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Sustainable can be defined as "capable 

of being continued at a certain level", 

which has come from the word 

'sustain' meaning "hold up, support, 

endure”. It would seem fairly self-

evident that something is sustainable 

only if it can endure, and for 

something to 'endure' it has to last. 

Buddhism has endured – the textile 

industry in Manchester didn't.

Sustainable has recently taken on 

another use, and that is to describe an 

attempt to “conserve an ecological 

balance by avoiding depletion of 

natural resources”. This definition is a

nonsense, and allows someone to think 

something is sustainable when it can't 

be sustained any longer than the 

League of Nations or horse-drawn city 

trams. Nowhere in this definition is 

'sustain' even thought of – this 

definition describes an intention to 

avoid depleting natural resources.

When someone says something is 

sustainable, the next question should 

be “For how long?” If the answer 

measures in years or, really, is 

anything other than “indefinitely” - 

then it is not sustainable. It will just be 

around for a while before it stops.

Sustainable



| Curiously Collaborative |

| Indignantly Independent | Disgustingly DIY |

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.

To download past or future issues, 

comment or contribute, visit:

This magazine is licensed under Creative Commons License 3.0 – Non-Commercial – Attribute – Share 

Alike. Anyone may use, reproduce or remix any part of this magazine, on the condition the use is non-

commercial, the original author is attributed and the new work is shared on the same or similar license.
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www.rpszine.net
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to an end. My life is really important, and 

work is a tool I use to be able to do some 

things. I'm not desperate for a job, any 

job, any more. I don't want to come home 

tired and confused from a day earning 

money. I don't want to mould my 

behaviour to a set of policies. I want for 

other things. I want to live by my own 

values. To spend my time with good 

people. To make things and think about 

things and be myself all the time, even 

when I'm being paid. It's great not being 

desperate! And I'm glad I know that if I'm 

surrounded by jerks holding purse 

strings, I'd rather camp in the bush eating 

tinned spaghetti than put up with their 

shit.

job title and hold the purse strings does not 

mean you get to tell me how high to jump.

And the thing is, compared to the past, Joe 

and I had much less money then than we'd 

ever had. We had negative money. But I 

didn't care. I already felt like I was wasting 

my time doing menial work for someone 

else's business, and what I didn't need 

rubbed in my face was that I was doing 

this work for a jerk. 

In the past, I would have kept my head 

down and done what I was told, even if I 

had loads of money in the bank. In the 

past, work was really important and my 

life revolved around it. Now, it's a means

by Sophie Ellis
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Hyperbole and a Half

http://hyperboleandahalf.blogspot.com.au/

2011/10/adventures-in-depression.html

I haven't read any of her other blog posts 

except this one. A mix of words and 

drawings to describe her, as titled, 

Adventure in Depression. A commenter 

described it as simultaneously godlike 

and extraordinarily sad at the same time. 

I've never read anything like it. Brilliant, 

and honest.

The Clearly Obscure

http://theclearlyobscure.wordpress.com

Personal reflections on life. The title of 

this blog is a quote by E.B. White whom, 

at Jude's own confession, she's read 

nothing by. She doesn't really know what 

he meant by it, but her first blog explains 

really well what she got out of it and how 

she applies it to what she writes about.

Toothpaste for Dinner

http://www.toothpastefordinner.com/

Simple, bizarre one-liner comics. A bit hit 

and miss, but when you read one that 

tickles you you won't forget it. So many 

cartoon 'what the fuck' expressions, so 

few lines...

The Pervocracy

http://pervocracy.blogspot.com.au/

A thoughtful, articulate, hilarious, 

poignant, sex-positive, kinky, feminist 

blog by a 25 year old girl from Boston. 

Check out the Notable Posts link on the 

side of the page. Her monthly 

Cosmocking blogs, where she mocks the 

magazine Cosmopolitan, are not only 

hilarious, but also raise valuable and 

persuasive critiques of the cultural norms 

that underpin it.

Captain Awkward

http://captainawkward.com/

Captain Awkward is the agony aunt 

advice columnist for awkward situations. 

Someone in your life making it weird and 

you can't figure out what to say? This is 

your gal. She's honest, she's caring and 

her advice is really good. Read through 

the letters/responses chronologically or 

scroll down to the Category Cloud and 

follow a theme.

XKCD

http://xkcd.com/

A webcomic about romance, sarcasm, 

math and language, with a cult following.

Don't Get Desperate
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for an idiot.

I really only realised this late last year 

when we came back from Scotland and 

got some casual cleaning work at a 

holiday park we'd worked at the year 

before. There was a new manager there – 

your average ego-tripping, narcissistic, 

demanding bitch. But to us, she was no 

longer average –  she was crazy. And 

what's more, we were as alien to her as 

she was to us. She wanted to treat us like 

machines she could programme and 

control, and we treated her like any other 

ego-tripping, narcissistic, demanding 

human being – with respectful, but 

confused faces, and resolute self-

determination. We questioned her when 

she criticised other workers, or when she 

made unfair demands on our time.

