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lka Sienkiewicz-Nowacka

Everyday Forms
of Resistance

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 Alaqgra, 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, Jasmina
Wojcik and Marta Wodz) and Wim Catrysse
from Belgium. | treated the artist residencies
et o in this project as a medium and a tool for
photo: Kuba Rudzirski curatorial work. They helped me carry out



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.

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 | offered
her help in this undertaking. During my first journey to Ramallah in
October 2016, | 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 Jasmina Wojcik’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.
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.
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.



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.
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.
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 Kotodziejska and botanist
Magda Chechtowska, 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.
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



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.
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 mugawamah (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, jon’aa, and ga’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.
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 | wrote about this project in more depth in “My Castle

is your Castle: What Does it Mean to Host Artists2” published in Discover Society maga-

zine: https;//discoversociety.org/2020,/08,/05/my-castle-is-your-castle-what-does-
-it-mean-to-host-artists/.

Recording at Dheisheh refugee camp,
Karolina Grzywnowicz with Om Nidal Abu Acker

photo: Kuba Rudziniski

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.
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.



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, | 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,
Noor Abed, courtesy of the artist
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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.! 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

At the olive oil press in Beit Sahour
photo: Kuba Rudzinski 1 llan 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.

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, | 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 | 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. . . 1 am here to stay. You cannot uproot me. | 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
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
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.”® 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.*
Palestinian folk stories recounted by Jumana Emil Abboud, or lullabies

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).



Stones and Other Demons, Joanna Rajkowska
photo: Marek Szczepanski, courtesy of the artist and I'étrangére gallery, London

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

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

Qalandiya
photo: Dominika Blachnicka-Ciacek

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.”® 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.
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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
checkpoint® without proper papers exposes the system’s arbitrariness
and effectively delegitimizes it.
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.

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, | 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. | 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.

21



Al-Madhafah at the Women'’s Center,
Fawwar refugee camp

292

courtesy: DAAR

Sandi Hilal

Notes

Al-Madhafah/The Living Room

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.

23



Al-Madhafah, Boden, Sweden

24

photo: Elias Arvidsson

Al-Madhafah project has grown from a very personal need that became cle-
ar when | moved with my family to Sweden, where | 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 | will consider myself part of the place
where | live, if | 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, | 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?

Al-Madhafah, Boden, Sweden
photo: Elias Arvidsson

Arrival in the North of Sweden
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. | doubted my ability to engage with such

an unfamiliar place and landscape. | was afraid that | simply lacked the

basic skills.
What | 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
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. | 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 | 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 | saw but did not lose hope. | 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. | could not help but exclaim, almost out
of desperation: “Everybody wants to escape Boden! Doesn’t anyone want
to stay here?!l” | wasn’'t expecting an answer, but Ahmad responded, to my
amazement: “You must meet lbrahim and Yasmeen. They are not living in
the Yellow House, but are considering staying in Boden.”

Yasmeen and Ibrahim’s Living Room in Boden
Yasmeen and lbrahim 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. | 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 | 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 lbrahim 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.
Yasmeen, her mother and lbrahim 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, | 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. | wanted people to see me as a human and
to appreciate who | am. This was possible only in our home.”

The Living Room of Yasmeen and Ibrahim in Boden

and our DAAR in Stockholm
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 | 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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Suad Amiry

A Dog’s Life

It was one of those rare moments when |
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
lbrahim Pasha (the son of Muhammad Al
Pasha, the ruler of Egypt). It all started in the
peaceful town of Jericho, where Salim and |
spent most of our weekends away from trou-
bled Ramallah during the 1987 uprising.

We were driving along Khidaiwi Street (1 wonder if the name has

any connection with the Egyptian Khidaiwis, the descendants of
Muhammad Ali Pasha) when | 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,” | 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,” | said joyfully, seeing that | 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.
Oh, God, how this argument reminded me of the many arguments
Salim and | had had over having or not having children.
But this time | was not willing to compromise.
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).
“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 | 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 timez? I'll be there,” said Dr. Hisham when |
had explained to him ‘Antar’s need for an anti-rabies vaccine.
It was four o’clock sharp when vet Hisham rang the bell. | 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.
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 (1 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 | also took note that none of
them involved a dog.
“Dr. Hisham, | need you to give ‘Antar an anti-rabies vaccine,” | 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... | am not so sure he has a breed. Can one
consider a baladi dog a breed?” | mumbled apologetically.
To me he is ‘Antar, a lovely, mischievous, rambunctious puppy.
As Dr. Hisham stared at me, | thought to myself, Why can’t a baladi dog be
a breed? “Never mind, Doctor, can | bring ‘Antar inZ Or shall we go out to
the garden2” | was trying to rekindle Dr. Hisham’s interest in the mission
he had come for.
“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, | thought to myself.
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,” | tried to correct him.
“That’s what | meant,” said Dr. Hisham.
“S0...2” | said in an irritated, high-pitched voice.
“Do you really want to waste a thirty-dollar vaccine on a baladi bitch2”
“I can’t believe this, Dr. Hisham,” | 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.
As Dr. Hisham bent down to give ‘Antar her vaccine, | was on the verge
of breaking the tip of another rabies vaccine and sticking it in his big,
protruding backside.

A Few Years Later

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. | 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.

Soon | 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 Heirz, Cheating on Your
Dog, What Breed Is Your Dog? My latest book was Growing Up with a
Lesbian Master.
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, | had taken a decision not to deal with Dr. Hisham
ever again.
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,” | 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,” | say proudly.

“And yourse”

“Suad.”

“Isn’t she absolutely cute?” | said, trying to act as calmly as possible de-

spite feeling nervous that someone | knew would see me sneaking into

“Atarut’s Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. Looking at the
sign, | was relieved to see that Arabs were not considered animals.
“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,” | joked nervously.
“What about her blood pressure and diabetes?” | added.
Dr. Tamar totally ignored my remarks and walked out of her office. Maybe |
was stupid to make such silly remarks, but | wanted to release some of the
tension | was feeling.
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, Doctore” Wanting to know what the problem was, | did not
correct my name.
“Did you say Nura lives in Ramallah2” she asked.
“Yes, with me of course,” | 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,” | 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 | would,” I said, enthusiastically taking all the money out of
my purse.
“A hundred and twenty shekels,” she said, and | 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. |
wondered if they were also running away from Dr. Hisham. They all looked
much more relaxed and self-assured than I did.
“We still seem to have a little problem here,” | heard Dr. Tamar say be-
fore I even saw her.
“What is it¢” | asked, nervously standing up.
“Well, this certificate is issued by Jerusalem municipality, and | am not
sure whether it is recognized by the newly established Palestinian
National Authority in Ramallah.”
She must be kidding, | 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, | could not

help laughing.
“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.
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¢” | was hoping it would work.

“Nura’s,” answered Dr. Tamar.
Neither Nura nor Dr. Tamar realized how damn serious | was about re-
placing Nura’s photograph with mine. | 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. | 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.
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.
I was also thinking of my dear friend ‘Attallah Kuttab, who had recently
lost his Jerusalem ID because he married Ebba, who is German. | 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?” | was just checking.

“Yes,” Dr. Tamar replied.

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. | 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 | and my car need two different permits to get
through.”
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 | decided to make use of Nura’s passport.
“Can | see your permit and the car’s?” requested the soldier standing at
the Jerusalem checkpoint.
“I don’t have one, but | am the driver of this Jerusalem dog,” | replied,
handing the soldier Nura’s passport.
“Maze (What)2” 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,” | 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.”
| 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, | thought to myself as Nura and | passed the
same soldier when we drove back to Ramallah that same afternoon.

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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our songs were ready for all wars to come, film still,
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Artists’ bios

Jumana Emil Abboud

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

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 Alagra

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
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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

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

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)

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

A graduate of the University of Arts in Poznan, 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 Namystowska marketplace in Warsaw.

Forensic Architecture

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

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

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

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

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
Runed by Kuba Rudziriski 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
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 Wodz
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).

Jasmina Wojcik
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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Pawet Moscicki

Sleep in Resistance

These songs come from the very eye of the
storm. Aida, Dheisheh, Fawwar, al-Arroub,
Balata, Jalazone, Qalandiya — those are

the Palestinian camps where they were
recorded. The first two are at the top of the
list of places in the world with the highest
concentration of tear gas in the air. All share
— besides the ethnicity of their residents -
the experience of a permanent state of siege
and ever new forms of harassment invented
by the Israeli authorities. These songs can
be heard in places of brutal — and actually
double — oppression, for historical violence
(the Nagba), which has forced thousands of
Palestinians to leave their homes, overlaps
here with actual violence, directed against
the refugees who live in the camps. As if it

weren’t enough to drive the people out of the
country, but to drive the country out of the
people as well. To disconnect them from their
own culture, strip them of their civil rights,
and then to make their life untenable.
In the streets of the camps, overt violence
against and unjustified arrests, not only
of adults but of kids as well, are a daily
occurrence, while at night Israeli comman-
dos carry out home searches under the
pretext of anti-terrorist operations, fire
at alleged militant positions, and disturb
the silence. Sleep deprivation, a torture
method used by intelligence services all
over the world, is employed here against
whole neighborhoods. As in Afghanistan,
Iraq, or Guantanamo, the purpose is to
keep the subjugated populace in a state
of constant agitation, to keep their minds
occupied, to never let them forget about
their humiliation. Dream deprivation is also
a way of cutting off the targets from the
realm of regeneration and relaxation, of
refusing the terrorized people a chance to
let their imagination fly. It is not enough to
occupy a territory: the refugees also need
to be refused access to soothing oblivion,
to an inner emigration that could at least
partly alleviate the pain of the physical
one.



In those places, Karolina Grzywnowicz has
recorded lullabies sung by residents (usually
women) in spite of two techniques of power:
cultural uprooting and sleep deprivation.
Quiet and tender, these songs are also acts of
subversion and resistance for which one can
be punished. The compilation includes songs
from different regions and periods: some are
recent, some traditional, and some a creative
mix of the two. Protest is not only inscribed
here in the very fact of their being sung,
but also encoded in their recurring motifs.
A ballad about separation from a loved one
speaks of nostalgia for the homeland, a chil-
dren’s rhyme turns into a political pamphlet,
streaked with references to the current situ-
ation in the region. Sometimes these songs
adopt the form of a parable, at other times
they wish the children being lulled to sleep a
better future than the reality that surrounds
them at present.
Listening to these recordings, one can
clearly feel that the lullabies are neither
separate from reality, nor can they be re-
duced to an object of consumption. This
can be heard when they blend smoothly
with fragments of conversation, or trail off
when memory has failed the singer and he
or she makes a break to discuss the next
stanza. This joint searching for fragments

of tradition dispersed in memories is the
very core of resistance; it is the actual po-
litical statement of these modest singers.
It is here that the firmest no pasaran is
declared, one that seems to render all the
drones, stun grenades, and tear gas inef-
fective. The power of a tender collectivity
making sure that the youngest ones sleep
tight is irresistible indeed.
Perhaps, in order to ensure the survival of a
community, it is first necessary to protect its
flickering existence, woven with dreams, fan-
tasies, and memories, suspended between
dream and reality, between the past and the
present, in a realm where Palestine simply
still exists. Falling asleep, one can persist
precisely in staunchest resistance, regaining
one’s strength for further struggle, even if it is
to preserve one’s ordinary, everyday dignity.
As we know, the Palestinian camps expand
only upwards, with the roofs of existing
buildings constantly turning into the floors
of new storeys. Such is the fate of those
who, year after year, piece by piece, are be-
ing stripped of the part of their homeland
that has been left to them. But on each
successive floor this homeland’s hidden an-
them resounds, sung as a lullaby. How many
more floors must be built for the world to
truly hear the cry that these songs convey?



Yalla tham

Come now, Reema, and sleep. Come now, sleep, come to Reema
Come now, love the praying. Come now, love the fasting.
Come now to Reema, good health, each and every day

Come now, sleep; come now, sleep

I'll slaughter pigeons for her,

Go away, o, pigeons: don’t believe what | say
I'm tricking Reema to get her to sleep

Reema, Reema, you bright kid

Your hair is blond and pure

He who loves you will kiss you

He who despises you will gain nothing

0, seller of grapes
Tell my mother; tell my father
The gypsies have kidnapped me from under Majdaliyyi’s tent

O, cutie pie, o, cutie pie; peaches under apricots
Every time the wind blows, | pick an apricot for Reema

Hey, hey, hey, Lina; lend us your tub and basin
So we can wash Reema’s clothes, and hang them over the jasmine bush

Singing

Tohfa Abo Ebyea with her daughter Dima

Place and date

Balata Refugee Camp, Nablus, Palestine
29/06,/2019

Yalla tnam is the most renowned lullaby in Palestine, allegedly in the
entire Arab region. It was popularized after Fairuz, the legendary
Lebanese singer, sang it for her daughter Reema in the film Bint Al
Hariss. The piece originally comes from Palestine.

Tohfa Abo Ebyea is an Arabic teacher and a refugee living in Balata,
the largest refugee camp in the West Bank. Tohfa is a wonderful,
generous person, and a strong voice of the Balata camp. We record-
ed many songs, including the lullaby Yalla tnam, with which she sang
her children to sleep. This time she sang it with her daughter Dima.

Time

1:562

Palestinian Samer

She appeared on the high porch without a veil
And her face, my sisters, lit up like a lamp

She appeared on the high porch with her lamp
And smiled and laughed, with her father by her side

Take your sheep in, girl, your face is cold
We, the foreigners, will let our sheep graze and repeat

Don't think the distance made me forget the way to my folks
I shall mount the steed and ride slowly

He passed by the neighborhood, with the pretext of playing ball
No ball did we play, nor did the loved one open the door for him

He passed by our doors, with the pretext of buying oil
No oil did he buy, nor did the loved one open the door for him

May God help those white folks flocking to the valley
Her daughters have come to hunt my horses

May God help those white folks flocking with friends
Like a pack of slaves who have come to divide up the harvest

O family of this little girl, may God not forgive you any sins
What made you blind to the son of the uncle and aunt2

O family of this little girl, may God not alleviate any of your
hardships
What made you blind to this smart cousin2

The day | can mount my homeland on camelback
I shall leave and go wherever you are, you peaceful people

Singing

Ghada Azzeh

Place and date

Aida Refugee Camp, Bethlehem, Palestine
13/11/2019

The above verses allude to the traditional style of singing known as
the Palestinian samer. The two-line stanzas are mostly unrelated;
according to the samer formula, they refer to diverse issues of social
life. Themes include those of love, disappointment, war, death, and
the longing for one’s home.



