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W.I.A.M.H. and Catch 23 



It has been my pleasure and privilege to have been associated with Catch 23 for             

almost ten years, firstly as a volunteer then support worker and now as Chair. 

I have been impressed by the sheer quality of work produced by the Writing Group    

and Art Group and am delighted to see another book being published to broadcast    

their talent on this, the twentieth  anniversary year of WIAMH. 

                                                                                         . 

20 Years of Support 

Cathy MacArthur 

W.I.A.M.H. manager, Del Gunn, with Chair, Cathy MacArthur                                           
at the See Me, Big Lunch for Mental Health in June 2016 

Dedicated to all those who contributed to WIAMH  
and Catch 23 over the last 20 years.  

 
Our thoughts are with those who are no longer with us, 
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in the community would suggest that some of my 
own personal visions have been achieved. 
 
Where we are now is a question I repeatedly ask 
myself? WIAMH are without doubt a better              
organised, more robust and a much more widely                 
respected service than when I arrived. We continue 
to play a pivotal role in raising awareness and    
tackling the stigma associated with mental ill health 
within the Western Isles community. This is all 
down to the hard work of staff, volunteers and  
especially all those that have engaged with our  
service. During my time with WIAMH, I have also 
been able to seek the expert advice and support of 
so many people within the organisation and  
particular from key representatives within the NHS. 
 
So, looking back at my time with WIAMH and Catch 
23 I always think of one of my favourite songs; 
“What Difference Does It Make?” recorded by The 
Smiths and who I was lucky enough to see perform 
live in Liverpool back in the early 80’s. 
 
The answer I feel is very simple. We have made a 

huge difference to a lot of people. Not just those 

who have used our service but just as importantly 

their friends, carers, families and the community as 

a whole. I feel incredibly lucky to have been a small 

part of WIAMH’s journey. I never cease to be 

amazed by the resilience and strength of all the 

people we have been able to support over the 

years and take huge pride when they turn round to 

me and say: “I don’t need your help anymore, but I 

know where you are if I do”. 

“I Know Where You Are  
If I Need You” 

Del Gunn 

When asked to contribute a small piece for our 20th 
Anniversary book, my initial thoughts were how do I 
cram what has been 11 years of my working life 
into a few short paragraphs. But as you go through 
the book and read Cathy Macleod’s History of 
WIAMH she has done a much better job of it than I 
would ever manage. 
 
As WIAMH’s first paid employee I remember  
someone from NHS Western Isles saying to me 
WIAMH are doing some great things, but we could 
potentially do so much more to benefit people’s  
recovery within the community. This comment has 
stuck with me ever since. 
 
The work done by the volunteer group prior to my 
arrival should never be discounted. They had a  
vision which was both exciting but to some future 
change also held a number of fears. This was a 
service user led organisation and it was vitally         
important that as the project manager I should not 
lose sight of this ethos as we evolved.  
 
Initially I have to admit I did question what was 
achievable and what was realistic. It was clear from 
the outset that my main role was to improve the 
channels of communication not just internally but 
also how we engaged with our current and future 
partners. With hindsight my background in finance 
would prove to be an asset as we started to grow. 
 
The input and guidance I received from Niall Shaw 
our previous chair was without doubt a massive 
plus point when I took up my role with WIAMH.        
I had to adopt a business approach to managing 
WIAMH’s future success and this didn’t always sit 
well with people using the service. In contrast, 
Niall’s insight and knowledge of mental health    
allowed me to marry my skills without ever          
forgetting what we as a large and often fluid    
group should be striving to achieve. I would also 
like to mention the continued support I receive from 
another past chair, Rebecca Mahony. We often 
touch base to discuss policy change, ideas for 
funding and to assess how the role of Third Sector 
will develop given the constant changes in health 
and social care. 
 
From the outset I was clear in my views that 
WIAMH shouldn’t just be about an old style drop- in 
where people experiencing difficulties went for a 
cup of coffee. 50,000 drop-ins later, numerous   
service users now employed, volunteering and      
re-educated, new friendships formed and the  
sheer scale of unpaid peer support taking place  
 



 
 
In 1996, following a suggestion from Walter 
Ford, concerning self-help and recovery, five 
women, Francis Macleod, Linda MacAskill, 
June Taylor, Ann Macleod and Cathy  
Macleod got together in the Taigh Céilidh, a 
small meeting house at the back of what is 
now Catch 23. Walter had suggested to us that 
we could be instrumental in a unique self help 
group operating without professional  
psychiatric bodies being involved. 
 
