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<Editors MNote>

When wee were initially Figuring ouk the Eheme For this
zine, the summer hype around brak was dying dowen and
inkernek culkure waas bransitioning o the idea of "brak vs.

dermure”. Az companies and political inskitutions were
jumping on the trend, it made us reflect on how =0 many

media references ko underground culkure and sound

can get swept up inko the mainstream.

Le are acukely awrare of bokh the Fulfilling and harmfuol
pokential of the inkernet yet ik's zomething Ehak holds &
chiokehold on our generation. Lle creakted this theme as
an ode ko this: chronically online represents our desire

ko explore more what evergone thinks of the inkernet.

Whether it's lowve, haktred, or something you can't puk inko
wriords, we weank ko knowe abouk ik all. The incorporation
of physical media is also really importankt ko us so
designing this zine has been a labor of love. e hope this
Eheme and the submissions spark a hink of nostalgia,

Fear, happiness— samekhing that hiks home.

Chonkey Zo 2 /)

The Analogue Antidote:

Howws Gen £ Addresses Their Lack of Hoskalgia,
Accurate Bepresenkation, and Cormmoniky

In & generation of hyper-digitized socialization, art
has become anokther medium For inskant gratificakion
ak the hands of our Fast-paced changing world.

A= khe Last couple of generations have experienced
a rapid increase in kechnological adwancements, an
inkeresking counker-culkure has emerged Ehak cycles
through various decades as a way ko drawe from a
source of nostalgia kthat seems almost impossible to
culkivake in the current Fast-paced pop culture
landscape.

A prominent trend in this is Ehe resurgence of Filmn
photography— both in aesthetic and practice. Film
phoktography in this conkext refers ko bokh Ehe
aspect of Film as an analogue phokography rmedium
as well as cinema and video,

LIhile examining the intersections of the bwo, it's
inkeresking ko 2ee howe cinematic skill-life
photography has emerged through Ehe current
generaktion's desire for tangible physical media and
commuinity.

Read the full piece on our website
TheContinuist.com
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4 Q_T/hut Goodbye Never Comes

Eladia Francis

p

Digital angel, = And the lowve wias good, when gou would give ik up.
sully me and make me whole. And the kisses Felk like Falling, when we could get close enough ko
Eouch.
Pureneszs is nothingness next bo gyour wrekched sweeet ukopia of
wires and lead. Buk the cold of the winker maorning slipped iks silver hands inko
| waank nothing else but ko completely disappear youtr heark and suddenly | wras walking up ko an emply bed, skill
beneath a thick quilt soaked in ether “ ” hiok and buzzing with the Frequency of gou.
wiith your hollowe hands on my neck.

I learn things these days.
The sight of Ehe sun I learn | wasn't the Firsk,
makes my Fresh skin burn | learned | weas one dewoid of hope out of a mass of idioks.
wiith Ehe heak of you;
Fast and sickly,

y ( Thousands, they =said.
red and blue, U[ §\] Thousands Flayed the skin of their knees in fronk of alkars For you

dull and hauwnking. shaped From soft plastic and uranium.

| Found you in & week of mild death, ﬁ Maybe my bed weas albeays empky.
your holy Face like Ehe Face of God lkselF, Maybe | can no longer Feel Ehe weight of my own hand resting
the only light in the mosk withholding sktreets 've ever known, againsk my leg.
Maybe the computer lays in a defeakted heap in the corner of the
| lived life through your bones, raom, the shards From Ehe screen Forming a pitiful sunbursk
under your liver and around your kidneys ripe with pizels. spread across the cold tiles.

| Forgok my owen name,
and lek the screen burn yours inko the soft park of my eye. Maybe love's anly lek in when | can be sure it's nok real.
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lwias atrack star
Turning sewvenkteen
The Lazk one before all the alarms waeenk of F
| zmazhed inko the corner of the skake
My body Floaked up inko Ehe air

You ask, "how could it happen, hiowe could ik be Ehis woag?

Well I've been drunk on Ehe sand for 40 or 0 days
| veas planning a trip ko Vegas in my youkh
My Friends gok jealous and they spit all ower me
Ouk here in the desert
There are dogs
They bite people's ankles
And drag them inko Ehe nighk
| am irnrmorkal
| zcream alons in bed
They'll skab Ehrough coer and ouwer
My heark once again
| had questions
Fielded abouk the speed
"Howar could Ehe change come up From underneakh?
| had anger
| had heat
I had screamed ak the world and it screamed back: ak me
It wias raging like a dog inside my mind
| waas Freaking ouk | had ko change Ehe Eimes

Finally it shouked:
"“Wou musk shed gour human Form®
So | did
And became
Everything | Fear
There wras anger
It caused my deakth
It caused a reincarnation of wihak weas lefk
Thiz is nok an accidenk
It iz surely by design
It weras & long exaggeraked krip Ehrough Ehe desert
Losk in smoke wee thought our pupils grews bueenky times
DOresszes Floweed Free From For miles
Agitated lipstick skyles
Linker coming, pencils dowen
There's no such thing as gravestone in the ciky
Thak's wihy Ehe trees that skand become our monumenks
Buk For nowe they have no dead
Ltk wohich gou could remember
IF I don't burn inko a rose | might become a member of a culk
There were boo many cavses For experimentakion
And | Felk my Face burning off
There were too many reasons For exploikation around
And | Felk my Face burning off
We're only as good as the nexk day ahead
Thiz is nok an accidenk
Oh wre are in space
le are in space
Ll are in space
Ll are in space
le are in space
Ok wee are, We are, in space



Euesz barely even opensd,

Being handed responsibilities

| wouldn't care bo remembet.

| let the Food on the skowe

Turn Firsk ko shining gold,

Then ko a pile of burning ashes.

