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magazine, aimed at facilitating an open space for organic
questioning and the sharing of ideas in a laid-back and
accessible format.

Sales of all issues go to covering printing, paper and
editorial costs, and we are not able to pay or in any way
compensate for participation in Shoebox Magazine, but
aim to give our contributors a platform to share and
explore their creative expressions and thoughts.

We print limited numbers, distribute them in bookstores,
events and privately, aiming to give each contributor a
physical copy of the issue they are in.

In line with these commitments, all issues are available for
free as PDF on the website.

You are free to reprint, distribute and share
Shoebox Magazines in any way you like.

Dennis Farnsworth (Founder and editor-in-chief)
Lumi Androvic Muzio (Co-editor)

For critique, inquiries, or to be part in shaping coming
issues, please do not hesitate to get in touch.

@shoebox.magazine
shoeboxmagazine.org
magazine.shoebox@gmail.com

“There is hardly any contact
more depressing to a young
ardent creature than that of

a mind in which years full of
knowledge seem to have issued
in a blank absence of interest
or sympathy”

George Eliot
Middlemarch (1871)






N tThiS
) U

What is Postcombobulation? 1-4
Introduction to Shoebox #5

By editors Dennis Farnsworth and Lumi Androvic Muzio

@shoebox.magazine

Dud 5-8
By Bink ter Weijde
@b1l.nk

Anger in Her Throat Like a Stone 9-10
By Nouf Alharthi
@ nouf

How to Stay Alive in the Modern World: 11-14
A Step by Step Guide

By Yoseph Maguire

@yosephintechnicolor

The Discombobulated Helsinki Biennal 2025: 15-16
Is Third Time the Charm?

By Helmi Kukka Karki

@helmikukkakarki

That’'s When | Ate Some of Her 17-18
By Mira Wood
@mirawooood

SPONS2 19-24
By SPONS (Alice Harrling, Rolf Jacobson, Henrik Luhr)
@sponsrad.studio

What’s Your Media? 25-26
Shoebox Hits The Streets

fig tree
By Ines Kukri¢
@ineskukric

Role Models:

A Call for Collaborators
By Ahmad Nageeb
@ahmanageeb

Not a Single Word in Vain / 8y344e 34=ly doalS Yo

By Natheir Malkawi / gslSle ,nd5 o4
@natheir_malkawi -

Deep Woods Triangle
By Tom Allsop
www.tomasallsop.com

Photosynthesis of the Soul
(Rising in Beljing)

By Ethan Lieutet Khnafo
@ethanlk.world

Gametime
By Victor Friedrich Bachmann
@iamvieeggo777

UNTITLED, SOBER_ENLIGHTENMENT
By Alice Harrling
@alicex10000

Mythologies
By Sylvie Roshier Jacob
sylviecatherinejacob@gmail.com

Tap, 2021
By Cristina Grohmann
@cristina_grohmann

Ocean of Words, Wasteful Times
Two Poems by Ahmed Shehata
@xvhmed

Brodsky
By Amir Mamin
@i_amamir

27-28

29-30

31-34

35-38

39-42

43-46

47-48

49-50

51

52

53-54



What is postcombobulation? How did it start?

When | finished my studies in Cairo, | was at a loss
as to what this magazine was or how to take it fur-
ther. | began to tell everyone around me how dis-
combobulated | was with what’s around me, what |
see in the news, and what’s happening in my own
life. Me being discombobulated became an inside
joke, and then one day it just went away. We were
at a bar and | told you that my discombobulation
had been alleviated, and you asked if | was post-
combobulated. The term was coined just like that.

Obviously, our theme is a spin on discombobula-
tion - being at a loss as to how to describe what's
happening around you or what you're feeling.
Postcombobulation is then the process of reaching
beyond that initial state of confusion. The words go
hand in hand.

For example, the other day | was thinking of one

of my favorite quotes from Oliver Twist. The book
is of course about Oliver’s hunger on the streets
of London, and Dickens is in many ways seen as

a champion for the oppressed. In the book the
narrator describes in one scene how Oliver gets his
hands on a piece of meat and begins to devour it
like there’s no tomorrow:

‘I wish some well-fed philosopher, whose meat and
drink turn to gall within him; whose blood is ice,
whose heart is iron; could have seen Oliver Twist
clutching at the dainty viands that the dog had ne-
glected. | wish he could have witnessed the horrible
avidity with which Oliver tore the bits asunder with
all the ferocity of famine. There is only one thing
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| should like better; and that would be to see the
Philosopher making the same sort of meal himself,
with the same relish.” (Chapter 4)

However, when you start to look into who Dickens
really was, you run into things that show a different
picture, for example in his piece The Noble Savage
from 1853. Saying that these contradictions are

a form of discombobulation might seem silly. But
again, you get to the point where you're at a loss
for words. How do | reconcile Dickens’ solidarity
with Oliver Twist when | also know what views he
held of other people? It goes for anything.

What you’re saying about this in-between
reminds me of studying Mrs Dalloway in high
school. Virginia Woolf was going away from
this very male and rigid way of writing with a
clear narrative arc, and there’s a scene in the
beginning where Mrs Dalloway walks through
London and a car with blacked out windows
drives by. She writes through this free indi-
rect discourse, where the perspectives are
constantly jumping, and in the scene, she
jumps between all these different people

on the street as they wonder who might be
inside.

It’'s discombobulating because it’s not very
easy to follow, but it’s also postcombobulat-
ing because it’s the human experience. The
human experience is not a clear narrative arc
with the structure you’ll see in Dickens, for
example, and | find it interesting when some-
one can use the personal perspective to talk
about something important, without doing it
in a conventional academic way.
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A conversation between editors Dennis Farnsworth and
Lumi Androvic Muzio about postcombobulation and Shoebox #5
From 21 November 2025 in The Hague, The Netherlands

When | look at Shoebox | also find it interest-
ing that we read through a lot of entries that
are so different. It becomes a soup of ideas,
thoughts and images with so many different
perspectives that we have to make sense of
and piece together.

Furthermore, | think that the previous issues
of this magazine were all discombobulated
and postcombobulated as well, because you
had a random set of submissions, with no
guideline or theme. You could say that the
ideology or theme of Shoebox is the discom-
bobulation itself.

Yes, and piecing these things together becomes
our act of postcombobulating.

[ always liked the idea that if you can’t hide some-
thing, show it. I'm trying to embrace it in my daily
life but also in relation to this project. If we can’t
hide the seemingly confused nature of Shoebox,
why not put that right up front?

You also get this meta-thing with our theme be-
cause it’s just... postcombobulation, Shoebox
Magazine: what actually even is this? What does
our word mean? And what does it mean that the
ideology of this magazine is discombobulation?

[ agree with you though, and these ideas have
always been there in the project. But it's interest-
ing how it's spun around to the point where the
essence of Shoebox Magazine is simply that it's a
Shoebox.

When we coin a word like postcombobulation and

Artwork by Lumi Androvic Muzio
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use it as our theme, it’s ultimately serving the same
purpose, but in a more conscious way. | think that’s
important as we take this project further.

There’s this book | read called At the Exis-
tentialist Cafe by Sarah Bakewell. There was
a chapter about Kierkegaard where she de-
scribes how he used to love walking around
in Copenhagen and hanging around in bars.
He used to describe this activity as “taking a
people bath.”

| love that. Shoebox is in the spirit of Kierkegaard.
We’re bathing in people.