And when she yelled at me in front of 

another worker for "disrespecting" her by 

disagreeing with things she said, we quit. 

The job ain't that important to me. Yeah, 

we were in debt. Yeah, the money would 

have been handy. Am I prepared to work 

alongside a person like that? Hell no! I 

don't care if she calls herself a manager or 

the queen of the underworld, there are 

human standards of behaviour and no 

person is exempt. Just because you have a

A few years ago, Joe and I sold all our 

stuff and went travelling with an over 

sized backpack each and bank account 

full of savings. Our intention was always 

to find regular full time jobs again after a 

few months, but in the end we never did.

It wasn't intentional. We meant to work 

full time, but when the time came, we 

found we no longer had the stomach for 

job interviews. The idea of writing a 

resume selling ourselves felt alien, 

nauseating. We ended up working jobs 

that involved a laid back conversation 

over the counter and starting that day. No 

interview, no resume, no references. Just 

a "Hey, this is who I am, I won't waste 

your time".

We had adjusted to a different lifestyle. 

And it wasn't that we chose not to go 

back to the old lifestyle, we just couldn't. 

We were allergic. And it was awesome. 

We didn't even really notice the change – 

we just didn't feel desperate any more. If 

we looked for work, and a guy who 

needed an employee struck us as an 

arsehole, we said no. If we found an 

arrangement that we liked, we'd stick 

around. It helped that we had savings, but 

when they ran low, we naturally preferred 

to eat and sleep cheap rather than work
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by Adam Pellant
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And yet this guy I talked to basically said 

that heavy industry is unsustainable, but 

that we should sustain it. He said we 

should let it roll on, even though the 

further it rolls, the greater the damage it 

is likely to do. In fact, perhaps he's even 

saying we have to kick it along, while 

knowingly allowing it to damage more 

and more, only because that's 'how the

world works'. 

Doublethink. It's delusional, it's insane, 

and it's extremely dangerous. 

Unfortunately it is what civilization

teaches in schools of all kinds. 

Industrialised civilization itself is 

unsustainable, that is to say - it cannot be 

sustained - and under its wings it 

harbours more or less all the destructive 

snowballs which harm us, our loved ones 

and the community of life and the planet

we depend on so much nowadays.

We know what we have to do. It's one 

choice, with two options. Option one is to 

passively wait and see if we'll survive or 

not, while option two is to act, no matter 

how difficult and dangerous it is, to try

and avoid maximum destruction.

you depend on. In this case the whole 

slope is full of valuable things that can be 

crushed (like heavy industry, or indeed like 

the whole culture of civilization). The 

more it rolls, the more it crushes under its 

ever increasing weight and the more 

damage will ensue when it eventually 

crashes to a standstill. You know this 

process can't be sustained, but waiting for 

it to reach maximum destruction, possibly 

meaning that the whole slope and valley 

(in this case an analogy for the whole 

planet) might get destroyed and become 

uninhabitable, hardly sounds like the best 

possible idea.

"...but that, nonetheless,

it can and has to be

sustained anyway"



Dawn Breaks at Sizewell
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Dawn breaks at Sizewell

where uranium pools of high-level

waste and radio-active pollution

are the deathly monsters lurking.

In the corridors of power

energy burns

in the pockets of suits

with deaf ears and loose fingers.

And in fear and panic they agree

with demonic handshakes

that flex and multiply

a brave new era of power stations.

Invisible suburbs glow and

who ever heard of Chernobyl and Fukoshima?

Cancer kills anyway doesn’t it,

and they say safety remains an issue.

Convergent waste management

systems record the leaks

as the private sector push their pens in

blinded rooms where numbers must add up.

Thank god the government isn’t in charge

we can cheer when our lights burn

we can cheer that we aren’t mad yet

in our radio-active playground.

And in this nuclear age

1000 years of praying

that one day the waste is safe

gives the priests hope.

by Romany Garnett

Sustained Unsustainability
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let it go and see what happens, or you can 

try to stop the ball. The first is easy. The 

second option might still be simple enough 

in the beginning, but will get more and 

more difficult and dangerous all the time. 

But what's at stake? Are there villages deep 

below?

A giant snowball or avalanche can be 

destructive enough, but what if the 

movement of that snowball is an analogy 

for a process infinitely more destructive; a 

process which destroys you, your loved 

ones and the community of life and the 

planet

Thoughts that came up while walking the 

dog under the moon and stars after a 

frustrating discussion

The word 'unsustainable' seems virtually 

impossible to grasp for many people. 

Many seem to think that something can 

be unsustainable, but that, nonetheless, it 

can and has to be sustained anyway. 

