


In a technologically advanced era, that sees us with more sexual fluidity and 

freedom of choice than ever before, is it time to acknowledge that we may just 

have lost more than we’ve gained?

Let’s be honest, over the course of the past decade our lives have slowly 

disintegrated into virtual realities, with physical moments having been 

exchanged for digitised words and images on gadgets that seem perpetually 

glued to our hands. 

Whilst it has to be acknowledged that to a certain extent we’ve vastly 

broadened our outreach, in terms of access to the global population, has the 

growth of these new found ‘virtual relationships’ been at the detriment of our 

ability to actually connect with people ‘irl’.

And equally so, with a host of apps and information so readily at our disposal, 

we simply can’t deny that we’ve come to expect instant gratification at the 

swipe of a screen, causing the prospect of committing to a longterm, gradual 

unfolding now to be seen as the death knell for all orgasms.

Essentially, it appears as though we’re a generation trying to connect in a 

world that is, at present, heavily disconnected.

In fact, this very zine’s conception was inspired by a brutally unempathetic, 

disengaged dumping via Whatsapp just before Christmas.

LET’S JUST BE 
FRIENDS

Let’s just say, it was a crushing experience which took several bitter poems 

and many more nights of self-loathing, in order for me to finally recognise that 

it wasn’t in fact the end of the world, just the conclusion to a very short story 

worthy of sharing.

Sadly though, it’s become especially prevalent in today’s society, to hide 

our pain and perceived failings, in favour of publicly reveling solely in our 

successes. Concocting the image that all is well, even when it’s not.

The issue with this being that we consistently find ourselves suffering in silence, 

often for fear of being ridiculed or misunderstood and thus, in turn, creating a 

stigma towards self expression, perpetuating the scarring and prolonging the 

healing.

Hence, the concept of the zine was never intended to exploit or diminish the 

relationships and experiences we often suffer through, but instead to embrace 

and express all the moments and emotions that get tangled up around them.

It was intended to act as a cathartic forum for the collective. A final resting 

place for all the love, lust and heartache that we have all battled through at 

some time or other. A safe space to express emotions long since hidden and 

denied.

No finger pointing, no blame culture, no shaming. Just a group hug you could 

physically hold in your hand whilst thinking ‘yes, I did that too!’ as you let out a 

weepy laugh and instantly felt better about that time you sent a four page A4 

letter of embarrassing content to someone you once loved.

Ultimately, it’s a celebration, it’s a satirical therapy session, it’s a joint effort, it’s 

healing expressionism, but most of all, it’s a physical piece of paper you can 

hold in your hand and connect with.

Enjoy. 

-Alix



To me, making a tape is like writing a letter — there’s a lot of 

erasing and rethinking and starting again […] A good compilation 

tape, like breaking up, is hard to do. You’ve got to kick it off with 

a corker, to hold the attention […], and then you’ve got to up it a 

notch, or cool it a notch, […] and . . . oh, there are loads of rules.

— Nick Hornby, High Fidelity (1995), pp. 88-89

1. Dreams - Fleetwood Mac

2. So Sorry - Feist

3. Yes I’m Changing - Tame Impala

4. Henry Lee - Nick Cave and the Bad Seed

5. All We Love We Leave Behind - Converge

6. Jolene - Dolly Parton

7. With You - Tennyson 



More often than not, we are 
hurt by the people we try 
to love.

Some wounds are visible; 
on our skin, through our 
tears, in our behaviour.

But some of the damage can 
only be felt.

And sadly, most of the 
time, the scars tend to 
last longer than the 
relationships with the 
people that inflicted them.

I sat in the back of the plane, my sadness so palpable that the cabin 

crew paid me special attention. 

We are approaching turbulence 

I didn’t know if I could make it home. I was worried that a wave of 

emotion would drown me before we landed. 

There is a life jacket stowed under your seat

We’d been forced to face each other one last time. 

Please fasten your seatbelt 

There was only one person that I was supposed to love. 

It had to be you because I was too tired to look for anyone else and if 

I found him he would only hurt me.

Return your seat to the upright position.

Most of the time I didn’t even like you.

I gave you all my love for fear of overflowing, and you told me what 

you knew I needed to hear. Lies. 

Stay in your seat until the aircraft has come to a complete standstill 

I will over flow. 

I will ask nothing in return. 

I will never ask anyone to hold me, if it means they have to let go of 

themselves. 

Local time is 9.34 pm

Graves



I
’M
 

S
O
R
R
Y
 I

 
S
A
I
D
 

IT’D BE 
EASIER 
IF YOU 
WERE 
DEAD



Places I Must 
Now Avoid
Due to Failed Romantic Liasons



In June I went home with him.
I promised myself to leave before he would wake up.

I still had the German toe-sucker on my mind.
The last time I saw him he sat on his sofa naked and 

ate müsli like there was no tomorrow.

The one I went home with woke up before me and we 
went for breakfast.

On the way back a woman dropped a puzzle on the 
ground.

He stopped and helped her collect the pieces.
My heart started twerking.

His girlfriend / we’re just friends / I’m definitely single 
came to town.

I pretended I didn’t care and stalked myself to sleep 
like some dirty old pervo.

