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Tales from the River Bank  by Charles Halliday 
 
Mental health issues forced me to quit a sales career in London, so in 2005 I 
relocated and studied a degree in Environmental Science at Bath Spa University.  
The subject was chosen due to a life long passion for fishing and a keen interest in 
the environments that support it. Fishing helped me get through some difficult times, 
so I also studied for qualifications in coaching, so that others might benefit from the 
sport too.   
 
In 2009, I launched Fishwish Ltd and began to offer coaching services 
professionally.  I contacted Bath Mind, as I believed fishing activities would be of 
value to their service users.  No funding was available so I offered to deliver the 
Kingfisher Award as a volunteer. 
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The Kingfisher Award is 
recognised by angling’s national 
governing body and awarded to 
participants that complete a 
series of theory and practical 
fishing activities, amounting to 
roughly 24 hours of learning, and 
assessed through a written paper 
and practical exercises.  Various 
people had a go at fishing and 
over the weeks and months that 
followed, a few of them chose to 
work towards the award.   
They learned about Fish Welfare, 
Knot Tying, Fish Anatomy, The 
Water Cycle, Licenses and 
Permits, Whip Fishing, Float�The First Catch 

Fishing and a whole host of other topics.  On week two, we visited Keith Pope who is 
the head coach of Bathampton Angling Association.  We met at the local canal to 
learn about ground bait and pole fishing. In no time at all, the first fish was caught: A 
skimmer bream (pictured above). The more competitive anglers quickly rose to the 
challenge and a variety of other fish species were landed, admired and identified 
before being returned. These included silver red eyed roach, stripy green perch and 
mauve and turquoise speckled gudgeon. A second visit even produced a rare and 
beautiful specimen-sized ruffe, which was caught by the development and support 
worker. Back in class, we discussed the physiology and distinguishing features of 
freshwater fish and discovered a particular shared interest in carp.                                               

Continued on page 2�

Tenant Vacancy  
A room is available in a lovely house 
in a quiet area of Bath, close to the 
city centre. Bath Mind will provide 

individual support to promote move-
on to fully independent 

accommodation after two years. 
Contact:   Paul Cooper 

01225 448396 

Write for Mindful  
 

The Mindful Editorial Committee is 
pleased to consider all contributions 

to these pages. 
Send pieces by  

e-mail, post or hand delivery 
The copy deadline for the spring 
issue is Friday 12 th March 2010 
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Tales from the River Bank  continued 
 

As we failed to catch pike on the local canal, on the next trip we took a visit to a windy local day ticket 
fishery in the hope that the carp might be more obliging.  After a brief discussion on watercraft, a debate 
over the best bait to use, and a lesson about ‘laying on’ with a waggler float, the fish began to bite.  Bite 
followed bite, but to our frustration, they did so with the cunning and craftiness which carp are so 
reputed for.  Small and regular free offerings of bait eventually lulled the carp into biting more positively 
and a very close battle on light tackle and a small barbless hook ended with the fish winning and the 
angler losing!  After a brief break to settle the nerves and a moment to admire the amazing countryside, 
the same approach was repeated, which resulted in instant success.  A new personal best was brought 
to the net and placed gently onto a wet landing mat for a photo before being returned.  An hour passed 
with a few more missed bites but the next fish to be landed was a hard-fighting barbel. This caused me 
to get some serious ribbing because ‘coach’ had tried and failed to catch this particular species of fish 
from the lakes on a number of occasions!  A second visit to the lakes had a moment of sudden 
explosive excitement as a big carp almost pulled the rod and the unexpecting participant towards the 
water. Despite a very commendable effort, the carp escaped into the reeds and shed the hook. Partly 
inspired by the brief connection to what that participant described as a “magical creature”, she went on 
to paint a picture of these great fish during art classes.  
 

