


We would like to offer you this little newspaper,  
a collection of drawings and poems created with 
residents of Heald Farm Court and members of the 
University of the Third Age, towards the end  
of the Covid lockdown. 

’You make me feel good.’ is a project aiming to give form 
to our feelings about human connection, something most 
of us have missed so much during this pandemic.  
When something so banal – yet so crucial for our 
happiness and sense of self- is taken away from 
us, it makes us re-evaluate what’s important for us 
as individuals but also as a society. Family, friends, 
work colleagues, members of a group, acquaintances, 
neighbours and passers-by are all part of a web that 
defines who we are, and without it we can feel lost and 
incomplete. So let’s celebrate those amazing feelings, 
remember happy times and look forward to socialising 
again.

Commissioned by Heart of glass, artist Laurence Payot 
collaborated with residents and group members to 
describe these feelings through shapes and words, 
working with fellow poet Scott Farlow, graphic designer 
Clément Payot, animator Laura Spark and choreographer 
Stacey Atkinson. 

With special thanks to 
Nicholas Wilkinson, Hugh Wearing,  
Andrea Knowles 
and 
Les , Margaret, David, Kenneth, Dorris, Val, Sylvia, Jenny, 
Margaret, Peter, Hugh, Andrea, Pauline, Pam, Susan, 
Jackie, Olive , Lynn, John, Fred, Chris



The smallest of things 
Are  
The biggest of things,  
Where a 
Radiant sun shines 
Upon our celestial beings.

I am grateful for  
Your smile, the breeze in the trees, 
The smallest of things



We have all had 
Life affirming encounters 
With people we will never see again, 
Yet who remain 
In our memories. 
Fleeting but powerful. 

Remember alone 
Sometimes. Memories are yours 
You know. They come and go.



Because life is like that; 
Largely luck and 
Full of coincidence 
And incidence 
And insolence 
At unexpected moments.

Sometimes the most 
Unexpected people become 
The best of friends. 



Map out your ‘Human Connections’.

Draw a shape to represent ‘You’.
Connect it with other shapes
to represent the people 
in your life (friends, family, 
community, groups...).

Do multiple versions 
for different times in your life. 



Love 
The silent spaces 
In between 
Spoken words,  
They  
Brim with the value  
Of unspoken acceptance. 
Yet 
In other silent spaces  
There is loneliness, 
Absence, 
Darkness, 
Indifference……

Enduring silence 
In constant isolation, 
Yet still I belong.  
Lost, out of control, 
I don’t know myself, or you, 
In my search for peace.  
Where do I belong? 
To whom am I connected? 
I am alone in  
My thoughts, my world, my purpose, 
Where do I belong?



There is the mirror for a moment  
In which to reflect,  
To check in and re-familiarise ourselves  
With who we are.

Mirrors don’t reflect  
Who I am, or how I feel, 
Look, I am still young.



We struggle with their perception 
Of us, 
And ours of them, 
But in the end 
We are all still human. 

They want us all to 
Be the same, but we are not; 
I am me, you you.  
Me you me you me 
You you me me me you me 
You me you you me 
Us them not me you 
Them you not me not us them 
Not you not them me



Draw an eye.
Who are you looking at?
What can you see in them?

Draw their eye.
What can they see in you?

Draw all the eyes you have 
ever looked at.



What happens  
When our roles change, as they must? 
Choices, not choices, 
Life is like a roundabout 
To compromise or not. 
Choices: 
We all have choices, don’t we?

Until she became  
A mum herself, she did not 
Realise her parents’ pain.



We need to feel, 
But, with that, comes a host of 
Inconsistencies; 
Where nothing is absolute, 
Where imperfections are exposed, 
And where we feel vulnerable,

Joyful, tragic.  
Contradictory. 
Compromised. Life and death.  
Connected.  
Beyond measure, we are all connected 
whether we like it or not.  
Darkness and light.  



We need the symbiotic 
Interaction, 
Co-operation 
And connection with others, 
We need to belong. 

Margerie calls me 
Everyday to check in  
And share everyday stuff.



Draw a hug,
A good old hug.
Draw the feeling of it, the 
smell of it, the happiness 
of it.

Close your eyes, wrap your 
arms around you, 
and think of the best hug 
you ever gave/received.