Linda, June and Francis had previously set up 
a group for sufferers of depression called 
Stepping Stones’ which met once a week in 
the Acute Psychiatric Unit (APU), but they felt 
it was becoming unproductive and repetitive 
with no real goals in sight. We realised that we 
had the ability within us to begin what would 
become an incredible journey. 
 
Our ideas involved publicising through      
advertisement a complete association for  
mental health sufferers of all kinds. We sat and 
talked together of our own personal journeys, 
what we had been through, the effects, the 
lack of support, our medication. Of course we 
were grateful for the support of the Acute  
Psychiatric Unit and its staff, including the  
already overstretched Community Psychiatric 
Nurses, but we wanted a life out with that  
confined structure. We wanted activity,  
purpose, to cope with the stigma and self  
confidence in public. At this point the only  
socialising available was in the local cafes, if 
you were living in town. Isolation out in the 
country was rife plus cafes were an expense,  
 

especially as many people experiencing  
mental illness were on benefits and not able 
to hold down a job.  
 
We came up with a name that very day. We 
wanted it to sound like we meant business 
and for it to include the whole of the  
Western Isles. During our hospital stays 
we’d met people from all over the islands 
receiving help. We used the ‘mental health’ 
bit so that it would be understood             
immediately what we were about and that 
we had nothing to hide or be ashamed of 
and that we were aiming for health. So, 
WIAMH, Western Isles Association for   
Mental Health was born. The seeds had 
been sown. 
 
Soon we were meeting up in the Taigh    
Céilidh regularly, and looking forward to it.   
It was a tonic. We swapped ideas, dreams 
about the future, had coffee and cake, we 
even took minutes, which, sadly, are lost.  
 
Our next step was to get out there and     
attract more people. We set up an open day 
in an unused shop on Church Street. We put 
handmade posters all over town inviting 
people to come along.  Mental  illness  
sufferers, their families, their friends, their 
carers, anyone with  an interest in Mental 
Health were  invited. The day was a great 
success and we had nigh on 30 people 
come to see us, leaving with leaflets,        
information and many stories swapped and 
shared by many. 

A  CONDENSED HISTORY OF W.I.A.M.H. 
By Cathy Macleod 



  
It was at this point Niall Shaw became  
involved. We had asked Voluntary Action 
Lewis to print some leaflets and Niall was 
working there then. He took a keen and  
rather professional interest in WIAMH. 
Soon, thanks to Niall’s know-how we were 
given a small office in Grianan by The  
Mental Health Partnership. We worked  
enthusiastically on publicity, organised a 
committee and held talks and events with  
a  view to getting a drop- in in town. 
 
The people we met and worked with along 
the way, both sufferers and professionals, 
boosted our momentum. We heard stories 
from sons, daughters, relatives and friends 
who had been affected by mental health  
disorders; some sad stories, some uplifting. 
Everyone seemed delighted to see mental 
health disorders so prominently on display. 
                                                                                                                                           
In Grianan one of our main focuses for a 
while was the Writers Group. We met once 
a week in the evening; because of this we 
had a structure. We contacted APU, The 
Western Isles Council and The Health Board 
and got invited to speak. They in turn 
showed a healthy interest. We also acquired 
Malcolm Roderick, a very diligent secretary 
and Niall and Malcolm dealt with all the    
officialdom that comes with success! 
 
Next came visits; Malcolm visited HUG 
(Highland Users Group) and Graham     
Morgan in Inverness, and we also visited 
The Cabin in Skye to talk to the members 
about their self- help progress. We also     
attended conferences in Dundee. Here  
we established a close and long lasting          
relationship with Art Angel and Luna, two 
arts advocacy groups with whom we have 
collaborated over these 20 years, making 
films, publishing books, setting up art  
exhibitions and  having many art residentials 
in Valtos and Scaliscro. 
 
At some point before all this, Hilary Sludden 
joined our movement and was hugely  
instrumental in strengthening our strong 
bonds with our Dundee friends. She also 
became a  Mental Health First  
Aid trainer, promoting Mental Health and  
improving training for trainers, she also  
provides wonderful food for our many 
events.  

 
 
She became one of our employed support  
workers in 2008 and over the years Cathy,  
Donna S, Donna M, Anna, Amanda, Susanne, 
Gemma, Lesley and Graeme have also worked 
at Catch 23. Del Gunn, our manager continues 
to raise our public profile and source our  
funding. 
 
