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I'd like to think that everyone I 

know is humane – that is, 

"characterised by tenderness, 

compassion, and sympathy for 

people and animals, especially 

for the suffering or distressed" 

or "having qualities befitting 

human beings."

We know that 'human' is 

'Homo sapiens sapiens' or 

'anatomically modern humans' 

and is mostly used as a species 

classification for ourselves. 

'Humane' and 'human' were 

interchangeable words up until 

sometime in the early 18th 

century. This explains why 

inhuman is still the opposite of 

humane, but what it doesn't 

explain is why we need two 

different words.

We're capable of so much – 

love, compassion, constructive 

and creative work, empathy, 

sympathy and caring. I 

suppose that while our species 

is also capable of the opposite, 

our work could (or should) be 

to remove the differences 

between 'human' and 'humane'.

Humane
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Where helpful opinions flourish, useless 

points of view come to die, and where we 

stand for what we believe until, or unless, life 

shows us to believe otherwise. Bringing you 

views, news and reviews from across the 

globe.

We write this zine for us, as part of a 

gratifying and possibly futile attempt at 

holding onto our own sanity. We edit, re-edit, 

lay out, throw away and start again because it 

will always be something we're proud of.

We've read, researched, laughed, listened, 

cried and conversated - and this zine is one 

way we can get our heads around the things 

we've seen, the things we know and the things 

we've learned.

Where before we may have ceded our 

responsibility for our own education, this has 

come to an end. We no longer cede our 

responsibility to learn or keep learning, cede 

our decisions to those who would happily 

decide for us, or cede our attention to those 

who would happily entertain us.

Remember folks, if the emperor looks naked, 

the emperor is naked. It's time we got together, 

point out what we know, and move on.
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that the only way I could connect to 

life was to break my wall down, even 

though that would mean being 

vulnerable again.

Breaking down my wall changed my 

life. I still don't go through life 

skipping, and I don't go through life 

light hearted and cheery. I could 

never deny my dark side, my 

melancholy, my wish that things 

could be easier - that I could be 

different. And I am definitely not 

saying my confidence is unshakable.

Life terrifies me as much as it 

exhilarates me. I am just saying that 

for me, being able to really live is 

worth having to go through the 

process of rebuilding myself again 

if I do get hurt. Understanding and 

acknowledging this is what enables 

me to be a positive and self assured, 

optimistic and hopeful, but most of 

all, a confident person.

You see, I am confident and I am 

not. But whatever I am, I am 

determined to keep living life with 

an open heart and an open mind. 

Even though I know I will get hurt. 

These old cracks may stay with me 

forever, but I refuse to let them 

make me afraid to live.

by Jorine van Delft
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by Adam Pellant

Pretty Confident
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A friend recently said to me “You're 

pretty confident aren’t you”. The 

remark caught me off guard. I had 

to think on it for a while, and 

answered “Yes, I am pretty 

confident”, and I've been pondering 

this remark and my answer ever 

since. And I can’t help wondering if 

my answer should have included “at 

least I am most of the time”.

I am confident, yes, but sometimes 

I'm not. Sometimes I doubt myself 

and fall victim to my insecurities. 

Sometimes there are things that go 

bang in the darkness of my 

thoughts. Sometimes there are 

monsters hiding in the closets of my 

mind. 

I can remember a time when my 

heart and mind were always wide 

open, never doubting and full of 

trust in myself, in people, in the 

world. But I got knocked around. 

Cracks appeared. And I got banged 

around so much I fell apart. Each 

time I determinedly glued myself 

together again, but each time it 

became harder to get the pieces to 

fit properly. Small chinks were 

missing, edges wouldn’t fit 

perfectly any more. And even 

though I built up my confidence 

again these cracks will always 

remain.

Falling apart is pretty painful, and 

losing my confidence was pretty 

devastating, but I don't wish to live 

any other way. For me to be able to 

live I have to open myself to the 

world. And yes, this means putting 

myself in a position where I may or 

may not be knocked off balance. 

But getting damaged is part of life. 

If I do not let myself be open to 

other people, to the world, I believe 

I will not experience life in all its 

brilliance. And yes, people can hurt 

me, and some probably will. And 

yes, the world can be a pretty awful 

place. But imagine all the wonderful 

experiences I would miss if I 

sheltered myself from getting hurt.

