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On the 6th of  May 2024, students of  the University of  
Amsterdam pitched their tents in the middle of  the campus 
and organized the first protest encampment for Gaza in 
the Netherlands. Thousands of  people were mobilized in 
support of  Palestine. They engaged in massive protests and 
occupations denouncing the complicity of  the Dutch state in 
the ongoing genocide in Gaza.

This book goes back to that moment,
when barricades were erected through- 
out the city and the call for a free 
Palestine rang out in the streets.

Between Palestine and us
Testimonies of  the 2024 
student uprising in Amsterdam



Solidarity is contagious. When Columbia University stu-
dents organized an encampment protesting the genocide in 
Gaza in 2024, they kickstarted what was soon to be called 
the global student Intifada. Across the world, university 
students disgusted with their institutions’ and governments’ 
complicity in the destruction of Palestine followed their ex-
ample. Hundreds of occupations and protest encampments 
were organized, constituting a truly international anti -zionist 
anti-war movement. 

Amsterdam joined the ranks of  this movement in May 
2024.Various groups in the city had been organizing in soli-
darity with Palestine for months already, mostly in non-dis-
ruptive ways. Peaceful marches, sit-ins, teach-ins, and peti-
tions to the authorities were regularly carried out. Then, on 
the 6th of  May, students of  the University of  Amsterdam 
(UvA) and their allies occupied a patch of  grass in the mid-
dle of  the Roeterseiland campus, pitched their tents, and 
kicked off  the first protest encampment for Palestine in the 
Netherlands. They had three demands: they wanted their 
university to disclose its ties with Israeli institutions, to cut 
those ties, and to divest from any and all institutions and 
corporations complicit in or profiting from the genocide and 
the occupation. 

As the UvA management remained dismissive in the face 
of  these demands, the encampment gathered momentum. 
Hundreds joined the protest zone, demarcated by barricades 
on every entrance, forming a spontaneous coalition of  student 
protesters, academic staff  in support of  Palestine, squatters, 
activist groups, and autonomous collectives and individuals. 
They mobilized themselves into a tumultuous movement that 
would face off  the cops and the city authorities for the next 
couple of  days through an ever-increasing escalation of  pro-
tests, defensive moves, and evictions. 

These riotous May days rocked the city and the country. 
In the weeks and months that followed, protest encamp-
ments were organized in almost every university town in the 
Netherlands, constituting a nationwide movement that took 
part in the global student Intifada. And in Amsterdam itself, 
after the violence and the evictions, student protesters and 
squatters joined forces to create new physical and social 
space for education and organizing. Finding fugitive ways for 



a part of  the movement to reconstitute and reproduce itself, 
they opened up two consecutive squats known as the Free 
People’s University. 

A year later, as the genocide persists, the West’s complicity 
remains unwavering and the Palestine solidarity movement 
worldwide has been met with an intensifying backlash. With 
fascism now rampant, we’re living through a moment in his-
tory where deranged state violence is threatening to breach 
all boundaries to destruction and repression. The annihila-
tion of  Gaza, with impunity, has made life everywhere less 
safe, more conditional, more threatened. Though our situa-
tion is incomparable, the stakes are personal nonetheless: if  
we’re not fascism’s first victims, we may well be its last. And 
so, in this moment of  danger, we must still look for ways to 
bring international solidarity into practice, as it remains, as 
it always was, our only recourse. 

This book portrays one such attempt. It goes back to 
Amsterdam in May 2024 to preserve the memory of  the 
uprising, to document the events as experienced by those 
who were there, and thereby to foster the continuation of  
the solidarity that the movement brought to the streets. As 
participants in the movement ourselves, we – the editorial 
collective – have not sought to historicize, theorize, or even 
represent the uprising. Instead, we have assembled the 
material in a way that allows the events to speak for them-
selves, and to allow for a multiplicity of  voices to describe or  
interpret them. 

We have not aspired to completeness. Many events were 
left out, such as the encampments at VU University and 
Science Park, numerous other marches and confrontations, 
as well as what happened during the production of  this book, 
such as the citywide riots in response to aggression by zionist 
football hooligans in November 2024. These omissions are 
rooted mainly in the editorial decision to focus on what we 
considered the main events, next to constraints of  time and 
space. The resulting incompleteness is inherent to a project 
like this, leaving space for any number of  additions, different 
perspectives, interpretations and reflections. What we pres-
ent here is our necessarily limited, but, to the best of  our 
abilities, truthful account. 



For documentation we have relied to a great extent 
on a crowd-sourced activist online archive known as the 

“Netherlands Student Intifada Archiving Project”, set up 
in the wake of  the protests by a coalition of  groups, among 
which the publishers of  this book. It provided us with a large 
amount of  photographic material from the perspective of  
the participants, sometimes shot with photo cameras, more 
often simply with phones. To further amplify the voices of  
the protesters, we have also reproduced dozens of  written 
testimonies uploaded into this archive, providing a range of  
statements directly describing the events. As part of  this doc-
umentary effort, we have included a number of  speeches and 
statements that were made during the protests, while using 
screenshots of  Signal messages from the organizers’ open 
group chat to provide a timeline. We have also reprinted in 
full a zine that was made by protesting students of  the Gerrit 
Rietveld Academie and Sandberg Instituut, Amsterdam’s art 
academy. 

The rest of  the material in this book is of  a different nature. 
It consists of  contributions that were provided or collected 
by members of  the editorial collective and by other students, 
protesters, artists and writers based in Amsterdam after 
experiencing the uprising. Through different genres – essays, 
poetry, theater, visual art – these contributions explore in the 
aftermath the meaning, the reach and the limitations of  the 
protests, the inextricably entangled experiences of  hope and 
defeat, the necessity of  resistance, and the distance between 
Palestine and us. Included as well is a series of  drawings 
by Palestinian artist Amal al Nakhala called Between Gaza 
and I, which formed the inspiration for the title of  this 
book. Taken together, they form an open-ended assemblage  
of  testimonies. 

The result, we hope, transmits the experience of  the uprising, 
and, by preserving the memory, keeps open this moment, this 
space of  resistance, beyond its dissolution, and into the pos-
sibility, the necessity, of  rising again. 

Free Palestine, from the river to the sea. 
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ROETERSEILAND ENCAMPMENT, AROUND 14:00. ZAYYAN, STUDENT AT THE 
UVA, READS HIS POEM DARK BEFORE THE DAWN.

I hear a lot of talk about the resistance,
I still see shyness,
I still see the inability to comprehend,
Stop, and breathe,
Judging from a distance will mislead,
It can be hard for you to understand,
There are many tongues at war, fighting for space,
There is Arabic, English, Dutch and German,
With each language come different degrees of 

obfuscation, 
Colonial reasons to support or deny a nation,
In Arabic we are murdered, and we are martyrs, it is a 

slaughter,
In any other language we are collateral damage,
Faceless, tasteless, we are Islamic animals, barbarians,
In fact, we are less than a number,
In fact, we are less than a fact, we are baseless
Because they don’t trust our counting,
In English we are watered-down, we are non-combatants 

or terrorists,
Not fathers, not children, not women, not people,
We are less than a face, we are unconfirmed graves,
Until a truly civilized man, hailing from a European 

land, can verify the carnage
This means that they don’t trust our faces,
Even when we learn English, we can get rid of our 

accent
So I can tell them in a calm, collected and educated 

voice,
So I can show them how,
How there can be a child called Dana, or a child called 

Youssef,
Do I have to show you a child, do you need a dead baby 

to prove innocence?
Do they have to be smiling?
Do I have to show you a missile, blowing her to pieces?
Should I show you the fragment that pierced through 

the wall, through his head, while he was asleep in a 
hospital, in bed?

Just for you to get it into your head?
Just for you to get over your political weakness,
I promise you, we have enough bodies to cover the sun
I feel like there is something between us, for the 
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people who don’t see us
Do they not trust their own eyes, do they not trust 

what they see on the screen?
Do they even see me as a being?

Do we have to show you each and every house in the 
Nakba, 

Please do not be led astray 
Should I show you how each person got ripped from their 

homes burned, killed and tortured and if you were 
lucky, you got away

Do not be led astray and do not shy away from this 
claim!

Resistance no matter how angry, is always a reaction in 
every time and space 

How can I make this palatable?
How can I plate this nicely?
It’s not palatable it should make you sick
I really don’t know what to say

Because there is too much to say about the Nakba,
There is no way to put it into words, how can I portray 

the pain?
Not knowing truly what they faced,
I know that over a million were violently displaced, 
Thousands upon thousands killed, villages and cities 

burned,
But how can I know what they faced? 
I can’t know the feeling of seeing a soldier an angry 

evil man holding a knife to your wife your daughter 
your son’s face,

Then slicing his throat in front of your eyes then 
shooting you point blank,

Because the British told him that he had the right over  
your land

Not even 100 years ago, 
So no I don’t really know what more to say about the 

Nakba
The truth is, each and every state is built on violence 
Even the most “peaceful” is built and fortified, and 

thrives of its ability to stretch its arms 
the police, CCTV, checkpoints, phone tracking 

technologies
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The truth is, the ability to put violence where you 
want it to be is safety

This is our world
Freedom will only be achieved when your oppressor deems 

you too dangerous to oppress
This will only happen through violence, this will only 

happen when the Palestinian resistance, whoever they 
are, are too strong to be defeated,

Too strong to be wiped off the map
When Gaza rises from the ashes, which it will
This will be thanks to the resistance,
Who did not and will not allow the occupation to take 

full control over Gaza,
Who will not remain colonized,
And this is how you prevent a Nakba,
By growing and displaying your strength to your 

occupier showing them you will no longer be 
occupied,

And that is how you can make a deal that is actually 
respected

The resistance knows it cannot wipe Israel off the map 
it wants sovereignty it wants freedom it wants the 
end of occupation

People do not fight for fun they fight from grievance,
They fight because you lowered the value of their life
However, this is not the same as the Nakba,
This time we will not lose ground,
We will come out stronger,
The Palestinians in Gaza are steadfast in their 

struggle against a force that has removed them 
dignity, sanity, food, shelter, medicine, water, 
love, hope

Against a force that has removed generations of 
Palestinians from existence

For over 75 years
That has removed over 900 families from the civil 

registry in one year,
I pray, that this time will be different
The future is bleak, 
But it is always dark before the dawn
(I know it is hard) أعلم أنه صعب
but stay strong (you can cry Dana) يمكنك البكاء دانا
 I know Youssef that) أعرف أن والدتك ليست هنا يا يوسف

your mom is gone)
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It is dark before the dawn
I just said
I know that it’s hard 
And you can cry Dana but stay strong
And I know Youssef, that your mom is gone 
But it is always dark before the dawn,
Hopefully she won’t be gone for too long

I know it may feel like we are drowning
And to be honest we are,
I always try to write positively though,
To magnify any glimmer of hope, 
But you made it so hard, you made life so hard, you 

made death a relief 
You wonder why people resist while you pile bodies on 

the street,
I saw a bomb drop next to a man, 
Literally 10 meters from his feet,
Who didn’t flinch and his heart didn’t skip a beat
He was already dead inside just a walking piece of meat
His body’s innate drive for survival,
was stolen, just like the land under his feet 
And the sky above, even the ground water that flows 

underneath
Is poisoned with phosphoric acids, blasphemous passages 

about how we are all savages
But that was the whole plan, gaslight radicalize rinse 

repeat 
Devised strategies and layers of superiority complexes 

and deceit 
What do you mean when you say sovereignty?
What does sovereign mean to me?
What does sovereign mean to the remains of children 

littered in the streets?
This genocide is televised 
You can watch on your screen

So I know that Youssef and Dana may not be alive any 
more,

And over 100,000 of us have fallen
But I know, we will never be defeated 
This number may grow but as long as this grows,
We know, we have a cause, worth dying for
Worth fighting for
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And every time you kill an innocent Palestinian as a 
“terrorist deterrent”

You sign your own death warrant, and that is the truth, 
it is an ugly cycle

There is always going to be blood, there is always 
going to be death. 

You will never be gifted liberation, it must be taken

Do you know what they said when the slaves of the past 
rose up against their oppressors?

They said “Look at them, savages, they don’t even want 
to be free, 

they need to stay in a cage, because all they want to 
do is kill you and me”

Now do you see?

It’s the same rhetoric with 500 years in between 
The only difference is the mechanized scenes 
Filtered through AI, social media censoring schemes, 
Designed to desensitize your brain and make your eyes 

bleed,
We scroll through a genocide and memes

Not everything is at it seems,
There are actors with manufactured positions,

2 words: controlled opposition 

Why did a publicly open ex-ISIS chief just get 
appointed to a US backed militia that was supposed 
to make Syria free?

Why was an extremist block in the Muslim brotherhood 
welcomed by Israel into the Gaza streets while the 
PLO were murdered in their sleep?

Why were Israeli passports found in Iraq at an ISIS 
base? 

Why is it every time we take out ISIS another one takes 
its place? 

Who started the claim that weapons of mass destruction 
were in Iraq, and that a war must be waged? 

We are sick of the lies and deceit

This fight is far from over, it has only begun,
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And I said it before,
It is going be dark before it’s done. 
And I know that’s easy for me to say from over here,
Ya Dana Ya Youssef 
I know it feels useless, I know I say this from the 

safety of Europe, where everything is toothless
With no bombs near, I say this with a full stomach and 

no existential fear
But you taught me life Youssef, you taught me life Dana 
You taught me how to live
Because if I was in your shoes, I would have died a 

hundred times Dana 
You taught me how to stand up and fight Dana 
No matter my opponent’s might Dana 
Because I know what’s right Youssef 
And I know we will get through this,
The harvest from this tree will not be fruitless
Because I see the tides of the sea shifting, ya Dana ya 

Youssef 
You might not feel or see this, but it has begun
Just remember, it is always dark before the dawn
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ROETERSEILAND ENCAMPMENT, AROUND 16:00. LIANA SAIF,  
ASSISTANT PROFESSOR AT THE UVA, GIVES A SPEECH.

Academia is a place where communities gather to produce 
and craft intellectual and technical tools for attain-
ing, writing and applying knowledge. However, academia 
is also a political space, especially considering that 
becoming part of it is a matter of economic, cultural, 
and political privilege. Being a political space, it 
was not surprising that our university was ready to mo-
bilize its funds, policies and walls to show solidarity 
with Ukraine against Russian aggression. The university 
released a response on 6 October 2023, stating: “We are 
in close contact with students and staff from the re-
gion who are working and studying here. It has been de-
cided to freeze all ongoing collaborations with Russian 
(academic) institutions, and new agreements will not be 
entered into”. The university has taken then the right 
political action. The same steps must be taken now in 
solidarity with Palestinians in Gaza and beyond. This 
is an obligation with which we honor our profession as 
scholars, students, and staff, for if academia is a 
global network of communities of expertise, then when 
one of our communities suffers, we ought to stand up 
for them. Otherwise, we are complicit in scholasticide.

The occupation and current genocide destroyed the  
infrastructure of academic life in Gaza. Jewish Polish 
legal scholar Raphael Lemkin (1900–1959), who defined 
“genocide” as an effort to “undermine the fundamental 
basis of the social order,” played a pivotal role in 
introducing the concept into international law. The 
educational system, as a cornerstone of that social 
order, is one such target in the actions of Israel 
against the Palestinian people. Palestinian scholar 
and Oxford University professor Karma Nabulsi coined 
the term “scholasticide” during the 2008–2009 assault 
on Gaza to refer to Israel’s systematic destruction of 
Palestinian educational infrastructure.  It refers to 
Israel’s assault on Palestinian academics, faculties, 
administration, and archives, and the erasure of the 
culture and knowledge of the occupied. Scholasticide 
comprises several strategies including: 1) Causing  
bodily or mental harm, killings and assassinations 
of university and schoolteachers, students, staff, 
and administrators. 2) Arresting, detaining, and 
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incarcerating university and schoolteachers, students, 
staff, and administrators. 3) Their systematic harass-
ment, bullying, intimidation. 5) Invading, bombarding 
and demolishing educational institutions. 6) Destroying 
and/or looting of teaching and research resources in-
cluding libraries, archives, and laboratories, as well 
as facilities supporting the educational process, in-
cluding playgrounds, sports fields, performance venues, 
cafeterias, and residence halls. 9) Besieging schools 
and universities and using them as barracks, logistics 
bases, operational headquarters, weapons and ammuni-
tion caches, detention and interrogation centres, and 
10) Hindering access to the internet, disrupting the 
provision of electricity, and preventing free entry of 
educational supplies including books and laboratory 
equipment.

On 6 November 2023, Gaza’s Ministry of Education sus-
pended the 2023-2024 school year due to Israel’s aggres-
sion and indiscriminate bombing of schools and other 
facilities. By February 2024, Israel had bombed every 
single university in Gaza and 370 schools. Israel’s 
systemic attacks started on 9 October 2023 with the 
bombing of the Islamic University of Gaza, with the IOF 
eventually assassinating the university’s president, 
scientist Dr. Sufyan Tayeh, alongside his family on 2 
December. This attack was followed by the bombing of 
University College of Applied Sciences and Technology on 
19 October 2023, Al-Azhar University on 6 November 2023, 
Al-Quds Open University on 15 November 2023, and Gaza 
University on 4 December 2023. On 17 January 2024, the 
IOF obliterated Al-Israa University, the last remaining 
university in Gaza. By February 2024 Israel had killed 
261 educators, over 5000 students, and 90,000 Palestin-
ian university students cannot attend university in the 
Gaza Strip. In the same month Israel killed Professor 
Nasser Abu Al Nour, Dean of the Faculty of Nursing at 
the Islamic University of Gaza, along with 7 members of 
his family in a strike on his house. The numbers have 
continued to rise!

It is also crucial to call out the methodical destruc-
tion of archives and heritage by Israel in its war 
against the Palestinian people. On 1 February, 2024, a 
report was issued by Heritage for Peace, the Palestinian 
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Ministry of Culture, the Arab Regional Group at the  
International Council of Monuments and Sites and oth-
ers. They list the destroyed archival establishments; 
among them:
• Central Archives of Gaza City, Gaza City Hall (Gaza 

City), completely destroyed from direct shelling. 
The archives contained 150 years of records per-
taining to Gaza’s history. 

• Omari Mosque and Library (Gaza City) was completely 
destroyed, likely including the library. The mosque 
was built in the 7th century and contained one of 
the most significant collections of rare books in 
Palestine, including works dating to the 14th cen-
tury. Over 200 manuscripts from the library’s hold-
ings were digitized in 2022.

• Gaza Municipal Library (Gaza City) was significant-
ly damaged and Rafah Museum (Rafah) was completely 
destroyed by airstrike.

This report also includes the names of killed informa-
tion workers such as Abdul Karim Hashash, writer and 
advocate for Palestinian heritage, collector of Pales-
tinian rare books; and Doaa al-Masri, librarian at the 
Edward Said Library killed On December 7, 2023, with 
her parents and siblings. Beyond Gaza, according to 
Birzeit University Professor Samia Al-Botmeh, “since 
1982, more than 2,000 students from Birzeit University 
have been imprisoned by IOF. More than 124 students, 2 
academics, and 2 staff members are in Israeli prisons, 
57 of whom were arrested after 7 October and 5 of them 
are under administrative detention. 30 Birzeit students 
were murdered by IOF.” 

Scholasticide is not only the destruction of education-
al structures and members of the occupied. It is also 
the occupier’s mobilization of its own institutions in 
their settler-colonial project. Long before October 
7, Israeli security forces had increasingly relied on 
high-tech innovations developed by Israeli universi-
ties. These technologies enable Israel to maintain its 
occupation with fewer soldiers while also bolstering 
its security industry by creating new export products. 
Universities such as the Technion in Haifa, the Weiz-
mann Institute, the Hebrew University, Ben-Gurion Uni-
versity, and Tel Aviv University, among others, have 
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collaborated with the arms industry to advance these 
efforts.

Scholasticide depends on the suppression of Palestinian 
academics. The Hebrew University of Jerusalem suspend-
ed Nadera Shalhoub-Kevorkian, following her remarks 
calling for the abolition of zionism, demanding cease-
fire and calling for an end to apartheid and Israel’s 
occupation of Palestine. Shalhoub-Kevorkian is a prom-
inent Palestinian professor who has worked on trauma, 
state crimes, surveillance, gender violence, law and 
society, and genocide studies. As Maya Wind writes, 
in her recent book Towers of Ivory and Steel, Israeli 
universities directly constrain Palestinian rights by 
supporting and even developing the policies of occupa-
tion and apartheid used by the Israeli state as part 
of the zionist settler-colonial project. Be sure that 
Israeli institutes are currently participating in this 
genocide. For example, Hebrew University among oth-
ers is training intelligence soldiers to create target 
banks in Gaza. Israeli universities also offer legal 
scholarship to thwart holding Israel accountable for 
its war crimes. Universities actually grant univer-
sity course credit to reserve soldiers returning from 
Gaza. In response to the student protests in the USA, a 
statement was issued and signed by the association of 
Israeli University Heads, on in April 2024, condemning 
the pro-Palestinian anti-war demonstrations at Ameri-
can universities, seeing in them support for “terror-
ist organizations”, accusing students of antisemitism, 
including our Jewish students and colleagues who are 
calling for accountability and express compassion and 
grief for the murder of almost 35,000 Palestinians. 

