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BLACK HISTORY, LGBTQIA+, MENTAL HEALTH                            

REVOLUTION OF OUR TIME 

Art by Donna Coleman 



Mental Health, LGBTQIA+ 

and Black History 
 

For Issue 9 of ROOT-ed Zine we’ve decided to focus on three topics that individually are 

important, but can also link together. These three topics are: mental health; LGBTQIA+ and 

Black history. We chose these as they are often topics within ethnic minority communities that 

are overlooked and disregarded. So, we’re dedicating this issue in order to raise awareness.  

We have dynamic content from creatives from across the North-West with unique 

perspectives. You can expect to find personal essays on LGBTQIA+ experiences, to poetry 

celebrating Black beauty to artwork visualising mental health – there is something in here for 

everyone. We hope that this issue is informative and everyone reading gets to learn about the 

perspective of diverse people. 

All the people that have contributed to this issue have opened themselves up to write or create 

work on such personal topics. We find this really brave and inspiring so we appreciate each of 

you and value the time and effort spent on your submission. We also hope that writing on 

such personal has been therapeutic, as personally, we’ve always found writing and creating art 

as a way to process and understand our mental state. 

 

Some of the issues talked about in this issue may be triggering. Please take care 

in reading the content. If you need help, information is listed in the back pages 

of this zine. 

 

This issue was kindly funded by the incredible individuals that donated to our GoFundMe page. 

A month or so ago we asked our social media followers to help us in funding this issue of 

ROOT-ed Zine. We received such an amazing response, and were able to raise over £400 which 

was enough for us to pay for the printing of this issue. It feels amazing to know that this zine 

was funded by people who genuinely care for the zine. So, we thank you all so much for 

keeping ROOT-ed alive and we hope you enjoy this issue. A BIG thank you to: 

Open Culture, Ruvimbo Kufa, Gabrielle Ellison, Eleanor Lee, Jessica Longmore, Lucy Graham, 

Denise Courcoux, Julie Lomax, Rachel OBryne, Tracey Gore, James Schofield, Ashleigh Williams, 

Sally Medlyn, Charlotte Horn, Radhika Patel, Gina Czarnecki, Marie-Anne McQuay, Mary Jane 

Edwards, Josie Jenkins, Jess Fairclough, Lubaina Himid and everyone who donated 

anonymously. Thank you! 

 



 

ROOT-ed Zine’s next Issue… 

 

International Issue 
We want to let all our readers know early about our next issue which will be an international 

issue, meaning we want submissions from people all over the globe. This issue is meant to be 

a way to let local artists and creatives see what is happening art-wise across the globe and 

think it will be quite informative in opening up our perspective in what art is like in for example 

Nigeria, Brazil, or South Korea. So, submit your work on any theme and also tell your friends 

and family whether they live in Preston, Paris, Liverpool or Lithuania, Manchester or Mali! We 

want to hear from EVERYONE who’s BME!  

 

                                       

 

ROOT-ed Zine’s 10th issue will come out in the beginning of 2020! 

 

Follow us on our social media: 

Instagram, Facebook and Twitter: @ROOTedZine 

General enquiries: info@rootedzine.co.uk 

To submit your work for our website or print zine: submissions@rootedzine.co.uk 

www.rootedzine.co.uk 



 
The Power of Vulnerability 

 
 
A very honest, personal and reflective essay by producer and musician Gabriel 
Starkey about mental health, society, masculinity, with an intricate exploration of the 
power of vulnerability. Originally from Liverpool, Gabriel is now a music student 
studying in his first year at the University of Bristol. 
 
 
Moving away for the first time to a city 5 hours away from my home, going from having 
a closely knit small friend group to not knowing anybody, doing a music degree having 
never played in an orchestra, and learning to adjust from an ethnically diverse friend 
group to the more white and Southern circle that dominates Russell Group universities, 
is an experience that has its fair share of anxieties for a scouse mixed race musician. 
 
 
Alongside the rollercoaster of clubbing, pubbing and socialising which is Freshers’ 
week, the anxiety I have experienced moving to university has been a similarly 
overwhelming emotional rollercoaster- the highs of going out and partying, meeting 
new people, exploring a new environment (particularly the thriving independent scene 
of Bristol), and adjusting to independent life has been met with the lows of anxiety 
about my future, social life, and whether or not I fit in to a university and course 
predominantly made up of white students from the South. It has taught me a lot about 
how to detune the panic alarm constantly ringing in the back of my head and learn to 
rationalise with it about the severity of the situation at hand. The first step for me was 
to get out of my own head, and be honest, open, and -dare I say it- vulnerable. 
 
 
Frank Ocean once said that there is power in vulnerability; the emotional potency of 
his art, and the descriptive and honest stories that he tells through his artful lyricism, 
is a testament to this ideology. Despite his notoriously enigmatic presence, his ability 
to shy from being open about his life in the media is not matched in his art; songs like 
Self Control, Ivy and Solo showcase a striking sense of honesty, vulnerability and self-
awareness that is almost unmatched by his contemporaries. It got me thinking about 
how the idea of powerful vulnerability on the surface seems almost oxymoronic- to be 
empowered by powerlessness, to be strengthened by weakness. Yet the truth is the 
alternative to vulnerability is hardly powerful. Every single individual in this world deals 
with issues, regardless of race or class, gender or profession, age or status; and whilst 
it is important to acknowledge one’s privileges, it is equally important to acknowledge 



one’s struggles. The alternative (as I have so frequently learned but so frequently failed 
to learn from) is to pretend that one’s struggles don’t exist, to pretend that one’s 
privileges negate one’s struggles and they are therefore void. Just like pretending a 
fire doesn’t exist because another part of the room isn’t burning, inevitably this will 
lead to the entirety of your sanity burning catastrophically. (I may or may not be 
speaking from experience.) 
 
 
The power in vulnerability is this: the ability to be open about your struggles to the 
people that you trust helps you learn to shut off the alarm. Because the truth is there 
wasn’t ever a fire in the first place- the alarm just went to Defcon 0 over burnt pizza 
(again, I may or may not be speaking from experience.)  
 
 
 

power in vulnerability 
 
 
Power is opportunity; if you have the opportunity to change the perspective from 
which you see yourself, from the constantly red-tinted perspective of your 
introspection to the perspective of someone who doesn’t share your self-doubts and 
insecurities, then this is an undeniably powerful tool for you to create a positive change 
in your mental state. Despite our complex of failing to rationalise with our own minds, 
we are able to rationalise with the minds of others.  
 