The indoor workshop and theory sessions were arguably more difficult and challenging.  Despite this, at 
the end of the summer, two participants and the support worker sat themselves down to do the 
assessed written test.  All three of them passed due to the hard work that they all put in.  One particular 
individual excelled in these classes and was able to assist in some of the workshop exercises and 
technical explanations.  
 

Delivering the course was an absolute pleasure and unbelievably rewarding.  I started out with the view 
that I would be helping others, but quickly began to realise that it was I was being helped too.  I have 
been able to make a number of improvements to the way that I deliver coaching sessions, but more 
importantly, I have had the pleasure of meeting some extremely interesting, dedicated and friendly 
people.  I looked forward to every class and the sessions helped me to stay relaxed during the first year 
of challenging new career.  I am looking forward to next year and I would like to say a big ‘thank you’ to 
the support worker and everyone that got involved.          
 

Boyd Valley Lakes Mirror Carp No Pike in the Canal? 

Bath Mind Strategic Plan 
Trustees have considered the views of a range of stakeholders to formulate a new strategic plan 2010-
2013. This will be posted on our website in the near future. 
All of the suggestions made at the Trustees’ Lunch last summer were reviewed and several have been 
included within development plans – we plan to explore sources of funding to enable us to provide art 
therapy; and recruiting volunteer male befrienders will be a priority within the Befriending Service.  
Some other suggestions did not receive much support when discussed more widely with users of our 
services (such as a singing group), or already exist, managed by other organisations (such as a carers’ 
support group). We will always be happy to signpost and support the access of individuals towards the 
activities that they want if we cannot provide them ourselves. 
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Page 2 Mindful: a freefall of thought - Volume 1 Issue 6 
I Want To ……….  

I want to …… 
Run naked through the streets of Bath, crying out for help! 
 

I want to …… 
Eat chocolate, chips and cake and sweets, and not put on an 
ounce. 
 

I want to …… 
Find a fellah, climb a hill, lose some weight, chuck out my pills. 
 

I want to …… 
Drink 'till life is gloss� d o'er, then sober up and say a prayer. 
 

I want to …… 
Live my life 'till life is spent, fulfilling dreams and giving vent  
to the issues of the day, until I’m called away. 
 

I want to …… 
Swim in streams of stars’ reflections, midnight summer nights’ 
inflections, 
glorious fullness indiscretions, sunshine all the day. 
 

I want to but …… 
All the things that hold me back, laws and rules and virtue lack 
Glamour, 'till the light of day puts “I want to ….” out the way. 
 

Meryl Williams 
�

The Autumnal Promise  
 
Seeking a calmer existence 
for all that’s gone before. 
 
Seeking in you as someone  
who understands what it’s 
 
all about. Seeking and searching  
in this life of mine. 
 
But. It’s. Not. Enough. 
Enough. Enough. Enough 
 
of this and that, decisions  
made, processes halted. 
 
Too late, before I started, 
I met myself once more. 
 
Only now and only now 
I show you. The door. 
 
Tension mounts. Its that 
brooding time again. 
 
And still the refrain. 
It’s all. The. Same. 
 

Jessica Lovelace 
�

I Am 
 
I feel I am in subtle state of flux, 
The gamut of emotions come and go. 
The past is here and often haunts me much, 
The process of renewal seems so slow. 
 
I long for worlds another time away, 
For friends I’ve lost and scenes that are now gone. 
My daily task at work, at rest, at play, 
Is focus on the here and then move on. 
 
Advice is fast and fierce from all around, 
“Do this”, “do that”, and “Never lose the fight”. 
Each friend gives out support so very sound, 
I take it in and learn with all my might. 
 
But when the day is over then I rest, 
Review events and plan the week ahead. 
For when I die they’ll say I did my best, 
And who can ask for more when they are dead. 

 
Meryl Williams 

�

My Mother’s War  
 
My mother showed me death - 
she opened up a cardboard box  
hidden in the wardrobe 
where her dead husband lay; 
I saw his life, buried under 
row upon row of wooden crosses 
somewhere in the Middle East. 
 
