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. Nobody’s Free Until Everybody’s Free. Nobody's Free Until Everybody s Free.
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Text on Solidarit'y
This text is inspire
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d by real numbers.

07 982 2570 2510 2151 1053 608

o7 982 2570 2970 S5 7071 6245 I am comfortable where I am

Do you want to grve me a gun?
To maybe die?

279807 2511 Oy keep ‘RESISTING' i the name of SOLIDARITY
5107
O

3 REAL VS
DIGITAL e CLASS SOLIDARITY
ERE RN INSTAGRAM

Why should I go to the REAL spaces when I'm comfortable here?
If I go to the streets, I'll throw a rock that will kit my friend
wn the front lines of the protest. T am a bad thrower, but maybe
I want that temporal feeling that omats class structure for the
time being, cancels my background and every critical woice wn
my head telling me, what do you add by being here?

I AM SELFISH!
OR MAYBE 1 AM TOO ANXIOUS TO BE SITTING AT HOME?

DO I NEED SOME ADRENALINE?

DO I WANT TO FEEL LIKE I'M PART OF SOMETHING BIGGER?
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I was at a funeral yesterday for a Reg
lovely Palestinian poet, and a heavy ¢
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I get the same feeling when there's
a martyr on Instagram. My for
you' page and non-Palestinian
followers become extremely
wrrelevant. All I can do is

reshare that photo to feel like

I'm contributing.

That feelinng of SOLIDARITY stops
berng between me and protesters,
but between myself and 1.

Just like on Instagram.

INSTAGRAM IS A DIGITAL FUNERAL.

It’s hard for me to go about the word SOLIDARITY, I keep going back to RESISTANCE.
Iz RESISTANCE av: act of SOLIDARITY? [ think of solidarity as global and resistance as local.

The Watermelon Flag is a symbol of RESISTANCE, we are
banned from raising the flag wn Jerusalem so why not re-
wnvent to something that would ridicule our oppressors and
call 1t art for the sake of RESISTANCE? [s the Palestinian flag
banned on Instagram? Both the flag and the watermelon
are symbols, but the watermelon reposted and regenerated
on Instagram s alienated from its contertualised meaning.
Does 1t become an act of SOLIDARITY then? Why does the act
of RESISTANCE suddenly become a symbol of SOLIDARITY.

IS THIS A REFORM TO
KEEP US OUTSIDE OF
REAL SPACES,
CREATING THE
ILLUSION OF SPACE
WHEN ACTUALLY THE
STREET AND THE FLAG
ARE NOT OURS?

One year passes, instagram remands me its been a year for dear Shireen Abu Akleh, now I
haven't forgotten but wn five years I probably maght. T remember [ kept sharing her video being
shot, and her vorce I listened to as [ grew up, scared of the moment that the bearer of news will

become old news. Scared that that temporal feeling will go away.

If I share a post on Instagram, I muight get views
or get banned, maybe [ want that temporal feeling
that omits my individuality for a second, cancels

my personality and every critical voice wn my
head telling me, what do you add by being here?

AM I SELFISH? AM I TOO ANXIOUS TO NOT BE ON MY PHONE?

WHERE DO I GO TO RESIST?

DO I NEED AN ANTIDEPRESSANT?

DO 1 JUST WANT TO EXIST?

WHERE DO WE GO?

I decided to delete my cute pic wn bed because [ felt quilty, I reshared this post and
continued masturbating.




Text on Solidarity
This text is inspired by real numbers.

10934 454 2907 982 2570 2510 2151 1053 605 405 9332 32334 73030 27140 22420
6409 3100 244352 101479 3272 5535 7071 6244 14326 4212 7732 41354 46484 2234
1598 5013 3142 2145 4941 1294 1600 2531 1431 2367 4026 8643 58434 2127 925 2537
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223178 232890 348684 233538 102200 322499 301022 373158 362544 287767 82870
29123 230808 61580 123922 83356 92115 50031 273723 116678 35844 302467
236137 132109 209695 32497 341234 222053 312573 363544 21274 384331 83428
356323 241725 145559 114043 249547 385592 15512 169205 16379 20229 135529
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309305 118703 326196 20493 207425 155699 304911 134484 199270 104877 162580
275688 80543 192407 371973 206119 67127 135470 255812 340613 364372 119338
48354 89289 139967 149327 341476 385799 244218 178680 82984 16649 263849
49492 313496 392731 121580 112909 294644 239736 222387 348730 46596 224125
273901 12508 310612 190141 113141 25015 158424 232981 253794 92860 268798
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A well of water reaches to my toes, I am as tall and as wide. What s this about? It 15 about the water speaking through us, and the ‘us’, and the ‘ud, and the ‘us’. 4 bird FPerches on
my head Screeches in my ear A she-snake this way and that, And this 1s how my hands grow back. Agawn, Just as they were before. Or maybe more, My feet grow back Again,
Taller, higher. Are these my old feet, the eyes looking, ask.