 
Yet as a society, we seem to fail to remember the power of vulnerability- we only have 
to look as far as patriarchy, toxic masculinity, and the effects on men as evidence for 
this. It is important to remember that the patriarchal system we constructed is 
ultimately our responsibility to deconstruct as men, for the benefit of both those who 
it seeks to disempower, and those who it seeks to empower. There is no power in 
patriarchy. Men cannot go on feeling as though we are weak by crying, as though we 
are weak by hurting, as though we are weak by feeling anxious. Who knows, maybe 
it’s karma that we are now suffering from our own mistakes, but we have to stop 
believing that masculinity is healthy, positive or natural. 
 
 
 

power is opportunity  
 
 



 
 
There seems to be much discourse around redefining masculinity. I appreciate this 
sentiment, but I think it is about redefining power. Whilst there are many instances in 
which masculinity=power (unfortunately, f*** you society), mental wellbeing is FAR 
from one of them. The contemporary notion of power in a capitalist society seems to 
be close to invincibility- wealth, success, strength, influence- the assets which give 
humans the means to create change. Yet we never include the power to change 
ourselves in this definition, simply because it doesn’t fit into the traditional notions of 
suit-wearing, wine-drinking, cheque-writing luxury life. We need to see that we are 
only hurting ourselves. 
 
 
 
It took me too long to learn that lesson. Having read the constant scaremongering 
media posts about the domination of the privately educated, Southern and white in 
Russell Group universities, particularly Bristol, I was sceptical about how welcome I 
would feel. I was sceptical about money- my local supermarket is a Sainsbury’s for 
f***’s sake- but I feel like I learned a lot more in Freshers’ week than just that everyone 
at uni is a rich Tory. I learned about the ways in which being openly vulnerable about 
how I’m feeling can help me to understand and overcome my scepticisms and 
anxieties, and finally, turn off that panic alarm. And now I’m writing about my 
insecurities and trying to understand and deconstruct them from a post-structuralist 
perspective. Now that, my friend, is real power (although Lamborghinis and prosecco 
are cool too.) 
 
Instagram: @gabrielstarkey 
 
Soundcloud: soundcloud.com/gabrielstarkey 
  



 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Words and illustrations by Amber Akaunu - @ambertheeillustrator 



 

 

Jenn Nkiru is an artist and director from Peckham, London. I’ve written 

about her before in the zine but she’s basically incredible. I’m really 

inspired by her how dedicated she is to her craft which is so obvious 

from her work. She has perfected her skill and creativity and with each 

new release she exceeds expectation. If I were to recommended just 

one piece for everyone to watch, actually that’s hard so here’s a few; 

Black To Techno, Rebirth is Necessary and the music video for Hub-

Tones by Kamasi Washington.  

 

Website: jennnkiru.com 

Instagram: @jennnkiru 



 

 

Grace Victory is an online content creator, trainee counsellor and co-

host of The Sister Space podcast. I grew up watching Grace on 

YouTube and it was kind of healing to see someone who looks like me 

live their life unapologetically. Grace speaks on her experience of being 

a plus size woman as well as spiritually, beauty, fashion, sex and mental 

health. She’s such a valuable voice to young women who feel 

underrepresented in these important discussions. 

 

Instagram: @gracefvictory 



 

 

Liv Little is the founder and CEO of the ICONIC gal-dem zine. Liv Little 

is a young Black British woman that has built an empire in a time when 

many magazines and media outlets are struggling. As co-founder of 

ROOT-ed Zine, it’s extremely inspiring to see what Liv has been able to 

achieve. It makes me feel that anything is truly possible. 

 

Instagram: @livslittle 

Website: gal-dem.com 



 

 

Kelechi Okafor is an actress, creator of Say Your Mind podcast, Sally in 

HR as well as founder of Kelechnekoff Studio. What I admire greatly 

about Kelechi is how unapologetic she is. No matter the situation she 

stays true to her self which is something I want to work on. Kelechi’s 

podcast is also the best thing to put on after a long day of working 

because she has the best banter and gives great life advice.  

 

Instagram: @kelechnekoff 



 

 

 

Chidera Eggerue AKA The Slumflower published a book titled ‘What A 

Time To Be Alone’ and in the book she mixes Igbo proverbs and her 

own experience/knowledge of being a young Black women to give a 

really well rounded collection of guidance to being alone and feeling 

like you are enough. The book also contains original artwork by the 

author too making it a relatively easy and colourful read. I find it really 

inspiring how reflective Chidera Eggerue is which shows in her book. 

She has an ability to reflect and learn and then word that perfectly so 

we can all learn too.  

 

Instagram: @theslumflower 



Elliss Thompson 
 

@spiritualbaddi216 

LGBTQ+ can be simplified 
as the Q being Queer. A 
term that was originally 
defined as “strange” for 
many decades. However, 
the same way the black 
community own and reverse 
the once offensive term 
N#••£# as a sense of unity, 
the LGBTQ+ community 
have done the same with 
Queer. Which is now an 
umberella term for the 
LGBT+ identifications.  
 
 
So with that being said, 
being Black and Queer is 2/3 
different forms of human 
identity (race, sexuality & or 
gender) that are 
conditioned with a mass of 
negative energy in society. 
Moreover, this is towards 
characteristics one can not 
change. Such overwhelming 
negative perceptions and 

projections towards our human identity, indeed make us vulnerable to mental 
instability.  

Depression and anxiety becomes home for many of us; verbal abuse, physical abuse 
and a trapping fear from the unknowingness of people’s reactions towards our 

expression, are common facilitators of our mental health. 



I remember being on a train and over-hearing indirect slurs of how 2 commuters 
would chop up my body. My sympathetic nervous system reaction was to fight, so 
forcibly resisting the situation is what I done whilst feeling paralysed in a seat on public 
transport. In fact, there was no way I had the physiology within me to flight/run away 
from the situation without breaking down and crumbling. For the next few days after 
that experience I felt like I had some sort of PTSD; because whilst asleep in my dreams 
I was running for my life.  

So what happens when you come from a culture that has had thousands of years of 
negative programming from Babylon - down? Leading to a collective of people with 
deep self-worth and self-hate issues. When you do not identify how the stereotypical 
black man or woman is believed should identify?  

Unfortunately, we upset the culture for standing strong in our authenticity, and the 
insecurities of the black people collectively get spat at us. Many people in black culture 
believe homosexuality is an adoption of the historical white invasion of our culture. 
However, I believe the hate we give within the black community towards queer people 
is the offset of the historical white invasion. Love is our nature, period! Not hate. 
Homosexuality has always existed and always will. People can pray against it, them 
people can also waste their life whilst they could be praying for their own happiness.  
 

