
Listening, and being listened to,
is good for your mental health

#YoL2016





Introduction
‘Scotland’s Year of Listening 2016’ was an initiative 
launched on 1st February 2016 by Breathing Space 
and NHS Living Life mental health telephone 
services, alongside other national organisations, 
to promote listening and listening skills across 
Scotland.

Whether through pledges, competition entries 
or events, it was an opportunity to find out what 
listening and being listened to, means to people 
across Scotland.

You’ll see throughout this booklet that it is 
the quality of listening which can make all the 
difference to our relationships, friendships and 
mental wellbeing.

Hopefully you can ‘take time to listen today’.

Year of Listening launch at Glasgow Green with the 
Breathing Space Taxi

Year of Listening  Staff Competition Winners

“Listening well is as 
much about really 
understanding someone 
else’s experience and 
that’s so important 
when you are living with 
a rare condition like 
Huntington’s Disease.”
– Scottish Huntington’s 
Association Family 
Member

“Listening for 
me is essential 
to good mental 
health - a 
problem shared 
is a problem 
halved.” 
– Geoff, Tayside

“Really listening 
can help end 
mental health 
discrimination.”
– See Me

 “Being properly 
listened to makes 
someone feel 
valued.”
– Rosie, Aberdeen
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Buchlyvie 10K, Stirlingshire



“Actively listening to students problems, whatever 
they may be, is what makes our jobs fulfilling, but 
also increases our ability to aid them, providing them 
with a positive student experience.”
– University of Dundee Student Services

Some Year of Listening Pledges

“Actively listening to our patients and callers is 
crucial in providing a safe, effective service and 
a good patient/caller experience - it provides an 
excellent opportunity to learn and improve services 
for all.”
– Shona, Patient Affairs, NHS 24

“Listening means that I understand someone else’s 
perspective. In the context of mental health, it’s 
particularly important to listen without judging. 
Everyone is entitled to express their thoughts and 
feelings in a way that is meaningful to them.”
– Paul Gray, Director-General Health and Social 
Care and Chief Executive of NHSScotland

 “Too often we underestimate the power listening 
can have for someone. It is so important to feel you 
have been heard for your sense of self. To listen 
can make the difference between life and death. It 
should never be underestimated.”
– Jenny, PLUS Perth & Kinross

“All our senses can be used to listen, let’s use them 
to their full effect to be there for others when they 
need to communicate how they feel. Being heard can 
help more than you know so when someone needs 
to talk, listen. Listening compassionately shows we 
care.”
– Cope Scotland

“Listening is compassion in action.”
– Scottish Recovery Network

“Listening means being there in an empathetic 
and supportive way without a need for anything in 
return.” 
– Rachael Benson, Children 1st

 “We will believe you. We will listen to you. We will 
support you.” 
 – Natalie, Scottish Borders Rape Crisis Centre

 “Listening is key to effective relationships at work. 
It can help create healthy, motivated and supportive 
workplaces. This Year of Listening consider how 
‘really listening’ can improve your health, and the 
health of your organisation.” 
 – Healthy Working Lives

“Opening up and listening is the best way to positive 
communication.” 
 – John Russell, Renfrewshire Council

 “COSCA’s vision is: a listening, caring society that 
values people’s well-being.” 
 – COSCA (Counselling & Psychotherapy in Scotland)

Breathing Space staff taking time to listen The Living Life taxi was spotted in Glasgow!
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We asked the question ‘What does Listening mean to 
you?’ and here are the results!

Well done to everyone who took part and congratulations to our 
winners who each received a prize. 

With thanks to Professor Louise Welsh, Dr Carolyn Jess-Cooke and 
Dr Elizabeth Reeder from the Creative Writing/ English Literature 
Department at the University of Glasgow for judging the short story 
and poetry categories of the Year of Listening competition and to Ian 
Dawson, Group Picture Editor for Express Newspapers in Scotland for 
judging the photography category.
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“Listening properly to 
someone is giving them 
the gift of your time 
and attention, and 
shows that you value 
them. You don’t have 
to ‘fix’ them, however 
tempting it may be to 
try. They just need you 
to really listen.” 
– Deborah, 
NHS Tayside

WINNER, 
PHOTO
by Peter Lewis, Peterhead

Sound of Music

“It’s about 
hearing their 
voice, their 
dreams, hopes 
and aspirations, 
and experiencing 
that real person 
and what 
matters to them.” 
– William, 
Penumbra



WINNER, 
SHORT STORY
by Rosie Baillie, Dundee

What does 
listening mean 
to you?

