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Hello and welcome to our 
December zine.

The Grace Dear Trust is a mental health 
charity based in Surrey.

Our Core Values are

 G ratitude 
 R esilience 
 A cceptance 
 C aring 
 E mpathy

Our charity was created with the 
aim of saving the lives of other 
young people suffering with mental 
illness. By educating young people, 
encouraging them to talk about their 
feelings, and making mental health an 
everyday topic of conversation. 

We’ve all had a year like no other. 
When we started this zine, we wanted 
to give young people ideas for creative 
activities away from the screen during 
lockdown. 

We’ve been thrilled with the response 
and positive comments. It was 
amazing to feature young people’s 
work in November’s issue. 

As we celebrate our final value, 
empathy, we are delighted to have 
more young people involved in 
making the issue. With interviews, 
recommended reads, and short 
stories – it’s a fitting reminder of the 
importance of empathy and seeing the 
world from new perspectives. 

If you would like to be part of the 
Zine Team - offering up writing, 
Instagram recommendations, recipes, 
or anything else that will better the 
conversation about mental health, 
please get in touch with Louise at 
Bounce Theatre.

As the year comes to an end, it might 
not be the easiest time for everyone, 
so we have packed out pages with 
little ideas to take with you through 
December. 

Remember you are not alone.  

Let’s carry on the conversation. 

Together we are stronger.

The Grace Dear Youth Trust

The Grace Dear Trust commissions Bounce Theatre to produce the 
magazine for them. Bounce Theatre creative original, brave, and 
imaginative work. We made theatre, art, podcasts, and digital content. 

For more information please visit: www.bouncetheatre.com 

To contribute to the Grace Dear Zine:
Email: louise@bouncetheatre.com
Whatsapp: 07980210705 

The Grace Dear 
12 Days of  Christmas 

We’ve adapted the classic song to think about actions we can take for 
ourselves and others this festive period. See how many you can do!

One beautiful room
Look at your bedroom and make 
it a warm space for winter. Tidy it, 
organise it and decorate it so you 
walk in and it makes you feel happy.

Two things that make you feel 
peaceful 
Write or draw two things that bring 
you sleep.

Three people that are you grateful 
for
Note down three people that you 
are grateful to have in your life and 
think about why.

Four things you can do for others
Try to do four nice things for other 
people today. It might be a smile or 
you might notice someone needs a 
chat.

Five nice things for yourself
Do five nice things for yourself 
today.

Six ways to change the world
List six ways you’d change the world 
for the better.

Eleven minutes of research
Go online and some research about 
local charities in your area. How 
could you support them? Charities 
supporting older people are often 
keen to make sure older people 
aren’t isolated over Christmas. 
Maybe you can do something 
simple like send Christmas cards.  

Twelve tiny moments of joy 
Make yourself a playlist of 12 songs 
that make you happy to play this 
festive period. 

Seven things that are good about 
you
Write or draw seven things that are 
good about you.

Eight nutritious ingredients 
Google nutrition and make a list of 
eight things that are good to eat for 
your health. Try them. 

Nine bits of new knowledge
Write down nine things you’ve 
learnt about this year.

Ten minutes of exercise
Do 10 minutes of exercise today. 
This could be ten one-minute 
activities throughout the day or 10 
minutes in one go.



sitting in the background.” and
I’ve barely picked it up. I said, “I’m
going to get myself a new hobby,
I’m going to play that.” It turns out
guitar does not work for me. But
then I started reading a little bit
more and found that was my hobby.
So, I’m not saying for you all to
read, I guess you get that enough
at school. But, by all means if that’s
your hobby, do so. But, I think my
advice would be finding something
that makes you happy, whether
it’s…okay…singing, for example. I
love a good-old singsong. I drive
my mum mad. I’m terrible at it.
Absolutely awful. Honestly, all the
cats go running, the neighbours
bang and they’re like, “Stop it!”
But, I’m happy in my own little
world. Having a little sing and a
dance. And if that makes me feel
better about my day, then that’s a
good thing? So find something that
you can do, that you’re happy to
work on. So, if you’re, you know,
in your theatre group – a piece of
a play or a random story that you
want to develop with your siblings,
especially on Zoom, do it. Just, I
guess, find something that makes
you happy and distracted.