It’s hard to come up with these words, but
when you see that someone else said it be-
fore, you get super postcombobulated. “Hey
Dennis! I’'m gonna go to the bar and take a
people bath.” It’s perfect.

We’re doing the same thing in many ways.
From discombobulation we made postcom-
bobulation, but we weren’t searching for it. It
just came to us by looking inwards.

[t's funny because I've always been confused doing
Shoebox because it's been such a work in process
not always knowing what | was doing. But now

that we're working on the 5th issue together, | can
really feel myself postcombobulating to the point
where the word becomes more than just a theme
for contributors.

How do you connect working on your own
and working with me?

You and | see things in different ways, and for
Shoebox it’'s making it so much better. What I've
been doing before has been so ingrained in me:
the open space, anti-elitism, and of course the
endless question of authority and what it means
to reject or accept a submission. While there have
been good conversations happening in the issues
already, you get to the point where you feel like
you hit a wall, and you have to resituate yourself.
Doing it with you is taking it to the next level.

| think I’'m a bit harsher than you as a critic
also.

You are harsher than me, and our opinions differ.
But that’s great because it lets us confront this
project together. | try to put it in relation to the
contributors, too, because it's a huge responsibility
to include all these individual people’s work and
thoughts. It simply doesn’t work if one person does
it all. | get ideas from you and | hope you get ideas
from me.

I’'m always wondering how we can make sure that
a contributor is happy to be in Shoebox. Especially
since it's such a small thing and we're doing it out
of pocket.

I mean, | think it means a lot to people to see
all the different places that the magazine is
available in. But | also think of it in relation
to social media and the internet. If someone
asks me if | want to be on their website I'd
say fine, sure. But something printed? There
is so much more gravity to that. So | think
that when someone sees that the physical
copy of what they wrote or the picture of
their work is physically available in different
places around the world, | think that makes
them very happy to participate in the proj-
ect.

| also think that if we’re gonna pay money

to print Shoebox we really need to consider
what it is that we want to publish. The open
space and anti-elitism is still there, but | think
there’s something to be said about these
things being inherent in making a selection
and curating the issues. We can’t just pub-
lish people because they are our friends or
because we feel some sort of obligation to
include everything.

Yes, that’s true.
How do you postcomboulate?

[t's been about finding my voice. In many ways

the whole idea of Shoebox has been to create the
magazine for other people. But you ultimately fail
at that because you can’t get away from the fact
that a magazine is always going to be an extension
of its editors.

[t goes back to the concept of neutrality and that
it’s an almost pointless thing to aspire to because
it's impossible to be completely detached from
something you do. Like | said earlier, knowing that
| can embrace this idea of showing rather than
hiding has really postcombobulated me.

It’s interesting because in a way your post-
combobulation is about finding a voice and
when | think about it myself it’s about taking
a step back from my voice. How can | take a
step away from my opinions and my precon-
ceived notions of what is right and wrong?
What is cool and what isn’t? What’s success-
ful and what’s a failure? For example, | find
bad writing very hard to read. But then the
question becomes what bad writing even is.
This is where we meet in this project.

Yeah that’s super interesting. For me, the question
is always what right one has to say that some writ-
ing is good and some isn’t. | know that someone
could say the same thing about me and that’s why
| try to detach my voice and opinions. But | think
we’re postcombobulating by finding each other in
the middle.

Exactly. That’s a handshake.

What do you think about curating this issue?

We were talking the other day about the or-
der of submissions in this issue and that we
want it to go from discombobulation to post-
combobulation. But ultimately, when some-
one makes an artwork or writes something in
a state of confusion, it automatically entails
a moment of postcombobulation, so | think
these words, as well as each submission con-
tains those elements hand in hand.

Yes, that’s what | mean with Shoebox being meta.
Postcombobulation is really just discombobulation
in the end. But that’s what’s so interesting to me
- there are no set rules. Embracing this is what |
think this issue is about.

| also think we have to look at what a maga-
zine is to begin with. The first thing someone
sees is often the centerfold, and what usual-
ly grabs someone’s attention is imagery. So,
if a reader sees Shoebox for the first time,
how do we make sure that it says something
about postcombobulation and about all of
this that we’re talking about?

The grander postcombobulation in Shoe-
box for me is: “Look. Here is what people

are thinking, here’s what people are writing
about and here’s what people are making art
about.”

So what we’re doing is taking these dispa-
rate elements that don’t seem connected,
because confusion is really just the nature of
being an artist or a writer or even a person.
Maybe there’s some space in this vagueness
for readers to piece things together in their
own way. We don’t wanna spoonfeed them
everything. You’ve gotta trust your audience,
you know?

Shoebox #5 Postcombobulation
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Nouf Alharthi

Anger in Her Throat Like a Stone

‘Before this became a story, it was
a nightmare | had last summer
while | was far from home during
the 12-day Iran-Israel war. It stayed
with me, and | wrote from that
space, away from Arabic - the
language that always speaks
through me - to create a distance.”

The sky was orange, not the gentle “Instagram sun-
set” kind, but the desperate kind that looks like it is
trying too hard to impress before breaking down.
The horizon quivered, filters stacked on filters, and
the sirens tuned themselves into the city’s heart-
beat. People queued for coffee. The world smoked,
but sure, Sarah, grab another oat milk latte.

And of course, he was there.

Her ex. Her apocalypse partner. Her emotional
unpaid intern.

He caught her hand as if the collapsing sky had
granted him tenure over it. His palm was slick. She
did not pull away. When the sky’s collapsing, your
standards tend to follow.

He studied her with that last scene of the movie
gaze, the one that expects violins, redemption,
maybe a soft fade to black. The air smelled like
metal. Her laugh stuck somewhere behind her
teeth.

They drifted along the Corniche past shop win-
dows where mannequins froze mid pose, still sure
of their angles. The ocean frothed, pretending
relevance. Heat shimmered over the pavement.
The sky pulsed like an open wound.

Words circled between them, heavy with unsaid
things. He filled the silence the way he always did,
by mistaking noise for comfort. The bench near
Bab Al Bahrain waited, same as ever. He lounged
like the city owed him a sunset. She watched the
streetlights blink awake one by one, each a tired
eye refusing to close.

Then he said, “It’s kind of beautiful.”

She almost laughed. Almost screamed. Almost
tipped him into the water.

Beautiful.

He said it like a tourist describing fireworks. The
sirens harmonized behind him. Smoke curled up-
ward, spelling don’t trust anyone across the sky.

Her laugh finally escaped, sharp and misplaced. It
cracked through the heat like glass.

A song slipped out under her breath, Dhayaok

by Khalid Al Shaikh, its melody threading through
static, her pulse keeping time. He watched her, still
selling his brand of closure.

“‘Don’t close every door,” he said.

The words hung there, brittle. The air buzzed,
sharp with heat and sirens. She blinked once.

And suddenly, she was in a laundromat in Al Juffair.

The world had folded in on itself, traded smoke

for fluorescent light. Machines churned quietly,
each one a small storm contained in glass. The air
smelled of detergent and endings. Her reflection
looked back at her, damp-eyed, pretending she
wasn’t shaking.

Tears came quiet, hot enough to steam the win-
dow. The city outside still glowed the wrong color.
Somewhere, a fire alarm kept score.

He had called it beautiful.
She had almost agreed.

Now the word burned her tongue. Beauty had been
a lie, a costume he draped over ruin.

She slid to the floor, humming again, her voice low
and cracked. The hum steadied her. The machines
whirred back like a chorus.