They lay in beds opposite each other on the acute receiving ward.

He was in his late teens. He’d been admitted because of severe headaches, he was 
training to be a boxer.

She was a woman in her thirties, a mum of two, the youngest of whom was only a 
few months old. She’d had an allergic reaction to penicillin.

They were admitted at roughly the same time, but they didn’t speak to each other. 
The space from one side of the ward to another seemed vast, small talk wasn’t easy, 
and their current troubles were over-whelming.

But, she listened as he repeatedly told the doctors that pain killers didn’t work on 
him. She heard him ask if he’d make his fight on the Saturday. And she listened to 
him put on a brave face as he talked to his mum on the phone and reassured her that 
he was okay.

He listened to her as she told the nurses that she’d never been allergic to penicillin 
before. He heard her tell her husband to go home, that she’d be okay, and that it was 
more important that he was at home with their children.

The night was sleepless, a man in the bed by the window had a cough which 
wouldn’t settle, and the old lady next to him shouted out random names in her sleep. 
They heard the relentless history-taking of the doctors as patient after patient was 
admitted, and the soft back and forth of the nurses as they monitored the patients 
under their care. As the sun rose, they settled into their lives on the ward. Dozing 
when they could, he watched telly or listened to music; she read her book. He had 
visits from his uncle and his trainer. She had visits from her husband, and her mum 
who brought in her baby daughter.

He watched as she cuddled her little girl to her, and listened as she explained to her 
daughter how sorry she was that she wouldn’t be able to come home. And once the 
visitors had gone, he listened as she sank back into her bed, and quietly sobbed her 
heart out.

She didn’t notice him climb out of his bed and go to the nurse’s station. He didn’t 
know how to comfort her himself, but he asked one of the nurses to go to her. The 
staff nurse knew just what to do and went to the woman and wrapped her in a warm 
embrace.

Later that day he was moved to another ward and the next day she went home. They 
hadn’t exchanged a word.
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WOOPI Singers, Inverclyde

 “Listening is the 
most important part 
of communication. 
You have two ears 
and one mouth so 
you should listen 
twice as often as 
you speak.”
– Ian, Patient 
representative,
NHS Ayrshire & Arran

“The voice of those 
living with Huntington’s 
Disease often goes 
unheard and as 
we seek to improve 
support and services 
it is essential that we 
really listen to what 
is needed.” - Scottish 
Huntington’s Association
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WINNER, 
POEM
by David Moffat, Glasgow

Listening

‘What are these?’ she asks, 
pointing to the bulging cobalt tracks 
that run from skinny wrist to bony elbow. I tell her about veins 
and how her 90 year old heart, 
(still going strong) 
pumps life around her body.

‘What’s this?’ she asks, 
her finger on the damson stain of recent blood extraction. 
I tell her it’s a test 
she’s passed with flying colours.

‘What’s happened to your hair?’ she asks. 
I tell her that I’m getting old 
and there’s this thing they call 
male pattern baldness. 
She doesn’t like it so we agree 
to blame my father for my lack of locks.

‘Why is your face... thick orange?’ she asks. 
I tell her that it’s called a tan, 
caused by happy days spent in the sun 
while on a trip to Rome.

‘What do you think of them?’ She asks 
and spreads her fingers wide to peacock nails, 
newly varnished, cherry ripe, by care-home staff. 
Her hands stretch forward then revolve 
to let the lacquer dance with light.

‘What are these?’ she asks, 
pointing once again at the landscape of her vermicelli arms.

RUNNER UP, 
PHOTO
by David Spinks

Never Forget 
Srebrenica

 “Listening to someone 
with Dementia will enable 
better understanding. It is 
also about hearing what is 
not being said.”
– Alzheimer Scotland

“Listening is not about 
something you hear or see 
– it’s something you feel.” - 
Stephen, Deafblind Scotland



RUNNER UP, 
SHORT STORY
by Lesley Gladman

All Ears

They’ve let me out.  They must think I’m well enough.  To go into town.  On 
my own. 
I’m only a girl – but a big girl.  I can hear voices from way up the High Street.  
They’re so loud.  I’ve got money.  I can go to the Newmarket Bar.  Have a drink.  
It’s not far.
Someone’s telling me to take care.  Watch out for the dark spirits.  There are 
lots of people, moving, swimming around my head.  I shake them off. I enter 
the pub.  It’s so quiet.  Everyone drinking – in silence.  I ask for a vodka and 
lemonade. The barman smiles and looks at me.  He’s leering, I think.  He gets 
me my drink. I pay for it. I turn and look for a seat. I sit down opposite two 
guys, one good and one bad.  I can tell. And suddenly, everybody’s talking, 
making noise again. One of the two guys is speaking to the other guy.