We, however, must reach out to our colleagues in Pal-
estine, heeding their recent compassionate and moral 
statement signed by the surviving presidents of Pales-
tinian universities. They address students around the 
world and write: “You stand for the courage that is 
needed to take action strongly for justice and freedom 
and determinedly against systems of genocide and rac-
ism. We know the risks you are taking in face of the 
repressive measures that are taken against university 
spaces built on challenging the powers benefitting from 
silence. At a time when the voices of the oppressed are 
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intentionally silenced, your solidarity serves as a bea-
con of hope. Your actions are a resounding message that 
injustice and oppression will not be tolerated.” 
We can no longer tolerate “selective neutrality” and the 
mobilization of the myth of political objectivity that 
Western institutions have tried to convince us  
of while it engages in scholasticide and epistemicide. 
We can no longer accept consigning “decolonization dis-
course” to mere liberal cosmetics; it should be taken 
seriously and applied to the very structuring of our 
universities. On 23 November 2023, the university board 
released a statement, insisting that they “do not want 
to take a stance… because, as an organisation, we do 
not want to take political positions. Our university 
should provide a home for debate and criticism, within 
our rules. It cannot fulfil that function if we, as an 
organisation, take an explicit stand ourselves”. This 
is ridiculous and undermines an ethical, conscious ed-
ucation! Their statement even goes to say that: “The 
university is not a political organisation”. What a lie! 
This statement is made clearly false by the university’s 
own response to the Ukraine-Russia war. This selective 
“neutrality” is implicated in Western colonialism and 
white supremacy. 

Nevertheless, anti-War activism, pro-Palestinian soli-
darity and real decolonial work is inherently difficult 
because it challenges existing power structures. Any 
attempt to decolonize higher education that seeks to 
bypass critical and potentially uncomfortable dialogues 
risks depoliticizing decolonization! By shying away from 
such conversations, “we strip decolonization of its 
transformative potential”. Furthermore, feeling angry 
and full of grief for the murder of 35,000 Palestini-
ans does not compromise the integrity of university and 
“rational” discourse; emotive discourse is not an invi-
tation to chaos, intolerance, hatred and lack of safety 
as the university wants us to think. It is expression of 
empathy!

Finally, I want to say that education holds a pivotal 
role for Palestinians in asserting and documenting our 
history. Within the walls of classrooms, a powerful act 
of resistance unfolds. Education becomes the fertile 
ground where the seeds of political awareness are sown. 
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Despite the brutal restrictions that may confine their 
bodies, their minds are determined with the pursuit of 
knowledge. Education for them is not simply a path to 
a better life, but a vital tool for shaping their own 
destinies and building a brighter future for their peo-
ple. On the 7th of December, poet and academic Refaat 
Alareer was assassinated by Israel. He inspired and 
liberated his students’ imagination by thinking poet-
ically, thinking politically. He demonstrated to his 
students how their words and narratives actively con-
tribute to shaping and driving the process of Palestin-
ian liberation. He left us with a shatteringly poignant 
request that we must honor, “If I must die, you must 
live to tell my story.” By telling his story and their 
stories they are shaping the destiny of Palestine.

For them, we call on UvA:

To disclose and suspend all formal and informal ties 
with Israeli higher education institutions. 

To provide more resources towards building relations 
with Palestinian institutions of higher education that 
have been destroyed by the Israeli state, by build-
ing academic links with Palestinian universities and 
academics.

To provide scholarships for Palestinian students and 
fellowships for faculty members who have lost their 
universities and livelihoods.

And to call for ceasefire! 

Free Gaza! Free Palestine!
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ROETERSEILAND ENCAMPMENT, AROUND 17:00. AYALA LEVINGER,  
MEMBER OF EREV RAV, GIVES A SPEECH.

Good afternoon everybody, my name is Ayala. I came to 
speak to you today on behalf of Erev Rav, the anti-
zionist Jewish community in the Netherlands, and on 
behalf of myself, as a grandchild of a survivor of 
Auschwitz. 

I support you in your solidarity actions and your de-
mands on your university not to be complicit in the 
genocide of the Palestinians in Gaza happening as we 
speak. I stand here also to show solidarity with stu-
dents around the world who are facing horrific state 
violence and now also spontaneous pro-zionist violence 
after videos of police violence against the students 
and staff started circulating like a fucking invitation 
far-right rioters couldn’t resist. That is a develop-
ment that should frighten everyone. 

I also in particular support BDS.

From 2005 Palestinian civil society chose boycott, 
sanctions and divestment as a peaceful resistance 
means. It is peaceful and very well argued. Nowhere in 
the website of the BDS movement it says boycott Israeli 
universities because the teachers or the students are 
Jewish. The media and our politicians know that and 
pretend not to and label it antisemitic.  

Israeli universities aren’t innocent bystanders in Is-
rael’s oppressive regime; they’re active participants. 
Through research, rewriting historical narratives, 
calculating calories, developing weapons etcetera, they 
contribute to the occupation, settler colonialism and 
apartheid – all war crimes and crimes against humanity, 
even before we started witnessing a livestreamed gen-
ocide. It is time that our media and politicians stop 
pretending to be ignorant about it. 

So academic boycott was always justified and peaceful. 
In 2014 I heard from Israeli left-wingers that “academ-
ic boycott is actually a form of academic terror” which 
even then was a fucking cynical thing to say. Palestin-
ian students in the West Bank constantly face arrest 
for protesting or because of social media posts and 
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months and years in administrative detention or years 
of house arrest. Palestinians of East Jerusalem lose 
residency if they go study abroad. Now the Israeli war 
on Palestinian education has turned really sinister.

There is not a single university standing in Gaza. 
Beautiful buildings, all bombed. It’s heartbreaking. 
Three university presidents and 95 university deans  
and professors have been targeted and killed. Elementa-
ry, junior high and high schools are also not function-
ing either. Kids are not learning to read and write. 
And while this is happening before our eyes, world 
leaders have the audacity to talk about how unlawful it 
is for a protest to force the cancellation of classes 
and graduation.

Enough with this gas-lighting, we see everything. Your 
words are so cynical it’s outrageous.

Western complicity is disgusting. The cynicism of say-
ing “never again” on one hand and refuse to mention the 
genocide going on at the same time because the victims 
“don’t look like us” is outrageous, the gas-lighting is 
infuriating. 

In the last half year I feel besides anger and deep 
sadness mostly despair, and to see the student solidar-
ity movement around the world was beautiful, emotional 
and hope-restoring. Solidarity is very powerful. Please 
keep on. Also to see that in all protests there are 
other Jewish people like me, organizing and participat-
ing, is powerful.

Still the media erase the existence of anti- 
zionist Jews. Let zionists guess our motivation from 
misunderstanding that zionism is not mandatory to self-
hate, to even delusional that this will help us against 
antisemitism, an argument only someone who does not 
understand at all what it means to fight for justice 
instead of just his own privilege can think of. 

Why we are anti-zionist and why you should be too: as 
Angela Davis said, “in a racist society it’s not enough 
to be non-racist, we must be anti-racist.” 
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In a zionist society, in a society that supports Israel 
while it completely destroys Gaza, kills Gaza’s inhab-
itants – 14.000 children among them–causes starvation, 
blocks humanitarian aid, targets civilians, refugee 
camps, hospitals, schools, universities as it does;  
in a society where the judge ruled to stop arming  
Israel with parts for combat aircraft and our govern-
ment is appealing because the Dutch administration ap-
parently really wants to participate in this genocide; 
in a society that produces statistics that include “I 
saw a person with a keffiyeh” and “I saw a Palestinian 
flag from a balcony in my street” as antisemitic in-
cidents, resulting in the headline “antisemitism mul-
tiplied by 800 since October”; in a society in which 
whenever the media wants to talk about antisemitism 
they never invite anti-zionist Jewish guests – we don’t 
exist, lately they seem to not want to take a chance 
with any Jew and just invite Mirjam Bikker from the 
ChristenUnie; in a society where I haven’t seen one 
Palestinian on tv telling about their loss and grief 
and sleepless nights of worries, and there are in the 
Netherlands some that I know it happened to them; it is 
not enough to not be zionist.

We must be anti-zionist.    

And finally, there is no other way, this injustice must 
end: from the river to the sea, Palestine will be free. 
Thank you.
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MORNING. UVA SCHOLARS AND STAFF FOR PALESTINE PUBLISH A STATEMENT.

CONDEMNATION OF POLICE BRUTALITY AGAINST OUR STUDENTS 
AND STAFF PROTESTING FOR PALESTINE

On May 6, hundreds of students and staff gathered on 
the lawn of the Roeterseiland in a non-violent protest 
against Israel’s relentless assault on Palestinian life 
and UvA’s institutional complicity in Israel’s ongoing 
genocide. In the early hours (3AM) of May 7, at the 
order of the university’s administration [CvB], riot 
police violently arrested, beat, and bulldozed over 150 
students and staff. Some are still detained. Some have 
been wounded to the point of losing consciousness. The 
scenes are reminiscent of the bulldozers driving over 
the rubble of Palestinian homes. They are also stark re-
minders of institutional crackdown on students protest-
ing in non-violent gatherings across university campuses 
for the Palestinians’ right to life and dignity.

As employees at the University of Amsterdam, we are 
shocked and horrified by the College van Bestuur’s 
decision to order the police to violently evict a non-
violent protest camp and violate our freedom of expres-
sion. Even before the brutal institutional crackdown 
by the riot police, in the afternoon of 6 May the camp 
was besieged by masked, extreme right-wing forces. They 
carried Israeli flags and fire torches, and attempted 
to incinerate the camp and the protestors under the 
watchful eye of the CvB. We are in awe of the courage 
our students have in the face of such institutional 
violence. We are writing to assert our unflinching 
support of our students and the academic community to 
protest against institutional and structural complicity 
in the genocide against Palestinians.

They had asked the university to
• Fully comply with the Freedom of Information case, 

i.e. disclose the university’s ties with Israeli 
institutions and companies, including educational 
institutions, as well as companies that profit from 
genocide, apartheid, and the exploitation of the 
Palestinian people and their land

• Cease all academic collaborations with Israeli in-
stitutions that participate in genocide, apartheid, 
and settler colonial violence.
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• Cease all contracts with and divest from Israeli 
companies, and international companies/funds that 
profit from genocide, apartheid, and exploitation of 
the Palestinian people and their land.

• Ensure all legal charges are dropped and full amnes-
ty granted.

Simply: disclose, cut ties, divest and drop charges.

This morning, as the camp was being evicted by force by 
Dutch police, the Israeli Army began its ground invasion 
of Rafah where over 1.5 million Palestinians have sought 
refuge. To date, all universities in Gaza have been 
destroyed and Palestinian students and staff have been 
deliberately murdered by the Israeli Army. Israel has 
massacred over 40.000 Palestinians; displaced 1.5 mil-
lion in Gaza; killed, tortured and arrested Palestinians 
across historic Palestine; is starving the population; 
and has destroyed hospitals, schools, humanitarian aid 
convoys with impunity. Israel continues to disregard the 
Provisional Measures ordered by the International Court 
of Justice to prevent “plausible genocide”.

All universities in Israel are complicit in Israel’s il-
legal occupation of Palestinian lands, the displacement 
and genocide against Palestinians in Gaza, and the re-
pression of Palestinian academic freedom. We demand that 
the UvA acknowledge and address its complicity in the 
genocidal violence, and engage seriously with demands 
to divest from Israeli and international companies and 
institutions that are complicit in apartheid, genocide 
and settler colonialism.

Beyond the demands issued by the students, we denounce 
the CvB’s assault on academic freedom, the freedom of 
expression, and the freedom of assembly. This must stop! 
We must defend our right to protest and the academic 
freedom for critical resistance. No matter where you 
stand on the matter, join us in solidarity to protect 
the freedom of speech, expression and protest on campus.

In solidarity with Palestine and in solidarity with 
students and staff who have been brutalized by police 
violence we call on the academic community to:
• Cancel your classes today
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• Walk out to support and protect our students.
• Walk out and join staff who will be assembling in 

solidarity at 4pm at the site of the Roeterseiland 
Encampment.

• Join the General Assembly at 6pm at the Encampment 
to decide on how we go forward as an academic 
community after this clear breach and breaking 
of trust between administration and the academic 
community.

• Keep your eyes on Rafah, where the Israeli Occu-
pying Forces have now taken over the Rafah Border 
Crossing. They have now sealed Palestinians’ last 
outlet for survival.

Share this call with as many colleagues as you can.

Signed,

UvA scholars and staff for Palestine
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ROETERSSTRAAT, AROUND 16:00. JAMIL FIORINO-HABIB, LECTURER AT THE 
UVA, GIVES A SPEECH.

We are gathered here today on the site of a historic 
student demonstration. One that has shaken the very 
fabric of this university and exposed, in utter  
clarity, its repressive, racist, and violent charac-
ter. What we experienced last night was depravity of 
the highest order – an educational institution violently 
silencing students and staff who were advocating for 
the preservation of basic human rights and internation-
al law. Today we bore witness to its destruction, with 
images that will be seared into our minds, traumatizing 
an entire generation of students and staff who will not 
forget what took place at this peaceful encampment.

But let us not remember the encampment in its ruins. 
Let us remember that this encampment was and is a beau-
tiful, inspiring place where a liberatory pedagogy was 
put into action. Where critical thought was mobilized 
in pursuit of justice. Where students borrowed texts 
from the Refaat Alareer Library, named after the es-
teemed poet who was targeted and killed by Israeli 
occupation forces. I am heartbroken thinking about how 
the university destroyed such an incredible space. A 
caring space, a diverse and critical space. Like the 
territories of Occupied Palestine, we saw our passion-
ate labor and love for this camp be destroyed in front 
of our very eyes.

We invited the community to join our movement, our peo-
ple’s movement, our movement to liberate Palestine and 
free all of those who are oppressed by occupation, set-
tler-colonialism, and apartheid. And yet, our encamp-
ment was plagued by zionist infiltrators, undercover 
cops, extreme right-wing outside agitators who directly 
endangered our students in a racist and violent attempt 
to burn the encampment down. I repeat: they were try-
ing to burn us down! With my own bare hands, I pulled 
a live firework out from under the tent where I and BDS 
co-founder Omar Barghouti were speaking together. These 
zionist infiltrators were trying to endanger us – and the 
police did nothing! They stood and watched! The police 
are not our friends, they do not protect us. We keep us 
safe! WE KEEP US SAFE! Might I remind you that there 
may very well be zionist infiltrators here with us now, 
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undercover police, taking photos of you, doxxing you for 
being present here in this moment as you stand up for 
human rights and the democratic right to protest.

Yesterday, we built four gates, as a way of protecting 
ourselves from a hostile outer world. Jenin and Nablus, 
on the bridges, Al Quds on my right side, the Rafah gate 
on my left. This gate, the Rafah gate, was the primary 
gate where police forces penetrated and attacked peace-
ful demonstrators. Videos that have now gone viral show, 
clear as day, peaceful protestors sitting on the ground, 
screaming “We are peaceful, what are you”, while riot 
police beat them with batons. Students were beaten un-
conscious, some sustained such horrific injuries that 
they were bleeding from their skulls, only to be denied 
service by the paramedics on campus, who refused to take 
them in an ambulance. They had to be driven to the hos-
pital in a separate car by student organizers. SHAME!

In our encampment, we encountered the forces of impe-
rialism directly – the same kinds of logics and tactics 
used by the Israeli occupation in their settler- 
colonial zionist project. Perhaps the most horrific  
image of all from last night, was that of the bulldozer, 
lifting protestors on the barricades while dismantling 
the encampment, while police attacked peaceful students 
and knelt on their limp bodies.
  
We saw students being beaten in their tents, assaulted 
as they were resting. Images that are too reminiscent 
of the refugee tents in Rafah, which are at this very 
moment being bombed, being decimated, being attacked. 
Where daily, we see Israeli soldiers demolishing homes, 
hospitals, and public infrastructure with these very 
bulldozers. Where we see occupation forces running over 
the bodies of Palestinian children in these very bull-
dozers. Where they bury doctors and medical staff alive 
with these very bulldozers, as has been confirmed at 
the mass grave at Al-Shifa hospital. Students and staff 
got a taste of what it is like to live under occupa-
tion last night. It was by no means comparable to what 
Palestinians have been living through for decades, but 
the resonances and tactics of empire are stark. Just 
like in Gaza, we saw yesterday’s assault on students 
livestreamed on AT5. Live-streamed. Moment by moment. 
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We cannot turn away from the truth of these images. We 
cannot deny this horrific imagery – the complicity is as 
clear as ever. For it is not only about severing ties 
with institutions that are complicit in genocide, that 
uphold the systematic oppression of Palestinians. It is 
about acknowledging that empire takes form in similar 
ways wherever it is – that violent systemic repression 
is used here in the Netherlands and around the globe to 
silence Palestinians, anti-zionist Jews, and those who 
advocate for their right to exist, their right to re-
turn, their right to live freely on their land.

Let us not be mistaken. It is the UvA that makes us 
unsafe. They gave these direct orders to attack us with 
30 riot police vans and hundreds of police. It is their 
inaction on divestment that continues to make us all un-
safe. And yesterday, the UvA exposed itself as an arm of 
state repression–as a surveillant, psychologically and 
physically abusive entity. This police repression exists 
because a liberated Palestine puts the entire imperial 
order into question. The UvA understands what kind of 
threats we pose to their hegemonic order, to their colo-
nial legacy. The board would not police us in such a way 
if they did not grasp how powerful we really are!

Last night, the CvB agreed to meet one of the students’ 
demands, claiming that disclosing ties was sufficient 
for student protestors to disperse and engage in dia-
logue. Crucially, they omit the fact that the university 
is legally bound to disclose their ties with Israeli 
institutions in accordance with the Freedom of Infor-
mation Request Act. They have been delaying this proce-
dure for months, playing into the typical approach of 
diverting and distracting from the core of this student 
movement – a movement that demands the cessation of all 
ties with Israeli universities, institutions, and re-
search projects, each of which are directly entangled in 
Israel’s oppressive regime of subjugation, oppression, 
and domination. These ties are not simply innocent stu-
dent exchanges that the university makes them out to be. 
Their neutrality is as lethal as the bombs that kill.  
If not more.

We see right through the university’s abhorrent state-
ments. We see through the twisted media representations. 
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We denounce any attempt at dismissing our liberation 
movement, our anti-oppression movement, our movement 
for the Palestinian people. We must remember to center 
Palestine at every moment. 

We must not forget the lives of the more than 200  
academics and thousands of students, who have been  
murdered by Israel, as well as the destruction of all 
university infrastructure in Gaza. The effort to re-
build Gaza will take more than a decade. The education-
al infrastructure needed to return it to pre-October 
levels is not something that the University of  
Amsterdam, as an entity that is complicit in the scho-
lasticide to begin with, can even attempt to remedy. 
The only path forward is a total academic boycott of 
Israel. A boycott that does not target identity, but 
targets complicity of institutions involved in the vio-
lation of human rights and war crimes. The time for BDS 
is now! It is now or never. I want all of you here to 
educate yourselves on what the PACBI call for academ-
ic boycott is, and inform your colleagues! This is the 
only way we can properly support our students in their 
demonstrations. Make a pledge for BDS within your de-
partments, within your research schools. At all levels 
of scale, not only at the faculty or university level. 
Academic BDS will not happen tomorrow. We must continue 
to apply as much pressure as we can and divest at every 
level!

Most importantly, we must ensure, as tenured profes-
sors, lecturers, PhD students, and members of this 
university community, that the UvA attends to our voic-
es and does not dismiss us when we call for no cops 
on campus and when we call for the cessation of ties 
with any institution or university that is complicit 
in human rights violations. Students have a right to 
demonstrate against genocide without intimidation from 
the university, where they can also be protected from 
racist, violent, zionists – here in 
Amsterdam, across the Netherlands, and around the 
globe.

The struggle for a free Palestine is a struggle of 
love, of compassion, humanity, recognition. Never for-
get this. Though we stand here with our hearts heavy, 
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we know that we are not alone in our pain, in our frus-
tration. Together we are strong. Together our voices 
can be heard.