-, ———— oo

ing -l Ty e N

Our world of darkness, tlluminated by a bird’s song. tlluminates our dreams, penetrating Come nearer, go far. Come close, again. Suckle at my breasts as I sleep, There, you become
dearer to me than my own children. They hide their eyes vn jars, Jars left behind for the thirsty., Hing Fing Tight around my finger Rub 1f, Make this all go away. Jn, 11nne,
diinns, 1ine, 72, n. Signed, x, with love. P.5. When seeds fall from your mouth during your flight, don't look down or else you may fall.

JUMANA EMIL ABBOUD



MAJAZZ PROJECT
A PLAYLIST

(1) LASTSONGS-—GE:

@ I'M FROMJERUSALEM — {\_
RIAD AWWAD 5
(3) PALESTINIAN-BEDOUIN FIELD RECORDINGS —
ATIF & QASIMSWAITAT =
@ RUBBAMAAEEAJERTHE DAWN

@ THE URGENT CALL OF PALESTINE —
ZEINAB SHAATH

@ WHEN THE SINGERS GO SILENT—
AHMAD AL ZAATAR. VOCALS BY KHALED
AL KHABER / WRITTEN BY MAHMOUD
DARWISH AND TOUFIC ZAYYAD /
COMPOSED BY ZIAD RAHBANI

EL - FUNOUN PALESTINIAN POPULAR
DANCE TROUPE — MARJ IBN AMER (@
e PALESTINIAN BLACK PANTHERS
MIXTAPE — PALESTINIAN BLACK

PANTHERS GROUP
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MAJAZZ PROJECT AND SKATEPAL




I held a torn edge of you for so long
long after you slipped away, long after
any memory of you did too. Before we
fled and our horizon line went reeling.

I leaned 1n and whispered: Forgive these
confrontations with life’s jagged edges.
You shoved me closer to the shoreline. 1
tripped — and looked back. Then slipped
again, this time into the gulf. You see, |
would have stayed by your side forever,
if only I could. I would have erased you
by now, if only I knew how. Every night
betore bed 1 wash up to your shores and
stay a while. Last night, I dreamt that
you climbed in beside me and fastened
our harnesses. I am so glad you came

to see me, you say.: Because I remember
and then [ forget and then I remember
again. But have no one to tell it to.
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‘...And that was when the place became extinct and
desolate, and space pursued me.’

— Hussein Barghouti, Hajar al-Ward
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I was the distance between the rainfall

and the blossoming of flowers

Upon a verdant hill beneath a rainbow.

Come nightfall, I shall emerge from the depths of the land:
A marble hand, cradling the newborn moon like a chalice.
Therefore, cleanse yourselves in the rivers

and await my arrival.

— Hussein Barghouti, “The Voyage to the Depths of
the Earth’

Ll e sagh i Al pa ) e JlexinVld
O

@m\ LS)L c\.@J d).c\ ‘G“‘Jﬂ
}1\ JJ.@A 66}d@;} 6L5‘)S.u.\.cj
& YL bl

extinction of

ISLAM SHABANA

space’

A 8 AT da s 138 Caal 3N S
Ol “ o jaiall Sl 3 jals” 1 sulasdal)
u\SASdJJJL.a\)SJ\ 2 sl Ua il
u.mSA.o cdjja.q LJJIA ¢ ) pana
“g-’m ld.”

\MD&MUAJM\U\SA\)
leiliSan “leiilSa” 2 4y g £l
""mss\,gmy\ Al b Lgild (g g

Jualdtl) o s '&\)ﬂ\” U sl (3a
58 ol Gpaal

Colonialism is a geographical presence that alters the
topography of a place ...

