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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.

Contact

www.thespider.org.uk
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"By three methods we may learn 

wisdom: First, by reflection, which is 

noblest; Second, by imitation, which is 

easiest; and third by experience, which is 

the bitterest."

Confucius

"They that can give up essential liberty to 

obtain a little temporary safety deserve 

neither safety nor liberty."

Benjamin Franklin

"The best argument against democracy is 

a five minute conversation with the 

average voter."

Winston Churchill

"Peculiar travel suggestions are dancing 

lessons from God"

Kurt Vonnegut

The TOR Project

torproject.org

TOR prevents somebody watching your 

Internet connection from learning what 

sites you visit, and the sites you visit 

from learning your physical location.

 

Telecomix, for the DataLove

telecomix.org

Telecomix is a sociocyphernetic 

telecommunist cluster of internet and 

data loving bots and people, always 

striving to protect and improve the 

internet and defend the free flow of data.

 

The Better Health Channel

betterhealth.vic.gov.au

Want to know about medications? 

Diagnosis? A government website with 

some handy and easily digestible info
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Be Free

by Jorine Van Delft

Don’t be a victim,

life is yours now

You can hide in the past,

and let hate and bitterness take you

spreading their poison slowly through your mind

It is too easy to find excuses to not be who you could be

to not do what you could do

Who you are is up to you

Not them

Don’t be a victim

be you

be free



Original Sin

by Judith Sevestre
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transport that we use, all before we can make 

our eyes focus. We are born into a world 

where we un-sustainably consume right from 

the moment we take our first breath, and are 

destined to do so until we expel our last. But 

it’s not our fault. How could it be if we are 

born into this culture as an innocent infant?! I 

was born into original sin, and I am not to

blame.

And this thought calms our mind a bit. If we 

are not to blame, how can we feel guilty? But 

this thought also pacifies a sense of 

responsibility for these actions. We shrug our 

shoulders and continue on in a group of other 

shoulder shruggers, looking at each other in 

bewilderment on how we all got into this 

situation in the first place. We aimlessly point 

fingers up and out of the picture – 

corporations and factories, government and 

bankers. Yet within these groups I wouldn’t be 

surprised to find a lot of other shoulder 

shruggers feeling like they were also born into

I struggle with a sense of guilt. We are all 

aware of the pollution, destruction and death 

that is brought onto this living planet, and it is 

generally agreed that the primary source of 

this is a collective ‘us’. If I see myself as an 

individual within this collective ‘us’, which 

consequently makes me personally 

responsible for my cooperation in this 

destruction, then the excuse I have for 

continuing my cooperation is that I was born 

into a culture that not only allows, but 

demands this way of living. I simply have 

no choice. But I am not to blame, society is.

However, society as an entity that can be 

blamed doesn’t exist. Society means a group 

of people related to each other, be it through 

relationships, geography, or being subject to 

the same authority and cultural expectations. It 

is a non-physical binding of people that has no 

mind, will or choice of its own. It only lives in 

our minds. All there really is, is a collective 

‘us’ in which I am an intelligent individual. A 

responsible individual. This is a scary thought, 

and in this thought lies the source of my guilt.

In a way, we feel we were born in original sin. 

And not in the religion of Christianity or 

Buddhism, but in the religion of life. We are 

born and immediately prove to be massive 

polluters. The medication our mothers are 

given when giving birth, the diapers that are 

bought and thrown into landfill en masse, the
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over sustainability – will become intertwined 

and the true meaning of self preservation will

become obvious.

Maybe we are born in original sin, maybe our 

parents are guilty of never asking questions, 

maybe we should have acted sooner, maybe 

we are too late anyway. It is so easy to just 

shrug our shoulders and continue on, but my 

guilt is really starting to nag. Being born in 

original sin doesn’t give me a ticket out of 

guilt. Original sin happened when we were 

powerless. Now that we are powerful, original 

sin should not be an excuse to mindlessly

continue sinning.

Because the human mind is, among other 

things, so exceptionally skilled at dealing with 

horror, the horror of what is happening to the 

world is one we should try to face, and 

unfortunately feel guilty about. We could put 

all our energy into trying to find the person 

that started the war, but if we continue 

fighting in it mindlessly, this information is 

useless. Admitting guilt is step number one, 

reducing and hopefully successfully stopping 

the war we started is step two. Paying our 

dues will be step number three. And hopefully 

earning back our value as a species within the 

ecosystem will be step four. There is only so 

much sin we can shrug off our shoulders until 

it starts piling up around our feet and makes

us unable to take any steps at all.

original sin and therefore pointing upward and

outward as well.