And we will not stop until the UvA, until universities 
across the Netherlands, disclose ties, and divest from 
Israeli institutions and universities.

Disclose, Divest, We Will Not Stop, We Will Not Rest!
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MAY 13TH. DUTCH SCHOLARS FOR PALESTINE HAVE 
PUBLISHED A PETITION AND CALL FOR A WALK-OUT.

We, staff members and students of Dutch universities 
and universities all over the world, are horrified by 
the actions of the Executive Boards of the University 
of Amsterdam and Utrecht University. Both universities 
have authorized extreme police violence against their 
staff and students who were engaged in non-violent pro-
tests against the complicity of Dutch universities in 
the ongoing genocide in Gaza. 

The Boards’ actions are unacceptable, and we condemn 
them in the strongest possible terms. In response, we 
call on all students and staff of Dutch universities to 
walk out on Monday, May 13th, at 11 am, in support of 
the students and staff who were evicted from the en-
campments and occupations. 

Over the past seven months, the state of Israel has 
killed more than 40,000 Palestinians in a ruthless 
bombing campaign. The images coming out of Gaza are 
beyond imagination: mutilated Palestinian bodies found 
under the rubble; doctors performing surgeries without 
anesthesia; the body of a man, hands still zip-tied, 
crushed by a bulldozer. Alongside this obliteration of 
Palestinian life, we witness the destruction of the 
conditions necessary for life to exist, including the 
bombing of water wells, bakeries, food depots, ports, 
fishing boats, hospitals, schools, and universities.  
As students and academics, we recognize that this vi-
olence is not new; it represents an intensification of 
the structural, settler-colonial violence inflicted 
upon the Palestinians for the past 76 years.

As this destruction of life intensifies, we watch in 
dismay as our institutional leaders choose silence. 
This silence persists despite the International Court 
of Justice’s determination that it is plausible Isra-
el is committing genocide in Gaza, and despite urgent 
warnings from United Nations bodies about an impending 
famine. Remaining silent is not an option.

In contrast to the silence of University Boards, stu-
dents all over the world, including both Palestinian 
and Jewish students, are drawing a red line. Their 
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encampments and occupations have become vital arenas 
where students actively create space for learning and 
stake a claim in political processes that profoundly 
impact their lives and the world we live in.

The students’ demands are clear, focused, and con-
sistent: they call for an end to the support for the 
Israeli settler-colonial project and divestment from 
corporations fueling Israel’s military activities. The 
demands of the students are:

• Fully comply with the granted Freedom of Informa-
tion request, i.e., disclose the university’s ties 
with Israeli institutions and companies, including 
educational institutions, as well as companies that 
profit from genocide, apartheid, and the exploita-
tion of the Palestinian people and their land.

• Cease all academic collaborations with Israeli in-
stitutions that participate in genocide, apartheid, 
and the exploitation of the Palestinian people and 
their land.

• Cease all contracts with and divest from Israeli 
companies, and international companies/funds, that 
profit from genocide, apartheid, and the exploita-
tion of the Palestinian people and their land.

Instead of welcoming and applauding the students’ ef-
forts to help end genocide, the Executive Boards of 
the University of Amsterdam and Utrecht University, 
together with the mayors of the cities of Amsterdam 
and Utrecht, have ordered unprecedented levels of vi-
olence against their students, staff, and the broader 
public. Riot police bulldozed protest areas, brought 
in police dogs, and beat, pepper-sprayed, and arrested 
people. Those engaging in support marches or standing 
by the sidelines were also aggressively beaten, pepper-
sprayed, and shoved to the ground. The injured pro-
testors were refused any medical care. Meanwhile, the 
Leiden University Board mobilized the police as a form 
of intimidation against a peaceful and pre-announced 
assembly for students and staff at Leiden University 
held on May 8th 2024.

These actions of University Boards must be under-
stood in the context of a political climate in which 
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criticism of the violence of the state of Israel is 
structurally equated with antisemitism. For instance, 
on the 9th of May 2024, Prime Minister Mark Rutte in-
sinuated on Twitter that the student protests blamed 
the violence in Gaza on Jewish Dutch citizens. This 
framing is not only incorrect but also deeply mislead-
ing and dangerous. Jews are not responsible for the 
state of Israel’s violence. Many Jewish students and 
staff are highly critical of the state of Israel, and 
this critical stance has a long history within var-
ious currents of Jewish thought. However, their po-
sition is structurally unheard. Alleged antisemitism 
distracts from the violence taking place before our 
eyes and should not legitimize the police crackdown 
on protesters. Moreover, Palestinian and Muslim stu-
dents and staff have continuously been subjected to 
anti- Palestinian and anti-Muslim hate and racism. Our 
political leaders have failed to take a stance on this. 
Instead of addressing discrimination against Palestin-
ians and Muslims as well as antisemitism, they choose 
to remain silent on one and exploit the other for their 
own political gains.

The University Boards already defended their actions 
by claiming they were protecting university buildings 
and facilities. They claimed that they were trying to 
protect the safety of university life. But whose safety 
are they actually protecting? The violence of the Dutch 
police in response to the Gaza solidarity encampments 
and occupations have made a mockery of concerns about 
safety on campus.

We underscore that universities do not consist of its 
Boards. It is students and staff who are the heart and 
soul of universities. Denying this fact has resulted 
in a severe breach of trust between the Board on one 
hand and the students and staff who give the university 
legitimacy for its existence on the other.

Please support our students and staff by signing this 
petition and by joining the National Walk-Out on Monday 
13 May, 11 am. 
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ROETERSEILAND CAMPUS, AROUND 12:00. JACOB ENGELBERG, 
ASSISTANT PROFESSOR AT THE UVA, GIVES A SPEECH.

Hello friends. I join you today as a Jewish anti-
zionist member of staff here at the UvA; I name myself 
as both Jewish and anti-zionist, as dominant discourses 
circulating–from the Israeli state to the Dutch media 
to our own CvB [Executive Board]–tend to imply that we 
do not exist. I assure you, we are many.

I have been working with colleagues in negotiations 
with our CvB to demand moral action from our university 
in the face of Israel’s genocide of the Palestinian 
people in Gaza. I have been deeply inspired by the 
passion and the moral clarity shown by our students in 
their call for the university to disclose, boycott, and 
divest. These urgent calls have been met, however, with 
repression, intimidation, defamation, and violence, 
as the CvB refuses to negotiate in good faith, spreads 
lies about its own students, and then recruits the 
police to violently repress dissent. We will not stand 
for the erosion of democratic freedoms at the institu-
tion in which we teach and learn. Indeed, teaching and 
learning cannot take place without the democratic free-
doms we hold dear.

I stand here today not only as an academic, but as a 
Jewish member of our university community. Much has 
been said about how Jewish people are feeling on cam-
pus, but always in a way that erases the presence of 
Jewish students and staff, including Israeli students 
and staff, within our Palestine solidarity work. In-
stead, our community is presented as monolithically 
zionist, and critique of the state of Israel is rewrit-
ten as antisemitism. In Dutch media and politics, we 
have heard the lie that the student movement at the UvA 
is antisemitic. This is a characterisation unrecognis-
able to those, like myself, who visited the encampment 
and joined students in their various forms of protest. 
These lies efface the Jewish students and staff whose 
efforts in these actions have been steadfast, and who 
were among those brutalized by the police. The notion 
that these forms of violence are necessary to secure 
our safety is a risible distortion of the notion of 
safety.
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I am, of course, well aware that there are many with-
in my community aligned with zionism, who consider it 
intrinsic to their Jewish identities, and who see de-
nouncements of Israel’s actions as a threat to their 
very being. To the Jewish students and staff who feel 
afraid at the sight of Palestine solidarity protest:  
I believe your fear. I implore you, however, to reflect 
on the roots of that fear. My wager is that, like me, 
you were taught by figures in our communal institutions 
to equate anti-zionism with antisemitism. I expect you 
might have a visceral response to seeing the Palestin-
ian flag, to hearing the phrase “From the River to the 
Sea,” or even at the very mention of the word Pales-
tine. I want you to know that these responses are the 
cumulative effects of years of distorted narratives 
about Palestine solidarity, the history of the zionist 
project, and the meaning of a free Palestine. I call 
on you to think critically about the presuppositions 
we have been taught to make, to listen to the voices we 
have been told to ignore. The university, at its best, 
should be a place where you can do this work of criti-
cal reflection.

The state of Israel’s impunity depends upon the support 
of a terrified diaspora, whose approval is garnered 
through distortions of real fears of Jewish unsafety, 
against which Israel then positions itself as the anti-
dote. It uses the trauma of intergenerational experi-
ences of antisemitism, and particularly the trauma of 
the Shoah, to justify its actions. Let us be clear that 
a Jewish ethnostate that subjugates, displaces, and 
murders Palestinians in our name does not make anyone 
safe. Crucially, Israel’s cynical deployment of Jewish 
fear turns our attention away from where antisemitism 
is burgeoning in our societies: in the far-right na-
tionalist parties gaining momentum globally; in the 
transnational conspiracy theories circulating centu-
ries-old lies about our people; in the rise of neofas-
cism that has already taken the lives of our community 
members as they pray in shul. zionism turns our eyes 
away from where antisemitism needs to be most forceful-
ly resisted, encouraging us, instead, to turn on our 
Palestinian, Arab, or Muslim siblings. We must refuse 
this cynical ploy.
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It was in my years as an undergraduate that I first 
began to question the zionist doctrines with which I 
had been raised. I felt many fears, among them the fear 
that were I to critique zionism, I would find myself 
bereft of community, bereft of ethnicity, bereft of 
identity, bereft of culture. What I discovered, howev-
er, was a rich tradition of Jewish anti-zionism with 
a legacy that stretches from the Bundist movement in 
Imperial Russia to the very student protests we see 
globally today. Jewish anti-zionists have built and 
will continue to nourish Jewish communities that stand, 
without reservation, in solidarity with the Palestinian 
struggle.

I am grateful for the invitation to speak today and I 
stand beside you in the struggle for a liberated Pales-
tine in which all can live freely under conditions of 
radical equality from the river to the sea. Thank you.
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12:27 (ONE VIDEO)

During the large demonstra-
tion following the walkout, 
multiple people gave amazing 
speeches and many chantes were 
heard. The protest was very 
well-prepared from posters, to 
medics and crowd-control to the 
speakers.

One of the most powerful chants 
in my opinion was ‘The People 
United Will Never Be Defeat-
ed’ which can be heard in the 
video. Hearing it from such a 
large group of people and with 
such resolve just made me feel 
compelled to record it to re-
member the moment for myself 
and share it for posterity.

13:41 (ONE VIDEO)

The students of the UvA went 
inside the ABC and D building 
on Roeterseiland. This video 
was moments after the walk-
out ended at 13.00 and moments 
before a new encampment start-
ed. Students were walking and 
chanting. Riot police had not 
yet arrived. UvA told us short-
ly after to leave the building

14:30 (ONE VIDEO)

The police with dogs, batons, 
shields, rubber bullet guns 
and armour beat people to get 
through to the entrance of the 
building.

We were standing in a large 
group spanning from the en-
trance almost to the road 
chanting and holding signs. 

The police started moving a 
large vehicle into the space 
we were protesting so we tried 
to stop them but officers got 
out and beat people away split-
ting up into two group; a small 
group at the front and a larger 
group at the back. 

We sat down in front of the 
vehicle to stop them going any 
further. We changed so loud 
for so long; we are peaceful 
what are you, cops off campus. 
It looked like they were going 
to run us over, the van kept 
jolting towards us and officers 
were standing among us. On had 
their hand ready on their gun. 

ROETERSEILAND CAMPUS, 12:27-17:00. TESTIMONIES DRAWN FROM THE NETHERLANDS 
STUDENT INTIFADA ARCHIVING PROJECT.
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stormed in. It took them a 
little to finally attack us and 
a police bus also stormed in on 
us. They had us surrounded and 
we were stuck but we were not 
the people from the inside. You 
can see everything in the live-
stream footage.

15:23 (ONE VIDEO)

Riot police was lined up in 
front of students, on the right 
side of the entrance to the 
main building of the Roetersei-
land campus. 

In order to get to the entrance 
and reach the student encamp-
ment, police attacked students 
without warning, and without 
even trying to push us aside 
first. Students were hit by ba-
tons all over their bodies (for 
me, it was my hand, which still 
hurts after 4 days), and some 
were hit while they were on 

This was filmed by several 
people; the officer was chal-
lenged: “you think you’re in a 
video game?”. Some supporters 
from behind the van moved a 
piece of furniture Infront of 
the van, shielding us slightly. 

Here we remained for a while 
chanting. Eventually the police 
stared to push us back this is 
when I was hit by and officer 
on the leg. We were such a 
small group that we decided we 
were too vulnerable to resist. 
When we got up and tried to 
leave, people at the front were 
chased back by the ME and the 
officers behind us started hit-
ting us towards the ME. There 
was a complete lack of communi-
cation between the groups cre-
ating an unsafe situation for 
people exercising their right 
to peaceful assembly. 

The most important things from 
this experience are to talk to 
your fellow protesters - make 
sure people are okay, no on 
their own, have water, food, 
sunscreen. It was also vital 
that everyone be aware of the 
lawyer and arrest group. The 
level of organisation made me 
feel safer to exercise my right 
to protest. When there are that 
many officers, willing to hit 
you out of the way, you start 
to doubt yourself. 

15:15-17:00 (TWO VIDEOS)

We were peacefully waiting 
outside of the barricade for 
our friends and then the ME 
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stood their with a cardboard 
book. And so people started 
moving, maybe towards her to 
help her, but then the ME po-
lice line ran forward and they 
started hitting us all. At 
first they hit me twice, on the 
arms and the shoulders. I tried 
to hold up the cardboard book 
to protect me and he brought 
the baton down over my head. 
The cardboard book broke and 
I started screaming. I tried 
to back away but there was too 
many people. And then he hit me 
over the head again. I tried to 
run away but there was so many 
people, people started falling 
to the floor. I managed to pull 
one person off the pile and 
then I ran, I couldn’t breathe 
and my head was spinning, and 
the vision was blurry. I saw a 
man in a yellow staff high-vis, 
watching, and I ran straight 
to him and he took me to the 
medics. 

I sat with the medics outside 
CREA for an hour, with an ice 
pack on my arm and head. I 
could hear people screaming 
for the whole hour. Then the ME 
started pushing people in that 
direction. The medics stood to-
gether to try to form a line to 
protect the people in the first 
aid area, and so the protesters 
passed closer to the building 
leaving the first aid area. 
But the ME police kept push-
ing forward, and they started 
pushing the medics, destroy-
ing the first aid area. Me and 
another guy who also got hit 

the ground, or while they were 
helping someone get up (that’s 
what happened to me).

The video was taken roughly 5 
seconds after it all started.

15:24 (ONE VIDEO)

A group of people outside of 
roeterseiland ABC building was 
blocking the riot police line. 
Without ‘vordering’ they start-
ed hitting us. People panicked 
and started running, it was 
hard not fall/trample others.

15:30 (PHOTOS AND TEXT)

I was stood outside the build-
ing with staff and other stu-
dents, while poeple were pro-
testing inside. Then I saw the 
ME police walking fast down 
the side of the canal towards 
Roesterseiland, they started 
pushing people out of the way. 
I saw a few people run over to 
stand infront of them so I ran 
over to join them too, with 
my hands in the air to show I 
wasn’t armed. We stood infront 
of them and formed a line, at 
first I kept my hands in the 
air and then somebody passed 
me a cardboard book (‘My People 
Shall Live’ by Leila Khaled) 
so I held that. We stood face 
to face as a line, infront of 
the line of ME police. I looked 
them straight in the eyes while 
people chanted, and they just 
stared right back. 

Then the ME cop on the end of 
the row nearest ABC building 
tried to push past somebody 
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I am attaching the photos from 
the media of the lines we were 
in, the policeman who hit me 
(on the right of the picture of 
two police men), and also the 
note from the doctor.

15:30 (PHOTOS OF INJURIES)

I was at the front when the 
police charged at us, the first 
time. I had one of the large 
cardboard bookbloc signs in my 
hands. I did not hear any po-
lice saying we had to leave, 
but after about 5 minutes of 
standing there and chanting, 
the police charged us using 
excessive violence. Instead 
of pushing back to remove us, 
which they are saying is the 
reason for their violence, they 
immediately started hitting us 
with their riot batons. I was 
hit multiple times, and trying 
to defend me with my bookbloc. 
Everyone around me was trying 
to move back, but the police 
kept hitting us until we fell 
to the ground. When I fell, the 
police kept hitting me, and I 
could only leave when my fellow 
protestors helped me up. Whilst 
getting hit we moved towards 
CREA.

Here the police stopped hitting 
us, so we stood still and con-
tinued chanting. I would say 
after about twenty minutes the 
police announced that we should 
leave. A few minutes later they 
charged us again. I had gotten 
a new bookbloc sign by this 
time, because my first sign was 
completely demolished. I put up 

on the head tried to leave, but 
I couldn’t run and I couldn’t 
breathe, I thought I was going 
to faint. Two people grabbed me 
and dragged me out the back and 
we sat outside the JK building. 
But the ME kept coming and I 
could still see them hitting 
people. When they got close to 
the JK building we left out the 
back. 

It went on for an hour and a 
half, I could hear screaming 
and watched people getting hit 
the whole time.

When I got home I felt very 
dizzy, nauseous, and then I 
started to feel like I had a 
fever. My whole body was shak-
ing and my head felt foggy. 
My friends woke me up every 
3 hours to make sure I didn’t 
have a brain bleed.

The next day I felt better 
at first, but then awful, I 
couldn’t remember simple things 
and felt like I was going to 
throw up all the time. My vi-
sion was blurry. My housemate 
took me to the doctor, but she 
was quite cynical - asking if 
I’d been protesting.

After 2 days it’s starting to 
get better, I still can’t use 
my laptop without feeling nau-
seous and my arm is numb and 
stiff from the bruising.  
I have a lot of headaches, and 
I can’t raise my arm above my 
shoulder. 
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allowed to leave the bridge 
from one side when they asked 
to be let go.

15:30 (ONE VIDEO)

As police were moving in pro-
testers attempted to block a 
police van, which proceeded to 
accelerate into the protesters.

AROUND 3 I THINK NOT SURE (ONE VIDEO)

A police car with dogs inside 
was moving to the entrance at 
uva. People stopped the car and 
took a seat in front of the 
car.

15:30 (NO ATTACHMENTS)

After the police started to 
repress and arrest the crowd 
protesting in of the building, 
they started to try to mobilize 
the riot vans to secure the 

the sign to avoid getting hit 
on the head. This kept my head 
safe from any vital damage, but 
at this moment(same day as in-
cident around 19:00) I’m barely 
able to move my left arm. Again 
they used their batons, instead 
of just pushing us back. Oc-
casionally we could not move 
back, because there were too 
many people behind us. During 
these moments where we would 
come to a halt, the police used 
especially agressive violence. 
There was one line of ME and 
about three ME’ers holding po-
lice dogs behind them. 

We would get beat, pushed back, 
and then come to a halt I would 
say about two times. Eventu-
ally, we as a group decided to 
leave, because the police was 
circling us. We had a legit-
imate fear that we would get 
beat up from both sides. Af-
ter this we left as a group, 
and while walking away I heard 
screams from behind and saw 
police charging again. I was 
not at the front anymore, so I 
could not fully see what was 
happening, but we had commu-
nicated to the police that we 
were leaving. The police stayed 
very hostile as we were leaving 
the premises.

15:30 (NO ATTACHMENTS)

Riot police entrapped a group 
of about 50 demonstrators on a 
bridge from two sides, while 
riot police stormed the rec 
building to end the encamp-
ment. The protesters were later 
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walking back, there were so 
many people it was very chaot-
ic. They kept beating us and we 
kept walking back until we were 
off UvA grounds.

15:32 (ONE VIDEO)

Police beating and driving 
their way through protesters

15:33 (ONE VIDEO)

All of us are sat, chanting, 
the police wants to walk in 
line in the middle of us so 
they just casually start beat-
ing one of the person on the 
floor. they didn’t ask them 
to move, just use violence for 
them to move out of the way. on 
the video, we can also see the 
police truck going towards the 
seated crowd, without the yel-
low booth, they would have gone 
further
16:00 (ONE VIDEO, FILE CORRUPTED)

arrestees. Vans were maneuver-
ing aggressively and without 
regard for the safety of the 
people in the crowd. The street 
is narrow because of the canal 
alongside it and police closed 
all entries so people were 
trapped. People started to try 
to stop the car from moving and 
the driver kept going, almost 
running over multiple protest-
ers. The car only stopped after 
the crowd stopping it grew big 
enough to guarantee serious 
injuries if it moved.

