








dering their own sovereignty in return for protection. But who will protect the subject from its
protector? What happens when the constitution is suspended and the last barrier to totalitarian
power is taken down?

There are a number of historical instances where a State has suspended articles of the con-
stitution concerning personal liberties, by issuing a mere decree. Bypassing laws that protect
fundamental liberties and creating permanent states of emergency, do not constitute a piece
of a long-forgotten past, but are a pattern that keeps re-emerging time and again in bourgeois
democracies, curtailing civil and political rights in its path.

The case of the French Emergency - A colonial continuum

The state of emergency in France is of colonial roots. It dates back to 1955 when the anti-colonial
revolution in Algeria had to be repressed and a set of exceptional laws was enacted to legitimize
what followed; curfews, closure of communal and other meeting places, random searches of
houses and house arrests, a legislation not at all unfamiliar to those with a surface level under-
standing of contemporary french politics. The second state of emergency was declared three
years later, in France this time, ironically, in fear of invasion by its own colonial army. Article
16 was introduced in the constitution, allowing the president to seize all powers at will, and
from that moment on a regime of augmented presidential powers began. Since then, it has
been invoked several times; in Algeria (1961), in the the parisian suburbs (2005) as a response
to the country-wide riots after the death of teenagers Zyed Benna and Bouna Traore, and twice
in Kanaky in light of the independence movement led by the Kanak people (1984), and again
in 2024 during the massive protests [2] that followed the adoption of a bill allowing 25.000 of
newly settled french people to vote in Kanaky’s elections.
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The most recent authoritarian shift in French politics was initiated in November 2015 with the
declaration of a state of emergency from president Frangois Hollande, following deadly attacks
in Paris and Saint-Denis, which started as a temporary measure to facilitate the “war against ter-
rorism” and lasted for approximately 2 years. This emergency state granted exceptional power
to police and security services; the government had the authority to order house arrests [3],
police raids and bans on public assemblies without warrants or other forms of judicial approval.
Legislative, executive and judiciary powers were merged, and concentrated in the hands of the
government. During these 2 years 4.469 houses were raided, leading to more than 754 house ar-
rests, resulting in only 61 terrorism-linked judicial investigations of which, 41 for acts of apology
for terrorism and 20 for criminal association in relation to terrorism. Even though most of the
home raids were conducted against suspects with no ties to terrorism and despite this notable
gap between police raids and judicial investigations the State managed to promote its image as
an effective combatant against terrorism and a guardian of peace and safety.

A few months after the end of this emergency state, in July 2017, a bill was approved by the se-
nate, effectively transforming the exceptional “anti-terror” measures into ordinary law. Searches
are now called “home visits” and house arrests “individual measures of administrative control
and surveillance” which even have their own abbreviation (MICAS). The justification for all this?
“Still in a state of war”, according to Minister of the Interior Gerard Collomb, who assured the
population by saying that “this must be done in a way that balances security and freedom” and
that “this law will help protect French people”.

On March 23, 2020 in light of the increasing numbers of COVID-19 related cases the french
government unilaterally declared a “state of sanitary emergency”. This gave exceptional powers
to the Prime Minister allowing him to issue unilateral executive orders to implement the go-
vernment’s policies during the pandemic. It included, the regulation and prohibition of the
movement of people, the regulation and closure of meeting places, the limitation or prohibition
of gatherings on the public sphere. During this period the french State promoted a number of
controversial bills showing its intentions. In April 2021 the French parliament passed the “global
security law” that increased police powers by broadening the powers of municipal police forces,
expanding the police’s ability to use drones to monitor citizens, hardening sentences for people
guilty of assaulting officers and making it illegal to publish images of police forces on duty. Wi-
thin a few months the majority of the bill’s acts were deemed unconstitutional.

During this almost consecutive seven year period (2015-2022) of french emergency it would
be interesting to examine if the repression, coercion and oppressive measures were applied

2. The French government responded to the Kanak movement in Kanaky with military force and excessive me-
asures, resulting in significant casualties among the Kanak people. This included several deaths, 169 injuries,
and 2,235, mainly arbitrary, arrests. Additionally, there were over 500 instances of enforced disappearance,
reflecting the severe impact of the French military’s actions on the Kanak community during this period.