I remember being on a train and over
would chop up my body. My sympathetic nervous system reaction was to fight, so would chop up my body. My sympathetic nervous system reaction was to fight, so 
I remember being on a train and over



Though at the same time of upsetting our culture, a voice within us whispers: 

“Stay true to who you are. Don’t let them take away how you identify. Your path may 

seem more difficult because not only are you queer but also black. This will infuriate 

them. Don’t let the mass of people’s opinion drag you down. Break the glass ceiling 

by being you and doing what you feel is natural. The POWER OF LOVE will always win 

and it will show.”! 

 

Beyoncé held a microphone with Jay z by her side in support of the LGBTQ community 

and said “how you identify is your human right. Who you chose to take to red lobster, 

is your human right.” I hope this notion spreads across our culture just like her music 

does. Maybe then being black and queer will make empowerment will our home, 

whilst mental instability reverses to being foreign. 

 

 

  



Elliss Eyo-Thompson is a motivational speaker, model, activist, poet and 
author. This reflection on Beyoncé's new album, The Gift is from an 

astrological perspective, with regards to today's view of Black identity, the 
music industry, and individual acceptance of ones’ self as a person of 

colour. 
 
 

Buy Elliss' book, One In A Million A Million In One: A Spiritual Guide 
to Living Your Best Life on Amazon. 

 



 

 

Origins 
 

by Yasmin Ali  

 
 
 
The black man,  
With his stoic sensibility,  
Crumbles at the thought of his kin enduring his past,  
present and future.  
And she, the black woman, smiles while she is belittled by every being on 
earth.  
 
Little do they know, 
We are the origins  
 
We are your mothers and fathers.  
Our skin in many shades,  
From the golden glaze of honey to the darkest depth of cocoa. 
 
We know what they don’t.  
 
We know struggle and virtue 
We know time and healing 
We know love and laughter  
We know song and dance  
 
Don’t tell us we aren’t beautiful.  
Don’t tell us to melt ourselves down to fit in your mould, 
We are enough.  
 
Although this world has been unkind 
Although this world is unkind 
We know what they don’t. 
 
We are enough. 



 

 

 
 

How do you interpret and respond to Orgins? 
 
Write your comment in the box, take a picture, and send to 
@itsyasminali 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Yasmin’s interpretation: 
 
Origins is a poem that celebrates blackness in all its glory. It recognises our struggle 
but the emphasis is on our beauty and excellence - the fact that we know what we 
have been through, and are going through, but continue to shine despite it all. We 
are the forefathers of the human race and we continue to make waves while the rest 
of the world catches up to our image, style, culture and language. We're often made 
to feel small but we won't allow it, we know our worth. 

 



Donna Coleman 
 
 
 

Donna Coleman’s practice is driven by a fascination in the human 
condition in its most fragile state. She uses distortion and abstraction to 
disrupt normal figurative or portraiture, to reveal the hidden self.  

Her practice is very focused on drawing. She experiments with materials 
that don’t usually come together, such as felt tip pens and scotch tape, 
or biro pens with oil stick on paper. 

Donna feels that using a limited palette shows both the intensity of 
emotions depicted and the drawing techniques effectively. 

 

 

 

 

Chaotic Mind (2018) 

Graphite and Posca pen on paper. 

Chaotic Mind, is an expressionist drawing depicting the overwhelming 
feeling of having too thoughts going through the mind. There is a loss of 
concentration and being able to make decisions. All this can be very 
distressing. 

 

Donna’s work has been selected to be our front-cover of this issue of 
ROOT-ed Zine. 

 

Instagram: @donnagcoleman 

Twitter: @donnaclm 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 



 

 

 

 

Lavender Rodriguez 

 
 

Lavender Rodriguez is a composer and musician studying at RNCM in 

Manchester. 

 

 

Twitter, Instagram and Facebook: @ohitslavender  

+ soundcloud.com/lavenderofficial 

 

Mao and Love Mind Song are two pieces that show my interest in soul 

and jazz whilst also sticking to the classical training I had. I am very 

interested in fusion and mixing worlds and people - the lyrics for Love 

Mind Song were written by a poet called Susie Wilson, who I am 

currently working with. 

 

*We have included a few pages from Love Mind Song on the following 

pages. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 

 

 



 

 

Seleena Laverne Daye 

 
Seleena Laverne Daye is a Manchester based textile artist and workshop 

facilitator. Her work features themes of race, class, gender, sexuality and 

pop culture, using traditional crafts such as embroidery, cross stitch and 

applique. 

Seleena also is part of over here zine fest, a space that showcases and 

celebrates DIY culture by people of colour as well as Poor Lass Zine and 

Brown Girl Zine. 

Website: seleenalaverendaye.co.uk 

Instagram: @seleenalavernedaye 

 

- Happy Alone 

- Broken And Lonely 

- Frigid Frightening Fussy 

- I Think I’m In Friend Love With You 

Embroidered marbling ink on cotton (2017) 

 

Textile pieces documenting the highs and lows of being an asexual 

person.  

Misconceptions, presumptions and self-loathing, feeling broken, but also 

full of love. 

Quite often not being accepted as a queer identity, and taking up space 

as a QTIPOC. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Child of A  

Thousand Dreams 
 
 

The Child of A Thousand Dreams 

She is a child of a thousand dreams, 

Of survivors, of suffering, the oppressed and the freed, 

Of ancient warriors and forgotten songs, 

Of the selfish and selfless, 

Of the righteous and wronged. 

 

She is the child of an endless stream, 

Where the rivers meet and go forth to the sea, 

The child of mistakes of ancestors past, 

The child of forgiveness and healing at last. 

 

She is the child of the day and the night, 

The child of the darkness and the light, 

She is a child of tomorrow's dream, 

She is hope, she is promise, she is life, she is me. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By Satin Beige 

Instagram + Twitter: @misssatinbeige 



 

 

 

Ruvimbo Kufa 
 

@king.kufa 

 

 

 

 

Having struggled with my mental health my whole life, I've learned that allowing 

myself to feel and experience the intense waves of emotion, rather than suppressing 

them, makes me feel better and more in control overall. 

 

 

 

  

People have labelled me as crazy even in my calmest, happiest moments so I don't 

have anyone to pretend for. This is why I'm able to perceive myself in various forms. 

This is a collection of paintings and drawings that have been created while 

experiencing these intense emotions.  

 

 

 

 

 

They are simply experiences, and once you put them in physical form, they don't feel 

like the end of the world anymore. 

  



 

Hopelessness 
 
 

Hope 
 
 



 
  

I create the world that I experience.  
 

With very little technical knowledge, I still draw, 
paint and create to stress the point that I don't have 
to be anyone to do/be anything. I draw inspiration 
from Frida Kahlo, Nina Simone and Hazel Scott who 
are all women of colour known for standing in their 

truth and power throughout their lives. 
 
