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givin' credit where credit's due:

in spite of what it sounds like, i'm actually really happy with my life. i have loving
supportive friends, plenty of tasty food to eat, the freedom and financial resources to see
the world... i don't get laid quite as often as i'd like, but other than that, life is pretty
excellent.

thanks to my awesome travel companions. thanks everyone who hosted me, fed
me, gave me advice and entertained me. thanks everyone in wellington who
looked after me when i came home exhausted. Thanks everyone in auckland who
locked after me while i put this zine together.

dedication one: to JAG, for always saying utterly sensible things that validate all of
my conflicting feelings and for making sure i eat.

dedication two: to Kit Celestine, and her mother, and her father.
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Adobe Caslon Pro
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Nina Hage?

AN EXCITING TRIP ROUND
THE CONTINENT

This zine is kind of a sequel to not afraid of ruins #2. | left
Palestine/Israel and spent two months wandering around Europe.
Nine planes, twenty two trains, twenty four beds. Wandering
Jewess, that's me.

So this zine is about vegan food, public parks, fancy buildings,
trains, books, squats, museums, anarchist social centres, Jewish
history, trees, rabbits, seagulls...

And it's a lot about anxiety. It wasn't til | started collating this zine
and re-reading what I'd written on the road that | realised how
anxious | was the whole time | was travelling. I'm so used to anxiety
being part of my life that | just don't notice it anymore.

Part of me wanted to re-write everything, to make it sound like | had
an awesome fime traveling and wasn't phased by anything that
happened. To be honest, i'm a little embarrassed to admit that
small things like catching a train alone, or losing my handbag,
have such a debilitating effect on me. I'd much rather convince
everyone I'm some kinda superwoman who's never intimidated by

dnyr'ning.



But | think it's real stink that | am always lying to myself and

everyone else about being vulnerable. | just want to be able to )
admit when | feel fucked up and not be scared that | will lose

people's respect. | want other people to be able to admit when they

feel fucked up and know that | will understand coz | am exactly the

same.
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this city. Books are overpriced. There’s nowhere I want to eat. The stationery

Back in Wellington is not the happy homecoming I expected. I've had it wi

So this zine is mostly me feeling fucked up, anxious and vuln
in different parts of Europe. Maybe you can relate.

erable
shop is out of my favourite pens.

AT 2k T i

ing Dar Williams to mys

olf:

| write this | am sing

Sven years is long enough I think. Long enough to use up a city. Long

i

T know that I am lucky, cause I am like East Berlin.
I had this wall and what I knew of the free world

was that I could see their fireworks,

enough that all my friends know all’my other friends and this city is like a

noose that keeps tightening around my ankles.
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and I could hear their radio.

And I thought that if we met, I would only start confessing,
and they'd know that I was scared,

they would know that I was guessing.

But the wall came down and there they stood before me
with their stumbling and their mumbling,

and their calling out just like me.’
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ing the US government off its true course. 1

One of the most

support for Israel is derail

tend to think that propping up colonialism, ©
s very much keeping the US

acism, imperialism and

the military industrial complex 1

government on its true course. There’s also a whole essay of 9-11

s: apparently Tsraelis were warned not to go near the

This kind of bullshit makes the Zionists

conspiracy theorie

World Trade Centre that day.

look right when they say Palestine solidarity activists are anti-Semitic. I

recommend you read Marqusee’s book instead.
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And yeah, everyone was right, it's a Very Good Book and I sh:
o. It’s surreal and horrific and fantastic and crazy and heartbreaking,
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One of my favourite things about being in a different country is all the new

Dissonant memories, fragmented present: Exchanging Young & - animals and plants I haven’t met before. It kind blows your mind with the

Discourses between Israel and Germony echted by Charlotte

awesomeness of evolution. A few metres from me is a tiny rabbit munching a
M|sse|wnz and Cornelia Siebeck:

maple leaf. It must be nice to be a rabbit someplace where humans aren’t
constantly trying to kill you. The ones here are brown and only slightly larger
than my hand. They have little ears that point to the sky — like two thumbs. 1
wonder if they are hares or rabbits. They’re different from the ones on Abed’s
farm in Walaja. They remind me of the Redwall books I used to read when I
was a kid, or dubbed European cartoons they used to broadcast on Isracli TV

during the summer holidays.

I also saw a swan. A white one, like in E.B. White’s trumpet of the swau.
And a troupe of birds, black and white ones with long necks. I don’t
know if they’re swans or geese but they walked right towards me, the
whole gang, stopping along the way to pick worms out of the dirt. They

looked me straight in the eye. It was a little intimidating to be honest.