I think that the powerlessness of this thought 

makes people who are so actively cooperating 

within these constitutions feel like they merely 

continue the path laid out by their elders. I 

imagine a struggle with the paralysing thought 

that they, as an individual, are so insignificant 

that there is no difference in them continuing in 

cooperating in destruction, or not. After all, 

there is a family to feed, 5 years have been 

wasted on education, and unfortunately there is 

29 years left to pay off the mortgage. 

“Hundreds of other people would pick up my 

job if I left it. If I change, all it would do is 

make life more difficult for me, alas”. Because 

of this, we will try to preserve our comfortable 

way of life, and not necessarily the 

preservation of the world. However, when the 

unsustainable way of life that started off so 

comfortable can no longer be sustained, these 

two 'competing' interests – personal comfort

"...we feel we are born

into original sin..." 

"...we un-sustainably 

consume right from...

our first breath..."



The Fall
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It feels like the apples bitten you.

But I guess the idea is that as you grow older, 

you're expected to learn lessons from your 

experiences. While there's an uncomfortable 

period when you're a teenager where you feel 

embarrassed, frustrated, victimised, tormented 

by the stuff ups you've made and the 

judgements you feel like people pass on you, 

the lessons you haven't learnt fast enough or 

the ones you keep forgetting – the thing is that 

out of the naïve innocence of childhood and 

the awareness and intense sensitivity you 

experience as a teenager there will come a 

considered wisdom. Not overnight, and 

certainly not without effort, but during an 

entire lifetime of experiences and

thoughtfulness and insight.

I've been thinking lately about the story of

Adam and Eve. 

And I can't help but think that the story 

mirrors, amongst other things, some people's 

attitude towards growing up and becoming an 

adult. Childhood and innocence (in the Garden 

of Eden) leads to adolescence (the fall) which 

leads to adulthood - a life of misery and

toiling in the dirt until you die.

Childhood is an innocent, magical perfect 

wonder land (in hindsight, with rose coloured 

glasses firmly attached) where you believe in 

the Easter Bunny, where you're always cute 

and adorable, where ice cream is the best thing 

ever and where your imagination creates 

whole realities that you throw yourself into 

without any self-conscience. Then there's 

adolescence...the fall. A time when you realise 

the Easter Bunny's a lie and it was your mum 

hiding the chocolates all along, when you're 

not cute but covered in pimples and look like a 

dork, when you realise ice cream is bad for 

you because it makes you fat, when you 

realise those realities created by your 

imagination aren't 'real' and the dolls and 

animals you played with are inanimate 

mounds of stuffing or plastic with faces 

painted on. You've been kicked out of the 

garden of Eden and can't ever go back. Not 

because the gates are barred... but,

because the magic is lost. You walk around the 

trees and through the grass that once looked so 

vivid and colourful, and yet you can't see it any 

more. You've grown up. People are treating 

you different, and you're almost painfully 

aware and sensitive to everything. 

When you're a kid, it's kinda cute when you 

make a mess, completely expected that when 

you've got a cold you'll wipe your boogies on 

your sleeve, understandable when you describe 

your mum's friend as 'that fat lady' or 'that old 

lady' or 'that man with the funny eye', because 

you're protected by a veil of innocence and 

naivety. But slowly then suddenly that all 

changes; you're too old to not know the secret 

workings of the adult world. Naivety becomes 

stupidity, cute messy becomes disgusting slob.

by Sophie Ellis

When I was a kid, I couldn't wait to be older. 

And adults used to say to me, quite seriously: 

“don't wish that kiddo, trust me, when you're 

grown you'll realise how much better it was to 

be a kid – enjoy it while you can”. I couldn't 

believe that could be true. Why would anyone 

wish to be a kid again?! You're bossed around, 

driven around, forced to go places you don't 

want to and dragged away early from places 

you do. People don't trust you around a hot 

stove or a kettle, or to walk to the shops or 

cross a busy road. People far too often assume 

you wouldn't understand anything. And now I 

am an adult, I can tell you I have never once 

wished I was a kid again! That doesn't mean I 

haven't wanted or experienced that genuine 

childlike innocence and contentment with who 

I am where I am, because I have. But it isn't in 

the same unconscious way I remember as a 

kid. In fact, though similar, it couldn't be a

more opposite feeling. 

I think the biggest secret we keep from 

teenagers is that being an adult can be pretty 

freaking awesome. Far be it for me to suggest 

a rewrite for the ending to the Adam and Eve 

story, but my interpretation? It's a cautionary 

tale against wishing to exchange (achievable) 

wisdom for (unreachable) ignorance. Don't do 

it! There's a whole wide world of experience 

out there and it's too good to look back!