We have had close liaisons with local and      
national bodies, examples being The Mental 
Health Partnership, The Health Board,            
Penumbra (our landlords), An Lanntair,         
Stornoway Library, HUG, Choose Life, iReach, 
3

rd
 Sector Hebrides, Scottish Association for 

Mental Health, Lifestyle & The Western Isles 
Council. We have sent our representatives to 
Skye, Shetland, Uist, Barra and Harris and  
been involved with the creative writing          
foundation Arvon. 
 
We set up photography groups, walking    
groups, badminton groups, art groups,          
writing groups, event nights such as themed   
dinner nights and movie nights. Some of our 
members go out regularly to dinner together     
in various restaurants around town. 

Working with Stornoway Library  



Cathy Macleod (in red) with a walking group from C23 and our Dundee friends 

Janine MacDonald reads out her work at 
“Our Island” a selection of writing and 
craft art in Stornoway Library in 2014 

Photo Kevin Whitworth 

 

The clientele has increased over the years, 
with the result being that some days the 
centre is choc-a-bloc. Due to the nature of 
many illnesses our members come and go. 
Some manage full recovery and can move 
onto full employment. Some come off and 
on or move away to the mainland. Some 
cannot manage to get out often, but are   
secure in the knowledge that, when they 
can, Catch 23 is there for them. Some      
attend faithfully day in day out, year after 
year. Some have been sadly lost to us and 
this world for ever.  
 
The thing is that all these people are trying: 
trying to cope with stigma, trying to               
integrate, trying to create, trying to come off 
drink or drugs, to socialise, to recover. Not 
pretending their illness doesn’t exist, coming 
out of isolation and joining a world wide and  

expanding community. Discovering self-
empowerment, taking the plunge, and getting    
together with complete strangers who through 
time become friends. That’s trust, and WIAMH  
has made it possible. 
 
The real life hub is Catch 23. Without it WIAMH 
would just be a document. It took us a while to  
find a suitable place for our drop-in, but, thanks   
to Penumbra, we eventually obtained part of 23  
Bayhead, a homely building that we have made 
our own over the years. We refer to Catch 23 as  
being a way out of Catch 22, which it has indeed 
proved to be. 
 
Del and our support workers are invaluable. 
Open 6 days a week, every week of the year, 
they keep the place ticking over and are   
trusted by our members. C23 is a safe haven 
thanks to them. 



Arts residential at Scaliscro Lodge, 2009 

Dave Alldred gives a poetry 
reading at one of the many 
events C23 has put on over 
the years 

Cathy MacLeod 

We have done so much and come so far in the 
past 20 years. We have established what we set 
out to do and, with foresight, we have pushed  
the boundaries concerning mental health  
disorders and their effects and cures. We do not 
discriminate either religiously, politically nor  
sexually. We’re open to anyone dropping in, be it 
for coffee, soup, advice, a chat, to draw, to write, 
to knit, to help in our wonderful garden, to use 
our computers or even if you’re just MHD curious. 
 
I would like to take this opportunity to thank 
Emelin Collier for her unswerving support over 
the years. She gave us the confidence to know 
that the ‘professionals’ were listening to us.  
 
So this relates how WIAMH began, why it began 
and why it still continues to benefit people every 
single day. It is an important part of our  
community and we cannot see a time when it  
will not sustain us.       



What Does Catch 23 Mean to Me? 
We asked drop- in users if they could put into words what Catch 23  
 meant to them.  This is what they told us: 
 

“Companionship, safety, understanding. A refuge  

from my everyday problems, friendship, affection and 

understanding from others”   Angus  

 

“The company. Since I came I have become a lot better and 

more confident. So much so I went to the learning shop to learn 

reading , writing, sums and spelling and got certificated for it. I 

am now a volunteer.  I have come a long, long way!”   Frances 

“I’ve made a lot of friends that I wouldn’t have managed to make. You can 

express your feelings and be listened to. I never knew much about art until I 

went to the art sessions. Great being in the company of so many amazing 

people.”   Miriam.  



“Having the support when we 

need in Catch 23 is great! 

Staff are always helpful.”   

Cheryl  

“A life saver!”  K.N. 

“Catch 23 means a lot. Hot soup and strong coffee 

to keep the cold out, a warm chat and a good 

laugh, a day out at the beach in summer.  But it 

means much more, just the slightest of things... 

                      ...to be able to talk about what 

matters the most.”     Anon 

“A place to go. Always someone to talk with 

and socialise with others. I enjoy the meals 

out and meeting new people.”   Niall M 

“A good place to chill out and socialise and that’s how I met my girlfriend. It has 

helped me to get accustomed to island life.” 

                                                          Matthew 

“The food is delicious and I wouldn’t miss it 

for the world. The company brings me out of 

myself and keeps my worries at bay.” 