Then they j Just waddled away towards the river.
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I spend a lot of my travelling time sitting in parks reading books. This

might seem like a waste of time — I can sit and read books in Glover
Park. But you know what? I think a book is a completely different book

depending on whether you read it in Tiergarten in Berlin, or in a

protest tent in Sheikh Jarrah, or in Glover Park in Wellington. Here -

are some of the books I read on this trip:
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“isstrange talking to a German person about the holocaust. Perhaps much

stranger for her. I feel this tension, like... whose history are we talking about,

hers or mine? Who does the holocaust belong to, Germans or Jews? Both our
'N identities are so invested in it. I think of Daniel Kahn’s statement that there is

nothing less Jewish than the Jewish holocaust’: the holocaust belongs to

u Germans. Jews were its object, not its subjcct

s“ 88 twg,”

g 1 Most of my time in Bremen is more relaxed than this: walks along the river,

reading Ursula Le Guin, eating sorbet, stocking up on radical books from

1 Ruin Nation Records. But this thing keeps tugging at my head. This weird

awareness of myself as a Jewish person in Germany. Wondering what random

1 passers by would think of me if they knew.
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holocaust studies. We talk about Abba Kovner and Nakam, the ‘ewish
avengers’ who attempted to poison former SS officers after the holocaust.
She says it's a shame their plan was foiled. There’s an awkward
discomfort eating at my belly. She talks about Nazis with a vehement

bitterness which is a hundred times more intense than anything I could

ever feel. 1 guess it's easier to fecl compassion for someone who

who implicated you in their crime of genocide
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My Mind
by Nausea
Not the sort of place

It is a dangerous place.

you enter uninformed. You wouldn’t wanna rush in

there with your eyes shut, that’s for sure.

It is a desert land. It’s all sand and stones. At
first you might think there is nothing there at
Al start to

notice snake slithering

If you wait patiently you will
of life. A

beneath the sand. A scorpion crawling from under

signs just

a rock. A tiny shrub.

No, that’s all wrong. It's not like that at all.
Actually, It is wet and salty. It
moves to a rhythm dictated by the phases of the
It full of tiny 1living things. The
deeper you dive the more there to It
holds ecosystems. It full of trash
dumped there by pecple. You should be
careful not to drown in it, or get eaten by a

it’s an ocean.
moon. 15
is see.
entire is
other

shark.

that’s it It's

a crust of black wvolcanic rock.

No, actually, not either.
like... It is a
crusty old mind. Rock as far as the eye can see.

There is no shade.

more

But there is also no sunshine,
so things balance out. There is no place to sit.
You have to feet.

so you should watch where vyou put

stay on your There are some
steep drops,

those feet.
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My Heart

by Nausea

It is a swiss cheese heart.
Once it was filled with

It is full of holes.
It is a shell of a heart.

people, taking shelter. But some of them became
cruel. They started to hurt the other people
living in my heart. They started to hurt the

who had no place to shelter. They

started to hurt other pecople whose hearts they

people outside,

also lived in. They started hurting me. Some of
those people began punching holes in the walls.
They were jumping up and down and smashing in the

floor. I had to cut them out.

Some of them I cut out slowly. I planned it with
precision. I took a scalpel and carefully carved
around them. I scraped out what was left with a
teaspoon.

Some of them were a rushed Jjob. It was a matter
of some urgency and all I had was a blunt machete
and I just hacked and hacked in the dark until
they were more or less out of there but I think I
may have done some damage, some other folks might
have been in the way at the time, and maybe I

might have cut some of them without noticing.

Then my heart wasn't such a safe place anymore.

My heart was full of holes and peocple kept



falling out. I guess I should’ve done some
renovations, at least cellotaped up some of the
leaks. But to be honest, I know it’s Jjust gonna
happen again. The whole damn cycle will repeat
itself and I will cut many more people out of my
heart between today and the day it stops beating.