Settlement Encroachment: It’s a creeping place,
involving land confiscation, closure, security barriers
both political and military, and even linguistically,
threatening the collective existence of the Palestinian
people through displacement.

This creeping place is another facet in the Palestinian
consciousness of the “extinct place” phenomenon. The extinct
place, as it dwindles, is perceived as a confined, fearful,
shrinking, and fragmented space, a “Bantustan.”

The extinct place is not just a simple space; it is a vessel of
identity losing its “status,” potential, empowerment, and
steadfastness within the “system of things and words.”

— Hussein Barghouti,
Excerpts from The
Emptiness That Saw
the Details

U%}JJJW"‘QM\QAQM\ d;JdA
O land, I did not ask you: “Has place departed

from place?”
— Mahmoud Darwish
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In the Northern Galilee, prickly pear cacti
trace the landscape of Al-Kabri, standing tall
in the remains of a once thriving Palestinian
village. Before the 1948 Nakba, these cacti—
known as sabr in Arabic—would have been
planted by the villagers as hedges to mark
their lands, fence in their animals, and bear
fruit for their community. Today, the sabr
stands at the edge of an avocado farm,
established by kibbutz settlers who have
colonised the site. Despite persistent erasure
by the Zionist colonial project, the villagers’
sabr remain an enduring fingerprint on the
land. However, the recent spread of the
false carmine cochineal is threatening the
sabr’s survival. In Al-Kabri and all over
Palestine, sabr are dying due to a new
species of cochineal beetle that live and feed
off the plant, slowly killing it as they grow
and multiply.
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During our travels to different sites throughout Palestine in early 2023, we collected pads

from sabr plants that appeared unscathed or had regenerated from the cochineal’s damage,
hoping that these individual plants might have cultivated some form of resistance to the insect.
We brought these back to Sakiya—a centre for art, science, and agriculture based in Ein
Qinya—where, we had learned, there was a need to protect against raids from nearby Israeli
settlements. Their intention was to grow a living fence in place of the temporary metal one,
using the sabr and other plants with spikes to form hedges. With the local community, we
mapped and planted these sabr pads along the stone wall perimeter of Sakiya. As they grow,
these hedges will not only protect the site but will also serve as a living memorial, paying tribute
to the destroyed and depopulated villages from which they came: Lifta, Suhmata, and Al-Kabri.
In remembering the dead they will protect the living, as well as those to come.
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V E COLLECTIVE
[WITH RADIO ALHARAI

This year,2°231our @Uﬁgmm@@with
Palestinian liberation as Black artists

working in the context of British  -==---
institutions has prompted us to reflect

on what it means to be visible.

-
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-

For some time, we have been able to work within

our current institutional landscape with access to a
desirable ; In but not of these environments,
focused towards our communities outside them and
co-conspirators within them and so always with one
hand on our invitation and an eye on the exit. But the
importance of visibility for both Palestinian liberation
and Palestinian artists in global cultural institutions
relies on how we, the aligned, navigate institutionality
in both receipt and refusal.
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We hoped that our decision to end our exhibition in response to
the B*rbican’s anti-Palestinian censorship of Radio AlHara during
our exhibition programme earlier this year worked to highlight
this importance and also offered some transparency around
our own hostile experiences whilst working as the B*rbican's
[Curve Gallery] artists. >> It was only after speaking with Radio
AlHara, and particularly the cautionary words of Yazan Khalili
whose work, ‘The Institution as an Ideology’, has been
a consistent underpinning of our own work on institutional
space, that we found the tools to articulate this response.<<

It was an attempt at solidarity in recognition
of our heterogenous responsibilities and visibilities
in this latest atmosphere of cultural hostility.

CELEBRATION AS RESISTANCE

K

KARMEL SABRI (DISARMING DESIGN)
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TRANSFORMATION ORBIT

God is Change
All that you touch W
You Change.
All that you Change
Changes you.

The only lasting truth
Is Change.

God

Is Change.

0o = /

Octavia Butler

AL NAKBA / DIASPORA ORBIT
We are one and we are many.

I keep asking myself, what makes a Palestinian Palestinian? As
everyone is scattered throughout the world?

What are those connections that make us Palestinians?
How do Palestinian people connect?