15:32 (ONE VIDEO)

We were protesting and sitting 
on the ground. On the video you 
can see cops beating students 
in front of the policebus and 
further into the video cops 
beating students who are liter-
ally just sitting down. Unfor-
tunately I could not film the 
escalation since I was sitting 
down when they started to beat 
me and I was squished between 
people trying to form a line 
and get away, but I can de-
scribe it: I was sitting on the 
ground and then the cops start-
ed beating us with their sticks 
and shields without a warning. 
Everyone was falling over each 
other trying to avoid getting 
hit because they did not even 
give us the time to stand up 
and they kept beating people 
even when they were down! They 
beat me a lot and targeted ar-
eas such as my head. Luckily I 
have no injuries at the moment. 
Eventually the students got to-
gether and formed a front while 
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away. Whilst they were walking 
the police was using excessive 
force and hitting people that 
were at the back of the crowd 
walking towards the street. 
They also hit an old man that 
was press im pretty sure and 
pulled him out of the crowd 
after. Later I saw him walking 
with a helmet on.

I filmed all the way till the 
street and there is a lot vio-
lence depicted

16:20 (ONE VIDEO, SIX PHOTOS OF 
INJURIES)

At about 16:20, my friend & I 
(19F and 20F) had just exit-
ed the encampment peacefully 
with our fellow protesters. At 
the news that there was going 
to be a teach-in in the gar-
den era at Roeterseiland, we 
both walked towards it, and 
therefore near the right en-
trance of the ABC building, 
where we were met with a group 
of numerous protesters and the 
entrance blocked by about 15 
police officers. The space was 
peaceful and relatively quiet, 
I can recall no chants nor much 
movement within the crowd. My 
friend and I approached the 
entrance of the building, cu-
rious as to why the police was 
blocking people, when sudden-
ly the group in front of us 
started running at this point, 
we got separated, with me be-
ing pushed to the right side( 
wall-side) and my friend to 
the left (canal-side). As I 
had been pushed, I struggled 

Police using violence to remove 
protesting students.

16:00 (NO ATTACHMENTS)

Insane amount of police vio-
lence against peaceful student 
protesters standing OUTSIDE of 
the encampment.
 
16:10-16:25 (ONE VIDEO)

It was the day of the walk-
out. Some protestors started 
occupying the ABC building. At 
around 4pm a group of them were 
violently ‘escorted’ by riot 
police to leave the premises. 
They were beaten by batons, 
even though there was barely 
any space for them to walk. 
They also were pushed into two 
different directions, after 
it seemed like one way was not 
efficient due to the crowds 
that were blocking riot police. 
I was standing on the other 
side of the water, me and other 
people were yelling very loudly 
‘stop’ ‘they can’t move’ ‘don’t 
hit them’, etc.

16:15 (THREE VIDEOS)

Police started attacking stu-
dents unprovoked 

16:19 (ONE VIDEO)

I was standing across the ca-
nal, watching the riot police 
pushing out the people protest-
ing outside of the UvA build-
ings. They had been standing 
at the entrance of ABC building 
protesting and they were pushed 
back to roetersstraat. The 
people had to walk by the wa-
ter and the people were walking 
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officer had not only the power, 
but the uncaring will to beat 
me to the state of unconscious-
ness. All the while, the people 
around me where screaming in 
pain, anger, or simply asking 
why this was happening with 
us. The police simply did not 
care that they were trampling 
us, and took it as an excuse to 
hit us harder each time. When 
I managed to exit the crowd, 
the medics and the support-
ers helped me immediately, and 
I managed to find my friend. 
Though, I was in shock I could 
immediately feel the effects 
of the brutality on my body, 
and I feel them even now a day 
later. Though I know I was hit 
continuously and relentlessly, 
I now am with multiple bruises 
and a possibly broken finger, 
all because I was standing on 
my university campus with my 
friend. 

My friend, on the other hand, 
the moment we got separated had 
got stuck with another pro-
tester who was looking for her 
friend. This made her end up 
in front of the police. at the 
beginning she was not hit, but 
the protesters around her were 
being badly beaten; as she went 
to shield them, she got hit by 
a baton multiple times. While 
she and others were being bru-
tally beaten, they kept asking 
the police officers why they 
were doing this, to which the 
police would not reply, but in-
stead would threaten to “shove/
push them in the canal”. Here 

to regain my balance amid the 
crowd running, and that’s when 
the police started to strike. 
Initially,a police officer’s 
shield kept hitting me in my 
face, causing my glasses to 
become deformed and to fall 
from my face multiple times. 
The police relentlessly pushed 
the crowd to the back, creating 
a stampede and causing multiple 
people (including me) to stum-
ble on each other, fall to the 
ground, and start to suffocate. 
While this was happening, I got 
hit multiple times with multi-
ple batons on my neck, my arms, 
my right shoulder and on the 
top of my head. I could feel 
the force that the police had 
used to hit me immediately, and 
fearing more damage, I went to 
shield my head with my right 
hand, I locked eyes with the 
police officer who chose to hit 
my hand with his baton. In this 
way, he caused my right index 
finger to possibly break (I do 
not have the funds to have it 
X-rayed), and I now have been 
struggling with daily tasks 
such as typing this report. In 
a video that was circulating 
later I found the perspective 
of those in the building, and 
on the left bottom corner you 
can see me receiving multiple 
baton hits to my upper body 
in a matter of seconds, by one 
police officer. I commend my 
fellow protesters for shielding 
me enough for me to hide in the 
crowd and manage to get out, 
for in those last moments I was 
genuinely convinced that police 
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16:22 (ONE VIDEO)

Students standing in solidarity 
with those inside the campus 
were violently removed from the 
premises by riot cops

16:23 (ONE VIDEO)

Police started pushing with 
demonstrators no where to go - 
when the crowd stopped due no 
space the police started bat-
ting on us at the front

16:23 (ONE VIDEO)

Video shows police moving from 
north to south and attacking 
protesters at REC till the street

16:25 (ONE VIDEO)

Hi dear team,
Please find in the link below a 
video I took today (16:25, 13th 
May) of the police violence 
when the protesters that were 
inside the ABC building decided 
to leave collectively. It was 
filmed from across the water so 
not the most clear, but I hope 
it can be helpful. 

I was also inside the build-
ing until about 15:50. After 
the first request to leave the 
building, I remained upstairs 
with some colleagues until we 
heard police was entering the 
building. At that point (around 
15:20, I guess), we decided to 
go downstairs to observe the 
students and the police conduct 
towards them. I unfortunately 
don’t have any videos or photos 
of the scenes inside, but will 
share some observations here in 
case they are useful for you.

she sustained multiple hits to 
her hips and shoulder, and the 
situation also mirrored mine, 
in the suffocation and tram-
pling of the crowd. 

We managed to find ourselves 
later thanks to some helpful 
protesters. We are now dealing 
with the consequences of police 
brutality: I need help with 
dealing with daily tasks while 
she has visible discoloration 
all over her shoulder and left 
arm. During it we both thought 
no one could or would be able 
to help us, and in fact no one 
did. We got out in panic and 
shock, and by sheer “luck”, but 
we find ourselves from 16:45 
yesterday to be traumatised and 
in physical and psychological 
pain, and we will bear this for 
a long, long time
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itself and demanding those who 
were exhibiting destructive 
behaviour to leave or step down 
as they were, quote, “ruining 
it for all of [them]”. Quickly, 
the atmosphere calmed and the 
students were organising de-es-
calation and their collective 
exit from the building, using a 
high and low risk division and 
instructing/organising amongst 
themselves. It was at this 
point that I decided to leave 
the building using the afore-
mentioned exit provided by the 
police, and joined the solidar-
ity protest from where I took 
the video. 

I hope this is useful, thank 
you for all your work!

Best,
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Junior Lecturer Political 
Science

16:30-17:30 (THREE PHOTOS OF 
INJURIES)

I was being oushed around and 
grtting stuck on things with 
my backpack as we were be-
ing pushed back by police. At 
some point i am right infront 
of them and put my hands up 
tonprotect myself as behind 
me there is no way of getting 
through. As i put my hands up 
in a defensive wa and even 
showing the peace sign (not 
souting fuck cops or anything 
along those line) 3 sought me 
out as i seemed to not be get-
ting hit. Then i got hit 8+ 
times with heavy bruising all 

 
When we arrived downstairs, 
there was a big group of stu-
dents in the main hall and the 
atmosphere was quite chaot-
ic. There were some students 
building barricades, and some 
(few) were actively damaging 
university goods (TV monitors, 
furniture, the coffee machine 
and goods of the cafeteria). 
Most, however, were not con-
tributing to this and were 
talking amongst themselves in 
the main hall or observing from 
the hallway above. We talked to 
some students and then noticed 
police was already present 
inside, and asked them to pro-
vide those students who wanted 
to leave with a way out, which 
they complied with. After this, 
I noticed the group of students 
still present was re-organising 
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video where I ask them for 
identification. Of course, they 
did not give any. I hear this 
is illegal. 

Here is the link: https://www.
instagram.com/reel/C67OutAob4W/
And the photos will be 
uploaded.

17:00 (ONE VIDEO, FIVE PHOTOS OF 
INJURIES)

May 13th was the day of the 
walkout at UVA. First we had 
speeches for two hours standing 
outside. Afterwards people went 
inside. Chaos and confusion 
ensued.
 
After we had been inside the 
UVA, we collectively decided to 
leave. We went in a big group 
very slowly via the biking 
garage. Once bag on the street. 
We fanned out, and no one got 
arrested. We blended in with 
the crowd so the police did not 
know who had been inside and 
who had not.

Then later a few people went 
back to the entrance of UVA. 
And did some chants there. I 
went to sit near the water with 
two friends, to drink some wa-
ter and take a breather. 

All of a sudden the ME start-
ed hitting the people who were 
standing in front of the UVA. 
Mini panic started amongst 
the crowd and people started 
running to flee. Immediate-
ly people were yelling ‘stop 
running’. Because running is 

along my body. Inckuding my 
neck, shoulder, ribs, back, 
arm, bicep, and head, as well 
as other minor hits. As i am a 
trained fighter i was doging 
their hits, but i am certain 
eithout my effort to dodge i 
would have been hit in the head 
several times by 3 cops. I am 
in pain, but nothing serious 
serious for now, but i hope 
nothing stays after the swell-
ing goes. My head was not hit 
hard enough to bleed but i have 
a bump on my head that hurts 
when pressed on. I was peace-
ful. Making sure not to incite 
violence. Ooenly showing my 
face and simply pushing smaller 
and weaker people behind me as 
they were being beaten. After 
that i got helped by medics as 
my arm ahd gone numb. In kri-
terion a women also took more 
pictures. I just tried to pro-
tect those around me that were 
smaller or simply ill equipped 
to stand a chance at taking a 
hit by these batons. So i took 
many.

16:30 (AROUND) (TWO PHOTOS OF 
INJURIES)

We were protesting in fron 
of the ABC building. At some 
point, cops started to appear. 
We created a line to prevent 
them and then sat down. A po-
lice vehicle wanted to drive 
over us. Of course, the ra-
tional was intimidation. Then 
the cops radomly started to hit 
indiscriminately. I got several 
bruises because of the batons 
of the cops. There is also a 
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There you are, with no protec-
tion, arms up on the public 
road. And if I had done some-
thing in return (like hitting 
with an umbrella). I would have 
been in prison and sentenced 
like the guy from last week.

Nothing was broken, others were 
far worse. At least I did not 
get hit in the head…

PS in the video I’m wearing the 
backpack and black mouth mask. 
But you can’t really see it 
happening

20:09 (ONE VIDEO)

A dark blue police with under 
cover cops (romeos) drove to-
wards us on the Dam Square and 
violently took someone away.

nog the way to collectively 
get everyone to safety. So we 
started backing up slowly as a 
group.

I went to the front since I saw 
last week that white privilege 
really makes a difference in 
the ME.

So me and my very Dutch face 
went ahead to the frontline. I 
had my arms up. 

Calmly I helped guiding people. 
Saying stuff like ‘Everyone 
fall back’ ‘Lets stay calm’ 
etc. And meanwhile keeping eye 
contact with the ME. I communi-
cate that we are already walk-
ing backwards and cooperating.

I was de-escalating and giv-
ing myself a calm demeanor. An 
officer told me to turn around 
and walk away. But we are told 
precisely not to do that. Be-
cause we want to move the whole 
group safely. And they hit eas-
ier and faster when they don’t 
have eye contact ... the brave 
heroes. 

Then suddenly it erupted.

I was hit by two cops at the 
same time. 1 ME guy hit my 
right forearm, this can be seen 
on a video. But the other one 
hit me twice on my left upper 
arm.

The latter was really very 
painful.
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MAY 15TH. A STATEMENT IS PUBLISHED ANONYMOUSLY ON INDYMEDIA.COM.

RESPONSIBILITY CLAIM FOR PROPERTY DESTRUCTION AT THE 
UVA CAMPUS

Since some weird conspiracies are going around, even in 
our own circles, about the protestors wearing black be-
ing zionists, we decided it is time to clear up a thing 
or two and give our perspective. We were there, and we 
might have even smashed a screen or two.

THE THREAT COMES FROM INSIDE THE HOUSE (TOO) 

Different news outlets, the CvB, the mayor and the 
head of Police would like to have you believe that 
these acts of “vandalism” are done by non-students and 
that this is a bad thing. A classic example of divide 
and conquer. So-called experts have come together and 
decided that a bunch of furniture and construction 
material thrown on top of each other somehow showed 
the barricades were made with such ingenuity and pro-
fessionalism that it couldn’t have possibly be done by 
students. We are both flattered by this compliment and 
insulted by the underestimation of our skills. First, 
we reject the premise that you have to be a student 
at the UvA in order to participate in these protests. 
Universities are public institutions and anyone is not 
only justified to protest the UvA’s complicity in gen-
ocide, anyone with a grain of morality should. We en-
courage everyone to join, but rest assured the threat 
comes from inside the house too. We are also students 
inside of the black bloc.

“I AM AN OUTSIDE AGITATOR, IF NOT NOW, I’LL BE ONE 
LATER”

There is nothing that radicalises faster than bulldoz-
ers and batons. No outside agitator could have done 
a better job at escalating and growing the resistance 
than the UvA board and the mayor did. As we watch the 
situation in Gaza unfold how can we not get angry? As 
the university refuses to end the complicity in gen-
ocide and instead chose violence and repression our 
hearts ache and our blood boils. Peaceful sit-ins, 
petitions and respectfully asking didn’t do shit. 
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Disruption and financial damage allows us to speak in a 
language the CvB understands.

Our anger is justified, our actions don’t come out of 
nowhere. 

When property was damaged at the UvA this wasn’t just 
a random act of vandalism. When protestors smash tv 
screens they express their rage against the dehumanisa-
tion of the Palestinian people and the lies media has 
been spreading. When we smash up the offices of the CvB 
we reject their authority and expel the board from our 
university. With these actions we say: when there is 
complicity in genocide, there will be no social peace. 

In solidarity with our comrades in prison. For the 
freedom of Palestine!

Revolution! Intifada! 

Some people in black hoodies.
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MAY 26TH, ACHTER OOSTEINDE 14–16. STUDENT PROTESTERS AND 
SQUATTERS OPEN THE SHADIA ABU GHAZALEH CAMPUS OF THE PEOPLE’S 
FREE UNIVERSITY AND PUBLISH THEIR STATEMENT ON SQUAT.NET.

AMSTERDAM: ACHTER OOSTEINDE 16 SQUATTED. OPENING OF THE 
SHADIA ABU GHAZALEH CAMPUS

Pro-Palestinian protesters open Shadia Abu Ghazaleh 
Campus of the People’s Free University. Around 14:45, 
pro-Palestinian demonstrators marched from the Spui to 
Achter Oosteinde 14 and opened the Shadia Abu Ghazaleh 
Campus of the people’s Free university in a squatted 
building.

Today, on May 25, pro-Palestinian demonstrators began 
their protest on the Spui at 14:00. This demonstration 
moved through the streets of Amsterdam to Achter Oost-
einde 16, where the protesters revealed that a squatted 
building is being opened to the public as the first 
campus of the People’s Free University. The Shadia Abu 
Ghazaleh Campus will be a space of resistance where 
people can learn from each other and teach each other. 
The campus is named after one of the first Palestinian 
women to participate in armed resistance in 1967: “She 
knew the importance of knowledge and education in the 
struggle for liberation. […] We will create this space 
in her legacy,” the protesters say.

FULL SPEECH

On this day, day 231 of the genocide happening in gaza 
right now. On this day, in Amsterdam, we open this 
building as the Shadia Abu Ghazaleh Campus of the Peo-
ples Free University. Hhere we want to learn from each 
other. We want to learn from other encampments around 
the world, here we want to learn from people fighting 
against oppression through time and space, but specifi-
cally from those in gaza right now.

Our encampments did not last a day, and so we decided 
to explore other ways. Experiment with different ways 
of building Resistance. We are opening this building 
as a space for us to be with each other. We understand 
that our barricades will only ever be as strong as our 
solidarity, as large as our community, and as fierce 
as our militancy. And this is what we will be building 
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here. By opening the first campus of the people’s uni-
versity we attempt to answer a call coming straight 
from Gaza:

escalate!
escalate!
escalate!
stop this by any means necessary!
stop the genocide! Stop the occupation!

We understand that in order to free palestine, we must 
liberate every zone from our hearts and souls to the 
borders of empire! On this Campus we shall practice the 
work of liberation.

Shadia Abu Ghazaleh was one of the first women partic-
ipating in armed military resistance in 1967. She knew 
the importance of knowledge and education in the fight 
for liberation. She knew it takes all of us fighting 
on all fronts. And she embodied that knowledge. We will 
create this space in her lineage. But this campus is 
not the first educational space named after her. Remem-
ber Shadia Abu Ghazaleh school in Jabalia, where last 
december bodies were piled up instead of books in the 
classroom. We must never forget them.

We open this campus in honor of those martyred and 
those still fighting. In everything we do, be that 
reading a book or fighting a cop, we must carry them 
in our hearts. Not only are we fighting for, no we are 
fighting with them for nothing less than Liberation.

All Universities in Gaza have been bombed, but from 
their rubble, universities of Palestinian liberation 
rise everywhere! In the last weeks we have learned 
more about decolonial practice on the streets than any 
course could have ever taught us. Embodying resistance 
is infinitely more valuable than any study at the Uva. 
From now on Shadia Abu Ghazaleh Campus is where we 
learn and where we teach each other. Where we get to-
gether. Where we become even more dangerous together!

Welcome to Shadia Abu Ghazaleh campus!

Free Palestine!
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GERRIT RIETVELD ACADEMIE, DECEMBER 11TH 2023 – MAY 28TH 2024. RIETVELD STUDENTS 
PUBLISH A ZINE ABOUT THEIR STRUGGLE TO BUILD A MONUMENT FOR PALESTINE AND 
SUBSEQUENT PROTEST ENCAMPMENT.
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To my classmates at the UvA, with love and rage
Audrey Fabbri

Dear political science students,

I write to you as a student who, like you, glides from lec-
ture hall to lecture hall, from Monday to the weekend.  
I also write to you as a protester. As a body who, unlike 
you, glides from street to street and march to march.

These eyes, held in their place by the two people I can 
be, know all of  you intimately. They know you as a person 
and they know you as a crowd. They also know a person can 
become a crowd, and a crowd can become a unified person.

During this semester, these eyes observed some of  you 
step out into the streets and become the crowd. But they 
also observed most of  you step further into your shells and 
turn 180 degrees away from the crowd. And as the move-
ment began to glide from march to cop car, from avenue to 
cell, from arrest to arrest to arrest, these eyes watched you 
lose sight of  the crowd entirely.

And now we are here, at the end of  the school year and 
the crowd has gone home. I question if  it would’ve had to, 
if  you’d had your faces turned toward us. How many would 
the streets be holding if  you’d followed the call of  your 
unspoken responsibilities?

Physical space has photographic memory. It remem-
bers struggle, it remembers fear. Most of  all, it remembers 
justice, whose roots seep into the very bricks that dot our 
campus. And yet you trod this ground as if  violence was a 
distant dream and justice was a simple shadow, speculation 
and comments heavy in your mouths.

I have watched you closely as you’ve strolled back into 
buildings where yesterday me and my friends were beaten, our 
knuckles were bruised and our bodies were forced into cars.
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I’ve watched you walk back in with pens and notebooks 
and laptops, these weapons lying dormant in your bags, all 
while we hid flags in ours to walk back home without har-
assment. I’d hardly call that distant. And I’d hardly call it 
over. I wouldn’t call it anything except a plea for solidarity.

