Speech given at Lambeth Palace Event, May 2009, by Former Guest, Moira

Thank you, Paddy, for inviting me (yesterday!) to speak tonight. It is not everyday that one gets to meet the person who saved your life but tonight I have that privilege. Paddy saved my life and I am so pleased she did; I shall be forever in her debt. So, thank you Paddy! 

Maytree faces a massive challenge – to raise £1.6 million for the existing house and for a new one in Bristol. Sadly, I don’t have £1.6 million in my wallet; buying the wallet used up all the money I had! However, I know that if I did have the money I would not hesitate to give it. You’re worth it! All I can offer is my time and my passion for the project and I hope it helps. 

I was a guest at Maytree just after Christmas 2006. I was going through an incredibly difficult time. I was living in Aberdeenshire, a long way from friends and family and had the misfortune to be wrongly diagnosed with depression rather than the heart failure I actually have. Apologies accepted NHS. I was prescribed medication that had the unfortunate side-effects of suicidal-ideation and mental confusion. Thus, I was confused, frustrated, angry, alone… and very afraid. I was afraid of living, afraid of dying.
Thankfully, friends like Rowan [Archbishop Rowan Williams] were in constant touch by phone and we searched for solutions, possibilities, seeds of hope but nonetheless I floundered more and more.

Being Christmas, I was surrounded by a world preparing for the festivities – everyone seemed full of hope and growing in expectation and here was I bereft of hope and drowning in desolation. It speaks of my confusion when I mention that my address at the time was Cliff Cottage and it did what it said on the tin - it was a cottage on top of a cliff, a very high cliff and yet, I found Maytree after tapping into Google looking for directions to Beachy Head.
I had had enough! Night after night I would stand on top of my cliff and I raged. I wanted, I needed somebody to hear me, to help me.

Eventually, having ranted and raged all I could I decided to ring Maytree. Why? Because I was afraid of dying. I had done my research on the internet and found the ‘Top Ten Ways To Top Yourself’ but they all seemed more scary and more risky than living. People say that suicide is the coward’s way out. It’s not! It takes guts … or total despair. I’m not brave enough to do it. But was I brave enough to live?
I rang Maytree and blurted out my tale of woe, firstly to a volunteer and then to Paddy. Both took it all calmly in their stride – all my confusion, anger and desperation. The only thing that seemed to throw them was that I was in Scotland! They made my extraordinary life seem perfectly ordinary, and thus, amazingly, safe and what I thought quite ordinary – living in Scotland – seem quite extraordinary.
Not wanting to be defeated by an accident of geography, it was agreed that I come to Maytree with the added bonus that I could meet with Rowan at the same time. So, passport duly checked, I arrived at an ordinary house in an ordinary street to be welcomed by ordinary-looking people. It was so ordinary, so homely, so warm and welcoming that I had little difficulty in resting, talking and relaxing. 

The kitchen reminded me of a theatre stage upon which the dramas of our lives were told, re-told and acted out and, importantly, affirmed and understood. Maytree had the quite incredible affect of making one want to stay around a while to watch the drama and plot of one’s own life unfold.

So, what illusions, what tricks did the staff employ to bring this about? None. They listened, they baked cheese scones (the telling of which made Rowan and I cry), they loitered with intent, they cared, they wrote letters. 
What is extraordinary about these things? Nothing in of themselves but it is the extraordinary juxtaposition of the chaos of the guests’ lives and the dedication and the professionalism of the staff that makes Maytree extraordinary. What Maytree does – the listening, the baking, the writing, the nurturing, the warmth, the caring … I could go on… this is the ordinary. But Maytree do the ordinary extraordinarily well and I’m living proof of that!

