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There once was a tribe of clever horses. To begin, they had been like any other 
tribe, lazily eating grass all day, with no real sense of purpose. But they began to 
think about themselves and their role in the world, and to consider their own 
behaviour and desires. Their strange and futile routine was to gnaw away at grass, 
endlessly, day after day. They chewed the grass, shorter and shorter, but try as they 
would, the grass kept growing back, as green as ever. There must be ways, they 
proposed, to do this more efficiently. With some thought, perhaps they could start to 
get on top of the situation. There must be better ways to get rid of the stuff.

So, they put their powers of reason to work. They developed plans. They devised 
systems for working with supremely increased efficiency. They designed machines. 
With their ingenuity and hard work, they strove at the task. Each clever horse 
worked as part of the team, propelled by new-found purpose. Gone were the days of 
lazily munching with no effect on the situation. Now they were working hard, 
systematically. The goal was in their reach.

And sure enough, there came a time when the cleverness and hard work paid off, 
and they had finally succeeded: all the grass was gone.



by Jorine van Delft2 15We're like-minded people, following the 
same path. We're not so concerned with 
where this path started, but more with where 
it goes – towards a sane and sustainable way 
of living.

There are problems which need solutions, 
and we're concerned for the most part with 
the solutions. We have an understanding that 
only flexible and creative minds will create 
the sane and sustainable environment we 
crave for and work towards.

Our revolution will come about only when 
we individually, subjectively and creatively 
revolutionise our thinking, made all the 
more thorough, uncomfortable, fulfilling, 
beautiful – and realistic – when we work 
with each other. And it is truly work.

In this magazine you will find some of the 
thoughts and ideas we've had while walking 
this path. We're all learning, evolving, ever-
changing beings, and this is the record of 
that evolution. Of our personal, subjective 
and creative revolutions.

We work together because we know each 
other, and we are hungry for a sane and 
sustainable way of life. If you feel you are 
too, and you would like to comment, 
contribute or meet up – see the contact 
section of the website.

To download past or future issues, 
comment or contribute, visit:

Sophie Ellis

Romany Garnett

Judith Sevestre
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became less patient at home and more 
moody. I didn't notice the impact I had on 
the people around me when I was 
finishing off projects at home just before 
bed or during the weekend. I also didn't 
notice I was spending nearly half the day 
behind a computer screen. I only saw the 
outside world during my lunch breaks, 
going to and from home and the 
occasional meeting. I started to think I 
was an indoors kind of person since I 
never seemed to have the urge to go 
outside. I started to fall into a hypnotising 
everyday rhythm; work, supermarket, 
cooking, eating, watching TV (sometimes 
while doing extra work) and going to 
bed, and the next day this whole cycle 
would start again. I did visit friends, and 
tried to fit in my hobbies but I always felt 
as if I had to make myself do this. I just 
did not have the energy to enjoy my 
pastimes.

And then my life changed.

Opportunity provided me with a job well 
below my educational standards, not 
employing my intellectual skills but mostly 
physically and socially orientated, with a 
person I love having in my life. The job 
involved having to move to a different 
country leaving everything I knew behind. I 
didn't even think about it but just decided to 
take the jump. I quit my job, left my house, 
left most of my stuff, and just left. Just 
before writing my letter of resignation I felt 
anxious, even fearful about my future but 
after burning my bridges the only thing that 
I was left with was genuine relief.

I am now a different person. I found new 
energy, and new resources I thought I no 
longer had. I have discovered I can still do 
cartwheels at 36, and that when I feel like a 
swim in the ocean I can just go for it. After 
years of thinking about getting my driver’s 
license, I just applied for one. I love the 
person I am, I love the people that surround 
me, I love learning new things, I love being 
physically active. I love how my job leaves 
me with energy to spend on things that are 
important in life. But most of all I love 
being outside, and the only reason I am 
spending just as little time on my hobbies as 
before is the fact that when the weather 
permits I can be found under the open sky. I 
am no longer miserable.

And I think I have found my Good Job.
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could be doing worse"



The Good Job14

challenge. Maybe we just think we are 
fortunate in our job because we think we 
could be doing worse. But in the end 
most of us will be cooped up in an office 
working by the clock. Doing the work 
because we have to pay the bills. And 
even if you do like your job, the way the 
work is organised, your work situation or 
your work surroundings can still make 
you feel miserable.

