


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
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The smallest of things
Are

The biggest of things,
Where a

Radiant sun shines

Upon our celestial beings.

| am gratetul Tor
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 | belong.

Lost, out of control,

I don’t know myself, oryou;

In my search for peace.

Where do | belong? .

To whom am | connected?

| am alone‘in _
My thoughts, my world, my purpose,
Where do | belong?



Lae 1HEAD

5

/¢//'
Lc

Nl

SELE Pokreaisun







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? 9
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N A mum herself, she did not

Realise her parents’ pain.
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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.
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DRAW YOUR FAMILY TREE,
A TREE WITHOUT NAMES,
JUST THE TREE.

DRAWIT IN SUMMER.
DRAW IT IN AUTUMN.
DRAW IT IN WINTER.
DRAW IT IN SPRING.

DRAW IT 1000 YEARS AGO.
DRAW IT IN 1000 YEARS.
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REMEMBER A TIME WHEN YOU
DANCED.

WRITE A POEM ABOUT IT.
SEND ITTO 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 lite 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...






The cosy jumper hugs that
Envelope and

Make us Tizz inside

Like

Precious fireworks are

The alchemy of life.

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

A ted.
nd connected | was holding

His hand
When
He
Passed
Away.
And

He
Always
Held
Mine.
And he
Still
Holds
My
Heart
Warm and tight.