“She’s from ‘up-by’, you know.” This is the bad guy.  “She’s nice but I wouldn’t 
touch her with a barge pole.”
“Don’t say that.”  says the good guy.  “She’ll hear you.”
“I doubt it.”  says the bad guy. “Her ears are all over the place.”
I try to inflict pain into him by thought transference but he grins and bares his 
bad teeth.
“Her name’s Alison.”  he says.  “Isn’t it, Alison?”  The bad guy raises his voice.
“Remember me?”  he says.  I shiver and I nod.  “I was your ‘friend’ in Aberdeen, 
wasn’t I, Alison?”
“Were you?”  asks the good guy.
“Yeah,”  says the bad guy, “I used to work in…”
“You should go now.”  I say to him.
“Eh?”  he says.
“You’re not my ‘friend’ now.”
They look at each other.  The bad guy shrugs.
The good guy says, “Maybe we should go.”
“No,” says the bad guy, “You stay.  Maybe ‘you’ can be her ‘friend’ tonight.”
The bad guys drains his glass and leaves.  The good guy looks at me with a 
nervous smile. 
 “Alison.”  he says.
“Yes.”
“I’m eh…Brian.”
“Brian.” I repeat.
“As in, ‘Life of…”
“They say I’m not well.”  I say to him.
“Who’s ‘they’?”  he asks.
“Them.”
“Do ‘you’ think you’re not well?”
I look down at my drink.  “Probably.”  I say.  Then I look up and catch his eyes.  
They’re big but warm.  I lower mine.  “I hear things.”  I tell him and I blush.
“Good things?”  he asks.
“Some good, some bad.”  I say.
“Am ‘I’ a ‘bad’ thing then?”
I smile and sigh.  I’m still struggling with my thoughts but he listens to me.  
He’s definitely the good guy.
“I could walk you…”  He’s hesitant.
“Yeah.”  I say.  “Please.”
He knows the way.  He’s gentle and he’s sweet and he doesn’t mention the 
bad guy.
He makes an effort to understand although he doesn’t hear, like I do, the voice 
from the sky, talking to me, celestial-like,
“Always look on the bright side of life.”  it said.
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“Listening is trying 
to hear hidden 
thoughts of 
the person and 
identifying their 
mood.”
– Anna, Renfrewshire, 
Survivors of 
Bereavement by 
Suicide

“As a carer, I find 
listening and being 
listened to are 
important for the 
physical wellbeing of 
those being cared for, 
and for the mental 
wellbeing of those 
doing the caring”.
– Dougie

“Listening means clearing 
a space in your thoughts 
to allow you to completely 
focus on what a person is 
saying.”
– Perth & Kinross Council, 
Wellbeing Support Team 
Aberfeldy
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RUNNER UP, 
POEM
by Pat Sutherland

Listen

Listen. 
The harvest moon 
sails over stubble fields 
picked clean at noon 
by feasting crows. 
Autumn tiptoes in.

Listen. 
A blousy bee  
forages in heather; 
ardent for pollen, 
her buzz turned off.

Listen. 
Light dissolves  
as soft rain falls, 
light as spindrift, 
hushing. 
Scotland’s smirr 
is soundless.

Listen. 
Smoke hides the  moon 
over Syrian fields, 
blasted,  
pockmarked at noon 
by murderous guns.

Listen. 
Aleppo waits 
in the thunder of planes 
shells mortars 
cluster bombs, 
Its people sick and starved  
among the dust and ashes.

Listen. 
A toddler, hauled from rubble 
sits, bloodied and black 
in an ambulance; 
broken by outrage 
he has no tears. 
Noise and blood are all he knows.

Aleppo waits. 
But no one listens.

