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from the editor.
Dear reader,
Welcome to issue #2 of E-MAIIL MAGAZINE.

Routine 1s like a plant that needs constant care and attention.
But, despite me doing everything Google tells me, my house plant
1s on 1ts last leaves.

I'm finding 1t increasingly difficult to focus. I'm telling you
this because I think 1i1it’s important to be open about the way our
collective trauma 1s affecting us. I don’'t believe that we owe the
world productivity during this time. Like many people have already
argued, I think it’s an important time to re-assess our attitude
to productivity and what i1t means for the world. But I do believe
in this project and providing a platform that hosts a wvariety of
voices that have relevant and exciting things to say.

I'm trying my best to keep this coming to you each week, but as
the pieces get more complex and the magazine evolves, 1ssues may
become monthly or bi-monthly, especially when lockdowns are lifted
and the contributors and I return to work. We’ll see.

Of course, no one has made any money from this project. I’'m working
to find ways to change this so writers and artists can get some
dosh. I think artists deserve compensation for their time and
labour and I hope that E-MAIL MAGAZINE can eventually provide
this.

Some 1deas I'm considering are optional Patreon subscriptions (I
think these conversations should be accessible and I don’'t want to
paywall them), running ads for relevant small businesses, and
approaching funding bodies. But, for any of these to work, this ma-
gazine’'s following still needs to grow.

If you like the magazine and are 1interested in supporting it, I
would ask you to share it with your friends. You can send them the
download 1link, share our 1Instagram posts, or Just message
(e-mai1l?) people about it. If you help us expand our reach, we will
be able to bring you a lot more with the time and resources given
to us. To everyone who has done this already, thank you.

Thank you also to Ingeborg Stavdal, Amelia Berry, and Jessica Lim,
this week’s contributing writers. Thank you to Sebastian Quast,
our featured artist, for your time, art, and words, and thank you
to Yana Wernicke & Jonas Feige for your time as well.

We’'re working on some great pieces over the next few weeks and I'm
incredibly excited to share them with you.

I do truly believe in this project and I will continue to water it
and try to give 1t what 1t needs to grow — maybe I’'1ll sing to it
while no one’s around.

As always, feel free to contact me i1f you have anything to say.

Much 1love,

J
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objects with amelia berry: keyboards
by amelia berry

When Albert Camus wrote ‘The Myth of Sisy-
phus’, he was trylng to answer the most 1im-
portant question in philosophy. Namely,
what’s the point 1n being alive? Why should
we even bother? The conclusion that he comes
to (major spoiler warning for ‘The Myth of
Sisyphus’), 1s that even though life 1is
pretty much pushing a rock up a hill over
and over agaln until you die, there’s actu-
ally a lot to love about the rock. An 1infi-
nite amount of detail to appreciate. Maybe
even some lichen.

This 1s something which has been on my mind
recently, ever since listening to an album

called ‘Mechanical Keyboard Sounds: Recor-

dings Of Bespoke And Customised Mechanical

Keyboards’. Which 1s, yes, exactly what 1t

sounds like.

Listening to the hypnotically rhythmic tap-
ping of the IBM 5140, I thought about my own
relationship with typing. For someone who
spends most of every day writing on a compu-
ter keyboard, I’'ve spent precious little
time developling an aesthetic appreciation
for them. My taste 1n keyboards 1s neilither
developed, nor discriminating. And while I
won’t be dishing out for a new one any time
soon, I figured that I might as well learn
to appreciate the one I’ve got.

Writing this, I’'ve been dolng my best to pay
attention to the quality of sound. The per-
cussive click-clack gallop of the keys like
skittering footsteps. I’'ve been trying to
focus on the aesthetic experience of pres-
sing the keys. The resistance, the spring,
thelir eager receptiveness to touch. I’'ve
also been thinking about something that Wil-
liam Morris, another dead man said, “Have
nothing 1n your house that you do not know
to be useful, or believe to be beautiful.” I
used to take this to mean that 1f something
was useful, 1t didn’t need to be beautiful,
but now I'm starting to see that maybe use
has a beauty all its own.

@extravagant pudding









YOUR COMMUNIST ART COLLECTIVE / FEMINIST READING GROUP

CAN

KISS MY ASS

by jessica lim

imagine all the bodies vyou threw out into the snow
to keep us safe
our privatized bodies hide the blood.

I AM TRYING TO ESCAPE.

Sometimes I think about how the most empathetic people are the least empathetic
people.
I want to have hope 1in this world but it 1s always somehow draining away from me.

I'm 1in this house and 1it's on fire but somehow 1t’s also allgoods.

Imagine 1f the kaupapa for your art manifesto was to steal people’'s writing, pub-
lish i1t under your own name and then bleet on about ‘individualism 1s colonialism’
lol #preach

Imagine doling a poetry reading, but only laughing at your own jokes.

Imagine making fun of “Queer white ppl” for the simple reason that they present as
white. #classconciousness #intersectionality

My favorite thing 1s trying to blend in with the rest of the people around me.
Yeah, I don’t care 1f I'm seen I just don’t wanna be seen by
u

I should start a business.
In niche lifestyle services.
If your niche lifestyle service 1s giving people PTSD then you’ve nailed 1it.

Once I got kicked out of a feminist reading group for sleeping with someone #woke
J burn me on the cross like Jesus
A Nike tick, but unironically on the cover of Hegel’s Phenomenology of Spirit.

Splirit 1s reason, haven’t u heard?

Total beauty and health.
A luxury brand exploiting children for labour.

“BECAUSE PHILOSOPHY IS BORN OF THE CONDITION OF SADNESSY

Sometimes I think about this one time I got so fucked over by woke artists I star-
ted to think of get rich quick schemes.
I was so depressed that I would lay in my bedroom til you would come scrape me up

off the floor.
Relax and unwind..

I still get triggered when I remember that WMA asking me to work for free ‘for the
love of art’

BBHMM

I had a panic attack on the Paris metro, but by the time I made 1t to the Eiffel
tower. I remembered the message he sent that said ‘I hope you enjoy being alo-
ne...forever’

And while eating my baguette
I giggled

Into the cinematic stillness
Of the stupidity of the world.
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