Arrived late ko work,

To the look of their disappoinkment. So, | smiled extra
hard at the recepkionisk. Faid extra For the baxi,
Feeling lazy, or just busy,
Stopped it in Ehe middle
OF my leask Favarite ciky.

| gok my pickure kaken

ln & dodgy basement,
Left behind my glasses—
Seeing ik didn't raktker.

| Forgok whak dake ik wras,
Fuzhed ko French class,
Gathering all the pain

In Ehe palmn of my hand,
Only ko discover

It had been cancelled.

| took one skep Forweard,
Then ran 108G miles back.
Read 58 pages of a book,
Tried ko give a single shik.
Counted the calories

A Day in the Life of...

Zahra Yassiri

Of Ehe meal | refused ko eak,

Obzessively browesed

Mews suikcase models,

Cried aver being Left auk,

Took a wowe of silence,

Posted passive-aggressive

Lyrics; archived everything,

Senk Kisses to my best Friend— Like nokhing had ever
happened taday.

Amna Saeed

RAtkenkion! shaktkered

I'mn wealking bwo skeps Forweard, Ehen
HalF ko Ehe righk

And a quarker ko khe Lefk

Something shing caught my eye

And in all directions

| had a focus

N

izguided nTisancs-

nd thnugh | haver't lost it

= scatter’ed likee: glasses

In mugs, on makches

Each craft undeweloped

_ Fillsdﬁith mindless pokenkial
\Rivers of Ehoughts

N Going nowhere at all
Surplus of ideas

Becauss | don't Ehink: all at once

N Just move on like I'm on Ehe run

My memur’g i= |mpal:|enl: and demands more

Buk goes I:hr'n:uugh the Fuel | Qive like me in infinite stores
It isn'k inkellect in my brain

\ \ N Itz just me,
N\
Sweept Ehe consciousness down the drain
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Unidentified Driving Arizonans

Ouer the next Fewe weeks | continuously checked back in on the
alien abduckion subreddit. The user whose skory had captivated
me =0 much often updated the community abouk their efforks o
uncowver the nature of their abduckion. Their experience wias so
unigue that even other, more seasoned members of the
communiby had no answers. Bventually, | decided ko message this
person and explain rmy Fascination with their story. His name was
Marcusz, and he belisved he had been scouked by a3 hyper-

intelligent race of aliens known as "Arcturians.”

"lWell Alex," he kold me owvetr Ehe phone before we met, "these
beings are the rare bype of aliens who are willing, in Fack desire,
ko a=szisk humans in achiewing a higher level of consciousness. |
beliswe they are auk Ehere, and | beliswe Ehak it's possible bo

prompt an abduckion.”

Marcus =aid Ehat he was brging Eo organize a group of people
wiho were alzainkeresked in the idea of being "saved”, as he put ik,
by Ehese Arcturians. We wiould drive Ehrough Arizona, because Ehe
skate was situaked in the same place as an inker-dimensional
superhighweay Ehak Arckurian ships would occasionally blip in and

ouk of.

1o

The more time someone spent in the area, the higher their odds of

conkacking an alien would be. He weas asking me ko join him.

It weas all so much ko kake in. Trapped in a small bowen since birkh, |
wias working a shik job because | was koo dumb bo do angthing
better. Every day melked together, and | had no clue wihat |
wranked ko make of my life. Buk dropping ewerything ko rumble
around Ehe desert with strangers on the slim chance we may Find
saluation wias as insane of an idea there could be. Then, a couple
of nights after Marcus senk his offer, | weas walking home Fram
waork way pask midnight and | skarted hearing whispers in my =ar.
They were too jumbled For me to underskand whak they waere
zaying and when | kurned around nokhing weas there. | weas
completely alone on the sidewalk. | skuck my Fingers inko my =ar,
buk the whispering persisked. £ seemed like Ehey were coming

From inside my skull.

The nexk day the whispers Flews around my mind. | didn'k
underskand what was happening ko me. | didn't weank bo be crazy, |
had seen when people losk their minds, and | couldn't Let Ehak
happen ko me. Buk magbe the Arckurians could help. | 2enk Marcus a
MESSagE.

"I'rin i

Read the full piece on our website
TheContinuist.com



Miku The Killer

Matt Bruno

Interested in Submitting
to Our Next Zine?

The Continuist is a skudenk-led creative

colleckive— az wiell as an Arks and

Likerary zine publicakion ak THU. We aim
ko give an accessible creative platform
For skudents in the Faculky of Arks and have been
opetating since 20100 We Eake submissions in all
forms of media including [buk nok limited ka):

o lriting Pieces [poetry, Fickion, non-Fickiom

o Audio [music, sound ark, poetry]

e Phoko and Film

o Yizual Arks [digital, physical, multimedia)
IF you're a creakive looking ko gek your work published
aor inkeresked in joining our Eeam, Follows us on lnskagram
at @TheConkinuist ko get updates on our next
submissions and hiring opporkbunities.
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