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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.

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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2 Contents
4

5

6

8

10

12

13

14

15

Trying to Fly

The Sleeper Train

Swimming in a 
Sea of Relativity

A Brand New 
World

Digging Holes

Learning Spanish

Ads are not Art

Self Harm

The Blues

Adam Pellant

Romany Garnett

Joe Miles

Jorine Van Delft

Judith Sevestre

Adam Pellant

Joe Miles

Adam Pellant

Sophie Ellis

Sophie Ellis

Romany Garnett

Judith Sevestre

Contributors
Jorine van Delft

Adam Pellant

Joe Miles

The Little Prince
by Antoine de Saint-Exupéry

A profound story about a lonely 
prince from Asteroid B-612 who 
falls to earth on a journey across 

the planets to find a friend.

Oh, The Places You'll Go!
by Dr Seuss

A remarkable, honest and 
genuine story about all the good 

and bad places you'll go - the 
highs, the slumps, the waiting 
place. Seuss humbly describes 
himself as "subversive as hell."

Winnie the Pooh
by A.A. Milne

Christopher Robin and his toy 
animals share, through their 

adventures, many deceptively 
simple life lessons and wisdoms.

Momo
by Michael Ende

A story about a little girl called 
Momo, a village and the arrival 
of the Men in Grey. The Men 

endevour to help everyone save 
time, but really ensalve them and 

feed on the stolen minutes. 
Momo, living in a ruin on the 
outskirts, is the only hope to 
reclaim time for everyone.

"If you were to say to the grown-ups: 'I saw a 
beautiful house made of rosy brick, with 

geraniums in the windows and doves on the roof,' 
they would not be able to get an idea of that 

house at all. You have to say to them: 'I saw a 
house that cost $20,000.' Then they would 
exclaim: 'Oh, what a pretty house that is!'" 

- Antoine de Saint-Exupery

"We are all a little weird and life's a little weird, 
and when we find someone whose weirdness is 
compatible with ours, we join up with them and 

fall in mutual weirdness and call it love." 
- Dr. Seuss

"'Well,' said Pooh, 'what I like best,' and then he 
had to stop and think. Because although eating 
honey was a very good thing to do, there was a 

moment just before you began to eat it which was 
better than when you were, but he didn't know 

what it was called."
- A.A. Milne

"And if someone felt that his life had been an 
utter failure, and that he himself was only one 
among millions of wholly unimportant people 

who could be replaced as easily as broken 
windowpanes, he would go and pour out his heart 
to Momo. And, even as he spoke, he would come 
to realize by some mysterious means that he was 
absolutely wrong: that there was only one person 

like himself in the whole world, and that, 
consequently, he mattered to the world in his own 

particular way. Such was Momo's talent for 
listening."  

- Michael Ende
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4 5The Sleeper Train
by Romany Garnett

The climate is changing
I read the facts

sitting with my bottom,
on the sofa all cosy.

The economy is shrinking
while I tread down
the well worn path
of work,sleep,eat.

The globe is warming
and I'm doing my bit

I recycle stuff
I buy eco products.

Oil is becoming scarce
and I've got a different car

I'm going on some trips while I can
but my mind feels stuck in a blind alley.

Times are shifting
but our beliefs and habits

nail us to the ground
we're insured, we're safe.

We live in extra-ordinary times
and the sleeper train we're on might crash,

maybe it would do us good
to jump off into the unknown.

by Adam Pellant



Swimming in a Sea of Relativity6 7

window, thinking I'm being a drama 
queen) I tried some test questions to 
prove my last statement wrong. What 
aspects make a "good family"? What is
"good art"? What is "spirituality"?
 
The only thing I can think (off the top of 
my head – truly true sort of things) is 
"These should be easy questions"... 
Here's something I know - if I had some 
truth, some foundational truth, I would 
have some kind of answer for these. As it 
is, I have this shifting sand. Or, if not 
that, it's a swim in the sea of relativity.

And it's an unkind sea...