3.https://www.nytimes.com/2016/02/18/world/europe/frances-emergency-powers-spur-charges-of-overrea-
ch-from-muslim s.html
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uniformly in French society. It is more than clear that they were applied in a drastically unequal
manner. The degraded suburbs, “banlieues”, where former colonial subjects reside in low-in-
come housing projects were the main target of repression. The house searches and arrests tar-
geted, by a vast majority, muslim people, deemed as “radicals”. Thousands of Muslim-owned
homes, offices, restaurants and mosques suspected of preaching hatred were raided while the
government was prompting citizens to report anyone considered suspicious, inciting an already
present anti-islamic sentiment [4]. During the pandemic the “Observatory of the State of Sani-
tary Emergency and Containment” has identified and enlisted numerous cases of State violence
in the banlieues, prisons, and migrant detention centres to go with the everyday identity checks
based on ethnic profiling during the lockdown by the police. Meanwhile, the white bourgeois
neighbourhoods have had a completely different experience.

From the french example we can observe a well rooted colonial construction that allows the
notion of emergency to settle for years and the State violence that comes with it to become
normality - something unavoidable when it is the daily condition of the people subjected to it.
A construction that mainly targets the lower-class french Muslim, migrant, person of colour, as
potential terrorist reinforcing the already pre-existing stereotypes that nurture the fear of the
outsider.

The Danish exceptionality

“With Putin’s attack on Ukraine there’s a war in Europe. The threat has come closer, to finance
the increase in military spending in the coming years [...] Danes must contribute to our security”
with these words the danish Prime Minister Mette Frederiksen announced the elimination of the
public holiday Store Bededag, a measure intended to generate additional public funding that
could, in turn, cover an increased military budget. Workers’ right to a day of rest was summarily
cut, invoking a supposedly direct threat to the Danish Security. Nevermind that Europe has seen
conflicts like this one before (Kosovo, Chechenia, to name some of the most recent ones). Ne-
vermind that the goal of increasing military spending to 2% of the GDP has been required from
NATO since 2014. Nevermind that the link between the addition of a working day and increased
estate funds is tenuous at best.

Never mind that there hasn’t been a single day without armed conflict since 1900. The war is
here, we must act.

Using war or other external threats to give a veneer of exceptionalism to measures that have
become regular estate practice (such as increased militarisation, attacks to workers rights...) is
not new in the Danish context either. Since 2016, during the second mandate of Venstre’s prime
minister Lars Lgkke, the Danish borders have been closed against the Schengen Agreement.
Even though the Schengen Borders Code provides Member States with the capability of tempo-

4. On September 21 the french court confirmed the dissolution of an anti-discrimination group (Collective
Against Islamophobia in France) that provided legal support to people facing anti-muslim discrimination and
documented the impact of the counterterrorism measures on the Muslim population with the justification that
it incited to discrimination, hatred, and violence.
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rarily reintroducing border control, the code states that these measures “must be applied as a
last resort measure, in exceptional situations”. Turns out, Danmark has been in an exceptional
situation a total of 22 times in the last 8 years, with consecutive uninterrupted emergencies
that have kept the borders closed since 2016. The arguments included in the applications for
the introduction of border control range from covid19, to the “terrorist threat relating to the
conflict between Israel and militant groups in Gaza” (government words), including perceived
“risk of espionage” or “smuggling”. And what was the emergency that started it all? “Unexpected
migratory flow”.

Of course.

Meanwhile the Danes oscillate between selective outrage and complete lack of awareness over
the implemented measures. While there was a strong public response against the removal of the
public holiday Store Bededag, it mostly centered around whether there could be other places
to get funding for the military spending and not on whether or not this was a true need for the
country. As for the eight years or permanent, but ever changing emergency (and how convenient
that the emergencies change every six months, when a new filing with the Schengen border
control is needed), very little is discussed or acknowledged. Walking the streets of Copenhagen,
no one seems to be specially distressed by all these never ending exceptional circumstances and
apparent threats to our security, it appears then, that we are all in on the lie.

Epilogue

We understand the need for exceptional measures in times of health (or other types) of emer-
gencies. However, we cannot disregard the devastating effect that such policies have on mar-
ginalized populations when applied horizontally. Worldwide, any and all emergency policies
are—either by design or circumstantially—exacerbating the fundamental class disparities of our
capitalist societies. We cannot disregard that the application of such measures is, in many cases,
disproportionate, exceptional, discriminatory and sometimes even vindictive. We cannot disre-
gard the fact that in a large number of countries states of emergency are used as a justification for
increased securitization, implementation of anti-labor laws and deprivation of social rights and
self determination. We cannot ignore the fact that exceptional measures while implemented as
something temporary they slyly and swiftly transform into something permanent, interweaving
the fabric of a new -even more claustrophobic- normality. Only upon arriving at this conclusion
does the haze of fear clear and we can finally realise the task that has been laid out for us.