Outside, the sky deepened to bruise. Inside, some-
thing solid gathered beneath her ribs, a weight not
leaving, just settling.

Anger did not shout. It built.
[t built a room.



You are:

- A flag ripped from its pole
O —_t C}\ - Wrapped up around a rhomboid metallic sculpture
— O W | - As the wind never ceases.
- Or

- A listlessly draped sheet.
- Silk over a tangled mass of knives, brass tacks and nails,

> . - That was pulled from the sea floor.
& ‘ ‘ - splendor caught.
- trapped.
| am:

- In pain with every word | write. Nothing is correct.
O Q r Every choice is wrong.
Step Two:

When you're sitting on the couch with your laptop in your lap and

your cat grabs your hand and pulls it ontop of him so that he can
W r have the weight of your body comfort him, stop typing.

| haven't stopped typing.

Have you seen the modern world?
—_ Be careful, you’ll miss it.
\ \ “You can’t trust anything you read on the internet.”

‘I met my best friend on Club Penguin.”

) Digital Capitalism demands buyers and sellers!
- Sellers are Influencers.
- They are at Coachella.
- You are on your couch,

- or at Coachella, existing as a backdrop in the fake veneer
By Yoseph Maguire crafted for selling.

A | c_l Q How to identify a Dead Soul:
- hollow (try knocking to see)

- can be purchased (by proxy, ask Tchitchikov for guidance)

Am | dead yet?
Step One:

Gouge your eyes out.
11



The fiften milliseconds of fame:

You // less depressed.

Them // doubletap.

Scroll. Doubletap. Scroll. Doubletap. Scroll.
The Platform // profit.

To stay alive you have to remember you exist.
(How do | know you exist?)
(How do you know you exist?)

Step Three:
Fuck off.

Dead souls... They are so loud, always posting! Everywhere!
The dead litter the streets.
The streets are online.

When the automobile first arrived, many died.
“Vroom Vroom! I'm in me mum’s car!”

In response to the mass casualties, they widened the roads and crimi-
nalized walking in the streets. Now, streets were for cars, or the dead.
This meant:

- No more markets,

- no more walking.

- No more apartments,

- N0 markets nearby.

- Drive, baby, drivel!

Step Three:
Do you get it yet? Are you afraid?

Are you not embarazzed? This is really embarazzing.

Step Three:
Make sure to go insane,
and follow a consistent skincare routine.

Step Four:
This is how you stay alive.
To stay alive you remember you exist.

To stay alive you remember the pain of lost love
13

To stay alive you remember the soaring joy

of authentic human connection.

Can you stay alive in the modern world?

Medicate, baby, Medicate!

To stay alive in the modern world you must delete your social media.
To stay alive in the modern world you must try keto.

It might cure your epilepsy.

To stay alive in the modern world you must acknowledge your death.
To stay alive in the modern world you are dead.

To stay alive in the modern world you find yourself in a palace,
without walls or people or anything except the idea

that somehow you are in a palace.

To stay alive in the modern world

you must face the closeness of your death, and then count backwards
Ten, Nine, Eight, Seven, Six, Five, Four, Three, Two, One. Zero.
Negative One. Negative Two. Negative Three...

To stay alive you are too late.

To stay alive you should have been born to a wealthier family.

To stay alive you should throw your phone into a river.

To stay alive you should throw yourself into a river.

To stay alive you cling to something, anything.

To stay alive your knuckles are white.

To stay alive your hands fall off.

To stay alive your brain collapses.

To stay alive your neck grows swollen.

To stay alive your eyes dry up and

To stay alive you use a pestle and mortar

to crush your dried eyes into a fine powder.

You'll need about half a teaspoon for this specific recipe.

Can you imagine: lying there in your casket, still scrolling?
Here you are, still scrolling.

Step Five:

Breathe. Cry until you laugh. Live.
| want you to live.
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Yayoi Kusama: Flowers that Bloom Tomorrow, 2011. Helsinki Art Museum (HAM,).
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elmi Kukka Karki

The Discombobulated Helsinki Biennial 2025:
Is Third Time the Charm?

A few minutes into the walk, you realise you're
completely alone. Your fellow passengers from the
boat that took you to the Vallisaari Island, the main
location of the Helsinki Biennial, have disappeared
into the woods. Occasionally, the song of birds
gives way to the distant hum of the city traffic
floating over the sea, reminding the visitor that the
mainland is not as far as it seems despite the illu-
sion of solitude. But right now, right here, amongst
the forest ponds, mossy bunkers and wildflowers,
time and mind begin to slow down.

Though this third edition of Helsinki Biennial un-
folds across three different locations, its heart
and soul are firmly rooted on the Vallisaari Island,
a once restricted military zone that has served as
the main backdrop for the biennial since its debut
in 2021. Once again, the artworks that compose
this year’s exhibition delicately thread through the
nature and history of the island. This year’s theme,
“shelter”, is embodied in the carefully intentional
placements of the pieces. Following the delicate
soundscape of the island, the artworks themselves
contribute to the silence by melting into the
island’s landscape.

The power of the biennial lies in its modesty. Unlike
the monumental spectacle that most biennials
chase, Helsinki Biennial lets its works remain min-
imal, blending into the rock and soil of the island
and the sea surrounding it. Some of the works, like
Tue Greenfort’s Limulus Polyphemus Lampisaari
(Pond Island), 2025, covered from sight behind
rocks in shallow waters, would vanish completely
without an occasional sign grabbing the viewers’
attention. In a setting like this, the audience
becomes a seeker. The walks in between the pieces
feel like small pilgrimages where the audience is
guided through solitude. One arrives to the island
for art but gets lost in nature. This feeling evoked
caters towards the goal of the biennial’s theme:
coexistence with the non-human. While the art-
works speak of grand, though slightly overused,
themes such as natural crises and interspecies
dependence, they do so without forced spectacle.
On Vallisaari island, the biennial’s curators’ Bianca
de la Torre and Kati Kivinen’s curation plays with
humility, both in form and in tone.

The biennial shines in the tension it creates
between art and space, spectacle and silence. Yet,
this tension is also where its growing pains begin
to show. Supporting Vallisaari Island, the event also
takes place at Helsinki Art Museum (HAM) and the
Esplanadi park in the city centre. Unfortunately,

where the curation on the island feels intentional
and sensitive to its site, the other venues struggle
with coherency. The curation of these locations
seems much lazier and thus weaker compared to
Vallisaari, especially at Helsinki Art Museum (HAM).
The grand curatorial texts with big words and
vague art-speak promise a lot, yet the artworks
themselves do not deliver. On the level of ideas,
most of the artworks at HAM seem sort of half-
done, sometimes also even on the level of execu-
tion. None of the works evoke the viewers interest
individually. Though the texts claim otherwise,
nearly nothing new or interesting is being said.

Additionally, the park display at Esplanadi feels a
bit more like a promotional gesture than genuine
curation. The spatial rhythm and well-paced
contemplation present on the island are completely
lacking here. This attempt to bring the biennial to
the heart of the city feels like an awkward inter-
ruption instead of the smooth intervention of art
within urban life it clearly wants to be.

What piqued my interest at all the locations was
the exclusion of the artists’ nationalities; a move
that helps free both the artist, the artwork, and the
viewer from geographic biases and expectations. It
allows the art and the artists to be experienced on
their own terms, not as representatives of their re-
spective countries unlike in Venice, where national
representation is an essential part of the biennial’s
core purpose. Considering geographical represen-
tation, it is impossible not to notice the

abundance of Séami
artists, like the duo
Jenni Laiti & Carl-
Johan Utsi and their
video Teardrops of
Our Grandmother,
2023.