                                                Mairi 

 
“Helps with self-confidence. 

Great for meeting new people of 

different backgrounds. Good for 

sharing problems, one to one or 

in a group. The art group has 

been useful.    Mark 

“A I find C23 relaxing, taking me out of myself. I enjoy     

interacting and I’ve learned card games.”   Donald. 

“Social interacting, good 

company. Free soup!”     

                          Neil S 



The Wednesday Writers  
Catch 23 Wednesday Writers group was first formed by Niall Shaw, Frances Macleod and Cathy 
Macleod, meeting in the original WIAMH in the Grianan Centre, Stornoway.  
 
We have evolved over the years and now meet regularly every Wednesday at 2.00pm in the 
Taigh Céilidh; the art room at the back of Catch 23. We are a fluid group with approximately 6 
people joining up to write each week. Sharing our work we write therapeutically, with  
encouragement and respect for each other’s diversity. 
 
In the past WIAMH has taken part in joint Arts Residency projects led and supported by artists 
and writers Rosie Summerton and Derek Ramsay from Art Angel and Luna respectively, both Art 
Advocacy projects based in Dundee. We were delighted to be included in their publications of 
the anthologies Valtos Dreaming, Woven Tale, Twenty Three in a Bed (and a cat) and more.  
Also with their help and support Cathy Macleod’s poetry book Sometimes was published. 
 
Working jointly with Community artist Joe Mahony and artist Cathy MacArthur, we have taken 
part in See Me projects to combat the stigma of mental health. Exhibiting in An Lanntair our work 
was published in the book 1:4. Latterly we took part in Suicide Prevention Week holding an 
event in Stornoway Library Cafe resulting in our pamphlet Our Island. Two members of our 
group also took part in the Scottish Recovery Network narrative project. 
 
Over the years many established writers have supported the Wednesday Writers, with poets 
John Glenday and Pauline Prior-Pit, poet and storyteller Ian Stephen, author Laura Hird and 
most recently Canadian short story writer and novelist Heather Birrell, taking workshops. 
 
Wednesday writers group has been strengthened with the employment of Spencer Woodcock 
and we look forward to reading and sharing all the words that fall from our imagination in the   
future.                    
                                                                                                                                     

Hilary Sludden 
 



C23 Writers Group with Canadian Author Heather Birrel 

The Taigh Céilidh has hosted the writing group since the early days of Catch 23 

Sketch by Roger Seddon 



 

I came to 

Catch 23  

because I 

wanted to 

write 

 
 

Perhaps it might not seem as 

significant a reason as other 

people’s justifications for 

being here, but it meant a lot 

to me. 

  

Up until the age of 13, I 

couldn’t really write - not 

just in any artistic sense, 

there was a complete inability 

to write anything. It was an 

horrendous, indescribable 

feeling. Thousands of  

electrical pulses firing 

through your brain, each  

carrying lines to start a 

mighty fable, yet unable to 

render any of them unto paper. 

English classes - in secondary 

1 and 2 - that involved free 

writing were torture sessions 

as my brain screamed in  

frustration at the blank A4 in 

front of me; it could never 

find the right words to begin. 

 

This feeling, riding on top of 

the muddle of mental and  

physical expansion that is  

adolescence, coupled with a 

school staff unwilling to    

 

 

understand or to help out, 

made those years unbearable. 

 

It’s no small wonder that I 

was trepidatious when I made 

the move to Secondary 3 at 

the Nicolson Institute. My 

worries however were put to 

rest thanks to the aid of 

the Support For Learning 

staff, who ensured that I 

had a relaxed transition  

into the school and     

eventually into mainstream 

education again. This meant 

going back to an English 

class. Fortunately, a man 

named Michael Bartlett 

spearheaded this  

readjustment, and with his 

guidance finally got me to 

write something… and to 

write  consistently. I  

genuinely felt lighter as 

this mental burden was  

lifted from me. 

 

I felt even lighter as I let 

the deluge of words that had 

been building up spew out 

onto the page in front of 

me. Suddenly, when it came 

to free writing in English, 

I was churning out eight to 

ten page stories, compared 

to my peers who would bring 

forth upwards of a page’s 

worth.  

 

Two years later and things 

reached their peak when   

exams came along. I fondly 

remember being in a sleep-

deprived state and on that 

writing something completely 



 

outlandish involving a  

stereotypical Victorian  

gentleman piloting an   

American school-bus-come-

spacecraft through the      

cosmos, accompanied by a 

St.Bernard’s dog called 

Hundley. 

