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The connection issue 
(part 1) 



Welcome to the long-awaited winter issue of Park Life magazine, dedicated this time to the theme of connection. It has undeniably 
been a very challenging year for most of us for different reasons - the impact of lockdown, health, anxiety, lack of a usual routine and 
activities that help our mental health, losing loved ones, or feeling more isolated and anxious or depressed due to the uncertainty 
that covid-19 has caused, and not knowing when the end is in sight. I hope you enjoy this issue full of poetry, art, photography, 
recipes, puzzles and more! It will be in two parts again!  Our lovely front cover artwork is by Zorenah Chapman and proofreading 
kindly done by Patrick Ward. 
 
I am passionate that people should feel connected and that they are a valued member of society. This year has really made me think 
about my own priorities, as a lot of my usual activities have been stripped right back due to lockdown and covid restrictions, and I 
appreciate what I have missed. I have found working from home really tough and missed running groups in person and seeing my 
colleagues in the building for moral support and chit-chat in between appointments. It's just not the same working remotely. I’m very 
thankful that gradually we are able to see some of you again in person, and I hope that increases over time.  
 
This year has made me adapt the way I connect with people, phoning or face-timing family more, using messaging apps more, and it 
has involved a lot more walks with friends outdoors in pairs, which has done me good! At work I have really enjoyed facilitating the 
centre's Facebook groups: Just for Laughs, Arty Crafty Farty Party, Connection Through Creative Writing and Music Moves Us (please 
email me if you want a link to join in the fun!). It's been such a joy seeing centre members encouraging and supporting each other 
and sharing things that have inspired them, or made them laugh, and watching creativity flourish. Running Zoom groups has meant a 
steep learning curve for everyone, and is certainly more challenging to navigate than groups in person, as it is difficult to gauge body 
language and can feel more draining looking at lots of faces on the screen somehow, whilst being distracted by seeing my own face 
on screen and having a bad day or noticing my double chin haha! Not everyone has felt comfortable or willing to try Zoom groups, 
and that is totally understandable, but some who have been anxious have benefited from Abbie's Introduction to Zoom sessions, 
which is great!  
 
Things that have helped me throughout this tough year have been walks with friends, discovering baking bread - I love kneading the 
dough and pummeling it. (Not so great for my waistline though!). I’ve also found the support of colleagues and my church services 
online on Sundays to be invaluable, and have been discovering the joys of all-year-round sea swimming, feeling connected with the 
elements in quite a primal way. Also watching nostalgic TV box sets - Friends and Buffy the Vampire Slayer, which has been strangely 
comforting! I have appreciated nature more: birdsong, the sheep up by Manor Hill and the racecourse, blackberry-picking and 
autumn leaf colours and hunting for acorns! Another highlight was our church’s Partnership Sunday, where we booked a slot to walk 
around a prayer labyrinth, which was in the shape of a hand, stopping to pray at different points about the different values of 
Intimacy (with God), Involvement in the World, Interdependence with each other, Inclusion of everyone, and Integrity in all we do. I 
found it a really powerful spiritual time of connection. One of the things I have missed most is singing together with my gospel choir. 
The choir has come to an end after 20 years, and we were meant to have a finale concert at the Dome, but obviously that was 
cancelled. Instead, we celebrated by recording a single, a gospel version of a song that feels very apt for these times when we need 
to look out for each other, each recording our part separately at home, and finally it was blended together with some professional 
soloists and a great band. You can find out more about it here, and scroll down to the bottom of the page to see where you can 
download it: https://www.bggchoir.org.uk/the-single/ 
I’m missing dancing with my samba band, and Pride this year and all the other parades and gigs we usually have. I’d better start 
dancing more at home, as I probably can’t fit into any of my costumes anymore!!! I miss hugging my friends and family, and have 
realised I am a very tactile person, so have to show my affection in other ways! I wonder what things you have missed and what 
things have kept you going this year. Do keep in touch and let us know!  

