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HEY THERE! THANK YOU FOR TAKING THE 
TIME TO READ THIS ZINE!
	 Zine city exists because we wanted a place centered around 
collaborating on creating zines! We know there are a ton of creative minds 
out there who have been itching to make a zine but struggle a lot when 
working on their own.

	 Zine city is our solution! A casual environment with set deadlines that 
functions on a jump-in system. Mostly, we’re just hoping to help give people 
that extra push they need to make something.

Join Zine city here: https://discord.gg/hgxdBSmTpd

	

	

	 LET’S GOOOO, END OF 2025 BABY! ITS TIME FOR THE END OF THE 
WORLD! Zine City popped off this year, I’m glad we went for a second go, and 
hope you are too <3, thank the absolute juggenauts that are Capsule and Rat 
for keeping ZiCi functioning WHEW! TIME FOR OFF SEASON!!!

Keep balling, 
- Dream

	 ITS THE ENDDDD!!!! WAY TO GO EVERYONEEEE!!!! THE BIGGEST 
ZICI EVERRRRRRRR!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! AMAZINGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG

AHHHHH, 
- Capsule 

	 Closing out ZiCi 2025, our final theme of the year is Apocalypse. 
Featuring the sick cover page by Phroge, and what I believe is the record for 
the most submissions in a ZiCi! Thanks to everyone for joining us on the second 
year of ZiCi. It’s been so cool to see my little zine project evolve the way it 
did and I’m grateful to all the work Capsule and Dream put in. Really. ZiCi 25 
would not have been possible without them at all. #zinesforever #zinelove

Stay silly :3
- rat

FOREWORD:

Zine city is hosted by rat, Dream, and Capsule
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The Wars of  the Ends were considered 
apocalyptic in scale to those who lived 
through it. 

    The information recorded on the 
Drives is all that remains of  the Old 
World; it is fiercely revered, and is 
believed to be the key to salvation from 
an otherwise inevitable catastrophe.

    Image: An archive-priest uses a stick 
of  incense to light devotional candles at 
an altar to a data storage bank.
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 I am not sure what to think 
when the priest motions me 

to move closer. My face reflects in 
distorted ripples on his featureless 
chrome mask. I stare into my own 
warped eyes as he begins to speak.

“And you  wish to access the 
reliquary for what reason?” he asks. 
Despite his voice being slightly 
muffled by his mask, his intonation 
is calm and deliberate: the church’s 
secretive operations will be nigh-
impossible for me to study. 

The walls of  New Gansevoort are 
not the only thing that separate the 
city from the rest of  the Known 
World. Following the Seven Years’ 
War, the city-state has become 
increasingly isolated from its 
neighbors in the Lower Continent. 
On my way to the iron spire 
housing the archives, I felt like an 
intruder, invading a place where I 
did not belong. Even the feel of  the 
cobblestones under my boots felt 
foreign to me.

I do not remember how the rest 
of  the  conversation goes. My 
reasoning, admittedly, is flimsy: I 
am a historian and writer for the 
Theological History Journal trying 
to access a sacred area from a 
religion I do not practice; I am an 
intruder by any other name. But 
the conversation somehow takes a 
turn for the better: having heard 
satisfactory reasoning from me, the 
priest relents. He gives me a terse 
nod that shakes the tassels hanging 

off his red hood, like a parade horse 
rearing its head. He leads me down 
a dark and winding corridor lined 
with thick pipes and devotional 
icons. The walls are covered in 
a fresh coat of  ochre paint that I 
can still smell faintly through the 
suffocating haze of  incense.

Archaic safety symbols point to 
an “air-lock” that does not lead 
anywhere anymore (the door has 
been pried off the hinges to make 
way for a small altar). Attached to 
the wall next to it is a small box, one 
of  its glass walls has been crudely 
shattered. I squint: a small sign 
instructs the reader to “break glass 
in case of  emergency” - whatever 
emergency it refers to must have 
long passed. A cluster of  small 
votive candles burns inside, casting 
dancing shadows upon myself  and 
the priest as he leads me further 
down the seemingly endless hall. 