She told me how life might have been,  
words twisting her painted mouth, 
smiles cutting her face,  
the children they might have had 
who would always be better than me,  
vitality leeched by roses she’d carried, 
splashed red against the January snow. 
 
The photographs are breaking down 
giving off gas as they disintegrate. 
The box has fallen apart 
releasing moths that made holes 
in masks that hung on your door.   
She slit me open, so I bleed, 
to show me life is lived in  pieces,  
 
death is the core.  

Beverley Ferguson 
�

� �� �
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�Bath Mind & Genesis Trust Artists 
 

The work of local artists who attend the Bath Mind & Genesis Trust art group is on display in the Winter 
Exhibition at the Royal United Hospital until February 14th 2010. Their display of pictures can be found 
in a corridor near the main entrance and café. 
 
Bath Mind and the Genesis Trust work in partnership to provide a safe and supported therapeutic 
space for people to explore their artistic creativity. Standard sessions, where individuals explore their 
own work, are interspersed with formalised sessions, where specialist volunteers share their expertise 
in areas such as screen-printing, illustration and mono-printing. 
   

“Carnival” by Simon Tadd  

Exhibitor, Penelope Clark has clear reasons for her 
involvement. “The group is good. It’s lively. It’s fun. I 
always look forward to Mondays. It’s my fun day, 
happy day.” 
 
David Veale believes that art gives him the 
opportunity of meeting other people and making 
friends. It also gives him a chance to produce 
something that he enjoys doing and that he hopes 
others might also enjoy. 
 
“Art is the edge of perception,” said Mary Ellis. “It can 
be very therapeutic. Also it can be a way of diverting 
negative energy into positive energy.” Mary’s picture 
‘Majestic Carp' was inspired by her riverside 
experiences with the fishing group. 
 
Steve Brook confirmed that he also finds his work on 
geometric forms very therapeutic. 

The art group meets every Monday from 11am to 1pm. If you would like to become involved, contact 
Nissa on 01225 316367, or e-mail nissa@bathmind.org.uk  

nej is ……full of christmas humbug 
 

christmas is on its way and soon everyone will be celebrating ….. but what about those of us who don’t 
have the will to celebrate any more?.... or maybe those of us who don’t have the friends or the good 
health to be cheerful about?...... 
 
for some of us christmas is a complete nightmare…..you feel the pressure that you should be happy 
and jolly but, for whatever reason, you just aren’t. personally, my favourite part of christmas is waking 
up on boxing day and realising that it’s all over for another year…... 
 
perhaps you are alone on christmas day (or maybe you just wish you were) ….. whatever, don’t be 
ashamed if you can’t get happy magically at christmas …. you are not alone….. 
 
my mum tries to make it easier on me by being very sweet and nice to me all day but i can’t seem to 
shake my n(eg)ativity. maybe it comes from not having much of a life the rest of the year, but i just 
can’t stand christmas. it makes me feel miserable, lonely and wretched – which then fills me with 
bitterness and humbug …. but i don’t care!....... 
 
so …. bye from this scrooge and wishing you all a better new year. 

nej�
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� Avon and Wiltshire Mental Health Partners hip NHS Trust  
2nd Annual Recovery Conference  

 
At the AWP 2nd conference this November - ‘Stepping Stones to Recovery’,  I sat trying to keep an open 
mind whilst hearing words and phrases such as  “connection”, “communion”, “interconnectedness” and 
“the value of the therapeutic relationship”. While I was listening, I was aware of feelings of scepticism, 
irony, and cynicism in relation both to my personal experiences and those of others, as recipients of 
mental health interventions.  
 
If a more ‘person-centred’ approach is going to take place, then labels, disorders and symptoms, must 
take second place. At the forefront, must be the view that we are human beings who are deeply wounded, 
whose life experiences have had such a profound impact on our lives, that even the integrity of our very 
‘being’ has been affected.  
 