Trinity High School 5K

The Breathing Space/ Living Life Partnership Group

 “I love listening to silence 
anywhere but especially in 
remote places. The person 
who listens to me is my best 
friend of 30+ years, I think 
it is an amazing skill which 
I aspire to.”
– Fiona, Aberfeldy

“We don’t just listen, 
we hear.” - MECOPP 
Gypsy/ Traveller 
Project

“Listening, to me, means 
me being there as an ear 
for people and friends to 
share their problems and 
stories with.”
– Rory, 
Active Travel Hub, Ayr

“No matter the problem, 
Poppyscotland offers 
a listening ear to 
members of the Armed 
Forces community. 
Active listening allows 
us to determine the 
often complex concerns 
of our clients, and 
better enables us to 
provide effective, 
practical, support.”
– Poppyscotland



Commended 
SHORT STORY
by Kelly Donaldson

Through the 
square window 

1982
The handprint is still there. You reach your tiny fingers towards it, pressing 
each digit one by one against the cold window. Avoiding the jam smudge 
left by your middle finger – a reminder of the breakfast abandoned eight 
hours earlier when you heard the door slam.
Looking at the empty garden, half-lit by street lamp, you can still see him 
striding down the path that morning, no looking back. The suitcase, once 
filled with family clothes, now weighed down by one man’s belongings. 
Then the sound of mummy crying in the bedroom, shifting slowly from howl 
to sob to whimper as the hours limp past, punctuated by the cuckoo clock 
mocking your sadness with shrill bursts.
And then the cold jam toast from breakfast a sad, lonely dinner for one as 
mummy’s words echo in your head.  “He loves somebody else now”.

2003
Pull up the cord, straighten the blind, let the sun pour in. Watch his back 
disappear down the road. Smile at his wave, swallow the lump, blink free the 
salt water. Get ready for work, step onto the train, drown out the words with 
headphones. “He loves somebody else now”.

2006
Pull back the curtains, open the window. Watch his back as he heads to the 
station. Lift the baby’s hand to wave goodbye, swallow the lump, brush away 
the droplets with a baggy sleeve. Get ready to go out, drown out the words 
with a nursery rhyme. “He loves somebody else now”.

2012
Open the shutters, wipe away the condensation.  Watch as father and 
daughter walk towards school, hand in hand. Stem the flow with a tissue 
mountain, coat on, drown out the words with a scroll through Facebook. “He 
loves somebody else now”.

2014
Head heavy, pillow magnet. Door closes. Hand pressed against cold glass. 
Nothing strong enough to drown out the words. Black hole. Here comes the 
flood. “He loves somebody else now.”
Late at night, try to explain. Heart and mouth open, ready to share. Words 
dismissed (“Don’t be daft, love”). Everything closes. “He loves somebody else 
now”.
Try again, and again, and again. Heart open, mouth open, ready to share. And 
then it happens: ears open, words heard, hand held. Nothing dismissed, pain 
acknowledged. Over and over and over and over.
Until, one by one, the words are erased.
“He loves somebody else.”
The past leaves the present.
“He loves somebody.”
And one man separates into two.
“He loves.”
Me.
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“45% of people with 
cancer say the 
emotional aspects are 
the most difficult to 
cope with. Giving people 
time and space to 
talk and be properly 
listened to, can ease 
some of that pain – I 
pledge to work to 
make that ambition 
a reality.” – Janice, 
MacMillan Cancer 
Support

 “The gift of 
effective listening 
is timeless in a 
fast changing 
world. This has 
huge appeal.”
– Course 
Participant, Listen 
Well Scotland

 “Listening means 
knowing what the 
person wants! Listen 
to what they are 
saying and try to 
understand from 
their point of view and 
then you can support/ 
help if needed!”
– Yvette Cuthbertson, 
Quarriers

“Listening to me 
means simply being a 
‘safe place’ where 
people can open up 
without fear of being 
judged.”
 – Derek Ferguson, 
Mental Health 
Network, NHS GGC



Help me to open up

by asking questiOns 

and working With me

Don’T
patrOnise me

Don’t Leave me sitting

In endless, 

awful Silence. 

ThaT doesn’t work.

I’ll just becomE more disassociated

and distaNt

sTuck in my own head

drOwning in thoughts

I’M unable to articulate

What I need is for you to actively Engage with me as an equal
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COMMENDED, 
POEM
by Susan Robison

To all the 
professionals out 
there…     

Police Scotland (Tayside) SCARF in Aberdeen

 “Listening means being 
there for other people - 
and learning something 
about yourself.”
– Daniella Rossi,
Community Connector, 
North Ayrshire Health & 
Social Care Partnership

 “Listening for me is allowing someone 
the time and space to speak and 
feel they have the opportunity to 
truly discuss what is important. It is 
unobtrusive, it is active, it is non-
judgemental, it is listening!!”
– Barry Carmichael,
Dundee & Angus College

 “Listening means 
being there when 
someone needs to 
talk”.
– James,
Police Scotland 

“Sports coaches 
are trained to see 
everyone as individuals, 
communicate and 
listen. From that 
relationships form, 
then trust develops 
leading to sharing and 
of course a problem 
shared is a problem 
halved.” - Drew, 
Inverness Shinty Clubs 
Development Team



Commended 
SHORT STORY
by Toni Parks

Hear me, see me 

He woke to the smell of fresh paint and the sound of his ma coughing and 
spluttering in the sitting room cum kitchen that also doubled up as her 
bedroom. This was a good noise, he thought with relief; his ma had not 
entertained last night. The sound of a deep bass hawking up phlegm or 
threatening his ma with what for, were both absent. That was the worst.