The question - "Says who?" - is powerful 
when used well. I can avoid agreeing 
with someone I don't know, on a topic I 
know nothing about. I can take what was 
intended as an order, and turn it into 
advice. "On who's authority?" I might 
ask. But then sometimes I take it too far, I 
think too much and too deep about this 
question and turn it to crap. I find myself 
saying "You may think that's a good idea 
and all, but good is only relative, and 
from a certain point of view, it's a bad 
idea!"

Here is the problem I'm working on at the 
moment. How in hell am I supposed to 
make a good decision when my thoughts 
run around yelling "It's all relative Joe, 
each possibility is as good as the others, 
and each choice may cause serious harm 
to someone – at that, 'serious' and 'harm' 
are also relative terms!” I wish I was
exaggerating...
 
The first major detriment I was able to 
notice when living with this relativism 
(this beautiful baby of postmodernism) 
was every decision, action or interaction 
is relative. Since every decision is 
relative, and every positive or negative 
aspect very real with any option, then the

only decision where I can be reliably free 
of blame is - do nothing. Decide to, and
do, nothing. Paralysis.
 
The other major detriment is that I can't, 
for the life of me, (within this relativistic 
world view) find any truly true truths. Any 
option is as valid, any harm is as real, any 
benefit is possible - and, as all things are 
merely the subjective perspective of the 
individual involved at the time they 
perceived it, nothing can be extrapolated 
out or generalised. And god forbid
anything be universal!

Just now (after looking out the train

by Joe Miles

So, it's time to call in the rescue 
helicopter to pull me out of this sea, and 
take me to some solid land. It's from this 
solid land that I feel I can find some truth 
- truly true truth - however simple it 
might seem. These are truths I am 
confident to assert, confident standing on, 
but, most importantly, comfortable and 
confident building on. Allowing this truth
to expand and evolve.
 
Here's how I'll answer these questions, 
and, importantly, feel at peace with the 
answers. It's with some foundation truths. 
Truths which, it turns out, others have 
done a lot of work towards realising 
already, it's just that relativity has a way 
of clouding them. Not the truth itself, but 
something far more wholesale than that.
By clouding the mind.
 
The question "Says who?" is powerful 
when used well - but sometimes I don't 
use it well. I use it automatically. And the 
result? I put myself in a position where 
I'm avoiding doing or saying anything of 
consequence. And this, clearly, is not 
good enough. Here's an example of one 
truth I know – if I'm to be able to 
contribute anything, I must first be able to
confidently assert something.

"...if I had some...
foundational truth, I 
would have some kind 
of answer..."

"What aspects make 
a 'good family'?

What is 'good art'?
What is 'spirtuality'?"



A Brand New World by Jorine Van Delft8

buying a nice shiny new car! Imagine that!

Now imagine your home, the place where 
you live. It is not big but you feel at 
home. At the moment it is a bit chilly but 
you have put on an extra sweater so you 
do not have to turn on the heating yet. 
You do your best to re-use and recycle. 
Your appliances and furniture have been 
inherited from friends and family, were 
found on the curb, or bought in second 
hand shops. You have not yet replaced all 
your light bulbs to energy saving ones 
because they still go strong and you want 
to use up the old ones before switching. 
You wash your clothes at 40 degrees with 
eco friendly laundry powder, and make 
sure to always fill up the load to not waste

Imagine you are trying to live as well as 
you can. You try to be as less a burden on 
the environment as possible. You try your 
best to make the world a better place but 
always feel you are not doing enough. In 
a way you feel a bit of a failure and you 
really really want to do better.

Now imagine you own an old car. It’s 
battered and bruised but it is still running 
and with some loving care and attention it 
may run for another few years. It does not 
make use of the newest technology and 
yes, the exhaust fumes aren’t as clean as 
in a brand new vehicle but you have 
always believed that you do not replace 
something until it is broken beyond 
repair. No need to waste valuable 
resources right? Wrong! Your 
government thinks that driving your old 
battered car makes you a bad person. You 
are a bad, bad person indeed for driving 
this car. Polluting this beautiful world 
with the exhaust fumes originating from 
your wreck. How dare you! Shame, 
shame on you. But luckily you can do 
something about it! You can mend you 
wicked ways because the same 
government offers you a deal; give us 
your old car and we will give you money 
to buy a shiny new clean car! Isn’t that 
wonderful? You can save the world by