I built a wall around my heart and 

mind once, but it didn't do well at 

keeping the bad at bay. All it 

seemed to do was reinforce the 

negativity and insecurities already 

inside me. From behind my wall I 

felt isolated, I felt secluded from 

people, I felt unconnected to the 

world and cut off from the good 

things around me. And I decided 
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The last few months I've been doing 

'hard labour'. I didn't know I was 

doing hard labour though, that was 

something I was told. Here I was 

thinking I was enjoying myself 

working on a croft* doing all sorts of 

different interesting things: manuring 

fields, hoeing fields, digging 

trenches, woodworking, feeding 

cows, planting seeds. But no, I was 

doing 'hard labour'!

Why do so many people I know 

consider working in a field with your 

hands 'hard labour'? For me, sitting in 

an office 40 to 50 hours a week was 

hard labour. You don't use your body 

sitting behind a computer. You don't 

strengthen your muscles or soak up 

sunshine. You don't feel the earth 

between your fingers and you can't 

look up at the sky when you take a 

wee break. You're stuck in a chair 

behind a screen in a closed room 

where, if you're lucky, you at least 

have a window that opens and has 

some view of the outside world.

People have told me you're likely to 

work yourself to death doing farm 

work, but I think you're just as likely 

to work yourself to death working 

long hours in an office. How many 

office workers suffer from stress 

related illnesses? How many people 

do you know that have burnt out or 

are on the verge of burning out? Why 

do so many people accept office work 

as the norm, and consider farm work 

hard and second rate?

Could it be that in today’s culture 

farm work is not accepted as a proper 

job because you actually use your 

hands? Is a job where you use your 

body, where you get your hands dirty, 

considered inferior to jobs where you 

just use your brain? How on earth did 

such necessary work become so 

undervalued?

Now I don't pretend I'm a proper 

"I like having

my hands in the

dirt. For me,

The Death of a Fear
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The death of a fear, it can only explode. 

As it grows into something bigger

Bigger than the brain,

Bigger than our courage

That’s when it tips over

And it explodes into a thousand pieces

A thousand fears

Fears we can succumb

The fear dies

And the explosion rips

It tears and it burns

It deafens and blinds

And as the fear is lost, 

So is what contained it

Safely within

We no longer hold fear

But it is still within us

The death of a fear

Is the death of all fears

But  the fear of its death remains

Its carcass rots within

Infects and reminds

There is no way back

No fear to hold

The fear is dead

by Judith Sevestre
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crofter or farmer. I'm an amateur. But 

I'm not at all convinced that if you 

want to be self-sufficient you need to 

slave in the fields from sunrise to 

sunset. Don't get me wrong, I won't 

pretend it's not hard work – at very 

least because, in our current society, a 

crofter who wants to get by solely by 

crofting still needs to make money to 

cover taxes and bills while also 

maintaining a self-sufficient lifestyle.

But it seems likely to me that in the 

near future more people will have to 

do 'hard labour' (plough fields, plant 

crops, harvest) – with oil reserves 

running low it's hard for me to see 

how the current way of living can be 

sustained. I think at some point we 

may all, once again, become 

dependent on our own gardens for 

food.

The idea some people have about 

farm work being “hard labour”, 

“second rate”, a job fit only for the 

“uneducated” is very short sighted. 

And the people that think of crofters 

as poor uneducated people who toil 

away at their crofts trying to make a 

living just because they have no other 

options should maybe open the 

window a bit more to allow their 

brains some fresh air.

I like having my hands in the dirt. For 

me, being part of the land enriches 

my life. And realizing the riches of 

my own harvest is worth more than 

some extra pennies in my bank 

account.

I really feel for those labourers toiling 

away in their offices. Me? I’d rather 

shovel shit form sunrise to sunset, 

feeling alive. And maybe, just maybe, 

someday, I will get to call myself a 

proper crofter.

*A croft is a type of small Scottish farm 

that is both lived on and cultivated, often 

with a goal of self-sufficiency

being part of

the land enriches

my life."

RIP Greenpeace
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...from page 11

Greenpeace have stated they're 

'against' whaling, but they have 

also stated that should they come 

across a weapon which is solely 

designed to kill whales, they will 

not disable the weapon. They have 

stated they are against GMO crops, 

though if they come across GMO 

crops, they will not destroy them. 

€208 million per year for a group 

of people who may be described as 

a black hole of pamphlet-promises, 

canoe-cam footage and fuck-all.

In stark contrast are groups like 

Sea Sheppard and loose 

organisations of people like Earth 

First! and Ploughshares. Should 

these loose collections of people 

recognise something as 

intrinsically harmful, and state 

they're 'against' it, then action is 

taken. Action which is theirs. And 

unlike the 'actions' of Greenpeace, 

these actions lead to things like the 

cancelling of whaling expeditions, 

the loss or destruction of GMO 

crops, the loss, damage or 

destruction of 'fracking' test sites 

and the loss, damage or destruction 

of weapons delivery systems. 