If the central emphasis is going to be on our being helped to make sense of and provide meaning for our 
illnesses – then, how do ‘treatments’ such as ECT and being emotionally ‘numbed’ for large amounts of 
our lives by anti-psychotic medication fit into this picture? 
 
ECT is a barbaric, out–dated ‘treatment’ and has no place in the twenty-first century. The fact that anyone 
survives this method and continues to have any sort of life afterwards is due, not to our brain cells being 
killed off by toxicity, but to the resilience of the human spirit. That needs to be honoured. 
 
If medicine within mental health is to evolve and grow, then the spotlight should be turned onto advances 
being made in areas such as the neurosciences. That is where breakthroughs are being made in research 
worldwide. 
 
Why not start as a first step by exposing and challenging basic assumptions that are held by professionals 
within the mental health system? How about a 3rd Annual Conference on topics such as: “What is mind?” 
and “What is happiness – how do we find it?” 
 
If AWP are really committed to change – then, I believe these are some of the ways forward. 
�

Beverley Ferguson 

Donation from Stockwood Vale Golf Club  
Twenty-four enthusiasts from Stockwood Vale Golf 
Club took part in a fundraising event in late 
September. They played four different golf courses 
on four consecutive days, raising £360 for Bath 
Mind. 
 

They all enjoyed the golf and were delighted to be 
raising funds for such a worthwhile cause but the 
event was nevertheless tinged with sadness. 
 

The previous regular organiser of their charity 
event, Mike Meissner, sadly took his own life in 
July 2008 and his many friends thought it a 
worthwhile tribute to his memory to organise the 
2009 event in his name. 
 

In its recently announced strategy for depression, 
the government has recognised that mental illness  
 accounts for a greater burden of disease than any other condition. A fifth of early deaths are related to 

mental health problems, compared to under a sixth for both heart disease and cancer.�
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�Some Thoughts on My Life 
 
Well, I’ve started my afternoon ceramic class at City of Bath College. I’m enjoying it – I’ve been 
playing with clay for years and seem to be taking my work in a new direction. It’s quite exciting and 
my tutor’s pleased too. 
 
I’ve now lost two stone and still have another stone to go. I used to get quite anxious around supper 
time – anytime from 3pm I’d need a tea-cake or bun – and I’d start cooking early, around 4pm. Then 
I’d have eaten by 5pm and what is there to do in the evening if you don’t watch TV? I’d go to bed, 
anxious and panicky, and listen to the radio – BBC R3/R2/R4. 
 
Now I feel more settled. When I’m hungry I say to myself: “What’s the origin of this?” and I know. I 
used to be sent to my bedroom as a child and teenager after a family argument for which I was 
perceived to be naughty – I’d shout at my dad and 'answer back' and be sent to my room as a 
punishment. Always during the supper-time meal. 
 
So, I’d be on my own. In my bedroom. Hungry. 
 
Now, when I’m on my own in my flat and it’s not time to eat and I’m hungry  I talk about it. I pray. I 
believe it’s time to heal and move on. I’ve discussed this with my parents and my sister and I try not 
to feel too angry. 
 
But the best thing about losing weight? I believe it’s boosted my confidence and helped with the 
agoraphobia. Now, on a good day, I want to slip into a nice pair of trousers (I’m a size 12-14) or skirt 
and go out. Even if it’s just for a walk along the river, or to Victoria Park. And when I’ve lost another 
stone? Watch this space! 
 

Jessica Lovelace�
�

Chris tmas  
 
I am a tiny elf, dressed in ivy green with a touch of 
red. I’m looking at the children in the busy town – 
they look excited as they pass shops with 
Christmas lights and decorations. 
 
I am a shopkeeper really but I feel very childish at 
Christmas time. I think it would be great to be a real 
elf helping Santa with all the toys. Children grow up 
so fast these days – I think that’s quite sad. 
 
Boys and girls – here I am, the big dark green elf. 
Follow me and we’ll skip around the streets and 
stop for hot chocolate. 
 