”(...) Then it will become clear that the task before us is the introduction of a
real state of emergency; and our position in the struggle against Fascism will
thereby improve.”

Walter Benjamin
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I may lose my daily bread, if you wish
I may hawk my clothes and bed
I may become a stone cutter, or a porter
Or a street sweeper
I may search in animal dung for food

I may collapse, naked and starved Enemy of light

I will not compromise
And to the end
I shall fight.

You may rob me of the last span of my land
You may ditch my youth in prison holes
Steal what my grandfather left me behind:
Some furniture or clothes and jars,
You may burn my poems and books
You may feed your dog on my flesh
You may impose a nightmare of your terror
On my village
Enemy of light
I shall not compromise
And to the end
I shall fight.
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Enemy of light
The signs of joy and the tidings
Shouts of happiness and anthem
Are there at the port
And at the horizon
A sail is defying the wind and the deep sees
Overcoming all the challenges
It is the return of Ulysses
From the lost seas
It is the return of the sun
And the return of the ousted
And for their sake
I swear
I shall not compromise
And to the end
I shall fight!
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SOUTENEZ LA LUTTE DY PEUPLE PALESTINIEN
A GAZA CONTRE L'GCCUPATION SIONISTE.

SUPPORT THE HERDIC STRUGGLE OF THE PALESTINIAN
PEOPLE IN GAZA AGAINST [SRAELI REPRESSION.

—— R R R ORI







The night time is now hanging over Silwan, sharp rays of light travel through the walls and into
the streets. The loud presence of young Israeli mobs spraying ‘Arabs out’ on the house fronts
earlier on the day, had signaled this imminent visual invasion. The roads are choked by the Isra-
eli police on dubious security grounds, making the passage to the Old City impossible. Intense
light projections of dreidels and menorahs, as part of the Jerusalem Light Festival, have rendered
the Old City streets white, a sense of emptiness and alienation looms over the limestone streets.
It is the Hanukkah celebration. The districts around and within the Jerusalem Wall feel strangely
safe, almost petrified, crowded by local settlers and guests from abroad who seem to enjoy the
occasion with religious tact. Everyone is counted and every circulation is monitored and control-
led, no Palestinians are allowed to access the area enclosed by the cutting edges of the projected
light. An intense beam hits one of the armored cars that block the neighborhood, it has some
new splashed details of pink, possibly from the David’s Star illumination.

The morning sun is now appearing in the sky, forcing projections to blur and slowly descend
to extinction. Last night’s curfew has just been lifted and the option of mobility is given back,
temporarily at least, to the Palestinians of Silwan. A woman stands hunched waiting to cross the
street, hijab draped around her head, grocery bags clutched to her hands. Just across the street,
a long array of jersey-barriers cuts apart the hollow Wadi- Hilweh district where people and cars
squeeze through the excavators, trucks, pavers and bulldozers that lie outside the Givati parking
lot. Nearby, a sign written in Hebrew and English is cemented on the broken, narrow pavement,
informing settlers and visitors that the village is undergoing infrastructure repairs, undersigned
by “The City of David staff”. Razing, cleansing, renaming, this is the lifeblood of Israeli statehood
since 1948. In west Jerusalem, Deir Yassin became Givat Shaul Bet, Lifta became Mei Neftoach,
Qalunya is now Kiryat Menachem. On the east side, Silwan is still Silwan and the thirty thousand
Palestinians living here reaffirm this very fact on a daily basis, shutting down an occupation that
marks them as absentees, as minor details. A few steps further south on Wadi-Hilweh street, two
security guards are watchfully pacing the entrance of the City of David antiquities park. They
wear bulletproof vests, guns strapped to their belts, eyes hidden behind pitch-black sunglasses,
ready to defend the relics of Jewish contiguity in Jerusalem.




Pilgrims of various backgrounds are eagerly waiting in line to get a ticket for the park, although
with a hint of agitation due to a handful of kids playing hunting amidst rubles in close proximity.
A heavy sound blasts the crowd momentarily, forcing them to glance at the sky. Frightened eyes,
lips pursed. However, the tumult quickly dies out as a cloud of dust appears from the excavation
site, clearly explaining the origin of the worrying sound. At the entrance, just above the heads of
the guards, a sign promises guests that “they will walk in the footsteps of the kings and prophets”
which surprisingly enough seems to ignite enthusiasm and chatters among those in line. A herd
of visitors is now exiting the park, probably more keen to explore the wonders of “Ancient Jeru-
salem”, and probably more indifferent to its current state of occupation, they immediately turn
towards the Temple Mount.