These actions make a Facebook 

'victory' look as piss-weak as it is.

Sea Sheppard state they're against 

whaling, and as such, will seek to 

disable the things which make 

whaling possible. This is done by 

sinking whaling ships in port or 

harassing and menacing whaling 

fleets at sea, thereby actively 

making whaling too risky or too 

expensive. Groups like Earth First! 

may state they're against things like 

'fracking' or GMO, and then 

actively damage, destroy or disable 

these things. Groups like 

Ploughshares will state they're 

against the violence and harm 

caused by things like conventional 

and nuclear weaponry, and so will 

seek to disable or destroy these 

weapons.

These groups exist, and we're all 

able to join, pitch in, start our own 

or act in concert with them. 

Greenpeace lost it's way a while 

ago, so I say RIP. Actual, valid and 

active environmental organisations 

exist – it just costs more than €5 a 

month. It costs time, energy, effort, 

sweat, and maybe blood, tears and 

a recorded conviction or two.



Elephant and The Rider
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A few weeks ago, on an Australian panel TV 

show, Cardinal Pell and Richard Dawkins had 

a 'showdown' discussion about spirituality. 

Which, needless to say, resembled a 

metaphorical rematch of alien vs. predator. It 

was pretty fruitless and frustrating viewing. 

But it did make me think about argument, 

disagreement and whether somebody can be 

'right' and the other 'wrong'. Because it isn't 

just on these polarised panel shows that this 

kind of exchange is validated – it seems to be 

the most common way to hold a serious 

debate about any issue.

So I was thinking about times I've disagreed 

with people I know well, discussions that 

haven't ended up with one of us yelling “yeh, 

well you're just wrong!” at the other. And I've 

noticed that after the initial swapping of 

rational explanations, we tend to get into 

something deeper. I guess, into what values, 

morals and sentiments we each hold as sacred 

that lead us to certain (opposing) 

rationalisations. A level of discussion 

decidedly absent from the exchange between 

Pell and Dawkins.

Jonathan Haidt uses a metaphor of an elephant 

and a rider to explain this point more finely. 

He says that our emotional side is the elephant 

and the rational side is the rider. The rider 

looks to be in control of the elephant because 

they're holding the reins. But really, the 

elephant isn't going anywhere it doesn't already 

want to go.

I really like this metaphor. We reach 

conclusions quite quickly based on feelings we 

have about an issue, and make up reasons after 

to explain and justify the feelings we already 

have and the decisions we've already come to. 

The elephant represents the subconscious 

feelings that animate our reason, the rider. The 

elephant goes left, so the rider adjusts the reins.

It makes me think too that when I disagree 

with someone, it isn't that they (or I) have 

faulty reasoning – it's just that the arguments 

and justifications they come up with that I 

might disagree with aim to satisfy their 

conclusions, not mine. They hold different 

things as sacred – their elephant is moving in a 

different direction. There's no use getting 

annoyed at the rider, because the same things 

that work to justify my elephant can't justify 

theirs. I'm going left, they're going right. We'd 

be better off talking about our elephants, our 

"Culturally,

we sanctify

reason -

by Joe Miles
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“...this fragile earth [that] deserves a 

voice.” And if that can be done for €5 

a month direct debit, then all the better.

This reality is to the benefit of 

Greenpeace fund-raising, and to the 

detriment of those who financially 

contribute. Greenpeace develop a 

sense of false accomplishment in those 

who donate, saying the actions of some 

are also the actions of all who donate. 

To be clear, only the people acting 

were there at the place of the action – 

the actions are theirs, and only theirs.

This kind of transferring-warm-fuzzy-

feelings-for-cash and false sense of 

accomplishment is so detrimental 

because the donors may have a 

genuine belief that their obligation to 

be continually aware of their actions 

and potential actions has been taken 

care of by someone else.

The most insidious damage, though, 

is that this kind of donation can be 

seen as some kind of outsourcing of 

risk – that is to say that someone at 

Greenpeace will recognise and assess 

activity that is environmentally 

damaging, assess ways to curtail that 

activity, and if need be act in a way 

which may result in arrest, detention 

and/or bodily harm. And the donor is 

lead to believe this action is on the 

donor's behalf, so it's OK to stay 

uninformed and not engaged.