In September I told him I’m not up for fucking + eating 
cake anymore.

I’m awesome and deserve something more, I declared.

I think I’m in love, I wrote my mum.
My mum wanted to know everything.

Let’s talk later, I wrote.
False alarm, I said when later came and I had dried 

the first wave of sadness in my dirty socks.
Du bist nah am Wasser gebaut, my flatmate said 

when he saw my Niagara Falling tears.

In November we became friends or whatever you become when 
everything is beyond repair.
Then someone sounding exactly like myself invited him to my 
homeland for Christmas.
On Tinder, I bombarded men with fruit emojis and went on dates that 
could have been fun in another life.
I demanded a chlamydia test and got a green tee lotion.
Zweimal täglich, the doctor said.

At the Japanese Christmas market the one with a yellow beanie and 
a backpack showed up.
I exploded in front of a giant inflatable silvery Tyrannosaurus Rex.
ARE YOU A PSYCHOPATH YOU SICK FUCK, i roared.
I was going insane and it felt surprisingly good.
I hit him with my Thinsulate gloves - a bit harder than I wanted to.
A group of teenagers moved further away.

You called me your girlfriend, I said to him one night.
What else would I call you, he replied.

In February I dried my tears in a strangers shirt in a bar.
I didn’t care about people looking.
Everyone with a billion piece heart would understand.
We left Berlin and in the middle of spring rolls and wonton soups he 
brought up the future.
I got nervous and happy cause I didn’t know we had one.

You don’t call home and cry anymore, my mum said one day in April.
It hit me with surprise.
I had been too busy being in love. 

One year later, it still happens that my heart gets upset.
I tell it to get its’ shit together.
We have been through worse, haven’t we? I say.

-Celia Hillo



Dolores
 
For as long as I can remember I’ve always  disliked to met someone 
from the digital world. There is a reason most of the dates I’ve had 
turned out to be weird and never got passed a third one. We are all 
scared and pretend to be what we’re not and it shows. All the woman 
sure were decent people but all were looking for someone ideal and 
took it all way too seriously.  Or maybe I wasn’t their type whatsover 
but imagine my suprise when I found her, the perfect match. This one 
girl, who was just her natural being, where I could be as true as I was 

shaped to be. She wasn’t there to save me nor did I have to take form 
of something I wasn’t.  Just a couple of ales in a crowded loud  pub 

had me snicker with delight at seing her again. You want a mate first 
and in her I got it. When the second date arrived, mutual attraction 
quickly turned into beautiful hot kisses in the tube and streets. Even 

though we had messy food and as the eater as I am I never saw that 
coming. But she didn’t mind at all. That’s the kinda girl you want. I 

felt like we made everyone around us jealous. We even took instant 
photos together whom a couple of tourists remarked looked like 

ones coming straight out of our 1st anniversary. She kept that slice 
of our second date in her bag to keep. A good sign I presumed alas 

the third date. She let me know beforehand that she will leave the 
city, although will come back but she had someone waiting for her 

back home who her heart belonged to. She’d  rather be friends. But  
we met one more time. I wasn’t keen on giving in on the curse and 

met her to see some short films. It was raining. “She was late. I Was 
Tired. I Was Pissed. I Was Wetter Than Drew Barrymore At A Grunge 

Club.” I almost left and gave in to the broken heart as she turned up 
once more. Had my fate changed, I asked myself during the movies. 

Afterwards we shared drinks over the street at a fancy bar. It felt like 
our 20th wedding day. we didn´t say much and parted ways shortly 
after. Never had I burned trough time as much as those three dates 

went, from mates to almost lovers to strangers. We’ve remained some 
form of contact in brief but sweet digital corrospondence. I asked her 
if she would send me the pictures we took cause I’d liked to keep the 
memory but she said she left them at her flat in berlin as she was all 
over the world already. We could’ve been friends through a mutual 

desire in life and work we shared but I wouldn’t hear from her in the 
coming months and felt like it was time to burn those bridges. I ran 
into her again a few months back but we were merely two people 

meeting in the real world that pretended to be someone else.  
-Anon



Tinder Disaster #3106794 
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Crow





I broke myself

I broke myself again

but this time, there was no way to mend

all the pieces lay on the ground

all the fragments that could be found

bitter longings left behind

washed away by tears of mine

I am lost with no direction

stranded in the midst of my own creation

there was never hope for me

just a mirage of faux happy

-A.P



EVERY LITTLE PIECE OF MY HEART 
- A collection of lovers –
The Serbian. Chaotic and hyperactive, with a mind that moved at lightening 
speed. Thick dark hair and eyes cut from blue ice. A child’s laugh. He made 
money busking on the streets of Berlin and spent it at night, perched on 
barstools, wooing women. He was insecure and I was young. We decided to 
be open, told ourselves we were modern and liberated. Free to love each other 
and anyone else who crossed our path. One night I was home with someone 
else when he came to my place at 4am with a can of red paint, drunk and 
jealous. I woke the next morning to “BETH – MY BLUE VELVET” painted on the 
street below my window. We would cry and scream for hours. Long, passionate 
arguments fueled by even longer, more passionate make up sessions. It was 
unstable and damaging, and yet I couldn’t resist. I would sit on the edge of the 
bed and watch him play guitar in the soft afternoon light and he would look at 
me and smile. Like a moth to the old flame, I always went back for more. His 
gaze was hypnotic, I swear it could pierce the heart of any woman. One of the 
last times we were together I watched him play at a crowded, sweaty bar on 
Gneisenaustraße. His eyes locked on mine for what seemed like forever as he 
sang ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ in a mournful, knowing tone. I looked deep in to 
those eyes and I knew it would.  

