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In the beginning  

Each and every example of human existence - a diversity of being, cooked up in a 

melting pot of nature and nurture - delivers a unique result: a remarkable blueprint 

that cannot be duplicated. From our first tottering steps to those last doddery 

stumbles, we carve a matchless track that outlines our actuality on this blue orb. 
 

How does one define his, or her life? Is it through learning achieved or places visited? 

Could it be a family formed, or work accomplished? Does our heritage say who we are, 

or is it more to do with friends we keep, the faith we maintain, the place we live in, or 

politics we prefer? All these assorted parts go to make one whole being, for better or for 

worse, richer or poorer. (‘So help me God’, some might add, if they have cause to resort 

to belief in such universal and long-lasting myths). 

 

We are a product of nature and in that respect a significant portion of life is already 

defined and fixed, even before that glorious moment when we poke through the pubic 

hairs to breathe in the air around. Looking on from the outer; from the aspect of that 

environment which greets us when we do finally make our entry onto life’s stage, we 

find an entirely different perspective. For this new world which surrounds us, is also a 

very fluid thing, and the choices we make will come to define our being, perhaps even 

more than those genes inherited from our forebears.  

……………………………… 
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We all have a tale to tell. That’s what life is all about, isn’t it? Whether a ‘high-flyer’, or 

living in abject poverty, it is a life: yours or mine; his or hers. Immersed in each life - 

underpinning every existence - there is a story to be told, which has relevance to the 

sphere of its world. In those domains beyond the person whose life is the focus of 

attention, some stories are perhaps less engaging than others. But this depends to an 

extent on how the story is presented; how the important elements of that being are 

selected and joined, to form a complete portrait. A life’s story is a painting of countless 

brushstrokes: a Mona Lisa of our being; a Da Vinci code which only the painter can 

decipher with certainty. 

 

For every individual, their personal tale is the most enthralling story of all: more 

important than any president, footballer, or film star. This is because that person in the 

spotlight has lived every minute, every second, of their own story: the highs, lows, and a 

myriad of in-betweens. For ourselves, no other person’s account can match our own 

narrative. But for it to be fascinating to others - even enriching - depends on how the 

tale is painted; how it is developed and displayed to the world beyond. 

 

This story celebrates one such journey, starting from the cradle – or indeed, before the 

cradle to be more precise - with some remarkable events along the way. This life in 

focus – this bruncle - did not gain the fame of a high-flying politician, or prize-winning 

entertainer; neither did it find infamy through incredible wrongdoing, but it has enjoyed a 

long and winding road, across the terrain of more than seven decades.  

 

At the time of committing narrative to print, our being in the spotlight has reached the 

age of aching bones and sore feet: things it would not wish on anyone (but which it 

imagines almost everyone who passes the muster of middle age, has to endure). This is 

the phase of one’s existence where accumulated knowledge can enable clearer insight 

and better understanding. Then, looking back from an older age, the highlights and 

lowlights can be seen in the setting of a greater whole, encompassing past, present, and 

future, and comprehending meaning, through accrued involvement. Like fish observed 



A Life Story | In the beginning | 3 

 

in a glass bowl, with hindsight and the wisdom of experience, we can see more from 

outside looking in, than the unsure fish in its limited world, sees from inside looking out. 

 

To add another perspective, the undeniable truth is that one life can only inhabit a 

miniscule slice of the available whole, and from that tiny portion carves out its own story. 

What if this life had been born in another place, had inherited an alternative background 

or had travelled to different domains? Then its story would have been unrecognizable 

from the one which is told here. Through time and space, we each whittle our own 

niche: the embodiment and statement of our personal being.  

 

Whittling our niche 
 

Imagine what one doesn’t see, 

Or hear, or feel, or experience, 

Through any one life 

On this blue-green globe. 

The choice we have is limitless, 

The path we choose to take, 

Governed by a potent mix 

Of genes and circumstantial fate. 
 

 

Reality comes individually: 

A short, sweet glimpse, a minute amount, 

From oceans of people 

And deserts of place. 