The presence of a few
high-profile names
such as Yayoi Kusama
and Olafur Eliasson
adds to the confusion.
While such inclusions
might add to the
broader audience’s
curiosity, they sit un-
comfortably within the
otherwise subtle and
reflective tone of the
biennial. There is a fine
line between strategy

and cheap spectacle, and in this case, the latter
has started to overshadow the first. This loud
measure of courting audiences raises a question:
Who is this biennial really for? International audi-
ences, the local community, or the circuits of the
global art world? Unlike at bigger biennials, there is
no great biannual pilgrimage to Helsinki during the
event; the audience consists mostly of locals and
tourists who were coming to the city anyway.

The broader ambitions of the Helsinki Biennial
remain slightly tangled. As stated on the biennial’s
website, its goals include transforming Helsinki
‘into an art capital with wide appeal as a cultural
destination” and “to establish Helsinki Biennial as
one of the most well-known biennials in the world”.
These ambitions sit uneasily next to its most suc-
cessful aspects: intimacy, reflection, and modesty.
Bigger is not always better, and a smaller player
trying to fill in bigger shoes has the risk of creating
something awkwardly in-between. The biennial’s
future shouldn’t include competing with bigger
ones but resisting their models altogether. In the
end, what Helsinki Biennial gives us is not answers
but atmospheres. A promenade in nature, paced
by art. An open question about being human in

a world bigger than humanity. And maybe that’s
enough, not to make Helsinki the next global art
capital, but to make it something rarer: a place
where art doesn’'t demand attention but waits
quietly for the right audience to find it.

Jenni Laiti & Carl-Johan Utsi: Teardrops of Our Grandmother, 2023. Helsinki Art Museum (HAM).
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SPONS

SPONSZ2
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SPONS is short for the word sponsor, which refers
to a legal entity or private individual who knowingly
provides financial support or services to another
business in exchange for something in return.

To sponsor someone is to help with expectations
attached. In The Hunger Games by Suzanne Col-
lins, the main character, Katniss Everdeen, quickly
realizes that she must make people like her, as her
likability could literally save her life. The structure
of the games allows her to gain so-called sponsors
- wealthy individuals who can help her survive and
potentially win. These sponsors provide her with
essential items such as food and medicine - crucial
resources that ultimately contribute to her survival
and victory.

In our world, sponsorship is a livelihood for many.
Promoting the latest Nocco flavor or Caia’s new
makeup palette can be a significant source of
income. But what would happen if all sponsors
disappeared? Would influencers finally be able to
take a break, as Antonija Mandir joked about during
the pandemic? One can only hope. Even though
sponsorships are vital, it raises the question: Should
we be so obsessed with chasing sponsors,
connections, or clout? The very word becomes a
kind of inner struggle for us. Could we, as
influencers, manage without sponsors?

It's about creation and creation is about context.
[t's about being among like-minded individuals who
share your thoughts, ideas, and aspirations.
Surrounding yourself with people who create in the
same spirit enhances your own creativity. It offers a
source of inspiration and opens the door to mean-
ingful discussion and dialogue. Dialogue is essential,
not just for development, but for giving your work
meaning. Being around people who are passionate,
driven, and talented provides motivation, purpose,
and growth. It allows for experimentation and
understanding. It’s production. This is what it takes
to create something that feels meaningful, enjoy-
able, and fulfilling and, of course, something that
delivers a worthy result.

That is SPONS.

A creative collective based in Arsta, Stockholm.
Started September 2024

The members are:

Alice Harrling

Rolf Jacobson

Henrik Luhr

This is SPONS2, their second production.
SPONST was an exhibiton in Stockholm.
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What’s your media?
Jag heter Mira Wood,
jag ar 25 och nastan tolv
manader. Jag fyller 26 om
en vecka. Min media &r en
upplédggning av Ulysses

av James Joyce last av tre
dudes som sitter i ett rum.
Mellan varje kapitel ar det
en fiddle som spelar. De
kan inte hélla sig och sk-
rattar mellan varje kapitel
for att vissa kan inte lasa
upp det. Det ar min media.

Translation: My name is
Mira Wood. I'm 25 years
old and almost twelve
months. | turn 26 in a
week. My media is a rendi-
tion of Ulysses by James
Joyce read by three dudes
sitting in a room. Between
each chapter there’s a
fiddle playing and they
can’t hold themselves and
laugh in between because

some of them can’t read it.

That’'s my media.
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What’s your media?
Jag heter Mans Fridlizius
Lindberg. This CD. Just
bought it from second
hand. From Dubai to Mar-
rakech. Jag gillar det. Jag
tycker det kdnns schysst
liksom i det har vinter-
landskapet att foras till
Marrakech.

Transation: My name is
Mans Fridlizius Lindberg.
This CD. Just bought it
from second hand. From
Dubai to Marrakech. You
know, | like it. | think it's
nice in you know, this
winter landscape, to be

transported to Marrakech.

What’s your media?

My name is Helmi Kukka Kérki and my
media is Hinge profiles. Save me from
Finnish men!

What’s your media?

Jag heter Leon Grinberg-
er. Jag ar 25. Min media ar
This Past Weekend med
Theo Von och Joaquin
Phoenix. Den sag jag idag
nar jag duschade och den
var valdigt bra. Det ar en
podcast och de pratade
om hans pappa och att

de tappat bort hans aska
och jag tyckte det var
valdigt bra. Pappans aska
var borta och hela familjen
forsokte leta reda pa det.
Jag kénde igen mig typ,
kanske.

Translation: My name

is Leon Grunberger. I'm
25 and my media is This
Past Weekend with Theo
Von and Joaquin Phoenix.
| watched it today when |
was taking a shower and it
was very good. It’s a pod-
cast and they were talking
about their dad and that
they had lost their ashes
and | thought it was very
good. The dad’s ashes
were gone and the entire
family was trying to find
them and | related to it,
almost. Maybe.

What’s your media?

My name is Isil Ercanli, I'm
22. My media is this book
| picked up from the store
next door. It’s called How
Infrastructure Works, by
Deb Chachra. It's about
how different kinds of
infrastructure works.
Energy, roads, telephones,
communications and how
they can be tools for
political power.

What’s your media?
Far jeg snakke norsk?

Ja.

Mitt navn er Susanna Serensen,
og jeg er 27 ar gammel. Mitt
medium er podkaster. Det er det
jeg konsumerer aller mest, og jeg
vil trekke fram to podkaster. Den
ene podkasten er litt mer serigs,
den heter ‘Hva er kunst?’. Anbefal-
er. Det er ogsa noen episoder pa
engelsk. Og pa en litt mer humor-
istisk side, men fortsatt ogsa lit
kulturelt serigs, har vi ‘Balet’. Det
er to ganske nye podkaster, begge
to. S& anbefaler. Anbefaler veldig
mye.

Translation: Can | speak
Norwegian?

Yes.

My name is Susanna Serensen,
and I'm 27 years old. My media is
podcasts. It's what | consume the
most, and I'd like to mention two
of them. One is a bit more serious
and is called ‘Hva er kunst?’ I'd
highly recommend it, and there
are also some episodes in English.
Then, on a more humorous note,
but still culturally serious, we have
‘Balet.’ Both podcasts are quite
new, and | would highly recom-

mend them. 26
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Ahmad Nageeb

Role Models

A Cal |l FOfr
COllakorator S

“‘Role Models is an autobiographical essay and chapter from a
longer work called My Father Doesn’t Smile. It is part male
dissection table and an ongoing experiment in tracing masculinity
through silence, failure, and badly timed jokes. It began as a
literary project about my father’s quiet influence on me but turned
into a sociological safari through Arab manhood: men who love,
ghost, overthink, and quote films on dating apps.