 

I came out of that with the 

second highest grade I 

could’ve achieved. This   

became one of the main   

justifications in being 

talked into attempting  

Higher English for Secondary 

Five. Feeling unstoppable,  

I didn’t put up much      

resistance in doing it. 

 

And I got crushed. I was  

unprepared for the demands 

of Higher English and my 

deep-seated anxieties rose 

up again to claim me. I 

found myself scared to come 

to class, to write again. 

Then I became scared to come 

to school at all. I dropped 

out of school and continued 

to recede. 

 

Eight months later I was 

given an out to the rut I 

had got stuck in. A local 

group called First Step was 

suggested to me, as they 

“helped out young people who 

are finished with secondary 

school”. Over the months 

they worked wonders on me, 

helping me to re-integrate 

with society and rebuild   

my shattered self-esteem. 

However, I still didn’t 

write. At home I was still 

too glued to my computer 

screen to write and  

outside of it First Step 

kept me busy with a  

myriad of activities. 

 

When I voiced my     

concerns, First Step 

eventually suggested 

Catch 23 to me, and the 

weekly writing group 

that they held. They 

came along and helped me 

to get settled in with 

the new people there. 

The writing group itself 

took pride in        

maintaining an informal       

atmosphere, free of 

harsh criticisms. 

 

Three years have passed 

since then and I still 

attend regularly. Sure, 

there are some weeks 

where I write absolutely 

nothing, but there are 

also weeks where screeds 

are written in the space 

of an hour. At the end   

of the day I find, like 

with most things, it 

helps to just keep    

going, no matter how 

small the progress made. 

I’ve seen what it’s   

like to be stuck,      

to stagnate; more     

accurately, I’ve been 

there before.  

 

I intend not to go back. 

 

                                            

Sean  



 

 

When your mind is your enemy, the last thing 

that you want is to be alone with your mind.  
 
Obsessive thoughts invade your consciousness 
and whirl and swoop inside your brain,            
devouring every vestige of rationality and      
common sense as effectively as a swarm of  
locusts descending upon a farmer’s crops.  
Insomnia is a common side effect of obsessive 
thoughts. Once the lights are off and you are  
settled in your bed without any distractions; they 
invade and chase away any traces of sleep.  
During the day, they pop up without warning, 
elbowing out your normal train of thought and 
impairing your ability to perform even basic 
tasks.  
 
Obsessive thoughts take many forms:  
chastisement and derision of self, a small  
worry that magnifies itself into catastrophic  
proportions, or rage and self-pity at the  
unfairness of life, (these are but a few examples).  
 
Writing obsessive thoughts down helps greatly. 
Write them down as they appear in your mind.  
.  

Don’t attempt to filter them or rationalise them. 
They may not make any sense and may be  
complete gobbledygook. It doesn’t matter how       
nonsensical the thoughts are, the important thing is 
that they are out of your head and encapsulated on 
a page. Once they are down, leave them alone for a 
while. You can (attempt) to rationalise them later. 
 
Re-reading your thoughts after a period of time 
can help you realise just exactly how nonsensical 
and immaterial they actually are. If you can, try 
and re-arrange them into a short written piece.  
 
The Writer’s group at Catch 23 which is held on a 
Wednesday from 2pm is an excellent place to  
carry out this task. You can keep your writing to 
yourself or you can share it with others. If you do 
share, then the friendly environment of the group 
will mean that you are greeted with sensitivity, 
compassion and helpful feedback.  
 
Talking about obsessive thoughts also helps. A 

word of warning: choose your audience. Some 

people can be scathing or dismissive of the 

thoughts that have plagued you. Getting a negative 

reaction makes you feel belittled, foolish and/or 

ashamed. A sympathetic ear works wonders. Seek 

out people who are most likely to have had similar 

troubles with controlling their mind. The service 

users, volunteers and workers at Catch 23 will not 

judge or berate you.  

Catch 23 is similar to the “Cheers” sitcom (minus 

the booze!) “Where everybody knows your name, 

and they’re always glad you came.” 

The Curse of Obsessive Thoughts 
Janine MacDonald 

Painting by I. Murray 



 

Rain  
 
Rain 
Trickling 
Slowly 
Spiralling downwards  
As it journeys on the pane of glass. 
 