So why bother? A woman can function quite well with
a holey heart. In the right light you may not even
notice the damage. It leaks in the rain, and it's
harder to fit people in now. But overall, things

seems to be running as usual.
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mostly migrant neighbourhood. R says it’s caused some tensions in the

. later, the city caved in and gave them a new building in a low income

neighbourhood but they’re trying to build bridges with the local youth,

mipsest  Nolding street parties with local MCs and grafitti crews. The folkekakken at
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By the time I get to Copenhagen I am physically exhausted from weeks
of trains, planes and ferries. I haven’t seen Nicole since we were seventeen
but somehow it feels like nothing’s changed between us. We go for walks

around the city. Copenhagen is pretty! Lots of cobbled streets,

rennaissance era buildings embossed with the king’s initials, lush green

parks, AR R SRR DS T SRS |

One day we borrow her parents’ car and go visit Kronborg, Hamlet’s
castle. It's a hilariously kitchy tourist attraction. The queen’s budoir
includes a looped recording of a giggling woman. Underneath the palace
is the stone basement where the soldiers lived. It’s dark and cold and it’s
awtul to think of all the young men living there: no light, no ventilation,

can't light a fire. How would you keep the rats away?

the sauce isn’t vegan but I wolf it down anyway. We have three hours til our
next train. We sit outside on the steps reading and watching people. It’s a
pretty mundane way to pass time but the excitement of being in a new place

for the first time makes me smile.
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There are volunteer interns from around the world living here. I spend a lot of

time curled up in the volunteer common room in front of the telly, watching

the Al Jazeera kids channel. Another month and I would’ve been fluent in
Arabic.

It is so pretty round here. Driving through the trees, I see a deer run past. We
are listening to the Smiths. I'm with one of my favourite people. The

landscape is beautiful. If a double decker bus crashes into us, well, you

know....
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Now it houses an international peace centre. It’'s a
peaceful kinda place. In the middle of nowhere

The nearest village isn’t really ~ walking distance away.

It's green and pretty, full of ruins of old buildings.
was inclined to believe in such things I'd believe it

If1

was haunted.

Park Giiell
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Derg. Some natives insist that a true Irishman can distinguish 40 shades of green,
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Oof, Barcelona. It makes me anxious. Partly because my bag was stolen as

soon as I got here, which makes me feel vulnerable walking around the city,

But one day soon, the vengeful cockroaches will i
crawl out from between my lips. Like in a cheesy like I have to be constantly vigilant. Partly that the language barrier makes me
horror movie, they will fly out and coalesce into ed. T hate not being able to talk to people.
one body. A ghost woman. A vengeful cockroach ghost
woman. A hungry, angry ghost woman, hell b '

' ent on | | without being sexually harrassed, or stopped by people selling stuff, or
tuff, and always I'm on edge. I don’t have anything worth stealing
ple of books. Nothing that's valuable to

feel isolated, and slightly suffocat

Partly that it is impossible to be alone here. 1 can’t walk down the street

revenge. She will take that pain and humiliation
away, she will drain it from me. It will drip out of
the cracks, she’ll collect it in her cockroach

hands. She will return it to its proper owners. | anyone except me.

wanting s

anymore — just my journal and a cou

It will be a relief to be i .

know.

ut I'm determined not to let anxiety fuck up my travels, so here I am trying

to remind myself of all the :
= good things that h h .
= Barcelona: ave happened to me in

Staying in La Kasa De Muntanya: Because this place is beautiful and

amazing. Like a castle in an anarchist fairy tale. I love it.

T R

=

Finding places that serve amazing vegan food: My

tourism. 1 recommend Gopal’s for burgers and cakes, Juicy Jones for
salads and smoothies, Maoz for falafel.

&, b Hesnis 0

+37-Black carpenter an e S : SN e Y
=" flying away to m @¥ The Picasso museum: ’m a bit museumed out after Berlin but it was still

overwhelming (in a good way) to see his paintings in the flesh. Especially

the blue period and early cubism. I wish I had more time to look at them

| a few hours just isn’t enough. If I lived in Barcelona I'd come here once



Park Giiell: I've had 2 fascination with this Place since T was a

. . teenager so
1t was amazing to finally be here, i

There are so many weird crazy details to

it, total hippie archite
cture and I | i .
ove it. It’s one of those experiences

where my eyes just can’t get enough of it. T don’t

detail.

5 ?l. ” i e TG g s
a'jinvisible and El Lokal. I can't read any of the books
lly broad range of

adical bookshops with a rea |
le also had an amazing archive

read Spanish or

want to forget a single

but

Ciut

Infoshops: La
it was amazing to sec huge ¢
etty t-shirts. La Ciutat Invisib |
Tt made me sad that 1 can’t
e world is full of awesome

literature and pr

of radical zines and newspapers.

Catalan. Suddenly it dawns on me that th

books I will never be
- ‘7 t, e &

able to read.

a2

Meeting cool people: I didn’t get to know many people here, because I speak

fuck all Catalan and not much more Spanish. But 1 did have a beer with a

woman from the Libertarian Students’ Assembly,
and Europe: the independence movement,

we talked lots about
cool

Barcelona, Catalonia, Spain

xenophobia, Islamophobia, squatting, student politics and feminism.