Ghada Azzeh is a refugee living in the Aida camp, right next to the
separating wall, surrounded by the grim realities of checkpoint
300 between Bethlehem and Jerusalem. In their commute to work
Palestinians wait in endless queues every day, crammed into caged
corridors. In their occupation, the Israeli army conducts night raids
several times a week, searching houses and issuing arrests. This
camp is considered to be one of the places in the world most ex-
posed to tear gas.

I recorded with Ghada Azzeh a few times. Our sessions were often
interrupted with the sudden arrival of Israeli soldiers, shots and tear
gas. Ghada would stop singing, frantically trying to determine if her
children were safe. However, during this recording session it was not
the appearance of soldiers, but the verses themselves, verses which
described a desire by Palestinians to hoist their country on the backs
of camels, to carry it to a place where there is peace and safety, that
made her unable to continue singing.

Time

1:568

Taq, taq, taqiyyih

We were once free in our land
And would play a popular game:
We'd gather around, as little kids,
And play: “hat, hat, hatty”

Hat, hat, hatty

We have no identity (card)

Hat, hat, hatty

The name of the game is America

Hat, hat, hatty

This is what democracy looks like

Hat, hat, we’re surrounded

The resolution came but we didn’t wake up
And the wall that surrounded us

Took away the West Bank

Hat, hat, hatty

We have no identity (card)

Hat, hat, many hats

We cannot find any bread

They attacked Iraq

And claimed it’s for nuclear reasons

Hat, hat, hatty

This is what democracy looks like

Hat, hat, hatty

The name of the game is America

Ring, ring, ring the bell

A dagger stabbed us in the back

They placed a checkpoint and some guards
Around East Jerusalem

Hat, hat, hatty

We have no identity (card)

The Arab states are all convened
All twenty-two of them

They are having soirées in hotels
To western tunes

Our government, my brethren,

Has issued the first statement,
Announcing a price hike

Of one hundred and ninety percent

In percentage: a hundred ninety

They applied it at the beginning of October
The price of sugar and flour went up



And that of all the necessities

Hat, hat, hatty

Now both the worker and the teacher
Claim that life is unsurmountable

The price of both diesel and gas went up
At the onset of winter

Hat, hat, hatty

The merchant is acting all macho

While people are boiling inside

They even raised the price of a dishwashing sponge
By the VAT amount.

Singing

Abu Nasser

Place and date

Dheisheh Refugee Camp, Bethlehem, Palestine
09/11/2019

The song is a parody of the popular children’s game Tagq, Taq,
Taqiyyih, in which a group of children sits in a circle facing one an-
other. One child, dubbed the Hatter, remains outside the circle and
circles around, wearing a hat or other head covering, while the rest
of the group sings the song. At a certain point, the Hatter drops
their hat on one of the sitting children. The selected child tries to
catch the Hatter. If the Hatter manages to occupy the empty place
in the circle, the chosen child becomes the new Hatter. The game
continues.

Abu Nasser is a refugee living in the Dheisheh camp. In his youth he
wrote and sang songs during crucial moments in the history of the
camp. He sang at weddings and during celebrations, when political
prisoners were released from Israeli prisons. For this reason he was
oppressed and spent many years under house arrest.

Time

1:45

La tibki, tbakkini

Don’t cry and make me cry,
Fatima, my sister,
Don’t cry and make me cry.

You bruised my cheek
with your absence
You bruised my cheek

0, Rwedeh, Rwedeh
We love you
0O, Rwedeh, Rwedeh

You bruised my cheek
With your absence
You bruised my cheek
0O, Rwedeh

Singing

Leila Daayna

Place and date

Fawwar Refugee Camp, Palestine
13/11,/2019

La tibki, tbakkini is an old Palestinian lullaby made in a traditional
manner. It is how women in Palestine sing folk songs, for instance at
weddings or during harvest season. As with many Palestinian songs,
the theme of this one remembers enforced distance and a longing
for loved ones who are far away.

Leila Daayna is from Beit Jibrin and is a refugee living in the Fawwar
camp. The song was recorded in Al Madafah, a living room initiated
by Saldi Hilal, to which we were invited by the host, refugee and fem-
inist Ayat Al Turshan.

Time

0:59

12



Ala Taree’ Aytit

On the road to Aytit, oh, mother
Two people interrupted my prayers
One was my soul’s love, oh, mother
And the other, my life.

We tasted torment, oh, mother

We tasted its different flavors

And he who forgets his land, oh, mother
Puts an end to his life

Singing

Tamara Abu Laban

Place and date

Dheisheh Refugee Camp, Bethlehem, Palestine
12,/11,/2019

Aytit is a village in southern Lebanon, to which more than 100 thou-
sand Palestinians escaped in 1948. Today, 453,000 registered
Palestinian refugees live in camps across the country.

The song Ala Taree’ Aytit narrates the life of a girl who lost her broth-
er and her lover in their fight for freedom.

Tamara Abu Leban is a film director, young mother, and refugee liv-
ing in the Dheisheh camp. She sings the song Ala Taree’ Aytit to get
her children to sleep. The recording was made in the studio at the
headquarters of the Shoruq organization, which was created by the
refugees, residents of the Dheisheh camp. During the session we
repeatedly heard Israeli F16’s flying over the camp, on their way to
shoot at Gaza, located 60 km away from the camp.

Time

1:.00

Safayeh, Safayeh

Safayeh, safayeh

On the prophet’s road
Safayeh, safayeh
Exuding fragrance

I bring you, oh, prophet

Safayeh, safayeh

Because you brought your master
Oh camel, oh camel

Because you brought your master
I shall increase your hay

And keep you tied for two months

Because you brought your master

I shall keep you tied for two months
Because you brought this tanned man
I shall keep you tied for two months
Near the green beans

Singing

Ghada Azzeh

Place and date

Aida Refugee Camp, Bethlehem, Palestine
12/11/2019

Sfiha (pl. Safayeh)is a type of salty pastry.

The song belongs to the genre of tarwida. The pieces have diverse
themes, they are composed in honor of those who returned from
Mecca, of political prisoners leaving Israeli prisons, and for various
celebrations. What connects them is a specific melody. The slow
rhythm originates from the manner in which these pieces were first
performed. The tarwidas were sung by women putting their children
to sleep.

The lullabies sung by Ghada Azzeh are very old; in her family they
were passed down from generation to generation. She inherited
these lullabies from her aunt.

Time

114



Hatha waqtu nnawmi,
ya ibni

Itis time to sleep, my son

Have a long and blissful sleep
Sleep in the crib of happiness
Oh, happy child

Sleep on this pillow

I wish | were a child again

Oh, little angel in his bed

Sleep in God’s care

Sleep, oh angel, sleep, oh love
Sleep in God’s care

Sleep until the coming morning
Sleep with blissful eyes

Oh God, keep my loved one safe
during sleep

Oh God, keep my loved one safe
during sleep

Singing

Em Elias

Place and date

Palestine
23/10/1998

The lullaby comes from the Popular Art Center’s sound archive.

For years, Palestine has unsuccessfully fought to reclaim its ar-
chives from other countries. The whereabouts of many documents,
photographs, films, books, newspapers, maps, and manuscripts

are unknown. A vast majority are in the possession of Israel, which
means the state also controls their accessibility, regulating the ways
these materials are used, or otherwise destroying documents as
they see fit. Israeli forces plundered extensive archives kept by the
Palestinian Liberation Organisation in Beirut. Leaving Lebanon, the
PLO took the remainder of the archives (containing documentation
on the daily life of Palestinians, as well as documents of property
deeds from before 1948) to Algeria, and kept them in desert camps,
where allegedly a large part of these were further destroyed.

These archives could be a powerful tool in the hands of Palestinians.
On the one hand they could serve in an ideological struggle,
opposing the Israeli-propagated myth about state-building in a
no-man’s land inhabited by nomadic, cultureless barbarians. On
the other hand, possessing these documents could serve a very
practical dimension, strengthening the individual and public rights
of Palestinians under occupation. If they were supported by doc-
uments, neither Israel nor anyone else could contest Palestinian
claims. Thanks to these archives, Palestinians would be able to
prove that they are the rightful owners of houses (including those
in Jerusalem and Nablus) and of the lands that have been illegally
seized by settlers.

From the outset, the activity of the EI Funoun group and their
Popular Art Center was aimed at protecting Palestinian cultural
heritage against appropriation and loss. The founders of both or-
ganizations recognized the need to document customs and tradi-
tional Palestinian culture to strengthen the cultural bond between
Palestinians everywhere. Despite it being prohibited, they created
an audio archive, recording and collecting traditional Palestinian
songs, believing in the crucial role of art and culture to counter the
systematic oppression of Palestinian identity by Israeli occupation.

Time

1:48



Yimma, Mwel Lhawa

0, mother, this love ballad,

this love ballad of mine, o mother.
I'd sooner be stabbed with daggers
Than be ruled by a lowlife.

And I walked under the rain,
And the rain quenched my thirst
And when summer came

It lit up my fires

At least my life was redeemed
As a vow to freedom

Singing
Tamara Abu Laban

Place and date

Dheisheh Refugee Camp, Bethlehem, Palestine
12,/11,/2019

Itis difficult to determine the origin of this song, but it is certainly
strongly identified with the fate of Palestinians. Tamara Abu Laban,
arefugee living in the Dheisheh camp, often sings it to get her chil-
dren to sleep.

Time
1:.09
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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.
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 itin 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.
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.
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.



Bread from a small baking tray
photo. Ika Sienkiewicz-Nowacka

Mother recipe

Ingredients

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

325 g whole grain 720 rye flour
290 ml water

200 g mother starter

1tsp of salt

or

325 g whole grain 2000 rye flour
325 ml water

200 g mother starter

1tsp 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

1thsp of salt

or

750 g whole grain 2000 rye flour
750 ml water

200 g mother starter

1tbsp of salt

Your choice of seeds to top it with

Recipe yields one kilo
of sourdough bread



Instructions

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.
Once the dough has rested add the remaining flour and water (309
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.
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.
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.
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.
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Pickeld green string beans
Photo and drawing: Mirna Bamieh
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Nevertheless, she was able to understand the difference between kind-
ness and goodness; the pickle was never good, but always kind. Goodness
can be oppressive, but kindness always redeems people.
The pickle was never good at anything, not even before he became a
pickle. This statement might shock you, and you might even sympa-
thize with how hard it must have been for someone to be described as

such. You might also think that the artist is extremely harsh. You would
be right on all counts; indeed, those are the facts that fed her emotion-

al rollercoaster and subsequently turned a man into a pickle.
The silence of the artist’s man was oppressive, it would push her to build
her own prison, he would let the artist wallow in her insecurities, laboring
her way through those heavy blocks of disappointment, and disappear,
without walking her out of it, without interrupting her. He would just be
there, fermenting.
Those fermentation sessions would last the whole night. She would
boil with anger and words, in hot salty tears, while squeezing expec-
tations out of her pores, and his. Tormented with restlessness, she
would ask him for a reaction, for an act, for a protest, for any sign
that he cared. Instead he would just stand there, with dead eyes and
silence, he would then sleep, leaving her to reach the bottom of the pit
of sadness and disappointment, and with a persistent thought to end
on, leave it all behind, him and her life, not that there was a separation
between the two on such nights. In the morning he would wake up,
make her forget it all with a smile; he would hold her close and make
her go through another day with his love fix. The artist wouldn’t realize
that her man was fermenting a little more with the passing of such
nights. She would be too drained to feel anything, neither sadness nor
despair, nor the pain that his silence inflicted.
The pickle was not good at being angry, not good at forgiving, not good at
giving, not good at keeping friends, not good at sharing, not good at tak-
ing care of himself, not good at taking care of others, not good at creating
a career, and not good at contributing to any cause. The pickle thought: to
be is to survive.

Candied pickles
Photo: Mirna Bamieh






Mirna
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Inside the Jar,
Fermenting




Fermented green tomatos, beetroot section
Photo: Mirna Bamieh
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Dear artist,

Thank you so much for your contribution! You're right, when we proposed
the title 2050, two months ago, we thought it could be a nice game to
play with the future. But the deeper you dig into the subject the more
problematic it becomes... Therefore, we appreciate that you made it.

Big thanks again
Stay in touch!