When I recently asked someone if he 

thought heavy industry is unsustainable, 

he said that indeed it is, but that we 

cannot stop it because it is the way this 

system works and so we have to keep 

working for it. Eh...? If something is 

unsustainable, IT CANNOT BE 

SUSTAINED!

What we have here is what George 

Orwell called 'doublethink'. Orwell said 

that doublethink is: “The power of 

holding two contradictory beliefs in one's 

mind simultaneously, and accepting both 

of them....To tell deliberate lies while 

genuinely believing in them.”

Let's talk about “unsustainable”.

If you roll a snowball off a slope, the 

movement of the ball is unsustainble: But 

it will stop. From the moment the ball is 

thrown, you have two options: you can

"Many seem to think

that something can be

unsustainable..."



Clever Monkey
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I feel a bit useless these days, yet I’m 

unsure of whom I want to be useful to. 

I’m trying to make myself useful by 

working hard, harder than I should, 

longer than I should. I try to make myself 

useful in jobs where I make a difference 

in other people’s lives. I make myself 

useful by allowing other people to use 

me. Still, I feel useless, aimless, without 

purpose. I’ve got a car, apartment, hand 

blender and a touch-screen phone, and 

sometimes I feel like a monkey in a cage 

with heaps of toys and nowhere to go but 

the occasional holiday to a slightly bigger 

cage with more toys. And sure I like my 

toys and sure I entertain and even help 

out others. I am useful to others, and this 

is a good feeling, a valuable feeling. Yet 

for some reason this feeling doesn’t fill 

me, it doesn’t satisfy me, and I still feel 

useless.

To whom do I feel useless? I hold no 

belief in any God, and do not think I have 

to do anything for a greater good. I don’t, 

for that matter, believe in a greater good. 

My accomplishments don’t add up to a 

total which I can exchange for a spot in 

the VIP room of the afterlife (at least, I 

hope not). I’m not going to save the 

world and that’s alright. These are not the 

causes I want to make myself useful for. I

think I’m useful to my employers, but 

temporarily. Every time I quit and move 

on they find someone else to fill my spot 

and be equally useful to them. I’m not 

useful to them as an individual, I’m useful 

to them as an anonymous worker, which 

still makes me feel useless.

So I dig deeper and ask the question again 

and again: `To whom do I want to be 

useful?`. Is it my partner? My family? My 

friends? But no, I don’t think so. They are 

all independent and don’t need me or use 

me. And when I think of it, I don’t 

actually feel useless as a partner, friend, 

daughter or sister. This is again as much

"sometimes I feel like a

monkey in a cage with

heaps of toys and 

nowhere to go..."
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by Sophie Ellis
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the source of my sense of uselessness as 

me being a monkey feeling sad because 

everyone likes the other monkey better. It 

doesn’t have anything to do with the 

other monkey, or anyone’s opinion of our 

tricks. It doesn’t in fact have anything to 

do with how useful I am to others. It 

means I’m bored with my toys and the 

tricks I have to do to earn them.

Yesterday it finally came to me. The key 

to my sense of uselessness is very simple. 

I feel useless to me, because I feel totally 

dependent on other people to take care of 

me. Other people grow my food, burn 

fuel to give me electricity and provide me

by Judith Sevestre

with a job description . Other people 

write books for me to exercise my 

imagination, other people invented Yoga 

for me to feel balanced. Other people are 

creative for me, and my success at this 

time is only using these creations 

appropriately. Basically hardly anything I 

do in my daily life has anything to do 

with me sustaining myself as a human 

being, and that makes me feel useless.

I’ve been dancing like a monkey and 

trying to be clever to impress others by 

solving their silly puzzles for treats and 

toys. I think I need to make me able to 

use me again, to inspire myself and create 

something,  I need to stop being a clever 

monkey and become a clever human 

being . It’s been a long time since I’ve 

danced for myself, wrote a song or 

knitted a pair of gloves. I saw these 

things as secondary, as slightly useless, 

but come to think of it, maybe they’re 

not. Maybe my creativity is a lot more 

useful to me than being able to type 70 

words per minute, build spreadsheets, or 

exercise my excellent customer service 

skills. And coming to the end of writing 

this piece, I must confess, this is the most 

useful I’ve felt in a long time. And that 

deserves a little dance.

"...I'm bored with my 

toys and the tricks I 

have to do to earn them"

Hen House
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I was miles from home. At the service 

station the pumps were empty. I kept 

driving, but the needle was in the red. 

After a few miles I was out of juice. The 

engine spluttered and stopped. What to 

do? I got out and pushed. After a while I 

saw a bunch of other people walking 

along the road behind me.

They soon caught me up. “Problems?” 

they asked.

“Ah, you know, I said. Out of fuel.”