Gathering speed 
On its travels  
Intermingling 
Dividing 
Connecting 
 
Expanding 
Decreasing 
As it rushes  
Downwards 
In a crooked line 
 
My nose 
Pressed against the pane 
Vision distorted 
So my finger traces the path  
That one-drop takes 
 
As it comes to it journey ends 
It has been transformed 
From a tiny gem 
To an ocean  
And all it started with was one little drop  
 
 Emma Pigeon 



Twenty Years 
 
And the days would end with Guinness and Golden Virginia, 
Delicious and smooth like their syllables. 
Street corner vernacular welcome here, 
A stage door escape, our beery babble. 
Aspirations fall like ash to glass trays. 
Failed departures lead to empty platforms 
And the sibilance of unseen trains, 
Bending through sinews of the dark sirened city. 
Drunken revelations and renewed determinations 
Lose their eloquence, like the wordless clamour 
Of distant voices leaving ears with each uneven step. 
Soulless food precedes dreamless sleep, unrestful, unearned. 
Awake to a treadmill of deceptions and insincere resolutions. 
Tread forbidden tracks, beyond graffitied air raid shelters, 
Through the tunnel, find the secret passage, out into April air. 
Across the stony stream, spilling shillings,  
Over dormant heather to upland rock. 
Feet, heartbeating boulders, follow the wagtail, 
A pied ally, discerning fellow. 
Lungs gasp joyfully, senses dance euphorically, 
Contrails cast spells overhead. 
 
Making our way to Bayhead, Captain Yossarian and I, 
Private Dave, pause to gaze at willowy waves: 
Whispering replies to yesterday’s tears; 
Ripples of wisdom that cannot be hurried. 
Time echoes envoys of knowledge ashore 
And I am an apprentice of patience. 
Scrambling up rabbit fur grass of Ceapabhal, 
I cry my delight on reaching the cairn, 
Still breathing, still climbing. 
My glottal stop recedes, like cloud spun maps on the silver sea. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



To the town and number 23, a warm broth of friendship. 
We plot and plan our iambs and rhymes, 
Amid the ambient metaphorical chimes 
Of charming fellow writers, purveyors of sublime 
Lines composed, as together we climb. 
 
Walking focuses the mind, scenery nourishes the soul. 
Bog cotton amulets of gladness decorate the days 
And the ever shifting winds of consciousness. 
Daylight waxing gibbous is nostalgia. 
Abernethy’s liquorice and football: 
Reimagined matches on improvised pitches; 
Soothing souvenirs, postcards from the past; 
An actor recaptures speeches and cast. 
The future is lapping lazuli pools 
On amber sand I cannot yet own. 
Today I grasp arcane satisfactions: 
A complete crossword; the unique attraction 
Of smiles from faces, familiar, unknown. 
On an inky crushed velvet veil of night, 
Moon and stars fashion hope from light. 
And the days end with choral vespers and coffee, 
Delicious and smooth like their syllables. 
 
                                                            
                                                                          Dave Alldred 



After living for twelve years in Stornoway 
with my wife, things were gradually going   
off the rails. 
 
Having had some problems with depression 
twenty years ago when I had a short stay in 
Craig Dunain Hospital I recognised the signs 
that both depression and paranoia were       
increasing, resulting in a severe crisis on the 
sixteenth of January this year resulting in an   
attempted overdose of painkillers. 
 
Still very paranoid and very depressed I was 
allowed to go home after four days on the  
understanding that I was to attend APU at 
WIH as a day patient. After ten days attending 
APU I was released to the care of the CPN by 
my psychiatrist and I was recommended both 
by mental health professionals and friends to 
visit Catch 23 in Bayhead, as a place where 
people with similar problems to myself could 
drop in and have a cup of coffee and a chat. 
 
I went there and found a very welcoming   
atmosphere, and on the second afternoon I 
spent time there I noticed that a “Creative 
Writing” group met there every Wednesday 
afternoon, and as I had written some poems 
and they helped me come to terms with my 
depression before I made up my mind to  
attend the group. 
  
The creative writing group has been meeting 
weekly for nearly twenty years and has been 
given the task of coordinating the twentieth 
anniversary of WIAMH by producing a    
publication, including writings, photography 
and art. 
 
So I have sat down and tried to write how it 
was for me, although a fifty six year old, I am 
the newest member of the group.  I am still 
not sure how this is going to work out as the 
paranoia and uncertainty are still within 
touching distance and I am scared to disturb 
them in case, like silt to a diver, they cloud 
my vision and I have to grope my way again 
to the clear water I’m in now. 
 
I’m slowly putting my life back together and I 

am happy to be still alive and looking to the 

future again.    

                                              Mike  

          

Clear Water 



...Indeed it feels like boxing 

You wake 

Feeling rope 

After a 2D fight  

With the invisible man 

But never hit anyone... 

Except perhaps your manager. 

