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I don’t know what this zine 
is about to be honest. At 
least, not right now. The sub 
title reads: on the nature 
of collapse. I suppose that 
is where I start.
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As long as we have existed, we have been 
fascinated with the concept of our end. No 
civilization exists on Earth that has not evolved 
it’s own beautiful and unique creation myth, 
accompanied by an equally magnificent 
destruction myth. The various Viking peoples 
believed that the world was created from the 
corpse of a giant, borne from the hissing steam of 
the realm of fire meeting the realm of ice. More 
famously perhaps, they believe that the world will 
end in that greatest of battles, Ragnarök. Ragna, 
meaning gods, and rök, meaning fate. The Norse 
peoples knew this day was coming. They knew the 
gods would lose to the forces of Hel. Ragnarök is 
the day the world dies. An entire mythology, an 
entire people, predicated upon the inevitability of 
their end. The Vikings lived on borrowed time.

Borrowed time and borrowed world and borrowed 
eyes with which to sorrow it.

—  Cormac McCarthy

Borrowed Time
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You and I, right here, must 
acknowledge that we are also 
living on borrowed time. I 
am not talking about the 
inevitability of our individual 
deaths. Everyone has sat 
down and contemplated 
their own death at some 
point. It is a familiar fear. 

I am speaking about the 
death of our species. 

You can understand why I 
have reservations talking about 
this topic. I have struggled 
with an anxiety disorder for 
most of my life, a disorder 
exacerbated by a deep seated 
depression and nihilism. All 
of which came to a crashing 
head in the summer of 2018.
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June, 2018

I stepped off the plane, squinting against the 
brightness. As soon as the cold air of the cabin 
withered off my skin like a cocoon, I realized I
had perhaps made a mistake. I was in Calcutta, 
or Kolkata, as the locals have now reclaimed it. 

I was home. What should be my home at least. 
But I felt nothing. A thin veneer of nostalgia 
perhaps, memories of simpler times.

But no real connection, no sense of belonging to 
the place I had belonged to for more than half my 
life. I was a stranger in a strange land. My anxiety 
resurfaced in that instant. It felt like this:

Paper Voids

I sat in the dark and thought: There’s no big 
apocalypse. Just an endless procession of little ones.

— Neil Gaiman
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The reason for this anxiety was twofold. I had 
started researching something that day before.  I 
had spent that day setting up an RSS feed, so that 
news headlines would be delivered directly to my 
laptop and stream across the surface. Once I was 
done, a particular one caught my eye. 

It had a strange name I had never heard before.

What on earth was this?

The Blue Ocean Event, commonly referred to as the 
BOE, refers to the phenomenon where the Arctic 
Ice melts entirely in the summer. The Arctic then 
becomes, well, a blue ocean. 

This event would be catastrophic. It would elimi-
nate the main source of cooling for the Northern 
hemisphere, destroy one of the ecologically richest 
oceans on earth, lead to extreme levels of summer 
heat, and mass global starvation.

BLUE OCEAN EVENT
CMIP5 Projections of Arctic Amplification, 
of the North American/North Atlantic 
Circulation, and of Their Relationship
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Most scientists consider it the tipping point for our 
species. If a BOE comes and goes, then humanity 
as we know it will be dead within the century. 

That summer, 2018, the Arctic ice was the lowest 
it had ever been. 

Projected year of ice shelf collapse and the first 
Blue Ocean Event: 2040

How could I not be afraid?

My curiosity demanded that I read on, that I read 
more and more of my own doom. Every source 
I read confirmed the same thing. I realized, as 
I absorbed the crushing gravity of what I had 
read, that I did not need to care. The damage has 
already been done. The BOE, and other tipping 
points like it, are no longer hypothesis, but inevi-
tabilities. 
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We Have Already Lost

Apocalypse has become banal, a set of statistical risk 
parameters to everyone’s existence.     