...realities created by

your imagaination [as

a kid] aren't 'real'..."

"...adolescence...

the fall. A time when

you realise those...



The Apple Tree

by Romany Garnett

8

9

A seed is planted

but thoughts float

in the air

by Adam Pellant

a friend visits,

outside

we talk

the sapling

droops,

parched

the moon is waxing

as we talk

into the night

and we wait…

as our ideas

grow firm roots

our words water

wood,

the tree grows,

we have good compost

coming

from our lips

and in the breadth

of time

we feed off the fruits.

some worms are hard

to swallow

but hell they are healthy



Want or Need?

by Jorine Van Delft
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When you come down to it, there is not 

much we really need. But what makes us 

think we need all these things? Why do 

we feel the need to want? I guess at some 

level we may be influenced by our 

culture which tells us that in order to be 

happy we need to look good and to look 

good we need to wear the latest fashion. 

And in order to provide a happy home we 

need a big enough house with a room for 

everyone, and we need to fill it with nice 

things. So we make lists of things we 

'need'. Material things. Things you can 

buy. But hardly things we really need.

I rented a house once, I had nice furniture

I would like a car. I do not need a car, but 

I want one. I might tell myself that I need 

a car, I even might tell others I need a car, 

but that does not make the fact that I do 

not really need the car more true. It 

would be very convenient to have a car 

and it would definitely make parts of my 

life a lot easier - that is why I want a car, 

for convenience and ease. And that is 

why I do not really need it, since 

convenience and ease are hardly primary

needs.

Looking at the world around me I 

become increasingly aware of people 

turning wants into needs. “I really need a 

new mobile phone, because there is a new 

model available.” Very few people really 

need a mobile phone. I think most of us 

would do very well without a mobile 

phone, not having one could even 

improve our lives. Imagine not having to 

listen to loud unnecessary conversations 

on a train or bus, no rude disturbances in 

film theatres, at the cash register or in the 

middle of a conversation. I feel old 

saying this but I remember living without 

a mobile phone, and to be honest, I don’t 

miss mine for a minute when I am home 

where I do not have any mobile 

reception. I wish everyone could 

experience that feeling of freedom for a

while.
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room with a fraction of what I owned and 

feeling the need to give stuff away

because I had too much!

And from a person who had always felt 

she needed indoor plumbing, running 

water, electricity and mascara I changed 

into a person who does not mind peeing 

on an outside toilet. Does not mind 

having to go and get water for washing 

and cooking. Does not mind sharing an 

outside shower with 35 other people. And 

it feels good. It makes life easier realising 

the difference between what I want and 

what I need. Sometimes I feel that not 

realising my needs were actually ‘wants’ 

made me forget what I really needed. 

Real things, like real home grown 

vegetables given to me by a neighbour or 

fish given to me by an enthusiastic 

fisherman with too big a catch. Or a 

home when the place I stayed at is no 

longer available. Friends who listen to 

me and give me inspiration and let me be

part of their lives and family.

And next time when I go out in the 

middle of the night in the pouring rain 

because I need to pee I will think to 

myself: “I may want an indoor toilet, but

I do not really need it”.

in my house, I had lots of nice clothes, and 

lots of other nice things. Things that made 

my life comfortable, or so I thought. 

Almost a year ago I left my house, left my 

things and left my country with a backpack 

and one suitcase. Crammed with stuff I 

thought I would need on my adventure 

abroad. And so I arrived in a new country. 

There I did not have a house or apartment, 

I had a room for a season. I did not have 

any furniture except the furniture that was 

already in the room, and with the contents 

of that backpack and suitcase I started a 

new life. Funnily enough I soon found out 

I brought too much. Can you imagine that? 

Going from a filled 3 bedroom house to a

"When you come down

to it, there is not much

we really need. But...

...what makes us think 

we need all these 

things? Why do we 

feel the need to want?"



Read/Right

by Joe Miles
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Without this 'back-end' work, 'front-line' 

work becomes a nightmare. I won't be 

going to any of these places I see in the 

news any time soon to run their email 

servers, fix computers, maintain a supply 

room – but from home, I can go to the 

torproject.org and get a little thing from 

there (no technical knowledge needed) 

which allows me to share my internet 

connection with someone from these 

countries who needs to check mail – where 

checking their mail or going to some 

websites is banned or surveilled. As an 

added benefit, I can use this thing as well to 

enhance my own privacy online (recent 

news articles show a good reason for this).

