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Fawwar refugee camp
1�photo: Kuba Rudziński

�Everyday Forms of Resistance is a project 
that affirms everyday life: coexistence, care, 
and hospitality. It is the result of many years 
of work by Palestinian artists: Jumana Emil 
Abboud, Noor Abed, Ahmad Alaqra, Mirna 
Bamieh, DAAR (Sandi Hilal and Alessandro 
Petti), Jumana Manna, Mohammad Saleh, 
and the international Forensic Architecture 
research collective. It is also the outcome 
of five years of artist residencies, travel, 
research, and work with local communities 
by female artists from Poland (Karolina 
Grzywnowicz, Joanna Rajkowska, Jaśmina 
Wójcik and Marta Wódz) and Wim Catrysse 
from Belgium. I treated the artist residencies 
in this project as a medium and a tool for 
curatorial work. They helped me carry out 

�1�Ika Sienkiewicz-Nowacka

Everyday Forms  
of Resistance
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activities based on research and an in-depth 
relationship with the place, the people, 
the institutions, and the environment, and 
above all, to come to know and understand 
the multifaceted Palestinian reality, with its 
entanglements in politics and history. The 
project developed alongside the needs of the 
artists, their observations and their desire 
to express crucial issues through their state-
ments. We managed to create a community 
in which the artists, curators, and art profes-
sionals formed relationships, often informal 
ones, and took an active part in co-creating 
this project by commenting, questioning or 
supporting with their own knowledge. After 
years of this organic work, the time came in 
which we decided to make our observations, 
thoughts, and experiences from this highly 
inspiring process public in the form of an 
exhibition.
3�In Everyday Forms of Resistance, the dynamic and shift in relations 

between host and guest are written into the very construct of the pro-
ject. It was initiated during my meetings with Sally Abu Bakr, director 
of Culture and Social Affairs Department at Ramallah Municipality.

Abu Bakr wanted to set up a residency program in Palestine and I offered 
her help in this undertaking. During my first journey to Ramallah in 
October 2016, I realized the importance of working with Palestinian 
artists, given the stereotypes and lack of knowledge about Palestine in 
Poland. The very shape of the project left room to adopt various roles 
and hold changing relations throughout its course. The Palestinian artists 
were hosted in Poland; they lived in the Castle, but they also visited 
private homes. Then Polish and European artists were hosted in Ramallah 
by partner institutions, and sometimes by the residents themselves, who 
had been back living in Palestine for some months. The project was and 
remains open-ended, as its finale is to be an exhibition. It has changed, 

and keeps changing with the intensity of the relations between the 
project participants. These, in turn, could be invited to take part in three-
month residencies or shorter study visits, both in Poland and in Ramallah. 
These journeys sometimes had a specific purpose, such as making film 
documentation or writing a text, and sometimes they did not. The organic, 
shifting nature of this project is rendered perfectly by Jaśmina Wójcik’s 
piece, Sarha, in which the artist took her daughter on a trip through 
Palestine, traveling at the pace of the child’s curiosity—they experience 
and relate their trip with delight.
3�This flexible and open form of Everyday Forms of Resistance provided 

a chance not only to change perspective, but also to go beyond, or 
rather upend the asymmetry. An important step toward overturning 
the asymmetry and dialogical work was inviting the artists to converse 
about the exhibition concept, title, and form during the residencies, 
as well as the public activities in the project framework. The Everyday 
Forms of Resistance project is meant to express not only a desire to 
show Palestinians in forms that celebrate their subjecthood and agen-
cy, despite their daily experience of violence and subjugation, but also 
equality and dialogue in practice.

The exhibition will gather works exhibiting practices to help preserve 
humanity and stage resistance in times of social, political, and ecological 
upheaval, and not just in occupied Palestine.
3�Sometimes these are major political affairs, like the one addressed in 

Forensic Architecture’s Stopping the Wall in Battir, about stopping the 
construction of a wall in Battir that was to separate the West Bank 
from Israel along the “Green Line,” marked out in 1967 before the end 
of the Six-Day War. Other times, however, resistance is understood 
not as political, physical, or armed opposition to lasting oppression, 
but as surviving, hospitality, and the practice of memory against 
forgetting. Resistance is also found in small everyday gestures and 
rituals: preparing meals, growing plants, singing songs, and rebuilding 
demolished homes.

Following the creation of the Israeli state in the twentieth century and 
the resettlement of thousands of Palestinians from the historical lands of 
Palestine, for its many Arab inhabitants basic human rights, such as pos-
sessing a passport with a nationality, and thus, the right to travel, became 
a privilege. The occupants limited Palestinians’ access to the land through 
complex administrative divisions and astronomical prices, meaning that 
only few of them can farm. Access to water is regulated and even a simple 
hike through the hills or traveling across Palestinian territory is made enor-
mously complicated.
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3�Only the larger cities in the Palestinian Occupied Territories are in the 
autonomous “Zone A.” A significant part of the West Bank and Gaza 
is littered with and ringed by illegally built Israeli settlements. Israel 
entirely controls the flow of electricity and water to Palestine. Both 
Jerusalem, which formally remains the capital of Palestine, and the 
Gaza Strip, which is divided from the rest of the state and most of the 
rural regions of Palestinian territory, are administratively, politically, 
and economically dependent on Israel.

For these reasons, in Palestine every action, every gesture, even the most 
ordinary and survival itself, has political significance. Shared Sunday cook-
outs in the mountains, planting edible plants on the edge of a refugee 
camp, and collecting fossils are all actions that give life meaning and help 
restore a human dimension to a world scarred by the Israeli-Palestinian 
conflict. The artists allow these actions to transcend the everyday dimen-
sion of human life; they acquire power and the virtue of agency. 
3�The artists taking part in the exhibition evade heavy political rhetoric, 

focusing on nurturing memory and building a Palestinian identity by 
drawing from old customs and traditions. 

The strategy adopted by Mirna Bamieh, an artist from East Jerusalem, 
was cooking. By collecting old recipes and cooking them, Bamieh sup-
ported collectivity and restored memory to local societies in Palestine. 
During two residencies in Poland, she explored methods of fermentation, 
a practice that became her metaphor for life: birth, merging, separating, 
and death. During the residency, the artist wrote six short stories paired 
with recipes, in which intimate stories from her life are woven together 
to make highly evocative and sensory descriptions of reality. The artist 
approaches it from a female perspective, filters it through her sensitivity, 
her emotions, her attention to the tastes and smells of childhood, and the 
affection and warmth of another person.
3�Mohammad Saleh, a designer and permaculture practitioner, draws 

from traditional collective methods of sharing and cultivating land. In 
a work inspired by his stay in Poland, Saleh restores the symbolic and 
folk significance of plants that are often considered to be weeds, but 
which once held crucial value in herbal medicine. At the exhibition, 
in collaboration with ethnobiologist Iwa Kołodziejska and botanist 
Magda Chechłowska, he arranges a space where one can experience 
the peace that comes from communing with nature, and also learn 
about the properties of the plants grown in the exhibition. In Palestine, 
plant life is often embroiled in politics; there is a shortage of plant life 
due to obstructed access to resources like land and water. There is no 
room for nature, due to the dense concentration of people in the cities 

or refugee camps, generation after generation raised far from the 
countryside are gradually losing the knowledge of how to grow and 
gather plants. For many contemporary Palestinian artists, this has be-
come a subject for research and reflection. Having been to Palestine 
twice for residencies, Karolina Grzywnowicz also examined the issue 
of using nature for political and violent actions. For example thyme 
and sage, age-old crucial ingredients in Palestinian cuisine, have 
been put under Israeli protection and gathering them is forbidden. 
Palestinians face a prison sentence or confiscation of their cars, for 
instance, simply for possessing these plants or seeds. 