Reaching closer to the Old City, tourists and cars are multiplied, crawling like monstrous bugs
over the cobblestoned streets. Entering from the Damascus gate, a wide marbled plaza unfolds
before the tourists’ faintly excited eyes, linking the Jewish Quarter to the Wailing Wall, while the
massive Al-Agsa compound sits on the right, overlooking the neighborhood of Silwan.

June 1967, the ceasefire has yet to be reached, East Jerusalem has not yet been occupied by Isra-
el, and the Maghariba (north African) Quarter still stands in front of the Wailing Wall, residential,
a shelter to thousands of Palestinians. A few days later, the 125 cramped houses of Maghariba are
demolished by the IDF, the dispossessed families are forced out of the Old City, and the lucrative
reconstruction of Jerusalem has officially commenced.

Now, the tourists look at the cleared plaza, the last bit to cover before reaching the wall, there
is nothing else blocking their way to prayer, a moment of religious freedom. A few meters away
and in the course of a night prayer, a heavily armored and gun-bearing police squad raided the
Qibli prayer hall, almost a week ago. Tear gassed people covering their eyes and mouths felt
the weight of the batons and the riot guns across their bodies, a sea of wounded and injured
flooded the Old City. Those able to move tried to flee back to Silwan, although the severity of
the assault had made the limbs heavy, barely immobile, while red drops were trailing their way,
undissolved. Huge patches of darkness lay across the street and in-between broken light poles
under which potholes of debris and mud over the cracked pavement glowed grimly. A brief stop
by a bulldozer. All the stench and filth of the excavations had now stuck into the air causing
throats to close and despite the piercing wind that merely shook the barbed wire hanging from
a two-storey house balcony, creating a wailing sound that only anger could mute. A security
guard was walking about the doorway of the house, a white and blue flag was waving above him
mounted at a barricaded window while a surveillance tower standing next had never ceased re-
cording. The taking over took place a few days prior, it was sudden and massive as seven houses
in total changed hands overnight, they were sold to intermediaries then passed over to EI'Ad,
finally celebrated as if a victory on a battlefield. The next day, a large advertisement appeared
on the front page of Haaretz congratulating the new tenants on their “Zionist endeavor.” “The



strengthening of Jewish presence in Jerusalem is our common challenge,” went the ad, conti-
nuing “with your settlement act, you make us proud”. House by house, block by block, through
evictions, demolition orders, legal smotherings, threats, shady purchases all orchestrated and
performed by innumerable zionist institutions, parties, funds, far-right groups, cultural centers,
reducing Wadi Qadoum, Ras al-Amud, Wasat al- Balad, Kharat al-Tank, Bir Ayoub, al-Yaman, Ein
al-Louzah, al-Bustan, Wadi Hilweh to lifeless biblical areas.

When the last time a demolition order appeared outside a Palestinian home in al-Bustan, the
reaction of the locals was fierce. It was said that a group which looked more like a contingent,
strode by the house when one of its members commanded the rest to stop with a long, formal
gesture. Then, as if nobody was living inside, they scrutinized the outside pointing fingers once a
while, probably scorning its bizarre appearance: very worn-out near the foundations, brand new
on the upper half. “This is illegal” might have all exclaimed in the end, synchronized as a cho-
rus. The building permit for the second floor had been regularly rejected by the Development
Authority due to the house’s location in a security zone or a natural zone or an archaeological
zone. All the while, a family of nine was inside. The night before the planned demolition, young
Palestianians merrily took to the streets sending fireworks to the few settler houses and throwing
stones at the armored vehicles that had already blocked the periphery of the Palestinian home,
preparing the grounds for the tomorrow’s cranes and bulldozers. The tension grew fast and the
first rubber-coated steel bullets pierced the neighborhood, transforming any life within fragile
and momentary. The unrest was unfolding with breaks of absolute silence where only a few re-
silient whispers echoed in the congested air. Most of the houses were now uninhabitable as the
acrid smoke of tear gas had been gradually occupying the last bits of available space.