9

salvation from your wasteful way of 
living. How you ask? Simple! Just buy 
new of course! New shiny modern 
appliances with an A+ energy rating. 
Your fridge, your freezer, your TV, your 
washing machine, your microwave, your 
vacuum cleaner, your personal computer. 
Get rid of these energy wasting pieces of 
crap and start a better life! Unscrew and 
bin all your light bulbs and go! Go out 
and buy yourself some energy saving 
bulbs. No need to worry about the 
mercury, we are sure that someone will 
find a way to reclaim this, so rest easy, go 
out, replace them all! And finally 
promise, promise us that you will never 
ever do laundry again at 40 degrees. The 
world depends on you. What? Won’t your 
clothes get clean? Nonsense! Just get 
yourself some of that brilliant new 
washing powder with added enzymes and 
your laundry will be as clean as your 
conscience! Hell, with current technology 
we may even be able to incorporate 
Antarctic microbes in detergents to allow 
for even colder washes! Now wouldn’t 
that be something! Buy yourself a brand 
new life, a brand new world, today!

So now imagine yourself. Doing your 
part. Saving the world. Do you see it 
happening?

water and energy. At least you are doing
quite well at home right?

Wrong again! You are a wasteful person! 
Your appliances are old and therefore they 
waste precious energy. You are wasting 
precious energy! You are a bad person 
indeed. Don’t you care enough about the 
environment, about the world? And how 
dare you still use light bulbs!? Don’t you 
know how much energy they use!? You 
really don’t seem to care do you? Laundry 
at 40 degrees – what are you thinking? 
Maybe you do not deserve to live on this 
planet seeing as you do nothing to save it. 
Shame, shame on you! Lucky for you we 
can offer you redemption, can aid you in 
turning your life around. Can offer you

"You are a wasteful
person! Your 

appliances are old...
You are wasting

precious energy!" "...Buy yourself a 
brand new life, a brand 
new world, today!"



by Judith Sevestre10

we spend it. The only way we can feel 
rich is by exchanging our money for 
things that we want to have or use. We 
get ourselves the basics, which is what 
keeps us alive, and beyond that consume 
unnecessarily to feel rich. Even when we 
don’t have the money for it now, we sell 
our future energy and get ourselves a 
credit card. We’re consuming our money, 
digest it at the shops, to end up with shit.

It seems that if we don’t consume, we 
don’t really feel rich. So in order to live a 
rich life, we need to collect cash, or even 
just numbers on a digital bank account, to 
exchange for useful things, and practically

If you would get paid $40 an hour to dig 
holes, and the next day another $40 an 
hour to fill them up again, would you 
take the job? And if you would take it to 
get some extra cash, how long do you 
think you would be able to do it? Dig, 
day in day out, no time to think about 
anything other than dirt and the 
uselessness of wasting your time. A day? 
A week? A month even? Then there is 
even the prospect of promotion; if you 
stick to it long enough you might become 
in charge of the hole diggers and 
overlook the sites to see if everyone is 
doing what they’re supposed to do. The 
pay would provide you with a high 
quality of life in your ‘down-time’, but is
it really worth it?

You see no purpose to hole digging, but 
someone does and is willing to pay you, 
and so the only purpose to this labour is 
that it’s making you money. And even the 
money itself has no purpose, it is what 
you can exchange it for; food, shelter, 
clothing, healthcare, transport e.g. our 
basic needs. Working more would 
provide you with an excess of money, 
which we find remarkably hard to not 
spend. The money in our pocket or bank 
account is as valuable to us as air. But it 
really doesn’t do anything for us unless

11Digging Holes

off!”), all for the sake of someone else. 
And you know what, we just do it,
because it’s good money...