How can we live and use the Palestinian diaspora as a way to connect
with ourselves, with each other, and with the world, in an endless
process of transformation? How do I/we give the diaspora a different

meaning, a different feeling? How to experience the diaspora?

We lack the basics; a homeland, a country, a place to get back to
when there is no other place to hold us. Like an orphan, we go on
in life like something is missing, we keep looking for a home, and
wherever we are we feel that here is not the final destination.

Al Nakba is a constant circumstance that we are forced to live by
and in until now, wherever we are.

Yo
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°)

We battle our existence through life to transform it into a
better place for us and for the others, and in this fight we are
transforming things and being transformed, in this process we
are living in a constant state of transformation, until we become

transformation itself.

It’s like we are a square piece of paper, that can be transformed
(folded) into anything you can want or imagine, but no matter
what shape, model, state, or forms the paper is transformed into,
the paper is in essence still paper. No matter what form we are
transforming into, our essence, too, stays the same, and we keep
rransforming from one shape into another in a constant process.

The city of the purple moon
was turning into liquid
Lverything was floating

The moon was becoming more
and more purple.

dljlao

Empty space is not empty
Hussein Al Barghoutht wrote that

be was the emptiness in the flute &
not the flute
his form is created by the flute
player / by bis breath
The wind is playing him
And be is the wind transforming ® Our bodies are instruments
into a human. ® Our only choice is to own our bodies
Wikig dasrsst ek sadt to own Z"}J'{,’ vibrations
our bodies are the instruments
we will become what we want to be by
knowing what kind of music we are
® here to play.

.
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PAL-FUTURISM ORBIT

2l

“Ima gz'ncz tion is the ma gz'f carpet ’

- Sun Ra.
How to define or explain Pal-futurism®?

It's inspired by Afrofuturism, it’s a trial to adopt Afrofuturistic
imagination into our own struggle.

It’s a wormhole that we use to transform while moving between

the imagination and what we call reality.

It’s to use our own magic carpet to imagine life outside all the
systems of oppression.

Pal-fururism is a memory box. In this box, memories communicate
with each other, and they have their own lives and awareness of
themselves. They keep growing and bccoming more complex until
their awareness starts to leak outside of the box, and then the borders

between the imaginary and the real are no longer recognisable.

It’s to experience how we are becoming more powerful, generation

&f[CI' gCIlCI”&(iOH, even though our circumstances are gﬁttillg WOISse.

It’s a way to have the ownership of our own lives, and to have the
confidence to hope and dream.

It’s to live and act in the now, and in this space we can create or

recreate the past and the future, as our imagination is our limit.

Pal-futurism is a way to connect the oppressed in a joyful contexct,
and to bring things back on track; time, space, nature, people,

and joy.

QUSAI AL SAIFY (DISARMING DESIGN)



DINA MIMI

The crows were chirping loudly today, early on. I woke up with the urge to understand
what the crow was saying. In my half-awake state I thought: Why not learn to
become fluent in bird language? As if it is a book that I can just read, and since in
this world almost everything is possible, why not? I went back to sleep after the sound
had stopped and the thunder had started. For a sec I was happy. They had tried to
warn me about the sound of the thunderstorm. I suffer from sonic trauma, and one of
the sounds that makes my whole body freeze, that feels like a complete shutdown, is
when I hear thunder. Three weeks ago, a sudden thunderstorm blew over Amsterdam.
I was walking trying to grab my bike and get home just before it started, but then it
hit. I was in the street, my whole body in panic mode, my hands covering my ears,
my eyes squinting, and I screamed while a white Dutch man was walking slowly next
to me with an obnoxious smile on his face. Whilst I witnessed every part of my body
in unrest, waiting for the larger sound to come, I recognised the confused gazes of
others, some of them even laughing. Meanwhile, inside I was in real chaos.
I guess this is why

------ <----- I appreciate crows over people. ------>-----

Learning the language would be poetic, an invitation to a flight of new metaphors,
but_how do we practise such a language? With zero access to time, in Palestine
your day is not yours, you always end up in different corners of the city and of

neighbourhoods if you are open to moving with lhe[t is

fascinating compared to the life I live in the Netherlands, where there is no such

thing as travelling to other cities without a prior plan. Even though the freedom of
movement is not comparable or even desired in the same way, here [ am talking about
routes and streets, because if a Palestinian wants to learn the bird language it would

be on the bus from Jericho to Amman, and that it would be impossible because it’s the
most hated route by Palestinians from the West Bank.