Poppy:  Thank you for making time 
to come and do this interview!
Holly:  You’re welcome.

the early stages of mental illness?
Holly:  I think that’s really difficult 
because everyone’s different, aren’t
they? And you know what you
enjoy, Alex, and what you enjoy,
Poppy, are maybe quite different
and so what upsets you might be
different as well. I think my advice
would be do not be scared to say
how you are really feeling. Your
emotions are only temporary, and
you only feel that way for a little
while. You can speak to people and
people can help you move out of
that and help you understand that
it is only temporary. And that in
time, you’ll feel a little bit better,
or you’ll feel more confident, or
you know, whatever it is, I think my
advice would be just to make sure
you’re really open when you talk
to people. Someone told me this
and might sound a bit harsh, if you
can’t be honest with your friends
about how you’re feeling, regardless
of whether you’re super, super
happy or super sad or super scared,
whatever it is. If you cannot really
tell your friends, you’re in a position
where they might not be the ideal
friends for your understanding if
that makes sense.

Alex:  Do you have any advice you 
could give us to keep mentally fit 
during lockdown?
Holly:  Now, see, the first lockdown
I bought a guitar and I said, “That
is it. That’s going to keep me, it’s

until the time. That I think that’s my
favourite part of The Grace Dear Trust.

Poppy:  Were you surprised about 
the number of people that suffer 
from mental illness?
Holly:  I think I was surprised
because when someone puts a
number in front of you then you
realise the amount, you can’t hide
from that number, it’s there in front
of you. Yet, I was not surprised as
well, I know a lot of my friends and
also me… you often try to hide
when you feel a bit sad.
 I get bad anxiety, which means 
sometimes I’m in a situation, maybe
a big crowd, it makes me a little bit
nervous and I always feel like I’ve
got to leave, maybe, because there
are too many people. I always try
to hide that I’m nervous. So, I don’t
think I was too surprised at that
number because, you have got a
scale of people that pretend they’ve
not got any problems then a scale
of people that they do need help.
So, it is interesting. I was shocked
but not shocked. It’s a long way
round to answer your question,
sorry.

Alex:  What advice could you give 
us to help us with understanding 

Poppy:  How did you get involved 
with The Grace Dear Trust?
Holly:  I actually never knew Grace,
I knew Grace’s sister, Hope. And I
saw how sad and devastated the
family were at what had happened
and how much they wanted to make
sure people your age are better
supported. I got involved to really
help promote the message, it’s ok to
not be ok, and make sure it reaches
as many people that need to hear it
really.

Alex:  What do you like about the 
Trust?
Holly:  I like how involved it is in the
creative arts and everyone being
able to express themselves. I guess
you guys experience it first-hand
with the theatre stuff, right? You are
part of a collaboration where every
week you get to create new stories
The beauty of these creative arts is
that for a little second you pretend
to be in the shoes of someone else
and it gives you a little bit of an
understanding and I like that The
Grace Dear Trust is so keen on
making sure that you guys have a
creative platform to be silly when
you need to be silly and be sad
when you need to be sad and all
those other things you don’t realise

mental health: in conversation 

This month, Grace Dear Youth Theatre members are interviewing one 
of the trusts supporters – Holly.  Holly was nominated by Grace’s sister, 
Hope, to be featured in this interview.



Creativity has natural benefits for our emotional health. We can dream 
up new ideas, re-see or reframe our experiences, empathise with others 
and record our experiences, just for starters! As the year ends & we look 
to welcome in another one, here are some ideas to think about what you 
want from 2021. Before you think about  2021, let’s reflect on 2020. It’s 
been a year like no other. You have made it to the end. Lets celebrate 
that! Write or doodle the answers to your questions. You might light to turn 

your answers to the 
questions into a piece of 
art to keep on your wall 
to cement your vision for 
the future.

Alternatively, you might want 
to take inspiration from these 
quotes or turn them into art for your 
walls. Think about how they might 
apply to your experiences right now 
and how you might draw them into 
your future.

Take pride in knowing that your 
struggle will play the biggest role in 
your purpose.
Marcus Rashford

I refuse to believe that you cannot 
be both compassionate and strong.
Jacinda Ardern 

You may be the first to do many things, 
but make sure you’re not the last.
Kamala Harris 

A brighter tomorrow begins today.
Meghan Markle

The sun will shine on you again and 
the clouds will go away.
Captain Tom Moore

Urban artist Collagism make this art 
piece about the future.