A good friend of mine said to me last 
weekend, “ If you take all the money 
away and look at our world from above, a 
lot of what we do wouldn’t make sense at 
all”. I think a lot of us would be digging 
holes and filling them up again. I think 
some of us live quite a poor life, full of 
money. We have the extra job of having 
to consume this money properly to 
artificially make us feel rich. We 
passively accept that we need to change 
our clothes to ‘dress appropriately’, do 
our hair, change our personality into 
professionality, and put our self respect 
and self worth second to the image of the 
employer. That’s quite a big price to pay. 
I think it might be a lot higher than the
$40 you’d get in return.

Now, if we change this picture slightly, if 
you’d have to dig holes, to turn the soil, 
plant seeds and fill them up again, your 
employment suddenly makes a lot more 
sense. The labour would roughly be the 
same, you’d be just as tired and achy at 
the end of the day, but even (or 
especially) when you take the money

the only way to do this is through 
employment. If we’re unlucky, we could 
find ourselves in employment that doesn’t 
interest us in the slightest, it might consist 
of merely helping someone else make 
money. It might be production or 
supporting the production of something 
useless, uninteresting or even harmful. It 
might be sustaining a system that you as an 
individual don’t support (“I’m really sorry, 
but that is just the policy, I don’t like it 
either”), and you might find yourself 
dealing with an incredible amount of 
negative input and not a bit of positive 
input(“ hi there, did you know you could 
save money on your mortgage?” “oh piss continued over page...

"If you take all the
money away and look at

our world from above, 
a lot of what we do

wouldn't make sense..." "...I think a lot of us 
would be digging holes 
and filling them up 
again..."



Ads are not Art
by Joe Miles
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That's right. Advertising is not art. And 
further, no part of an advertisement can be
considered art. 

A postmodern perspective on art and 
artistic work would have me believe that I 
cannot make a judgement on the artistic 
merit of a work, should I consider this 
work to be "bad". I am, of course, free to 
see, feel or hear a work and judge it to be 
"good", "groundbreaking" or "a piece 
which will revolutionise the way humans 
perceive the world" - but not "bad", 
"mundane", or "worthless, and deserving
only of being forgotten".

Likewise, I am to believe that an 
advertisement - which is designed merely 
to convince someone they need to buy or 
do something - contains work which 
could not only be considered art, but also 
considered valuable and worthy of
humanity's attention.

Bullshit.

Something which is aesthetically pleasing 
is not automatically art. In fact, almost all 
art (worth a damn) is in some way 
uncomfortable and challenging. Most 
good art makes a statement on the way we 
live in our world and organize ourselves,

or attempts to evoke emotions or 
memories for the fun of it - that is, with 
no 'practical' reason or purpose.

Advertising does none of these things. 
The only statement it makes is "buy this 
thing here" or "do this thing there".

Good art - meaningful art - valuable art - 
will assert a position on a human way of 
life, which will be interpreted by us, and 
used by us as we please. Advertising is 
the antithesis of this. It uses hope or fear 
to motivate a certain, calculated and
desired behaviour. For profit.

Post-modernism has taught me a 
valuable lesson - question what I see. 
But we have to take it a step further. Out 
grow post-modernism and embrace 
post...ism!

Call bullshit when we see it. “Say what 
you believe in a manner that bespeaks 
the determination with which you
believe it” (Taylor Mali).

Because what can a person give to the 
world around them if they're not willing 
to say something - anything - with 
conviction?

away, what you are doing is useful. You’re 
exchanging your precious energy for 
something useful to you and others. Where 
you might be able to pointlessly dig holes 
for a few days at most before you get too 
depressed, people have been digging holes 
in the soil their entire lives, because they
are useful holes. 

People that feel rich when they see their 
croft flourish, feel proud when their 
children are nourished with fresh 
vegetables and warmed by the peat they 
have cut in the hills. And none of this 
wealth has anything to do with money. I 
know this sounds ideal, or ancient, but it's 
not. I have seen this life lived, and even 
though it is cash-poor and incredibly hard

work, it is proud. And, most of all, it
makes sense.