With your eyes, I’d see it as a cry for you to step out of  
the lecture hall and help reshape political science in our 
name, and reshape justice in the name of  the people of  
Palestine. But you didn’t step out, you forgot. You made 
ignorance your comfort and stillness your action.

But that’s the thing about action: it is exclusively a 
group project. The more numbers on our side, less excuses 
on their side. That’s why the crowd is not a finite unit.

It’s true, the ground isn’t the only thing that holds mem-
ories. Collective engagement is narrative formation. Repeat 
that. Collective engagement is narrative formation.

It is not just occupying space, sound, time. It is not just 
making private land a public haven. It is taking the pen 
back in hand and erasing the first line. And in its place, 
collective action is not just re-writing, but restructuring. It 
is also tearing out the pages of  the book and collaging them 
into a beautiful patchwork. It is folding and unfolding them 
into new shapes, new colors, new visions.

This is the nature of  collective action: if  one of  us is out, 
all of  us is out. 

That’s why the ground isn’t the only thing that holds 
memories. Because we are the only thing that can trans-
form them into action.

Collective engagement is narrative formation.

The intention of  this article is to ask you why you didn’t 
join in the movement as it rose. It is your job to ask yourself, 
why you should join when the movement rises again. You 
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study a tricky subject as students of  political science, one 
that asks you to learn from the inside but equips you with 
the tools to learn on the outside. It is your responsibility 
to engage with the outside, with the raw unfiltered politics 
you glimpse in your textbooks. You do that by joining the 
crowd. You do that by forming the narrative.

One last thing. The crowd does not talk back to those 
that whisper. It does not perceive those that move like 
ghosts. 

Real politics has soul, real politics has struggle. Real 
politics is loud.

So new rules next year.
As of  today,
Class will be held on the streets until further notice.
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A Choreography of  Escalation
unknot

“It’s about to explode”1

Everyone agrees. On that second Wednesday of  May some-
thing had changed in Amsterdam. Maybe you found yourself  
on a barricade, about to throw yourself  on the charging 
bulldozer. Maybe you found yourself  kettled together with 
the person carrying the sign with the Wikipedia entry for 
“Imperial Boomerang” on it, ridiculing the cops who de-
spite their state-of-the-art technology did not manage to 
break through that second barricade, your open display 
of  amusement at their clownish angry impotence doubled 
once they had to release you due to “insufficient capacity”. 
Maybe you found yourself  inside the encampment, arms 
locked with comrades, arrested by the cops to later become 
un-arrested by other comrades. Or maybe you found your-
self  to be one of  the unlucky few who got arrested early on, 
having to spend the next days in a prison cell.

Maybe you had been released from the kettle – as you 
walked out someone shouted “no justice; no peace!”, and 
you answered – you were told Rokin, and so you went to 
Rokin. Or maybe you watched a livestream at work, coming 
to Rokin as soon as you got out, where you became part of  
the masses that took back the streets, that finally had to 
become our streets.

That the streets had to become our streets was non-
negotiable. That our comrades had to be released was not a 
matter of  conversation, of  mutually recognized viewpoints 
exchanged. The university board, the mayor and the politi-
cians have made it clear that they are not really interested in 
dialogue, constantly choosing to mishear and misrepresent 
our demands – demands that are reasonable, just and have 
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been clear from the beginning. Instead, they choose to en-
danger us in order to protect genocidaires. In this moment, 
you see it doesn’t really matter whether they are protecting 
genocide because they claim to believe in the power of  dia-
logue, or if  they’re just outright fascists. Face to face with a 
violent police force ordered by a liberal, genocide-denying 
mayor, you see no difference between the two positions.

“From this rift we must make a trench”2

You find yourself  wanting to go where the cops don’t want 
you to go, in the direction of  their vans, towards the street 
that leads to the university, to the barricades in ruins, to 
your arrested comrades. They keep erecting lines in front 
of  you. You see their skinny jeans and batons. You look 
into their hollow eyes. You realize you’ve never come this 
close before. You still fear their batons and the law they 
abuse to their own ends, but something has changed. You 
feel courage too, and a willingness to go much further than 
you previously thought you could. You know you’ve made 
this decision, though you’re unsure when it was made.

The decision wasn’t made the day before, on the seventh 
of  May, when a demonstration protesting the brutally vio-
lent eviction of  the first encampment turned into a march, 
which turned into the occupation of  the Oudeman huispoort 
building. For months you’ve been forced to be a spectator 
to genocide, a genocide that started long before you were 
born, but that has intensified as a reaction to the puncturing 
of  the fantasy that there can be permanent security for a 
colonial state. A genocide that the university boards, may-
ors and politicians all over the western world are choosing 
to deny and defend with all their power. The resistance 
against genocide is exposing, again and again, that power 
is the only justification for this power. Exposing that this 
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power is so corrupted it doesn’t even care anymore if  its 
semblance of  legitimacy gets lost because it trusts blindly 
in what it thinks sustains it – power.

After you were made to watch and bear complicity in 
months of  genocidal punishment against those resisting 
genocide, the mayor, board and politicians chose to send 
out violent cops to destroy our first peaceful encampment. 
They had a choice, and they chose a vulgar display of  power. 
That morning you woke up to two bulldozers on your feed; 
a picture of  a three-story high CAT bulldozer menacingly 
at the edge of  a refugee camp filled with Palestinians made 
homeless by zionist violence, and a video of  a bulldozer 
destroying the barricade you had been protesting in front 
of  the night before. In that moment you saw the violence 
that is their true face.

The night before, on the Monday of  the first encamp-
ment, you had been part of  the support demo outside of  
the barricades that protected the encampment. You’d been 
inside, but when it was announced that those who were “low 
risk” had to leave, leaving those “high risk” behind, you 
left the encampment. You thought you were unprepared for 
high risk. Maybe you had too many things on you, were 
feeling a bit sick, work tomorrow, and also, you hadn’t even 
properly thought about what it would mean to get arrest-
ed. Maybe your immigration status in the country could 
be endangered by arrest. But you resented that you had to 
leave, and you resented the risk categories. You were all 
protesting against your university’s ties with genocide and 
apartheid. You were doing the right thing, peacefully. What 
right did they have, splitting you up like this, forcing you to 
leave the others behind so that the police could brutalize 
them, so that your comrades could be made to bear the 
brunt for daring to resist genocide?
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“We act heroically in a cowardly world to prove that the 
enemy is not invincible”3

Where you found yourself  now, on Wednesday, facing the 
cops at Rokin, those risk categories seemed very far away. 
Of  course you were better prepared this time. You had left 
your ID at home. Your information was with an arrestee 
support group. You were wearing a face mask, both to 
protect yourself  against the police’s unlawful methods of  
creating evidence and out of  solidarity with those braver 
than you. You had brought a twenty-euro bill, so you might 
buy some food or a public transport ticket home after they 
released you. Later you had worried the cops might just 
steal the money. But at this moment you were no longer 
worried about money, nor about these categories. It was as 
if  something had happened that suspended the very dis-
tinction between low risk and high risk.

Together you chanted, Shame on you, shame on you, 
shame on you! They should be ashamed, being instruments 
to the genocidal classes. You chanted, We are peaceful, 
what are you, as they were forced to retreat until they had 
nowhere else to go but to hide behind their vans. You were 
peaceful, and your numbers were like a knife at their throat. 
You chanted, The people united will never be defeated, and 
it was true. Any doubts you might’ve had about professional 
outside agitators evaporated. You felt the enormous power 
of  collectivity, and you understood how much it could make 
possible. You could see how they would never understand 
this from their position, how they could only read those 
gorgeous well-made barricades as being constructed by 
professionals, who, by their logic, could never belong to the 
same group as students. This, however, was not about mak-
ing them understand. Having been part of  this movement 
had left you feeling like everything needed justification,  
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as if  all your actions were meant to capture the gaze of  
those who in many ways were your enemies. You saw that 
this was unavoidable. You felt that this gaze implicated you, 
and how, in order to be effective, you sometimes had to 
think with it, though it restricted your thoughts and actions. 
You hated that contradiction. But the collectivity of  that 
moment was not addressed to them. It was addressed to 
those around you, and it was returned to you. No outside 
gaze was needed to authorize all of  you. For a brief  mo-
ment, the movement existed for itself  – for Palestine.

“The Palestinian cause is not a cause for Palestinians only, 
but a cause for every revolutionary”4

Though it didn’t start on the seventh of  May when think-
ing about what had made all of  this possible, you kept 
returning to the barricades that were raised that day, that 
act of  resistance. Of  course those barricades didn’t come 
from nowhere; they have a history too. As one Instagram 
user wrote from abroad: “Francis Fukuyama, during a visit 
in the 1990s to the Netherlands, boasted that the country 
had reached the ‘end of  history’ long before its European 
counterparts. Never in my wildest dreams would I have 
imagined Amsterdam to turn into the epicenter of  the stu-
dent movement in Europe, brimming with political clarity 
and valiant insurrectionary tactics. Sterilize your cities of  
its militant formations and they will come back to haunt 
you with renewed fervor. The global struggle for a free  
Palestine is a struggle for a History in motion.”

The return of  the repressed militant left, whose mem-
bers actually never left, a legacy that had never fully died.  
A return that also meant a return of  History to the capi-
tal of  this neoliberal hellhole. A glimpse of  the beginning 
of  the end of  the end of  history? In the streets you saw 
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this legacy taken up by the real, new left, and it filled you 
with hope and courage. You saw the same old class traitor 
fascists in the streets and it filled you with anger and cour-
age. Your shared destructive potential made you long for 
the beautiful new world you will collectively build on the 
ruins of  the old. The return of  History meant being able to  
imagine a way out of  this endless, genocidal present, be-
cause for a moment, you were already out. Maybe it didn’t 
start on the seventh, but the barricades that were raised that 
day by the canals in the historic city center did inaugurate 
something truly new. A collective effort that materialized a 
sharp cut, an interruption of  the seemingly seamless flow 
of  business as usual. The puncturing enacted by the barri-
cades opened up an emptiness in which suddenly there was 
space for something else. What had been impossible before 
was suddenly possible. Amsterdam was resisting, in a way 
not seen since what feels like forever.

It feels strange to hold on to something that might have 
felt like something, but that at the same time seems to have 
achieved almost nothing. But you know that this day held 
a promise, that it was only the beginning. You know that 
they are wishing they had never made possible that expe-
rience, what you felt and witnessed. You radicalized that 
day, you were much more courageous than you knew, and 
so many experienced this with you. Together you defied 
their threat of  violence, putting your body on the line, risk-
ing arrest and being beaten in order to win some terrain. 
Together you pushed back their cars, you threw yourself  
in front of  their already driving vans, saying You want to 
leave? Over my dead body. Together you provided cover 
for the comrades who deflated the tires of  the arrestee bus, 
forcing the cops to release your comrades. Though you 
are unsure where your courage and your capacity for sac-
rifice had come from, you know to whom it was addressed.  
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This was for the collective, for Palestine. For all this, they 
had to punish you. They had wanted to close the gap that 
the barricades had opened up, close it with the spectacle of  
their disgusting display of  power and violence. After this 
had clownishly failed, instead exposing their impotence for 
all to see while the escalation only grew, into the city, they 
did the only thing they know: more violence, more power 
on display. The point of  this is to discourage you, and to 
make you forget that the cut existed in the first place, to 
make you forget that the impossible really happened. But 
they cannot succeed in this, and you will not forget.

Whatever justification they gave for what happened at 
Rokin, 10 PM, the moment dusk turned into darkness, you 
know it could never legitimate the violence they used. This 
was about asserting power, protecting the right of  the may-
or, the university board and the politicians to keep allowing 
genocide. This is what freedom means to them, the freedom 
to deny the existence of  this American-European-Israeli 
genocide. They want the right to deny it so that they can per-
mit it to keep happening. You know this is what they mean 
when they send cops to beat up their students while talking 
about “open dialogue” and “a multiplicity of  viewpoints”.

“No one is free until we’re all free”

Freedom to you means free Palestine, which doesn’t go to-
gether with their freedom to deny genocide. This is why you 
are their enemy. This is why they are permitting what hap-
pened at Rokin, 10PM, when a line of  pigs started walking 
towards you, and started swinging their batons at you, at your 
friends, at your comrades. Indiscriminately. Unprovoked. 

You could tell the police violence was illegitimate and 
illegal. From that moment on, it would be like that at every 
protest. They would come and start using violence right away. 

199



No longer first three vorderingen, though they are obliged 
by law. Kettle to mass arrest. Those arrested are facing 
heavy sentences for minor offenses. The judges are sanc-
tifying this policy when they are basing verdicts on cops’ 
words alone, and when they are accepting the premise that 
“an example needs to be set”. The liberal mayor sanctified 
this policy when she claimed the police have done nothing 
wrong. The cops are protecting her freedom to deny geno-
cide and so she permits their illegal, illegitimate violence.

You wonder what happens after this precedent has been 
set, a fascist government ready to take power, the cops 
that are able to live out their violent fantasies on you, you 
vilified by media and politicians, who have done a lot of  
work to create these fantasies about why you are deserving 
of  all this violence. You wonder whether it is possible to 
put pressure on the liberal mayor, if  there is a way to bully 
someone who calls themselves a leftist into reeling in the 
police. You wonder how you could make the mayor’s bla-
tant refusal to speak out against genocide and zionist war 
crimes more present.

You also wonder how you can stay true to what started 
on the seventh, with those barricades, the resistance they 
are trying to make you forget, but that really happened. Its 
strength was in numbers, in this impossible space opened up 
by the barricades, everyone working together, the tireless or-
ganizers blending together with the masses, one movement. 
With the barricades the risk had already been taken, and 
suddenly all were taking risks. Was that part of  its strength? 
That everyone had already become implicated; you take a 
brick out of  the street and hand it to the person next to you, 
who passes it on, you too now have built the barricades?

When you talk about it with other people you can’t really 
grasp it. Was it about the way the stage was set, everyone 
involved in protesting is always just setting the stage, and 
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now that the stage was set just right the students could be-
come, if  not the subject of  History, at least get a taste of  
what that would be like? Or was it about rhythm? You’re 
not even sure what exactly that would mean, but you think 
there was something about the timing of  everything that 
just worked. The build-up, the anger about the eviction 
of  the first encampment, the protest march that became a 
situationist choreography meant to outsmart the police in 
order to reach the historic center, where the new encamp-
ment had to be. A build-up that transitioned perfectly into 
the building up of  the barricades.

It was for sure about architecture; on the evening of  the 
seventh someone said to you, Amsterdam finally makes 
sense to me, this is what had always been missing. And she 
was right. The barricades finished Amsterdam, they made 
space for something, for you, for the possibility of  Pales-
tinian liberation. And they fit perfectly, in these narrow 
streets, on the bridge crossing the canal, in the back alley. 
It is no surprise that the university board spent so much 
money on the postmodern shoebox that is REC. Whereas 
aesthetically the barricades fit in the city center, the Roeters 
building feels as if  it was made for cops.

“Without impatience and without the promise  
of  a release”5

Sometimes you feel the barricades demand an impossible 
patience from you, patience in a time where everything 
is always already too late. That they showed you the way, 
but after their occurrence, you and your comrades would 
need to work tirelessly for your resistance to become as 
successful again, setting the stage, again and again, until 
it explodes again. Success here would mean to remain ca-
pable of  working together, without burning out, without 
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growing resentment making collaboration impossible. You 
wonder what type of  organization is necessary to sustain 
such longevity, what types of  form and understandings of  
(un)discipline the movement needs in order to make waves 
in the long-term, in order to keep hammering away. You 
hope that would-be comrades recognize the universality of  
the Palestinian struggle, that they can recognize resistance 
against genocide is also resistance against climate destruc-
tion, is also resistance against the fascist government, and 
that you are strongest if  you can unite your resistance if  
you can sustain it, when together you can develop an idea 
of  what it would entail to remain organized and resist.

In the weeks after the barricades of  the seventh the cops 
were on edge, and so were you. It was as if  the violence 
was never really leaving your body. In those early weeks 
after October 7th, you weren’t yet desensitized. Later it 
would become harder to be affected the same way by the 
never-ending stream of  images, everything blurred together 
in a general numbness. Sometimes it had been easy to tem-
porarily forget about it, or worse, to accept it, the ongoing 
genocide, the complicity of  the world around you, the world 
that you’re a part of. After the barricades, the news from 
Palestine stung and punctured again. You wondered whether 
this new feeling had anything to do with the police violence 
that was enacted on you. You also wondered whether it had 
something to do with a new sense of  responsibility, the re-
alization that you weren’t as powerless as all the displays 
of  sickening violence were intended to make you feel. That 
you were capable of  feeling these feelings again because you 
knew that resistance was possible. The implications of  your 
discovery sometimes terrifies you, because you know that 
refusing submission could come at a high price.

Sometimes the promise of  that day almost feels like a 
burden. It exceeded everything that was previously possible –  
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how to live up to that? How to recover from the unexpected 
courage you had shown in the face of  state violence, how to 
get it back? Though perhaps a more useful question is, how 
to stay true to the event of  the seventh, those barricades, 
that rupture? What’s the part of  you that it spoke to, or 
rather, what’s the part of  you that usually bars you from 
hearing its call? How did that part of  you get torn down?

“Politics begins when one proposes not to represent the 
victims, but to be faithful to the events in which the vic-

tims pronounce themselves”6

The call was familiar, you had been answering to it before, 
its name is Palestine. Answering had never really felt like a 
choice, often it was the only thing you had in you, yet an-
swering to it was the closest thing you knew to something 
that would be called freedom. At other times you could 
not answer its call. Sometimes because you had burnt out, 
sometimes because you had drifted away. It was scary how 
easy this could be.

In the last months of  2023, when you were attending 
peaceful protests, you had said that friends are people you 
see at protests. You repeated this often. After the barricades 
you could see how this truth worked further; you answered 
to Palestine, and so you would answer to your comrades. 
You realized this is the only path to liberation, for Palestine, 
for everyone. You started to regard answering to your com-
rades as having a close proximity to freedom too.

When you answer to Palestine, when you answer to your 
comrades, you are the strongest. It’s a simple truth in a 
world cut in two by the Palestinian resistance, in a world 
where there is only genocide and resistance to genocide. 
Order is on the side of  genocide, and it doesn’t want you 
strong. It has many methods of  dividing you, and looked at 
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in a certain way it has always already won, always already 
divided you. You reject this way. Sure, you often feel alienat-
ed and alone. You live in a world ruled by an out-of-control 
system. It’s always unearthing new areas of  life to colonize, 
forever subsuming more and more of  your social relations 
under its mediation. It can feel inevitable and like fate that 
all the social bonds you form during your actions, those 
bonds that achieve the impossible (“outside agitators!”, the 
liberal screams) have to fall apart, and that if  the action has 
no measurable success, and the bonds cannot be sustained 
in their intensity, it has all been for nothing.

You reject the realism that follows from such an analy-
sis, a realism that at its best can fetishize fighting a losing 
struggle. Not that you reject its premises. You can agree 
that in our world, winning seems impossible, the amount of  
loss can be unbearable, and even that much of  the future 
has already been lost. But what happened on the seventh 
had been impossible, according to this same realism. And 
yet it happened.

You recognize that a “realism” that cannot account for 
your successes is useless. Instead you stay true to the events 
that puncture the account of  the realists, which means you 
answer to Palestine, you answer to the barricades, you an-
swer to your comrades. Instead of  mourning the dissolu-
tion of  the social bonds of  the collective after an action has 
dispersed, you celebrate the impossible you have achieved. 
They want nothing more than for you to forget that you did 
that, together.

You wonder what it means to take answering to your 
comrades as a truth to live by.
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After the barricades
Jarmo Vincent

We were constantly reinforcing the barricades, using fences 
dragged off  of  a nearby construction site and bricks torn 
from the ground. The barricades were unruly structures, 
their shapes in constant motion, made of  wood, stone and 
fences, meters wide, meters high. There were four in total: 
two on either side of  the university building delineating 
the triangular field on the short side, two on the narrow, 
twisting bridges crossing the canals surrounding the field. 
The barricade on one of  the bridges looked surreal in the 
dark: the wooden construction slanting several meters into 
the air, illuminated by a street-lamp like a spotlight on an 
artwork, hovering high above the black water on the apex 
of  the bridge’s curvature. 