At its core, it’'s a search for a new language for men, one that can
hold both fragility and pride without sounding like a TED Talk. | write
about awkwardness, fatherhood, friendship, and the eternal struggle
of Arab men trying to ‘open up’ while still pretending not to care.

I'm now looking to collaborate with artists, filmmakers, illustrators, and
sound designers who want to stretch this project beyond the page.
Think hybrid essays, short video pieces, or even meme-level
philosophical meditations on manhood.

If you’ve ever tried to explain your feelings to a man and failed
miserably, you are one click away from submitting the application to
collaborate on this.”

Email address: anmadnageeb.k@gmail.com
Phone number: +201015517261
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My cousin Hamasa and | were once trying to draw
a pie chart of the reasons behind his anxiety. We
both agreed that our uncle Mostafa would take the
largest slice. Maybe seventy percent, if we were
being generous. The man was practically a one-
man trauma factory.

Mostafa wasn’t just any uncle. He was the family’s
longest-running horror franchise. He arrived late to
the family, was a surprise baby to my grand-
parents, and then grew up surrounded by women
who adored him too much, too early. When my
mother and aunt got married, he treated their
husbands like kidnappers who had stolen his two
favorite toys. It makes sense in hindsight, our
family doesn’t really produce villains; we just spoill
men until they turn into one.

My mother always said he was a “sensitive child.”
In Egyptian families, that’s a polite way of saying
psychopath in progress. The story everyone tells
is that at my mother’s engagement party, little
Mostafa, six years old, full suit, shiny shoes, sat in
my father’s chair beside the bride and refused to
move. Everyone laughed. | don’t think that this was
the first time someone mistook control for charm
in this family.

By the time | was born, Mostafa had already per-
fected the art of psychological warfare. He'd steal
my toys and say it was “for my own good,” like
some twisted life coach. When | cried, my mother
would just sigh, “You know how your uncle is, | told
you not to bring them here,” she’'d say with the

same tone people use when it rains during a picnic.

My grandmother’s house smelled like cardamom,
boiled herbs, and unresolved issues. She led a
mosque circle that was less about religion and
more like a rural version of group therapy. They’d
talk about God, yes, but also about whose son’s
hernia operation went wrong and whose

cousin was cursed with a missing testicle. | learned
more about anatomy from that mosque than from
school.

Mostafa hated those gatherings. He hated noise,
women, and anything that reminded him of not
being in charge. He wasn’t religious, but he ran the
house like a temple where he was both the god
and the victim.

Sometimes, when he was in a good mood, he'd let
me watch him play video games. I'd get the pres-
tigious role of pressing the “fire” button while he
controlled everything else. If | got too excited and
asked to play, he’'d smirk. That kind of smirk that
brands itself into your nervous system and says
“‘Next time.” There was never a next time.

My cousins had it worse. He once locked them out
on the balcony and told them they were orphans
now. Another time, he farted, blamed it on one of
them, and demanded a confession. “A real man

admits his mistakes,” he said, as if flatulence was
a moral compass. Egyptians don’t call that mental
illness. They call it the devil playing with your head.

Years later, me and Hamasa would still talk about
Mostafa like he was a myth, part ogre, part uncle,
part unpaid therapist. “You know,” Hamasa said
once, ‘| think he shaped all of us.”

He wasn’t wrong.

Hamasa was five years younger, the family’s young-
est and most forgiven. He got away with almost ev-
erything. I'd give him ideas and he’'d execute them,
and I'd get the satisfaction of watching chaos
unfold without consequence. When | left Egypt for
Vietnam, | realized how much | had been perform-
ing for him — the role of the worldly older brother,
the one who left. | worried he’d inherit our family’s
silence.

He didn’'t. Or maybe he did, but he got very skilled
at disguising his anxiety into laughter.

When | came back, | saw how close he and my
father had become, and | liked it. | liked that my
father had finally made a friend | actually knew.
Sometimes, though, | was jealous of their ease —
the way they laughed, the way my father asked
about his short film like it was the most important
thing in the world. He never did that for my films,
though he once sent me money for a festival ticket
from Saigon to Czech. By then, Parkinson’s had
already stolen parts of his mind, and | didn’t dare
ask him why the sudden interest.

A couple of months after his passing, Hamasa told
me about the day they all drove me to the airport.
“When we came back,” he said, “your dad was quiet
for a while. Then he looked at me and said, I'm
going to be your friend now.”

| wish he had said that to me.

After all, | told myself that | know he loved me
more than anything in this world. | just wished

he could’ve come back to his old stern self for one
moment — so | could scream at him, and

confront him, and maybe get the fight we both de-
served. Sometimes love just stays unfinished, like
sentences he started and never got to finish on his
deathbed, and like me telling him that | love him,
but never really knowing if it ever made it to the
island in his mind that no one but him could sail to.
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Natheir Malkawi

Not a Single Word in Vain

Translated from Arabic by Dennis Farnsworth
*This is a short chapter from a work in progress

| was sitting in front of my laptop watching a
movie. A guy in his forties was telling a girl in her
twenties that they needed to part ways because

he had a feeling that, if they continued like this, he
would love her. | can’t remember if he said he said
he would fall in love with her or if he would love
her, but the question concerned me more than the
film itself. She started down the stairs, and the nar-
rator said it was at that exact moment she realized
she loved him, and so began their relationship.

She stopped on the second step down, and | came
to understand how every person has a life that
belongs to them alone and which cannot be shared
with anyone. Their taste in people, clothes, liter-
ature, music, food, what type of looks they find
attractive, or if they like the volume up or down.
They're all likes and dislikes of one single person.

Two people can meet and maybe even get to know
one another, but their lives will never truly merge.
It's also when they meet that love and even hate
can happen, because the existence of one is al-
ways bound by the possibility of the other.

| realize now, probably for the millionth time, that |
love Samarra and that the greatest wish | have is
for us to meet. But I've been shutting my eyes to
the fact that for one of us it'll end up in hate, while
the other remains suspended in love.

| pulled out my phone and wrote her a message as
brief as the moment of realization | just had: “So,
what now?” | deleted it and wrote: “/ love you,” but
it was just like the one before that, and whatever
came after it as well. | kept on writing and delet-
ing until | ran out of words and got up to walk.

| needed to tire myself. [t went on like this until
fear gripped my heart, and when [ lifted my head |
didn’'t know where | was. It was an endless walk, life
suspended like a limbo had materialized and be-
come real. It’'s gone to shit, but that’s just the way
it is. How else could it be?

| decided to face the unknown, and drove to Sa-
marra’s house. It was almost one in the morning,
and | thought her family must be sleeping. After
carelessly parking the car, | walked towards her
house. The lights were still on, so perhaps they
were all gathered in the living room, but it was
impossible to make anything out through the heavy
curtains.

Light drops of rain were falling, and ten minutes
had already passed. | knew | could ring the doorbell

31

and see Samarra. But | just stood there, motion-
less, not realizing that those ten minutes had been
a daze, triggered by the girl in the movie’s back-
ward glance and her decision not to descend the
stairs. All | grasped was the dread of those min-
utes, and that their passing would change nothing.
So | rang the doorbell and waited.