It's the selling of the post-coital 

feeling, without the coital. A €5 a 

month donation to Greenpeace and a 

reusable shopping bag does not (and 

cannot) counterbalance thoughtless 

behaviour, and it most certainly 

doesn't mean the the obligation to act 

is outsourced.

Continued over page...

kill whales, they

will not disable

the weapon."
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feelings, than we would the reasons we give 

for having them. Especially if they differ.

The metaphor also reflects that it often takes 

much more than a flick of the reins to change 

direction about something we feel very 

strongly about; considering it's the size of an 

elephant. It isn't to say it's impossible – far 

from it – but it does suggest that we need to 

engage the rider and the elephant, both within 

oneself and in conversation with others.

There really are a bunch of elephants in the 

middle of the room that everyone's ignoring. 

Yet to recognise them would be to admit that 

we're not solely rational beings, which 

(although completely in line with being 

human) appears to run counter to the cultural 

identity built up of the west. Culturally, we 

sanctify reason – perhaps to the point of 

absurdity. Take same-sex marriage. To some, 

the idea of 'being gay' is, for whatever reason, 

somewhat repulsive. Yet instead of explaining 

their elephant in those terms, it's rationalised 

as “non-traditional”, “unnatural” or as 

“threatening the nuclear family”. I cannot 

argue rationally with these justifications. In 

order to really engage in this debate, those 

feelings beneath the rationale need to be 

addressed, however non-politically correct 

they may be. Explanations such as “it's against 

my religion” or that “it conflicts with how I 

was raised”, while perhaps not nearly as 

'persuasive' are infinitely more honest and, 

relatively, acceptable – even if I disagree.

I quite like the idea of riding on this big 

metaphorical elephant through life, alongside 

other people riding theirs. I'm getting to know 

her, my lady elephant, better and better. 

Sometimes she rears up at a mouse, or takes 

me on little journey's off map – but she's a part 

of me. She doesn't react to anything or take 

me anywhere that I'm not, on some level, 

already aware of. And the more I get to know 

her, the more I understand my own moral 

intuitions; where they come from and if I still 

want them – and the more I seem to see the 

moral intuitions of the people I chat with, and 

disagree with. Pell and Dawkins can ignore 

the charging elephants in the middle of the 

room, but I think recognising them integrates 

a better understanding of human nature into 

the ways we debate and govern ourselves. 

After all, we are only human. Even on 

television.

perhaps to

the point of

absurdity."

RIP Greenpeace
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Go to the Greenpeace website, and 

click on “Find out more about our 

victories” and strap in. I needed to be 

strapped in to read this €208.3 million 

worth of utter fail. At the time of 

writing, the last “victory” is from 

December 2011, and reads “Facebook 

now has a siting [sic] policy that 

states a preference for access to clean, 

renewable energy supply for its future 

data centres – the places where its 

computers live.” - that's right folks, 

Facebook may, in the future, prefer 

wind or solar power. For data centres 

that aren't even built yet.

And this is, I'm told, our leading 

environmental organisation. And one 

that, in its own words, “…exists 

because this fragile earth deserves a 

voice. It needs solutions. It needs 

change. It needs action.” I agree, 

Greenpeace, action.

Greenpeace will later describe the 

caveat-laden actions it's prepared to 

take, and the self-imposed limits on 

the changes it's prepared to make. I 

was honestly baffled as to why this 

organisation is so well supported and 

funded, and how it's managed to keep 

and foster good will. No, I don't mean 

just 'good will', I mean it's validity as 

an organisation. But I wasn't baffled 

long.

It feels good to say that something is 

being done. It feels good to say “I'm a 

member of this thing which does stuff. 

I give them money so they can do 

stuff” and therefore “That means I've 

done stuff. Kinda. I paid them to do it.”

It feels good to discharge a 

responsibility, to have done something, 

to have taken action and made a change 

for the better. To stand up and defend 

"...should [Greenpeace]

come across a weapon

solely designed to



I'm Going Barefoot
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I’m going barefoot from the system without permission

I’ve been a product, comfortably mollified

conditioned and air-dried

but I’m opening my eyes at politicians’ lies

and I might need an ambulance

because I’m getting critical. 

Policies are used as power tools

that drill into our lives,

our voices sink deep in the reptile pool

when voting polls become a game

and our opinion, a statistic with no name

I’m oversubscribed, institutionalised.

I need propagating because I’m sick

of procrastinating, I want diversity

and companion planting without adversity

so I am stepping off the convenience cart

to self-satisfy, to grow brassicas

I’m opting out, I’m going barefoot.

by Romany Garnett

by Adam Pellant