This takes me back to Palestine in July, when we discovered a pigeon nesting on our
kitchen window. It was the first time I saw a hatchling and I was amazed at the size
and the care from the mother, also that they kind of knew us, and were unbothered by
us moving back and forth. The third morning I went to check on them and I found a
crime scene: no baby, the nest very messy, and the mother absent. I ran towards
my father, asking, ‘What happened?’

He was so upset. He had been on his way to the hatchlings to give them water, only
to witness a crow carrying the hatchlings away, and then the mother,
who discovered that there was nothing left, never returned.

I went downstairs to rescue them but instead I encountered the pigeon hatchlings,
severed and bloodied. A few days later we cleaned out the nest. The window was
empty until it once again became the space for the usual short visits; pecks that

knocked on the window, so my mom could feed them rice and water.

How to locate a bird or learn about the death of a bird? I learned this from my older
brother, who kept birds by turning an empty space into a bird habitat with the
required temperature. One winter he completely transformed the room at the top of
our house, we only learned about it through the sound; and entered the whole

He made sure never to leave the room of abundance empty, instead turning it into a
nest for pigeons, canaries, fins, and other kinds of birds.

And if he was not nursing birds, he was sitting outside for hours on his plastic chair

watching them. I was always jealous of his relationship to his birds, because I didn’t

have this kind of relationship with almost anything. His curiosity and interest were
always beautiful to me, almost like a house that [ wasn’t able to enter.

I remember looking at photos where men place and hide birds on their bodies by
creating clothes out of nets and fabrics with holes so that the birds can breathe: little
pockets in their underwear, on their arms, legs and bellies. [ remember seeing a
particular bird: the goldfinch. I went to my brother, the bird expert in my family, and
asked what was so magical about these birds. Why were they hunted and smuggled
in so many different places? I asked naively if it was the song that they wanted, he
replied very calmly ‘no, it’s just business and money. There is nothing extraordinary
about goldfinches’ he continued insistently, “they don’t even have vocal cords to make
a unique sound.” The conversation left me with a lot of questions.

What was so unique about the goldfinches?

I went on the Internet searching for the goldfinch in special blogs and
found what I was looking for — an article in bold with glitter in the
background, written in Arabic:

------ <----- “the goldfinch and the addiction to it.” ------v>-----

I was satisfied by the clichés and rumours and exaggeration in the article,
emphasising the oddity of the bird singing in the house, and how you will forever be
addicted to its sound because of the rhythm. In the Netherlands, I met some middle-

aged men from Suriname every Sunday in the park where they train their birds in
singing and hold a tournament at the end of every summer.

I met the man who competed with last year’s winner, and he was very proud of his
birds. Another man came, took me aside, and whispered in my ear ‘All his birds have
disabilities, that’s why they win’ adding ‘You know he is a smart man; he has been in

this sport since he was nine.” I was amused by all the whispers and calls I had
been receiving. The man continued, saying,

‘If you want to hear the good songs go to the back, it’s where
the rich are. The front is middle class, it’s raspy.’



[ live and Die

I am a foreigner in this world
And think in it as a foreigner thinks
There is a mind

That fixes the circumference
In which I live, speak and die,
So it 1s.

I must sit (down)

And balance things

1o the point

When the scales

Become still.

>Kumi Attobrah
Akrokerri

Miyi na Mifua

y€ emegeni €n ki ewiasi
zata €n yo da emegeni zata
rai akili

na kaza ni ekori

ikena miyi, vos na fua
yO'€

lazima ta (shi)

limbi ukin’u

n ondu

na ni ansenia

na kimya.