Samarra opened the door, and we stood face

to face with neither of us uttering as much as a
sound for a minute or two. | don’t know exactly for
how long we stood like that, but what | do know is
that we still hadn’t said a word when she grabbed
me by the collar and took me inside, eyes burning.

“Why did you come here?”

Before | could answer, she told me to whisper. | let
my eyes wander along the long, dimly lit hall. The
living room was to my left, and the rooms lined

up in sequence along the corridor, which seemed
wider than it was under the deceptive light. | looked
back to Samarra and told her | needed to write.
She turned towards my trembling fingers, so | cov-
ered them with my other hand, creating an illusion
of confidence.

| said | needed to write, and that there was no
room for discussion. She took hold of my trem-
bling hand and led me to the living room, seating
me on a couch hidden from view so that no one
walking down the corridor would see me unless
they entered the room.

She ordered me not to move, got me a glass of
water and told me to speak.

“What do you want me to tell you?”

She wanted me to explain why | had come. To tell

her about whatever it was that couldn’t wait until

morning, and about the scene | nearly caused, or

the one | had already made. | swore it hadn’t been
my intention to cause a scene but that the matter
couldn’t wait. Everything had to be written. If not,

my head would explode.

| began to tell her about how much | hate what
writers claim about writing being some sort of ther-
apy. It’s a lie. Or maybe not a lie exactly, but a lack
of understanding: an idea tossed around just be-
cause it seems so obvious. | swear to God writing
isn’t therapy, and | don’t swear in vain. But if we're
to attribute it to something, let’s say it's closer to
falling apart. Some taps on a button and you're
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pushed over the edge of a cliff - literally.

She was more resolute this time, and told me that
if I didn’t quit fooling around she’d kick me out. My
fingers began to tremble even more, so | asked if |
could light a cigarette. She went to crack open the
window a little, just like she always used to answer
questions with actions, problems with solutions,
and love with denial.

| pulled out a piece of paper from my pocket, only
to find her shaking her head.

“Talk to me,” she said, “you can’t show up out of
nowhere in the middle of the night and expect me
to do whatever makes you happy. Talk to me, and
I'll listen.”

| began to tell her about the dream | had last night,
from the beginning up until this very moment. The
dream explains everything, | said, and she almost
seemed convinced.

In the dream, she had killed herself by hanging

six years earlier, and although | was aware that it
wasn’t real, it felt so vivid. The news had been on
everyone’s lips until it settled on a birthday post
where her loved ones declared that she had found
a home in their hearts. Or in the heart - singular. It
made no difference.

You said hi to me, | remember it clearly. It was like

| hadn’t forgotten your voice as you used to greet
me: the “hello” which was so inseparable from the
mental image | had of your face. All of the sudden |
forgot what you sounded like. | tried to remember,
but | couldn’t, and the only thing that remained was
the image of your face. | searched the internet,
checked the accounts of your family, friends and
acquaintances. Nothing - your voice had vanished
into thin air.

| thought about the Eternal Return (or is it
reincarnation?) and that someone somewhere
on this earth must have inherited your voice, so
| began making plans to find that person, before
finding you personally.

| was with Rayana at what seemed like a coffee-
house. You were sitting beside us, but something in
the way you looked had changed. You were wear-
ing a purple suit jacket longer and slimmer than
what | remember you in usually, and even your face
seemed longer. | knew it was you, but | couldn’t,
and didn’t want to make sure of it, because | had
spent six years crying for you more than I'd ever
cried for anyone. What can a person do with them-
self when the very reason for their sorrow
suddenly disappears?

| would’ve died of despair if you were actually alive.

The day passed and | didn’t tell Rayana anything.
Your new face had begun to replace the old one,

33

and my world turned upside down. Everything was
hazy and | became obsessed with searching for you,
just so | could ask where you had been all this time.

The following day, | met Ghalib who, for all his
flaws, had never been lacking in bravery. | told him
about the lost voice, the face that had replaced the
old one and about the world that had undergone a
secret change that everyone felt but no one under-
stood. He said he’s got me, and when he saw my
confusion he repeated:

“I'm saying I've got you,” striking his chest.

He left me without any further explanation, and
about an hour later he sent me a clip of her, of you.
With the same purple outfit, stretched out face,
and features that, however they turned, reminded
only of what once was. He asked you bluntly:

“Are you Samarra?”

You nodded yes, and he continued to ask you
questions. From your replies, | understood that you
had become addicted to drugs, and that the only
way to avert scandal had been to declare you dead
in the harshest and most difficult of ways. No one
could have known.

“Not even Husam?”
“Not even Husam.”

| heard the answer, broke down in tears, and kept
on crying until | found myself knocking on your
door. | had to ask: Why?

“Why do you insist on turning me into a victimwhen
all I know in this life is self-hatred? For all my weak-
nesses, however great, | always push through and

pull myself back up again. Why don’t you love me?”

My fingers slipped from their hold. Trembling.

On any other day it would never have happened.
Fingers don’t act alone, but pass their vibrations to
the feet, then to the chest, which in moments like
these struggles to draw breath. Then the vibrations
reach the head, where words arrive in sound and
image, piling up endlessly, making it impossible

to follow: knocks, schools, my father, my mother,
interrogation, war, boycott, damned bastard. Even
the word “with,” when it clings to emotion: with
affection, with love, with respect, with sincerity, with
anger, with longing, with defeat, with Husam, with
Ghalib, with Rayana, with Samarra. Until when? And
to what end?

[ got up from my seat, my whole body trembling.
Without looking her in the eyes, | made for the
door, repeating:

‘I need to write. | need to write everything. Not a
single word in vain. Not a single word.”
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Tom Allsop

Deep Woods Triangle

35

Reproduction itself becomes an aesthetic condition.
The quiet failures that occur through repetition, when
an image is pushed towards uniformity but never
arrives. Tools for repeated accuracy and structure
regulate movement and discipline the hand, asking it
to perform a mechanical gesture through repetition
and restraint.

As the hand adapts, it begins to mimic the machine.
Gesture becomes learned, rehearsed, and efficient.
Yet this conformity is unstable. The body resists full
alignment. Fatigue, impatience, and restlessness
accumulate, allowing subtle variations to surface.
These deviations are not interruptions but evidence:
the human emerging from a framework designed to
suppress it.

Deep Woods Triangle (1, 2, 3), 2025, 24x28 cm

Halftone patterns drawn by ruling pen, loaded with
printer ink.
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/j’//f[[m'fﬂ]] get more testosterone

N0 matter the cost

(Rising in Beljing)

By Ethan Lieutet Khnano




Another time | was hunting you...
Beijing Daxing Airport, the 25th of February 2025, 11:35 am.

Burnt the midnight oil with the sole goal to enjoy the first glow of your
soul. Is it an addiction? A challenge? Maybe love?

00:30am

| touched land in the Northern Megapolis. Twelve hours, two targets.
Dandan noodles and an encounter with the love of my life. | jumped
on the express night bus driving towards the heart of the city.

4am

Thanks to the massive size of the city, it is not a difficult mission to
find some all-night eateries, compared to European capitals. With two
hours to spare, | filled my steaming bowl of noodles with an indulgent
amount of pickled string beans, intending to snack on them while
immersed in my novel. The novel | was deeply drawn to was On Earth
We’re Briefly Gorgeous, written by Ocean Vuong. At the corner of a
page, | stopped, stumbled, was astonished and fell upon two
sentences mentioning my dear lover:

“It must suck to be the sun, though. Cause you never see yourself if
you're the sun. You don’t even know where you are in the sky. Like
you don’t even know if you're round or square or even if you're ugly
or not. Like you can only see what you do to Earth, the colors and
stuff, but not who you are.”