 

Anger 
 
 



 

 

 

 



 
Naami Soya 

 
 

Naami Soya is a poet, model and artist based in Liverpool. These two poem 
accompanying some photographs in a collaborative series with photographer 

Robert Whelan (@rwhelanphoto) in early 2018. Naami, also known as Dear Nay 
(@naamijsoya) has also been a long-time contributor to ROOT-ed Zine. 

 

Naami describes why this project means so much to her- 

This project for me was a transition. My first two years in the UK were some of the 
most difficult years of my life. 2017 being just one of the years when I wasn't so sure 
that I would even make it through at times. There was a defining moment where I 
managed to change my perspective, after spending months in the pits. It was then 
that I realised that it was my art that saved me. 

This photoshoot was my rebirth, from darkness to light. 
 
 

Drowning in chemicals and tears 
I'll try anything to escape from my fears 

Further down this dark road I go 
Will I come out alive? 

Nobody knows. 
 



 

  



 
 

 

 

Emerging from beneath the water 

Clean, untouched 

My sins washed away 

Bathed in purity 

The shame was buried deep in me 

You made me hate myself! 

But Love 

Love lives on in me 

Oh sweet clarity! 

I can finally see 

I get to become who I was always meant to be 

Yet, it's not about the destination 

But, the journey you see 

I am free. 

  



 



BPD Monologue 
 
Hi. I know usually on ROOT-ed Amber and I are both v jokey etc but that’s not the case all of 
the time, obv. For me, it’s those fleeting moments of happiness and creativity that makes me 
able to do articles and feel like I'm being funny, so I'm thankful for those moments. 
 
 
Basically, I have BPD (borderline personality disorder). I'm new to it as only got diagnosed in 
April 2018, but before that, I was generally only diagnosed w depression, anxiety, and 
psychosis etc. It makes a LOT of sense that I have BPD now and I agree with the diagnosis.  
 
If you don’t know what BPD is, I'd advise to search it, as you searching it is raising awareness 
and understanding for this seriously judged and ignored mental health illness. BPD is viewed 
as really bad most of the time and we often get dismissed. The exact same reason why DBT 
(dialectic behavioural therapy) is soooo underfunded and the waiting list is a year-long. It’s 
bad. But anyway, let me discuss w/you why and how it affects me. 
 
 
Ok, so the perfectionism thing. I'm really sensitive to criticism and beat myself up over the 
smallest of things (like my Uber rating being 0.01 lower than usual) but then I constantly ask 
people how I need to improve as I want to be the best, in terms of outcome and grade. It’s 
served me well academically (got a First in my BA ayyy) but mentally its fucked with me since 
I was 15 and saw I had gotten a couple of C's in GCSE which devastated me. So yeah since 
then I've hated getting anything lower than an A grade/70%. This is v unhealthy thinking and 
I know my perspective is warped but it’s so hard to shake!! I’ve had therapy since I was 14 (22 
now omg) and have tried to overcome it in sooo many different ways but nothing has worked. 
  
 
So, BPD. I get distracted v easily, therefore in conversation somehow my brain makes a mad 
connection and I jump onto a seemingly unrelated topic and I don’t realise how its disrupted 
the conversation. This can be embarrassing and seen as rude from other people's 
perspectives and I hate it lol. I also will forget what I was saying mid-sentence due to intrusive 
thoughts or I will forget what you’ve just told me. But equally I'm good at remembering 
numbers, so I can recall a phone number or statistic from 5 years ago but I can’t recall the 
task you’ve just asked me to do. I deal with this by writing down a lot of things or scheduling 
it in my phone diary. And lists. I make probably 3 lists a day as it keeps me going and I won’t 
forget! I use google keep, but I'm sure most smartphones have a notes section installed 
already. 
 
 
Mannerisms. Sometimes I hit myself in the face to make me focus. It doesn’t usually hurt and 
I don’t really see it as self-harm, but I do it in the same way you hit your tv to make it work 
again (do people still do that btw?) Also, to alleviate anxiety I often click my neck (which looks 
odd I know), wrists, ankles, back and fingers to get a reaction to something I am experiencing. 
 



 
Similarly, to be diagnosed w BPD you usually have to have a long history of self-harm, and a 
characteristic of the disorder is that you almost always are self-harming in some way or 
another. I’ve gone through yearly stages of overdoses, mutilation, drug use, starvation, 
overeating, etc. It’s not fun but I'm coping better now. Most people wouldn’t know unless 
they spot something on my arms or legs that looks ‘out of place’- this is why mental health is 
so important to talk about. It’s practically almost always invisible. 
 
Dissociation. Woooooah long word. But this is a big problem for me as I generally don’t know 
who I am. One day I am an entrepreneur and I can do anything, the next I hate everything I 
do and want to quit everything. The latter is never true, as I deeply love my work and ROOT-
ed, it’s just my 'coping' mechanism of going straight to the worst possible scenario and giving 
up (which can be associated with the term ‘black and white thinking’ in BPD). I'm constantly 
battling that. However dissociation can range from me not responding to my name or 
nicknames as I don’t fully register it till later as I'm zoned out, to me literally looking in the 
mirror and not recognising who I am. This literally happened today after I cried in the toilet 
at work over something (yet again) tiny. I did not recognise my skin colour, nose, hair etc. At 
that moment it wasn't me, I was staring at something alive but really it felt like I was looking 
at myself from a corner or something in the bathroom. Not the best explanation but that’s 
how it is. Also, the dissociation makes me very emotionless sometimes. I’ve been told that 
people have passed away, or that I’ve got good news, or that there’s a disaster on tv and I 
just don’t react internally or outwardly. I'm literally neutral about it and it shocks people 
sometimes and confuses other times, and other times I am an emotional wreck which means 
I will cry with laughter over something that really generally isn’t funny. It's fucked I know - but 
that’s me and idk what else can I do? 
  
Mood swings. woohoo one min and I-want-to-die the next. I'm not even exaggerating, my 
moods can change drastically in 5 mins, or an hour, etc. similarly I can be in such a manic state 
for a week or two, and then the next week is very, very low. so, as everyone knows who knows 
me, I struggle to be consistent. even this article thing every week, Amber bless her asks me if 
I have done it, and the answer is usually nope bc I’ve forgotten, or I’ve had a hugely busy 
week, or that I'm very depressed and cant really move. this is the same for messaging people. 
I message consistently for a day then you wont hear from me for a month (yay!!) and you’re 
like wtf this bish? she hasn’t replied? and its shite. sorry guys 
  
Facial expressions. this is a big one(!) bc I study everyone’s facial expressions very hard all of 
the time, constantly looking for something out of place within them bc of something I have 
potentially done, or w/e is like ingrained into me. it makes me be absolutely sure I am on the 
same level of social understanding as other people and therefore it does help me not miss 
the point so much in conversations. but yeah if your face changes slightly (for a reason or 
w/o) ill probably message you or ask you then if I have done anything to upset you, so just pls 
bear with me, and anyone else who’s in a similar position. 
  