Some of us are driven to build bridges, 
To mend and fix broken links, 
To care, 
To hold it all together  
Somehow. 
And be held sometimes.

Husband. Thank you dear. 
If it wasn’t for you, I would 
Not have made it through. 



For 
Islands in isolation, 
The distant boat brings hope; 
A gentle wave and a warm smile 
Illuminating compassion. 

And we hope that our voices are heard. 
And understood. Sometimes.  
Yet we listen still, as we do, 
With open minds 
And open hearts  
Respectful, hopeful 
And full of expectation, 
And we look at life in different ways.  
Through your eyes. And theirs.



Dear Dad. Thank you. For 
Encouraging me to be 
Brave and never scared.  

Alone  
In our aloneness, 
And, in the company of others, 
We are attached and exasperated  
By these endless  
Contradictions. 



Draw your family tree,
a tree without names, 
just the tree.

Draw it in Summer.
Draw it in Autumn.
Draw it in winter.
Draw it in spring.

Draw it 1000 years ago.
Draw it in 1000 years.



Music connects across and through generations, 

And dancing makes you feel alive 
Forever, and, 
In those briefest of moments, 
Connected.

And we know that others are here 
To drive us to distraction



Connected  
Through the sounds, the beats,  
The rhythms of reminiscence, 
And the coalescence  
Of souls, lost and found, where the 
Presence of hearts and minds 
Matters. 
Deeply. 

Birds sing at sunrise, 
It is courageous to dream 
And believe in more.  
To think, to feel, to share 
Our sense of it all.



Connected  
To landscapes where 
You don't need language  
To cry together 
In silence, 
About love 
And loss.

Reconciliations  
For the 
Hopelessly 
Vulnerable.



Remember a time when you 
danced.
Write a poem about it. 
Send it to a friend and ask 
them to do the same.



Against all the odds, 
We accept the indifference of others 
As not ours, but theirs, 
And we learn to see things differently  
And love ourselves a little bit more.

What is there to understand, 
When putting life into perspective?



Perhaps we were in the right place at the wrong time,  
Or the wrong place at the right time,  
Or the wrong place at the wrong time. 
Maybe we were actually in  
The right place at the right time  
All along,  
And that is it.

And we might reflect upon this: 
The lives we didn’t have, 
What could have been,  
The chance encounters missed,  
The memories of things that never were.



Life is all erosion  
And deposition

The past shapes our now. 
Not all of us can let go 
And forgive ourselves. 



Look at your hand 
and draw it carefully.
 
Follow the lines, 
notice the details in your 
skin, 
let your eye wander 
as if it was a little ant 
exploring a mountain. 
Trace that journey on 
paper. 

Don’t worry 
about what your drawing 
looks like, 
just enjoy the process.

Think of the hands it held, 
the skins it touched...



There is always reassurance 
In noticing nature, bird song 
And bluebells and 
Those evocative scents 
That take us right back 
To that time and place.  
We are reconnected.

Connections transcend 
Borders 
And  
Distance 
Matters not. 



The cosy jumper hugs that 
Envelope and 
Make us fizz inside 
Like 
Precious fireworks are 
The alchemy of life.

 
A songbird chorus 
Ripples calm sunset waters,  
The heron reflects. 



Remember,   
This is what we are,  
where we are, 
What is,  
What we know.  
This is who we are.  
This is who we love;  
our network of care.  
And, despite everything, 
We are always connected.  
We are love 
We are stardust

My sunshine daughters 
Radiant planets revolve 
My partner, my moon.



Draw a portrait of 
someone who is (or has 
been) important to you. 
Draw a landscape of him/
her.
Let their neck become 
water,
Their hair become 
branches,
Let their eyes become rays 
of sunshine.



We are bound together through  
Our attachments and trust, 
In our needs and desires  
To reach out 
And touch,  
To be touched, to be moved, 
To talk, to be heard, 
To remember, to share, 
To think, to feel, to breathe, 
To learn 
To know what it is  
To be human 
And connected.

I was holding  
His hand 
When 
He  
Passed  
Away.  
And  
He 
Always  
Held  
Mine. 
And he 
Still  
Holds 
My 
Heart 
Warm and tight. 