That is what happened to me, I got a job 
to pay the bills. I felt challenged, I 
worked with nice people and the work 
made me feel good about myself most of 
the time. Although I was supposed to 
work part time I ended up doing more 
hours than a full time work week. When I 
started out I was fresh and full of energy, 
but without even realising it my job 
began to drain me, and I felt more and 
more tired. I didn't notice I was cutting 
back on social activities and things I 
liked doing so I had enough energy to 
fulfil my job standards. I didn't notice I

“Yes but” said my father when I was talking 
to him on the phone from my supposedly 
seasonal summer job in the north of 
Scotland “surely after the season you will 
go and find yourself a Good Job?”. 

At the time he said it I dismissed his 
comment as a merely annoying concerned-
parent-remark but for some reason the 
sentence kept resurfacing in my mind.  ‘A 
Good Job’, I heard it so many times but 
what exactly do people mean when they say 
this? I would like to think that the ‘good 
job’ in my father’s remark was a job that 
would be good for me, but is it?

Having been employed since I was 15 in 
one job or another I am already used to 
having a job. However with an MA degree 
in my pocket I am now suddenly expected 
to join the quest for the Good Job that will 
provide me with a respectable career, more 
than enough money and who knows maybe 
even a doctorate title on the side. But is this 
sort of job really a Good Job?

I have always been jealous of my father. He 
found a job that he likes doing, it gives him 
energy and satisfaction. He feels good when 
he is working in his own space at his own 
pace. Most of us aren’t that fortunate. We 
end up in a job which we might not 
necessarily hate, we may even see it as a

"Maybe we just think we

are fortunate in our job..

Some of our brain food

Transition Towns
transitionnetwork.org

How will a town transition into a 
thriving community when cheap petrol 

and intercontinental food transport 
are memories?

Point of View
bbc.co.uk/podcasts/series/pov

A short weekly podcast, giving us a 
well considered point of view on 

things like diary keeping, the Nanny 
State and conversation.

Rainer Rilke
carrothers.com/rilke_main.htm

Rilke's letters to a  young poet are... 
comforting. As though they were 

written for us.

Rap News
thejuicemedia.com

The news, with bangin' beats..

Weed
Jorine van Delft

In some languages I am not a herb
In English there is a verb derived from my name,

it describes the action of getting rid of the unwanted visitor I am
It does not matter much to me what name they give me

I am there and everywhere I am uprooted I return 
just a little bit stronger

Some Cool Quotes

“Societies don't choose to collapse – they choose 
to continue doing whatever it was they thought 
made them successful in the first place... 
Complexity itself has become entrenched, self-
perpetuating, and an end in itself” – Jared 
Diamond from Collapse 

“The significant problems we face today cannot 
be solved at the same level of thinking we were 
at when we created them” – Albert Einstein

“Many people need desperately to receive this 
message: 'I feel and think much as you do, care 
about many of the things you care about, 
although most people do not care about them. 
You are not alone'” – Kurt Vonnegut 

“We are faced with a choice not between going 
backwards or forwards, but between two 
alternative futures; one based on life harming 
activities and the wish to dominate nature, the 
other based on life-sustaining activities and the 
recognition that we are part of nature” – Adrian 
Myres from Organic Futures
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Question 13

..especially the ones we

tell ourselves about 

ourselves"

were many ways of looking at the world. 
But it also made me think that everything 
was so relative, relative to the time, to the 
person, to their world view. And it made 
it hard for me to be critical. At uni I 
couldn't use Plato to poke holes in Kant, 
or aestheticism to undermine realism 
because, well, you just couldn't, they 
were different. In order to pass my 
essays, I had to take on whoever or 
whatever world view the text was 
arguing from as correct without question. 

But half way through last year I realised 
something simple, yet pretty important I 
think. Despite what uni implied, it's no 
good having ideas that aren't grounded in 
the present. We have to believe in 
something - I have to believe in

something, and it has to be able to interact 
directly with the world as I experience it. 

I realised that I had always been picking and 
choosing ideas and thoughts and beliefs, 
because they were the ones I remembered, 
the ones that resonated the most. I didn't 
have to believe wholly in one particular 
ideology or theory, I had my own 
philosophy and my own way of looking at 
things, and it was grounded in today and the 
people around me, in ideas of community 
and sustainability.

So what do I believe in? I believe that the 
western culture is changing the necessary 
conditions for life on this planet as we know 
it to such an extent that it could well make it 
impossible for people to continue to live at 
all very soon. I believe that there have been 
alarm bells ringing for hundreds of years 
and it makes me wonder what stories this 
culture tells itself to allow such 
complacency. I believe in community, in 
living independently and sustainably within 
a group of people and an environment. I 
believe that I'll never stop learning. I believe 
that I will live, and die, by what I value.