When I saw you I didn’t know whether to speak to you at 
first. I didn’t know where your mind was at, or maybe I was 
too afraid to think about it, looking for a place to hide, then 
looking for a place to emerge out of. You were dressed in 
black. You were all mischief  and desire. You were so beau-
tiful and strange. I had been there since the early afternoon 
when the space was starting to fill up. It was sunny. Every-
body came, everybody wanted to be part of  it. I was listening 
to Zayyan’s spoken word, impressed by his rage, his grief  –  
keffiyeh around his head, megaphone in hand – and this line: 

“we have enough bodies to cover the sun.”
Because the terrain was blocked off, my sense of  space 

changed. The space itself  became different. It’s a small field, 
it’s open and smooth, it’s innocent. Now it was a protest zone. 
It was a zone to be defended. An encampment in enemy terri-
tory readying itself  for battle, the entire space mobilized in the 
service of  preserving the space itself: by night, hundreds of  
students running around in the eerie light of  the street-lamps, 
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still chanting their slogans, checking in on each other in their 
tents, inspecting the barricades, waiting for the police raid 
which, in a reversal that the authorities will never understand, 
would be like an invasion of  barbaric hordes obsessed with 
destroying what evades them.

In her history of  the Paris Commune, Kristin Ross writes 
about the “Château Gaillard”, a major barricade blocking ac-
cess to rue de Rivoli, two stories high, “complete with bastions, 
gable steps, and a façade flanked with pavilions”. Gaillard, 
shoemaker by trade, was proud of  his creation. There’s a pic-
ture of  him posing next to it as if  claiming authorship over a 
piece of  art. He loved the thing he had made. The barricade 
exceeded its function. The commune, according to Ross, was 
about “transforming the aesthetic coordinates of  the entire 
community.” To bring about this transformation, all hier-
archies had to be destroyed. Urban space as such couldn’t 
remain the same. To make space for “communal luxury”, the 
monumental tokens of  imperialism and class dominance had 
to be torn down. The destruction of  the Vendôme column 
wasn’t trivial. It was a direct assault on nationalism and 
the nation itself. It blew up the until then self-evident links 
between state power, class power, art, beauty, and their en-
counter in urban space. It changed the aesthetic coordinates, 
leveling the ground for something entirely new (a new society, 
a new poetry).  

Our barricades transformed the aesthetic coordinates of  
this innocuous little patch of  grass. They stripped it of  its 
circumscribed meaning embedded in the institutionalized 
cityscape defined by the neoliberal university campus. The 
encampment became a pathway to a different reality. It cried: 
Palestine is here.  

When the bulldozers came in the middle of  the night, I had 
already gone. I saw the footage online the next day. I saw 
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people jumping off  the barricades, I saw others trying to 
reinforce them again, I heard their cries and their chants 
and I saw their fear and their courage as the bulldozer 
rammed the barricade, the riot cops invaded the encamp-
ment,  the students fled, the tents were turned over, and the 
protesters were eventually kettled, pushed into buses and 
driven off  to jail. 

“We were with instead. But not just any old sort of  with, 
but with each other in the hatred of  capitalism. And if  I was 
a poet of  many centuries previous, I’d call that the sweet-
est wine of  the beloved”, writes Juliana Spahr in a long 
poem about what she calls her love-affair with the “non- 
Revolution”, the Occupy uprising. The poet Juliana Spahr 
is on the streets constantly, and when she is not, she misses 
them the way she would miss a lover. And she doesn’t want 
to analyze, defend or explain the non-Revolution, or her af-
fair with it, to other poets, who are not there, or to the pro-
fessor of  history who scoffs at the events, their supposed 
insignificance. She just wants to be there. And she writes “it 
was all good and it was all fucked while it lasted”, and she 
writes about feeling “trivial for falling in love with such a 
minor uprising, for taking a brief  hook up so seriously, for 
feeling so sad”. But she knows something, now, about “the 
sour and the sweet, about the smell of  sweat, urine, sage, 
pot, rotting food, hay, all mixed together, running down the 
street, holding hands.” 

When I saw you again you were in full riot mode. It was 
the second day, the second occupation, the second set of  four 
barricades, this time cordoning off  a piece of  the city center 
campus. Palestinian flags everywhere, slogans spraypainted 
on the walls everywhere, Free Palestine banners everywhere, 
incessant chanting, incessant hatred of  the cops, incessant 
barricade-building well into the night. You were in your ele-
ment. Elated, all-over the place. I loved seeing you like that.  
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I loved how you had lunged into the event. I loved this 
impulse like the sweetest wine of  the beloved. The barri-
cades – one on the wide bridge, the biggest, two blocking 
the roads along the narrow canal, one blocking off  the 
campus courtyard – drew a boundary between this world 
that is not ours and one where we will find refuge. We had 
transformed the aesthetic coordinates of  this piece of  ur-
ban space, the campus now looking like a fortress, swarm-
ing with protesters in an organizing frenzy preparing the 
defense. With every object we could find repurposed for 
use in the barricades, we had ruined their institution like 
a Vendôme column of  genocidal complicity. We had taken 
out an entire pavement just to disidentify from their state 
and its violence. We kept singing our chants like mantras.

“What is defended as the struggle deepens comes to in-
clude all the new social links, solidarities, affective ties, and 
new physical relations to the territory and other lived entan-
glements that the struggle produced”, Ross writes about the 
commune-form of  protest. Whatever the reason it started, 
the struggle at some point exceeds it. When the bulldozers 
came the next day, the students jumped on the barricades in 
an attempt to fend off  the raid. They defended the barricades. 
They emptied fire-extinguishers on the riot cops, they threw 
paint bombs at the bulldozers, they sprayed red paint at the 
police with water pistols. At one point one of  them jumped 
off  the barricade and onto the arm of  the bulldozer, climbed 
over it towards the cabin and blocked the driver’s view, until 
the arrest squad violently pulled them off. 

I could only watch, standing there with my friends, on the 
narrow canal, in arm’s reach and unable to do anything, try-
ing and failing to recognize you when the bulldozers and then 
the cops broke through the barricades and dismantled the oc-
cupation. We were kettled, then driven away from the site, the 
barricades in ruins, their defenders picked off  one by one and 
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sent to jail. Everybody else regrouped, swarming through the 
narrow streets and canals of  the city center, gathering again 
in numbers on Rokin, where we rioted, all anger and mayhem, 
for hours, until after nightfall. And it was all fucked, it was all 
good, but it was all fucked when the riot cops charged one last 
time and we scattered in the dark, beaten up, beaten down. 

The poet Çağğlar Köseoğğlu refers to the period following 
the defeat of  the uprising as the aftermath, an indeterminate 
space-time characterized by feelings of  loss, despair and 
depression. And also, I think, of  doggedly searching for the 
meaning of  it, of  refusing to give up. I had to think of  this 
notion after the eviction. I also had to think of  him. He was 
there, behind the barricades. Bizarrely, I felt like he was there 
in the name of  poetry, or to defend the honor of  the poets, 
or something like that. For weeks after I was replaying the 
eviction in my mind, thinking about how we could have de-
fended the barricades better, how we could have fought back 
the cops, how we could have won the fight. Which I think was 
the onset of  the aftermath, and also my way of  mourning.  
I missed the barricades. I didn’t want to give up.  

I saw you one more time. It was during the short-lived 
occupation of  the Roeterseiland building a couple of  days 
later. You were wearing a red dress that made you stand out 
from the keffiyeh-clad black bloc so strongly I only saw you. 
Or that’s how I remember it. You gave me a hug. That occu-
pation seemed to be the end, or an end. There was something 
compulsive about the police violence outside. It made me 
sick. Later that day I was sitting on my roof, the sky grum-
bling with a distant thunder, still bright in the setting sun, 
reading and smoking and attempting to reflect. I called you. 
We talked for a couple of  hours, mostly about how we had 
experienced the protests and what we thought should happen 
now. At the end, you said something like farewell. Which at 
first I thought was an odd thing to say, before I understood.
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What remains when it’s over? Is it ever over or does it only 
change form? Like barricades coursing through the streets? 
Like an event that continues after its aftermath? Like a 
nightmare we keep waking up into?

In December 2023, in the midst of  the destruction of  Gaza 
and the annihilation of  his friends, the Palestinian writer 
Abu Seif  notes: “There will be no Salim al-Nafar to talk 
poetry to. There will be no old city. No Saftawi. No Jabalia 
as I know it. Gaza, the one I knew, will not be there any-
more.” And he continues: “If  there is to be anything, it will 
need to be rebuilt from scratch. It will need to be reborn 
from the flames like the city’s emblem, the phoenix. It will 
need to rise up against all odds, against all possibilities.” 
Unable, possibly forever unable, to wrap my head around 
this steadfastness, I try to understand what it means for 
us – us here – who could not do enough, while nothing has 
ended and everything needs to change.

Then, some time after, when I see the performance of  
Noor Abed and Haig Aivazian, something becomes clear. It’s 
not for us to say when it’s over – as they breathe and sing and 
declare:  

I will not produce a culture that declares defeat 
prematurely.
(inhale-exhale)

[…]

I will not produce a culture that arrives after the fact 
and turns our alleged defeats into lamentations and 
weeping songs.
(inhale-exhale)
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radicalization is burning incense
Audrey Fabbri

radicalization is burning incense. it is not pressing the power 
button. like many young souls, i returned to this city this 
spring break to fall into the hot machine mobilizing bodies 
against cruelty, found myself  an inhabitant of  a suddenly 
alien world, once home, now battlefield. suddenly, words my 
tongue knew well revealed their true tastes. inaction became 
cowardice, avoidance became ignorance, and routine became 
betrayal. i asked my eyes how well they really worked for 
keeping me so safe from the toxicity around me but not the 
evil right in front. we have poured water over the bonds of  
the state that stand between we and action, and found that 
they are made of  sugar. no authority can prove to you what 
day it is, who you are, who keeps you safe. what’s more, i have 
poured the blood in my heart into the people i have found on 
the streets with me and found a love incomparable to any-
thing previous. i have learned the art of  care, as well as that 
of  grief. i have learned to grieve and to grieve more strongly 
every new thing i learn, in this endless funnel of  frustration 
and demonstration, each new item in the news tightening 
reminding me why we are all comrades, the electricity at 
our feet buzzing and coiling up to our hearts. this electricity, 
between us all, runs deeper than any bulldozer can drill, any 
state can snatch. it is the burning of  incense: steadfast and 
certain. the faces of  the people i have made my comrades 
will always carry the scent of  this incense that still burns 
inside me, in infinite supply, which roots from the ground of  
the free people’s university, of  the squats all over this city, of  
home. it was not our fault that they keep taking home away 
from us. it is not their fault that they keep taking life away 
from them. so, maybe radicalization is burning incense. but it 
is also lighting rockets. which sounds better right now?
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In our thousands, in our millions, we are all Palestinians
Anbu

Every demonstration I am moved to tears by these chants. 
I scream louder, louder. I’ve had sketches of  the poetry I 
thought I needed to write about this feeling. There are days 
I cannot stop weeping and I berate myself  for this, how 
masturbatory it feels. 

My earliest memories are of  thinking of  our Tamil Ra-
fah, Mullivaikal. Thousands of  us marched for Eelam at 
Westminster, white phosphorus pouring into the schools 
and hospitals in the no fire zone – “stop the war, stop the 
genocide”. You grow resisting resentment for the fact that 
no-one cared for your people. No-one listened, and so 
when this Gaza cried, the world let them die. Everytime 
I see a child demonstrating I think of  how this birth into 
dissent changes irreversibly the way one loves. I fight for 
this love, against the hands on my throat that set to choke 
my mother-tongue out of  existence. 

May this cycle end. May our children learn to love with-
out first knowing it through fight. I ask you to think of how 
genocide will affect them for generations. Even those that 
survive are zombies and their children and their children too. 

Do not be fatalistic or defeatist, you have no right. 
போ�ோராோடுபோ�ோம். There is a Mary Oliver poem – you do not 
have to be good, only love what the soft animal of  your 
body loves. No – love, love, love, you will do what is right, 
you will fight. My father, who wore keffiyeh and held a pen 
when he was my age in another city, wrote to keep memory 
and revolution alive as his brother who fought with a rifle 
and without a helmet died. Now he texts me: மராம் சற்று 
ஓய்வை� நாோடினாோலும், கற்று விடுவித்திவைை. Though the tree 
wants to rest, the wind will not stop. Do not be fatalistic or 
defeatist, you have no right. போ�ோராோடுபோ�ோம்.
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Memory is resistance; writing, understanding, inquiring 
are practices of  love as they are practices of  resistance. 
In Eelam, it is illegal to commemorate our dead, to ask 
where our disappeared are. Empires and governments have 
burned our histories – 97,000 irreplaceable manuscripts 
destroyed in the police-sanctioned burning of  Jaffna Li-
brary in 1981. In the diaspora, many in our generation have 
internalized the death of  their people but know nothing 
of  what happened. To live, some of  our parents chose to 
forget and suppress. But if  we let them let us forget, we are 
killing what this wretched fucking industrial refugee crea-
tion complex let survive. 

I pray that you may find solace in these words as I did 
clawing them out of  my belly. That I must wrestle with the 
tongue of  our colonizer to find the vocabulary for hope and 
for liberation fills me with both great pity and pride. Still I 
feel sick to read it back, to think of  how many Gazas have 
died and how much memory we have lost. 

To answer where are you from, some of  us must explain 
the geopolitics of  genocide, some of  us must paint nations 
where all there is is blood. Falasteen has told those that 
don’t know this intimate and distant pain about it, and  it 
has woken them up. The steadfastness of  this resistance in 
the diaspora, a diaspora that has kept true to itself, is an 
inspiration to us all. 

In our millions in our billions, 
Long live the Palestinians.
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Dear, Comrade 
(a play)

Lola Swindles

Two (or more) comrades talk on stage, unclear whether they 
represent one or two (or more) people, whether this is internal 
or external. They analyze the protests of  the past year for a 
free Palestine in Amsterdam, they share their feelings, slipping 
in and out of  politics and themselves. With and against poli-
tics and themselves. In and out of  history and against. They 
stand up and fall apart on stage, like they did on the street.

// represent beats on a drum, or a cut, or giving up, or 
moving on, stronger.

The news was false and 
that’s because

the truth was

A stranger turns to me on 
the street, and speaks:

“Dear Comrade,”
the stranger says

and makes a promise.

the truth was so difficult 
to understand and that’s 
because

REDACTED!

Dear Comrade,
Just this, before you go:
One never leaves a protest
alone.

//

//
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Dear Comrade,
the one on the street.

In a gesture, in a handshake, 
in waiting?

when you’ve not given enough 
of  you, but have given up,
on you and on them?

Dear Comrade,
Before you go, just this:

we might never meet again.

where do you find your 
strength?
We use a tired word from 
another century
to conjure up a spirit of  
revolt.

Dear Comrade,

Where lies hope for you?

I had to ask.
Dear Comrade,

Where do you lie,

Will you leave me one day?

I wondered,
how you will have been,
when I realized, in some 

hopelessness,

Dear comrades of  the fight,

But when all is done
and all costs too much,

where is the spirit that saves 
not the world but us? 

//
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“Shoot him. Somebody better 
 shoot him.”

Dear Comrade,
The movement will have 
been over, forgotten, and 
moved again, differently. 
(The) I was disappointed. 
Disappointment the subject, 
and structure. I was being 
overdetermined, we was 
made impossible.

I wasn’t on Rokin that
day in May. I was at my 
grandmother’s funeral. 

The pastor talked about 
the Israelites. My German 

grandmother had no 
interest in using history to 

excuse Netanyahu. She said,

Her mother was a witch.
Decades ago, she appeared 

to my grandmother as a 
spirit and saved her from 

heart failure. Now, my 
grandmother was at her 

own funeral, sure, I saw the 
urn, but she was also on 

Rokin that day.
Because she always knew: 
something had to change.

//
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Disappointment 
overdetermined or 
overshadowed (as/the 
subject). The protest was 
turned in on itself, and it 
will have lost.

Intentions forgotten. The 
police were called,

the genocide continued,
the money was sent,

you&/

was sent to jail,
the genocide still continued,
now gas was being drawn 
from the Mediterranean,
resistance was made 
impossible,

So, change was not won, or 
lost, either; (the)
we was dialecticized
into a positive loss. 
Disappointment was 
dialecticized back into 
ourselves, so (the) we was 
made our selves.

I was always done impossible.

You have been lost.

the protest partitioned,
the genocide continued,

the money was drawn from 
accounts,

/&i

the genocide still continued,

resistance was made 
impossible,

which was the only thing 
that made it possible in the 

first place.

we was dialecticized
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//

I was brought tea after.

(on the street).

he’d been snatched

they’d been given up on.

if  not disappointment?

What is depression?

A cutoff  from the structural.

I was made after just two 
days in jail.

I was not to go back

I was told the news;

she’d been caught

By whom,

Actually, by depression.

If  not an inability to be 
anything but yourself ?

I sat down inside the kettle 
because there was nothing 

much to do. I had come 
by accident, you run into 
protests these days, I was 

sick, I was lazy, I still feel, 
yes, uneasy about October 

7th, because the day was 
being appropriated so much 

by all sides, either as a win 
or as a tragedy, that it was 
unclear to me which sign 

world I was living in – and I 
didn’t get whether history 
was happening in my legs, 
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Anybody got a pen? –

marching, or in my head, 
thinking. In any case, I 
ended up accidentally 

kettled with all my 
belongings, IDs, computer, 
a journal, and I wish there 

would have been some hand 
sanitizer, or some tissues, or 

you know, water and food 
and none of  the other stuff. 
I sat down in the kettle and 

I asked for a pen –

they were all writing down 
the lawyer’s number, good. 

Did I also need to do that? I
took a marker, took out 

my journal, and redacted. 
Organizing lists, names, 

places, personal markers, 
political symbols. I read 

through my entire love 
life of  the past year, all 

names erased, while the 
trials and tribulations 

remain. My daddy issues 
also remained – anyone 
could have a father to 

hate. Nothing identifiable 
about that. I turned my 

journal into some kind of  
psychoanalysis. All specifics 
castrated, but better not let 

the state know about who 
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//

Dear Comrade,
Good. We must forge an 
environment of  distrust and 
security!

I unread Césaire today
Unsaw the violence
Unheard the calls to action
I unfelt my perversions
And unencountered my 
potential for deviance. 

It’s a pretty day, I enjoy  
the heat. 

I retreat, I grow (up?)

I love, dear. Better not tell 
him what I love. The father, 

the state, etc. whoever I 
might mean.

Someone in the kettle turns 
to me and agrees:

Dear Comrade,
Yes and no. You 

understand, I cannot say 
what I mean.

So much was redacted, I 
didn’t understand what 

we’d seen.

It’s like
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I retreat, my body awakens,
I find pleasures, I find, I
find myself  enjoying luxury
I find myself  enjoying and 
calm and subdued
I find myself  enjoying the 
sight of  grass
Without thinking of  
exploitation and violence
I find myself  loving the new 
violence I’ve entered, or old, 
returned
I find myself, or what was 
left of  it,
I’ve lost one sense of  
seduction and sex and 
gained a lame other,
Ready to invest once again.

Dear Comrade,
What is depression if  not an 
inability to be anything but 
yourself ?

and the staff.

and the outside agitators.

I finds I

I finds I

I finds I

I finds I

I finds I

I finds I

I finds I

The protest marched along, 
seemingly as one, but we 

had already long been 
divided. The students

The university members

The Maoists,

//
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the anarchists.

the autonomous.

the Islamophobes.

and the other racists.

and the Palestinians who 
were really Palestinians.

And of  course,

and the de-escalators.

We marched to Spui, only 
to end up shouting at each 

other.

Some others wanted to 
control the protest.

Some others had no idea what 
it meant to stand with your 

comrades through all they did 
and lacked an appreciation  

for the religious commitment.

So the protest split into two, 
at its last minute, and the  

the Marxists,

The unionized,

The antisemites,

The racists

The people shouting we 
were all Palestinians

The escalators

Some wanted to occupy 
another university building.

Some were far too few to 
start escalation.

All were far too inflexible  
to think.
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two groups amplified 
 their discontent at each 

other, instead of  chanting 
together.

If  only there had been more 
police that day.

Stick together.
Stick, stick together.

Sticks are out.

Throw a brick!

Watch for the front line.

amplified
their discontent at each 
other,

Stick, stick together.

Hold on tight.

Don’t!
Watch for the front line.

A movement was dying, in 
the end, not only due to its 
outside enemies. Not due 
to the media’s outrageous 
portrayal, which presented 

“complex” reports trying to 
undermine the simple fact 
of  genocide, the government 
cutting demonstration 
rights, the university calling 
in police and doxing its 
students. It was also us, 
who thought of  strategy as 
ideology and turned that 
difference into an identity, 
those who called off  
protests with the lie that we 
will be stronger tomorrow, 
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those who used others as 
cannon fodder, those who 
sexually harassed others in 
their community, those who 
tried to seize power where it 
should have been abolished.

But the breakdown of  
spirit – it happened with one 
another, within one another.

Every turn we fail to love 
well, we remain a part of  
the structure of  Empire.