You thought you managed to sink your teeth in 

But it was your own tongue that you reached 

Numbed till you woke 

You wake briefly 

He is unscathed 

But has broken your nose 

1,2, 3, and she’s out. 

 

A bout (with) Epilepsy 

Anne Christina. 



 

Luskentyre 
 

Feeling like a stranger in my bed and breakfast roost. 
I sit I look through glass and glance towards the cloud shrouded sands 
A glance spots solitude, the black clothed figure walking towards the sea. 
I never see him return but he always does, ready to welcome me to his holiday rental home. 
Ready to listen ready to gently interrupt my longer silences, ready to heal, ready to  
hear with words written, spoken or drawn. 
If only with cupped hands I could catch the tears you may have privately shed of loss and 
loneliness. 
Tell me I could ache a little for you. 
A way to rest your head.                 

                                                                 Hilary Sludden 

 
The News 
 
I trip over 
My thoughts 
They fall 
From me 
The bottomless pit 
Of Humanity 
 
Followed by the weather.       

                        Hilary Sludden 

Tablets 

Photo: Jethro Sludden 

Photo  Spencer Woodcock 



Emotionally shipwrecked 
when I reached the Lewis shore 
beaten down by life  
I could not take it any more. 
 
Exhausted with experience  
I felt my body weep. 
The first few months flew by  
my days and nights were filled with sleep. 
 
The start of my recovery, 
the pace of life had slowed 
a broken man in tatters 
the pain on my face showed. 
 
I was unable to function 
in the most simple of ways 
the support received from family 
helped me to survive those days 
I stared out into big skies 
felt a sense of peace once more 
over single tracks and neighbours’ crofts 
watching the sea from my front door 
 

I wouldn't venture out much 
at least not on my own 
though I craved the isolation 
I often felt alone. 
 
Eventually I reached the point  
where I could start to help myself 
I looked for ways I could improve 
my own poor mental health. 
 
I sought help from Penumbra 
and attended CBT. 
I'll be forever grateful to this island and its people 
for the help they gave to me. 

Lewis Shore 

Matthew Nicholson 



‘LEGACY’ 
 
Stark. 
Stuck. 
Solid. 
 
Stacked by hands that were there; 
who made hands that are here now. 
 
We stand solid by the water. 
Grey, now the rain is here 
 
While spirits flow through the air 
Caressing the stark, stuck, solid stone walls. 

                     
 

‘‘ASYLUM’  (For Jimmy) 
 
Let me wander in your garden. 
Where I can shed my doubting  tears. 
And drag my hem upon the ancient green of god-wottered  lawn. 
 
Black swans will glide upon the pool of reflection. 
Knowing their true  love will not imprison them for 7 awful years. 
 
I shall sit on the branches of Pan. 
Shaded and chattered to by his leaves,  
which will scatter and cover the ground. In the changing season of autumn,  
with gold. 
 
White lilies will warn  me of the death  to come. 
Red roses will promise the life that will bloom, when I must leave the garden.. 
to take root in my very core 
 
Let me wander in your garden when madness comes creeping 
And I will repay you with my longing to be happy. 
                                                                                 

Cathy Macleod 

  Cathy Macleod 





 

Art Groups, Projects  

Art has been a crucial part of Catch 23’s work. Over the last twenty years we have run art  
residencies with the help of Scaliscro Lodge and our Dundee partners, put on exhibitions with the 
help and support of An Lanntair Arts Centre, and run regular art groups and classes in the Taigh 
Céilidh. Ivor Mackay has run the Friday arts group since 2012 and arts session workers  
Sandra Kennedy and Elaine Murray worked with us in 2016. 

The Friday Art 
Group hard at work 

See Me: I in 4 exhibition  
At An Lanntair in conjunction with  
Joe Mahony and Cathy MacArthur 



 

And Arts Residentials 

Above: Arts residency at Scaliscro Lodge in 2009.    Below: Community Mental Health Team,            
presented with artwork by Catch 23 session worker Ivor Mackay for use in their consultation room. 



 

Above:  Anne Christina tries abstract expressionism outside the Taigh Céilidh 
 

Below: The Carloway Broch by Noelle Sharrock 



 

Hama Time  

Catch 23 Drop in artists were actively 
involved in the “Hama Time,” hama 
bead project, led by Joe Mahony which 
created a huge  (22 foot by 7 foot) 
stained glass effect mural for the com-
munity room at An Lanntair. 
 
Over 150 people were involved and 
618135 beads were used to create       
the artwork.   
 
The mural was later moved to the    
Grianan centre where it continues to  
be enjoyed all their visitors including 
some of the individuals depicted in the 
artwork. 