And if I was asked that big question again, I 
think I would still answer the same thing. I 
am the one I've been waiting for.

by Sophie Ellis
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The Big12

"I think stories are 

pretty important..

it felt good, was better paid than the 
supermarket, and gave me a different 
judge of normal, and a different idea of 
what people are capable of doing. I 
studied Philosophy and Anthropology at 
uni, and felt like the ideas I read about 
were flicking on lights in my head, when 
before I was stumbling around them in 
the dark. Ideas about how to be a good 
person, about enlightenment, about the 
natural environment and our separation 
from it; ideas about tribes and 
communities of people that relate within a 
different culture to my own, ideas about 
the existence of God, about the 
relationship between religion and 
humanity, about the evolution of 
consciousness. I learnt how to reason, and 
think laterally, and discovered that there

In the first lesson of a philosophy elective 
in High School, we had to answer the 
question “who am I?” and hand it in 
anonymously, to be written up and handed 
out. We only had a few minutes. At the 
time, I wrote “I am the one”. I was half 
being funny, half just thinking that out of all 
the things I could think of myself as being, 
'the one' was pretty good. And why not? 
Better that than “I dunno”. I heard on the 
radio a few weeks ago a guy talking about 
how he managed to give up heavy drinking 
after 15 years. One day he thought to 
himself “Out of all the sperms, it was me 
that got to the egg. That makes me a 
winner, not a loser. I'm a winner!” I think 
stories are pretty important, especially the 
one's we tell ourselves about ourselves.

So, here goes.

I was born in Australia in the late 80s, grew 
up in the suburbs and went to a private 
baptist girls school. A relief teacher once 
described us as “cotton woolled”, which 
made me want to scream.

In my last year I signed up with a gap year 
organisation to volunteer in a school for 
people with disabilities just outside of 
Manchester in the UK. My eyes started to 
widen. When I came back, I continued to 
work with people with disabilities, because
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Dear Maddie,

I realise now that you were surprised by everyone's reaction, and it was obvious you 
didn't understand, so you therefore failed to deal with it.

Let me put it this way, so maybe you can finally understand.

You faced up to our General, and your aggression was noticed by us. Our General didn't 
give us any orders, but she didn't need to. We responded. We provided our General with 
assistance, with the weapons of honesty and peace. We also made it clear that we would 
neither tolerate nor accept aggression, from you, the aggressor. She is our General, and 
we are her loving and loyal footsoldiers. So loyal, and so loving, that no reaction we can 
give is too strong, and it is an impossibility that we give too much.

Any shit you give her, we feel directly. Any kindness you give her, we feel directly.

There's something else though, something you don't know, because you chose not to see.

She is my loving and loyal footsoldier, and I am her General. In being my footsoldier, 
there is no greater gift she can give. For me, there is no greater beauty in being her 
footsoldier.

We are many Generals, each with many footsoldiers. To touch one is truly to touch all. 
You could have been a General, and a footsoldier, but you chose something different – 
you chose to be alone. You can change your mind.

I hope this helps to explain the troubles you have had, and if you change nothing, the 
troubles you will continue to have in the future. If you understand nothing else, just 
know, you can always change your mind.

Sincerely,

Joe Miles

An open letter to someone who was confused by the reaction of all of us,
after an incident with one of us.



Blown Apart
by Romany Garnett

All One
by Adam Pellant

116

Okay. All these Buddhist types I hang 
out with are telling me we're all one. 
Right. But I can't get my head around 
what that actually means. Well here goes: 
a thought experiment to get your head 
around the concept of what it is to be all 
one coming right up.

the memories of that brain/body. You 
think, “I've always been here. I 
remember it”. You don't think you've 
ever been anywhere else. You don't 
remember any leaping. Hang out there a 
bit. Imagine you then jump again. Into 
another body/brain. The moment you, 
this spooky experiencer, touches down,

multiverse, quick enough to catch every 
second of life everywhere. I figure this is 
what it's like to be all one. Experiencing 
every moment of life in every 
brain/body, but only ever feeling like 
you're in one of them. Cool illusion. 
That's me/you. All one.
Nice.

