distress as quickly as possible [I hold onto that thought]. He had been 
trained to respond in that way. There are professionals actively involved in abolishing ECT. 
 
Recently, the ECT suite at Green Lane hospital, Devizes, which is the centre in this area for this 
treatment, achieved “clinical excellence.” It is good that services are being improved, but nobody 
seems to be investigating the impact this treatment has on the individual. 
 
I am not trying to “purge” my experience. This is not a therapeutic exercise. I cannot turn back the 
clock, but I have been physically and emotionally affected by that experience. 
 

Beverley Ferguson 
�

Some Thoughts on My Life 
 
Some days seem harder than others. Yesterday was a good day, a nice day. I wrote some 
soothing lyrical poetry about nature and music. I was inspired by some “memorial art” – 
inscriptions carved into stone, slate and wood found in photographs on a leaflet that I picked 
up in an art gallery in Bath. 
 
Today is the third day that I have spent in my flat. Do you stay in with a touch of agoraphobia 
too? Or is it because I make excuses to myself not to go out and join in activities – a friend’s 
children’s birthday party; a local street party (that’s on today). 
 
Why do I do this? Stay in, secluded and “shut-in”. I sometimes see a neighbour for an hour or 
so, so I’m not totally on my own and of course there’s always the telephone and the 
Samaritans, or friends if they’re not tied up with kids. And my mum and sometimes dad, if he’s 
in the mood to talk. 
 
I structure my week for “in” days to compensate for going out and about: getting my shopping, 
meeting my support worker, seeing friends, going into town and forays into voluntary work. 
 
I’m hoping to do an afternoon college course in September – ceramics. I’ve studied it in the 
past and have a City & Guilds in it. I’ve studied fine art painting to degree level but don’t paint 
now. 
 
Anyway. The sun’s shining. I have a slight cold today. Maybe I’ll go out later ….? 
 

Jessica Lovelace 
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The Frobisher Case:  Episode 3 – Wet Christmas 
 

I drove as fast as I could to Gemma’s house, which was in the Twerton area of the City of Bath. It 
was my first trip to the world heritage site but I was too mad with worry to think about sightseeing. I 
had to stop and ask directions at one point but at last I found it and there was Gemma, her long 
blonde hair flowing down her back as she tearfully met me in the street. 
“Oh, Dr Wishford,” she cried.”I’m so glad you’re here. The police have been and they’ve persuaded 
Jamie to stay at his mum’s until we can sort something out.” 
We went inside the house and she tried to make some tea but soon started crying again. I put my 
arms around her and stroked her soft hair. 
“It’s alright Gemma,” I murmured. “I’m sure Jamie will keep his distance now. He won’t be pestering 
you if he thinks you’ll call the police.” 
But Dr Wishford,” she cried, and I stopped her mouth with a kiss. 
“Call me Josh,” I suggested smiling. “Can we sit down?” 
“Liam’s at his nan’s today,” said Gemma. “I pick him up tomorrow.” 
We held each other close and drank tea as she talked about Liam and how 
promising he’d been at school before his illness was diagnosed. 
“Do you think he’ll live Josh?” she asked wistfully, gazing up at me with those 
deep, blue eyes. I couldn’t answer her so I stopped her questions with kisses. 
I didn’t think about the consequences until the following morning. As I drove 
back to Bristol in the morning rush, I wondered if Jamie would come after me, 
or even if he’d find out. But I have to admit, the most pressing worry was if the 
boss found out. The effect on my career would be devastating. I thought 
longingly of New Zealand and my mum. She would be horrified. But stronger 
than all of this was the urge to be with Gemma again. We’d agreed to spend 
time together when Liam went into hospital for his bone marrow transplant. �

The final 
part of 
Meryl 

William’s 
serialized 
story of 
 medical 
romance  

Gemma was coming to the department to appeal for a donor in front of TV cameras that Friday, but I 
was planning to stay in the background and let Lance do all the talking. 
I found Avril looking for me when I got back to the office. 
“Where have you been?” she queried “and where’s your tie?” 
“Slight hangover,” I lied cheerily. “Must have left it in the pub.” 
It didn’t take Liam long to get a donor and he was fast tracked into hospital for the transplant. 
Gemma sat with him on the ward for as long as she could and then made her way home to Bath. I 
arrived soon after and took her into my arms. 
“Darling Josh, “sighed Gemma that night. “Is there any future to all of this?” 
“We’ll go to New Zealand once Liam is stronger,” I replied. “You’ll love New Zealand darling. The 
climate’s perfect, the beaches are limitless and Liam can climb the mountains and the trees. I’ll give 
up medicine and work on my brother-in-law’s sheep farm. We’ll be so happy the three of us, just you 
wait and see.” 
It was a cold, wet and dismal Christmas Eve that year and Eddie, a Samaritan< was doing the late 
shift. Christmas is their busiest time; it is the time when people feel the loss of a loved one the most. 
It can be the loneliest time for divorcees and people without a family. Eddie settled down for his first 
cup of coffee and waited for the 'phone to ring. 
“Hello, Samaritans. Can I help you?” he said softly and waited for a reply. The lady calling asked to 
be called Gemma. Afterwards, Eddie reflected for a while on all that she had told him. The 
Samaritans don’t usually give advice but a good one will direct the caller to the course of action that 
they would like to take. Gemma had fallen into a relationship with her son’s doctor and had made up 
her mind to end the affair and make a complaint. She became more determined to write to the Chief 
Executive as she talked about the matter with Eddie. 
Gemma also talked about her son Liam and how he was progressing. By the time she had talked 
herself out, she felt ready to sit down quietly and compose her letter. She had found out the address 
to send it to from a leaflet she’d been given at the hospital. Eddie learnt that the doctor never called 
Gemma but she always rang him and he had been to her house. 
Eddie felt a certain sense of relief that Gemma was so focused on doing what she believed to be 
right. As she told him she would check in Liam and have a cup of cocoa, he assured her that the 
Samaritans would be there 24 hours a day, if ever she needed to call. 
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Bath             
�

� � � ��������Donation Form 
 
I would like to support the work of Bath Mind with a donation of – 
 
             £100                       £50                     £20                   £10      Other £ _____   
 
I enclose a cheque or postal order made payable to Bath Mind. 
 

If you would like to make a regular monthly payment to Bath Mind, 
Please telephone on 01225 316199 to discuss arrangements with us��

�

 
Name:           _____________________________ 
 
Address:       _____________________________ 
 
                     _____________________________ 
 
                     _____________________________ 
 
Postcode:     _____________________________ 
 
e-mail:         ______________________________ 
�
�

THANK YOU 
 

Your gift will help 
Bath Mind continue 
working to improve 
the lives of people 

labelled, diagnosed 
or treated as 
mentally ill�

�

GIFT AID 
Make an even bigger contribution at no cost to you.  

 
If you are a UK tax payer and would like to make your contribution worth 28% more, at no 
extra cost to you, please sign and date the following declaration – 
 

·  I am already registered with Bath Mind’s Gift Aid scheme 
or (delete as applicable) 

·  I want Bath Mind to reclaim tax on all contributions that I make from 1st December 
2008 onwards. 

 
I pay sufficient income and /or capital gains tax to equal the amount that Bath Mind will 
reclaim 
 
Signed:                                                                                  Date: 
�
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