So anyway if you got this far, hey. hope youre okay. have a really nice day. 

 
@fauziyajohnson 

 



Natalie Denny  

Natalie is a proud writer, author of Her Hair a Crown, co-founder of The Goddess 
Projects, and a poet based in Liverpool. Her work entitled brown is takes us through 

a visually descriptive journey of natural elements paralleling to brown women. Her 
poems generally have a celebratory and appreciate narrative of beauty intertwined 

within them. 
 

Instagram: @pourmeprettythoughts 
Poetry Instagram: @ecstaticlittledeaths 

 
  



brown 
 

harvest time 
the sweetness drips 
from our birthing blankets 
knitted with needles of splintered bone 
from spools of scar tissue 
encasing us 
like a shroud 
in a field where we do not dare to dream 

brown sugar 
crystals clinging to every honeyed curve 
as we toil 
never reaping what we sow 
defying gravity and gravitas by just existing 
they were happy to start the fire knowing our bodies be the kindling 

sugared down 
us brown women coloured by the earth 
and brow beaten into saviours 
syrup between our lips 
using strong thighs and shoulders to carry the weight of His world and not feature in it 

brown sugar baby 
a rose tinted experience brought to you with a flick of my technicolor dream weave 
a swish of my oh so ample hips 
embodying sass 
and attitude 
and all the things used to hide the sounds of screaming 
of nails being driven into our saccharine flesh 

brown 
nectarous angels 
descending stars in thankless skies 
we're told things that burn are beautiful 
but things that burn are doomed to die 
only weeds thrive on neglected land 
and we are the dandelions of people 

we
the cane of the sugar 
brown 
brown 
all brown 

 



Her Hair a Crown 

Her Hair a Crown is a children’s book created to inspire young black girls to embrace and love 
their natural hair. This book includes an uplifting poem and empowering facts about the history of 
Afro hair. This book was created by Year 10 pupils from Cedar Mount Academy in Manchester. 

Natalie’s book Her Hair a Crown is currently available to buy at: www.racearchive.org.uk/bookshop 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A Lifelong Prelude to 

Therapy 
Evelyn Muir 

For the next 16 weeks I’ll be 

embarking on a milestone 

which I have avoided for over a 

decade: therapy. My 

relationship with therapy to 

date has been resentful to say 

the least. Around the age of 13 

I felt forced into it by my GP 

and family after an 

incomprehensible 

bereavement which fuelled a 

longstanding habit of self 

harm, suicidal tendencies and 

cyclical depression. On 

reflection, two things are 

certain about that time; I 

desperately needed therapy, 

but I also was definitively not 

ready for it, and forcing a 

teenager into something like 

this only backfired. I remember 

decidedly declaring that I 

would never accept therapy (or 

medication) for mental health 

issues again, and until now I 

have been stubbornly true to 

my word.  

At that age I felt 

overwhelmingly grown up and 

also extremely self aware to the 

point that it was all consuming. 

Whether it was obvious or not, 

I was conscious that I was the 

only one in my friendship 

group, and seemingly my 

entire year suffering from such 

potent mental health issues, 

prescribed anti-depressants or 

being subjected to therapy 

against their will.  I was also 

acutely aware of how the 

stereotypes and stigmas 

against mental health issues 

(particularly self harm) were 

omnipresent in the 

playground. You still see these 

stigmas now, where people 

who haven’t experienced 

mental health issues find it 

inconceivable and very hard to 



 

 

empathise and understand – 

this often exacerbates the pain 

for the person suffering. 

Combine this lack of 

understanding with bullying 

and ignorance in the form of 

jokes and flippant comments, 

plus the turbulent rollercoaster 

that is high-dose anti-

depressants and it really was a 

recipe for disaster. I had a 

strong group of friends 

throughout that time, friends 

who I am still lucky to be 

inseparable from now, but I 

can decidedly say I have never 

felt more alone than having to 

battle through mental health 

issues throughout school.   

It was here where I learnt how 

to apply (successfully or not) a 

mask. For me, my mask has 

always been centred on the 

façade of seeming emotionally 

strong, mentally stable and 

ironically, but unsurprisingly, 

this just compounded the 

anxiety, depression, 

disassociation and self harm. 

There are key points in which 

the mask slipped; I’d bottled 

up so much pain I’d eventually 

erupt, to the harm and 

detriment to my family, 

increased attention from 

practitioners, distancing from 

my friends and occasionally, 

hospitalisation. Even now, 

regardless of how vocal and 

active I am about a range of 

political and social issues, I shy 

away from anything related to 

my mental health. Whilst I’m 

getting better with this in some 

respects, I still regard this as 

one of my biggest flaws, and 

struggle with accepting that 

this flaw is (for many reasons 

from the individual to the 

structural) always going to be a 

part of me. There are few 

people I have confided my 

formal diagnoses in, and few 

people who I will tell if I’m 

having a bad day, even fewer 

people who I will go into detail 

with on the irrational and 

chaotic thought processes in 

my brain.  

 

In 2017 I was diagnosed with 

Borderline Personality 

Disorder.  When I heard the 



 

 

diagnosis the main emotion I 

felt was rage, not because 

someone was placing a label 

on me which I disagreed with, 

but because I had self-

diagnosed myself with this 

many years ago after watching 

Girl, Interrupted. One of the 

reasons I had rejected therapy 

and clinical support so 

decidedly was because I had 

never felt truly understood. 

How could someone 

understand and treat 

something without a proper 

diagnosis? And, it’s a well 

known fact that GP’s are 

reluctant to diagnose young 

people with anything due to 

the connotations of labelling 

theory. What this means 

however is that people like me, 

can’t access the right support 

as you can’t be treated for 

something you haven’t 

officially got. Receiving 

inadequate treatment 

therefore only pushed me 

away and was compounded by 

the fact that every time I 

received “support” it was 

forced upon me on the times 

when I had reached rock 

bottom and where my consent 

was overridden in order to 

protect myself. It created a 

deep distrust of pretty much all 

medical officials. It means that 

even now I’d struggle to 

remain in the hospital as a 

visitor without freaking out 

due to the deep fear that 

someone’s going to ‘lock me 

up in a mental hospital and 

never let me leave’. I received 

my diagnosis whilst sectioned.  