It’s the fishermen that bring fish home to 
feed the community, not to export. It’s the 
clothes that are made to last and keep you 
warm, not just look cool. It's the writers 
who write to inspire, not sell. The doctors 
that try to heal, not medicate. It’s sanity. 
It’s time to consider how rich we really 
are. If we would take the money away, we 
would still need these people. Instead of 
digging holes, would it not be the ultimate 
ambition to become one of these useful 
people instead? My ambition is to feel 
rich one day. Rich, but maybe a bit short
of money.

by Adam Pellant



The Blues
by Sophie Ellis

by Adam Pellant
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Sometimes I get sad. I can't be bothered to 
eat. I don't want to go out. I want to lie in 
bed and watch the sun come through the 
curtain and let my dreams take me 
somewhere else. I just want to close my 
eyes for a while and pretend I don't exist. 
And then this word hovers over me like a
bad smell. 

De-press-ion.

It sounds exactly like it means. Like a 
deflated balloon. Like a crisp ironed shirt
that has gotten all wrinkled. 

I could tick the symptoms off like a check 
list. Self-criticism, pessimism, anxiety, 
suicidal thoughts, irritability, fatigue, 
feelings of hopelessness, withdrawing from
daily life.

And it makes me feel worse.

But Albert Camus once said “suicide is the 
first question of philosophy – if you're not 
going to do that, what are you going to 
do?” Maybe suffering is an essential stage 
to deciding what to do with our life. 
Maybe, instead of hiding from it, we 
should look at that big unspoken thought 
right in the eye, consider it, seriously, and 
decide if we can come up with something 
better to do. Something worthy of staying.

When I started to think about why I was 
depressed, when I looked these thoughts 
right in the eye, I thought – what if I have 
these symptoms, and it's fair enough 
because the nightly news is scary stuff? 
What if exchanging my labour for money 
makes me depressed – not what I do for 
money but that I have to do it at all? What 
do you do if, when you think about it, it's 
society that makes you depressed! You 
feel deflated when you get a speeding 
fine, because you always pay attention 
when you drive, and the camera got you 
when you were watching the road more 
than the speedo. You feel overwhelming 
hopelessness when you listen to 
politicians on the radio dodging questions 
and talking shit. What if you're depressed 
because you're surrounded by arseholes!

Maybe there's another check list for 
symptoms of depression that's more 
relevant, and accurate. Creativity, 
empathy, sensitivity, generosity, 
thoughtfulness, compassion, good 
analytical and lateral thinking skills. 
There are some great, amazing, super 
creative people that were depressed as 
hell! Stephen Fry, John Cleece, Van 
Gogh, Kafka, Nietzsche. I think, I'm ok 
with being sad sometimes. After all, I'm 
sitting on the shoulders of giants
that suffered too.



The Cookie Thief
by Valerie Cox
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A woman was waiting at an 
airport one night, with several 

long hours before her flight. She 
hunted for a book in the airport 
shops, bought a bag of cookies 

and found a place to drop.

She was engrossed in her book 
but happened to see, that the 

man sitting beside her, as bold 
as could be. . .grabbed a cookie 
or two from the bag in between, 

which she tried to ignore to 
avoid a scene.

So she munched the cookies and 
watched the clock, as the gutsy 

cookie thief diminished her 
stock. She was getting more 

irritated as the minutes ticked 
by, thinking, “If I wasn’t so 

nice, I would blacken his eye.”

With each cookie she took, he 
took one too, when only one 

was left, she wondered what he 
would do. With a smile on his 
face, and a nervous laugh, he 

took the last cookie and broke it 
in half.

He offered her half, as he ate the 
other, she snatched it from him 

and thought… oooh, brother. This 
guy has some nerve and he’s also 

rude, why he didn’t even show 
any gratitude!

She had never known when she 
had been so galled, and sighed 
with relief when her flight was 

called. She gathered her 
belongings and headed to the 

gate, refusing to look back at the 
thieving ingrate.

She boarded the plane, and sank 
in her seat, then she sought her 

book, which was almost 
complete. As she reached in her 

baggage, she gasped with 
surprise, there was her bag of 
cookies, in front of her eyes.

If mine are here, she moaned in 
despair, the others were his, and 

he tried to share. Too late to 
apologize, she realized with grief, 

that she was the rude one, the 
ingrate, the thief.