 
Warmest wishes 

  Ali 
 
 

 
 
 Connecting values   December Sea-swimming   With a little help from my friends! 

https://www.bggchoir.org.uk/the-single/


CONNECTION THROUGH PHOTOGRAPHY 
By Mal Kelsall 

 

 
 
 
Some photos about my 
connections, the first one is of 
Siobhan, my wife. She passed 
away last year. We went to 
Bruges. I remember her looking 
so happy as she walked next to 
one of the canals. 

  
  
 

The next one is my 
connection to Mother 
Nature. I was going to 
fix a machine at a 
friend's stonemason 
company, and just had 
to stop and take a 
photo. Nature is all 
around us and 
connected to us. 
  

  
 
 
 
 
This one is a connection to my 
childhood. I really wanted one of 
these, but my grandad bought 
me a different and more 
unpopular system. The system 
shown is a replica kit of a Sinclair 
Spectrum 48K that I built on my 
kitchen table. 
  
  



   

 
  
 
This one is about connecting with your mates 
and having a bit of fun. This was taken at the 
Blue Lagoon in Iceland. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Today I’m taking out a camera that was built 
in 1918, that’s 102 years old. It still works 
perfectly! It’s called a Kodak Box Brownie.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 I used it to take this 
photo of Embassy 
Court, so I guess it’s  a 
connection to my 
Grandad and my love of 
Brighton. 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 Red, or green wire 
  
Consciousness came in bursts at 
first, like a crudely-drawn flick 
book… crashing away like a wave on 
the rocky shore... Touch, sensation... 
confusion… Colour, form... darkness. 
Close eyes, colour, open eyes, black. 
Shut eyes again. Memory, crash, 
stutter, silence. 
  
I’m alive… The thought came like a 
question from who? Voice, my voice. 
Broken and raw. Tired… Must sleep. 
Panic, more questions. Tired… 
  
Bomb, red or green? Right or wrong? 
  
Sensation again, pressure… Where? 
Against my back. Must be lying 
down. Look mum, I’m lying down. 
Wrong memory. 
  
Sudden breath, painful cold... 
  
Infographics, icons, system boot. 
  
Disconnect. 
  
I open my eyes. The bulkhead is 
missing. 
 
      
   Mark Kelsall 

REACHING OUT by Fiona Young 
 

I’m feeling disconnected 
During lockdown number two. 
Bored and isolated 
And I’m not sure what to do. 
My sleep’s slowly reversing 
So I’m sleeping through the day 
And up all night with nothing but 
My thoughts for company. 
 
Maybe I could go online 
And join the gang on 
Zoom 
Or FaceTime my buddies 
Or join a good chat 
room. 
Reaching out is easier 
When I’m feeling fine. 
Why is it so difficult 
During this dip of mine? 
 
Maybe I could write a 
little letter to a friend, 
Or do my Christmas 
shopping 
From eBay and Amazon. 
Maybe I could grab a brush 
And paint my bedroom ceiling 
I’m reaching out for anything 
That lifts the way I’m feeling. 
 
Maybe I could have a go 
At doing something creative, 
Get my feelings on a page 
An art attack expletive! 
Or write a little poem 
While my mood is in freefall 
Oh wait, that’s what I’m doing now - 
Connecting with you all. 
 
If you’re feeling disconnected 
During lockdown number two, 
Bored and isolated 
And you don’t know what to do, 
Try reaching out in any of 
The ways that I have mentioned, 
And hopefully you too will feel 
Some mood-lifting connection. 



Modern world connections 
  
The way in which we connect has changed over the years. 
  
When I was young we didn’t have mobile phones, tablets were something you took if you 
were feeling unwell and computers belonged to NASA. 
  