The stories and old fairy tales in Jumana Emil Abboud’s projects become 
a tool with the power to take the listener back to their childhood and to 
places that were lost after 1948. Courtesy of Mohamad Badwan, a shop-
keeper and rock collector from Ramallah, Joanna Rajkowska has created  
a project that speaks of people’s ties with the earth, the stones, and 
nature, of the mystical bond nurtured in these areas to stave off political 
and national divisions. Like Rajkowska, Noor Abed and Jumana Manna 
hearken back to times when people coexisted peacefully in present-day 
Palestine and Israel, despite their differences in religion and customs. 
Jumana Manna tells of ethnomusicologist Robert Lachmann and the 
search for potential diversity through music, sound, and listening. The 
right to coexistence and presence is expressed through old tales, leg-
ends, and songs that return in the works of these artists in the exhibition. 
Many of them are inspired by the notes of early-twentieth-century Arab-
Palestinian ethnologist Tawfiq Canaan. In her project titled our songs 
were ready for all wars to come, Noor Abed delves into how folklore, 
being born of certain lands and places, can be a universal tool for human 
emancipation. A tool that can help them retrieve their history and land, 
and rewrite reality to be free of discourses that have dominated how the 
Palestinian identity is conceived.
3�Grzywnowicz will be presenting the Bedtime project at the exhibition. 

While in Palestine, she met with refugee camp inhabitants who shared 
their family songs with her. Many of these works were lullabies. When 
sung in the camps they take on special significance, as they are sung 
to combat the conditions there, which are hardly amenable to sleep-
ing. Nights in the camps are often disturbed by Israeli army interven-
tions. The lullabies sung in the project often preserve lyrics that have 
been erased from memory, and memories that have been suppressed. 
Many express nostalgia for a lost world, some have been created with 
a need to speak of the refugee experience. Meeting Grzywnowicz 
allowed many people to recognize the frailty and temporality of their 
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memory. With the departure of the elder generation, who acted as 
custodians of the collective memory, the songs that tell of their origins 
and the Palestinian identity are slipping into oblivion.

Belgian artist Wim Catrysse, who stayed at an artist’s residency in 
Palestine, also wandered over to the Palestinian refugee camps. The re-
sult was Showing Presence, in which he juxtaposed photographs of bats 
with fragments of refugees’ stories. Bats, often present in Palestinian lit-
erature and poetry, symbolize Israeli soldiers entering the refugee camps, 
most often during the night. The stories, recorded by Wim Catrysse in 
meetings that lasted many hours, are full of violence, suffering, death, 
and separation. In viewing this work, we share the artist’s opposition and 
powerlessness against the vast misfortune which is the daily lot of these 
inhabitants.
3�In conversations with Palestinians, even about the most trivial every-

day affairs, subjects often include nakbah (resettlement, the catastro-
phe of 1948), hijrah (migration), and muqawamah (struggle). Yet the 
Palestinian vocabulary of everyday concepts is far richer and more 
positive. We also find (one)h (collectivity), relating to onetime collec-
tive work rituals. Mujawaara means communal life, wherein relations 
are based not on mutual exchange, but on communism, understood in 
David Graeber’s fashion as an interpersonal relation, according to the 
principle of “from each according to his ability, to each according to 
his needs.” Other frequently recurring concepts are madefeh – hospi-
tality, holom – dream, and many other words defining various forms, 
places, and times of meetings – lammeh, jom’aa, and qa’deh. This 
hospitality is the second important theme developed by the project 
participants. 

�In this context, Sandi Hilal’s Al-Madhafah is symbolic, the quintessence 
of Arab hospitality, which we are presenting during the U–jazdowski 
exhibition.1 
3�The day room, or in Arabic, al madhafah, is a space between the public 

and private spheres, a room for showing hospitality. It has the poten-
tial to undermine the traditional division of roles into host and guest, 
and to give acts of hospitality new sociopolitical significance. 

Al-Madhafah is a place you can visit—once at the exhibition, then again 
in the refugee camp in Boden or in the camp for Palestinian refugees in 
Fawwar, near Hebron.

1	 Dominika Blachnicka-Ciacek and I wrote about this project in more depth in “My Castle 
is your Castle: What Does it Mean to Host Artists?” published in Discover Society maga-
zine: https://discoversociety.org/2020/08/05/my-castle-is-your-castle-what-does-
-it-mean-to-host-artists/.

Yet the key role in Hilal’s project goes to the host, regardless of wheth-
er this is the artist herself, who has been living in Sweden for years, or 
Yasmeen Mahmoud, a Syrian who was the first to begin collaborating 
with Sandi, or Ayat, a young Muslim refugee from a very traditional fam-
ily, living in Fawwar, or Shafiq Karkar, an Afghan who has been working 
for years as a porter at Dutch’s Van Abbemuseum. In the Al-Madhafah 
project, Hilal reverses the roles ascribed to migrants and refugees by the 
“hosts” in countries where they seek shelter, and to women in the mascu-
line society of Fawwar.
3�Hilal’s work is an art project—she herself, as its creator, eschews the 

leading role of the artist, and with it, the decision-making process, 
which she hands over to other less privileged people: Ayat, Shafiq, 
and Yasmeen. With this gesture she initiates a transformation and re-
nounces power that might not have the opportunity to flourish in other 
circumstances. Ayat is maturing as a feminist and women’s activist, 
creating the highly successful Healthy Food company that operates in 
the camp. She is also generating enthusiasm among her female friends 
from other refugee camps in Palestine for Al-Madhafah.

Recording at Dheisheh refugee camp,  
Karolina Grzywnowicz with Om Nidal Abu Acker
1��photo: Kuba Rudziński
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�3�By inviting the hosts of the Al-Madhafah, scattered about the world, 
for a residency at U–jazdowski, we wanted to show them our hos-
pitality, care, and gratitude. Participating in the Everyday Forms of 
Resistance exhibition makes Ayat, Yasmeen and Shafiq co-hosts of 
U–jazdowski and co-creators of the meetings with audiences. These 
Al-Madhafah will symbolically unite in Warsaw, and the hosts, though 
they will probably not meet, will work in a common space and leave 
traces of their hospitality and the learning, unlearning, acceptance, 
and sharing that goes on there during the four-month exhibition.

The exhibition is a step towards building mutual relations between the 
creative communities of Palestine and Poland. The Everyday Forms of 
Resistance project was originally not intended as an exhibition. But this 
format seemed the most appropriate way to share my personal experi-
ences from this journey with a wider audience. Along the way, I had the 
opportunity to learn plenty, but also to unlearn a lot. At the exhibition, we 
present short films and visual materials that were created during several 
years of work on this project and share notes from discussions and meet-
ings with people who participated in the process. The publication accom-
panying the exhibition contains a selection of collected artefacts: posters, 
brochures, postcards, stories, songs and recipes, allowing you to explore 
everyday Palestinian life with us.

our songs were ready for all wars to come, film still, 
3�Noor Abed, courtesy of the artist
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At the olive oil press in Beit Sahour
1�photo: Kuba Rudziński

1�Dominika Blachnicka-Ciacek 

The Faces of Palestinian 
Resistance

For the Palestinians, the notion of “resist-
ance” has a special meaning. It is one of the 
key forms of existence for a society that 
has been subjected to uprooting and con-
stant violence for over seven decades. The 
dispossession of Palestinians has a physi-
cal dimension, related to the ongoing dis-
placement that began with the expulsion of 
thousands of Palestinians from their homes 
in 1948, and then in 1967, and which is still 
continuing through a systematic process of 
Israeli colonization of the West Bank and 
East Jerusalem.1 But it also has an ontological 
dimension, as the Palestinian people have 
been continually denied recognition as a na-
tion that dwells between the Mediterranean 
1 	  Ilan Pappé, The Ethnic Cleansing of Palestine (Oxford: Oneworld, 2006).
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Sea and the Jordan River and has its own 
culture, history, and tradition. This form of 
uprooting is executed through the erasure 
of Palestinian history from the cities and 
landscape in what is now Israel (Jerusalem, 
Jaffa, Haifa, or the over 400 Palestinian vil-
lages that were destroyed in 1947–1948) or 
through the appropriation of indigenous Arab 
cuisine or architecture.
3�For the Polish audience, Palestinian resistance usually has the face 

of armed resistance, which dominates in the media reporting from 
Israel and Palestine. Once it was the face of Yasser Arafat; today he 
is replaced with anonymous Hamas fighters. Yet these military and 
masculinized forms of representing Palestinian resistance do not 
reflect the diversity and complexity of the forms of subversion prac-
ticed by Palestinian society. A vast majority of those practices are 
peaceful by nature and are woven into the daily actions of Palestinian 
civilians, including Palestinian women and children. That is why I find 
it particularly important that Polish viewers have a chance to learn 
about those diverse and rich forms of Palestinian resistance against 
occupation and displacement. “To exist is to resist,” reads a slogan 
on the Separation Wall at Qalandiya checkpoint on the road between 
Jerusalem and Ramallah. In the Palestinian context, this is not a meta-
phor. Palestinians’ very presence and endurance in Palestine is a form 
of resistance.