characteristics. Cool. Now imagine you 
suddenly leap. Kinda like that guy in that 
quantum leap show if you ever caught it. 
Only without the cool hologram spirit 
guide type guy – what was his name? Al? 
Yeah, so you leap, into another 
body/brain – in you go! You've left 
behind the last set of eyes, memories and

you see through this 
new set of eyes, and 
dig into this new set of 
memories. Like you've 
never been anywhere 
else. See?! Jump again. 
And again. Now 
imagine you go really 
fucking quickly – like 
between every 
conscious being in the

Okay. Imagine you are 
a pure experiencer of 
life and stuff. You start 
off in one body/brain 
(pick someone, 
imagine being stuck in 
their head for a bit). 
You see through that 
set of eyes, and have 
access to that one set 
of memories and

We are blown apart by the cavernous monsters,
hungry and crawling for blood.
The conveyer belt of prolificacy,
that got lost somewhere between the subway
on Dean street or the Central,
and we, the high street dummies,
lost something too in the hum and crash and the noise,
while making love and snatching goods,
we got blown into rulebook city where enterprise dies,
like empty packets of crisps and fags.

Outside a siren blazes on Beacon Hill,
while the street sweeper grinds down the highway,
and the traffic light tells us it’s okay to go on.
And the girls who hitch up their skirts and giggle or cry,
and the public parks are strewn with litter like confetti.
And the shopkeeper whose dreams,
got swallowed somewhere on the pacific, 
and lost on desiccation avenue.
And we don’t notice the crumbling masonry was once,
the building blocks and foundations of our times.

We eat, stretch and spit,
or end up in the haze of narcotic smoke.

We stagger, chained to the pneumatic drill,
like some god-awful dream,

where only stale vomit is real.
And the goggle-eyed suits,

that look down through glass bowls
somewhere on the fifth floor,

wield invisible weapons of influence 
desensitized in their glass conditioned heaven.
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I can't be bothered talking about “the 
problems of the world” any more. I'm 
bored with it. Whenever another 
symptom of broken thinking shows itself, 
there seems to be dozens of newspaper 
readers who are happy to sit around and 
discuss them – for hours. Just sitting there 
and talking – for hours – about how (x) is 
stupid, (y) is broken and (z) is going to 
lead the country straight to hell.

What a fantastic way of sitting there and 
doing absolutely sweet-fuck-all! And 
encouraging me to get up and leave. Ever 
seen those fat men sitting on their couch, 
watching sport on TV, beer in hand, 
yelling advice at the screen? That was 
me, and I can't do it any more. I have to 
get up and leave.

We're free to vote for The Green Party, 
cackle on about the corrupt government 
of some country we've never been to and 
won't ever go to, then complain 
incessantly about “big oil” at some 
organic café. We're free to do all of these 
things, but don't expect me to listen to 
this go-nowhere babble.

The alternative I have is very simple. If 
we're going to talk, we will talk about 
where we're going, and what we'll do.

We'll talk about the values we're fighting 
for – not against. We'll talk about the 
things we're wanting to make – not the 
things we think should be destroyed by 
someone else. We'll talk about the 
compromises we'll make, and inevitably 
we'll talk about the hopes we have and the 
fears we hold. And we'll decide we can't 
let the fears get in the way of a damn 
thing.

These have to be some of the most 
exciting conversations I've ever had, 
letting my mind run amok. I love hearing 
about the fun someone's had while they've 
made something they're proud of. I love 
the conversations where all ideas are on 
the table, no matter how unusual, and one 
of those ideas is chosen – fear be damned 
– and work begins.

I'm aware of the problems, and if I need 
some more information, I know where to 
go and get that information. I can show 
you where to find it for yourself, but that's 
all I'll do. I'm happy to do that for you, but 
I just can't dwell on these problems any 
more.

I've talked the problems to death, and I'm 
done with it. If I'm going to talk, it will be 
about solutions.

Talked To Death
by Joe Miles

To Be Human by Judith Sevestre

courageous enough to try.

We are not our sicknesses, our anger or our 
mistakes. We are not the things our lovers 
dislike in us. We are not the broken skin on 
our back from turning away from a fight. 
We are not evil. We are not scared or stupid. 
We are human and we take on tasks. To 
believe that we are the tasks, that we are a 
mother, or a child, or manager or king, these 
are the culprits. To believe that our morals 
have been laid out for us, that our 
responsibilities and behaviours are not 
chosen, that selfishness is evil, that 
consideration is self destructive, these are 
the things that will drag us down passively 
and willingly.