This quote is an awful depiction of a soul close to my heart. Even
questioning the beauty of the guiding star seemed like blasphemy at
that exact moment. Even though the situation felt strangely comedic,
| couldn’t help but to open my mouth, letting out the breath of a
suffocated laugh. | was dedicating my night awaiting something or
someone | could never look at with my bare eye. How could | know if
it was pretty? Ugly? Would it matter that much?

5am

With a garlicky breath and a full belly, | was Parisian walking (walking
to a pace faster than 6km/h) the vast distance that separated me
from the city park where, with all the grace | could muster, | hoped to
grasp some answers to my interrogations. Time ticking, it was a one-
shot action. If this opportunity was missed, all of these efforts would

have been in vain.
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06:30am

Jingshan Park. A yellowish drop hovered at the tip of my nose; and on
my pinkish cheek was a tear, almost unnoticed on the numbed skin
stretched over sharp bones. And there it was. The immensity of the

world. As the day’s first glance touched the ocher roof of the
Forbidden City.

| felt like a grain of sand. A single, ridiculous grain of sand. And even
though, | was overwhelmed by gratefulness. Content. In a total trance
of limerence.

“It's only when you're closest to the end that you realize the worth
of living. Even if insignificant, the pleasure of the first rays of sun will
always be free. | adore life.”

T10am

Restless and ascended,
| rushed to the airport,
Slapped by reality.
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A boardgame by Victor Friedrich Bachmann
(Send results to victorfbachmann@gmail.com)

Nothing better than to reunite with your friends over a silly zine game.
A little brain teaser for the whole lot of you.

Follow these four simple steps and you will be blessed with the fruit of collective effort and the power of
strategic yet simple use of imagination.

This game is a quirky melange of different base systems placed in a grid of coordinates, a reference to
the language and coding of software. Taking inspiration from language inherently connected to the
internet, this game provides an opportunity to engage with these systems in a strictly analog and social
context. Are you up for some decoding and magical randomness?

Amount of players: 3-5 people
What you need: Anything that can mark.
(Disclaimer: Get ready to mark the magazine!)

Step 1
Each player holds on to the marker when marking, so that every participant is equally included.

Group the digits on the grid in combinations of your liking by circling or highlighting them, creating one
continuous line of digits.

You may mark horizontally, vertically, diagonally, in both forward and backward directions.

Step 2

Choose one person to note down the combined digits on the corresponding sheet. See example on next
page.

The note always starts with the coordinates, followed by an equal sign.

Like this: b5, n5 =000 100 101 111 1

The two coordinates represent the beginning and end of the self-made combination.

Create at least seven combinations before you move on to the next step.

Step 3
Now comes the step that requires the most collective effort.

In the group, you are to decide what each of the initial combinations will represent. (See the
corresponding sheet with the initial combinations.) This is an invitation to discuss each and everyones’
stream of consciousness. Every idea is allowed, but try to think out of the box by composing your
sentences with funny verbs, adjectives or nouns. Let this be the step where you seize the higher powers
of the collective mind. May randomness be ever in your favor.

Step 4

Now it’s time to decode the self-made combinations by extracting the information from step 2 and 3.
In other words, translating the coordinates and digits with the words you came up with on the sheet of
initial combinations.

You may decode the selfmade combinations maximum three digits at a time, like so: (b5, n5) = 000 100
101111 1,000T00101 111 1,or000 1001011 11, for example.

On the final page, you list your decoded translations, creating 7 or more small poems of randomness.
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Alice Harrling
Photos: UNTITLED
Text: SOBER_ENLIGHTENMENT

| HATE HER UNCONDITIONALLY
THE PORTRAYAL THAT WENT WRONG
THE HAIRY PUSSY SCREAMING

FOR A COVERING GIRLY THONG

| HATE MY SELF PORTRAIT
| HATE MY MASTER ROLE
| HATE THE WAY SHE LOOKS AT ME

OUR SEXY COMBINED SOUL

| WISH THAT | COULD TALK TO HER
AND BEAT HER ASS TO DEATH

| WISH | WISH | WISH | CHOKED
HER TIL HER SICK LAST BREATH

| HOPE THAT I'M CRAZY NOW
ENOUGH TO SIGN DIVORCE.

WE'RE SICK OF HIM AND EVERYONE
THESE UGLY FAKE ASS WHORES

AND THEN WHEN | FEEL SOBER
| WATCH MY VICTIM CRY
| WIPE HER TEARS AND ASK HER WHY

SHE SNITCHED ON THE RABBI

| KNEEL TO HER AND START TO SCREAM
"I HATE YOU BUT LET'S WATCH THIS MEME!"

WE LIKE IT CAUSE LIKE HEY IT'S REAL
THAT POST IS JUST LIKE HOW WE FEEL

| TELL THE TRUTH THAT'S HAUNTING ME
| TELL  "THE MASTER WASN'T ME!”

| TELL HER THAT IT'S ALL OUR MIND
| TELL HER HOW THAT BITCH RESIGNED!

WE KIDNAP IT AND LET IT BURN
CAUGHT ON FIRE, NO RETURN!

AND LOOK IT WORKED - NOW I'M INSANE
A FUCKING DOLL SHE GOT NO BRAIN
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Sylvie Roshier Jacob

Mythologies

In a few days | am turning twenty-two. This is
nothing to fret about. Writing it induces a gen-

tle wave of nausea, because the number feels
staunchly adult; the idea makes me feel like walk-
ing home alone from a party at dawn. Recently |
have been feeling like | am beginning to join the
Ranks of the Real. Realising that there are bits of
the world that are applicable to my circumstances
that were not before, like the future, for example.
Like there is a bit of me the is suctioning onto the
actual, solid core of time, an inevitable tentacle
reaching away from the nighttime of childhood
and into a hard daylight that smells like rent and
debt and newborn babies. | am going into it head-
long and trying to keep my body and mind taut
and curved like a diver’s parabola - if you flail
about too much you will muddy the waters and
then you can’t see the bottom anymore.

If | try to think of myself, it is almost only as an
accumulation, a fabrication webbed together from
other people’s impressions of me: all my meta-
phors of self, like walking home from a party alone
at dawn, are rooted in the birth that comes from
opening that door to the party in the first place.
Make yourself a net of language to catch yourself
in like a burr in a fishnet stocking. Sometimes |
can experience myself as something else, a weak,
pulsing thing, but it is always alien to see yourself
simply as you are, without the mythological frills
we are forced to adorn our interiority with. Like
some kind of shrine to ourselves, in a culture that
defines personality through making the exterior
identical with the interior of being by a circus trick
of transmutation (and the shrine turns inside out).
| am the way | wear my hair, that is my backstory.
You are what you eat, because it is inside you.

Self-mythology is telling stories about yourself to
yourself. We all do this out of necessity - the gods
are only a reflection of ourselves, our profiles are
only tech-imitations of our projected myths of
being. We have to make ourselves our own
avatars. We are those little boxed bobble-headed
things with big black eyes and cute outfits. When
we dress ourselves we are pandering to the mas-
sive, indomitable image of ourselves that exists in
the underworld of our screen. At the bottom is ice
under palms that are reflected back with all the
rings on, glittering into the digital echo chamber
that is also just your mind.