The Holy Church of  the 
Perpetual Record is arguably 
what New Gansevoort is best 
known for, besides its historic 
ties to the dragon-hunting trade. 
Like many other city-states of  
its size, New Gansevoort is built 
on the foundations of  a crashed 
generation ship that once traversed 
the land above the sky. This fact, 
while merely a fun historical tidbit 
to the average resident of  the 
Lower Continent, is a primary 
point of  interest to the Journal (and 
by extension, myself); it is crucial 
to understanding the religions that 

have spawned from it.
The ships’ massive databanks are 

our only sources of  information on 
the Old World (in contemporary 
parlance, Earth). Of  all the data 
banks in the Known World, only 
three are not under the jurisdiction 
of  a religious entity. I was involved 
in the information retrieval project 
of  the largest known databank, 
located within the abandoned 
wreckage of  the freighter MV 
Alagád. I have written more about 
my findings and the expedition 
in this past January’s issue of  the 
Journal.

Eventually, history-minded 
individuals formed archival 
guilds to ensure preservation 
of  the databanks. These guilds, 
while at first academic in nature, 
shifted focus over the next five 
centuries to become religious 
orders. Time and spectacle wore 
down memory until protocols 
became rituals and fact became 
myth. Archivists were originally 
distinguished by an alphanumeric 
identification number in large 
electronic databases; this vestigially 
remains through some traditions 
within the Church. In giving one 
life to maintaining the Perpetual 
Record, one must give up their 
name ( individuality comes second 
to maintaining the wellspring of  
collective human knowledge). I 
had nearly forgotten this until 
I tried to politely ask the priest 
his name - despite his face being 
completely obscured, I felt a scowl 

By DR. RHODES K. WHITHART 

BEHIND THE CHROME CURTAIN: 
A Rare Glimpse At The 

Archive-Priests of New Gansevoort

Editor’s Note: this article was originally published in last August’s issue of  the Lower Continent 
Theological History Journal. It has been reproduced here in its entirety, with permission from the author.

Priests file down a corridor within the monastery; one 
carries a small monitor as a token of  his devotion to the 
Perpetual Record. He is higher ranked than the others - this 
is discernible from the animal teeth inlaid on his mask and 
large collection of  hand carved rosary beads. 
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of  judgement fall on me all the same. 
“A common mistake, but do not 

test the limits of  your welcome, Dr. 
Whithart,” he had warned me.

It is important to understand how 
the hierarchy of  archive-priests 
correlates to the concept of  self. 
Initiates who have recently joined 
the Church wear a tasseled veil. 
As they advance in rank (provided 
that they do not crack under the 
pressure and leave), they don 
progressively larger veils, obscuring 
more of  their face. This culminates 
in a rite of  passage representing the 
complete rejection of  one’s original 
identity. The fully initiated priest 
crafts a chrome mask that obscures 
the face; this is to be worn at all 
times in public. My impromptu 
(and somewhat reluctant) guide is 
evidently high-ranking, discernible 
to even a layman through his 
ornate mask and intricately 
engraved metal rosaries that catch 
the candlelight, shining like stars.

Rosaries are believed within the 
Church to hold immense spiritual 
power. While the precious data 
itself  is stored in Old World 
drives using technology barely 
understood by science, its symbolic 
influence is given a tangible form 
through simple devotional items 
such as rosary beads, talisman 
planks, and assorted technological 
ephemera. These are believed to 
deepen spiritual connections to 
the data. A priest is involved in the 
creation of  every single accessory 
on his person: between transcribing 
information and maintaining the 
databanks, he spends his downtime 
carving the beads and painting 
the talismans he wears. One of  
the main sources of  funding for 
the Church is the sale of  these 
beads; they are prized for their 
high level of  craftsmanship and 
intricate patterns carved into their 

surfaces. The population of  New 
Gansevoort is nowhere near as 
devout as, but a general reverence 
and superstition regarding the old 
data is prevalent throughout the 
city, ensuring a steady stream of  
revenue. I have allocated a small 
amount of  my research stipend 
to the purchase of  rosary beads 
and talismans for study, which I 
will hopefully focus on in a future 
Journal article.