The things that bind us are the connections 
we make and maintain ourselves. To 
consider ourselves through the eyes of 
others makes us able to see what makes 
them want to bind to us. There is no more 
genuine way to respect oneself than to be 
fully aware of what our actual 
responsibilities are, whether we want these 
responsibilities , to then act upon, change or 
turn them down accordingly. There is no 
greater love than the one we understand, no 
greater trust than the one we have 
considered and deemed safe. This is why we 
need to pay attention. Sit, wait, listen, pay 
attention and be human.

To be selfish, to survive and maintain 
oneself. To be considerate and maintain our 
relationships, which then in return take care 
of us. To be responsible, so others feel 
responsible towards us. To respect oneself, 
and to respect others in order to deserve 
mutual respect in return. To be less arrogant 
by leaving our pilot seat and look at the 
world without focusing on the controls. To 
be loving and selfless. To exist in the 
present, as there is no other time than now, 
while at the same time trying to predict the 
consequences of our actions. To be aware of 
risks, yet not fearful.  To be free, yet not 
lost. To trust, yet be independent. Sensitive 
yet strong. To pay attention at all times. To 
be human.

We are not mothers, but we mother. We 
mother our children, parents, friends, ideas, 
morals, our lessons in life, we mother 
ourselves. We are not our job description 
but we perform the description to the extent 
of our sense of responsibility. And we 
choose this extent, and choose when the 
amount of responsibility that is asked starts 
to consume our self respect.

We are not weak, but may feel so at times. 
And when we do and give into our sadness 
or frustration, fully surrender, we are strong 
because the effort and courage to be 
vulnerable is possibly the biggest one. We 
are not failures, we only fail because we are
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Big Baggie Coat

by Judith Sevestre

I don’t like the person you think you are, 
the image you’ve put on, like a big baggie 
coat you found in a thrift shop. I don’t like 
how you want to become the coat, like you 
want to pretend it’s an extension of 
yourself, a limb. You think through your 
coat, you brush off the dust and dirt it 
collects and keep it tidy because it is 
people’s first impression. But everyone 
knows it’s just a coat, don’t you realise 
this? And the bigger it is, the more people 
will wonder what you’re trying to hide 
underneath the layers and layers of fabric.

And you know what, it’s turning into a very 
smelly coat, because tidy as it may be you 
wear it all the time, you never wash it, you 
never look into a mirror to see how it 
looks, if it fits at all. And it’s getting 
offensive.

We all wear coats, we all protect who we 
are. If we’d be naked all the time we’d get 
ill, our private parts would be out in the 
open and we’d be vulnerable to cold, rain, 
burns. We’d get hurt over and over until we 
are unable to heal. We all wear coats, but 
we take them off to reveal our clothes when

we are with the people we truly love, respect 
and trust. Our shirts and trousers are like our 
modesty, pride and privacy. But we realise 
they hide a naked body which we share with 
our lovers and allow to be embraced. And 
we feel this is okay, because their naked 
body is pressed against ours as well and we 
come as close to each other’s heart as is 
humanly possible. And we take care of this 
body, as it is the only true thing we have.

But where is your naked body? When did 
you last see it? Your big baggie coat is 
hiding it, all its form and shape. I can barely 
see who you are underneath. And every time 
when in a moment of clarity you realise it 
doesn’t fit, you just get yourself another one, 
or borrow it, or worse even, you steal it. 
With closed eyes you undress in the dark and 
stuff your ears and try to not breathe in your 
smell as you ignore the itching of the rash

that is your confusion. I don’t need to see 
your naked body, but I need you to see it 
yourself, take care of it yourself and know it 
for what it is, and accept that you cannot 
change it or grow an extra limb.

I really don’t like the person you think you 
are. I despise the baggie coat you are 
wearing and hate that you’re trying to 
borrow mine. Don’t you dare steal it, don’t 
you dare claim any ownership. It’s my coat, 
I made it, I wear it when I need it, I take it 
off when I don’t, I patch it up when there’s a 
hole in it, and I hang it up in the hallway 
when I’m home. 

I despise the person you think you are, yet I 
still love who you are. But your envy for 
other people’s clothes is hurtful. I need you 
to give me credit for mine, I wasn’t born 
with them. I need you to take ownership of 
yours and realise that they don’t suit you. I 
need you to realise that it’s a coat, not an 
arm or leg. And I need you to stop 
borrowing and stealing. Here’s a needle, 
here’s a thread. Go make your own so they 
fit, and don’t come back until you stop 
needing mine.

When did you

last see it?"

"But where is your

naked body?
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