He reached over and pulled the old sheet back from the window; a thin sheet 
neither use nor ornament as a curtain. Additional light flooded in but not 
much and no noise whatsoever. Their fourth move in six months, three times 
due to different abusive men, all within inches of putting his ma in hospital.

He took in the four walls, newly painted magnolia with white woodwork, and 
stopped at the white plastic window. Four floors up he stared down. Some 
sort of parade in progress with wagons done up to look like scenes from a 
pantomime. He racked his brain and found the word, ‘floats’. That’s what 
they called them, heaven knew why. He saw people of all sizes marching with 
bagpipes, banging big drums, all wearing kilts and the one at the front twirling 
a stick about. Another floaty thing came into sight with a man stood atop 
wearing a bright, summery shirt, jumping about and singing whilst four hula-
skirted girls danced and clapped their hands. Then six dogs came walking on 
their hind legs, three barking and three howling or that’s what he thought 
they might be doing. Lots of people were standing on each side of the road 
raising their arms and cheering or just maybe clapping as a lovely looking girl 
went past on a throne. She looked like the Queen only younger but still she 
might have been wearing the Queen’s crown. 

With his nose pressed to the window and his hand splayed flat against the 
glass he physically felt the sound vibrations running through his body. She 
was really pretty and he was sure she had received the loudest shouts from 
the crowds. He could almost make out the sound as it was mimed out below. 
Oh to be amongst all that wonderment, and experience in the flesh those 
sights and imagined sounds.  

A cough broke his concentration as his ma joined him in viewing the spectacle. 
She wheezed out, “You’ll never hear what’s going on, lovey. According to the 
SSSC these windows are triple glazed, not a sound gets through. Great, innit?”

He continued staring as if oblivious to her interruption. Outside, a life he 
craved for but would never have. Sensations, never to be experienced.

“Penny for your thoughts, lovey?” she asked touching his cheek with her 
bony, nicotine fingers.

He looked into her unfocussed eyes. I’m thinking about an old thin sheet 
covering my eyes to block out my vision and triple glazing bunging up my 
ears to prevent me hearing, as if you care.
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“When hearing is the sense you 
absolutely rely on because you 
can’t see, then you know the 
importance of listening; just 
as we know the importance of 
listening to what 
blind and partially 
sighted people 
tell us.”
– RNIB Scotland

“Listening makes 
people feel cared 
about, speaking about 
problems is the start of 
overcoming problems.” 
– Emma,  Aberdeen

“We are here to listen 
when you are ready 
to talk.” – Cruse 
Bereavement Care

Photo by Jessica Jay



Owen sat in the garden, resting in the imprint of his body on the grassy, mossy 
mattress. In this spot, he liked to trace the shapes of light falling through the 
arching canopy, never managing to complete an outline before the wind 
would move the leaves above into a new configuration. Next to him was his 
golden dog, laying with his chin on his paws, only moving his eyes when 
something seemed out of place in the otherwise familiar environment.

Enclosed by dark waxy leaves and enveloped in the sticky scent of flowers, 
pollen would add more tears to the streams trailing down the boy’s face.  
He felt calm though, with the dim shadow and the tender breeze. While 
the swaying of the trees was loud and chaotic, it was only a reminder of the 
protection they provided from the wind. The swell of the rustling reminded 
him of the undercurrent of tide on pebble beach.

As he ran the end of his finger between the blades of grass he hummed small 
tunes to himself. The melodies came from memory, snatches of songs from 
the radio and phrases Owen himself had played when he thought he would 
be learning the guitar that never quite coalesced into a solid structure. They 
were pleasant enough for their own brief time but at their end he would 
change the pitch and pace of his voice to accommodate a new collection of 
sounds. Eventually he would find himself depleting his store of remembered 
music, repeating the same sounds, at which point the activity would become 
stale and lose its distracting effect.