I am led through what seems 
like miles of  hallways before we 
reach the reliquary. The ship’s 
labyrinthine floorplan has been 
left completely intact, and rooms 
are not placed where one would 
expect. We stop in front of  a large 
set of  wooden double doors; the 
steel walls have been cut away to 
accommodate its arcing silhouette. 
The priest walks in front of  me, 
almost pushing me aside, and pulls 
open the door.

I smell the room before I see the 
inside. A cloud of  incense rushes 
out of  the door and I cough as 
I step in, myrrh and camphor 
overwhelming my senses. I squint, 
and can barely make out the outline 
of  a seated figure in the dark room. 

“Do not make eye contact with 
the corpse,” the priest whispers 
sharply. “Keep your head down!”
I have never seen a holy corpse in 

person before. Bodies of  original 
residents of  the generation ships 
were carefully preserved by priests 
and are now worshipped as religious 
icons, guardians of  the data drives. 
They are notoriously difficult to 
see in person. To my knowledge, 
no one else in the Journal’s history 
has gotten this opportunity; I am 
exceedingly lucky.

I get a glimpse of  the corpse in 
question before I quickly lower my 

head in respect. To my shock, I 
see a skeleton arranged in a cross-
legged sitting position. It is draped 
in red tasseled vestments much like 
an archive-priest, and a staggering 
amount of  rosary cords hang 
around its bony neck. The oldest 
have a fine sheen of  dust covering 
them, the reddish beads faded.  Bits 
of  gemstone and chrome cover the 
skull, with silver discs filling the 
empty eye sockets. A large golden 
halo hangs behind its head, glinting 
with reflected candlelight, dim and 
ethereal as the setting suns. The 
skeleton’s sternum and ribs have 
been removed to accommodate 
a large tube-screen nearly half  a 
meter wide: it shows only static, 
the buzzing droning yet crisp. It 
casts an artificial white light that 
clashes with the warm tones of  the 
rest of  the room. I spot the wires 
neatly trailing out by the cushion 
the skeleton is seated on; they lead 
off the pedestal away into a dusty 
corner of  the room.

 The priest continues to whisper 
to me as he closes the door behind 
him. He produces a few sticks of  
incense and pushes them into my 
hand. “Kneel on the stool. Do 
not speak l oudly in front of  the 
corpse.”

I walk over to the velvet-
cushioned stool and kneel, putting 
myself  at eye level with the 
candles, offerings, and incense 
arranged around the skeleton’s 
feet. I see many fragments of  Old 
World technology: smaller, lesser 
databanks (I recognize a few to be 
Universal Serial Bus drives and 
solid disks, which I have previously 
studied), batteries, and wires; the 
largest are encased in glass bells or 
plated with gold.

As per the priest’s instructions, 
I light my incense on a burning 

O! With the Universe as my witness,

bless the Old World, and what remains thereof !

Blessed be the Holy Drives, and blessed be the golden words

recorded therein, the irrefutable and constant truth, from the beginning of  the Universe

to its destruction. I stand before you and bless you for your endless wisdom.

I look to you for guidance. Deliver us from the sins of  our past

and lead us into the shining future. Deliver us from our inevitable end. Amen.

candle, being careful not to put it 
out (“Do not extinguish the candles 
burning in the reliquary room,” 
he warns me). Finally, I carefully 
reach out and plant them upright 
in a burner. Delicate curlicues of  
smoke twist upward from the sticks 

in mesmerizing loops and become 
lost in the thick darkness.