Living in Palestine and witnessing the overwhelming violence experienced 
by the Palestinians from the Israeli soldiers and settlers, and witnessing 
the injustice of the legal system and the brutality of the architecture of 
occupation, I couldn’t believe how far these media representations of the 
“Palestinian-as-terrorist” are detached from reality. The Palestinians that 
I met are the most patient people that I know. They carry unimaginable 
cruelty and injustice, which they experience daily in a quiet and dignified 
manner. They themselves refer to this stoic attitude as sumud, meaning 
enduring, not yielding, maintaining integrity despite the cruelty and ab-
surdities of life under occupation and despite the continuous disposses-
sion. As Zoughbi Zoughbi, director of the Palestinian Conflict Resolution 
Centre Wi’am in Bethlehem, writes, “Sumud has been part of the non-vio-
lent struggle of the Palestinian people against the colonial presence in 

this land. . . I am here to stay. You cannot uproot me. I am like the cactus. 
Even when the soil is dry I can live.’2 Supporting each other in daily endur-
ance and community-building is also at the heart of sumud.

Daily Resistance—Daily Endurance
3�Palestinian everydayness is tough. It is life in constant tension and con-

stant anticipation, where even mundane activities—going to school or 
work, or shopping—are fraught with difficulties. A Palestinian’s daily 
reality involves hours wasted waiting for documents, at checkpoints, 
driving extra miles because the shortest routes are open to Israelis 
only and waiting for the power or water supply to resume. Palestinians 
often refrain from undertaking some activities—meeting relatives in 
a different city, going to the seaside—purely to avoid soldiers, settlers, 
and unnecessary risk. Palestinians’ daily life under occupation involves 
daily senseless violence from settlers and soldiers.

In such conditions, all forms of celebration of everyday life by regaining 
latitude and the ability to undertake an unrestrained action are significant. 
The seat presented in the exhibition by Mohammad Saleh encourages 
us to take a rest, to stretch our legs, to catch our breath—but under oc-
cupation such moments of respite are often a luxury. Saleh also shares 
his knowledge about how to use garbage and waste materials to build 
micro-gardens that provide access to edible plants and medicinal herbs 
in drought conditions. This forms a basis for self-sufficiency, which in 
the Palestine context is hyper-political as it allows the Palestinian peo-
ple to endure and survive despite continued Israeli colonization and 
displacement.

Counter-Memory as a Form of Resistance
3�Memory is a form of resistance particularly cultivated among gen-

erations of Palestinians. As the Palestinian journalist Ali Abunimah 
once wrote, “Palestine exists because Palestinians have chosen to 
remember it.”3 This Palestinian memory of the Nakba, of villages left 
and destroyed, of traditions, is a form of counter-memory that emerg-
es at grassroots. It is a form of unofficial memory that arises beyond 
official institutions and in opposition to the dominant Israeli narrative.4 
Palestinian folk stories recounted by Jumana Emil Abboud, or lullabies 

2 	  https://palestine-family.net/zoughbi-zoughbi-about-sumud.
3 	  Juliane Hammer, Palestinians Born in Exile: Diaspora and the Search for Homeland 

(Austin: University of Texas Press, 2005), 40.
4 	  Nur Masalha, The Palestine Nakba: Decolonising History, Narrating the Subaltern, 

Reclaiming Memory (London; New York: Zed Books, 2012).  
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collected by Karolina Grzywnowicz in refugee camps are grassroots 
products of everyday counter-memory. They restore people’s connec-
tion with the land, with history and tradition, re-inscribing Palestinians 
in the geography and history of Palestine. Particularly moving is 
the rock collection of Mohamad Badwan, photographed by Joanna 
Rajkowska. The collection of this shop owner could serve as evidence 
in the dispute over the history of this land, over who was first here and 
whose it should be. Perhaps it could also bear testimony of how much 
the Palestinian-Jewish heritage is a shared one. Surrealistically ar-
ranged on shop shelves, Badwan’s rocks remind us of one more thing: 
how much the imperative of Palestinian endurance consists of ele-
ments of prime necessity and how the struggle for memory is woven 
with the uncertainty of everyday existence.

Resistance as Regaining of Agency
3�Everyday Forms of Resistance deal also with the extremely important 

aspect of the agency and subjectivity of the Palestinian people. The 
words of the Palestinian historian Elias Sanbar movingly express the 

Stones and Other Demons, Joanna Rajkowska
1��photo: Marek Szczepański, courtesy of the artist and l’étrangère gallery, London

Palestinian loss of subjectivity: “That year, a country and its people 
disappeared from maps and dictionaries. . . ‘The Palestinian people do 
not exist’, said the new local masters, and henceforth the Palestinians 
would be referred to by general, conveniently vague terms, as either 
‘refugees’, or in the case of the small minority that had managed to 
escape the generalized expulsion, ‘Israeli Arabs’. A long absence was 
beginning.”5 The disaster of 1948 wrecked the Palestinian society, de-
prived Palestinians of the possibility of political agency, and relegated 
half of the population to the role of refugees, relying for their survival 
on third-party aid institutions and the host countries.

In conditions of continued uprooting and occupation, not only are the na-
tionwide attempts to regain political agency important, but also everyday 
and individual ways of regaining subjectivity. It is the latter that often 
rise to prominence, offering people a sense of meaning, hope, and being 
in control of their lives. Palestinians do it by trying to subvert the system 
in all kinds of ways: by outsmarting it, ridiculing it, and continuing to live 

5 	  Elias Sanbar, “Out of Place, Out of Time,” Mediterranean Historical Review, vol. 16, no.1 
(2001): 87. 

Qalandiya
1��photo: Dominika Blachnicka-Ciacek
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as if the occupation never happened. Suad Amiry’s short story, which 
accompanies this publication, touches on the essence of the experience 
of being objectified—by the occupation, which prevents her from moving 
freely and deciding about herself, but often also by Palestinian institutions 
of social life, here embodied by a male vet, who doubts it makes sense to 
vaccinate a puppy because it turns out to be a female. Amiry pulls two 
weeds with one yank here, tearing herself free from the bounds of subju-
gation and patronization. Her next female puppy, Nura, is not only vacci-
nated like any dog, but also becomes a fortunate owner of a Jerusalem ID. 
On this basis, Amiry successfully crosses one of the most notorious check-
points to reach Jerusalem. The moment when she crosses the Qalandiya 
checkpoint6 without proper papers exposes the system’s arbitrariness 
and effectively delegitimizes it.
3�In another dimension, particularly important for the refugee experi-

ence, everyday forms of regaining agency are discussed by Sandi Hilal 
in her Al-Madhafah, the documentation of which you can see during 
the show. Hilal creates her living room and invites guests, considering 
both the action and the space as a means of her integration in a new 
community. “How can we analyze the power of hosting as a means of 
becoming visible and demanding agency” she asks at the beginning of 
her experiment. The living-room-as-a-tool reverses the roles ascribed 
to immigrants and refugees by their hosts in countries where they 
seek refuge. Here is Hilal reaching out, via her living room, to the peo-
ple of Boden and other cities not as a guest, but as a hostess. This role 
reversal enables her to dictate the terms of the meeting and to regain 
the right to decide who and when makes tea, who controls the remote, 
and what the conversation will be about. It makes us, the hosting 
Europeans, and now guests, acutely aware of the asymmetry of the 
relationships with migrants and refugees where we unconditionally 
expect them to rehearse the scripts of the “good” guests.

Both in the occupied Palestine and in the Palestinian refugee camps 
there are many such living rooms, serving as spaces of hosting and being 
together. And it is precisely there, on a micro-scale, that Palestinians ex-
ercise their agency in what is so vital for Palestinian culture: affirmation of 
life and community, the need to take care of a guest, the desire to share 
coffee, tea, and the best the host can offer. This takes place with a lot of 
respect for the guest, but on the host’s own terms too. Go and try to re-
fuse a Palestinian hostess a third cup of coffee.