“Yeah, we left our cars a few miles 

back,” they said. “You pushing it, huh?”

“Yup.”

“You want a hand?”

“No, it’s alright, you folks get on.”

“You don’t want to, er, walk with us 

instead?”

“What, leave the car here? No. Thanks 

though. I want to get this set of wheels 

home safe.”

“Er, okay.”

I got back behind the rear bumper and set 

to it again. The walkers soon disappeared 

out of sight. Hours passed. I started to 

wonder how the family were managing 

at home. I had frozen meals from the 

store in the back of the car. Not so frozen 

by now. They had no meals; they must be

starving.

More hours passed. A few more people 

walked along from behind me. They 

looked at me, and seemed amused, or 

else just confused. Like the others they 

offered to help me push. I let them this 

time, till they left my route. More hours 

passed. Then I got a puncture. A chance 

for a breather. I got out the spare and 

changed the wheel. A quick rest then 

back to it again. Finally I could see the 

garden gate in the distance. I was close 

to collapse. As I got nearer things 

seemed different somehow. You see 

things differently out of a car. For 

starters, someone had been picking the 

tops of nettles along the outside of the 

garden fence. I could smell woodsmoke, 

and a wonderful smell of hot food. Then 

I heard birds, clucking. The kids were 

playing in the garden. They saw me and 

called indoors.

A friendly face came out from the house 

to meet me; started helping push the car. 

“You’re late for tea. Brilliant that you’ve 

got the car though.”

“I wasn’t going to leave it behind.”

“Yeah. This is going to make the BEST 

henhouse.”

by Adam Pellant
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highly skilled soldiers, well trained and 

equipped, and they always enjoy our full 

support, even if we don't agree with the 

politician's decisions on a war. In fact, the 

only reason we really have this military is 

as a deterrent. Our military is very good, 

and the young men and women in it are 

very brave – they are willing to make the 

ultimate sacrifice for this nation – and, 

for this nation, it's a sacrifice worth 

making.

Our sacrifices are not limited to the the 

military variety. We're no door-mat, but 

we do, as far as possible, extend a helping 

hand to others who flee oppressive 

countries in search of a quieter life. We 

are proud of our record in welcoming 

people from other counties and cultures, 

and we are very proud of our multicultural

You can tell which nation I come from 

when I tell you what this nation's famous 

for.

The people, except criminals (obviously), 

have strong morals and strong ethics. 

This is probably due to our religious 

origins and traditions, but even the 

citizens who aren't religious have a strong 

sense of decency.

We try to be a good and responsible 

neighbour to our neighbouring countries. 

We do our best to help our neighbours 

who aren't as fortunate as us, we 

contribute to many treaties and 

international organisations set up to 

increase peace and stability. When we 

have international sports and political 

events, we put our food, traditions and 

culture on show for the world – making 

that extra effort to make sure visitors 

enjoy their time here with us, and take 

back many fond memories.

Some of these fond memories can surely 

come from our spectacular natural beauty, 

which attract both lovers of nature and 

scientists alike. Our parks and reserves 

(deservingly) are world renown, and in 

some cases give away secrets to the 

development of our planet. Our quiet and 

picturesque farmland, too, invokes an

almost universal sense of peace and well-

being, and many an hour or day can be 

spent just looking at this farmland roll to 

the horizon.

We are a peace loving nation! We only 

reluctantly enter into conflict – you can 

tell, because of the conflicting opinion 

polls the last time we went to war. If we 

do have to send some of our military off 

to another country, it's because a job 

needed to be done. There are some people 

living in places with no peace, freedom or 

democracy, and haven't had for years (or 

decades), and sometimes the dictator is so 

bad that our hand is forced, and we have 

to join our allies – for the sake of the 

oppressed people over there.

The men and women in our military are

society. There are many people who would 

like to live here, and we do take as many as 

we can fit, and generously provide help 

while they're seeking residency documents.

Our contributions to international aid 

programs, which provide famine relief or 

stimulate economic development in 

developing nations is well known, and we 

often take a lead on the international stage. 

We were able to recognise long ago that the 

best way to help a nation is to help them 

help themselves.

One last point about the people of our 

country – we're hard working. If a job needs 

to be done, we'll do it. We might make a 

complaint, but the work will get done. Rain, 

hail or shine. And I can tell you, we don't 

mind breaking a sweat, because at the end 

of a hard day, there's always a beer or two 

calling our name! In actual fact, our work 

ethic is something that sets us apart from 

other nations, and may go some way to 

explain why we're not a complete economic 

basket case (like some other countries).

I've said enough, I don't want anyone to 

accuse me (or other people from my 

country) of thinking we're better that 

anyone else. It's not that, it's just that our 

history and current place in the world 

makes us fortunate to live here.

"...at the end of the day

there's always a beer or

two calling our name!"

"We are a peace loving

nation!..."