The Finn. We made a fort in his bedroom out of sheets and pillows and slept 
in it until the dawn came. My crystal necklace hung from the roof. He made 
the meanest breakfast, and taught me how to poach eggs. When speaking he 
would use weird expressions, twisting words around and playing with language. 
It always made me smile. He was an artist, and made wonderful strange things 
out of stuff he found. I would watch his sharp Nordic eyes dart all over the place 
as he spoke, constantly looking, observing, processing – those beautiful artist 
eyes. We rode our bikes to the lake, went to experimental noise gigs in forgotten 
warehouses and made love deep in the Grunewald forest. It was right at the 
turn of the season, in the hazy early days of autumn when we lost ourselves in 
that forest. But by the time the last leaf had fallen, and the lakes had begun to 
freeze, we had moved on. 

The German. He gave me the first mixtape I had been given since I was a 
teenager. It was the most perfect list of songs, so thoughtfully curated. I listened 
to it so much that I eventually hated all of the songs. He was super tall with a 
scruffy beard and mysterious presence that made you wanna get to know him. 
We seemed to understand and not understand each other in equal measure. 
We talked for hours about spirituality and the meaning of life. I remember lying 
side by side in the grass, looking in to his huge brown eyes while little droplets 
of rain fell on us. His eyelashes were wet. We didn’t care, we just lay there 
staring at each other until the rest of the world melted away and all that existed 
was us. In that moment I saw us from above, a birds eye view of two shivering, 
wet bodies, holding each other in the September rain. We broke up in Berghain. 
It was Halloween and I was dressed as Ophelia, standing out amongst a sea 

of black in a white flowing dress. We were yelling at each other in the corner of 
the bar when a man who seemed to be high on fifty different types of ketamine 

exclaimed ”COME ON GUYS! You’re in Berghain! This is not a place to fight. 
This is a place to loooove!”. He was right. We left, making our way back through 
the snowy streets. I remember feeling cold and broken. When we got home we 

lay next to each other and stared at the ceiling. There was nothing left to say. 

The Frenchman who bought me Serge Gainsbourg records and macarons 
from Paris. He would stroke my hair as I slept. We made love on the windowsill, 
my black silk robe fluttering in the breeze while a man played the accordion on 
the street below. I remember the exact tune, and the smell of shisha in the air. 

It was summer. When we went for walks, he would never let go of my hand, 
holding it gently, chivalrously. He was sweet and attentive, and reminded me of 
how it felt to be looked after by a man. One night we climbed on to the rooftop 

of his apartment, drank rosé and listened to Jacques Dutronc songs. You could 
see the Eiffel Tower in the distance. Eventually it ran it’s course and he left. 

Back to his life in Montmartre, his croissants and his impeccable suits. He left 
only his shirt: crisp, white and still holding his smell. On the day he departed I 

wore it and dreamt Parisian dreams. 

The Dane. Built like a Viking but with the kindest, gentlest spirit. He had this 
little gap in his front teeth that I adored. We learned to skateboard together and 

made a zine. A couples zine, all about our love – how sick is that! We were 
always pushing each other to be more creative, more alive. We roadtripped the 
great ocean highways of Australia, living out of a van. One night we got stoned 

on the beach and gaped at the phosphorescence in the blackened waters. It 
was like magic dust, and in that moment we saw the whole universe, every little 
sparkling particle. Our love was real, visceral. Eventually we passed out under 

the blanket of a million stars. We told each other everything, all our secrets – 
even made up our own little language. Sex was wild and spiritual and afterward 
he would say that no matter what happened, he would always love me. On the 

day we broke up we got matching tattoos – one little symbol on each wrist, a 
reminder of what we had shared forever etched on our skin. 

Sometimes I feel like Janis when she belts out those famous lyrics: “Take 
another little piece of my heart now, baby!”. Like a mad, passionate Janis Joplin 

who despite all the heartache and tears, would open her heart and scream to 
the universe that she just doesn’t care! She would do it all over again! Every 
relationship brings its up and downs and I’m not afraid of the pain anymore. 
Pain is a part of life and is there to help us evolve. When I look back at the 

relationships I’ve had, from the fleeting lovers to the serious live-in boyfriends, I 
begin to see this beautiful pattern – a kind of divine harmony. Every relationship, 

every shared experience, every soaring high and crushing low was perfectly 
crafted, unfolding like a flower in the springtime, just as it should. Eventually 

it may wither and fall to the ground, just as it should - it is the natural order of 
things. I am learning to trust that gentle flow of existence because somewhere 

deep down I know, that no matter what happens, it is worth it in the end.
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