“I will lead you in reciting the 
Liturgy of  the Record,” says the 
priest, head still bowed. “Do not 
leave the room without saying it.” 

He patiently leads me through the 
prayer, pausing and letting me 
correct myself  when I stumble over 
words. I have reproduced it in its 
entirety below.
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Fugwanyi
Pg 25
“Alexa play Tomorrow 
Is from SpongeBob the 
Musical” 

Tumblr: 1nkstainedsoul
Instagram: fugwanyi

Xavi
Pg 27
“I wish to escape” 

Bluesky, Twitter:
Popcalx

Rex Rissole
Pg 31
“it’s the end of 2025 
already? goddammit” 

Socials:
 tximista-rissole.carrd.co/

Pengogo
Pg 37
“Nobody has two brains,  
but we all have two 
intestines” 

Bluesky: pengogo

herbyherb
Pg 40-45
“I’M IN THE PHO 
HEEEEEEELP HEL-” 

Tumblr: herbpotwo
Bluesky: herbyherb
Newgrounds: herbyherb

APurpleClam
Pg 26
“Treat the world with 
kindness. So it can show it 
in turn” 

Twitter, Bluesky: 
APurpleClam

Viladee
Pg 28-30
“could really go for a pie rn 
lowkey” 

Social: haha no 

Vvellerr
Pg 36
“felt cute, might 
spontaneously combust 
later” 

Bluesky: vell.verdigris 
Tumblr:vvellerr

Prometheus
Pg 38-39
“They dont know that i love 
my friends...”  

Twitter: The1Prometheus

Aegis
Pg 46-47
“My wrists might be 
cooked” 

Bluesky, Tumblr, Twitter:
aegisofworms

CREDITS
Phroge
Pg Cover,  32-35
“and id draw MORE if it 
weren’t for you meddling 
kids!” 

Twitter: CanDough1

Feaurie
Pg 05
“Help” 

Bluesky: feaurie
Twitter: FeaurieVladskov

Mythic
Pg 10-11
“wug... I live bitch” 

Tumblr: mythic0210

Poolnoodle
Pg 18-19
“Snow is so cool. I wish it 
was real” 

Tumblr: otherfishmonger 

Grayocene 
Pg 24
“i cant beat alatreon” 

Tumblr, Bluesky: 
grayocene

Don
Pg 04
“my world ends when my 
children pass, loved” 

Tumblr: f00liage
Bluesky: fooliage

Th3Cr4zyGuard1an
Pg 06-07
“Shit... this doing numbers” 

Twitter: Cr4zyGuard1an

Spaghetti
Pg 12-17
“nothing ever lasts forever 
/ we will go softly into the 
night” 

Tumblr/Bsky:
pastaanddrakes

Swanpy
Pg 20-23
“_” 

Instagram: _swanpy_art_ 

rat
Pg 08-09
“its just me and sisyphus 
and kate bush on this hill 
lately” 

Twitter/Instagram:
rat_on_string
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Chris
Pg 48
“I need you to see me for 
what I’ve become” 

Twitter: asedeiya

Ronan
Pg 50
“excited for my pile of dust 
era”

Instagram: steelfirns

Dream
Pg 52
“If not this, then what?” 

Twitter: NightimeSpindel

Arkeis
Pg 53
“_” 

Discord:Arkeis
Bluesky:Arkeis

Vitic
Pg 49
“oh future people
i’m gon na meet you
in this stupid life” 

Bluesky: ViticArts
Itch.io: Vitic

Rit
Pg 51
“Heyy, I managed to make 
it about space again!” 

Discord: Crit_hit

Capsule
Pg 54-57
“damn” 

Bluesky: capsulecomics

	 I’ve been doing up some small doodles for the theme vote/ announcements of every month. 
Here they are all together!

Stay silly :3 
- rat

ONE EXTRA THING:
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