The news was false and 
that’s because

the truth was

We were crushed because 
Empire was still too great 

to be crushed. It was a 
structural breakdown.

So long as Empire reigns, 
there remain too many 

obstacles in the way of  love.

the truth was so difficult to 
 understand and that’s because

REDACTED!
Camaraderie was reserved for  
those who agreed with only 

oneself.
What is depression, if  not 
an inability to be anything 

but yourself ?
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You see me? You hear me? 
How can you say we?

That doesn’t believe in 
spirit

No longer any art, any 
research, any action that 
reifies Israel as unchanging 
fact.
That reifies Israel as eternal 
victim.
That reifies Palestine as 
Israel’s eternal victim.
No longer any art, any 
research, any action that 
has given up.

We see you, we hear you. We 
 see you, we hear you.

Don’t get lost in yourself. 
Remember, our enemies are 

those who made history, 
and they will use your 

desperation to try to turn 
you into their gun.

Dear Comrade,
no longer any art, any 

research, any action that 
reifies Palestine as a stand 
in for genocide. No longer 

anything that doesn’t 
believe in liberation.

That thinks good spirit is 
good enough

//
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No longer any more buying 
into what they called 
history.
No longer any victims!

Dear Comrade,
When they colonized, 
they thought they began 
history – truth is they ended it.

Palestine can be its renewal!

History will begin again!

//

No longer any victims!
No longer this terrible 

History!

Now, if  Israel is the end of  
history,

From the river to the sea!

///

Dear Comrade,
I was unable to leave my bed, 
when you sent me a message 

explaining to me that you 
do not want to spend time 
anymore with me, because 

I was not doing enough, 
for Palestine. You sent this 
message to me after many 

of  my attempts to get in 
touch with you because I was 

feeling mentally unwell. I 
had been staring at my walls 
in a silence that got so loud 

it’d made me mute. Then 
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“There was no reason to be 
in this position except that I 
stepped up”,

“step up”

they evicted me, and I was 
staring at the walls from the 

outside, still unable to speak. 
For someone I remember 
being so good at checking 

in, you chose to check out. 
Instead of  any hints as to our 
friendship, your message was 

filled with virtue signalling 
and reeked of  martyrdom.

you wrote. Perhaps there was 
also the fact that you had 

time, savings, a life with no 
expenses, and a breakup you 
needed to process somehow, 

to back you up on your 
decision to

(some odd choice of  
language, don’t you 

think?). There is nothing 
revolutionary about stylizing 

yourself  as a martyr, mind 
you. There is nothing caring 

in it either, waving the 
flag of  self-righteousness. 
Movements like ours are 

so fragile, letting your ego 
get out of  hand only makes 

them more so. Remember 
that next time you tout your 
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it is never enough. Never 
enough to serve God, serve 
Morality, serve Revolution!

contributions to the Cause. 
You have turned activism 
into a religion. And once 

you have done that –

Never enough serving, once 
you have become a servant. 

And once part of  this 
religion, you can only look 

down on the heathens, on 
those who do not serve.

Dear Comrade,
I did a Hitler salute 

today – just like Césaire said 
I would! I did not really do 

it. I would never do it. Of  
course not. I only did it in 

my head. Sometimes I lose 
sight of  what we mean when 

we say liberation, because 
it felt so, so liberating, and 
it made me think that there 
was something none of  us 

understood. Something about  
letting go.

Did you know that the Red 
Army lounged in old hotels, 

after the revolution? To 
restore themselves, before 

the Party would finally fully 
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We use a tired word from 
another century,

to conjure up a spirit of  
revolt.

But where is the
spirit that saves us?

So many obstacles in
the way of  love.
Ama Ataa Aidoo said,
so many obstacles in
the way of  love.

comrade, dear,

you are hot metal,

Just to be clear: The 
insurrection was not 
represented. I now tell you 
about it, just to be sure we 
are on the same page,

take over.
Grotesque, isn’t it?

dear,

But where is the
spirit that saves us?

But where is the
spirit that saves us?

So many obstacles in
the way of  love.

Dear,
hold me,

hold me,
I slip away, into myself,

And I become all the world.

//

//
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that there was no revolution, 
and that largely everything 
remains the same.

about the news this year.

It wasn’t.

It’s news.

It’s not.

It’s news.

It’s not.
It’s not.

just to be on a page,

Just to be clear

Where was the international 
news in May, when 

thousands in Amsterdam 
took over the university, 

the city, and stopped police 
busses? When thousands 
won in Amsterdam? Was 

that in the news?

But when Halsema says 
there’s a pogrom of  Jews?

It’s news.

When thousands are out on 
the streets of  the city?

It’s not.

When some TVs in some 
stupid school are smashed?

It’s news.

When they take us away 
into buses at night?

It’s not.
It’s not.
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It’s news.
It’s news.

It’s not.
It’s not.

It’s not.
It’s not.

It’s not.

It’s news.

news.

the truth was so difficult 
to understand and that’s 
because

REDACTED!

Better not let Him know 
everything. The father, the 

But when Wilders says it’s 
the Gaza of  Europe?

It’s news.
It’s news.

When they’re beating us up, 
on the street, in plain sight?

It’s not.
It’s not.

And when they take away 
our demonstration rights?

It’s not.
It’s not.

When they snatch a 
Palestinian in broad 

daylight?

It’s not.

It’s not

The news was false and 
that’s because

the truth was 
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But where is the spirit that 
saves us?

where is the spirit that 
saves us?

“We lost our way many 
times – in a world full of 

answers it’s hard to hold 
a question, when all you 

know is what feels wrong. 
Friendships suffered, we 

all expected of ourself 
and each other to have the 

answer, and we fell into 
despair and mistrust. The 

joy turned sour. There was 
no nourishment for us in the 
world we were born to, and 

the initial fuel we had found 
in each other was burning 

out. It was a lonely time. And 
I blamed the State for our 
alienation – though by that 
time I was numb from the 
harm we do to each other.

state, whoever I might mean.

When all is done all costs 
too much,

Comrade Anna 
Mendelssohn wrote:

It hit me that our political 
activities arose out of  

//
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despair – that I never really 
believed that the revolution 
was possible anyway, let 
alone inevitable. […] I’d 
slowly progressed from 
world politics to city […] 
politics to local politics, till 
finally I was left with the 
smallest unit – myself.”

When to be with?

To whom do we owe our 
fracturing?

There’s no time to lose. All 
governments are looking for 
metals and turning metals to 
guns. Have you heard? Rutte 
says in five years’ time we 
might be at war. Not just a 
proxy war!

Dear Comrade, By starting it, 
of  course!

Comrade!
Hold on, find tension.

Dear Comrade,
When to feel whole again?

And when to be against?

To whom do we owe our 
fracturing?

Dear Comrade, How could 
he be so sure?

Oh, dear!

Dear Comrade,

//
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Dear Comrade,
Hold tension, hold yourself, 
and hold apart.

“We got through Reagan. 
We’ll get through this one!”

REDACTED!

Whose history are we 
talking?

it’s hot these days, I cannot 
hold myself. Like hot metal, 

I seep away, I become the 
world.

I fall apart. When Trump 
was first elected – eons ago, 

but you’ll remember well – I 
was in a clinic, remember, 

for broken spirits. And there 
was a lady there, she used to 
be active in the labor party, 
some decades ago. She also 

had broken spirits. But in this 
moment, the morning of his 

win, when we all sat together, 
as a group, with the doctor, 

she took the hands of the 
other old ladies, and she said:

Precisely!
But if  history does not

begin again, are we doomed
to fight the

once more?

Dear Comrade,
We have never been 

conscripted
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Stick together, comrade! 
Stick together!
Stick, stick together!
Sticks are out!

Throw a brick!

Watch for the front line.

Have you given up?

consolidated terror through 
depression?

And yet I feel as though I 
never have a choice.

I become hot metal, dear.

Stick, stick together!

Hold on tight!

Don’t!
Watch for the front line.

Dear Comrade,
On your shoulders,

can I rest?
Where do you lie

When you’ve given yourself  
up?

Dear Comrade,
Where do you lie? When,

In winter’s cold night,
They take your house away,

Entered through the 
backdoor,

Spied on your comrades, 
Infiltrated the movement 

with terror,

Dear Comrade,

//
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Dear Comrade,
We’ve never been 
conscripted but we do not 
have a choice.

Stick, stick together!
Sticks are out!

Throw a brick!

Watch for the front line.

The wrong flag.

Hold on –

I think they’re kettling us.

Shit.

Shit!

Why the fuck are we 
peaceful? Whoever said 
anything about peace? How 
can you be shouting –

On your shoulders,
can I rest?

They’re coming.

Stick, stick together!

Hold on tight!

Okay.

Someone waves a flag.

We don’t know which one, for 
one moment. Stick together.

Are we getting kettled?

Hier spreekt de politie.

We will use violence.

We are peaceful, what are 
you?

Stick together,

//
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they’re coming closer.

They’re lifting their arms.

Did you know a water cannon 
can kill you? And they only 
won’t use it if  you get so 
close to them, they really 
could kill you. Don’t leave!

It’s not your job to amplify 
the cops.

It’s not your job to amplify 
the lies of  the pigs!

Dear Comrade,
Were our love ever political, 
I would have given up on 
you years ago. Now, stand 
up, hold tension.

Find other shoulders.

They’re getting ready.

They’re taking out their 
goddamn sticks again.

The police just said –

It’s not my job to lie to the 
others about what they are 

saying.

Dear,
I am tired.

Dear Comrade,
Were our love ever not 
political, it would have 

ceased. So many obstacles 
in the way of  just love! 

Please, on your shoulders, 
can I rest?

Watch out!
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Watch out!

Stand upright. For war.

I care for you.

Remember it’s not about 
winning, but it’s not about 
anything less than winning.

Stick together.

Like metal, comrade!

Were our love ever political

I see you, I hear you

No justice without you.

Build the barricade.

Build it higher! Answer 
history’s call!

It was you&/

and somehow, I heard

Stick together

How could you call this a 
war?

I do not want to be beaten.

Hold me.

Hold me I fall apart

Like hot metal, dear, I 
become the world.

If  you were really here, 
comrade

We see you, we hear you

Dear Comrade,

where will you lie
When you lose?

It was never history that 
called us.

/&I

REDACTED!
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The movement was lost,

gone,

done forever until the next 
one. And the news and 
history get together and get 
high off  amnesia.

We will not.

It’s getting hot these days,

if  it’s not used on us,

and if  it’s not used in Gaza,

and if  it’s not used there,

moved,

done,

We will not.

Dear Comrade,
You’ve given me more than 
history ever has, something 
other than love which tastes 

the same as love.

comrade, where will you lie?
When it gets hot, and 
everything’s melting, 

everything floats, floats 
apart, and hot metal is 

getting shaped into a 
gun, and our depression 

becomes a bullet that,

it will be used in Gaza,

it will be used on the 
European border,

it will be used in Rutte’s 
war.
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REDACTED!
Dear Comrade,
We are here to make something 
other than history.

Dear Comrade,
We will be

Dear Comrade, Just this, 
before you go:

Surely you will not lie in 
waiting? It’s getting hot 

these days, but we are not 
here to become their guns.

We are not here
to make their history.

We are all P–
We are all Pal–

We are all

Dear Comrade,
We will be something other 

than history, which tastes 
the same as history.

REDACTED!

Better not let Him know 
everything.

Dear Comrade,  
Before you go, just this:  

I wondered, how you will 
have been, When I realised,

in some hopelessness,  
We might never meet again?

//
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One never leaves a protest 
alone.

“Never again” has always 
been a failed promise, dear

and makes a new
failing promise:

//

Dear Comrade,
The ceasefire just began.

Now they’re attacking
the West Bank.

Comrade,
someone says on

the street,

Never again rely on hope.

Always carry courage.
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People’s violence and the death  
of  the People’s University

Enkido

Structures created in colonial societies are influenced by 
neoliberal threats and blackmails, which make those who 
feel powerless in their passive part in the power structure 
of  a status-quo “society” launch attacks against those who 
are outsiders, the perceived threat to their safety. Inner 
mechanisms of  colonial structures inflict damage, almost 
with a blind mind, and a voice undistinguished from the 
oppressors’, on the living and moving structures that we 
aim to create to escape the control those institutional elites 
have over us, over our say in human history.

That is how the mirrors of  internalized oppression keep 
reproducing the same structure for centuries, and how 
neo-colonialism, pretending to guarantee our safety, is 
hanging over our heads, like rockets falling, annihilating 
communities and villages in Gaza, Sudan and elsewhere.

The weapons of  white supremacy have been used against 
activists here and there, while social structures are being 
racialized to go along the lines of  what the privileged per-
ceive as a revolution, i.e., the colonial way.

When a Palestinian person breaks out and speaks their 
own language, expresses their rage against oppression, it 
should remind all the local “comrades” who are socialized 
in colonial, racially segregated societies, not only of  their 
complicity in the survival of  the “white fathers’” colonial 
structures and schemes, the same people who are bombing 
Gaza and elsewhere. It should also push them to change 
the course of  their way of  life, their culture and alliances. 
But what if  this doesn’t happen? Or fear steps in the way?

As populations are silenced en masse, this experience 
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multiplies on the micro level as well, when it seems that the 
adequate response is to silence those who still shout out for 
real solidarity, structural solidarity versus structural rac-
ism. However, how do we create structures for living, the 
supposed outcome of  our revolutions, as we harbor those 
ideas which are hostile to our very freedom? If  the Israeli 
hooligans with their settler-colonial attacks and attitudes 
which are a daily reality for over seven decades in Palestine 
were capable of  uniting us for a shared goal, let’s just hope 
Maccabi plays a soccer match every other day.

It is through this liberating force I write, as a perceived ob-
ject of  supremacist oppression, as a Palestinian in the age 
of  dying colonialism. And should I as a Palestinian seeking 
justice be considered acceptable to the privileged rest of  
society that is refusing, or afraid, to count its privilege as 
weapons in the service of  our common freedom?

Or else afraid of  losing those privileges?
Or else afraid of  equating themselves with the rest of  us?
Do you want me simply to fit in? Then how on earth do 

you think you are calling for a free Palestine or a free any-
thing? Or is it just a pretense that you use to paint yourself  
out of  guilt? Well, listen to Kafka: 

it’s your guilt
that you take the guilt
all along
without being able
yet to metamorphose into a cockroach.

Now how do I tell my story? Without fighting ghosts/individ-
uals, and by referring to a culture where the more I work with 
its inhabitants, the more betrayed and witch-hunted I become?
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Let’s try... 

“The white fathers taught us: I think therefore I am. 
The Black mother within each of  us – the poet – whis-
pers in our dreams: I feel, therefore I can be free. 
Poetry coins the language to express and charter 
this revolutionary demand, the implementation of  
that freedom. However, experience has taught us 
that action in the now is also necessary, always. Our 
children cannot dream unless they live, they cannot 
live unless they are nourished, and who else will feed 
them the real food without which their dreams will be 
no different from ours? ‘If  you want us to change the 
world someday, we at least have to live long enough 
to grow up!’ shouts the child.”

– Audre Lorde, Poetry is not a Luxury

“I have hands that
will birth the light tomorrow.”

– Hiba Abu Nada, Soul of  Galaxy

Before the People’s University went through the phase of  
its structural death, it was aiming to be a new type of  pro-
ject, which started with the Shadia Abu Ghazaleh campus 
as a political squat and as an “unsafe” fluid carrier for the 
demands of  the students’ and popular uprising. That con-
text demanded relating the Palestinian Struggle for Liber-
ation to the geography, the nature of  struggle in the here 
and now, the temporary infrastructure that we stand upon, 
as well as the line of  resistance that goes on in the name of  
the “anarchist scene”.
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Hiba Abu Nada came in as a poet to solve the issues where 
the daily struggle falls short, as in entering those chambers: 

“Where senses find no mouth
nor a sight.
There at the shack
of  absence
in the room
of  forgetfulness
where the shivers
run through hairs
of  carpets,
where sun does
not reach the rusted
iron of  the beds.”

– Hiba Abu Nada, Soul of  Galaxy

Where only poets can reach, Hiba was aiming, while her 
words still go on in the winds created in the minds of  those 
who carry them, the faithful sisters of  the green bird, the 
bird of  novelty who feeds upon its dead self.

As the old skin falls off, the greedy ones collect it for 
profit. However, it would only turn to gold in the hands of  
those who understand its meaning, taking care of  the new 
selves that emerge in the endless renewal of  the universe. 

“I grant you and the little ones refuge,
the little ones who
change the rocket’s course
before it lands
with their smiles”

– Hiba Abu Nada, I grant you refuge
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Along the line of  Shadia’s resistance, Hiba continued, 
reaching “[t]he woman’s place of  power within each of  us 
[which] is neither white nor surface; it is dark, it is ancient, 
and it is deep” (Audre Lorde, Poetry Is Not A Luxury). 

As we examine where we are, this dominant society that 
is breeding colonialism as a form of  extreme patriarchal 
violence, let’s examine the “society” around us and in the 
“Student Intifada” in the Netherlands. This “Intifada” that 
is comprised mostly of  international students and migrant 
communities who don’t have a deep connection to the land, 
nor to the politics enacted in its forms of  governance. That 
becomes clear in the demands made to university boards 
or politicians who are complicit in genocide to resign, or 
divest from the war-machine. Those ghosts, migrants and 
students, who are merely treated as costumers, are not po-
litically represented, and, though usually seeming to accept 
their marginal role, have come out of  the closet dreaming, 
reminding all that they should have control over the means 
of  their own education and living. 

Where post-colonial education is taught with no connec-
tion to the ground, only true anti-colonial struggles like the 
one against the genocide of  the Palestinian people in Gaza, 
has shown how much of  day-to-day life feeds upon un-
questioned privileges, given at the price of  exclusion from 
decision-making when it comes to our dignity as a humanly 
organized society.

All of  this becomes mingled with the anger of  the seg-
regated, the marginalized, the oppressed by the winners of  
the wars and sustaining forces comprised by Dutch elites 
here, elites who still harbor and fend for racist structures 
that still reproduce the dynamics of  war criminals. An ex-
ample is the violent evictions faced by university students, 
and the refusal to divest from killing other people; in the 
case of  Delft Technical University public information 
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indicates active participation in genocide. The Delft stu-
dent movement for Palestine published the following text: 

“TU Delft plays an active role in the ongoing geno-
cide, and we want to address these critical points:

• TU Delft actively cooperates with Israeli arms 
companies, like Israel Aerospace Industries (IAI), 
in the development of  weapons that are being 
used on Palestinians in Gaza right now. 

• TU Delft is among the top five partners of  Israeli 
Aerospace Industries, with nine different collabo-
ration projects. IAI is a significant contributor to 
the Israeli army, supplying drones, aircrafts and 
missiles to name a few, and is also responsible for 
the Iron Dome of  the settler-colonial state.

• TU Delft, through its longstanding agreement 
with Lockheed Martin, the largest arms produc-
er, helps develop and produce the fighter jet F35 
which the Israeli Defence Force uses to brutally 
kill Palestinians.

• TU Delft collaborates with multiple Israeli uni-
versities, all actively participating in the violation 
of  Palestinian rights and serving as pillars of  Is-
rael’s colonization, genocide, and apartheid.”

In a zine published by the Chilean Collective Vitirina  
Dystopica, under the title Infrastructure and Dignity. Trans-
border Friendships and Strategic Inclinations the following 
can be read. The students’ mobilizations of 2006 and 2011 
composed an “organic layer” which Colectivo Bagual say 
the following about: “We are not composing a sole discourse 
of the community, but rather articulating memories of what 
everyone is asking, based on their struggles, through the 
force of composting non-capitalist forms of life.”
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Maybe for these non-capitalist forms of  life to be un-
derstood I would borrow the next text from the same zine:

 
“What is it then, this desert, this devastation? It is an 
institutionality that has made the void official, and 
as such, has also made official the savage race to save 
yourself. The privatization of  everything, including 
water, and therefore, the plundering of  both human 
and non-human nature, does not constitute a unique 
kind of  organizational model. Rather, what it seeks 
to do is to articulate an anthropology. It seeks to es-
tablish a symbolic universe, to assemble a world, or 
to put it even better, to administer its ruins.”

Now as a mystic understanding, of  what is called the Unity 
of  Existence (that we are of  the nature of  the Universe). 
Let’s see what nature this “symbolic universe” of  capital-
ism is capable of  bringing about, through remembering the 
Assad regime in Syria which has finally fallen, remembering 
how some teachers, preachers, community leaders or even 
theater directors, or family members have recreated the 
death(ening) image of  the imperial rule in Syria, basically 
through copying the powerful resembling the face of  that 
rule which is the dictator’s. 

How does this copying and mirroring of  structures 
that naturalize the human in a certain way, become nearly 
inevitable? 