6 	   The Qalandiya checkpoint looks like the Palestinian-Israeli border. It is illegal under 
international law and is located inside the occupied Palestinian territories—between 
Ramallah and East Jerusalem.

3�What do Palestinians teach us by demonstrating various ways of en-
during in conditions of exile and occupation? Is the experience, apart 
from offering an insight into another society, somehow relatable to 
the experience of Polish viewers? Until recently, I thought that the 
key to this connection lay in learning from the Palestinians how to be 
together and how to be self-sufficient; in imitating their ability to build 
a grassroots community and to have a relationship with nature that is 
based on symbiosis rather than subjugation. Today, at a time of social 
and physical separation necessitated by the coronavirus pandemic, 
the Palestinian experience of living in isolation, without freedom 
of movement, becomes intimate in a different way. It can teach us, 
I believe, a critical affirmation of everyday life and the value of having 
a sense of agency in all things that constitute it. It teaches us to see 
this new everydayness not as a substitute of real life, which was else-
where only a moment ago, but rather as a return to its essence. This 
critical affirmation is certainly not an ode to the coziness and comfort 
of the “stay at home” experience. I believe that Everyday Forms of 
Resistance offer an insight into how much the Palestinian—but also 
Polish and global—everydayness is political, and how much it high-
lights social inequalities and systemic injustices, exposing the nature 
of the power wielded.
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Al-Madhafah at the Women’s Center, 
Fawwar refugee camp
1��courtesy: DAAR

1�Sandi Hilal 

Notes 

Al-Madhafah/The Living Room

1�Located between the domestic and the 
public sphere, Al-Madhafah, in Arabic, is the 
living room dedicated to hospitality. It has 
the potential to subvert the role of guest 
and host and provide a different socio-po-
litical meaning to the act of hospitality. It 
seeks to mobilize the condition of perma-
nent temporariness as an architectural and 
political concept capable of challenging the 
binaries of inclusion and exclusion, public 
and private, guest and host. It activates the 
rights of temporary people to host and not 
to eternally be a guest; the right to claim a 
life in their new destination without feeling 
obliged to revoke the desire of belonging to 
their life back home. 
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Al-Madhafah, Boden, Sweden
1��photo: Elias Arvidsson

Al-Madhafah, Boden, Sweden
1��photo: Elias Arvidsson

Al-Madhafah project has grown from a very personal need that became cle-
ar when I moved with my family to Sweden, where I carried with me the fear 
of living in the condition of what Edward Said beautifully describes as being 
“out of place.” Living in Europe, I’m constantly faced with, and challenged 
by, the description of integration as if it were something that will arrive  
sooner or later. That before too long I will consider myself part of the place 
where I live, if I behave properly; like a good guest. But from my own expe-
rience, in the way it is understood within the framework of European nation-
states, integration is more like a race toward something; a perfection that 
few can ever attain. After moving to Sweden, I decided not to run that race, 
but rather to explore other ways of understanding, defining, and practicing 
integration. I decided not to accept my assigned role as a perfect guest, but 
to look for alternatives; to comprehend inclusion by questioning who has 
the right to include or to exclude. Who has the right to host, and who is told 
they need to behave like a perfect guest? How can we analyze the power of 
hosting as a means of becoming visible and demanding agency? How can 
we understand visibility as a precondition for political subjectivity? How 
can we understand participation from the position of an outsider in Europe 
today without waiting years, sometimes even generations?

Arrival in the North of Sweden
3��Boden was first mentioned to me during a Skype conversation with 

Marti Manen and Joanna Zawieja from the Public Art Agency Sweden 
in July 2016. It was they who suggested the possibility of working 
together on a project with refugees who were arriving in a city called 
Boden in the far north of the country. They also mentioned that Boden 
is well known in Sweden as an important military stronghold that for 
a very long time was responsible for protecting Sweden from poten-
tial attacks by Russia during the Cold War. They also told me that the 
Swedish government was interested in creating public art in certain 
marginalized areas.

I arrived in Boden, 40 kilometers from the Arctic Circle, in November 2016 
wrapped up in fear and anxiety. I doubted my ability to engage with such 
an unfamiliar place and landscape. I was afraid that I simply lacked the 
basic skills.
3�What I was unable to realize back then was that this seeming lack of 

connection with Boden allowed me to engage with both the city and 
its inhabitants in an extraordinary way. It also offered me the opportu-
nity to reflect on my life and work in Palestine and Italy in a completely 
different way.
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The Yellow House in Boden
3��In the commission from the Public Art Agency, they mentioned the 

Yellow House, which was well known in Boden for hosting refugees, 
as a possible starting point for the project. I was told that the Yellow 
House was a place with a bad reputation, that it caused problems … 
that refugees living there spent their days packed like sardines in small 
rooms, with cold weather and a dark sky outside and a winter that 
never seems to end. Social isolation was a serious problem, too. One 
resident of the Yellow House I spoke with told me: “I live with my wife 
and children all alone. No one knocks on our doors here, while in Syria 
we never closed our doors.” Another told me: “My deepest wish is for 
my wife to find a reason to leave this dark room every now and then.”

I was frustrated and saddened by what I saw but did not lose hope. I kept 
knocking on doors. A young Iraqi man, Ahmad, invited me into his room. 
We sat on his bed, and he told me that he was waiting for his wife and 
children, and that when he received family reunification papers and they 
finally arrive, they would move to the south of Sweden where the weather 
is nicer and people are more open. I could not help but exclaim, almost out 
of desperation: “Everybody wants to escape Boden! Doesn’t anyone want 
to stay here?!” I wasn’t expecting an answer, but Ahmad responded, to my 
amazement: “You must meet Ibrahim and Yasmeen. They are not living in 
the Yellow House, but are considering staying in Boden.”

Yasmeen and Ibrahim’s Living Room in Boden
3��Yasmeen and Ibrahim live in a green house with a church on the second 

floor in the center of Boden. Ibrahim came out to greet us and wel-
comed us inside. Yasmeen was waiting for us in the corridor. I shook 
hands with her and looked shyly into her eyes before entering their 
living room. Suddenly the sadness of the Yellow House disappeared.

Marti and Joanna were with me during our visit. Looking around me I re-
alized that I was accompanied by representatives of the Swedish Public 
Art Agency, in other words, by members of the government. In that small 
living room, by hosting us Yasmeen and Ibrahim simply switched familiar 
social roles: instead of being refugees hosted by the government, they 
played the role of host, hosting the Swedish government. Their living room 
gave them the opportunity to reject their role of obedient guest, com-
plying with norms and rules, and exercise their right to be hosts.
3��Yasmeen, her mother and Ibrahim were our hosts, and they were ho-

sting us with pride in their house as if they had never lost their home
In this living room, I found the strength that I had been searching for but 
was unable to find in the Yellow House. How can we convey this feeling 

to those around us? Is there a way to imbue others around us with this 
feeling? How can we bring hospitality back to the Yellow House as a 
means of creating agency? Ibrahim told me that when they first arrived 
in Boden, they desperately tried to invite everyone they would meet into 
their home. He explained: “In our house we are humans, but in public, we 
feel that we are just numbers. I wanted people to see me as a human and 
to appreciate who I am. This was possible only in our home.”

The Living Room of Yasmeen and Ibrahim in Boden  
and our DAAR in Stockholm
3�The encounter with Yasmeen and Ibrahim marked the beginning of the 

project. However, reducing it to something about a Syrian refugee co-
uple would have been to limit the potential of their performance and 
their experience. Their living room made me realize how important it 
would be to use our own living room in Stockholm as a way to discover 
and settle into our new Swedish life. As their living room and ours are 
part of the same whole, it became more difficult to narrow the project 
down to something that is exclusively about refugees.