Little did the artist know that those anxieties were mere evocations of
what humanity would be facing in less than six months. That autumn,
she had been dwelling on thoughts of nature taking back control and
avenging the harm done to her over the centuries, of the sun raging
against injustices committed by people under its very eye, of us hiding
in our houses from the fear of our blood boiling from heat and shame.
Come spring, the artist would be building up her pantry, taking meas-
ures against an uncertain future, a future not of her imagination, but
that of apocalyptic cinema and literature.
“We are all fermenting in quarantine.” The statement sprang up during a
tarot reading session. The question the artist had posed to the cards was
in relation to stagnation in relationships. The question led to an inner jour-
ney that somehow turned her quarantine days into an opportunity to tune-
down the noise of the daily mundane, and to redirect her efforts towards
resolutions. She hadn’t spent time in one place for quite a while, her body
was relaxing with the passing of days. She cleaned, painted walls, redec-
orated every corner, planted, cooked, meditated, worked out, chose the
incense that would start and end the day, selected the coffee blends she
enjoyed the most. Somehow her house became the jar she was preparing
for a successful quarantined fermentation.
To initiate fermentation, the artist had learned that all she had to do
was to be a good host to the bacteria, those tiny beings who colonize
and cultivate; everything from her digestive system and beyond. The
jar is a microsystem of successive bacteria cultures that fight battles
to nurture themselves and to thrive, one after the other, until it is time
to slow down and enjoy the ferment. Salt and sweetness are the art-
ist’s assets in creating this hospitable environment for generations of
good bacteria in her jar to eventually dominate. But no matter how in-
hospitable an environment is, there is always an organism that is able
to inhabit it. All the artist has to do is set the right tone, then let go.
It is never easy to be oneself, whether you are alone or you have someone,
the artist realized. Being confined to one space with all of one’s emotions

and thoughts can make it even harder, and the struggles that ensue are
not unlike those waged by the bacteria cultures. The artist wondered
about the salt she was choosing to fight the undesired bacterial thoughts,
about them taking control, and about the fabric of self-care she was using
in her fermentation.
Fermentation time is the time a jar of ferment sits on your counter and
undergoes a transformation, a curing. It is also the time when people
face their doubts and questions while they wait. The artist began to
understand how the future had never been and never will be under her
control, that planning and imagining future scenarios go against the
very nature of life.
In times of crisis, the connective tissue of us as groups, and communities,
is being tested. We lean onto that which comforts us, what reminds us of
what is important, and what seems always to be linked to food, the people
we love, our habitat, and the truth of feeling. When the world was flipped
upside down, those jars were the artist’s anchor, an enduring presence.
While the artist was confined between walls, those jars opened a bound-
less space before her, turning into vast landscapes, speaking unlike ever
before of graceful struggles and of the mundane quest of being alive. For
that the artist held herself responsible, going through this multi-feeling,
multi-liberating, multi-scale journey, all happening from the clusters of
confinement.



The Artist’s Personal Timeline of the 3-month
Quarantine Through Fermenting Jars and Weekly
Tarot Readings:

07,03
08/03

14/03
20,03
21,03
29,03
23/03
23/03

27,03
28/03
28/03

29/03

04/04
05/04
06/04

08/04
10/04
11/04
17/04
17/04

18/04
25,04
02/05
08/05

09/05

The World: What Goes Around Comes Around

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

Five of Wands: Clearing the Air

Pickled beetroot with mustard seeds, garlic and peppercorns
Nine of Wands: The Journey of the Nine of Wands

Pickled sardines with green olives and carrots

Fermented goat yogurt with coriander, red onion and garlic

Kimchi 3 ways: with eggplants, with Brussels sprouts, with
mushrooms

Fermented roasted bell pepper paste
Four Cups: Time for Change

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

Pickled mung and pea sprouts with ginger, colored peppers and
carrots

The Tower: The Past Is Crumbling but the Future Can be Bright
Pickled green string beans with mustard seeds and garlic

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

Fermented grated carrot, olives, walnuts and lemon in olive oil
Fermented garlic in honey and raw apple vinegar

King of Swords: A man of Intellect

Fermented eggplants with carrots, olives, walnuts and lemon

Fermented stuffed jalapefios with carrots, olives, walnuts and
lemon in oil

Seven of Cups: A Time of Uncertainty

Eight of Wands: The Journey of the Eight of Wands

The High Priestess: Tune in and Turn up Your Inner Voice
Finishing up the fermented eggplant, carrots, walnuts, olives and
chili mix

Page of Wands: Your Heart Knows the Way

09/05
12/05
16/05
19/05
21/05
29,/05
23/05
25,05

26,05

27,05
27,05

Finishing up the 3 jars of kimchi

Reviving the kefir grains

Nine of Cups: Attitude of Gratitude

Second fermentation of kefir water: adding fruits to first ferment
Fermented drink: pineapple skin in water with cane sugar
Second fermentation of kefir water with raspberries

Sound of Silence: The Hermit

Fermenting watermelon rind with garlic, fennel leaves and unripe
apples

Fermenting red and white cabbage with Za'tar (dried thyme, ses-
ame seeds and sumac)

Finishing up the pink sauerkraut

End of quarantine regulations In Palestine

Fermenting beetroots
Photo: Mirna Bamieh



The first recipe the artist prepared at the beginning of the three-month

quarantine period.

Beetroot Pickles

Ingredients

4 heads of beetroot

A pear or a green apple
(optional)

Spices: choose the spices you
like: garlic, ginger, pepper, bay
leaf, allspice, lemon or orange
zest. If you use pear or apple,
than anise stars and fennel
seeds or rosemary make a great
addition.

For the brine:

1 tbsp of salt per liter of water.

Instructions

Thoroughly wash the beetroots,
scrubbing their skin with a clean

sponge. Cut them into 1cm
thick disks, half disks, or strips
Stack the vegetables in a jar
very tightly. You can add a pear

for extra sweetness, or some
zest and ginger for an extra
kick. These additions flavor the
beetroot brine very nicely.

Pour in the salty brine, making
sure all the vegetables are
submerged with 4 cm of brine
on top, leaving 1-2cm of air
space

Leave to ferment at room
temperature, away from direct
sunlight. The beetroots can be
eaten 2 weeks later, but reach
their best flavor and probiotic
goodness after 4 weeks.

You can leave your jar
fermenting for up to one year,
but once opened make sure
you store it in the fridge to slow
down the fermentation process,
and to keep undesired bacte-ria
from spoiling the ferment after
exposure to air.

Beetroot kvass recipe

Beetroot kvass is simply the juice (brine) from fermented beetroots. It is
a delicious powerhouse of probiotics. To increase the amount of the liquid
yield, simply increase the proportion of the brine vs beetroot.
After fermenting for at least a month, you can drink the brine as
you would juice, or add it to smoothies, soups and salad dressings.
Just make sure not to heat it, as heat will kill the probiotic life in it,
diminishing its health benefits.



Mirn_a
Bamieh

Of Tears, Brines
and Fears




Water, salt
Photo: Mirna Bamieh
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When the artist was around ten years old, her father told her she could not
join the swimming classes at summer camp because she had a hole in her
ear through which the water would enter. Her father was a doctor and he
deemed the water in the pool contaminated by chemicals and by people’s
biological waste. She did not argue with her father’s decision as she did
not want the water entering her through that hole in her ear. She knew
that her ear had a hole in it. She believed a bee lived in there, keeping her
awake during long nights with its constant buzzing. She definitely didn’t
want to drown the bee in her ear and to have a dead bee living inside of
her. She’d rather tolerate the buzzing than the death of that annoying
creature living inside of her. The artist believes that the hole left her ear,
but not her body; the artist believes that this hole moves around her body,
and has been in her stomach for the last two decades.
Growing up, she stayed away from water. That desire to go swimming
she had as a child was replaced by fear and distrust. During one family
vacation, she had almost drowned under the gaze of her parents, who
thought she was playing around in the water. When the lifeguard no-
ticed her screams and pulled her out, the only thought in her head was
one of shame. She had developed body hair, armpit hair, which she
had been trying to hide, but which was now visible to all while she was
pulled out by this man.
It was not until she was in her thirties that she decided to face this fear
of water. She enrolled in a class and was gently prompted by her tutor to
trust the water to hold her up. It was months before she did, until one day,
it happened.
Every now and then, the artist experiences an event with such intensi-
ty that she can later recall the details with the utmost clarity. That first
moment of her floating was one of those events. She felt the border
between her and the water disappear; she felt her body expand and
connect to the water. Her body experienced lightness for the first
time; she closed her eyes and somehow she was out of time. She had
found her element, and it was water. Since that day, her body had de-
manded to be in the water.
However, the artist cannot imagine how people trust the sea, rivers or
even lakes. Open waters are waters of death. Maybe cinema put that
thought in her head, or the stories she had heard of waves and currents
dragging people into oblivion. She did try, she did swim in rivers, lakes
and seas, but always cautiously. For her, the scariest of seas was the
Dead Sea. When she tried to swim in it, the briny water was so heavy that
she felt she was cutting through it. You can’t really drown in the Dead
Sea, but one droplet of its water enters your eyes and you are blinded by

excruciating pain. For the artist, to be blinded at night in the sea was the
ultimate loss of control, the ultimate nightmare.

Brines, like tears and sea water, are a highly concentrated solution of

salt in water. Within that salt life happens, but also stops.
Brines are used for preservation. Flesh that is marinated in brine becomes
tender, she thought.

To create a brine for preserving pickles you need to make the water

taste like the sea. In there, life takes hold, transforms and is preserved.

Cucumbers, radishes, chilies, turnips, tomatoes, cauliflower and egg-

plants all transform in brine and through time.
The artist thought herself to be rather introspective, attuned to her emo-
tions and opposed to bottling and pickling feelings and thoughts. One
evening, during a mindfulness meditation class, she felt as if she had been
pushed into an abyss when the teacher asked: “What are the feelings you
are not trying to feel?” The question created a physical reaction in her
being; she felt her throat closing in on itself, forming a ball, in which all of
the unfelt feelings were trapped. She felt the tears build up in her body
and she mustered all of her strength to keep them from flowing. She did
not want to drown the room with her hot salty tears. But she knew that
the pain in her throat was real. She realized that she had been fermenting
emotions that she did not want to feel, emotions that were nevertheless
directing her actions. She had not seen them before, those dark, deep wa-
ters inside of her, where those feelings were preserved. The question had
uncorked a jar of pickled emotions that she had not known were inside.



Dried herbs at Zielska Kolonia, Knyszewicze 2019
Photo: Mirna Bamieh

Ingredients

- 1kg (one medium) red or white
cabbage, or an equal mix of both
for a light pink Sauerkraut.

— 1tbsp of salt

You may want to make your first
batch a classic one, but, think of
the flavor notes you like and get
playful.

Some optional ingredients for
extra flavor:

— 2 medium-sized carrots, grated
(for a Russian style Sauerkraut
with white cabbage)

- Aromatics (no more than two):
cumin seeds, dill seeds, caraway
seeds, fennel seeds, chili flakes,
rosemary, za'tar (a Middle
Eastern thyme mix), or sumac.

Sauerkraut Recipe

Experiment with the spices you
like.

- Half a beetroot, grated, and half
a cup of dried cranberries

— One grated green apple

— Grated ginger and beetroot (half
a bulb)

— 1tbsp grated turmeric and
1tbsp grated ginger



Instructions

1.

Peel the outer layers of the cabbage, and cut away any bruises, but

do not wash it. Chop the cabbage in the desired shape. To speed up
the process, it is recommended to chop it into long thin strands with a
sharp knife or a mandolin.

. To each 1kg of cabbage add 1 tablespoon of salt. Rub the salt into the

cabbage and squeeze, until the cabbage begins to release its juice.
Leave the cabbage to “sweat” for a couple of hours.

. One hour later, the cabbage will have released plenty of juice. Rub it

again to squeeze out even more liquid, if possible. Add the flavors of
choice and mix everything well.

. Add the cabbage and juice to the jars, packing the cabbage in as tightly

as possible. You will need to press it until the cabbage is entirely sub-
merged in its own juice. If there is not enough liquid (this mostly hap-
pens with red cabbage) put some weights on top.

. Cover the cabbage with a cheesecloth and leave it to ferment at room

temperature for 3-5 days. Each day, take a wooden fork and pierce the
cabbage to release the gas. Try the sauerkraut each time; only your
tastebuds will tell you when it’s ready to eat.

. After fermenting at room temperature, cover the jars with lids and keep

in the fridge for 21 more days, for a whole cycle of probiotic maturation.
The sauerkraut will stay good in the fridge for several months.
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Kefir, kefir grains
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But when the artist, along with everyone else in the world, was forced to
alter her annual plans and confine herself in her house for months on end,
she once more paid attention to all the things she had neglected during
the years of movement: her body, her health, the walls of her home, the
level of comfort of the couch, the position of her furniture in relation to her
and to each other, the tense ties with her family, her bitterness towards a
paternal past, her appreciation of a maternal present, and that little jar of
bacteria in the door of her fridge.
She was working around the house when a thought nudged her. What
if she gave them some sugar to see if they would show any sign of life2
She brushed the thought aside, thinking there was little hope that
those microscopic creatures would have endured the months of star-
vation she had imposed on them.
But eventually she did take a spoon of sugar, with which she would test
the threshold between life and death. The bottle fizzed when she opened
it. The bubbles must indicate aliveness, she thought. She smelled it, took
a sip. She had never tasted kefir water before, but it did feel right; it had
that seductive smell of sweet funk and the taste of transformation that
the artist had come to love. She added the tablespoon of sugar, closed
the bottle, and left it on the kitchen counter. In the days that followed, she
would look at it, hoping that the bacteria was happily eating the sugar.
Two days later, she opened the bottle and took a taste. It was more sour
and tart than sweet, the bacteria had indeed persisted, over the past
seven months; it had been generating its own energy despite the scarcity.
The artist was in awe; those bubbles of aliveness signaled resilience, for-
giveness and hope.
The moment called for celebration. The artist went for a second fer-
mentation, one that could be flavored with whatever freshness her
heart craved. She strained the kefir grains, looking closely at the small
jelly-like granules, their aliveness unperceivable to her eyes. In another
jar, the artist submerged an apple, a peach and some raspberries in
the kefir water before tightly closing it. Although the kefir grains were
no longer in this water, their culture was, and the sugar in the fruits
would feed it. Three days later, the artist enjoyed the tender taste and
whispers of her carbonated drink, all the time thinking about the fine
grains of difference, the multitudes of life expressed in paradoxes,
of granules that reside in between spaces that we hurriedly disre-
gard. Everything is everywhere, she thought, we just need a genuine
encounter.

Water kefir with sage and cranberry
Photo: Mirna Bamieh



Water Kefir Recipe

Ingredients for
first fermentation

- 2 tbsp water kefir grains (you'll
need a starter culture, find a
friend who has some grains,
or buy some online)

— 4 cups water

- 2.5 tbsp sugar (unrefined cane
sugar, coconut sugar, jaggery,
or white sugar)

— (optional) 1 dried fig/ dried
prune/ date

— (optional) 4 thsp of lemon juice

1. Mix the sugar into the water
until fully dissolved.

2. Spoon the water kefir grains
into the sugar water. Drop in
the dried fruit and add lemon
juice. Let it culture for at
least 24 hours and up to 72
hours (depending on the room
temperature), cover loosely
with a lid. Note: when your
dried fruit floats, your ferment is
ready.