>Kumi Atobra
Akrokeri




U pismu Vahidinoj sestri Munibi (suprurga narod-
nog heroja Fadila Serica) nas osvjedoCeni prijatelj isti-
¢e da je broduru napisao u Zclji »da Vahidin Iik Zene —
heroja sluzi za primjer Zenama Palestinskog oslobodila-
¢kog pokreta«, u ¢emu je uspio, jer sc »brosura cita ma.
sovno i sa izuzetnim interesovanjem. .. Citajudi o Vahi-
di zavoljeli su je i muskarci i Zene i osjecaju je bliskom
kao da jc rasla s njima i kao da se bori zajedno s njima.
Uzimajudi je Cesto za primjer, ime Vahida sa divljenjem
izgovaraju« — zavrsSava svoje pismo el Helou Mohamed,
destiti Covjek iz daleka, sin borbenog naroda koji je le-
gendu nase Vahide utkao u svoju borbu, u svoju istori-
ju. Mlade Palestinke i Palestinci sa imenom nase Vahi-
de na usnama jurisaju za sopstvenu slobodu, §to samo
potvrduje veli¢inu i trajnost njenog primjcra.

& i a 2

In a letter to Vahida‘s sister Muniba (wife of the People’s Hero
Fadil Seri¢), our convinced friend said that he wrote the leaflet
with the desire ‘that Vahida’s character as a female hero should
serve as an example to the women of the Palestinian Liberation
Movement’, in which he succeeded because ‘the leaflet was
read with great interest ... Reading about Vahida, both men and
women fell in love with her, as if she grew with them and was
fighting together with them. Often taking her as an example, they
pronounce the name of Vahida with admiration’. This is how El
Helou Mohamed ends his letter, himself a virtuous man from far
away, the son of a fighting people who wove the legend of our
Vahida into his struggle, into his history. Young Palestinian women
and men with the name of our Vahida on their lips are rushing

for their own freedom, which only confirms the significance and
durability of her example.

py

Naslovna strana brolure o Vahidi koju je napisao
El Helou Mohamed

KURS (MILOS MILETIC AND MIRJANA RADOVANOVIC) https://www.afzarhiv.org/items/show/90
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( ROUZBEH SHADPEY )

A
TALE OF

> TWO'

A tale of two pills, formalized as a graph, modeled after the randomized
controlled trial (RCT):

PILLS

One 1s a “missile-pill;” inside it, a camera invented by an Israeli military
engineer to steer missiles within and across occupied Palestine. In 2000,
this camera was recycled by American-Israeli biotech to guide video
capsules in diagnostic expeditions across viscera—and was

rebranded as Pillcam.

The other, a makeshift pill, contains
poems, letters, or books written by
Palestinian political prisoners. Swallowed
by prisoners and their comrades, the pill’s
plastic film shields its written content,
allowing it to circulate across carceral
borders under the protective cover of
intestines. Named cabsulih, it is a
technology of anticolonial resistance.

natins TN L PER L A 8

A tale of two pills whose distribution—controlled, but never random—
maps the entanglements of viscerality and evisceration, biopolitics and
necropolitics, sickness and solidarity—sutured across national, corporeal,
and carceral borders.

COURTESY OF ISMAIL NASHEF, PALESTINIAN POLITICAL
PRISONERS: IDENTITY AND COMMUNITY (2010)
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turn illness into a weapon?

VISCERA yes | no
as a site of radical interchange & interorientation;
where the individual body ends and the collective
body begins.

As patients in the face of Pillcam, we enact our
power through refusal. In this process, we turn
our illness into a weapon directed against the
necropolitics of the Israeli state. Refusal

adverse effects M

becomes an act that protects the gut and its

capacity to feel—a blockade against bearing in o i N\

one’s body the mnemonic traces of colonial :llgest?un

violence waged against Palestinians for over ll’l('[llde | ablgcf:p't'i:clxl1 ]
I

'_ seven decades. We are aware that Pillcam
. remembers its dismemberments, that its lens
+ isimprinted with a negative consciousness that \\ A (//’
leaks as it travels inside us—the absorption, v ¥
ingestion, and digestion of which is deeply
harmful for our bodies, minds, and spiritvs. In REFUSAL! Of
our pursuit of health in illness, and the fight ]
against the illness that is occupation, we refuse  w_ /
to be complicit in colonial evisceration. Turning i
our viscera into a weapon which operates in
solidarity with the fight for Palestinian e)(it Studyl
freedom, we honor that eternal gnawing of the
gut we sometimes call our gut feeling.
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mnemonic traces of
colonial warfare




MOHAMMAD SABAANEH

REVOLUTION
IS A FOREST
THAT THE
COLONIST
CAN'T BURN

XAYTUN ENNASR
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