“Whilst our worlds have contracted, 
many of us have been watching the 
news and looking at what has been 
happening around the globe with 
COVID-19, the climate and equality 
amongst communities. 

I’ve become really aware of the 
things we can all do to affect positive 
change for the world beyond. 
Those things are all local, like 
community gardening, meet-ups in 
the park, sharing with neighbours, 
and contributing to our local 
communities. With this in mind I 
made a collage inspired by the future 
I’d like to see, focused around nature 
and multi-culturalism.”

get creative

List the smallest 3 things that 
bought you joy this year.

1

2

3

What’s the biggest thing that 
bought you joy this year? 

List 3 things that you are proud of 
yourself for.

1

2

3

What would you like to spend more 
time doing next year?

What are the three most important 
things you want to get done next year?

1

2

3

Who would you like to spend more 
time with than you currently do?

What brings you joy? 

What do you want to more of?

What would you like to learn next 
year? 

What do you want to see from the 
world in 2021? 



There’s loads of different creative outlets 
that are complex enough to need your 
attention, but also simple enough to be 
stress free. I do colouring in, knitting, 
painting, drawing, and all of these are 
great ways to calm my anxiety, because 
the focus needed helps to quieten 
unhelpful thoughts and bring me back to 
the present moment. Instead of worrying 
about that ‘stupid’ thing I said, or whether 
that person is cross with me, I can put my 
energy into making something. 

This origami box is one I learnt how to 
do when I was a child, so long ago now 
I don’t remember when, or who taught 
me to make it, but I have probably folded 
hundreds of them over the years. I like 
origami because it’s something you can 
do almost anywhere, it doesn’t have to be 
out of crisp white plain paper, it can be 
anything, I’ve made them out of napkins in 
restaurants before and left it for the staff 
to find on the table. You can also make 
them almost any size, and because it’s a 
box you can put things in them too. 

So, here’s how to make a winged origami 
box. 

You will need: 
- A square piece of paper (template 
provided)
- Pens or pencils to decorate
Before you start folding your paper, you 
can decorate it. On the template I’ve 
marked out the areas that will show up 
most when it is finished. 

crafting your cares away 
by Hattie Thomas

I love making things, I always have. There’s a lot of satisfaction to 
be found in creating a physical, real object. Of course some crafty 
tasks require a fair bit of thinking, and can be quite hard work, but 
others are just brilliant ways of finding a moment of peace. 

Step 8. Now on the right side, lift up the 
edge and fold it back on itself. You will 
have the same ‘house’ like shape but this 
time without the gap at the top. Turn over 
and repeat on the other side. 

Step 9. On one side first, take the flat 
edge on the right, and fold it back to the 
centre line. Do the same on with the left 
edge. Turn it over and repeat on the other 
side.

Step 10. Now take the point at the top and 
fold it back on itself on one side. Turn it 
over and repeat on the other side. Allow 
these two points to unfold naturally, these 
are the wings of your box.

Step 11. Carefully pull your box wings 
apart from each other and the container 
part of your box will appear. Use your 
fingers to gently to push out the sides and 
make it square in the middle. 

Step 12. Admire your handy work! Pop 
something in it if you like.

Step 3. Turn this over and fold it in half 
diagonally again, so that the loose corners 
are now on the outside. You will now have a 
triangle.

Step 4. With the triangle pointing 
downwards, take the right hand corner 
and begin folding as though you are 
going to fold it in half, but instead allow 
the paper to open, and squash it down to 
make a diamond shape. 

Step 5. Turn it over and do the same on 
the other side.

Step 6. You now have a diamond shape. 
Turn it so that the loose points (where 
it wants to unfold) are at the top. The 
diamond will have an opening down the 
middle, pull the paper apart here and open 
it out. When it opens all the way you can 
flatten it down to make a rectangle, with 
two triangles pointing out of it. 

Step 7. Turn it over and repeat on the other 
side.

Step 1.  With your decorated side face 
down. Fold your square in half four ways. 
First fold it in half edge to edge to make 
a rectangle, run the fold between your 
finger and thumb to make a sharp crease. 
Then open and repeat the other way. Then 
fold it in half diagonally taking care to 
make the corners and edges meet. Open 
out your page and repeat the fold the 
other way. 