3. Strain the kefir grains through
a nonreactive strainer into a
pitcher. Discard the fruit.

4. Serve the kefir right away or
continue with the secondary
fermentation below.

5. Reserve the water kefir grains,
storing them in some sugar
water in the fridge for up to
2 weeks. The kefir grains will
stay healthy as long as you
keep feeding them with healthy

sugars (alternate between cane,

coconut and brown sugar, don’t
feed them only white sugar).

What you need for the
second fermentation

After you've made the basic water
kefir from the first fermentation,
you can experiment with new
flavors for a more enjoyable drink.
You can flavor your basic brew
with sweetened herbal teas,

fruit juices or fruits like cherries,
raspberries, strawberries, mangos,
red grapes, pineapple, prunes,
peaches or apples.

Creating a natural fizzy soda from
water kefir relies on a second
fermentation, i.e., after you brew
your initial batch. The natural fizz
comes from the release of carbon
dioxide during fermentation. When
carbon dioxide is bottled up, the
lemonade becomes naturally fizzy.
Depend-ing on how long you allow
it to ferment, that fizziness can
range from an effervescent tickle
to a frenzied foaming.

Ingredients

This is the recipe the artist
followed to create a sweet, slightly
bubbly, probiotic, mixed fruit
natural soda.

— 1 cup of finely chopped apple,
peach and raspberries. You can
also experiment by using one
cup of fresh fruit juice or herbal
tea.

— 4 cups of water kefir

- Optional: 1/4 tsp fine sea salt.
It adds minerals and flavor,
in addition to supporting the
bacteria in the water kefir

Instructions

1. Insert the finely chopped fruit
or the juice into flip-top bottles,
then add the salt and water
kefir, filling the bottles but
leaving 2-4 centimeters of air
space.

Celebratory Mixed
Fruit Natural Soda

2. Seal the bottles and set them
on your countertop to ferment
for 2-3 days, bearing in mind
that warm temperatures will
speed up the fermentation pro-
cess, while cool temperatures
will slow it down. Transfer the
bottles of water kefir to the
fridge for 3 days to allow the
bubbles to set.

3. Open carefully over a sink, as
the liquid in the bottle is under
pressure and may fizz and foam.

4. Strain and serve chilled on ice.
The soda will keep well in the
fridge for 2 weeks.
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Rotten tomoatosouce with lines
Photo collage: Mirna Bamieh

Boiled eggplants
Photo: Nadine Muhtadi
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Some jars are a joy to watch, they bubble, offering a pleasing efferves-
cence, they are extroverted in nature and need to let the artist know
that something is happening, that they are working. Other jars are
more introverted, they are quiet and work hard without letting her see
or hear what they are up to. In turn, the artist needs to understand the
nature of her ferments, and to accept them.
The artist’s nose is the first to tell her what a ferment is up to. If it has a
sour, pickly smell, that is a clue that things have acidified and that trans-
formation is underway. If the smell is not only pungent, but bad, like rot-
ting potatoes or compost, then the ferment is up to no good. Her eyes will
see things that are off-color or otherwise unappealing. She has to monitor
the brine’s color, its changes through time. Green vegetables will wash
out or turn a dull olive color, cabbages and onions will look a little trans-
lucent, purple or red radishes will lose their color to the brine, carrots and
red peppers, which have oil-soluble pigments and which will not change
color, might smell and taste acidic. The artist might see a layer floating

atop the ferment, it may be yeast, foam or mold. A white layer is not alarm-

ing, it simply indicates that the top layer has been exposed to oxygen, and
that next time the artist needs to make sure that her vegetables are total-
ly submerged in brine. Underneath, the wonderful flavors of the ferment
will still be intact. If the layer has a yellow or a darker fungal color, then it
is always safer to toss the ferment away. Her mouth will read the texture
under her teeth, if it feels soft or slimy, then the artist’s survival instinct
will signal to her not to eat it, and if she attempts to, it will feel and taste
wrong, and she will probably spit it out. Her gut feeling is another clue to
pick up on, but that is another, longer story.
Taste also helps her decide when to stop the fermentation depending
on whether she would like the pickles to be more crisp, more sour, less
sweet or more salty. It takes the probiotics a moon cycle of 28 days to
mature, but you may choose to open the jar after only two weeks for a
crisper vegetable, but never during the first week (unless you are fer-
menting fruits) as bad bacteria will still be in control at that stage.
Expanding her body to include the bodies of her jars is what made the
artist a bold and playful fermenter. She would pick vegetables and fruits
at the end of their seasons, prolong their lives and alter their flavors. She
would read their monthly and seasonal cycles, the temperature and how
climate affects the sugars in the vegetables, and decide how much salt
and time are needed to protect her jars. Fermentation is a perpetual state
of transformation and becoming, similar to the artist’s body with its hor-
monal changes, irregularities, intrusions and unpredictability. The artist’s
body is her site for sense-making and cultivating knowledge. There is no

set recipe for that. The knowledge of making a pickle is not only in her
mind, but in her hands, her eyes, her mouth and nose. It was only then,
when she let knowledge live in and on her body, that she was able to
distinguish mold from age spots, to let go, and to forgive herself for when
things had gone off, or had become too sour.

Rotten tomoatosouce
Videostill: Marta Wodz



Makdous (Pickled,
stuffed eggplants)

Ingredients for
first fermentation
- 1kg of baby eggplants

For the stuffing:

~ 5 cloves of garlic with a pinch of
salt

- 1cup of walnuts

- 1cup of fresh, grilled red
peppers (a combination of
sweet and hot peppers works
best)

— salt

Instructions

1. Wash the eggplants and cook
them in boiling water, on a
low heat, for about 5 minutes
until slightly soft. Make sure to
not overcook them, if you do
they will fall apart during the
fermentation process.

2. After the eggplants are boiled,
you will need to remove as much
water from them as possible.
To do this, make a small incision
in each of the eggplants and
rub 1/4 teaspoon of salt in the
opening. Then position them in
a colander with the cut down
and put some weight on top,
leaving them overnight.

3. Prepare the stuffing. Crush
the garlic with a bit of salt,
mash the grilled peppers and
chop the walnuts. Mix all the
ingredients together, they need
to form a chunky paste.

4. Take the salted eggplants
and drain the excess water.
Make some space inside the
eggplants and stuff them
with the prepared paste. Be
generous with the stuffing, and
try to close the eggplants, so
that the stuffing doesn’t fall out.

5. Arrange the stuffed eggplants in
a colander and put them under
pressure overnight again, so
that even more excess water
comes out.

6. The next day, stack the
eggplants in a jar as tightly as
possible. Add some weights on
top if necessary.

7. Pour equal amounts of olive oil

and a neutral oil (sunflower,
corn, canola, etc.) on top, until
the eggplants are completely
submerged.

8. Keep checking on your jar for
the next two days and add
more olive oil if necessary.
The eggplants need to be
submerged in the oil entirely
and at all times.

9. Leave to ferment at room
temperature for one month.
During the first two weeks
the ferment will be more
extroverted, and the eggplant
will even have a fizz that will
be felt on the tongue. After
that period the fermentation
will slow down and the activity
of the bacteria will be calmer.
Make sure to keep the jar in the
fridge after opening.



Fermentation Station, Mirna Bamieh Stacja Fermentacja, Mirna Bamieh

during her residency at U-jazdowski, 2019 podczas rezydencji w U-jazdowskim, 2019
Photo: Bartosz Gorka fot.: Bartosz Gérka
Drawing: Mirna Bamieh rysunek: Mirna Bamieh



To Subvert,

To Deconstruct:
Agency in

the Qalandiya
Refugee Camp

In April 2018, heavy rain destroyed part of the wall near the
Shu'fat refugee camp in Jerusalem. In videos that circulated
on social media, children seized this opportunity to cross
over the ruins of the destroyed wall and play football on
the security road beside the fallen wall. This separation
road — its function and its meanings — ceased to exist for
a moment: the children managed to replace the existing
meanings of the wall and the adjacent separation road,
embodying daily needs and ephemeral aspirations. What
constituted the wall — its meaning, history, structure, po-
litical signification, and boundaries — was transformed for
a moment and for these children — not for city dwellers or
other refugees, but only for them — into a playground. This
transient character of the space is an essential part of the
agency of deconstruction for the refugees in Qalandiya,
which responds to daily life aspirations along with political
questions.
The daily practices of Palestinian refugees have long been un-
derstood as a direct reaction to the influences of the political
and social structures that exist in Palestinian refugee camps
(Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska, 2014). Anthropological studies
conducted on similar cases have tended to strip the inhabitants
of their agency and reduced them to “victims” or humanitarian
subjects. In this article, | argue that the practices of daily life
in Palestinian refugee camps are forms of reclaiming collective
and individual agency. They are not only reactions but also at-
tempts toward affirming political rights and achieving daily as-
pirations in an environment that has been constantly subjected
to exception, control, and surveillance (Petti, 2013). The daily
practices of the inhabitants of the Qalandiya refugee camp
can be understood as a protest against the political and social
powers that manage, control, and surveil the camp (Johansson
& Vinthagen, 2015). These political and social powers mani-
fest in common spatial circumstances of Palestinian refugee
camps, producing spaces of control and surveillance to serve
their purposes (Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska, 2017). Meanwhile,
with the prolongation of exile, a fourth generation of refugees
has been born into overpopulated camps, surrounded by an
oppressed, contradictive, and underdeveloped environment
(Bshara, 2014).

Framing Everyday Life:
From Passive to Active

There is no doubt that Palestinian refugee camps are plac-
es of exception, control, and surveillance (Hassan, 2014).
Many scholars have discussed the contribution of the dif-
ferent political and humanitarian structures in instituting a
“permanent-temporary” reality for the Palestinian refugees
(Ramadan, 2012). The inaccessibility to many Palestinians
of the three “traditional” solutions for refugees — return
to the country of origin (rejected by Israel)), host country
citizenship (rejected by Palestinians), or resettlement in a
third country — has prolonged their exile (Ramadan, 2012).
The prolongation of exile and the persistence of the political
question has allowed the emergence of different political struc-
tures that see Palestinian camps as either an asset or a threat
to their political narrative (for the Palestinian Authority and
Israel) or subjects of humanitarian intervention (for the United
Nations Relief and Works Agency for Palestine Refugees in the
Near East - UNRWA — and other humanitarian agencies). The
influence of political structures in Palestinian refugee camps
has established what Nasser Abourahme and Sandi Hilal call
the extraterritorial and extrajuridical state of the Palestinian
camps (Abourahme and Hilal, 2009).
Stripped of political power vis-a-vis states, refugees be-
came active political agents advocating for their rights
through embodying their political struggle in their everyday
practices. Abourahme and Hilal, drawing on Eyal Weizman’s
notion of “liquid geographies,” write of the inhabitants of
the Dahaysha camp: “In flexible territory a variety of actors
and actions can, with varying effect, “all physically challenge
the envelope of political space and transform it.” It is in the
space of relative maneuverability that Deheishans con-
sciously produce a space that challenges their marginaliza-
tion as political actors in city and nation.” (Abourahme and
Hilal, 2009). The everyday becomes a way to establish new
systems of meaning that allow the emergence of new forms
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of what can be described as the ordinary — an ordinariness
that is only ordinary within the boundaries of the camp
(Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska, 2014).

The Camp, Political Structures, and the
State of Exception

The Qalandiya camp was established as a refugee camp by
the Red Crescent in 1948. Its administration was handed
over to UNRWA in 1951, its 1,500 inhabitants being officially
designated as refugees at that time (UNRWA, 2015).
By the mid-1960s, camps took on real and symbolic signif-
icance as lasting evidence of the Nakba and incubators of
armed resistance, challenging the legitimacy of Israel as a
democratic state before the international community (Mubayd,
2010) . The PLO thought of refugee camps as a fertile environ-
ment to lay down a base for its armed resistance, seizing the
despair and anger, especially after the loss of the 1967 war,
to mobilize armed resistance and pressure Israel to recognize
Palestinian rights, among them the “right to return.” (personal
communication, July 2015).
After the Oslo accords of 1993, Israel still exerts a form of
remote control over the refugee camps through the closure
of streets, isolation, night raids, and military provocation.
Yet refugees in the West Bank found moments of oppor-
tunity in the withdrawal of the Israeli army from cities and
camps. In the case of the Qalandiya camp, this is exacer-
bated by the fact that it falls partly within Area C (under
full Israeli civil and military control according to the Oslo
accords) and partly within the municipal boundaries of
Jerusalem. The Qalandiya camp is therefore excluded from
municipal services, whether provided by Israel or the PA.
The political structures in the Qalandiya camp have thus
imposed control, surveillance, and exceptionality, producing
an extraterritorial, extrajuridical, and permanently tempo-
rary space (Abourahme and Hilal, 2009).

An Agency of Everyday Practices:
A Response or Reclaiming Space?

While there is a need to lead an “ordinary” life in Palestinian
camps, and at the same time embody the various political
rights within those needs, the production of the ordinary
happens on several levels and through different, sometimes
contradictory, modes of agency. Writing on “everyday activ-
ism” during the first intifada, Iris Jean-Klein argued for the
“potentiality” of individual agency to drive daily practices,
whether “oppositional, emancipatory, or hegemonizing”
(Jean-Klein, 2001). Even in the most turbulent times, people
try to lead ordinary lives in the camp as a means of resil-
ience and acts of resistance (Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska,
2014). Beyond the regimes of control and exception im-
posed on the camps, inhabitants feel a need to improve
their living conditions, evoking “tensions” seen in the
camps’ physical and discursive expressions (Sivan, 2005).
In her study of perceptions and reproduction of the ordi-
nary in times of crisis in the al-Am‘ari refugee camp, Dorota
Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska frames the ordinary as a state that
refugees practice in their daily life to achieve and reclaim agen-
cy (Woroniecka-Krzyzanowska, 2014). | would expand this defi-
nition to assume that the ordinary is a state people construct
while negotiating with the cause of the extraordinary. The
complex sociopolitical nature of the Palestinian camps imposes
a(relatively) extraordinary context on their inhabitants, yet the
act of creating the ordinary from the imposed extraordinary is
itself a tool to restore collective and individual agency. What is
ordinary for the refugee does not have to be for others.
During my field work in the Qalandiya camp, I identified two
modes of agencies in the camp: a collective agency that sub-
verts and affirms, and an individual one that deconstructs. In
the following sections, | examine how both modes of agency
- the agency to subvert and affirm and the agency to decon-
struct — manifest on a spatial level in the Qalandiya camp.