Ruth Seymour 

King Edward’s School  
 
The gloom of a wet and cold, Friday  pre-
Christmas trudge to Sainsbury’s was 
dispelled by the fine musical energy of a 
choir from King Edward’s School which was 
carol singing to raise funds for Bath Mind. 
 

King Edward’s School has adopted Bath 
Mind as its charity of the year and is busy 
raising money through a range of activities. 
 

Bath Mind will be visiting the school on 
many occasions throughout the year to 
provide mental health awareness training to 
the students and the staff. 
 

If a KES student rattles their collecting pot at 
you – please give generously! 

Voluntary  

Situation Vacant 
Bath Mind is looking for a suitably 
experienced volunteer fund-raiser. 

Contact: Chris 01225 316356 

Take up the challenge and run to 
support Bath Mind and make a 

difference. 
To find out more go to 

www.bathmind.org.uk or call  
Jackie on 01225 316199 

BATH HALF 
MARATHON 

 

Sunday 7 th March 
2010 
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Mindful: a freefall of thought - Volume 1 Issue 6�With apologies to MW for the error in Mindful Issue 5 advertising Episode 3 as the final installment of her 
serialised medical romance. Episode 4 below really is the conclusion to her story – Editor 
 

The Frobisher Case:  Episode 4 – Mr Mortimer 
 
The Chief Executive was a kindly man; but when he received Mrs Frobisher’s letter in the New Year he 
was shocked and saddened. To think that his new and most promising Registrar should have taken 
such shocking advantage of a young woman whose son might not live. Bryan Mortimer polished his 
spectacles thoughtfully and began to frame a reply. After a while he paused and dictated a letter from 
Dr Wishford asking him to call at the Chief’s office at his earliest convenience. The letter was sent by 
internal post and Josh received it the same day. 
 
Josh combed his hair in the rest room and washed his hands and face. He wondered what the Chief 
would say. Mr Mortimer was known to be firm but fair and adhered closely to the regulations. Patients 
were patients in his view and he regarded them almost as a different species from doctors and nurses. 
Rules were rules with Bryan and Josh looked at himself in the mirror he knew that he would be booking 
his flight home. 
 
The interview was brief and Josh was profoundly glad when it was over. Bryan Mortimer had removed 
his glasses and put the tips of his fingers together. He talked of extenuating circumstances, of Dr 
Wishford being so far from home and family. However, he felt that there was no simple justification for 
seducing the relative of a vulnerable child under his care. He asked Josh to clear his desk, offered him 
a months pay in lieu of notice and recommended an early flight home to New Zealand. 
 
Josh called his mum as soon as he got back to his digs. He spoke of his joy at seeing her again but 
she knew him well enough to sense that all was not well. He was coming home much sooner than 
expected and he promised to talk when he arrived. He sounded weary she thought and she said with 
all sincerity how sorry she was that it hadn’t worked out. 
 
Josh packed his suitcase and said his sorrowful goodbyes to Mrs Toombs, the landlady. Avril had 
offered to give him a lift to Heathrow Airport but he couldn’t face her. She 'phoned to say goodbye and 
wished him well for the future. He took the coach to Heathrow and embarked on the long journey back 
to Auckland with nothing but regrets and a helpless desire to be with Gemma. 
 
Mrs Wishford and her daughter Lorna were taken by Lorna’s husband to meet Josh at the airport at 
Auckland. They were very quiet in the Jeep and when Josh arrived he was tired, dispirited and jet-
lagged. They took him back to his mum’s house and tried to persuade him to eat. After a while he 
asked to see Lisa and she came, a little apprehensively, to sit with him in the conservatory. 
 
“Josh,” said Lisa, after some moments of complete silence. “Was it a patient?” 
 
“The little boy’s mum,” said Josh clearing his throat, “and now I will never know if he lives or dies.” 
 
Lisa remained silent and then reached out and took his hand. 
 
“Josh, maybe you should see a priest.”                                                                              Meryl Williams 
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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 2009 
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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