This encounter made me understand better why, more than a decade ago 
in 2006, my partner Alessandro Petti and I decided to open up our house 
and initiate DAAR, which means “home” in Arabic. Our home back then 
in Beit Sahour, meant the creation of a quasi-institution (DAAR) in our 
own private space as a response to the lack of public space in Palestine. 
A place where we could discuss how to live under colonialism and how to 
rethink struggles for decolonization and the creation of common spaces. 
Our DAAR in Stockholm would still aim to function as a quasi-institution, 
as a response to the lack of political agency in the public sphere in Europe 
today.
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Road sign 
1��photo: Ika Sienkiewicz-Nowacka

1��Suad Amiry

A Dog’s Life
It was one of those rare moments when I 
could easily have killed someone. But to kill 
Dr. Hisham, the only vet in Ramallah (proba-
bly the only one in the whole district), would 
have been a national scandal. It probably 
would have caused a rural uproar, though 
perhaps not one as important as the re-
nowned 1834 Peasant Revolution against 
Ibrahim Pasha (the son of Muhammad Ali 
Pasha, the ruler of Egypt). It all started in the 
peaceful town of Jericho, where Salim and I 
spent most of our weekends away from trou-
bled Ramallah during the 1987 uprising.
3�We were driving along Khidaiwi Street (I wonder if the name has 

any connection with the Egyptian Khidaiwis, the descendants of 
Muhammad Ali Pasha) when I glimpsed two puppies cuddled up in 
a ditch on the side of the road. I quickly stopped the car and rushed 
out towards them. One was dark-haired and one blond, and they were 
sitting on top of one another, keeping each other warm, in the already 
very warm town of Jericho. I held one in each hand and, with great 
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excitement, looked at Salim. With a very worried expression, he looked 
me straight in the eye and said firmly, “NO.”

“Poor little things—sooner or later they’ll be run over by a car,” I replied. 
“No, they won’t,” insisted Salim.
“Look at them, they are so absolutely cute,” I said as they dangled with 
their soft tummies exposed.
“I know,” Salim replied, looking away from them.
“Why not, then?” I insisted.
“Who is going to take care of them?” asked Salim.
“I will, of course,” I said joyfully, seeing that I was starting to win the case.
“You’re busy and traveling most of the time. Dogs are worse than babies, 
they need constant attention… and affection,” he added.
3�Oh, God, how this argument reminded me of the many arguments 

Salim and I had had over having or not having children.
But this time I was not willing to compromise.
3�It was heartbreaking to make the choice. There was no way I could 

have convinced Salim to adopt both puppies.
The dark brown puppy was left behind, and ‘Antar the blond (of course) 
accompanied us home to Ramallah. The joy and excitement over acquiring 
‘Antar was for a long time mixed with a lot of guilt. Perhaps that’s why 
‘Antar behaved the way he did. He probably never forgave me for separat-
ing him from his brother (or sister).
3�“You can tell how big a dog will grow up to be by the size of his paws,” 

said a friend of mine as he held two of ‘Antar’s huge paws. That was 
not reassuring, as ‘Antar’s paws were one-third of his size. He also told 
me that I should change the name (‘Antar bin Shaddad, a classical 
poet hero in Arabic literature, was known for his chivalry and heroic 
military deeds—in other words, a symbol of machismo), as ‘Antar 
turned out to be a she. But it was too late.

As a matter of fact, for years we continued to treat ‘Antar as a he.
“Is four in the afternoon a good time? I’ll be there,” said Dr. Hisham when I 
had explained to him ‘Antar’s need for an anti-rabies vaccine.
It was four o’clock sharp when vet Hisham rang the bell. I quickly opened 
the door and ushered him into the sitting room. There followed half an 
hour of typical Palestinian small talk: complaints about the terrible politi-
cal situation, how selfish Palestinians had become, especially the younger 
generation, and about the lack of vision (except, of course, for Dr. Hisham 
and me) in the whole area.
3�Another quarter of an hour was spent bragging about Dr. Hisham’s 

success stories: saving the sheep of Abu el-’Abed in the village of 
Surda, and the newly born twin cows in the village of ‘Atarah (I had 

absolutely no idea how many cows are born at a time and did not dare 
ask), and Abu Nizar’s sick horse, which Dr. Hisham brought back to 
life after Dr. Khaldun, from Nablus, told the owner that his five-thou-
sand-dollar animal could not be saved.

I was quite reassured by his successes, but I also took note that none of 
them involved a dog.
3�“Dr. Hisham, I need you to give ‘Antar an anti-rabies vaccine,” I found 

myself interrupting. 
“Yes, of course,” he replied, suddenly recognizing my growing impa-
tience. 
“What breed is ‘Antar?” asked Dr. Hisham authoritatively as he sipped 
his coffee. 
“Ahh… breed… mmmmm… I am not so sure he has a breed. Can one 
consider a baladi dog a breed?” I mumbled apologetically. 
To me he is ‘Antar, a lovely, mischievous, rambunctious puppy.

As Dr. Hisham stared at me, I thought to myself, Why can’t a baladi dog be 
a breed? “Never mind, Doctor, can I bring ‘Antar in? Or shall we go out to 
the garden?” I was trying to rekindle Dr. Hisham’s interest in the mission 
he had come for.
3�“Doesn’t matter—bring him in,” he replied.
In no time ‘Antar was all over the place. After knocking down the tray with 
his long wagging tail, and splashing coffee all over the place, he rolled 
over on his back and waited to be patted on his very round tummy. Typical 
‘Antar, I thought to myself.
3�I could see Dr. Hisham looking at ‘Antar’s genitals. 

“’Antar is a bitch,” said Dr. Hisham with great disappointment. 
“You mean she is a female,” I tried to correct him. 
“That’s what I meant,” said Dr. Hisham. 
“So…?” I said in an irritated, high-pitched voice. 
“Do you really want to waste a thirty-dollar vaccine on a baladi bitch?” 
“I can’t believe this, Dr. Hisham,” I said, my anger mounting.

I kept quiet, amazed at how defending a female dog had aroused in me 
national, feminist and pro-animal rights emotions.
3�As Dr. Hisham bent down to give ‘Antar her vaccine, I was on the verge 

of breaking the tip of another rabies vaccine and sticking it in his big, 
protruding backside.

A Few Years Later
3�It was almost 10:30 at night when I heard squeaking sounds outside. 

I opened the garden door, and immediately jumped back as a tiny 
black creature came running in. In no time, it had disappeared behind 
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the many plant pots in the front veranda. I switched on the light, and 
cautiously started looking behind every pot. It was not long before 
I spotted two huge, bat-like ears stuck on a tiny little black puppy. 
I stretched out my slightly trembling hand to pick up an even more 
trembling puppy. She was the size of my palm.

It took only a few hours for Nura and me to become forever inseparable. 
She became my tiny, nervous shadow. Nura, who grew to be a little bit 
bigger than my two palms, still accompanies me everywhere: to work, to 
construction sites, to my mother-in-law’s house and to some, but not all, 
of my friends’ houses.
3�Soon I had a huge collection of books on dogs: All You Want to Know 

About Your Dog, Admit Sleeping with Your Dog, Loving Your Dog More 
than Your Husband, Can My Dog Become My Heir?, Cheating on Your 
Dog, What Breed Is Your Dog? My latest book was Growing Up with a 
Lesbian Master.

3�I also subscribed to Bitch magazine.
Unlike the late ‘Antar, Nura was obviously of a very special breed: a toy 
Manchester terrier. Reading and learning so much about Nura’s spe-
cial breed obviously did not change the one reality on the ground: Nura 
still needed the anti-rabies vaccine and there was no one apart from 
Dr. Hisham who could give it to her. Because he was so openly sexist and 
undoubtedly racist, I had taken a decision not to deal with Dr. Hisham 
ever again.
3�After a few months of not knowing what to do, I had to make up my 

mind. I did not know which was more difficult: to end my boycott of 
the sexist Doctor Hisham, or to start dealing with an Israeli vet—prob-
ably racist against Arabs but not dogs—located in ‘Atarut, an Israeli 
industrial zone (illegal Jewish settlement) built on Palestinian lands 
on the Ramallah-Jerusalem road. The Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals was located just a half mile or so away from the 
Jerusalem checkpoint established in March 1992, at a time when the 
Palestinian-Israeli peace talks were taking place in Washington, D.C.