Unsurprisingly, the support I’ve 

received after this diagnosis 

has been minimal and below 

par. I equate this firstly to the 

abysmal state of mental health 

provisions provided by the 

NHS. Don’t get me wrong I am 

a big supporter of the NHS in 

theory (enough to never ever 

consider going private – not 

that I can afford to), but in 

practice it’s people like me who 

suffer at the hands of 

privatisation and cuts. It’s 

worth noting here that I’ve 

never been able to access a 

Practitioner of Colour, a 

twisted privilege: you’re not 



 

 

really sick if you’d reject 

support based on something 

as “irrelevant” as race. On my 

release from the institution - 

despite being deemed a risk to 

myself worthy of 

institutionalisation - I received 

around 2-3 months of CBT, 

after a 6 months wait. I was 

offered DBT in a group setting 

and after 1 session never 

returned (for anyone who’s an 

introvert in settings like this, 

having to listen to the frankly 

mind numbing accounts of 

strangers is nothing but 

painfully triggering). After this, 

I was discharged on the 

recommendations that I 

should obtain further 

specialised support in 

bereavement and abuse 

counselling and that I, (the 

poorly one) should source this 

myself.  

Not unusually, the many years 

of domestic abuse is 

something which has been 

either undetected or dismissed 

throughout my entire 

adolescence, and the need for 

bereavement support was only 

touched upon in those 

formative years. I was never 

overly forthcoming about my 

experiences of abuse within my 

adolescent relationships for 

many reasons; from the 

internalised victim blaming, to 

fear of or loyalty to the 

perpetrators, but largely due to 

the engrained culture of victim 

blaming and innocent-until-

proven-guilty mentality which I 

experienced from pretty much 

everyone – practitioners 

included. One time, during a 

particularly bad brain spell, I 

felt brave enough to imply that 

my boyfriend was being 

abusive, I was told (by a male 

GP) that “everyone my age 

goes through breakups” and to 

get over it. I left in tears. The 

most recent hospitalisation 

where I received my BPD 

diagnosis came after a 

breakdown after years of 

emotional, physical, sexual, 

controlling abuse; 

manipulation, cheating and 

gaslighting – none of which 

were picked up on by the 



 

 

psychiatrist who prescribed me 

bog standard CBT.  

 

Knowing what I know now 

about trauma, the symptoms 

and effects of this should have 

been evident yet they have 

been systematically 

overlooked for over a decade. 

Interestingly, I have recently 

learnt on a training course that 

many people with BPD have 

been misdiagnosed – it could 

actually be trauma that has 

been left to fester, breed like 

bacteria into a deeply 

engrained and extremely 

problematic condition which is 

much harder to unlearn. With 

rejection of formal support as 

one of these hard-to-unlearn 

conditions, and with me being 

geekily academic by nature, 

the theorising of mental health 

has been a personal source of 

healing. The more I learn, the 

more I can apply to my own 

experiences. Granted, this has 

been something I’ve only felt 

capable of exploring in the 

past year or so, when 

environmental changes have 

given me the capacity of firstly 

looking after myself, but 

secondly learning about 

myself.  

 

This current feeling of stability 

is very alien to me, and 

extremely scary. Previously I 

was so consumed by the 

intrusive thoughts which were 

only concerned with obtaining 

my own self-destruction, that I 

had no desire to get better and 

had absolutely no optimism 

that the stage I’m currently at 

even exists. It’s surreal, and it’s 

scary, because I feel fraudulent. 

Whilst once ‘the mask’ created 

an entire façade of normality, 

now I’m forever teetering on 

the edge of it. Often ‘imposter 

syndrome’ is applied to 

academic or employment 

success, but it can also be 

applied to the feeling of 

“cognitive normality”. I’m 

terrified that this feeling of 

normality is temporary, and 

that means that every anxiety 

attack is heightened by the 



 

 

additional level of fear that I’m 

slipping backwards, and the 

desperation to claw my way 

back to this constant state of 

feigned normality. (Shortly 

after writing this, I plummeted 

back into the abyss of self-

loathing and self-hatred, and 

am still trying to claw my way 

back up – stability didn’t last 

long.) 

 

Eventually I was able to muster 

the brain capacity, and accept 

the responsibility to research 

possible options for specialist 

therapy: what a thoroughly 

disheartening process that 

turned out to be. In my area, 

Cruse’s Bereavement 

counselling has been closed to 

referrals for the past 2 years of 

me enquiring. Now, every 

single Domestic Abuse 

counselling service currently 

has closed waiting lists. I was 

lucky to stumble upon a 

therapy service for trauma and 

after waiting 2 months to 

attend a 4 week group, I was 

then placed on a 12 month 

waiting list, 9 months later and 

I have made it to the top of the 

heap, and will be starting my 

16 weeks of therapy shortly. 

I’m aware that I am lucky to be 

seen in such a “timely” manner, 

as I know that their waiting 

lists, like others, are currently 

closed. 16 weeks is also 

extremely generous compared 

to other organisations, but this 

has admittedly created an 

underlying pressure that by 

Christmas I need to be cured, 

otherwise I’m going to have to 

pursue the entire process 

again, and I’m not sure I have 

the strength for that. So, with 

the prospect of recovery 

insight, it’s interesting to 

reflect on my mental health 

journey thus far, and how a 

lost, little girl navigated 

societal barriers to support 

which ultimately, compounded 

and exacerbated my mental 

health issues. All I can hope is 

that this new experience allows 

me to gain trust in services, 

and takes me one step towards 

recovery.   

Instagram: @xeviemuir 



 

Olayka 
 

 

 

Olayka is a mental health activist, YouTuber and gamer, in which she is part of 

eSports movement Gone Gaming™. Her YouTube has a range of videos, including 

informative mental and physical health experiences, gaming walkthroughs and vlogs 

about her travels. 

 

 

#CourageousMindz #SpeakFromExperience 

 

Instagram: @_olayka 

YouTube: Olayka 

 

 
Photography by Deividas Toleikis @thetoleikis 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DNA 
By Fowsia Cansuur 

How is it possible that you exist in my skin, 
yet, 
I still feel naked? 

You are poetry that has travelled through 
generations. 
In, 
My blood, 
My mother’s dreams, 
My ayeeyo dua. 

You, 
Are, 
Hope.  
In times of despair you let the gold shine 
through our melanin and remind us our 
worth. 

We belong in you.  

You birthed us. 
Everywhere. 
You’ll find us everywhere…  

Everywhere, 
Except,  
Home. 

You’ve joined our journeys across the world 
as you painted language on our tongue. 
So, 
Even when we are lost, we are never truly 
alone.    

My mother filled this foreign place with your 
lost treasures. 
Turned it into a house and dressed it with 
your existence. 
Warmed us with your food. 
Educated us with your experience. 

Your soul always lingered in our now new 
house. 
 
