a zine by zoe howard
with contributions from dacia perez-medina
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mail me menus

mail me photos

mail your paper scraps
tissue & compost

mail me napkins, drawings
(but always mail me alexa)
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“We all live in the midst of the
world,” I said, “Where else is there
to live?” As I spoke I thought I heard
Shigeru’s voice: Just as the river is
always at the door, so is the world
always outside. And it is in the
world that we have to live.

“I hardly know my plans for my own
life,” I replied. “How can I fathom
yours? But this was one of the first
things I learned from Shigeru. It is
in the world that we have to live.”

lines from Lian Hearn’s Grass From His Pillow.
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