Step 2. Now open this out back to a 
square. Using your fold lines as a guide, 
fold the four corners in to the middle of the 
paper, where the lines meet. You now have 
a smaller square.



new art

Art by Lily 

Lily studies specialist beauty therapy at Kingston college. 
She has started an Instagram page about her love of beauty 
and things she is learning at college. She includes her artwork 
on her page and her own thoughts, as Lily wants to inspire 
other teens with ADHD and Dyslexia like herself.

Instagram @lilyroses.beauty.diaries



Short Story 

by Adelka Delevante

I can’t believe I’m doing this. Elianna only moved 
away a week ago.

I’m standing outside the front door of our 
neighbour’s house, my fist hovering over the 
knocker, and I don’t think I’ve ever wanted to do 
anything less than rap on it. Knocking on this 
door would mean accepting that someone who 
isn’t my best friend of seven years lives here now. 
Knocking on this door would mean giving our 
new neighbours the impression that I’m the one 
who wants them to come around for Christmas 
dinner, not Mum, which in turn would make them 
think that I actually want to be on friendly terms 
with them. Which I don’t. I definitely don’t.

For the past seven years, we’ve had Elianna’s 
family round for Christmas dinner. The 
Maximillians were essentially our family; there 
were times when I felt as close to Robert and 
Milena as I do to my own parents. When school 
finishes and the holidays start, all you expect to 
be lying ahead of you is a season of relaxing, and 
fun, and festive cheer. No schoolwork, none of 
my twin sister Anya’s tedious tennis tournaments 
to sit through… two weeks of spice-scented bliss. 
What you never expect to hear is that your best 
friend’s mother has been offered a job in Japan 
for a year, and that the whole family are moving 
out of the house next to yours. That you won’t 
see said best friend for 8,760 entire hours.

In the seven and a half days since Elianna and I 
said goodbye, I haven’t done any of the things I 
planned to do in the holidays. We had planned 
to do them together. Alone… it doesn’t feel the 
same at all. I haven’t shopped for gifts, or made 
paper chains, or snuggled under blankets with 
mugs of hot chocolate, reading aloud funny 
scenes from ‘A Series of Unfortunate Events’ and 
doing weird voices for the characters. I did all my 
homework in the first three days, and since then, 
I’ve only left my bedroom to eat.

“You’re acting like Elianna and you were an item, 
and you’ve broken up or divorced or something,” 
Anya sniped at me yesterday. I didn’t even have 

Heart beating fast in my chest, I cross the floor 
of my bedroom and peer outside into the dark 
night, feeling more than a little frightened. 
Looking out, I can see that no one is knocking 
at my window - they’re knocking on the window 
next door. Ryland is knocking on the glass of his 
own window, looking directly at me. Trying to... 
communicate something to me?

I open my window, and a gust of cold air 
immediately gushes in. “What are you doing? It’s 
late, and it’s freaking cold!”
“Sorry!” he whisper-shouts. His bed-head seems 
to have increased its untidiness. “I just really 
wanted to apologise for running off earlier. It was 
rude… I was…”
“No, it’s okay. I understand,” I interrupt, and I 
really do understand, but Ryland stops me from 
continuing further, holding up a hand.
“I was going to say yes, Anikka. I’m still saying 
yes, if the invitation is still open.” 
I blink. He’s smiling, looking strangely shy, like 
the way I do when I really don’t want someone to 
say no to me. Even now, I can’t help noticing how 
his pyjamas are obviously an older man’s t-shirt 
and boxers. “And…and my parents will behave 
themselves, obviously. I told them about the 
invite, and they were really pleased…”
“Of course you can still come around,” I say 
with a smile, and Ryland’s own smile widens. 
He has the sort of smile that looks too big for 
his face. It exuberates relief, that’s for sure, and 
a sort of excitement. I can’t deny it - I‘m excited 
too. He’s not Elianna, that’s for sure. I don’t even 
know him well enough to call him a friend, but…
there’s something here that I like. Something we 
could maybe build a friendship from, even if it’s 
nothing like the bond I had with my best friend 
who is currently at the other end of the world. 
This isn’t a replacement for her, either. It’s a new 
opportunity.
“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I say, feeling suddenly as 
shy as he looks. We nod and smile for a bit, and 
it’s pretty awkward, but then I close the window 
and I feel fine. I can’t stop smiling. I’m glad Anya 
and I don’t share a room, because she’d be 
teasing the hell out of me right now.