—  Anthony Giddens

We are not the stalwart 
crew manning their 

stations as the ship creeps 
into the abyss

We are not the captain 
at his prow, fighting 

desperately to right the 
ship and sail away from 

damnation

We are the passengers,  
sitting in our cabins, 

watching the waters rise.
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We have all heard about climate change in 
school, or on the news. The issue pops up here 
and there, like an inconvenient daisy. Every four 
years half the country pretends to care a lot, 
while the other half pretends it doesn't exist.

The problem with climate change is the fact that 
it’s too big. It’s too far gone. People can no lon-
ger grasp the staggering void of what it will do.

One death is a tragedy, a million is a statistic

We argue over carbon taxes and banning plastic 
straws and buying hybrids. We allow ourselves 
to believe this is helping. The fact remains, that 
even if every last factory was shut down, ev-
ery last car turned off, every ship docked and 
every plane landed, it would not be enough. 
Carbon moves on a 60 year delay. The carbon 
most strongly affecting our environment to-
day is the carbon of our parents generation. 

Here’s the thing that fucks me up. We knew it was 
coming, we knew it was happening. At every level 
of society, in some darkling corner of our minds, 
we knew we would one day pay for our sins. 
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Even in 1912, we knew
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June, 2018

The summer heat of Calcutta is a stifling, choking 
reminder, an instigation of anxiety.

Anxiety, from the Latin angere — to choke.

Every worry I have ever had feels amplified by the 
heat, I feel them bubbling inside me and spilling 
out of my wide eyes, adding another wave of foul 
stench to the already stifling miasma that stalks 
every corner of the streets of India.

What troubles is not just the inevitability of col-
lapse, but just the fact that it will happen to me. 
I am profoundly selfish in that regard. I couldn’t 
care less about the animals or nature. I feel horri-
ble saying it but I must be honest.

I fear only that my life will get worse by factors 
I cannot control.  It is infuriating.

But a Whimper.

Nor dread nor hope attend a dying animal; a man 
awaits his end dreading and hoping all.

— William Butler Yeats
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On a side note, can we talk 
about this guy?

I absolutely love 
this guy. He's just the 

perfect embodiment of ev-
erything wrong with this world. 
So perfectly encapsulates the ugly 

underbelly of humanity that I can't 
help but admire him. He is such an 
unflinching force of destruction, so 

gleefully ignorant, and so eagerly 
demonizing our salvation. A 
smiling specter of America's 

past, come to push us to 
the brink and irrepa-

rably damage the world. 
How could I, how 

could we, not love him? 
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Nobel laureate author Elias Canetti writes " The 
planet’s survival has become so uncertain that any 
effort, any thought that presupposes an assured 
future amounts to a mad gamble." 

An assured future, that's what was promised to 
every generation before ours. Not assurances of 
safety and prosperity, but hope. Hope that things 
can always get better because the Earth keeps spin-
ning and life goes on. 

Now we are faced with the possibility that life may 
not go on. That no matter what we do as a species, 
life will invariably get worse. What can we do? 
What can I do? I hear the same answer every time 
from those who have not studied the problem 
at depth. 

"Don't worry, we'll figure it out"

We should recycle!

"I'm actually writing to my 
senator..."

Have you tried 
going vegan?

I'm sure we'll invent 
something to fix it.

Let's get out there 
and protest!
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DO SOMETHING

DO SOMETHING

DO SOMETHING

DO SOMETHING

That's all people tell me. 
They refuse to acknowledge 
the extent of the damage 
and impossibility of change.
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Bottom of the ninth, ten seconds before the 
buzzer. We can either continue to keep playing as 
we have and certainly lose, or we can change up 
our strategy and almost certainly lose. We were 
born on Eden, and we are being expelled. In a way, 
this has freed me. I no longer find myself para-
lyzed by indecision and worries in my daily life. 
The future is assured. The collapse of our society 
is inevitable. So have fun while you're still on the 
ride. Sit with bated breath, giddy with excitement 
as the coaster climbs to the precipice. There 
are fun times ahead. 

Before the drop.
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