“She is a toy Manchester terrier,” I bragged to Dr. Tamar, an Israeli vet 
with an English accent.
“She is absolutely gorgeous; what is her name?” asked Dr. Tamar as she 
cuddled Nura.
“Nura,” I say proudly.
“And yours?”
“Suad.”
“Isn’t she absolutely cute?” I said, trying to act as calmly as possible de-
spite feeling nervous that someone I knew would see me sneaking into 

‘Atarut’s Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. Looking at the 
sign, I was relieved to see that Arabs were not considered animals.
3�“Let’s see now, we need to check her eyes, her ears, and her tiny teeth, 

and then give her the rabies, flu and cocktail vaccines,” said Dr. Tamar, 
as she placed Nura on a special operation table in the middle of her 
clinic. 
“A nonalcoholic cocktail, I hope,” I joked nervously. 
“What about her blood pressure and diabetes?” I added.

Dr. Tamar totally ignored my remarks and walked out of her office. Maybe I 
was stupid to make such silly remarks, but I wanted to release some of the 
tension I was feeling.
3�It was not long before Dr. Tamar came back empty-handed. 

“Suan, we seem to have a little problem here,” she said in her rather 
serious English accent. 
“What is it, Doctor?” Wanting to know what the problem was, I did not 
correct my name. 
“Did you say Nura lives in Ramallah?” she asked. 
“Yes, with me of course,” I answered nervously. 
“But the Jerusalem municipality vaccines are only for Jerusalem dogs.” 
“But you know it is illegal for us to live in Jerusalem, Doctor, as we have 
Ramallah IDs,” I said, interrupting Dr. Tamar in a panic. 
“No need to change residency. Would you be willing to pay for the vac-
cine?” she asked. 
“Of course I would,” I said, enthusiastically taking all the money out of 
my purse. 
“A hundred and twenty shekels,” she said, and I handed her the money. 
She took it and walked out of her office again.

I cuddled the trembling Nura and collapsed onto a chair next to the win-
dow. I looked at the surprising number of Palestinian women and men 
who had come in with their dogs and cats to seek vet Tamar’s help. I 
wondered if they were also running away from Dr. Hisham. They all looked 
much more relaxed and self-assured than I did.
3�“We still seem to have a little problem here,” I heard Dr. Tamar say be-

fore I even saw her. 
“What is it?” I asked, nervously standing up. 
“Well, this certificate is issued by Jerusalem municipality, and I am not 
sure whether it is recognized by the newly established Palestinian 
National Authority in Ramallah.”

3�She must be kidding, I thought to myself, but unfortunately Dr. Tamar 
looked damn serious (at that time people were still taking the Oslo 
Agreement seriously).
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Not knowing what to make of Dr. Tamar’s English seriousness, I could not 
help laughing.
3�“Don’t worry, Dr. Tamar. It would be good enough if the Palestinian 

National Authority recognized its own certificates, let alone Arab dogs 
holding Jerusalem certificates.”

I jealously watched Dr. Tamar filling in Nura’s yellow and black Jerusalem 
passport.
3�First name, name of father, name of mother, age, own breed, breed 

of father and mother, a list of vaccine types, date of injection, date of 
next injection, remarks, doctor’s name and, lastly, owner’s name.

“Do you have a photograph?”
“My photograph? Or Nura’s?” I was hoping it would work.
“Nura’s,” answered Dr. Tamar.
3�Neither Nura nor Dr. Tamar realized how damn serious I was about re-

placing Nura’s photograph with mine. I don’t think either of them knew 
how difficult or impossible it is for Palestinians to acquire a Jerusalem 
ID, let alone a Jerusalem passport. I was thinking of my Jerusalemite 
friend Nazmi Jubeh, whose wife, Haifa, had spent sixteen years waiting 
for her Jerusalem ID.

I’d definitely have to hide Nura’s passport from Samir Hulieleh, who after 
twenty-four years of marriage to Sawsan, a Jerusalemite, had not yet suc-
ceeded in getting a Jerusalem ID.
3�I did not want to think about adorable little Yasmin, Sawsan and 

Samir’s only child. The Israelis would not give her a Jerusalem ID be-
cause her father had a Palestinian Ramallah ID, and the Palestinian 
Authority would not give her a Palestinian ID because her mother had 
an Israeli Jerusalem ID.

If Jewish and Arab traditions were respected, Yasmin should have two 
identity cards, one after her mother and one after her father. But she has 
none.
3�I was also thinking of my dear friend ‘Attallah Kuttab, who had recently 

lost his Jerusalem ID because he married Ebba, who is German. I was 
thinking of the tens of thousands of Palestinians who have lost their 
Jerusalem IDs, and the many others who have been waiting in vain for 
years to acquire a Jerusalem ID.

And here was little Nura with a Jerusalem passport.
“Lucky you, baby.” I picked her up and gave her a big kiss.
“Don’t lose it. Take it with you when you travel abroad.”
“You mean the passport?” I was just checking.
“Yes,” Dr. Tamar replied.

3�Both Nura and Dr. Tamar gave me a strange look, as neither of 
them were that political. It drove me crazy how both took being a 
Jerusalemite for granted. I walked out, carrying tiny Nura in my left 
hand and her passport carefully in my right.

“You know what, Nura? This document will get you through the check-
point into Jerusalem while I and my car need two different permits to get 
through.”
3�Nura looked at me, slightly tilting her tiny head, wagged her long tail, 

put her head out of the car window and sniffed.
It was not long before I decided to make use of Nura’s passport.
“Can I see your permit and the car’s?” requested the soldier standing at 
the Jerusalem checkpoint.
“I don’t have one, but I am the driver of this Jerusalem dog,” I replied, 
handing the soldier Nura’s passport.
“Maze (What)?” asked the soldier, making a funny face.
He looked pretty amused by the thought. He took Nura’s passport and 
started flipping through it.
“I am the dog’s driver. As you can see, she is from Jerusalem, and she can-
not possibly drive the car or go to Jerusalem all by herself.”
“And you argh hergh dghiver?” he said, rolling his r’s in the way that Israelis 
do when they speak English and dissolving into laughter.
“Yes, somebody has got to be her driver,” I laughed back.
The soldier looked closely at me, patted Nura’s head, which was still stick-
ing out of the window, handed me her passport and in a loud voice said: 
“SA’A…Go.”
3�I pressed my foot on the accelerator, Nura stuck half of her tiny body 

out of the window, and to Jerusalem we both flew.
All it takes is a bit of humor, I thought to myself as Nura and I passed the 
same soldier when we drove back to Ramallah that same afternoon.

3�A Dog’s Life is reprinted from Sharon and My Mother-in-Law: Ramallah 
Diaries (London: Granta, 2005) with the author’s permission.
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Jumana Emil Abboud 
3�Her creative practice deals with oral histories, drawing on Palestinian 

folklore and its integrated relationship with the land and water, with 
humans and non-humans. Jumana is currently pursuing a practice-led 
PhD at the Slade School of Fine Art at UCL. She has participated in 
numerous exhibitions over the last two decades, including the Venice, 
Sharjah, Istanbul Biennales, as well as the Jerusalem Show/Qalandiya 
International. 

Noor Abed 
3�An interdisciplinary artist and filmmaker born in Jerusalem/Palestine. 

Her practice examines notions of choreography and the imaginary 
relationship between individuals, creating situations where social 
possibilities are both rehearsed and performed. In 2020, she and Lara 
Khaldi co-founded the School of Intrusions, an educational platform in 
Ramallah, Palestine.

Ahmad Alaqra 
3�He studied architecture at Bir Zajt University and the University of 

Edinburgh. He currently lives in Ramallah and Paris, completing a 
doctorate in architecture and spatial anthropology at Université 
Paris Diderot VII. During his creative stay in Helsinki (September— 
November 2019), Ahmed continued his research on the Qalandiya ref-
ugee camp in Jerusalem. He wants to better understand the unusual 

1�
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our songs were ready for all wars to come, film still, 
3�Noor Abed, courtesy of the artist
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spatial deconstruction by the camp’s residents, who seek to free 
themselves from the politicized nature of the disputed geography.

Mirna Bamieh 
3�An artist and performer from Jerusalem/Palestine. Her work contem-

plates the politics of disappearance, the ever-shifting status of the 
“in-between”. Using her diploma in culinary arts, she has developed 
works that use the mediums of storytelling and food to create social-
ly engaged projects. Through these, she aspires to create artworks 
where food/eating/sharing create an innovative and fresh way for 
people to experience themselves and their surroundings, such pro-
jects include: Maskan Apartment Project, Potato Talks Project, and 
Palestine Hosting Society (mirnabamieh.info). 