Agency to Subvert and Affirm

The suspension of everyday life is a form of subverting
established systems of meaning imposed by the Israeli
military. Collectively, refugees decide to suspend their daily
routine as a way of expressing solidarity with each other.
This was seen frequently with regard to festive events like
weddings, for example: camp inhabitants chose not to
celebrate any weddings as a means of strengthening their
solidarity and not due to a lack of opportunity (Woroniecka-
Krzyzanowska, 2014). Where the Israeli army sought to
control and pressure camp residents to abandon resistance
by imposing measures meant to suspend daily life, the ref-
ugees subverted the meanings of such impositions to their
favor (personal communication, August, 2018).
In the camp, development carries different significance than
other spaces. While development typically carries associa-
tions with permanence and sustainability, development in
the camp corresponds to a momentary need of the collective.
Development and construction are meant to be temporary until
the dismantling of the camp as a whole. Permanence and sus-
tainability are diminished through the materials used, the quality
of construction, or simply through perception and the assump-
tion of temporariness. As one landlord in the Qalandiya camp
told me: “Do you see all those new commercial buildings at the
entrance of the camp? . . . They are as temporary as the camp,
even if they seem new, once we return everything will be gone.”
Even if this happens soon? “Even if this happens tomorrow.”
The spatial character of the Qalandiya camp could be under-
stood as the ultimate manifestation of the agency to affirm.
Take, for example, the main public space of the camp. This
space was not planned as a public space; rather, it is a por-
tion of a street that extends from the entrance of the camp
toward the main mosque. This street is wider than others,
giving it the potential to become a common space. The
various social, political, and economic inputs in this public
space affirmed its temporary status. The various Palestinian
political institutions (the PLO, Fatah, Hamas, and so on)
have presented a discourse that, along with the collective
view of the inhabitants of the Qalandiya camp, has sought
this space to be a space of political mobilization and affir-
mation of Palestinian claims and rights. The various political
factions in the Qalandiya camp held events, raised flags, and
organized parades. They painted political graffiti and hung
posters of leaders and martyrs all around. These collective
social endeavors did not oppose the Palestinian political
narrative; rather, they affirmed it (Lehec, 2017). For camp
inhabitants, it was important to keep spaces in the camp
politicized for the sake of their “right to return.”

Agency of Deconstruction

Political Dimensions

In a radio sketch played on Radio Dona Taraddod [meaning
both Without Hesitation and Without Frequency], a stranger in
his twenties opens the front door of a private house in an un-
named refugee camp in Palestine. The family of the house sits
on a sofa in front of the television. The stranger joins the family.
He takes the remote control and starts changing the channels
while eating some of the snacks lying on the table. The family
continues as if nothing out of the ordinary is taking place. Later
the stranger stands up and walks to the main door. As he opens
it, the father asks, “Are you sure they’re gone?” The stranger re-
plies “maybe” and leaves. It thus becomes clear that the young
man was being chased by Israeli soldiers, and had entered the
home to seek refuge from their presence in the common space
of the camp.
The sketch sheds light on sociopolitical phenomena inter-
twined with the deconstruction of space and architecture
in the camp. The stranger’s “invasion” of private space
during family time is specific to the moment (character-
ized by the invasion of public space by the Israeli military)
and to him (his vulnerability to arrest or assault as a young
Palestinian man and, perhaps, an activist). In this moment,

the assumed notions of spaces (in particularly regarding pri-
vate property ) are unmade by the young man and replaced
with new ones. Space is reduced to its abstract form —its
absolute form, mathematical space momentarily stripped of

its function, history, and its notions — as part of the process of
reconfiguration that allows the young man to mold the space to
the needs produced by his current and past conditions.
Another manifestation of the agency of deconstruction on a po-
litical level can be found in the alleys of the Qalandiya refugee
camp. The semipublic alleys that constitute the camp spaces
can momentarily be transformed into “private” refuge for those
who are persecuted by various political structures (figure 5).
While usually these alleys have specific functions constrained
by social considerations of privacy, at certain moments the al-
leys can acquire other functions, reinvented as strategic escape
and supply routes when it comes to supporting the resistance
movements in the camp. During the second intifada, the Israeli
army demolished large swathes of the Jenin refugee camp in an
attempt to undo the spatial order of the alleys.

Social Dimensions

Women’s access to the camp’s common space is limited by
implicit and explicit social norms. Apart from the associations
that provide space for women in the Qalandiya camp, like the
Women's Programs Center (Markaz al-baramiz al-nisawiyya)
and the Child Center for Culture and Development (Markaz
al-tifl li-I-thagafa wa al-tanmiya), women also manage to find
a common space in the private spaces of their houses. M.A., a
37-year-old married mother of four and an active member of
the Women’s Programs Center, explained that every day she
and other women in the camp meet in different living rooms
inside their houses in the Qalandiya camp (personal commu-
nication, July, 2015). These living rooms become like a public
space — anyone who is not a man can enter.
Thus, women turn these private spaces momentarily into
public space. They have altered the boundaries of common
space and associated it with time. They have unmade the
private nature of living rooms temporarily, and established a
network of common spaces that are not fixed as either pub-
lic or private, but are dynamic and flexible. The map below
(see figure 6) shows various living rooms in the camp that
together form a temporary public space for women.

Individual Aspirations

K.S. is a 28-year-old man who lives in the Qalandiya camp.
During the second intifada, he was injured and lost both of his
legs; now he mainly moves around by wheelchair. K.S. noted
that the spatial characteristics of the camp do not correspond
to his needs for accessibility (personal communication, July,
2015) . The agency to deconstruct emerges as a way for him to
negotiate his daily needs, to produce a space that neither the
physical environment of the camp nor the collective agencies
of affirmation or subversion could provide him.
Practices of daily life required K.S. either to ask the local
community council and UNRWA to provide proper infra-
structure for public amenities and for his house — which
was not possible due to lack of funds — or to unmake the
camp the way it is. This latter process entailed signifying
the spatial and architectural elements of the camp in a way
that would correspond to the needs specific to his disabil-
ity. “l don’t not see what others see,” K.S. told me. “We see
the same forms, but we identify them and process them
differently.” K.S. deconstructed the meanings and the func-
tions of the architectural elements that constitute his space
and reinvented them to improve accessibility.

Conclusion

The inhabitants of Palestinian camps have found them-
selves in a permanent-temporariness, caught between the
need to have an ordinary life and the need to sustain and
embody their right to return, between policies of exception
and the need to maintain a symbolic image of the camp.
This has led to the emergence of different modes of agen-
cy that allow the inhabitant to subvert, deconstruct, and
reproduce existing systems of meaning to achieve political
aspirations and the needs of daily life. One mode of agency
is associated with subverting existing systems of exception
to embody political rights. This agency protests efforts to
control the camps, normalize crisis, and foster future aspi-
rations. Such agency is manifested in the insistence on the
temporary nature of the camp in the production of spaces
there. The second mode of agency has a wide set of embod-
iments associated with social, political, or simply daily life
needs. It is more individual and temporary, corresponding
to the need of the moment. Such agency deconstructs

the existing systems of meanings, allowing inhabitants to
construct their own meanings, thoughts, experiences, and
needs in the spaces opened up.
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Abed

nasze piesni byty gotowe
na kazdg nadchodzaca wojne

kcA: Nasze piesni... tworzyta Pani w Palestynie i w Warszawie,

w ramach dwumiesiecznej rezydencji w Zamku Ujazdowskim.

Prosze opowiedzieé, jak to wygladato.
NA: Podczas pierwszej fali pandemii, wiosna ubiegtego roku, oprécz
zatatwiania dokumentéw zwiazanych z podréza do Polski planowatam,
a pozniej krecitam materiat, ktéry musiat by¢ gotowy przed moim
wyjazdem. Aranzowatam i filmowatam sceny w starozytnym rzymskim
plenerze w potozonej na potnocny zachéod od Jerozolimy wiosce Al Jib,
gdzie sie znajduje — dzisiaj nieczynna — olbrzymia studnia. Krecitam
kamera analogowa Super 8 mm, a potem, w trakcie rezydencji
w Warszawie, wywotywatam filmy i wreszcie przystapitam do montazu.

kcaA: Efekt Pani pracy mozna teraz obejrze¢ na wystawie.

Co to wihasciwie jest?
NA: Dzieto finalne — projekcja filmowa z wielokanatowa instalacja
dzwiekowa — przedstawia inscenizowane sytuacje, oparte na poda-
niach ludowych Palestyny. Narracja wynika z kolazu, ktéry stworzytam,
badajac palestynskie legendy dotyczace studzien i ich zwiazku
z rytuatami wspélnotowymi zbudowanymi wokot zagadnien takich jak
znikniecie, zatoba i $mier¢. Probuje odpowiedzie¢ na pytanie, w jakim
stopniu podania ludowe moga sta¢ sie dla cztowieka narzedziem eman-
cypacji stuzacym do obalania dominujacych dyskurséw, odzyskiwania
historii i pisania rzeczywisto$ci na nowo.

kca: W filmie wystepuja gtownie kobiety — tancza lub przeprowa-
dzaja dziwny rytuat, byé moze pochéwku. Méwi sie, ze kobieta
odgrywa gtéwna role w ksztattowaniu i pielegnowaniu zycia
i rytuatéw spotecznosci.
NA: Staram sie przygladac roli kobiet z dwu perspektyw. Po pierwsze,
z punktu widzenia obecnej rzeczywistosci, w ktérej kobieta uchodzi
za najbardziej wiarygodne medium przekazu ustnego pamieci i folkloru.
Po drugie, interesuje mnie badanie spotecznego, psychologicznego
i nadprzyrodzonego przedstawienia kobiet w samych podaniach ludo-
wych. Prébuje tez ustali¢ pozycje podan ludowych w dziejach; z jedne;j
strony ich relacje ze wspoétczesnoscia i wyobrazeniami, z drugiej — toz-
samos$¢ spoteczno-polityczna. Skupiajac sie na figurze kobiety i ujaw-
niajac jej nieustanna obecnos¢, usituje akcentowaé nieobecnos¢ figury
bohatera”, pojecia gteboko zakorzenionego w dziejach Palestyny.

kcA: Co oznacza tytut pracy?
NA: Tytut nasze piesni byty gotowe na kazdg nadchodzacg wojne
wynika z potrzeby krytycznego przyjrzenia sie przesztosci i ingerencji
w nia. Szukatam historii na marginesach, prébujac znalez¢ wektory
tworzenia alternatywnych dyskurséw. Praca ta w moim zamysle ma
odzwierciedla¢ przesztos¢, ale tez sugerowac zdecydowany zwiazek
z przysztoscia — jest jak gdyby wspomnieniem tego, co nadchodzi.
Ujmujac rzeczywisto$¢, w ktorej dzis zyjemy, jako udreczona, tytut
prowokuje zmiang w naszej pamieci.
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our songs were ready
for all wars to come

kcA: You worked on our songs were ready... both in Palestine and
Warsaw, during your two-month residency at the Ujazdowski
Castle. Can you tell me how it developed?
NA: Apart from working on my papers to travel to Poland during the first
wave of the pandemic last spring, | was busy planning a film production
and then shooting my work, which I had to get done before I left.
| choreographed scenes and filmed them in an ancient location from
the Roman era, where there is a huge water well that is now empty.
It is located in the Palestinian village of Al Jib, northwest of Jerusalem.
| shot using an analogue super 8mm camera and then, while on the
residency in Warsaw, | managed to process the films and start editing.

kcA: We can now see the result of your work at the exhibition.

What is it, exactly?
NA: The final work is a film projection with a multi-channel sound
installation showing choreographed, staged scenes based on collected
folktales from Palestine. The narration comes from a collage | created
while researching Palestinian folktales based mainly around water
wells and their connection to communal rituals concerning disappear-
ance, mourning and death. | try to answer the question about how folk-
tales can become a common emancipatory tool for people to overturn
dominant discourses, reclaim their history and land, and rewrite reality.

kcA: In the film, there are mostly women - seen dancing or con-

ducting a strange ritual, a burial perhaps. Women are said to play

a crucial role in building and protecting community life and rituals.
NA: | think I am interested in exploring the role of women from two
angles: first, from our present reality, in which women are credited with
being the most reliable sources of oral transmission of memory and
folklore. Second, my interest lies in examining the social, psychological
and supernatural portrayal of women in the folktales themselves. | am
also interested in questioning the position of the folktale in history;
its relation to the present and the imaginary on the one hand, and
the socio-political identity on the other. By focusing on the female
figure and unfolding her continuous presence, | aim to underline the
absence of the ‘hero figure’, a notion that has been deeply rooted within
Palestinian history.

kcaA: Could you explain the title of your work?
NA: Our songs were ready for all the wars to come came from an urge
to look critically into the past and intervene in it. | was searching
for stories on the margins, trying to find clues to create alternative
discourses. | wanted the work to reflect the past, and yet to suggest
a decisive connection to the future — as if it is a remembrance of things
to come. Thinking of the reality we currently live in as haunted, the title
invites a shift in our memory.