Within some overall time-set frame 

We carve and whittle our niche, 

Discarding the remaining sequoia tree 

For the other seven billion to reach. 
 

……………………………… 
 

And thus to ‘Bruncle’ ... 

 

Some might ask, “So what is this peculiar word ‘bruncle’?” And the response would be 

that this unusual, perhaps even odd word, is chosen for the fact that it defines and 

underscores the story told, more than any other word in existence.  
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As you read on, you will discover that the reality assumed by the central character at the 

start, is quite different to the individual who emerges a quarter of a century later; the 

earlier form having been misled by loved ones over the length and breadth of the 

intervening twenty-five years. Whether those cherished family members who were part 

of the fabrication, felt it was a good thing to do for the individual in focus, or alternatively 

for his mother, remains a mystery. 

 

One major result which sprang from our hoodwinked central character, named George, 

knowing the truth, was that brothers and sisters became uncles and aunts, while at the 

same time nephews and nieces became cousins. In addition, he assumed the title of 

oldest in a younger generation, rather than his earlier status of youngest in a more 

outdated clan: a reformed state of being which he much preferred. But more critical 

than this general interchange of family descriptors, was the fact that one nephew – his 

mother’s second born - suddenly became elevated to assume the station of half-brother.  

 

From his former nephew’s point of view, George suddenly morphed almost miraculously 

into brother, rather than uncle (as he had been led to believe for almost three decades). 

Thus John, the new brother of George, quite pleased about this departure from the 

boring norm, returned the compliment by coining the descriptor ‘bruncle’, to seal their 

newfound bond. It was a brainwave of brilliance with a comical twist: it formed a word 

that celebrated the new and rightful truth, whilst sending the fake news out to pasture.  

 

So, let us begin from the beginning: 

 

George Airlie Roderick Lachlan McLoed is an ordinary individual, with a somewhat 

pretentious bunch of Scottish names (assuming one looks past the George that is). At 

least that’s how he sees himself. There was a time, when the thought did cross his mind 

that he might indeed be extra-ordinary: the new Messiah - the immortal Son of God 

returning to Earth - growing up secretly amongst fellow mortals, in readiness to lead his 

flock to salvation, while friends and relations all fall by the wayside around him. It was a 

hopeful dream, encompassing a number of inherent flaws. 
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Eventually, as the years progressed, George saw reason, concluding that the same 

thought probably occurred to every other expectant soul in the universe. Regardless, he 

would soldier on, silently waiting for some miraculous sign from God the Father, just in 

case he was right, and the other squillions were wrong! At the same time, he realized his 

chances of being the one chosen from the flock, were severely limited by the fact that 

ever since his rejection of Sunday school at about the age of twelve, he had regarded 

his potential benefactor - and would-be route to immortality - as a complete sham, 

dreamed up by a bunch of illiterate peasants, some two thousand years in the past. 

 

What George did not fully realise, was that even if in the final analysis, it did turn out that 

he was not God’s heavenly son on Earth, his life compared to many, had been quite 

extraordinary. To date, he had not managed to reach those hypothetical human heights 

of Everest that most of us strive for - though who could guess what was still to come – 

and had not accumulated mountains of money, or both (hypothetical heights and 

mountains of money usually travelling hand-in-hand). No, the main feature of his 

gathered experience thus far – the theme tune he could sing to the rest of the world - 

revolved around one word: adversity. He had faced it in bucketloads; it had been thrown 

over him at times like shit from a sewer, from the start to the present day.  

 

Over the years he had learnt to cope with such misfortune and move on, regardless of 

whether the adversity he was asked to withstand came in the form of chronic and 

continuing, or catastrophic and acute. His periodic persecution we could call it, might 

well have appeared for example, either as the gradual failure of a long-standing 

relationship over months or years, or a surprise attack by terrorists, wielding guns and 

grenades that lasted minutes: one common, the other not so, but each equally valid.   

 

And who knew what was to come? More of the same most likely if the past was anything 

to go by. ‘Our history helps us to know and predict the future,’ George remembers 

being told at school, which all sounded a bit pompous … but just maybe it was true. 

 

……………………………… 