Wim Catrysse 
3�A Belgian artist and filmmaker. He has worked in various media, but 

since the late 1990s has focused on film in the form of multi-channel 
video installations and single-screen works. His films are rarely the re-
sult of a preconceived idea, but arise from direct and intuitive interac-
tions with the geographical and socio-cultural aspects of a place and 
its inhabitants. Wim’s approach is an attempt to fulfil a catalytic role in 
the development of an artistic mind map with regard to the complex 
relations of a globalized world (wimcatrysse.com).

DAAR (Decolonizing Architecture Art Research) 
3�An architectural collective that combines conceptual speculation and 

pragmatic spatial intervention, discourse and collective learning. The 
artistic research of Sandi Hilal and Alessandro Petti falls between 
politics, architecture, art and pedagogy. In their practice, art exhibi-
tions are both sites of display and sites of action that spill over into 
other contexts: the building of architectural structures, the shaping of 
critical learning environments, interventions that challenge dominant 
collective narratives, the production of new political imaginations, the 
formation of civic spaces and the re-definition of concepts  
(decolonizing.ps).

Maja Demska 
3�A graduate of the University of Arts in Poznań, Maja is a graphic de-

signer by education and a curator, author of texts and diagrams by 
practice. She focuses on information visualization and non-linear nar-
rative forms. She uses diagrams as a communication and artistic tool, 
creating hand-drawn documentations of art projects, group processes 

and archives. The founder of the art space Groszowe Sprawy located 
at Bazar Namysłowska marketplace in Warsaw.

	
Forensic Architecture 
3�A research agency, based at Goldsmiths, University of London, inves-

tigating human rights violations, including violence committed by 
states, police forces, militaries and corporations. FA works in partner-
ship with institutions across civil society, from grassroots activists to 
legal teams, international NGOs and media organizations, to carry out 
investigations with and on behalf of communities and individuals af-
fected by conflict, police brutality, border regimes and environmental 
violence (forensic-architecture.org).

Karolina Grzywnowicz 
3�A visual artist with an interdisciplinary approach. Her practice is 

research-based, making use of archival materials, interviews, oral his-
tories and bibliographic records. Her works often deal with situations 
of migration and exile. She is interested in the practices of weak resist-
ance, everyday activities and those seemingly unnoticeable gestures 
that have the power to resist oppression. She creates installations and 
situations, works in public spaces and holds artistic interventions  
(karolinagrzywnowicz.com). 

Jumana Manna 
3�A visual artist working primarily with film and sculpture. Her work ex-

plores how power is articulated through relationships, often focusing 
on the body, land and materiality in relation to colonial inheritances 
and histories of a place. Jumana was raised in Jerusalem and lives in 
Berlin (cargocollective.com/jumanamanna).

Joanna Rajkowska 
3�An artist based in Warsaw and London. A versatile artist, Rajkowska 

is best known for her work in public spaces, where she uses real-life 
situations, energies, organisms and materials to construct sites, instal-
lations and ephemeral actions. De-familiarizing, de-humanizing and 
relating are her operating devices. She is interested in the limitations 
and the limiting of human activities, the multiplicity of agencies and 
human and non-human relations (joanna.rajkowska.com).

 
Mohammad Saleh 
3�A permaculture designer, activist and educator with more than 10 

years of full time hands on experience. He founded Mostadam Eco 
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Design, a social enterprise that provides ecological solutions through 
taking a practical, bottom-up approach tailored to fit the Palestinian 
culture, climate and challenges, by introducing various techniques to 
achieve local sufficiency and foster an appreciation of nature  
(facebook.com/MostadamEcoDesign).

Studio Lekko
�3�Runed by Kuba Rudziński in Berlin, Studio Lekko designs typefaces, 

visual identities, publications and websites for artistic and cultural 
institutions, such as LACMA, the United Nations, the Evens Foundation 
and others. Studio has received the STGU Project of the Year award in 
the Social Impact category. Studio’s work has been presented in Print 
Control and Slanted magazine (studiolekko.com).

umschichten 
3�An artistic practice based in Stuttgart and Hamburg, Germany. The 

studio uses temporary architecture as an approach for immediate 
action and creates built interventions in order to display local needs, 
ideas or passions. umschichten comprises Alper Kazokoglu, Lukasz 
Lendzinski and Peter Weigand (umschichten.de).

Marta Wódz 
3�A visual artist and art historian. As a fellow researcher, she cooperates 

with the Lieven Gevaert Research Centre for Photography, Art and 
Visual Culture in Belgium, conducting research on topics such as radio 
in visual art or the political use of plants. Her works have been present-
ed during the Fotobookfestival in Kassel, Krakow’s Photomonth and 
the Narrations Festival in Gdansk, among others (martawodz.com). 

Jaśmina Wójcik 
3�A visual artist, director and educator. Her work deals with the  

(in)visibility and self-representation of marginalized communities.  
She is involved in alternative education by developing authorial prac-
tices in the creation of children’s artistic expression. At the same time, 
she works towards building interactivity within cultural institutions, by 
treating visitors as co-creators and interlocutors in cultural dialogue 
(jasminawojcik.pl).
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Cover
1�Fermentation Station, Mirna Bamieh, 

Palestinian Hosting Society, Zamek 
Ujazdowski 2019

4�photo: Bartosz Górka

The curator gave the artist her mother, she 
said: take care of her, make her a creator, 
let her give life. The artist hoped to nurture 
the curator’s sourdough starter, and make a 
beautiful bread of a mother, a mother that 
would beget new possibilities.
3�This would be the artist’s first sourdough bread. She was not a baker, 

she was a cook, a hot kitchen cook, who could handle cooking for 60 
people but had always been intimidated by bread; western breads in 
particular, with their rectangular or dome-like structures, technical, 
measurable and visible for evaluation, loaves that are meant to be dis-
played. Earlier that year, the artist had managed, with far less anxiety, 
to make traditional breads; breads that are smaller, less arrogant and 
more forgiving than western breads. She had followed recipes that 
didn’t demand a mother starter, in a way, this freed her from the re-
sponsibility of being a narrator, a contributor to a  lineage. 

The mother in fermentation is the starter, without her, the process cannot 
begin, she carries the DNA of whatever follows. The mother is demanding, 
she needs to be taken care of, she needs to produce, or else she dies. A 
mother in fermentation gives herself away for the new creation, but needs 

Mirna  
Bamieh
8�What is a Mother 
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to be part of it. There is no way around it, if you fail to create another 
mother from the mother, the story ends. Intent on not being part of an 
ending this time, the artist carefully took in the curator’s caring instruc-
tions, and resolved to create her first sourdough bread. 
3�It all started at night. The artist had just started the residency and the 

kitchen she would be using was new territory. She warmed up in the 
kitchen by roasting the leaves of a fermented tea. The tea came out 
beautifully, giving her confidence: the kitchen was hospitable. She took 
the curator’s baby, opened the jar and inhaled, it smelled tenderly sour 
and somehow alive. She mixed it with rye flour and water, and it became 
sticky like the curator said it would, she covered it with a cloth, put it in a 
warm place, made peace with the total loss of control, and slept.

She woke up early and checked the bread that had been fermenting 
all night. It had risen beautifully and it was time to add the rest of the 
flour and water and work it into a loaf. It was coming together when 
she remembered that she had to take a piece of the dough and create 
a mother out of it, but she had already added some seeds to the dough. 
She panicked a little, would some seeds ruin a mother? She hoped not. 
The process was intense and full of uncertainty, she didn’t know what the 
dough should feel like, she had never used rye bread before, is it supposed 
to stay this sticky? Should she keep adding flour? Did she need to knead 
it more with her hands, with the machine? She eventually decided to stop 
feeding the dough with flour as it was greedily eating it all without coming 
together, she put it in the bread mold, and left it to rest.
3�Afterwards she felt drained and confused. She decided to go back to 

sleep while the dough was resting. It was then that she had a very par-
ticular dream. She dreamt of a past lover with whom she had had the 
longest story of her life to date. In the dream he was kissing her and 
starting to make love to her, but there was a small boy in the room, the 
lover didn’t seem to be bothered by him and she was not asking any 
questions. She woke up with an urge to call him and without question-
ing this urge, she did and he picked up. They had not spoken in two 
years. Are you happy, he asked. Do you have a son, she said. My son is 
due to be born today, he said. 