The usually abundant litter on the streets was now being gathered and placed at the epicenter
of the riots, a crossroad between the Damascus gate and a hill-settlement. The pile of garbage
was set alight throwing grey clouds of smoke toward the sky, disorienting the roaring helicopter
hovering above. Meanwhile, empty dumpsters were carried methodically into the fight by teena-
gers already shouting instructions about their next moves. It is only during these times that the
remnants of settlements’ construction, debris and stones and rocks scattered across the streets
are of utmost value. Hundreds of them were collected and hurled against the Israeli cops in
an evasive and precise choreography that left only shadows behind. The resistance against the
demolition was not about to be quelled, other tactics were required. Disproportionate violence
targeting anyone, anywhere, flattening the ground, attacking through the walls.

Raids had now started, windows shattered, doors forced open and swarms of cops making their
way into the last and most critical frontiers of resistance, the Palestinian homes.




ON THE POLITICS OF LOSS

[This text was written by an individual member of Crisis Mirror in the period 2022-2024]
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“Our grief is a starting point in the fight against fascism”
Cindy Milstein

December 7th, 1967

My great grandad dies in Moscow after 30 years in exile.

He had left Spain at the end of the Spanish Civil war, 1939, in the last boat leaving
the harbor of Alicante, before Franco conquered the city, thus gaining control
over the entire country and ending the war. This boat, the Stanbrook, takes him
to a refugee camp in Oran, Alger, from where his contacts in the communist party
manage to bring him to Russia, the country where he will live in exile until his
death. He never returned to Spain again.

Somehow, this is one of the first things that I learn about my family growing up:
that we come from war. That we come from exile and resistance, but also from
loss and longing and that our family history can be learnt, as the palestinian au-
thor Mourid Barghouti writes, by looking at the empty chairs at the dining table.

November 9th, 1915

At the time of his execution, labor activist Joe Hill telegraphs a close friend the
words “Don’t waste any time mourning. Organize!”

Since then, the sentence has been used when other labor leaders have died, and
occasionally, when the movement suffers a defeat. When I first hear this expres-
sion, “don’t mourn, organize!”, it feels appealing. Powerful and direct, like a punch
in the gut. These days, it leaves a bitter taste in my mouth: are organizing and

mourning incompatible?

November 11th, 2007

Carlos Palomino, sixteen years old, is stabbed to death by a neonazi soldier in the
metro of Madrid while on his way to an anti racist demonstration.

I am seventeen years old and grieve for him in the streets. I don’'t know him, but
me and my friends are him. It feels distant and unreal, but not unexpected in the
Madrid of the early 2000's, a city bursting with skinheads and violent police. My
parents, scared of what'’s out there, ask me not to join the solidarity protests. I go
anyway and I never tell anybody how scared I am, too.
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June 14th, 2023

Over 500 people die in the Mediterranean while trying to reach safety in the
coasts of Europe.

As a reaction, we organize a small protest to condemn the role of the EU’s border
policies in the death of thousands of people every year. After a particularly nasty
discussion with two passers-by, who argued that people dying at sea was bad but
them arriving at the coast was worse, I turn to my comrades and tell them how
simplistic it feels to use the question “Do you prefer that people die?” as a politi-
cal argument. After a beat of silence, my comrade looks at me and replies, “but it
really is that simple, right?”

October 11th, 1992
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Gay rights activists from the AIDS Coa-
lition to Unleash Power (ACT UP) throw
the cremated remains of loved ones kil-
led by AIDS onto the White House Lawn.

”~ e

//- / D I E i The Ashes Action takes place within the
OF | frame of AIDS activism of the 80’s and

A , D S & o 90’s. Queer people are reframing the epi-
demic as a political failure and riot and

. struggle for preventive measures, treat-
ment, destigmatization and the right to
offer proper burial to their friends and
loved ones (at the time, most funeral
homes were refusing to handle AID-re-
lated deaths). I look back at the work of
my queer elders in juxtaposition to my

old motto of “don’t mourn, organize” and
things don't seem as clear anymore.

March 28th, 2020

86

Chato Galante, an ex political prisoner and antifacist organizer dies from Co-
vid-19.

In the haze of the millions of covid-19 deaths, the pain of losing Chato crosses
the desensitization that the pandemic reality had created in me, putting a face
and a story to the daily death toll. He was, at the time of dying, one of the leading
plaintiffs in a civil case against the Franco regime and its police force, for torture
and crimes against humanity. With him gone and his comrades grieving, can we
continue the fight? What happens then when the bearers of our political memory
are all gone?
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April 20th, 2016
“La morada”, my neighborhood’s squat, is evicted illegally by the police.