Donald Murray by his hama bead double 

The mural as stained glass window at An Lanntair arts centre 

Working on the mural in the Taigh Céilidh 

Wilma checks out her doppleganger 



  

I am the Friday art tutor at Catch 23. I began teaching 
art in Acute Psychiatry in the Western Isles Hospital 
for a couple of hours a week. This I did for fifteen 
years and enjoyed the work immensely. People       
generally seemed  happier on completing some        
artwork, and leaving the class, than when they        
entered. Work in the hospital ended in 2012 due to 
lack of funding.  
 
The class and some of its regulars, and some new fac-
es moved to our new slot at Catch 23 in 2012. The 
group at present consists of five regular artists and we 
all enjoy the Catch 23 premises. 
  
I mainly teach drawing and painting but do also          

encourage other mediums. The artists all have their 

ideas of subject matter so each paints their own ideas 

and pursued their own unique style of working. We 

paint mainly in acrylic though we use other mediums 

too, such as oil, chalk pastels, and pen and ink. Some 

faces have  remained in the group for many years 

while others come for shorter periods, as their         

differing needs and well-being require. 

Ivor Mackay 

Art Groups 

 Above:  J.A.M works away 

Work from Sandra and Elaine’s 
Thursday session 



 

The Art Groups’ creativity makes the  
Taigh Céilidh an ever-changing kaleidoscope of colour. 



 

Above: artwork by Eric.        
 

Below: Dragon in the Hebrides by Helen Bayly 



 

Art works by: Dollan Newhall (above)    Gary (below left)   and Mark Adams (below right) 



The Garden 
The Garden of the drop-in has been  
developed into a haven of  
tranquillity by volunteer gardener, 
Ian Paul over the last eight years. 

Ian takes a well earned break 



Almost two hundred people turned out for the Big 
Lunch for Mental Health fundraising soup and     
pudding event at the MA Macleod Memorial Hall in 
Stornoway in June 2016. 
 
Initially this was the idea of Murdo Macleod (NHS 

Western Isles), one of our local See Me Scotland 

Community Champions, who campaigns to raise 

awareness and tackle the stigma surrounding 

mental illness alongside the other See Me       

Community Champions in aid of, and in             

partnership with WIAMH.  Combined with the    

fantastic support and  generosity of the members 

of the Stornoway Free Church congregation, the  

awareness day, with the donation of some       

wonderful  food, brought together  a wide range   

of people from all parts of the local community   

and raised £840 for the drop-in.               

Del Gunn reflected, “Although the food was a real 

bonus for an event like this, what was especially  

encouraging was seeing so many people looking 

for information and showing a real interest in improving awareness locally. It was a real         

icebreaker for some people and gave them an informal way to approach people and discuss 

what for many is still seen as an extremely sensitive subject.”  

Raising Awareness 
Events are a vital part of WIAMH’s work: raising awareness, combating stigma, not to  
mention raising funds.  They can also be a great opportunity to build partnerships with        
local organisations and individuals. The following pages give a glimpse of just a sample 
of the fantastic support that the local community gives to WIAMH and the drop in. 

 Murdo and glamorous assistant 
at the lunch. 



 

And Raising Funds 



 

Céilidhs and CDs 

The production of the Escape CD and a launch night at the Woodlands Centre was the idea of Iline 

Murray back in 2011 and raised over £2500 for WIAMH.  All the contributing artists gave up their 

recording and performance time for free as did Keith Morrison of Wee Studios who provided the 

sound on the night. This was a completely new idea of fundraising for us and we even had online 

sales of the CD from as far afield as the USA and Canada. 



 

20th Anniversary Celebration 



 

10
th
 September 2016 saw WIAMH begin their 20

th
 year celebrations with a music 

event organised by committee member Iline Murray.  Attended by almost 90 people 

it was a fantastic night headlined by the Dun Ringles and supported by a wide range 

of artists, raising over £500 from ticket sales and donations. 



              Below: Long time supporter of WIAMH, Andrew King 

presents a cheque to drop in staff and users. 

With Grateful Thanks 
Many community organisations and many, many, individuals have supported    
our work over the last twenty years.  Thank you so much to everyone who has 
made the Catch 23 Drop In and WIAMH such a success and such a source of 
support and empowerment for so many people. Here is to the next twenty years! 

Above: local BBC presenter, Niall Iain Macdonald rowing                                             

The Minch in 2008 to raise money for WIAMH and the RNLI. 



Sources of support 
WIAMH would like to recognise all the financial and in kind support                      

that we have received over the years from the following organisations:  