There are incidents in the artist’s life that have led her to believe that 
she is not capable of being a mother, not to children, nor to broken men. 
She thought that having children would put an end to many things she 
wouldn’t like to end. Her family too had lovingly joked that she would not 
be able to tolerate a child, which felt like a punch in her womb, a punch 
she received and gave in to. The only son she had ever imagined loving was 

from the lover in that dream, the lover who was becoming a father. She 
cried on the phone, she did not hide her tears, as he was used to them. 
3�Through her tears she checked on the bread, it had rested and fer-

mented beautifully. She heated the oven and put the loaf in. She 
spoke to her new lover, at the same time calculating the baking heat 
intervals; he and the bread symbolised beginnings; beginnings that 
she was determined not to mess up. The loaf of bread came out of the 
oven and was beautiful. It had cracks on the top as she had forgotten 
to score it, but she forgave herself for that minor mishap. She left it to 
cool down and left for a walk. 

While walking, the artist thought about her mother, the one person she 
cannot imagine living without. Her mother’s footsteps coming down the 
stairs in the morning to make coffee would always be the greatest sound 
in life, and her mother’s rice would always be her refuge in the hardest 
moments, and the only thing she could digest when life is at its darkest. 
The artist is blessed with a mother who always listened and never judged, 
to a degree that made it seem that dark, complicated, layered emotions 
were unknown to her. Her feelings seemed simple, when she is happy, she 
is happy, when she is sad, she is sad, when faced with an emotion that lay 
beyond that dichotomy, her face would show astonishment then nothing. 
Yet, there are days when she wallows alone in sadness in her bedroom 
without making so much as a ripple in the life around her. Sometimes she 
would carry this sadness down with her to the kitchen while making cof-
fee, and the artist would catch it and feel helpless, and feel her mother’s 
sadness from feeling like she was never granted what she deserved, how 
her life had been a compromise. The artist’s mother would sometimes 
say that life is passing her by and that she never really lived, but then, she 
would shake herself away from such thoughts, and go back to the altered 
state where nothing can touch her. She created this space very carefully, 
with a cigarette in her hand and a beautiful smile on an ethereal face. The 
artist has always felt that she has the most beautiful mother and that her 
beauty is what has always held her life together. 

Without mothers, stories never start.
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Mother recipe
3�Ingredients

For a small baking tray (20x10x7.5 
cm) use:

325 g whole grain 720 rye flour
290 ml water
200 g mother starter
1 tsp of salt

or

325 g whole grain 2000 rye flour
325 ml water
200 g mother starter
1 tsp of salt

Your choice of seeds to top it with 
(sesame seeds, flax seeds, poppy 
seeds, sunflower seeds,
pumpkin seeds...etc.)

Recipe yields half a kilo  
of sourdough bread

For a large loaf tin 
(31x10x7 cm) use:

750 g whole grain 720 rye flour
590 ml water
200 g mother starter
1 tbsp of salt

or

750 g whole grain 2000 rye flour
750 ml water
200 g mother starter
1 tbsp of salt

Your choice of seeds to top it with

Recipe yields one kilo  
of sourdough bread

Bread from a small baking tray
1�photo. Ika Sienkiewicz-Nowacka
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Use a glass or plastic bowl, metal slows down bacterial activity. Mix 70% 
of the flour and 70% of the water with the mother. Using the hook fixture 
of a mixer, fold the ingredients until just incorporated, it is alright to see 
traces of flour, the bacteria will process this. The dough will be very sticky 
at this stage, cover it with a cloth and leave it at room temperature over-
night or for 9-12 hours.
3�Once the dough has rested add the remaining flour and water (30% 

four, 30% water) and the salt and mix. Now take 50g of the dough; 
this is now the new mother. Leave it to rise, then deflate, then put it 
in the fridge and feed with one tablespoon of rye flour and one table-
spoon of water every 5 days. Use within a week, make a new batch 
and a new mother.

Fold in anything else you might want to add to the bread (e.g.: dried toma-
toes, olives, dried fruit, seeds). If your baking tray is new or you are afraid 
the bread will stick to it, line it with parchment paper or grease it with oil. 
You can also sprinkle the base with seeds.
3�Place the dough in the baking tray and sprinkle the top with seeds too. 

Once more, leave it to rest, this time for 3-4 hours at room tempera-
ture, or 6-7 hours in the fridge. (If you choose to refrigerate, make sure 
you allow it to warm to room temperature before the following steps 
and keep it covered with a plastic bag in the meantime.)

Brush the surface of your bread with olive oil, and carefully score it. 
Scoring your bread will allow it to break along the top nicely while baking.
3�Preheat the oven to 200 °C for 50-60 minutes. If the oven has no hu-

midity option, place a tray filled with water at the bottom of the oven. 
The very warm oven will cause the bread to rise and the water will 
keep your bread moist while baking.

Now bake your loaf for 10 minutes at the maximum temperature setting of 
your oven.Then bake for another 10 minutes at 200 °C (or at the temper-
ature setting that is second to highest on your oven). Now bake for 20-35 
min on 150C or 180C, depending on how hot your oven is.
3�Take care not to face the oven door directly when opening it, the vin-

egar fermentation will be underway and you don’t want the hot acidic 
air in your face.

Once your loaf is ready, take it out of the baking tray and place it on an el-
evated metal rack. When it is just slightly warm, cover it with a cloth. Wait 
until it has completely cooled down before you slice it, it is even better to 
wait for 12 hours before you eat it, as most of the vinegar from the natural 
fermentation will have dissipated and it will be less acidic.

Instructions

















07/03 The World: What Goes Around Comes Around 

08/03 Finishing up a jar of white cabbage sauerkraut with carrots and 
cumin seeds 

14/03 Five of Wands: Clearing the Air

20/03 Pickled beetroot with mustard seeds, garlic and peppercorns 

21/03 Nine of Wands: The Journey of the Nine of Wands

22/03 Pickled sardines with green olives and carrots

23/03 Fermented goat yogurt with coriander, red onion and garlic 

23/03 Kimchi 3 ways: with eggplants, with Brussels sprouts, with 
mushrooms 

27/03 Fermented roasted bell pepper paste 

28/03 Four Cups: Time for Change

28/03 Pink sauerkraut: a mixture of red and white cabbage with corian-
der seeds 

29/03 Pickled mung and pea sprouts with ginger, colored peppers and 
carrots  

04/04 The Tower: The Past Is Crumbling but the Future Can be Bright

05/04 Pickled green string beans with mustard seeds and garlic 

06/04 Fermented drink: pineapple skin in water with star anise and 
wild honey 

08/04 Fermented grated carrot, olives, walnuts and lemon in olive oil  

10/04 Fermented garlic in honey and raw apple vinegar 

11/04 King of Swords: A man of Intellect

17/04 Fermented eggplants with carrots, olives, walnuts and lemon 

17/04 Fermented stuffed jalapeños with carrots, olives, walnuts and 
lemon in oil

18/04 Seven of Cups: A Time of Uncertainty

25/04 Eight of Wands: The Journey of the Eight of Wands

02/05 The High Priestess: Tune in and Turn up Your Inner Voice

08/05 Finishing up the fermented eggplant, carrots, walnuts, olives and 
chili mix

09/05 Page of Wands: Your Heart Knows the Way

09/05 Finishing up the 3 jars of kimchi

12/05 Reviving the kefir grains  

16/05  Nine of Cups: Attitude of Gratitude 

19/05 Second fermentation of kefir water: adding fruits to first ferment

21/05 Fermented drink: pineapple skin in water with cane sugar

22/05 Second fermentation of kefir water with raspberries 

23/05 Sound of Silence: The Hermit 

25/05 Fermenting watermelon rind with garlic, fennel leaves and unripe 
apples 

26/05 Fermenting red and white cabbage with Za’tar (dried thyme, ses-
ame seeds and sumac) 

27/05 Finishing up the pink sauerkraut

27/05 End of quarantine regulations In Palestine































Makdous (Pickled,  
stuffed eggplants)

Instructions
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