Aptly, white snowflakes have just started falling 
from the sky. I watch them through my fogged-
up glass, wondering if this Christmas holiday isn’t 
the end of something long and wonderful. It’s the 
start of something new…and I’m looking forward 
to seeing how the new year goes. |

know what my heart tells me, and that is that the 
household of my new neighbours isn’t happy. It 
isn’t happy at all.

“Sorry,” says the boy, and I remove my hands 
from ears. He looks half-miserable, half-ashamed. 
“That wasn’t the best introduction… I’m really 
sorry - I don’t know your name. I’m Ryland.”

I manage to stop blinking and gawking like an 
idiot long enough to say, “I’m Anikka. My Mum 
sent me round to ask if your family wanted to 
come around for Christmas dinner tomorrow…”
“I’d really…” but the shouts have started up 
again, and this time, I can hear that the insults 
are really horrible ones. Ryland cringes visibly, 
entire body wincing, looking like he’d like to sink 
through the floor. “I have to go,” he says quietly, 
pointing inside. “I’m sorry, Anikka. It was really 
nice meeting you.” And he’s gone, like the snow 
melting upon the arrival of spring.
Leaving me standing on his front steps, cradling a 
basket of wine and cake in my arms.

Part Two

“I don’t know why you keep going on about this 
idiot boy from next door,” Anya whines, as we 
both help Mum prepare the turkey for Christmas 
dinner tomorrow. “Loads of households argue - 
it’s normal, Anikka. Who cares if he can’t come 
around? I thought you didn’t want anyone around 
apart from your little girlfriend!”
“Anya, don’t be rude to your sister,” Mum 
reprimands her, as I grit my teeth and send a 
scowl my twin’s way. “As for you, Anikka - we 
can’t force the Macphersons to come around if 
they don’t want to.”
“But he was going to say yes!” I insist, “He was 
just interrupted…”
“As I’m going to interrupt you right now, because 
you’re getting really boring,” Anya yawns, and I 
shut up, but not before shooting her an intense 
sibling glare. She just pops a chilli into her mouth 
in response.

All night, I can’t sleep for thoughts of what’s 
going on next door. Whatever my sister might 
think, I’m not naive. I know that households fight 
- ours does, frequently. But I can’t stop thinking 
about the look on Ryland’s face, like he wanted to 
disappear. And how his clothes didn’t fit his too-
thin frame. And how…

Someone is knocking at my bedroom window.

the energy to argue back, so I just threw a chip at 
her half-heartedly instead. That’s when Mum told 
me to go round to the new neighbours the next 
day - that’s today, obviously - with a Christmas 
cake and wine, and invite them around for dinner. 

She told me that I had no choice in the matter.

So I’m here, and I’ve finally mustered the courage 
to knock on the door - because I may as well 
get it over with. It’s not like Mum said I had to 
be friendly or anything. I knock, and the sound 
reverberates, as though through an empty house. 
It can’t be empty, though, because I can hear 
voices from inside. Actually, I’m pretty sure they’re 
shouting.

I’m about to give up hanging around in the cold 
and go home, when the door jerks open. A boy is 
standing in the doorway. The first thing I notice is 
that his clothes are too big for him. He’s tall, but 
evidently really skinny - either that, or his clothes 
belonged to a really, really large man before 
they belonged to him. His hair doesn’t look the 
tidiest, either. Elianna wore a hijab when we were 
together in public, but by ourselves in either of 
our rooms, when it was alright to take it off, her 
dark waves were always glossy and well-brushed.

“Uh, hi,” I begin - damn, why am I stuttering? I 
stop when I take in his wide-eyed expression. 
Looking at him more closely, the boy seems to 
be around my age, which is fifteen. He wouldn’t 
even be that bad looking, if his clothes actually 
fitted him. And if he brushed his hair. He steps 
out of the doorway and onto the front step, so 
he’s beside me, and gives me an apologetic look.

“Cover your ears,” he says.
“What? I’m just here to…” and that’s when I 
hear the shouting. It’s loud, and angry, and full 
of swearing. Gulping, I reach up to my face and 
cover my ears with my hands. The boy leans 
into the doorway and hollers something at, who 
I assume are, his parents. Even with my ears 
covered, I can hear it has a lot of swearing. And 
it’s angry, but more than that. He sounds sort of 
like he’s defeated. 

Elianna would be able to give me some sort of 
psychological analysis from Google, but I just 

new writing