Back then, if you wanted to ‘connect’ with someone, you 
would simply go and ‘knock for them’ or write a letter 
and send it through the post. I always rather enjoyed 
receiving a handwritten letter and would feel especially 
excited if I got one from my pen pal or my nan. Fast 
forward forty years and the majority of us send emails 
rather than letters, with postal communication seemingly 
reserved for the sending of bills. 
  
There was no social media (or antisocial media as I sometimes think of it) when I was 
growing up, and home phones (landlines) were not something everybody had. If you 
needed to make a call you were more likely to find yourself standing in a small red box 
with grubby panes of glass, clutching a handful of five and ten pence pieces than you were 
to find yourself in the comfort and privacy of your own home. 
  
If you didn’t have any change to make a call, all was not lost. You would simply dial 100 
from any payphone and when the operator answered you would request to make a 
reverse-charge call, giving them the number of the person you wished to speak to. You 
would then wait anxiously to see if the person you wanted to speak to was willing to 
accept the call before the operator could connect you. 

  
The old red phone box started to die 
out with the dawn of the ‘mobile’ 
phone. City slickers, nicknamed 
‘yuppies’, were the first to catch on to 
the trend. Back then, mobile phones 
were far from the smart phones we are 
used to today. They looked reminiscent 
of a brick and were housed in cases 
the size of a briefcase. Not exactly 
pocket-friendly.  

 



In 1989, Rabbit (telecommunications), (which later became known as Orange, then 3), released 
a location-specific home phone handset onto the market. These handsets were the forerunner 
of the mobile phone and could be used outside (like a mobile phone) provided you were within 
a hundred metres of a network-specific location. These locations were identifiable by a Rabbit 
sign (an upside down R) placed at the site to indicate that you could make an outgoing call from 
there. A handset would have set you back £245 and the base station another £195, a huge 
amount of money even now. In the early 90s, Brighton station was a designated Rabbit-specific 
location with a rabbit sign displayed near to the old ticket offices. The price of these handsets 
meant that they were out of the reach of many of us and I can’t imagine it was particularly 
convenient to have to search for a Rabbit-specific location before you could make a call. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
While I sometimes feel that modern technology can be frustrating, invasive and hard to switch 
off from, I am also very glad of it. Due to the coronavirus pandemic, communication technology 
has perhaps become more important than ever. I, for one, have come to realise the importance 
of staying connected to those around me during this odd and difficult time, and how isolating it 
can feel when I don’t. 
 
Love them or hate them, mobile phones and computers have allowed us to stay connected to 
each other and to our world at a time when being connected with others in the conventional 
sense isn’t really possible.  
 
 Note to self: Remember to pay phone bill so I don’t get disconnected! 
 
 
Julie 
 



 
 

A Work in Progress... Higher Power by Danika McElroy 
 

The spiritual connection, the invisible thread which runs through the heart centre of 
every single one of us. Alone but always whole amongst the cracks of the crumbling 
foundation. The driving life force of our very existence; that which has kept the love in 
my blood rippling through the veil of illusion. The knowingness that there is a greater 
plan unfolding, and that it is only through destruction that pure freedom and unity 
ignites. The faith that there is a higher power at work, a loving power, and that all is 
divinely timed for humanity's greatest awakening. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the summer I was on a Zoom meeting with a therapeutic theme and 
listened to a participant from the southern US I think. I wasn't feeling great 
and quite lonely because of isolation from the virus. She said that she was in a 
bad place and had lost almost everything in her life. The only thing she had 
left was her resignation to just keep living. That's all she said she had: her own 
breath in her lungs. Couldn't even say the word “hope”. I was mesmerized by 
her image in the low light, and her face and voice seemed to be distorted by 
the reception online. I took some screenshots on my phone and cropped 
them down for a collage that you see here. It was a devastating story, but I felt 
a very strong sense of hope for her, and myself, through that short 
confessional. My situation in comparison to hers was pretty good, but without 
connection with other humans on a deeper, more honest level during the past 
eight months, I don't know where I'd be. I'm grateful.  
 