Obsada [Cast]
Felipe Steinberg, Maya Khaldi,
Yusef Abed, Qadar Abed, Dina
Mima, Shadi Zahran, Donna Hawa,
Ala’ Abed, Jamileh Abed, Noora
Baker, Joanna Rafidi, Yusef Trad,
Mahmoud Trad

Kostiumy [Clothing]
El-Funoun Dance Troupe

Kadry 35 mm na planie [35 mm Stills on set]
Dina Mimi
Kadry cyfrowe na planie [Digital stills on set]

Mahmoud Trad

Rezyseria artystyczna [Art Direction]

Noor Abed, Hamoudi Trad
Produkcja [Production]
Yusef Abed, Felipe Steinberg,
Hamoudi Trad, Noor Abed,
Donna Hawa
Centrum Sztuki Wspétczesnej
Zamek Ujazdowski

[Ujazdowski Castle
Centre for Contemporary Art]

Postprodukcja [Post-production]
Ujazdowski Castle
Centre for Contemporary Art

Jazdoéw 2, Warszawa
www.u-jazdowski.pl




Joanna
Rajkowska

Kamienie i inne demony
| Stones and other Demons |




U—jazdowski

wystawa, rezydencje, zgromadzenie
[exhibition, residencies, assembly]|

Codzienne formy oporu
|Everyday Forms of Resistance]

Joanna
Rajkowska

Kamienie i inne demony

Joanny Rajkowskiej piekne fotografie kamieni sa enigmatyczne
i niepokojace. Zdaja sie unosi¢ w przestrzeni na tle gtebokiej
czerni. Jednak im dtuzej si¢ im przygladamy, tym bardziej
przypominaja upiorne gtowy, podwodne stwory czy ptaki. Na
mys| przychodza wykonywane przez surrealistow fotografie
przedmiotow znalezionych, takie jak Rzezby mimowolne (1933)
Brassaia czy jego widoki fantastycznych formacji skalnych
niedaleko Cadaqués w Katalonii. Do tych obrazéw przedmio-
tow znalezionych artystka dodata znalezione podpisy: wyimki

z napisanego w 1922 roku przez arabsko-palestynskiego etno-
loga Tawfiqa Canaana artykutu Nawiedzone zrédta i studnie
Palestyny. Podpisy te, mocno niejasne, dodatkowo pobudzaja
wyobraznie widza. Jak o swoich znalezionych przedmiotach po-
wiedziat André Breton, ,jest naprawde tak, jakbym byt zagubio-
ny, a one zjawity sie, by opowiedzie¢ mi o mnie samym” .

Stones and other Demons

Joanna Rajkowska’s beautiful photographs of stones are both
enigmatic and troubling. Set against a deep black background,
they seem to float in space. The more one studies them, the
more they escape one’s grasp and begin to take on the forms
of ghastly heads, phantom sea creatures or birds. They are
reminiscent of surrealist photographs of found objects, such as
Brassai’s curious Involuntary Sculptures (1933), or of his views
of the fantastic rock formations near Cadaqués in Catalonia.
The artist added captions to the images of these found ob-
jects; they are excerpts found in an article titled “The Haunted
Springs and Wells of Palestine,” written in 1922 by the Arab
Palestinian ethnologist, Tawfiq Canaan. The captions, far from
explanatory, stir the viewer’s imagined projection and reverie.
As André Breton said of his own found objects,

“itis really as if | had been lost and they had come to give me

Fotografie te uzmystawiaja widzowi, jak kamienie moga wptywaé na
wyobraznie. Rajkowska zrealizowata tez jednak cykl catkiem innych
fotografii, dokumentujacych wnetrze sklepu, w ktérym — w trakcie
niedawnego pobytu artystycznego w Ramallah - odkryta kolek-

cje kamieni. Zgromadzit ja wtasciciel sklepu, Mohamad Badwan.
Kamienie, starannie pouktadane na potkach, zostaty zebrane w oko-
licach Ramallah.

news about myself”
The photographs convey a sense of the power that stones can hold
over the imagination. Yet Rajkowska made another, very different,
series of images that document the shop where, during a recent
residency in Ramallah, she discovered the collection of stones. The
collection had been assembled over many years by a shopkeeper,
Mohamad Badwan, who found them on the Palestinian hills and

Poszukujac informaciji o tradycyjnych wierzeniach i przesadach
wspolnych dla muzutmanéw, zydow i chrzescijan, Rajkowska
natrafita na tworczos¢ Canaana, ktory pisat regularnie w ,The
Journal of the Palestine Oriental Society” na temat lokalnych
rytuatéw i wierzen. Jego reakcja na syjonizm nie byta natywi-
styczna ani nacjonalistyczna; podkreslat raczej ,istniejace do
dzisiaj punkty styczne migdzy dziedzictwem biblijnym (a nawet
tradycjami wczesniejszymi) i palestynskimi zwyczajami i wie-
rzeniami ludowymi”. We wspomnianym artykule z 1922 roku
Canaan badat powszechne przekonanie, ze demony zamiesz-
kuja Swiat podziemny. Niektore elementy krajobrazu - zrédta,
studnie, rozpadliny skalne, drzewa — sa powigzane z kraing
zmartych i w zwiazku z tym nawiedzaja je demony. Sa to miej-
sca liminalne, graniczne, gdzie tradycyjnie wznoszono $wiaty-
nie i odprawiano rytuaty. Demony i zamieszkiwane przez nie
miejsca kojarzone sa z najbardziej ztowroga planeta, Saturnem,
wiec rytuaty zapewne miaty na celu odpedzenie ztych mocy.
Canaan zdat sobie sprawe, ze te tradycyjne wierzenia, wigzace
ludzi z ziemia i ze soba nawzajem, stopniowo stabna. Dzisiaj
praktycznie zanikty. A jednak Mohamad Badwan i jego kolekcja
kamieni opowiadaja inng historie — trwatosci, konsekwencji,
obecnosci mimo préob wymazania. Ten kontekst zmienia oblicze
kamieni. Nie naleza juz jedynie do przestrzeni osobistych sko-
jarzen, ale odwotuja sie do szybko zanikajacej zbiorowej formy
zycia codziennego.

carefully arranged them on shelves in his convenience store. She

became curious about their significance.
Researching traditional beliefs and ancient superstitions
common to Muslims, Jews and Christians in Semitic countries,
Rajkowska discovered the work of Canaan, who regularly pub-
lished The Journal of the Palestine Oriental Society, about local
rituals and beliefs. His response to Zionism was not articulated
through nativist or nationalistic ideology; rather, he emphasized
“presentday continuities between the biblical heritage (and
occasionally pre-biblical roots) and Palestinian popular beliefs
and practices.” For instance, in his 1922 article, “The Haunted
Springs and Wells of Palestine,” he explored the common belief
that demons inhabit a subterranean domain. Certain natural
features — springs, wells, crevasses, trees — are connected to
this netherworld and are thus haunted by demons. These are
the liminal places where shrines were traditionally erected and
rites performed. The demons and the sites they inhabit are
associated with the most ill-omened planet, Saturn, and the
rites were performed to ward off any malign influence. Canaan
realized that these traditional beliefs, which tied the people to
the land and to each other, were weakening. Presumably, such
rituals are now all but severed. Yet Mohamad Badwan and his
stones tell another story — one of resilience, of persistence,
and of being present despite attempts of erasure. This context
alters the initial interpretations of the stones. They no longer
belong to a space of personal reverie, but refer outwards to
a quickly diminishing collective form of everyday life.
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Dawno, dawno temu byli sobie...

bardziej niz nie byli
Trzej bracia, ktorzy mieszkali niedaleko stad,od niej.

Wszyscy trzej uwielbiali polowaé¢. Zanim jednak opowiem wam
o polowaniu, kilka stéw o ich matce, krolowej. Matka byta wielka
krolowa, ale wiedziata, ze jej czas sie konczy. — Stuchajcie! — po-
wiedziata. — Niedtugo umre. Obiecajcie mi, ze bedziecie rzadzi¢
tak jak ja — sprawiedliwie i mitosiernie.

| rzeczywiscie, minat dzien, potem jeszcze jeden, i krolowa umarta.
Pochowali ja obok jej czwartego meza, mtodego rolnika, u stop
nigdy nie wysychajacego zrédta zwanego Ain Qinya. Minat dzien
i na jej grobie wyrdst cudowny dab.

Bracia odwiedzali drzewo codziennie, okazujac szacunek zrédtu, kto-

re ostaniato swa roztozysta korona.

Ktorego$ dnia (wczoraj czy jutro) ujrzeli przed soba gazele. Ach,
jakze byta pieknal Zaczeli sie spierac, ktory z nich powinien na
nig zapolowac. — Jest mojal — powiedziat jeden. — Wcale nie, bo
mojal — krzyknat drugi. | tak dalej. W koncu ustalili, ze ten, obok
ktorego najblizej przejdzie, bedzie miat wytaczne prawo puscic¢
sie za nia w pogon.

Musze wam wyjasnic¢, ze tak naprawde nie bylto to gazela, lecz mio-

da dziewczyna z zaswiatow, potrafiaca zamieniaé si¢ w dowolne

zZwierze.
Spojrzata na nich, a poniewaz dobry cztowiek zawsze sie wyréz-
nia, wybrata najstarszego z braci, o imieniu Alqaader, i przeszta
mu wprost przed nosem.

— Bracia — oznajmit Algaader. — Wracajcie do domu. Gazela jest moja.
Ruszyt za nia w pogon i gonit ja, ale w gestych zaroslach na tere-
nie nowego nielegalnego osiedla stracit ja z oczu. Natknat si¢ za
to na lwice, ktora rodzita mtode, ale ciezko jej to szto. Poprosita
g0 0 pomoc, co ten uczynit, a ona z wdzigcznosci podarowata mu
trzy kosmyki siersci z grzywy dwojga nowo narodzonych lwiatek.
- Jezeli kiedykolwiek znajdziesz sie w tarapatach, potrzyj je dto-
nia, a natychmiast przyjdziemy ci na pomoc.

Rano gazela znowu sie pojawita i sytuacja sie powtorzyta. Przeszta

mu przed nosem i umkneta. Alqaader gonit ja i gonit, zapomniawszy

o bozym $wiecie, az wreszcie czwartego dnia gazela doprowadzita go

do swego miasta.

Ta gazela ma zalotnikéw na catym $wiecie. Widzicie jej zamek?
Za kazdym razem, gdy jeden z nich pojawia sie, by prosic o jej
reke, jej ojciec mowi: — Ten, kto poruszy te gore, zostanie jej me-
zem; kto nie zdota tego uczynic, zostanie uwigziony w stoju.

Opowiedziatam o tym Algaaderowi i wiecie, jak zareagowat? —

Poprosze o jej reke! — zawotat.

Inspiracja powyzszej opowiesci byty prowadzone przez Abboud
badania nad palestynskim folklorem i podaniami ludowymi.
Artystka zacheca do odczytywania jej w sposéb alegoryczny,
taczacy przesztosc¢ z terazniejszoscia i rzeczywistos¢ z mitem.

Once there was...
more than there wasn't

Three brothers who lived not too far from here/her.
Once there was... Three brothers who lived not too far from
here/her and they enjoyed a good hunt. Before I tell you about
the hunt; a few words about their mother, the great Queen. Their
mother was a great Queen, but she knew her time would soon be
ending. She said to them, - Listen! I'm about to die. Promise me
to rule as I have ruled, with fairness and compassion.
And sure enough, a day came and a day went, and another day came
and another went, and the Queen passed away.
They buried her alongside her fourth husband, a farmer in his boy-
hood, at the foot of the faultless water spring of Ain Qinya. A day
came and a day went and a miraculous oak tree grew where her body
lay buried.
And each day the brothers would visit the tree respecting the
water she skirted with her massive trunk.
Then, one day (yesterday or tomorrow), a gazelle suddenly sprang be-
fore them and Oh, how she filled their eyes! All three brothers argued
over who should hunt her. This one said — She’s my prey! — and that
one said, — She’s mine!l — Finally, they agreed that if the gazelle pass-
es near one of them, then she’s his and his alone to hunt.
| have to tell you that she was not really a gazelle. She was a
young lady from the spirit world, and capable of transforming
herself to her animal form at will.
She gazed at them, and, since a good person always stands out, she
picked one of the brothers, the eldest, Alqgaader, and she passed right
under his horse.
— All right, brothers — Algaader announced. — You must go back
now. She’s mine.
He chased the gazelle and chased the gazelle, until he lost her in the
wilderness of a new illegal settlement, and there, he came upon a
lioness giving birth and having a difficult time with it. She begged
the young man for help and so he did, and in return the lioness gave
Alqaader three hairs from the mane of her two newborns. “If you're
ever in a tight spot, just rub this mane, and before you know it, we’ll
be there.”
In the morning, gazelle appeared again and they did as they had
done before. She filled his eyes and ran. Forgetting the world and
the word behind him, Alqgaader jumped and chased after her, un-
til, on the fourth day, gazelle led him into her own city.
This gazelle has suitors all over the world. See her castle? Every time
one of them comes asking for her hand, her father says, — He who can
move this mountain can have her hand; and whoever fails will imme-
diately be imprisoned inside a jar.
| told the same story to Algqaader, and do you know what he said?
He said: — I'm going to ask for her hand!

This tale is inspired by Abboud’s extensive research interests into Pal-
estinian oral history and folkloric practices. The artist encourages a
re-reading of the oral narrative through allegorical devices and through
a merging of the past with the present, the real and the mythical.
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Sarha, czyli Palestyna

Z dzieémi
I8¢ na sarhe znaczyto tyle, co wedrowaé swobodnie,
tak jak sie chce, bez ograniczen — czasownikowa
forma tego stowa okreslano czynnosé wypuszczania
o $wicie bydta na popas. Uzywany powszechnie rze-
czownik sarha to potoczna, troche znieksztatcona
forma klasycznego leksemu. Ktos, kto idzie na sarhe,
wedruje bez celu, nie baczac na ograniczenia czasowe
i przestrzenne, idzie tam, gdzie poprowadzi go jego
duch, idzie nakarmié¢ swoja dusze i sie odnowic. Nie
kazda wycieczka zastuguje jednak na miano sarhy.
P6j$¢ na sarhe znaczy dac¢ sie poniesé. To euforia
bez sztucznego wspomagania, odlot w palestyrnskim
stylu”.