Now the sounds of the garden were all that was left, made louder by the 
abrupt absence of any noise from Owen. Calling of birds high overhead, 
the rustle from leaves, the deep razzz of the bumble bees and occasional 
sighs from Teddy the dog wound up together and clashed and fought for 
prominence. Owen closed his eyes to focus on this commotion. Perhaps in 
this morass of sound he would be able to pick out a tune which would never 
become stale. One he could keep playing to himself, altering and varying the 
details but orbiting around a core signature. A fundamental beat that would 
remain the same.

As he listened and uncovered new layers of the song, and as he let the 
blackness he saw behind his eyes obscure everything else for the moment, 
he began to hear a rhythm that underpinned all the noises. He tried to single 
out that faint murmur. He focused on each element in turn but none offered 
up the foundation. All Owen could tell was that it came from somewhere near 
him; close. So close as to be almost inside.

Teddy turned and sat up, ears pricked. As the orchestra lost tempo and 
descended into an undirected mess, Owen opened his eyes. The fleeting 
harsh glow faded and he saw his father approaching, pushing aside fronds 
and branches. The arrival of another argument.
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COMMENDED, 
Short Story 
by Adam Scott

Listening

‘Time for Tea’ event at Alzheimer’s Scotland (Barrhead)

 “Listening is at 
the heart of what 
Samaritans is here to 
do.  People contact us 
to listen when things 
are getting to them 
and we are always 
here, round the clock, 
every single day of 
the year.”
– James Jopling,
Executive Director for 
Scotland, Samaritans

“Having a presence 
is important for 
listening.”
– Alan, Virgin Trains

“A smile can be heard 
over the phone.” – 
Glasgow’s Helping 
Heroes



WINNER, 
PHOTO
by Elaine McLean

SoundWaves
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NHS 24 staff across contact centres took 
some ‘Time for Tea’

Senior Dental Nurses at NHS 24 supporting the 
Year of Listening

With thanks to John McCormack at the Scottish Recovery Network 
for judging the NHS24 staff competition.
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WINNER, 
SHORT STORY
by Charlotte Preston

What does 
listening mean 
to you?

Listening is something I have always thought and assumed I’ve been pretty 
good at, after all I have conversations on a daily basis, either face-to-face 
or via telephone, throughout my working day and at home with family and 
friends. If anyone has a problem, I am always there to lend a listening ear, 
and as my gran always says “remember you have two ears and one mouth, 
so listen twice as much as you talk”, and she is quite the talker! Therefore, I 
have always felt I have had a knack for listening, that is until recently. Through 
personal experience both myself, and family members have began to realise 
we are perhaps not as good at listening, as we first thought. 

When someone you love and care for is unwell, you naturally place your trust 
in the medical team around you to help ascertain what is best for his or her 
care, after all, you want what is right for the individual. However, sometimes, 
you can get so lost in listening to what you think is right for the person, you 
actually forget to listen to what the person believes is right for them. After 
weeks of conversations (where everyone assumed they were listening to 
one another) the time came for a meeting to finalise care arrangements. This 
meeting involved doctors, nurses, social workers, occupational therapists 
and my family. Everyone was of the understanding we were all in agreement 
with the decision, and this meeting was merely a formality, how wrong we 
were. Within five minutes of the meeting starting, it was clear the patient 
was clearly not in agreement with the decision we had made, and apparently 
never had been.  Although we thought we had listened to what they wanted, 
we also thought we knew best, and decided that was more important. After 
a long conversation, we couldn’t believe we had completely failed to listen, 
how could we miss that our actions were upsetting and depressing the person 
we loved and thought we were doing right by.  Through actively listening, and 
ignoring all the background noise we could finally see and hear clearly what 
they actually wanted. We had all finally learned how to listen.

WINNER, 
POEM
by Anne Marie Quinn

Settle 

Take root
In this moment
Right here, right now

Stop!
Seeking, striving
Looking for answers

Feel this space around you
Filled with the random 
murmur of life

This gift of hearing
Beautiful, fascinating,
Frustrating

Hidden signs
Between the lines

Immerse yourself
In these waves of sound

Settle, Listen 
and let go.

Space to Listen again.

 “Listening means 
being prepared to 
put myself in someone 
else’s shoes and 
seeing an issue, or a 
need, from a fresh 
angle.”
– Angiolina Foster, 
Chief Executive, 
NHS 24

“Listening means giving 
individuals the opportunity 
to air and view their 
issues.”
–  Allan Brown, Scottish 
Fire & Rescue Service

“Listening to people’s 
experiences can 
change lives.”
– VOX Scotland