I just haven’t met you, yet. 
 
Now you’re…. 
Hungry, 
Thirsty, 
Looking up to the red sky, knocking on the 
clouds hoping God will answer,  
And, 
At least feed your children.  
 
With your strength you rise above all. 
Growing from draught into a sunflower.  
With hope bouncing of your petals. 
 
You,  
Continue to grow. 
 
You exist in my skin, 
Now clothed the nakedness with your 
maternal instincts.  
 
I want to go home. 
Feel the content of your presence. 
 
But, 
Home is now a place where even shadows 
meet the grave. 
 
Yet, 
Somehow… 
 
You still showed me, 
Home  
Is  
Not  
Far 
From  
My  
Skin. 



 

@fowsiia



The Race Riots of 1919 
By Janaya Pickett 

 

This June marked 100 years since the Liverpool Race Riots of 1919. Any mention of the 
words ‘Liverpool’, ‘race’ and ‘riots’ to most people a certain age in the UK is usually 
met with the response “Oh, the Toxteth Riots”. No, not those riots. 

  

Both the 1919 and 1981 Liverpool riots were widely reported on by contemporary 
national media, yet the nature of each varied wildly. The more recent ’81 riots were an 
explosive reaction to decades of severe policing and institutional racism against 
supported by both Black and white people locally. 

The 1919 riots were not riots in that same anti-establishment sense of the word. These 
race riots were a series of systematic attacks on the Black community in Liverpool. 
Attacks that came not only in the form of hysterical white mobs beating any Black 
person they could find, raiding, looting and burning Black homes and businesses. They 
came in the form of devious police tactics, local council, press, trade unions and 
shipping companies… right the way down to central government. 

The 1919 riots took the life of 24 year old Bermudan sailor Charles Wotton. On the 
night of the 5th June the young man was chased through the street by a large crowd 
into Queen’s Dock then pelted with rocks until he drowned. Countless other Black men 
and women were attacked and/or traumatised, with around 700 taking refuge in local 
bridewells (small goals), from the terror that lasted just over a week. 

It was a watershed moment for Black people in Liverpool from top to bottom. From 
the top, post-war governmental restrictions on the movement and right to work of its 
colonial subjects tightened. And from the bottom Liverpool after 1919 embarked on a 
de facto segregation of sorts known locally as the ‘colour bar’. Since 1919 Liverpool’s 
Black community has continued quite separated from the rest of the city and to this 
day it fights for adequate rights and opportunities from a place that sells itself on 
diversity. 

Since the late 1970s, with the difficulty Black people had in establishing a decent life 
in Liverpool, the Black population has dipped. Many of my own family members chose 
to flee to other larger communities of the UK diaspora in London or Birmingham. Some 
travelled further to the US and Canada. Liverpool does indeed boast one of the oldest 
Black communities in Europe but it also one of the most stagnant. 



Fast forward one hundred years and the Liverpool 1 area that housed the late 19th and 
early 20th century Black population has now been redeveloped as The Baltic Triangle 
and home to some of the trendiest bars and art spaces in the city. 

The Toxteth or Liverpool 8 area, where much of the Black community moved to in the 
first half the 20th Century, has also saw much change over the last twenty years. The 
once concentrated community has gradually scattered into the surrounding areas 
encouraged by a council hellbent on the regeneration of the Granby ward. 

The 1919 riots and their aftermath can be linked then to 1981. Indeed, 1919 and its 
aftermath is the prerequisite for the Toxteth riots of 1981, setting in motion a cycle of 
conditions that led up to it. The 1919 anti-Black riots were not exclusive Liverpool 
either but occurred in towns and cities up and down the country from Glasgow to 
South Shields to London and most violently Cardiff.  

It was part of a trend in anti-Black violence that not only stretched the length of Britain 
but radiated across the Atlantic. 

Known as the Red Summer in African American history, 1919 saw the largest amount 
of Black lynching’s in US history. This was in the wake of 1915’s infamous Birth of a 
Nation and the subsequent second (and most popular) incarnation of the Klu Klux Klan. 
Post WWI, rampant xenophobia was encouraged by a system in crisis and fear of 
democratic revolution and this was supported by its legislation and cultural output. 

1919 then is a significant moment in the history of global racism not just Black relations 
in Liverpool. What astonishes when looking into the different causes, aspects and 
reports of the 1919 Liverpool riots is how similar they are not only to other acts of anti-
Black violence during that one year, a century ago, but how the rhetoric and 
mechanisms used to oppress Black and minority communities are much the same.  

 

Today’s pressures including social austerity, economic, immigration environmental 
issues have resulted in a resurgence of far-right political views and racially motivated 
violence. The Windrush scandal, exposed last year, also shows us that institutional 
racism is also very much alive and we’ll.  If history can show us anything it is the cyclical 
nature of certain aspects of our culture. Time and again we see how economic and 
social strains impact on the most vulnerable communities. In the case of Black and 
minority communities, time and again those economical and social strains ensure the 
risk of being scapegoated by a system desperate to keep its grip.  

 



Why do I keep feeling sad, 
there’s nothing wrong with 
my life?  
 
 
Depression doesn’t always have an immediate cause. It just affects 
people. Millionaires, funny people, those who seem happily married, you 
know people who have no real reason to be miserable.  
 
 
In my circumstance, a lot of my depression and anxiety stemmed from 
trying to be someone I wasn’t for a long period of time. A self loathing 
version followed me everywhere. I tried retracing my steps back to the 
girl I knew and loved, but she was gone and I was left feeling like my 
mind was trapped in a maze. 
 
 
Depression, to many people looks like nothing is wrong. It’s mysterious, 
unseen and frankly, invisible. You are walking around with your head on 
fire and no one can see the flames. Of course, when I didn’t seek help, 
my mental health deteriorated, and essential things for survival like food, 
work, socialising, washing etc became insignificant. I wouldn’t open my 
curtains; I wouldn’t even get out of my bed. It was like I had huge weight 
attached to my chest every time I tried to do something. Honestly, I just 
felt embarrassed.  Seeking professional help was probably the best 
decision I had ever made, my GP recommended me to a psychiatrist who 
I continued see until the end of university.  
 
 

Sometimes when we are sad, we make bad choices for ourselves 
 
 



A psychiatrist cannot ‘solve’ all your problems. But can retrace your 
thought pattern, understand the root of your negative thinking and how 
you can overcome this patch in your life.  Don’t get me wrong, this 
process can be uncomfortable, and you may end up vomiting your entire 
life story to a random stranger. But over a consistent period of 
appointments you start to understand the meaning of self improvement, 
self-forgiveness, love and care and most importantly, BALANCE.  
 