My Superpower
by Nausea

My secret superpower is that my body is actually
a rotting cesspool, a receptacle for everybody’s
most horrible secrets. My Dbody 1s 1like the
wailing wall. People come to wvisit. They leave
their fears and traumas scribbled on a scrap of
paper and they slip it into the cracks 1in me.
Deep within me are the festering rotting
embodiments of all the Thorrible violations
everyone around me has ever been subjected to.

Thef weigh me down. They latch on to my rib cage
and press on my lungs. They are growing. One day
they will climb up through my throat and unleash
themselves on the world. They will £fly out like
vengeful cockroaches — the physical embodiment of
all the rage and Dbitterness, the pain of a
hundred pecople who had to quietly carry these
violations around, because there was no way to
carry them loudly, openly, stretched out in front
of them. Not without becoming victims again.
Without being told that they are being over the
top, that they asked for it, that they are lying.
In a world that hates people who get hurt more
than 1t hates ©people who do the hurting,
everything is upside down. The pain and the shame
live in the wvictim and not the perpetrator. All
we can do is carry our pain around hidden in our
belly.



So we walk down the pier. Past the pokie machines and arcade games and
bumper cars and the ferris wheel. The wind bites our skin and yanks our hair
and the smell of the sea swells inside us and right now I'm in love with the

world, with the ocean, with seagulls; in love with Brighton.

In Park Giiell, I'm admiring Gaudi’s house. It is a candy house —

inted pink with art nouveau icing swirls around the windows and

pa
twisted wrought iron bars circling the balcony. I wonder if he painted it

himself; if he pamstakmgly coloured in the pink and white swirls with the

kind of love and dedication people have when they are building their own

home. Or did he get some underpaid worker to do it?
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Milano Centrale station is an amazing building. A huge marble dome

complete with statues of saints — or are they politicians? It’s like a

cathedral in here.

We walk down the street, stopping to look at the windows of shops: the
Cowlie Club, the Vegetarian Shoes shop, the veggie diner. We stroll til
we get to the Royal Pavilion, snapping photos of each other on the street,
gossiping about people we both know. There’s a busker playing

saxophone — a Frank Sinatra song. We sit on the grass admiring the

architecture. It’s like someone built a lego house and decorated it with

. i i ir slit wi for tin L 10
Blic: chief industrial center of Haly, chess pieces. We look at the turrets, with their slit windows for tiny *

‘has world” i i . . - : §
s world’s grandest railroad station. archers, and the even smaller turrets, with tinier windows for even tinier

archers. We talk about what kind of creatures might live there —

dwarves, gnomes, elves.

“They must have been so proud when they finished building this thing,” I
say.

‘No. I think they were just tired,” Christopher replies. e |
plays Connie Francis’s T Wil| Wai
4 ait for Yo

eyed thinking of the epj
pisode of Futuram .
dog... nerd alert. a where Fry finds his mummified

u and I get teary

It takes us a while to decipher the Roman numerals above the entrance: 19?; ; : % \

When did Mussolini come to power? Suddenly my admiration for thi ; ; A Seagull waddles towards us, eyes us warily. The seagulls here are huge.

*=  building’s grandeur is tainted by the association with fascism. : Roni tells me stories she’s heard about people being attacked by them, or
- V. b

: having food stolen. The seagull wanders off, and I wonder if he was

ot e

casing us out before bringing his seagull gang to beat us down for our

sandwiches.
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squatted infoshop; then I score a

I stock up on reading material at the

Doctor Who audio book at the squatted free shop.
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In my three days in Bristol I manage to get to a protest (in remembrance
of Tan Tomlinson, murdered by British police during an anti G20

demonstration), a political talk (on the ISM in Palestine), vegan brunch

at Kebele social centre, and cider drinking at the pub.

The person whose room I'm staying in has covered the walls in posters from

past soli-parties. I feel like I'm home.

Sparklefairy and me are sitting on a bench under the Arc de Triomf in
Barcelona. We are talking about architecture. We have seen plenty of
impressive architecture on this trip. Sparklefairy says that it makes him feel a
little guilty. We know that so much capitalist exploitation went into
constructing these beautiful buildings. But when we see them our gut reaction
isn’t one of disgust, it’s awe. It’s hard not to feel a little implicated. As if by
being able to admire these buildings for their aesthetic beauty we are somehow

complicit in the exploitation that went into building them.
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