Breaking the ice and falling through the crack into

cold water: six months ago | decided to
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deactivate my carefully cultivated Instagram
account, the same that | had been dedicated to
since | was fifteen and attempting to create a solid
identity for the constantly warping, shifting sea |
had inside me (all of us riding this mythical wave

- desperate for self-invention). I've never been
internet savvy and never got beyond 654 follow-
ers on my main private account. However, at any
given point in time | would have roughly five or six
different Instagram accounts: my ‘main’, my ‘pri-
vate’, my art account where | posted paintings and
forgotten past projects, the passwords for which

| could not remember (a thousand words drifting
in the undergrowth), and handles for magazines |
was working on, which required a constant nur-
turing in order to gain traction and popularity, like
sweet babes who’s milk was my tortured typing
thumbs. | deeply cared about the way in which my
stories and posts were constructed. | slaved over
aesthetics and cropping and saturation and the
perfect, esoterically witty caption for every post.
All of these accounts were parts of my heart and |
tended to them like a garden.

The reason | made the decision to delete all my
precious Edens was because even when | didn’t
have Instagram on my phone, | would find my-
self on reels on my browser which is really quite
a sickening way to consume short-form content
that is made to be the size of your phone screen.
This was the surface level addiction that | wanted
to cut out, but not the catalyst, which was that
when | seriously considered deleting it, | found
suddenly that | couldn’t. | looked at my profile and
felt a wave of resistance rising up inside me: my
face glowing out of it in technicolour, my design!
My skin all nacreous and clean in the thumbnails
that summarised my existence! My stories telling
stories about me to myself! But how will they see
you? was my thought. How will they know who
you are? How will you know them? And the fact |
was so scared of what | would be without it was
enough to make me deactivate that ‘part’ of me
altogether, unplugging her, cutting the ribbon so
she drifted off like a great, shining, Sylvie-shaped
balloon. So long, mirror sister.

*

[t is 10.30am and I'm hungover and at the dentist.
| remember as a | lay myself down in the torture
chair that | was also hungover last time | went to
the dentist, and wondered what this says about
me as a person - probably that | am not very good

at anticipating patterns, and short-sighted about
the future. | try not to gag on the plastic tube
spouting air hard into my left cheek and look up
into the bizarre white goggles looming over me; |
try to slip back into myself and away from those
plastic eyes. A grating buzzing sound begins on
my left, where | can’t see. | open my mouth, close
my eyes, and the red behind my eyes aches as |
try to think of a cool breeze on my face on a hill,
or the way plunging into warm water feels. The
buzzing gets closer and then there is the clatter of
vibration against my teeth.

Be careful with your lower molars, he says later.
They have lots of little grooves in the back. He
scraped the grooves in the back of my molars
with his evil metal tool. Don’t drink too much
coffee, he adds before | go. The very menial and
very evil experience of going to the dentist in that
moment felt like a karmic destruction of my life of
self-mythologies. It is hard to think of yourself in a
mythological way when something like the dentist
happens. There is no fantasy or transcendental
quality to experience when something like the den-
tist happens. There are little grooves on the back
of my lower molars.

The experience is not even carnal, or about bring-
ing you back to flesh, like a paper cut is. The
concern is with something hard and bone, that
makes you think of the skull and not skin or face.
Having someone scrape and polish the inside of
your mouth is like they are making a mirror of the
inside of you, one that is disgusting and made

of your undulating pink gums and aging teeth
and black, cavernous throat. | think, as | rinse my
mouth out, head aching and wrung dry, | want to
think about my bones more often. | want to think
about the places the bodies | have known are
buried in me.

Later, | decide to write a list of Undeniably True
Statements about myself. Each simple sentence
was a priori, the anti-myth version of myself; even
more complex ideas, as | moved through the basic
functions of my reality, seemed like something |
could not establish or prove or complete through
living, or through myth-making. [t was making a
topography of my life through boiling off the florid
mist that clouds the present; tabulating the flick-
ers of certainty around that core in words that
don’t have flourishes as living does. But inevitably
you are the heroine of your own life: you are Anna
Karenina, or Jane Eyre, eponymously charted by

someone not quite you who bears your name in-
side them like the inscription on some club bath-
room door somewhere, nowhere. Scraped in for
eternity with a two pence coin.

| often feel | have no space for anything else, | am
so eaten up with the narcissistic impulse to create
myself for others, a painter who only paints their
own portrait as they face the crowd, or an overly
intelligent circus seal. There is the way of living
life on my screen, inside other people who have
become me. And there is the way of living that

is going to the dentist and walking alone from a
party at dawn with your feet always poised just
between your ankles and the concrete.
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Cristina Grohmann
Tap, 2021

Ahmed Shehata

Ocean of Words, Wasteful Times

Ocean of Words

In the ocean of words and rhymes;

| was lost sailing;

sailing my faithless dreams;

drenched in blue,

holding the truth within me,

in a shipless ocean,

with my anchor floating in an odd sky.

Wasteful Times

So passes my wasteful time;

instead of writing;

I've been staring at my fingers

waiting for something to be written.

I've been staring for quite a while

that words started slipping through my fingers,
but | couldn’t keep up

as letters started scattering on my paper.

| couldnt complain much,

as words that have to be written will be written
and fate is guaranteed.
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The submissions to this fifth issue of Shoebox Magazine have been collected through this
open call, spread physically and electronically across our networks in the autumn of 2025.

In a discombobulated world, we try to
grasp out surroundings through engage-
ment and exploration, yet are faced with
the fact that the end goal — which is
what exactly? — keeps getting further
away.

For the fifth issue of Shoebox Magazine,
we invite explorations and interpretations
of postcombobulation, it’s relationship to
our personal lives, as well as to the outer
world.

How do we postcombobulate?
Send submissions and other inquiries Q
to magazineshoebox@gmail.com

by the 30th of October 2025.

So yoVu're g
Po St Combopu\axe §
Xnen or vi\aax)

More info:
@shoebox.magazine
shoeboxmagazine.org

(yQS} (.{:S an O Pen Cal LD

For the fifth issue of Shoebox Magazine, we invite
contributors to reflect on our newly-coined term
postcombobulation, cooked up as a mouth-watering
concoction of post- (after) and discombobulation
(confusion, bewilderment, uneasiness.)

In a discombobulated world, we try to grasp our
surroundings through engagement and exploration, yet
are faced with the fact that the end goal — which is what
exactly? — keeps getting further away.

In Middlemarch, George Eliot introduces us to Mr.
Casaubon, a middle-aged and worn out scholar working
fervently to finish his field-defining work after decades of
research. He falls in love with the much younger and
intellect-hungry Dorothea, and during their honeymoon in
Rome, she asks him about the city’s frescoes. Instead of
being struck by the magnificence of art, she becomes
disillusioned by his long- winded explanations. Eliot writes:

“There is hardly any contact more depressing to a young
ardent creature than that of a mind in which years full of
knowledge seem to have [resulted in] a blank absence of
interest or sympathy.”

Is Shoebox Mr. Casaubon?

Like that scene, we find that the search for clarity leads
only to more entanglement and confusion. How do we
reach beyond that — how do we postcombobulate?

For our fifth issue, we are looking for explorations and
interpretations of postcombobulation, its relationship to
our personal lives, as well as to the outer world. What
does the Shoebox-coined term even mean?



We wish to give a warm
thanks our contributors:
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Shehata, SPONS (Alice
arrling, Rolf Jacobson, Henrik
Luhr), Susanna Sagrensen, Bink
ter Weijde and Mira Wood for
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