Raja Shehadeh, Zapiski o znikajgcym krajobrazie.
Palestynskie wedrowki

Migkkie, pofatdowane zwaty pagorkéw miedzy Betlejem
a Jerychem przemowity do mnie petnia swojego mistycy-
zmu. Zostatam przez nie uwiedziona na zawsze. Nastepni
byli mieszkancy tych ziem, ich miasta, wioski, osiedla,
obozy. To byt 2018 rok. Nietatwo jest opisa¢ te przezycia
i towarzyszace im emocje. Od samego poczatku pragne-
tam podzieli¢ sie nimi z moimi dzie¢mi, corkami Zoja i Leg
- woweczas szescio- i czteroletnimi. Zaraz potem jednak
pojawita si¢ mysl: czy to na pewno odpowiednie dla dzieci
miejsce?
Skad czerpatam swdj lek, co byto jego zywicielem?
Obiegowe opinie, informacje docierajace do mnie ze
srodkéw masowego przekazu, znikome i zazwyczaj
intensyfikowane. Kolejne wizyty i tygodnie spedzone
na terenie Autonomii [podczas rezydencji artystycz-
nej, a nastepnie Qalandiya Biennale), pozwalajace
poznac¢ ludzi i miejsca w sposdb prawdziwy, a nie
pobiezny czy turystyczny, potwierdzaty pragnienie
i niwelowaty leki, a kazda nowo poznana osoba uczyta
mnie codziennie, czym jest w praktyce goscinnos¢
i prawdziwe otwarcie na innych. Jeszcze mocniej, tym
razem duzo bardziej §wiadomie, zapragnetam przy-
jechac tu z dzie¢mi. Kiedy wreszcie pod koniec 2019
roku doszto do urzeczywistnienia wspélnego wyjazdu,
pojawita sie kolejna obawa: jak moje corki odbiora
Palestyne? Przeciez wcale nie musi by¢ ona dla nich
tak mistyczna, mocna, intensywna (lub by¢ za bardzo)
jak dla mnie. Postanowitam, ze po prostu bedziemy
im G‘azem z moim partnerem, ich tata, wspotautorem
pracy) towarzyszy¢ i dostosujemy nasz rytm do nich.
Chcielismy pokaza¢ Palestyne ich oczami, poprzez ich
jej doswiadczanie. Poczatkowo projekt miat dotyczy¢
zabaw naszych dzieci z napotkanymi palestynskimi.
Niestety, odwiedzilismy Autonomie¢ w grudniu, kiedy
dzieci uczyty sie w szkotach, a nie biegaty po dworze.
Zauwazylismy jednak, ze nasze corki same swietnie
organizuja sobie czas, sa petne ciekawosci i postano-
wili$my za nimi podazy¢, niczego im nie narzucac i nie
inicjowac.
Wyposazeni w kamerg (Jakub) i rejestrator dzwigku
z mikrofonem (ja) podazalismy za nimi bez limitow cza-
sowych i zatozen projektowych. Bardzo duzo wspdlnie
chodzilismy, poruszalismy sie lokalnymi srodkami trans-
portu. Przebywali$my wspdlnie w Ramallah, Jerozolimie,
Betlejem, Hebronie. Oczywiscie przekraczali$my checkpo-
inty, dziewczynki byty swiadome sytuaciji politycznej. Ich
pobyt nie byt w tym sensie niewinny. Rozmawiali$my o po-
czuciu niesprawiedliwosci i smutku, jakiego doznawaty
na checkpointach (in. galandiya checkpoint), melancholii
Starego Miasta w Hebronie (z osadnikami wyrzucajacymi
przez okna nieczystosci, wojskowym podziatem $wiatyni
Abrahama - z jednej meczetu, z drugiej synagogi), pojawia-
jacych sie w Jerozolimie zotnierzy z karabinami. Dotykato

to nas mimo uprzywilejowanej pozycji — jako Europejczycy
moglismy wejs¢ do kazdego miejsca zardwno po stronie
Palestyny, jak i Izraela, co dla samych Palestynczykow jest
niemozliwe ze wzgledu na okupacje i dominujaca site mili-
tarng lzraela.

Kazdy kolejny spedzony w Palestynie dzien wspol-

nie podsumowywali$my, opowiadajac wrazenia,

dzielac sie przezyciami i zapamietanymi sytuacjami.

Dziewczynki zadziwialy empatia, otwartoscia, checig

eksploatacji. Cieszyty sie z nieskrgpowanej mozliwosci

poznawania okolicy na swoj wiasny sposob.
Duzo chodzili$my, przemierzali$my wiele kilometréw w kie-
runkach, ktdre inicjowaly. Po arabsku jest odpowiednie
stowo: sarha, znaczace niczym nieskrepowane, swobodne
wedrowanie. Mysle, ze chodzilismy z corkami wtasnie na
sarhe. Nie zwracalismy uwagi na uptyw czasu ani na miej-
sce, po prostu wedrowalismy za kolejnym krzewem, kotem,
rosling, miejscem do zabaw. Oddawali$my sie i zatracali-
$my w Palestynie. W jej zapachach, smakach, goscinnosci,
otwartosci.

Po powrocie do Polski nie zagladatam do zarejestro-
wanych materiatow przez pottora miesigca. Kiedy do
nich wrdcitam, zaczetam od nowa stuchac opowiesci
corek, przeglada¢ nagrania. Poczutam niezwykta
moc ich dziatan, spostrzezen, obecnosci, ciekawosci
i zaskakujaco dojrzatych przemyslen. W miejscach,
gdzie inni widzieli jedynie walajace si¢ $mieci miedzy
drzewami oliwnymi, one dostrzegaty najlepszy na
Swiecie plac zabaw, na ktérym budowaty rownowaz-
nie (z kamieni i starych desek), bawity si¢ w ogrody
wsrod chwastow (wytyczajac Sciezki z plandek i frag-
mentow sklejek), wymyslaty role i scenariusze, majac
do dyspozycji to, co byto pod reka. Przygladalismy sie
im i rejestrowalismy. Ich ciekawos$¢, cheé poznania
odmiennej przyrody byta mocno sensorycznym do-
swiadczaniem. Fragmenty obeschtych lisci palm prze-
radzaty sie w instrumenty perkusyjne; kawatki glinki,
$cierane kamieniami na proszek na potrzeby dalszej
zabawy, przechowywane byty w znalezionej nieopodal
plastikowej butelce. Sciete gatezie obsypane zielony-
mi strakami dawaty mozliwo$¢ poznania ich wnetrza —
wytuskiwania soczystych jeszcze groszkow i studium
nad fizjologia rosliny.

Eksplorowaly, nawigzywaty kontakty w sposéb pozawer-

balny — mimika, spojrzeniem, gestem, ciatem. Byty otwar-

te. Predko przywykty do gwaru targowisk i ulic.

Byty skupione, dociekliwe i ciekawe. Nasza praca po-
kazuje doswiadczanie Palestyny przez dzieci.

Ich wedrdéwka niejako trwa nadal; podczas kolejnych
miesigcy mijajacych od powrotu Zoja i Lea cyklicznie

i konsekwentnie rysuja swoje wspomnienia z wyjazdu.

W rysunkach zawieraja historie, obserwacje, zaskakujaco
prawdziwe i zgodne z rzeczywistoscia (czasami z nadprzy-
rodzona). Widag, ze sarha w nich samych dokonuije si¢ od
nowa, a wyjazd wciaz w nich rezonuje, wracaja do niego
w rozmowach i wspomnieniach.

Dziekujac za wspaniata goscine, chcielibysmy, zeby kaz-
dy Palestynczyk mégt doswiadczac i przemierza¢ swéj
kraj w takim samym stopniu, w jakim my mogli$my go
poznawac.

* Pojecie sarha zostato przeze mnie uzyte jako wyraz ogromnej estymy
i podziwu dla palestynskiego sposobu odbywania gteboko transcendent-
nej wedrowki, zanurzania si¢ w niej i petnego jej oddania. Mam $wia-
domosc naszej absolutnej niemoznosci odbycia takiej podrozy. Jednak
zaangazowanie i eksploracja Palestyny przez nasze dzieci byta doswiad-
czeniem z innego porzadku. To gleboka podréz i petne oddanie temu, co je
otaczato. Zaduma, wolno$¢ ducha, medytacyjny namyst. Spotkanie z natu-
ra, drugim cztowiekiem i tym szczegélnym miejscem. Mysle, ze to miejsce
i ludzie im to umozliwili.
Ubolewam nad tym, ze sarha nie jest dzisiaj mozliwa z przyczyn poli-
tycznych. Pagorki sa w wiekszosci zajete przez mnozace sie na szczy-
tach osiedla osadnikow, porznigte strzezonymi i zamknigtymi drogami
pod ostrzatlem snajperow. Mury i siatki kolczaste podzielity krajobraz
i uniemozliwity prawdziwa wedrowke.

Sarha, or Palestine with
Children

"To go on a sarha was to roam freely, at will, without
restraint. The verb form of the word means to let the
cattle out to pasture early in the morning, leaving
them to wander and graze at liberty. The commonly
used noun sarha is a colloquial corruption of the clas-
sical word. A man going on a sarha wanders aimlessly,
not restricted by time and place, going where his spirit
takes him to nourish his soul and rejuvenate himself.
But not any excursion would qualify as a sarha. Going
on a sarha implies letting go. It is a drug-free high,
Palestinian-style.”

Raja Shehadeh Notes about the disappearing landscape.
Palestinian wandering

The soft, folded bodies of the hills between Bethlehem
and Jericho spoke to me in their mysticism. | would be
forever seduced by them. Next came the inhabitants of
these lands, their cities, villages, estates, and camps. The
year was 2018. It is not easy to describe these experiences
and the emotions that accompany them. From the very
beginning | wanted to share this with my children (my
daughters Zoya and Lea, at the time six and four years old).
Immediately afterwards, the thought appeared: is this real-
ly a place suitable for children?

Where did my fear originate from, was it swayed by to
common opinion, mass media driven information (in
itself scarce and usually exaggerated)? Subsequent
visits and weeks spent on autonomous territory
(during an artist residency, followed by the Qalandiya
Biennial) allowed me to actually get to know people
and places, in a real way, not just a cursory or strictly
touristic way. It confirmed in me a desire and stifled
my fears. Day in and day out, every new person | en-
countered taught me how to put in practice hospital-
ity and openness to others. More strongly, this time
more consciously, | wanted to come here with my
children. At the end of 2019, a joint trip finally took
place, and yet another fear arose — how will my daugh-
ters perceive Palestine? It would not have to be as
mystical, strong, intense (or overwhelming) for them
as it is for me. | decided that we would simply accom-
pany them (together with my partner — their father
and the co-author of the work) and adapt our rhythm
to their own. We wanted to show Palestine through
their eyes and through their experience. Initially, the
project would revolve around interaction between the
Palestinian children and our own. Unfortunately, when
we visited the autonomous regions in December, the
local children were at school and not running outside.
However, we noticed that our daughters organised
their time well. They remained full of curiosity and we
decided to follow it — not imposing anything, not initi-
ating anything.
Together with my partner Jakub - their father — equipped
with a camera and a sound recorder with a microphone
(me), we followed them without any time limits or as-
sumptions. We walked a lot together, using local means
of transport. We stayed together in Ramallah, Jerusalem,
Bethlehem and Hebron. Of course, we crossed check-
points and we were aware of the political situation of the
places. Our children were not ignorant in this respect;
we stripped away their childhood innocence. We spoke
of the sense of injustice and sadness they experienced at
checkpoints (including the Qalandiya checkpoint), the mel-
ancholy of the Old Town in Hebron (with settlers throwing
dirt out of windows; the military divisions at the Temple
of Abraham, between the mosque and the synagogue), of
soldiers appearing in Jerusalem with rifles. It affected us
and them despite our privileged position as Europeans, we
could enter anywhere on both the Palestinian and Israeli
sides, which for Palestinians is impossible and unrealistic
due to Israel’s occupation and their dominant military
force.

We summed up each day spent in Palestine. We
shared our impressions and experiences, and recol-
lected situations. The girls surprised with their em-
pathy and openness. They enjoyed the unrestricted
opportunity to explore the area in their own way.
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We walked a lot, travelling for miles in directions they
chose themselves. There is a corresponding word in
Arabic: sarha, meaning unhindered, free wandering. | think
we reached our daughters through sarha. We did not pay
attention to the passage of time or place, we wandered
after a bush, a cat, a plant or a place to play. We devoted
ourselves and lost ourselves in Palestine, and in its smells,
flavours, hospitality and openness.

After returning to Poland, | did not look into the re-
corded materials for a month and a half. When | did,

| again started listening to my daughters’ stories, look-
ing through the recordings. | felt the amazing power
of their actions, perceptions, presence, curiosity and
surprisingly mature thoughts. In places where others
saw only trash falling between the olive trees, they
saw the best playground in the world, on which they
built a balance board (from stones and old boards).
They played in gardens among weeds (marking paths
with tarpaulins and pieces of plywood), invented roles
and scripts from anything to hand. We watched and
recorded them. Their curiosity and willingness to ex-
plore a nature of a different kind, was a strongly sen-
sory experience. Fragments of dry palm leaves turned
into percussion instruments; pieces of clay rubbed
with stones to make powder, all for the purposes of
further play, were stored in a plastic bottle found
nearby. Cut branches full of green pods gave an op-
portunity to explore their interior — shelling juicy peas
to study the physiology of the plant.

They explored and made contacts in a non-verbal way — in
facial expressions, appearance, gesture, through the body.
They were open. They quickly got used to the bustle of
markets and streets.

They were focused, inquisitive and interested. Our
work shows the experience of Palestine by children.

Somehow their journey continues, during the months
following our return. Zoja and Lea periodically and consist-
ently draw memories from the trip. Their drawings contain
stories, observations, surprisingly true and consistent with
reality (and sometimes supernatural). You can see that the
sarha is occurring in them again, that the trip still reso-
nates, that they return to it in conversations and memories.

In giving thanks for their wonderful hospitality, we would
like every Palestinian to be able to experience and roam
their country to the same extent as we could.