Say you study in those schools, your form of  living is hu-
manly organized, and within this symbolic universe you 
grow your values, a “universe” that is vaguely related to 
nature, no ceremonies that connect death to the renewal 
of  the soul but rather a philosophy that treats death as a 
nihilist approach to living.
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Say nothing exists outside the function of  the state, i.e. “the 
empire”!

no moon!
and no stars are seen above our dead eddies.
– what functions the best then?

Is what we seek without it, or want to know through nature,
the outsider, the other neglected self.

– what if  you dare not ask?

“I have seen situations where white women hear a 
racist remark, resent what has been said, become 
filled with fury, and remain silent because they are 
afraid. That unexpressed anger lies within them like 
an undetonated device, usually to be hurled at the 
first woman of  Color who talks about racism.”

– Audre Lorde, The Uses of  Anger: Women Responding 
to Racism.

Audre continues: “But anger expressed and translated into 
action in the service of  our vision and our future is a liber-
ating and strengthening act of  clarification, for it is in the 
painful process of  this translation that we identify who are 
our allies with whom we have grave differences, and who 
are our genuine enemies.” 

(This process can also be seen unfolding during the Pales-
tinian liberation struggle. Which allows my vision in this 
article to exist through history.)

So to speak about this anthropology is to speak about what 
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is in the empire, where human force benefits from the crime 
against Earth, its animals and communities, different cul-
tures and philosophies, where we buy our proposed “safety” 
with violence, and fear. Hegemonic models of  power and 
capitulation to elites who offer privileges to sustain rac-
ism and crime, those are the roots of  western imperialists’ 
“dream of  justice”, a dream identified by the ability to 
recreate crimes endlessly and benefit from them financially, 
without the least accountability or touch of  remorse.

As we will start to uncover the grasp of  colonial power 
over individuals, so we will be ready to face the very rea-
sons for our oppression. An opportunity we could use to 
face and change them. 

For many though, it means to pull back and get scared, 
namely “going back to normal”, and this is where safety 
comes back again and again in the colonial scheme of justice, 
justice for “freedom-phobic” societies. We remember the  
Israelis who don’t surrender to the idea that the Palestinians 
are under attack, not themselves, in their perceived privi-
leged state of being the murderer or the weapon of the crime. 

However, they definitely feel attacked because their op-
pressive ways are being questioned, so they have to change, 
or remain in the safety of  the crime.

Since August I have been carrying a dream within me. August 
was a special month, as it was nearly empty, this People’s Uni-
versity, and I had the time to look at Hiba, read the forms of  
knowledge she created as a poet, a human who was killed with 
mass-murdering weapons, in one of  the many genocides 

that Gaza 
and the rest of  the world
has mentioned  all over our dead bodies, 
our martyrs
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are alive in our words.

We wanted to create a grave for their bones to resurrect, we 
could but only alone.

Truth remains that colonial scheme society

did not let us finish our work, and again

turned wall-made ears to our calls and 
                actions towards true justice.

(for now at least)

and for obvious reasons.

The tools we use to scrutinize ourselves and our differences, 
are decapitated by the capitalist system, whether we like it 
or not, this forms the society in which we live, the problems 
exist in each individual;

The struggle only brings it up to the
level of  the surface where we can
talk about it, and learn from it,
excavate resilience from healing it
and transforming our ways of  living
looking at each other,
looking at the stranger deep in our bodies.

When the struggle hits momentum we find no escape from 
the shape of  those structures which we recreate even blindly 
a lot of  times. The city, Amsterdam, has its own dynamics 
and rules of  power. First of  all the dynamics of  a “ruler 
society”, one that organizes and sustains power relations 
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within structures of  colonial functionality. Therefore, the 
structure goes against any model of  emancipation as an 
internal dynamic, as a leaning inside the body, to be ruled 
by a figure of  “safety”, that is offered within the colonial 
state’s power and scheme of  justice.

Under the pretense that while it “allows us to live, we 
defend it”, what’s the connection between power mentality 
and such a scheme then? The question of  survival is ruling, 
therefore there is something that is outside the empire, it is 
what we aim outside it, our black mother, the sister outsider. 

But what has emerged? What changed the dynamic of  
the “ruled” students and people and let them demand? 

Demand what? 

Divestment from the crime of  genocide? Yes! 

Any crime? Perhaps!

In any case, the demand to have a say over their own desti-
nies, or dignity.

The experience of  the Chilean collective gives us a door to 
open and understand our muddy futures with. Our blood-
ied histories! But also a possibility to enrich our futures 
with the powers collected in those collective dreams: 

“However, the vigor of  the challenge and daring of  
October [referring to October 18, 2019] does not only 
belong to the instituent forces, but rather, to a large 
degree, to the ethical pe-eminence that returned po-
litical validity to the act of  ‘rescuing the day to day’, 
to the everyday practices with which we affirm the 
desire to have a life, but not just any life, but a life 
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worth living. It is an ethical and political concern that 
arises in the heart of  the question over the reproduc-
tion of  everyday life, revaluing the arts, techniques, 
daily and micro-political experiments with which we 
build a life in conditions given by death.”

So here we, the people, students among us, defend the val-
ue of  living above all structures of  death, over the tongue 
of  the official void.

“Acknowledged, our dreams can shape the realities 
of  our future, if  we arm them with the hard work and 
scrutiny of  now. We cannot settle for the pretenses 
of  connection, or for parodies of  self-love.”

– Audre Lorde, Eye to Eye: Black Women, Hatred, 
and Anger

These structures will need an intimate scrutiny that we need 
to learn how to bear, otherwise fear will make us neglect 
again, and walk back from those powers that have arisen on 
the streets and universities. The powers launched by Octo-
ber 7th, these lights of  scrutiny will address our differences 
too, which we can use to flourish.

“Those differences include questioning privileges of  
colonial societies, as to “turn away from the anger of  
Black women with excuses or the pretext of  intimi-
dation is to award no one power – it is merely another 
way of  preserving racial blindness, the power of  un-
addressed privilege, unbreached, intact. Guilt is only 
another form of  objectification.”

– Audre Lorde, Sister Outsider
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I also learn from Audre to recognize my position and there-
fore make it clear for others and myself. It is the position 
of  someone born in the camps of  the Palestinian diaspora, 
who can smell the de-metabolization of  the student move-
ment and the feeling of  disintegration between its own 
organizing groups. At least a sense of  temporal guilt that 
will be added to former guilt(s) sustained by silence and 
complicity, bitter throats, who by perceiving themselves 
through powerlessness could not stop yet another genocide. 
A queer Palestinian migrant, looking at patriarchy as a 
global trend of  governance and management of  the human 
force represented as nation-states.

This point of view is inescapable, same goes for a Pales-
tinian living under Israeli and colonial bombs in Gaza, or a 
Palestinian living under the oppressive fascist regime of the 
Israeli state. On the lands of Palestine, I would have to live 
the same inescapable condition wherein survival is mixed 
with capitalism which reproduces the weapons for murder-
ing me, my kids, my laughter and people at every step of its 
unfolding from the realms of the possible crimes based on 
colonial control. A reality which is not separated from the 
machines of reproducing those empires and their philoso-
phies of annihilation of the Other, of the outside being.

This Other, this Outsider, the one who penetrates the 
status quo by merely existing and speaking their own voice, 
makes me, and us who choose the path of  no-return, differ-
ent with the knowledge we uphold, we do not recognize the 
“realities” that are inscribed by crime, but we see a different 
world of  possibilities.

The UvA staff  member (representing a staff  committee 
that took organizing lead from the students after summer 
holiday of  2024) was screaming at us in a protest in Am-
sterdam, or the protest coordinator in the Hague, when they 
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both told us to abide by the rules imposed by the police, or 
by whatever was agreed on. While we don’t belong a cen-
timeter to this culture of  cultivating the acceptable form 
of  “resistance”, this fact and act of  not belonging make us 
look like an enemy to people who are among the ranks of  
our very movement.

Any given structure or proposed obedience to the neolib-
eral fascists, those ruling elites of  the Netherlands or else-
where, falls under my scrutinizing nose as capable of  mak-
ing a crime, if  not involved in one already, as a sustainer of  
the crime against people, people in general and everywhere. 
Meanwhile Mark Rutte, from his new chair, advanced fear 
and war as a reality in Europe: “It is time to shift to a war-
time mindset. And turbo-charge our defence production 
and defence spending.” (Speech by NATO Secretary Gen-
eral Mark Rutte at the Concert Noble, Brussels, Dec 2024.) 

For those who refuse to see us as similar, Europe is pre-
paring for war, its colonial leaders are preparing at least. 
And not its people who are still, especially in the case of  
northern Europe, not capable of  organizing against it, swal-
lowing the logic of  power and the necessity of  war. Which 
means even those who claim to defend their perceived 
“safety” made possible by racist structures, will end up wit-
nessing and being subject to war their still living grandpar-
ents have gone through, still carrying the scars of  it, gen-
eration after generation, the accumulation of  defeats and 
capitulation, the European people have grown accustomed 
to it, while we on the other sides of  history, are growing 
accustomed to the accumulation of  genocide.

With racism being the status quo and arrogance being the 
defensive force, if  not violently, it would be vaguely at-
tained by forces of  vulnerability and neglect. Which cause 
can we teach?
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“The human is the cause”

– Ghassan Kanafani

Stopping to use our ancient specters at the service of  the 
market?

What is it to free Palestine for fuck’s sake?

From what?

“Fingers of  a little child
pointing at the five directions,
casting accusations of  little birds,
at the night and at the sun,
at the confused
and at the conscious,
at the silence
and at the radio.”

– Ahmad Dahbour, Haka’tha

This is the story of  Palestine,
complicity is divided into the air
justly
among those who claim to be free.

So, to the store-front societies where the convenience of  
living trumps the interests of  those who are below, the out-
siders flying over the administered living:

– the same humans they are racing/ themselves

let them race my heart
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let them rot,
grave is the difference between our moons
and their neon lights.

Again and again
تعري غربتي يا زمن الإبادة

When will our Black people’s voices and calls, our migrants 
who fled wars started by the same system of  capitulation 
and surrender to the logic of  power, when will we be heard? 
We have spoken for centuries for the safety of  all, not just a 
racialized or privileged group to be saved.

We have spoken for all of  us,
for our Earth
and the deep dark knowledge
of  the Black mother in each of  us
who whispers, I feel so I can be free.
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TEXTS

 11 DARK BEFORE THE DAWN
 Zayyan 
 27 SPEECH, MAY 6TH
 Liana Saif is a Palestinian-
Jordanian historian and religious 
studies scholar working as an 
assistant professor at the University 
of Amsterdam.
 37 SPEECH, MAY 6TH
 Ayala Levinger is a member 
of Erev Rav, an anti-zionist Jewish 
collective based in the Netherlands.
 49 STATEMENT BY UVA SCHOLARS AND 
STAFF FOR PALESTINE, MAY 7TH
 59 SPEECH, MAY 7TH
 Jamil Fiorino-Habib is a lec-
turer at the University of Amsterdam.
105 CALL FOR A WALK-OUT BY DUTCH 
SCHOLARS FOR PALESTINE, MAY 13TH 
108 SPEECH, MAY 13TH
 Dr. Jacob Engelberg is as-
sistant professor of film, media, and 
culture at the University of Amsterdam
115 TESTIMONIES, MAY 13TH
 The Netherlands Student 
Intifada Archiving Project was 
founded shortly after the events of 
the second week of May 2024 by a 
coalition of activist collectives: 
Amsterdam Student Encampment, Workers 
for Palestine, Samidoun, Mokum Kraakt, 
and UvA for Palestine. They set up 
this archive to preserve the memory 
of the uprising; to collect evidence 
of police violence; to shape the 
narrative of the events; and to learn 
tactical lessons for future protests.
127 RESPONSIBILITY CLAIM FOR 
PROPERTY DESTRUCTION AT THE UVA
129 STATEMENT BY THE SHADIA ABU 
GHAZALEH CAMPUS OF THE FREE   
PEOPLE’S UNIVERSITY, MAY 26TH
133 HOW TO ASSEMBLE A MONUMENT
 gra.si.students4palestine is 
a grassroots collective formed by art 
students from the Rietveld and Sand-
berg Academies in Amsterdam. Emerged 
during the Palestinian solidarity 
actions in Amsterdam, gra.si’s efforts 
condemn the institutions’ art-washing, 
silencing and complicity in the geno-
cide of the people of Palestine.
189 TO MY CLASSMATES AT THE UVA, 
WITH LOVE AND RAGE
 Audrey Fabbri is a student, 
writer and activist.

193 A CHOREOGRAPHY OF ESCALATION
 unknot
211 AFTER THE BARRICADES
 Jarmo Vincent is a writer and 
activist based in Amsterdam.
223 RADICALIZATION IS  
BURNING INCENSE
 Audrey Fabbri
225 IN OUR THOUSANDS, IN OUR  
MILLIONS, WE ARE ALL PALESTINIANS
 Anbu
231 DEAR, COMRADE (A PLAY)
 Lola Swindles is a writer and 
performer living in Amsterdam.
259 OUR LOVE IS TERRORISTIC

Çağlar Köseoğlu is a poet. 
The original Dutch version of this 
poem appeared in De Internet Gids. 
The English translation originally 
appeared in Social Text. Köseoğlu 
read this poem on the 28th of May 2024 
during a teach-in at the Roeterseiland 
campus when it was appropriated by 
staff and renamed the Al Aqsa campus.
261 PEOPLE’S VIOLENCE AND THE
DEATH OF THE PEOPLE’S UNIVERSITY

Enkido is a poet and per-
former living in Amsterdam.

ART

173 BETWEEN GAZA AND ME
 Amal Al Nakhala is a 
Palestinian visual artist from Gaza 
who holds a Bachelor’s degree in 
English literature. She considers art 
to be both a personal and political 
expression. Her artistic identity is 
deeply inspired by her surroundings, 
turning them into visual narratives.
206 CUT-OUTS
 Mango Lassi is an activist 
and creative freelancer.
217 RECONSTRUCTING MEMORIES: THE  
DYSTOPIA OF THE POLICE STATE
 Shanaya is a writer, 
activist, and student. Special thanks 
to Coco-fish, Sparrow & Tipi Wright.
227 ART BY GOLROKH NAFISI
 Golrokh Nafisi is a chil-
dren’s book illustrator, animator, and 
puppet maker engaged in the contem-
porary conceptual art scene. In her 
works, she covers daily events, lives 
of ordinary people, and the politics 
of the societies she lives in.



PHOTOS

  5 Amsterdam Student Encampment
A small group of protesters puts 
up tents and occupies the lawn on 
Roeterseiland.
  6 Alina Lupu
  8-9 Alina Lupu
 10 Kristian Soisalo
 17 Alina Lupu
Protesters block a �journalist from 
photographing the encampment.
 18  Alina Lupu
Barricade on the side of Plantage 
Muidergracht.
 19 ↑	 Alina Lupu
Barricade at the bridge crossing 
Plantage Muidergracht.
 19 ↓	 Alina Lupu
Activist kitchen De Sering arrives to 
serve food at the encampment.
 20-21 Alina Lupu
Nieuwe Achtergracht is renamed after 
Bassel Al-Araj, a Palestinian writer 
and activist murdered by zionist 
forces in 2017.
 22 Alina Lupu
 23 Kristian Soisalo
Barricade on the side of Nieuwe 
Prinsengracht.
 24-25 Kristian Soisalo
Barricade on the side of Plantage 
Muidergracht.
 26 Kristian Soisalo
 33 Kristian Soisalo
 34-35 Kristian Soisalo
The encampment is attacked by a group 
of zionist hooligans, who throw fire-
works and try to beat people up. The 
protesters manage to quickly drive 
them back.
 36 Alina Lupu
After the attack, bricks are lifted 
out of the pavement and used to 
strengthen the barricades.
 40 ↑	 Alina Lupu
Protesters work on reinforcing the 
barricades.
 40 ↓ Ilaria Monese
 41 Kristian Soisalo
 42 Alina Lupu
Solidarity demo on the other side of 
Nieuwe Prinsengracht.
 43 Kristian Soisalo
 44-45 Ilaria Monese
 46 Ilaria Monese
 47 Anonymous
The Roeterseiland lawn, the morning 
after the eviction.

 48		 Arseny Pesterev
 52 Arseny Pesterev
 53 Morris Faber
People gather on Roeters�straat to 
protest the eviction of the previous 
night.
 54 Arseny Pesterev
The protest march on Weesperstraat.
 55 Morris Faber
 56-57 Morris Faber
 58 Morris Faber
The march is blocked by the police on 
Weesperstraat.
 64 Morris Faber
The march reaches Oudemanhuispoort.
 65 ↑		 roos
 65 ↓		 Alina Lupu
 66 Alina Lupu
 68 Alina Lupu
 69 Wassila Aarab
 70 Wassila Aarab
 71 Alina Lupu
 72-73 Wassila Aarab
 74 Wassila Aarab
Graffiti on Binnengasthuisterrein.
 75 Morris Faber
The occupied Academische Club, 
seen from Grimburgwal.
 76-77 Morris Faber
Barricade on Binnengasthuisterrein.
 78 Morris Faber
Barricade on Oudezijds Achterburgwal.
 79 Alina Lupu
 80 ↑  Wassila Aarab
 80 ↓  Wassila Aarab
Barricade on Oudezijds Achterburgwal.
 81 ↑  Wassila Aarab
Barricade on the far end of 
Oudemanhuispoort, the gate to 
Kloveniersburgwal.
 81 ↓  Wassila Aarab
Barricade on Oudezijds Achterburgwal, 
facing Binnengasthuisstraat.
 82 Wassila Aarab
Barricades on Binnengasthuisterrein.
 83 Wassila Aarab
Supporters have gathered beyond the 
Barricade on Grimburgwal.
 84 Wassila Aarab
Protesters ask for silence, to be able 
to hear the police announcement.
 85 Wassila Aarab
Police storms the barricade on Oude-
zijds Voorburgwal.
 86 Wassila Aarab
Protesters behind the barricade on 
Grimburgwal.
 87 Wassila Aarab
Fire extinguishers found in the 



building are used as a means of 
defense against the police on 
Grimburgwal.
 88-89 arthigan
 90 Marnix van Bokhorst(@urra35)
Police kettling the support demonstra-
tion on Oudezijds Achterburgwal.
 91 Kristian Soisalo
Police clearing the barricade on  
Oude�zijds Achterburgwal.
 92 Wassila Aarab
 93 ↑		 Wassila Aarab
A street medic tends to one of the 
protesters.
 93 ↓  Wassila Aarab
The protesters are beaten back and 
kettled.
 94 Wassila Aarab
The kettled protesters are allowed 
to leave via Binnengasthuisstraat. 
Many of them join the crowd that has 
gathered in support on Rokin.
 95 Marnix van Bokhorst(@urra35)
A protester blocks one of the city-
buses coming to transport arrestees, 
Rokin.
 96 Lucian Dragut (@luciuscezar)
Protest on Rokin
 97 Marnix van Bokhorst(@urra35)
 98 Kristian Soisalo
Riot police on Rokin blocking the way 
to Langebrugsteeg.
 99  Marnix van Bokhorst(@urra35)
100-101 Juli Kiiriak
102 Faust Stierman
After clearing Rokin with a charge, 
a police line moves down Reguliers-
breestraat towards Rembrandtplein.
103 ↑ Kristian Soisalo
Police charge the protest on Rokin.
103 ↓ Kristian Soisalo
Activists on top of Joseph Klibanski’s 
sculpture The Thinker, Rembrandtplein.
111-114 Morris Faber
Police presence during the walk-out, 
May 13th.
116 Ilaria Monese
Occupation of the ABC building, 
Roeters�eiland campus.
124 Morris Faber
126 Ilaria Monese
131 Alina Lupu
The Shadia Abu Ghazaleh campus of the 
Free People’s University, on the day 
of the opening.
132 Alina Lupu
Gathering inside the People’s 
University.

The images on pages 47, 115, 119, 120 
and 123 are anonymous contributions 
from the Netherlands Student Intifada  
Archiving Project. 

The messages on pages 7-94 are taken 
from the AMS Encampment Announcements 
group on Signal.

Cover photo by Marnix van Bokhorst 
(@urra35)
Back cover art by Golrokh Nafisi, 
after a photo by Alina Lupu

In editing the pictures for this book, 
we have been careful not to expose 
protesters, especially in situations 
where their actions might be in 
conflict with the law, and generally 
avoided including photos where 
people’s faces were recognizable. 
However, to accurately portray the 
events, this was not always possible. 
Since people were not engaged in any 
illegal activity in the photos we 
included, we felt this did not pose 
an unacceptable risk. As a result, 
in some photos, some people are 
recognizable.
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