I watch this space, where I held countless meetings, celebrated support parties,
where my mum got her groceries and my friends tried to make Madrid a more li-
vable city, get evicted via livestream in the early hours of the morning. Thousands
of kilometers away, in a different city, in a different country, I receive message
after message from friends and comrades. While I am watching the latest video
of police abuse during the eviction, I feel tears fill my eyes and realize that this,
too, is grieving.

June 23rd, 2020

A 28-year old black man is murdered on the island of Bornholm.

He was burned, beaten and stomped on with metal boots. The two murderers
were known supporters of the far right-wing personality Rasmus Paludan, and
sported swastikas tattooed in their arms. A demonstration is organized in Co-
penhagen in solidarity and Crisis Mirror is asked to give a speech. At our meeting,
discussing the potential text, we get into a discussion on whether to use the vi-
ctim’s name or not. His mother had asked to protect their identity and I find my-
self defending that choice against a comrade that argues that a name could help
unite the movement. As the argument gets heated my comrade asks “Why are you
getting so emotional about it?” I want to argue how misogynistic it is to disregard
a woman'’s political opinion as “emotional”, but the truth is that I am emotional,
that at this instance I cannot disentangle emotion from politics, nor have I any
desire to do so. “Because someone fucking died”, I reply instead.

November 6th, 2023
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A month after the start of the latest escalation of the Israeli genocide of Palestine,
comrades from Crisis mirror make a banner with one of the common slogans
heard at demonstrations “People in Gaza have a right to live” Later, someone
jokes that Crisis Mirror now sounds as radical as a UN declaration. I understand
the critique, but feel that it adds to the ongoing normalization of these deaths, so
much so that making a claim about their injustice and needlessness seems almost
trivial and non-political. I am reminded of the words of my comrade all those
months ago “but it really is that simple”, and I start to reflect on the revolutionary
potential that such simplicity can achieve in times of absolute devastation.

October 29th, 2017

The day after my dad dies I send three text messages: one to my boss, one to my
best friend and one to a close comrade from my neighborhood’s assembly.

I am still not sure how the word spreads but a few hours later I find myself sitting
in a circle on the floor of a funeral home, surrounded by my comrades. It is almost
like all those other times, where we had sat to plan actions, discuss texts or di-
stribute work, except this time, they are trading stories while I seat there numbly.
A few days later, there will be a letter in the mail with more that 15 signatures. It
turns out that the latest collective text from Crisis mirror is a condolence letter. In
the weeks to follow, my comrades will care for me in the same ways that we ap-
proached many of our political actions: taking shifts, making affinity groups, co-
oking food, strategizing. Years later, these same people will organize mutual-aid
groups during the covid-19 pandemic to take care of each other and hundreds
of strangers in our neighborhood: taking shifts, making affinity groups, cooking
food, strategizing.

December 1st, 2022

88

In late 2022, when considering the idea of writing a text for the next Crisis mirror
magazine and still in the aftermath of a global pandemic, I decide to write about
the dialectics of life and death.

In the months (now years) that follow, I read and reread Achille Mbembe’s “Ne-
cropolitics”, Cindy Milstein’s “Rebellious Mourning”, Focault’s lectures on bio-
politics. I find and annotate scientific research linking big companies and their
harmful industrial practices to excess mortality all over the world and reports on
yearly work-related deaths. Did you know that in Denmark, if you live in public
housing, you are 1.5 times more likely to have a heart attack and your chances of
surviving such an episode are half than in other areas? Did you know that 3 mil-
lion workers are estimated to die at their jobs every year around the world? How
many deaths are linked to pollution and mispractice? How many to consump-
tion of well-marketed harmful substances and foods? What about the direct link
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between the weapons industry and genocide?

All these numbers, facts and theories float in my head while I try to articulate a
theoretical response to the way capitalism creates and normalizes death. But in
between all this reading and researching I start scribbling notes here and there
about how death, grieving and loss have shaped my understanding of politics.
These notes help me understand in a personal and political way that when Cindy
Milstein says that “our grief is a starting point in the fight against fascism” she is
calling for a radical politicization of loss. I too, want to use this grief to politici-
ze, problematize and denormalize all deaths that are not good deaths, those that
belong to the excess mortality that the climate catastrophe, the war machine and
the ever-hungry capitalist wheel create. I want to build space in our movement to
accompany our comrades in their mourning with care and political intentionali-
ty. I want us to make a George Floyd out of every single murdered palestinian, a
Pavlos Fyssas out of every person drowned in the Mediterranean. Above all, what
these memories do is make me long for a subversion of the stages of grief: denial,
anger, bargaining, depression and acceptance, yes. But then, revolution.
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Face Lost

in the Wilderness
1% Fadwa Tugan

Do not fill postcards with memories
Between my heart

and the luxury of passion stretches a desert
where ropes of fire

blaze and smolder,

where snakes

coil and recoil,

swallowing blossoms

with poison and flame.