* ladopted the concept of sarha as an expression of great esteem and
admiration for the Palestinian way of conducting a deeply transcendent
journey, immersing myself in it, and devoting myself fully. | am aware
of our absolute impossibility to make such a journey. However, our
children’s involvement and exploration of Palestine was a different
order of experience. It was a deep journey, with a dedication to what
surrounded them, through meditation, freedom of the spirit, meditative
reflection. Through meeting with nature, other people and this special
place. | think this place and these people made such a journey possible
for them
I regret the fact that sarhais not possible today for political rea-
sons. The hills are mostly occupied by settlers on their peaks, cov-
ered with guarded and closed roads, and under sniper surveillance.
Walls and spiked nets divided the landscape and prevent any real
migration.
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Czakra 6
[Chakra 6]

Atropa belladonna

pokrzyk wilcza jagoda
[Deadly nightshade]

Czakra 4
[Chakra 4]

Convallaria majalis

konwalia majowa
[Lily of the valley]

Czakra 2
[Chakra 2]

Calendula officinalis
nagietek lekarski
[Pot marigold]



Czakra 1/Czerwony

Tropaeolum majus
Nasturcja

O roslinie:
Pochodzi z Ameryki Potudniowej, ale w Polsce od wiekow jest chetnie
wysiewana w ogrédkach i na balkonach. Kwiaty w zaleznosci od
odmiany w odcieniach zétci, pomaranczu, az do gtebokiej czerwieni.
Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Ma réznorodne zastosowania i wtasciwosci lecznicze, a wsrdd nich:
moczopedne, przeciwgrzybiczne, przeciwbakteryjne; jest uzywana
przy problemach z nerkami.
Zastosowania:
Czy znacie smak jej stodko-ostrych kwiatow? Podobnie jak jej liscie
s jadalne i bogate w wit. C. Marynowane niedojrzate owoce sa
smakowitym dodatkiem do dan — zastepnikiem kaparow. Suszone s
bardzo ostre w smaku i uzywane zamiast pieprzu. Jest bardzo atrakcyjna
dla mszyc, tym samych chroni przed nimi inne okoliczne rosliny.

Chakra 1/Red
Nasturtium

Plant info:
Native to South America, but for centuries in Poland wildly grown
in gardens and on balconies. Depending on the variety flower color
ranges from light yellow, through orange to dark red.

Medicinal properties:
Among others it is diuretic, anti-fungal, anti-bacterial, used
for kidney problems.

Uses:
Its flowers have a sweet-hot taste and both flowers and leaves are
edible and rich in vitamin C. Pickled, unripe fruit can be a tasty
additive to various dishes — used in the place of capers. The dried
seeds are hot and used as a black pepper replacement. Nasturtium
is very attractive for aphids, playing the role of an aphid repellent
for other plants.

665nm

Czakra 4/Zielony

Convallaria majalis
Konwalia majowa

O roslinie:
Rodzima dla Polski, wystepuje czesto w lasach mieszanych
i lisciastych. Choc¢ jej kwiaty byty symbolem niewinnosci, moze
by¢ $miertelnie trujaca — dzieci moga umrze¢ nawet po wypiciu
wody z wazonu z jej kwiatami. Ktacza konwalii moga rosna¢
w jednym miejscu przez dziesiatki lat. Owoce dojrzewaja we
wrzeséniu /pazdzierniku, wéwczas sktadniki mineralne
przemieszczane sa z organow nadziemnych do podziemnych.
Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Uzywana do leczenia choréb serca i nadcisnienia.
Zastosowania:
0Od XII wieku uprawiana jako roslina ozdobna. W bukietach slubnych
symbol czystosci i skromnosci. Wykorzystywana do produkcji perfum.
Suszone kwiaty dodawano do tabaki.

Chakra 4/Green
Lily-of-the-valley

Plant info:
Native to Poland, is often found in deciduous and mixed forests.
Although her flowers are a symbol of innocence, it can be deadly
poisonous — children can die even after drinking water from a vase
from her flowers. Its rhizomes may grow in one place for decades
years. The fruits ripen in September/October, and then minerals are
moved from the aboveground parts to the underground.

Medicinal properties:
Cardiac diseases and high blood pressure.

Uses:
Since XII century it has been used as an ornamental. In bridal
bouquets it is a symbol of purity and modesty. Used for perfume
making. Dried flowers were added to snuff.

550nm

Czakra 2/Pomarariczowy

Calendula officinalis
Nagietek lekarski

O roslinie:
Najprawdopodobniej pochodzi z potudnia Europy, ale uprawiany od
tak dawna, ze trudno stwierdzi¢, skad dokfadnie pochodzi. W Polsce
potrafi ucieka¢ z uprawy i dzicze¢. Kwitnie od korica maja do konca
wrzesnia. Ma dwa rodzaje kwiatow: rurkowe — ptodne — tworza tzw.
$rodek oraz jezyczkowe — ptone, tzw. ptatki — wabig owady.

Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Stosowany przy niezytach zotadka i jelit, zaburzeniach
miesiaczkowania, wspomaga gojenie ran, przeciwzapalny,
bakteriobojczy.

Zastosowania:
Czesto spotykany w ogrodach jako roslina ozdobna, uprawiany
jako roslina lecznicza. Koszyczki kwiatowe sa jadalne. W polskiej
etnoweterynarii czesto podawany krowom po ocieleniu, by wspomac
oczyszczenie.

Chakra 2/0Orange

Pot marigold

Plant info:
It is probably native to Southern Europe, but its long cultivation
makes it difficult to determine its origin. In Poland it has been
naturalised. It flowers from the end of May to the end of September.
It has two flower types, strap-shaped ray flowers (attracting
pollinators) and circular-shaped disc flowers (bearing sexual parts).

Medicinal properties:
For stomach and intestine problems, menstruation disorders, wound
healing, anti-inflammatory and anti-bacterial.

Uses:
A common ornamental in the gardens, cultivated as a medicinal
plant.Itsinflorescencesareedible.InPolishethnoveterinary,itwasusedto
help cleanse a cow’s uterus after delivery.
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Czakra 5/Niebieski

Borago officinalis
Ogodrecznik lekarski

O roslinie:
W Polsce zadomowiony uciekinier z upraw, rosnie na takach, jego
niebieskie kwiaty przyciagaja wzrok. Nazwa ogérecznik nawiazuje
do jego smaku.

Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Nieznaczne dziatanie moczopedne, przeciwzapalne i uspokajajace.
W tradycjach ludowych stosowany m.in. do gojenia bton sluzowych
jamy ustnej i przy problemach uktadu oddechowego.

Zastosowania:
taczony ze zdrowiem, czego $lad pozostat w nazwie; wspotczesna
farmakognozja nie potwierdza jego silnych wtasciwosci leczniczych.
Jadalne liscie i kwiaty bardzo dobrze smakuja w satatkach, wedtug
dawnych farmakopei miaty odpedza¢ smutki i sprowadza¢ przyjemne
mysli. Truskawki lepiej rosna w jego sasiedztwie.

Chakra 5/Blue

Borage

Plant info:
Naturalised in Poland, it grows in meadows, with its blue flowers
catching the eye. The Polish name is derived from its cucumber-like
taste.

Medicinal properties:
A mild diuretic, a mild anti-inflammatory and sedative; in folk
tradition it is used, among other things, for mucosal healing in
mouth and for respiratory disorders.

Uses:
Associated with health, which can be traced in its Latin name
- not proven by the modern Western pharmacognosy. Its edible
leaves and flowers are very tasty in salads. According to the old
pharmacopoeias, flowers used in salads drive away sorrow and
increase the joy of the mind. In the garden, strawberries respond
well to the nearby presence of borage.

470nm

Czakra 3/Zotty

Gentiana lutea
Goryczka zotta

O roslinie:
Roslina gérska, pochodzi z Europy $rodkowo-wschodniej i potudniowe;j,
roénie dziko w Karpatach Wschodnich; brak obserwacji z Polski,
dawniej uprawiana na Babiej Gérze. Nazwa pochodzi od gorzkiego
smaku korzeni. Nasiona do wykietkowania wymagaja co najmniej 60
dni niskiej temperatury, dlatego zagraza jej globalne ocieplenie.
Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Wspomaga trawienie, pobudza apetyt, dziata przeciwzapalnie,
wspomaga gojenie ran.
Zastosowania:
Korzen jest sktadnikiem species digestivae (mieszanki ziot
poprawiajacych trawienie). Jest uzywany do produkcji wodek
i likierow, np. goryczki (Enzian). Fermentowane korzenie maja
silniejszy zapach i stabsza gorycz.

Chakra 3/Yellow

Great yellow gentian

Plant info:
A mountainous species, native to Central, Eastern and Southern
Europe. There is a native population in the Eastern Carpathians,
but it is not noted in Poland. It used to be grown on Babia Gora. The
Polish name reflects the bitter taste of its roots. For germination,
its seeds need cold stratification, leaving it endangered by global
warming.

Medicinal properties:
It stimulates the digestive system and appetite, an anti-inflammatory
and used for wound healing.

Uses:
The root is an important ingredient of species digestivae (herbs
stimulating the digestive system). It is used in bitters and liquors
production, e.g. Gentian (Enzian liquor). The fermented roots have
a stronger smell and are less bitter.
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Czakra 6/Indygo

Atropa belladonna
Pokrzyk wilcza jagoda

O roslinie:
Roslina rodzima dla Polski. Potrafi, wystepujac w jednym miejscu przez
pare lat, stworzy¢ dos¢ zwarta grupe kilkudziesigciu osobnikéw, potem
zniknag¢ z tego siedliska zupetnie, by pojawic si¢ gdzie indziej. Cata
roslina, wraz z btyszczacymi czarnymi owocami, silnie trujaca.

Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Stosowana w diagnostyce okulistycznej do rozszerzania zrenic
(atropina), dziatanie cholinolityczne.

Zastosowania:
Substancje zawarte w pokrzyku wchtaniane przez btony sluzowe moga
dawac uczucie lotu, stad przedstawienia nagich czarownic latajacych
na miottach natartych pokrzykiem. Atropa — pierwszy czton nazwy od
imienia mojry Atropos, przecinajacej ni¢ zywota.

Chakra 6/Indigo

Deadly nightshade

Plant info:
Native to Poland. It may grow for several years in one locality,
forming thickets, then it may vanish from this place altogether and
start to grow in a different place. The whole plant, including the
shiny black berries, is deadly poisonous.

Medicinal properties:
Used in ophthalmologic diagnostics to dilate the pupils (atropine),
and as an anticholinergic.

Uses:
Chemical substances present in the plant (flying ointment
ingredient), when absorbed through mucous membranes, induce
hallucinations and the sensation of flight. It was claimed as the
source of the depictions of witches flying naked on broomsticks.
Atropos (coming from the plant’s Latin name) is the name of one
of Three Fates, cutting the thread of life.
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Przeszukalismy bazy wielu rodzimych ziét i kwiatow spetniajacych kryteria
roslin leczniczych, oddziatujacych na siedem réznych czesci ludzkiego
ciata i cate nasze istnienie. Badania byly ekscytujace, satysfakcjonujace

i wiele nas nauczyly. Liczylismy, ze wszystkie rosliny, jakie odnalezlismy

i umiescilismy w publikacji, zaprezentujemy w ramach instalacji

w U—jazdowskim. Jednak ze wzgledu na uzgodnione terminy wystawy

i ograniczenia przestrzenne nie mozemy wykorzystac tej ,ostatecznej
selekgji roslin®, utworzonej w wyniku badan. Dlatego postanowilismy nie
naciskac ani nie inwestowac¢ w uprawe i pokaza¢ na wystawie inne rosliny.
Chociaz nie do korica spetniaja nasze kryteria jako lecznicze i rodzime ga-
tunki, to nadal beda doskonale pasowac do ekspozycji i przestrzeni galerii.
Wiemy, ze bogactwo natury jest nieogarnione i ze wiele roslin na catym
$wiecie moze w bardzo podobny sposdob oddziatywac na nasze zycie —
tak, jak robia to nasze ziota i kwiaty.

We researched native Polish plants that would fit our criteria of me-
dicinal plants that interact with seven different segments in the body
and with our entirety as human beings. The research was exciting,
rewarding and enriching. We were hoping to include all the plants we
had discovered and listed in the publication as part of our installation
at U—jazdowski. However, due to the specific dates of the exhibition and
the constraints of the space at the gallery, we were not able to use the
“ultimate plants selection” yielded by our search, so we resolved not to
force or invest in growing the plants. Instead, we chose to include other
plants that do not entirely fit with our criteria as medicinal and native,
but which would still meet the aims and would adapt perfectly at the
time of the exhibition and with the space of the gallery. We know that
nature is rich beyond grasp, and that many plants around the world

can very similarly interact with our being the same way that our Polish
plants do.

Czakra 7/Magenta

Scopolia carniolica
Lulecznica krainska

O roélinie:
W Polsce rzadka i chroniona; roénie w cienistych lasach lisciastych
Karpat, a na Roztoczu i w Kotlinie Sandomierskiej w miejscach
po dawnych wsiach. Kwitnie w kwietniu i maju, w lecie jej czesci
nadziemne zamieraja i przechodzi w stan spoczynku do kolejnej
wiosny.

Wtasciwosci lecznicze:
Ma dziatanie napotne i przeciwwymiotne, jest stosowana w leczeniu
depresji dwubiegunowej. W niekontrolowanych dawkach silnie trujaca,
zawiera skopolamine i atropine.

Zastosowania:
Ziele czarownic — nasenne i halucynogenne, wykorzystywane m.in.
przez Bojkow i kemkow; dawniej uzywana do znieczulania, ale wiazato
sie to z duza $miertelnoscia wérod pacjentow. Moze powodowacé
martwice watroby. Sadzona w ogrodach jako roslina ozdobna.

Chakra 7/Magenta

European scopolia

Plant info:
Itis rare and protected in Poland, growing in the shady, broadleaved
forests of the Carpathian Mountains, in the Roztocze Upland and
Sandomierz Basin in the remains of human settlements. It flowers
in April and May, turning dormant in summer till the next spring.

Medicinal properties:
Diaphoretic and antiemetic, used in curing bipolar depression.
Itis deadly poisonous when overdosed. Contains scopolamine
and atropine.

Uses:
Witches herb — Boykos and Lemkos used it as a hallucinogenic
and soporific. Formerly used in anaesthesia, but it too often
caused death. Its use may lead to hepatic necrosis. Planted as an
ornamental.
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