As examples, Iran, Syria and China have 

heavy censorship on what can be accessed, and

At work I sometimes take phone calls from 

desperate people, in desperate situations, 

who are looking for some kind of help to 

change a situation – looking for something 

to stop, looking for something to happen, or 

most commonly, looking for any advice at 

all. I spend my days on the road, going to 

wherever the job takes me, working on all 

sorts of problems in all sorts of ways.

There's a few of us that do this at the place I 

work – we're the people to call when shit 

hits fans. But there's another group of 

people where I work who are, for all the 

world, invisible. They're the people who 

pay the phone bills so we can take calls, 

build and fix computers so we can send 

emails – they pay us, so we can eat. Without 

these guys, these invisible people, no-one 

answers the call – that is to say, the shit will 

then hit the fan, and nicely cover the walls.

I watch and read some news, and in the last 

year I've seen the most amazing examples 

of protest – and the most amazing examples 

of crackdown on protest. It's easy for me to 

think that there's absolutely nothing I can 

do to help – after all, I'm here, and they're 

there. And then I think back to the guys 

working away in an office in another part of 

the city, doing what they do, so I can be on

the road doing what I do.
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There's some people at telecomix.org and 

werebuild.eu who do amazing things with 

not just regular internet, but also make dial-

up connections available, use fax machine 

networks for relaying information and, wait 

for it, ham radio! Some countries cut phone 

lines for a time last year (looking at you, ex-

Tunisian government) – some people then 

resorted to ham radio, and it worked a treat. 

It's impossible to kill the desire to 

communicate, and I can help these guys

from my bedroom – anyone can.

Without communication there is no 

organisation. None. Without organisation, 

nothing gets done. Ever. The more of this 

'back-end' work we do, the more people are 

freed for 'front-line' work – work which 

desperately needs doing. It's because of the 

torproject.org that people in mainland 

China can search the term “4 June 1989”.

When we do this kind of 'back-end' work, 

we can give someone the ability to exercise 

basic human rights, and to act according to 

the best information regarding their 

circumstances. Though maybe bigger than 

even this, we help people access and spread 

ideas – the pen is mightier than the sword 

because an idea can't be killed. The ability 

to communicate is a right. The ability to 

organise is a right. Most importantly, the 

ability to read is a right.

often have censored search results. Someone 

using the torproject.org in these countries has 

the ability to get around these, by using my 

connection. I can decide what type of thing I'd 

like to share (just email? Email and instant 

messaging? Everything?) as well as the speed 

I'm willing to share. I don't know who I'm 

sharing with, or what they're doing – that's the

point.

Iran has tried to kill all internet traffic that looks 

like secured traffic (like you use when checking 

your bank, which stops people 'seeing' your 

usernames, passwords and the actual 'accounts' 

pages) in some attempt to stop this kind of 

unfiltered internet, but the torproject.org found 

a way around that too – and I was given 

instructions on how to keep helping despite

this drastic measure.

"There's some people

at telecomix.org and 

werebuild.eu who do

amazing things... "

"...and I can help these

guys from my bedroom

- anyone can"



Sleeping Beauty

by Romany Garnett

by Adam Pellant
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You are a vision of beauty

all dressed up

as your skirts swirl around you,

but go get me a hammer

so that I can knock down 

those walls that enclose you.

You capture hearts

as you flutter those lashes

looking down through pinned up hair,

but get me a chisel quick

to chip away your varnish

and find out what lies beneath.

You dance so lightly

on tiptoes

to the tune,

but get me a pickaxe

to tear out those briars

and help sleeping beauty escape.



Word Watch

by Joe Miles
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'Archy' is found hidden in a few words 

we know well - monarchy, oligarchy 

and anarchy. 'Archy' means 'ruler', as 

in a person, or a group of

people, that rules over other people.

Monarchy breaks down as 'mon', 

meaning sole or alone; so therefore 

'one ruler'. Similarly, oligarchy breaks 

down as 'olig', meaning few, small or 

little; so therefore 'few rulers'. Now 

here, we break down anarchy.

The break down is 'an', meaning 

without; so therefore 'without ruler'. 

Not, as is the common confusion,

'without rule'. In any group run along 

anarchist lines (or 'creative 

entrepreneurship' as some media 

outlets describe workplaces run like 

this) there is rule, set down and agreed 

to by all effected by the rules. Almost 

solely,  'pure' (or what's now known as 

'direct') democracy is used to make 

these decisions. Rule, but no ruler.

Monarchy and oligarchy rely on one 

person or a small group of people 

setting the rule which others must 

follow. Anarchy relies on rule being set 

by those involved, so there is no need 

for a ruler to do this task for them.

Anarchy