No! Don’t ask me to remember.
Love’s memory is dark,

the dream clouded;

love is a lost phantom

in a wilderness night.

Friend,

the night has slain the moon.
In the mirror of my heart
you can find no shelter,

only my country’s

disfigured face,

her face,

lovely and mutilated,

her precious face ...

How did the world revolve in this way?
Our love was young.

Did it grow in this horror?
In the night of defeat,
black waters

covered my land,

blood on the walls

was the only bouquet.

I hallucinated:

“Open your breast,

open your mother’s breast
for an embrace

priceless are the offerings!”
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The jungle beast was toasting in the
tavern of crime;

winds of misfortune

howled in the four corners.
He was with me that day.

I didn’t realize morning
would remove him.

Our smiles cheated sorrow
as I raved:

“Beloved stranger!

Why did my country

become a gateway

to hell?

Since when are apples bitter?

When did moonlight

stop bathing orchards?

My people

used to plant fields

and love life

Joyfully

they dipped their bread in oil
Fruits and flowers

tinted the land

with magnificent hues -
will the seasons ever again
give their gifts

to my people?”

Sorrow -

Jerusalem’s night is silence and smoke.
They imposed a curfew;

now nothing beats

in the heart of the City

but their bloodied heels

under which Jerusalem trembles

like a raped girl.

Two shadows from a balcony
stared down at the City’s night.
In the corner

a suitcase of clothes,

souvenirs from the Holy Land -
his blue eyes

stretched like sad lakes.
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He loved Jerusalem.
She was his mystical lover.
On and on I ranted,

“Ah, love!

Why did God abandon

my country?

Imprisoning light, leaving us

in seas of darkness?”

The world was a mythical dragon
standing at her gate.

“Who will ever solve this mystery,
beloved,

the secret of these words?”

Now twenty moons have passed,
twenty moons,

and my life continues.

Your absence too continues.
Only one memory remaining:
The face of my stricken country
filling my heart.

And my life continues -

the wind merges me with my people

on the terrible road of rocks and thorns.
But behind the river,

dark forests of spears sway and swell;
the roaring storm

unravels mystery,

giving to dragon-silence

the power of words.

A rush and din,

flame and sparks

lighting the road -

one group after another

falls embracing, in one lofty death.

The night, no matter how long,

will continue to give birth to star after star
and my life continues,

my life continues.
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ARTWORKS:

Artwork Cover: Disintegration, 2014. Artwork by Natalie Cohen. Distorted by CM.

Past and present of neoliberalism - a CM collage. From left to right: Emmanuel Macron

(France’s President, 2017-present), Augusto Pinochet (Chile’s Dictator, 1973-1990), Kyriakos

Mitsotakis (Greece’s PM, 2019-present), Milton Friedman (classical liberal economist, among

the intellectual leaders of the Chicago school of economics), Margaret Thatcher (UK's PM,
1979-1990, also known as the “Iron Lady” or the “Witch”).

Viktor Orban (Hungary's PM, 2010-present and leader of the far right Fidesz political party)
expresses his admiration to Marine Le Pen (president of the far right French National Rally
group in the National Assembly) at the Warsaw Summit of the right-wing populist parties of EU.

The placard reads: “We are not terrorists. Justice and Freedom! For the Mapuche political
prisoners.”lit is held by Mapuche people protesting an ‘anti-terrorist’ law passed by the Chilean
government in 2013

Women in Santiago, Chile, perform ‘Un Violador en tu Camino’ (A Rapist in your Path), a

protest song that went viral and came to be used across South America. Many wear red

scarves and lipstick symbolizing the sexual nature of assaults, and are blindfolded in solidarity
with people blinded by police.

Photo by Fabio Bucciarelli, 04 December, 2019.

“The Revolution”. Published by P.L.O, 1967. Art by Shafik Radwan. Born in 1941 in Najd, a
Palestinian village in Northern Gaza, which was destroyed in 1948 to build the town of Sderot
in present-day Israel, turned to art as an escape from the surrounding devastation.
Outside Threat. Artwork by CM and Tommy.