        - Nicky Gibbs 



Brighton Beach Huts by Aimee Trend, “a paper collage that reminds me of my home town. It includes vintage maps and floral. 
The fresh sea air, colourful beach huts and seagulls squeaking, reconnect me with the natural landscape. See if you can spot the 
word ‘seagulls’ anywhere! 

Strange Connections—Jonathan Myers 



We walk together you and I 
inhaling salty coastal air, 
bathed in sea spit we're whipped by the wind. 
Traversing paths, undercliffs, 
woodlands, downlands and secret places, 
soaked by rain we gulp frosty air 
and rest in tree shade when summer’s heat overtakes us. 
With you I exist in each moment only. 
Always a few steps ahead of me, 
you explore, experiencing the world 
with all the atoms of your being. 
Every so often you look for me. 
Our eyes lock in silence, 
a split second of connection with no need for words. 
  
My little piece of night-time 
whose metronomic tail moves in time 
with the beating of my heart. 
 
- A.B. 



 

Four ways to connect with yourself, ground and focus!  
  
Hello everyone! 
  
Just thought I would share four ways that really help me when I’m feeling 
overwhelmed, stressed or stuck in my thoughts or feelings. 
  
1. Finger Breathing! 

Trace your finger up and down all your fingers and thumbs, 
breathing in as you go up and out as you go down. Try to do 
this a bit more slowly than you would normally breathe. 
Repeat three or four times on either hand.  

  
 
 

 2.  Self hug 
Give yourself a big warm hug! Really feel the comfort of it. 
Very important in these times of limited physical contact!  

  
  
 

 
3. Find your favourite smell 
Find an essential oil, herbal tea or any object that makes 
you feel calm and connected and have it to hand when you 
are feeling wobbly. My favourite is a lavender bag. 

  
 
 

4. Do a mindful activity 
Do something routine and easy but turn it into a 
mindfulness practice! Some examples are washing up, 
preparing and drinking a cup of tea, doing the hoovering. 
Try to slow it down a bit, and connect with your senses e.g. 
feeling the washing up water on your skin, smell the soap 
suds, hear the clink of the plates. Added bonus is you get 

    some housework done too! 
  
I hope some of these are helpful. If you would like to try out some more techniques 
like these, you could come along to the Coffee and Chat group I run every 
Wednesday at 2pm via Zoom. More info in the Preston Park Recovery Centre weekly 
bulletin. 
          -Abbie Mead 
 



THE POWER OF TOUCH                  

   BY CLARE GRAVENELL 
 
 

 Since the day we were born, touch has been a way in 
which we express loving affection and nurturing care to 
each other. Touch can mean so much to us, maybe more 
than we realise. I worked as a massage therapist for 
seventeen years, and in that time I witnessed miraculous 
changes to individuals and saw their energy transform. 
This all happened in just the space of one hour of 
receiving healing energy through my hands. The touch 
from another human being gives reassurance and 
connection so that we feel we are not alone. On a 
scientific level, calming electrical magnetic signals are 
sent to the nervous system which promote the body into 
a deep state of relaxation very similar to the state of 
meditation. Yet it is even more profound than 
meditation, as this energy comes from outside us from 
another and is not something that comes from within us. 
It affirms our physical existence in the world, a healthy 
validation that we exist as we can feel the energy of 
another through touch. Our sensory levels are 
stimulated and we experience much more of a primal 
state from it. 
  
Existentially we are all alone, inside our bodies, our minds 
and our emotions, so touch is a powerful vehicle of expression and instantly makes us feel connected in 
some way. Its power is incomprehensible, not of words, but sensations beyond our minds. It puts us into a 
world of the senses and into our bodies more, which is a much-needed relief from our minds and screen-
based culture! Pre-COVID-19, our lives were geared more towards a mental or virtual connection rather 
than a physical one. Technology to some degree has unconsciously imprisoned us in our minds and 
communication through the internet. We touch a screen or a keyboard much more than anything else. I 
felt privileged that I had a job that created a more human connection through touch, and I could visibly see 
the benefits to others instantly. Sometimes I saw a new person leave the healing space as a sign of the 
immense power of touch. 
  