 

Filtering out your space and recognising your voice 
 

 
The only way to create positive change is to begin with yourself. From 
my experience, I went onto complete the Royal parks Half marathon in 
support of Mind UK. I have also volunteered for Non-Profit 
Organisations in support of women who are suffering from depression, 
anxiety and other health related problems, finally I am currently 
implementing a Health and Wellbeing week in my place of employment.  
 
 
Everyone’s experience of life is different. Remember, it is a journey not a 

race. Be kind to yourself more. 
 
 

I hope this story inspires someone. 
 
Tara x   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Instagram: @taramar.ia 
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Organisations 

to check out… 

 

 

  



 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The Goddess Projects is a movement with the mission to empower, 

inspire and assist black women and women of colour to develop and 

achieve in their communities. This month The Goddess Projects have 

launched their festival programme that includes a diverse range of 

activities.  

 

Instagram: @thegoddessprojects 

Twitter: @Thegoddessproj1 



  

Rainbow Noir is a volunteer lead social, peer support and community 

action group which celebrates and platforms people of colour who identify 

as Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Trans*, Queer and/or Intersex (LGBTQI). 

 

Facebook, Twitter and Instagram: @RainbowNoirMcr 



“Uplifting the lives of young queens through a creative platform.” 

Based in Liverpool, Leicester and Sheffield, The Society of Queens is a creative platform 

made in order to inspire, elevate and support the Queens in their society. 

Founder: Sarah Orola @itssarahlouuise  

Co-founder: Angel Orola @angelorola  

Twitter: @SOQinc 

Instagram + Facebook: @thesocietyofqueens 



 

 

 



 

Based in Bradford, London and Manchester, Do That Thing is a 

mentorship scheme for black and ethnic minority creatives, supporting 

you to enter paid creative work in the UK. We pair Leaders - those who 

are a few years into bossing their creative careers - with Creators, who 

are those just looking to start out their creative journey. 

 

Do That Thing is here to bring you advice, inspiration and support 

creatives who might face some similar barriers, in an industry that 

suffers from a severe lack of representation. 

 

www.theunmistakeables.com/dothatthing 

Instagram: @dothat_thing 



 

Our aim is to shine a spotlight on the work of Black and Asian designers 

and creatives. We want to create an inclusive and diverse creative 

community. 

 

We’re looking for artists; designers, illustrators, writers, musicians, film 

makers, poets... we could go on. We want to show the world that there’s 

such a diverse range of creative people out there, not just the mainstream 

styles we’re all so used to seeing. 

 

 

www.fressshmagazine.com 

Instagram: @fressshmagazine 

 



 
Kids of Colour HQ, founded by Roxy Legane, is a platform for young 
people of colour to explore race, identity and culture and challenge 
the everyday, institutionalised racism that shapes their lives. Based in 
Manchester. 
 
 
 

www.kidsofcolour.com 
Twitter, Instagram: @KidsOfColourHQ  

YouTube: Kids of Colour 
 



 

 

 

Go Off, Sis! Podcast 
 

Co-founded and hosted in 2019 by Rachel and Mia, Go Off, Sis! hosts 

expressive, informal and candid chats about life, especially on topics that make 

you want to #GoOffSis. Available on Spotify and Apple Music now – new 

episode every Sunday! 

 

Follow them at @go_off_sis_podcast 

 

Rachel: @fluttercup 

Mia: @_badgyalmimi_ 



 

Colours Youth UK page is a hub for information about our 

events for LGBT+ young people of colour and also a platform 

to share videos, news and information from the UK and beyond 

about LGBT+ people of colour! 

Facebook. Instagram and Twitter: @coloursyouthuk 



 

 

 

Founded by Lizz Brady, Broken Grey Wires is a contemporary art 

organisation responding to and exploring mental health. 

  

Broken Grey Wires also works closely with the community, critically 

acclaimed artists and major institutions, to open up a dialogue and provide 

inspiration and opportunities for people with mental health difficulties. They 

also have a new zine – Pinocchio’s Got Nothing On You!  Visit their website 

or social media for more info. 

 

Instagram: @broken_grey_wires 

Facebook and Twitter: @brokengreywires 

www.brokengreywires.co.uk  

 

 

 



 

  ‘Happiness is a journey…  



  
 

not a destination’ 

 



NHS’ Recommendations for Mental Health  

 

If you or someone you know needs help with mental health difficulties, here are a list 

of websites and numbers you can contact for support. 

 

 

The Samaritans 

Tel: 116 123 

samaritans.org  

Samaritans is available round the clock, every single day of the year. We provide a safe 

place for anyone struggling to cope, whoever they are, however they feel, whatever 

life has done to them. Please call 116 123 email jo@samaritans.org, or visit 

www.samaritans.org to find details of the nearest branch. 

 

Mind 

MindInfoline: 0300 123 3393 

mind.org.uk 

The MindinfoLine offers thousands of callers confidential help on a range of mental 

health issues. Mind helps people take control of their mental health. We do this by 

providing high-quality information and advice, and campaigning to promote and 

protect good mental health for everyone. They also provide a special legal service to 

the public, lawyers and mental health workers. 

 

Papyrus 

HOPELINEUK – 0800 068 4141 

papyrus-uk.org  

Support for anyone under 35 experiencing thoughts of suicide, or anyone concerned 

that a young person may be experiencing thoughts of suicide. 

 

 



CALM (Campaign Against Living Miserably) 

Helpline: 0800 58 58 58 

thecalmzone.net  

The Campaign Against Living Miserably (CALM) works to prevent male suicide and 

offers support services for any man who is struggling or in crisis. CALM’s helpline 0800 

58 58 58 and web-chat are for men in the UK who need to talk or find information and 

support. The services are open 5pm–midnight daily and are free, anonymous and 

confidential. For access or to find more information visit thecalmzone.net 

 

ChildLine 

Helpline: 0800 11 11 

childline.org.uk 

ChildLine is a counselling service for children and young people. You can contact 

ChildLine in these ways: You can phone on 0800 1111, send us an email, have a 1-2-1 

chat with us, send a message to Ask Sam and you can post messages to the ChildLine 

message boards. You can contact ChildLine about anything - no problem is too big or 

too small. If you are feeling scared or out of control or just want to talk to someone 

you can contact ChildLine.  

 

Kooth.com 

Kooth.com is an online counselling service that provides vulnerable young people, 

between the ages of 11 and 25, with advice and support for emotional or mental health 

problems. Kooth.com offers users a free, confidential, safe and anonymous way to 

access help.  

 

YoungMinds 

Helpline: 0808 802 5544 

youngminds.org.uk 

Suicidal feelings 

Parents' Information Service gives advice to parents or carers who may be concerned 

about the mental health or emotional well being of a child or young person. 
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