Close the Camps. Demonstration in solidarity with the refugees and migrants that are either
stranded on the borders of the European fortress or locked up in some prison/camp. Streets
of Copenhagen, June 2020. Photo by CM.

“A brief history of DPP”. Infographic by CM.

Map illustrating all the refugee centres in Denmark. CM, 2024.

Fictional neoliberal Newspaper, “EuroNews”. CM, 2024.



“We take Mjglnerparken back”. Unknown artist. Distorted by CM. Published in 2022 as part

of a call to a demo by Boligaktion Kebenhavn (BK), against the Ghetto Law and the evictions

of Mjglenparken residents. BK is a group active in the city of Copenhagen fighting for equal
access to housing irrespectively of income, religion and race.

Infographic on the ghetto list and its criteria, made by CM and Aimilia.
Conspiracy Theories. Design by CM.

Illustrations of conspiracy theorist taxonomy. Made by Lazaara, and transformed into playing
cards by Tommy, 2024.

“Visit Palestine”, Amer Shomali, 2009. “Visit Palestine” is a satiric appropriation of the
original 1936 “Visit Palestine” poster by the Israeli artist Franz Kraus in 1936. The original
was published by the zionist Tourist Development Association of Palestine to promote Jewish
immigration to Palestine, presenting it as a homeland for Jews. In 1995, another Israeli artist
David Tartakover reprinted the poster as a way of celebrating the optimism generated by
the Oslo Peace Accords. “After the failure of the peace process it was time for a third print
declaring the failure of the previous two prints”. Shomali’s work emphasises various aspects of
Israel’'s Occupation such as the Separation Wall. He is currently based in Ramallah, Palestine.
Colour change by CM.

“Binary Panopticon”. Design by CM. Jeremy Bentham’s Panopticon’s prison plan drawn by
Willey Reveley in 1791.

Panopticon’s blueprint generated by Al.
Same as artwork 18. Distorted by CM.
Surveillance cameras. Design by Vedran.
“Palestinian Sun” by llham Shahrour, a twelve-year-old student at the School of Children of
Resistance in Lebanon. Published in 1980 by the Plastic Arts Section of the PLO as part of a
Palestinian Exhibition in Beirut. The building where the collection of artworks had been stored,
including the “Palestinian Sun”, was shelled, along with the offices of the Office of Unified
Information, which housed the Plastic Arts Section.
“States of Emergency”. Design by CM.
Armed Cop in Champ de Mars, Paris. Photo by mainstream outlet. Distorted by CM.

Riot cops lined in front of barricaded streets in Paris.



“Steadfastness of Gaza” by Ghassan Kanafani. Published in 1970 by the Popular Front for
the Liberation of Palestine (PFLP). Ghassan Kanafani was a Palestinian political activist, a
revolutionary, an artist; who was deeply committed to the cause of Palestine. In his early
literary writings Palestine was depicted as a cause in and of itself. Later on, he came to see
in Palestine a total human symbol whereby his stories and novels dealt not merely with the
Palestinians and their problems but also, and through the figure of the Palestinian, the human
predicament of agony and deprivation. Kanafani was assassinated in Beirut on 8 July 1972.
The Israeli Mossad had placed an explosive charge in his car, which killed him and his niece,
Lamis, who happened to be with him. He was buried in Beirut.”. His memory remains vivid in
the mind of all revolutionaries.

“Sketching Silwan”. Design by CM. Aero-photographs - top left: The Wall between Jerusalem

and the refugee camp of Shu'fat, top right: the Wall between Jerusalem and Abu Dis, bottom

left: the Wall in Qalandiya between Jerusalem and Ramallah, bottom left: viaduct and tunnels
of Gilo between Jerusalem and Bethlehem.

“If | die of aids - forget burial - just drop my body on the steps of the F.D.A.”. AIDS political

activist Wojnarowicz in 1988. In his memoir, 1991, “Close to the Knives”, he imagined “what it

would be like if, each time a lover, friend or stranger died of this disease, their friends, lovers

or neighbours would take the dead body and drive with it in a car a hundred miles an hour to

Washington, D.C., and blast through the gates of the White House and come to a screeching

halt before the entrance and dump their lifeless form on the front steps.”. Five years later, his
own ashes were scattered in front of the White House.

“Everyone in Gaza has the right to live”. Banner hanging on the facade of Folkets Hus,
Copenhagen. November 2023. Banner and photo by CM.

“The Palestinian revolution - January 1, 1965 - January 1, 1975” by Helmi Eltouni. Published
by P.L.O in 1975. Distorted and colorized by CM.
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