The image I have shared with this writing is one that I created. It’s a commissioned piece, painted in 2018. 
At the time I thought we all need more physical interaction for our well-being, and less time spent 
engaging on a mental level through our iPhones or computers. Who would have thought that two years 
later, post-COVID-19, we would all be socially distancing and not really allowed to touch each other 
because of the nature of the virus and its spread? I feel humans are suffering from the loss of touch. After 
experiencing a recent death in my family, I have struggled, without any hugs, through my grief. Physical 
touch is a vital part of our human nature and has the potential to heal us on so many levels. Our immune 
systems are actually boosted by it. I long for the day when we are able to safely interact with each other in 
person, not through the internet, and connect more on a physical level. In times of distress, just reaching 
out to someone to hold their hand or give them a hug can make a huge difference to how they feel, and it 
unconsciously lets them know they are not alone. 

HANDS OF LOVE 
ACRYLIC ON PAPER 2018 



 
Out and about connecting with nature 
 
By Cathy Fuller  
  
Since the end of March I have been walking and running round Brighton and a bit beyond. 
I’ve spotted woodpeckers in the trees outside Varndean College, enjoyed clouds of chalkhill 
blue butterflies at Castle Hill, marvelled at sweeping hillsides from Ditchling Beacon, heard 
skylarks over Hollingbury Hillfort, found a wasp spider in Brown’s Meadow and been blown 
backwards by energetic winds on the seafront. 
Being outdoors, walking or running, has been essential in helping me to stay mentally and 
physically OK over the last six months as everything else changed. 
  
As winter approaches I’ll be getting well wrapped-up and trying to make sure I face the 
elements every day. I’m looking forward to the rustle of leaves underfoot, trees, bare-
branched and sculptural, fungi popping up from woodland floors, seeing the dawn without 
getting up early, the crunch of frosty grass and the chance to wear my favourite woolly hat. 
Whatever the weather, I’ll be connecting with nature outdoors and celebrating the 
windswept, soggy look! 
  
https://www.alltrails.com/england/east-sussex/brighton/walking has interesting local 
routes to try.            
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
  
 
     
    
     
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.alltrails.com/england/east-sussex/brighton/walking


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Take me to a gig 
 

Come on Carl take me to a gig 
I wanna rock 

I wanna rock and roll 
But we live in strange times 

Strange times indeed 
We can't spread this terrible disease 

Where we cough and sneeze 
Must be kept two metres apart 

And don't forget to wear a mask 
Going nowhere 

Going nowhere fast 
The doors are shut 
Nowhere to perform 
No place for dreams 

Just dreams of frustration 
We're all getting very frustrated 

People are losing their jobs 
Coz of this virus 

Covid-19 
You dog 

You witch 
We're under your spell 

We need a magician to wish you away 
But this virus is here to stay 

So keep washing your hands and cough in a hanky 
We'll beat this fucker before it beats me 

Then we can get back to gigs 
To live out our dreams 

Till the next gig 
Dream with me 

 
The dude 

 



 

        
     

 
 

     
 

Those Days 
  

The simplest thing, the rudimentary game, 
the free smile. 

  
The kind caress, the helpful arm 

around your shoulders. 
  

The long days swinging between Grimm’s Fairy Tales, 
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Pinocchio. 

  
The warm sun, the gentle breeze, the perfect time. 

  
The mango tree, the hammock,  

the starry night. 
  

The childish games, the runs, 
hide and seek. 

  
The quiet talk, the fervent image, 

travelling in time. 
  

The glistening and murmuring sea, 
    the attractive and smiling waves. 

  
The surrounding innocence of the 

unknown. 
 

-Boris Villate Boccanello 
 


