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STRIKE’S 
FEATURED 

ARTIST: 

Sabrina Hinojosa is a local 
artist who focuses on 
sculpting, poetry, printing and 
a variety of other mediums. 
Sabrina also serves as an 
editor of Strike Magazine. 
Hailing from Escondido, 
California, Sabrina has had 
her work featured in various 
art shows and events in both 
California and Texas. 

How long have you been 
interested in the arts,

and what first piqued 
your interest? 

Sabrina: My first love, sculpture, 
came at a very early age from 
three definitive influences: 
   
The first, like every other 
awkward & ugly middle child’s 
story would have to be growing 
up constantly trying to pull 
yourself out of the shadow of 

your sibling. If you’re lucky like I 
was, you too were blessed with 
an extraordinarily talented older 
sibling you could never outshine 
and the learned persistence that 
comes with that.  
   The second being a “making-of” 
PBS special on Nick Park, a stop 
motion animation powerhouse 
and the creator of Wallace 
& Gromit. 
   And last but certainly not 
least, Todd McFarlane (creator 
of Spawn), who over the decade 
has definitely become my 
greatest inspiration. 

What, do you think, 
caused you to gravitate 

towards the particular artistic 
mediums through which you 
now express yourself? 

Sabrina: I’ve always been rather 
drawn inside myself, I spend a 
great deal of my time just 

SABRINA HINOJOSA 
talks about her art, her 
creative process and the 
role her work plays in her life.
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watching and listening. I think poetry 
especially but sculpting and printing 
too are all about inner perspective and 
reflecting on those things you have seen 
and heard and how they trickle down to 
everything else. It’s okay to be a little bit 
gloomy and strange in the type of work I 
do, which in itself is appealing to me. 
   One of my favorite poets, Phil Kaye 
gave a talk not too long ago entitled 
“Why Do We Tell Stories?” that 
completely changed my perspective on 
a lot of what I do. He believes that we 
tell stories to figure out what it is to feel 
alive. To accept you have a story is one 
thing but to share that story is another. 
I never wanted to be a famous poet, 
sculptor or printmaker but I do love a 
good story. 

Are there aspects of those 
mediums that you think helps one 

compliment or influence the other? Do 
you have a favorite?

Sabrina: Everything is a mirror image 
of itself. I write about my life, how it used 
to be and how I wish it was. I sculpt 
representations of myself, and other 
things... and I make multiples of 
irreplaceable moments. I like to hold on 
to things almost as much as I like to let 
them go and I think sculpting, writing 
and printing are wonderful ways of 
accomplishing that. 

   I’m not sure I have a favorite, though 
it seems that lately I’ve made more 
time to print than anything else. It’s 
interesting. It makes my hands hurt, 
makes a huge mess yet is simple 
looking and clean when it’s finished and 
best of all you can make as many as you 
want all the same, but all different and 
then share them. 

Do you feel you’ve grown as an 
artist since you started? Do you 

feel your art has changed anything 
about you?

Sabrina: Of course I’ve changed, or at 
least I’d like to think so. Every artist’s 
greatest fear is to stagnate. I think 
accepting I am an artist and there’s 
nothing I can do about it has given 
me a better opinion of myself, and a 
somewhat sense of belonging which is 
something I’ve been struggling with for 
a great deal. 

What keeps you engaged in 
your work?

Sabrina: The Devil. 

What do you hope to capture 
with your work? What inspires it? 

Who inspires it?

Sabrina: I’m not sure what I want to 
capture with my work. I think initially 
it was to get to know myself better, 
to build faith in my abilities and find 
worth/value in myself. That’s a 
never-ending process, honestly. I think 
the consistent want for self-recognition, 
acceptance might not be an inspiration 
but it certainly drives you. 

pg. 2      pg. 35featured artist continued poetry continued

“Why so secret?” she pressed

her hand went lightly to the arm

in a cafe watching rain at the window

the touch was intention

thoughts fell to horrors of ‘has-been’ trust

eyes took to the rain

urges came to speak

urges to explain

thoughts accuse “Would you think less..?”

thoughts haunt, “I’ve seen them burn.”

by weapons of intimacy

“I’ve seen them all burn.”

Stir coffee hot swirl

smoldering cream sweet

Tilt head smile

“Let’s not talk about it?”

 

[untitled]
gloria vasquez



Flowers suspended in your bedroom closet.

Up side down

Wilted

Feet
Tip toe tapping on the dashboard

Pollen scattered.

How alive you looked the day

I let you push grass through your toes for the first time

Not confined to my bedroom walls

Wild.
Days
Spent
Hanging on a thread

That you pawed as it dangled above you

Lucid.

To the girl who only ever

Took her own name in vain,

I am sorry.

Kneel down on weak knees

Find you’ve fallen asleep under the bed while hiding

From
Loud things.

Limbs tucked neatly beneath you

Quivering

I tried to make you hug me once

Your arms were too small to wrap around me

Orange and cream.

You were crying to get out

Struggling to break free of

My two good hands.

I pretend you are still living

Waiting for me to slink

Slunk
Back into milk colored bath water

Drip-dry on the matted carpet

Lick water droplets off my ankles

Treat the moisture on my fingertips like candy

And rub my calves dry.

Even now I look down and curse my frail wrists

My two good hands.

Could not hold you

Hard enough.

Ever.
My diamond.

My orange and cream

My friend.

My second chance.
[wilted feet]
sabrina hinojosa

Tell us about the typical routine 
of finishing a certain project — be 

it poetry, sculpting or printing. How 
long does a project usually take?

Sabrina: They all take far too long: days, 
weeks, months even. Finishing any and 
all projects involve lots of swearing and 
cigarette smoking. To be honest, I don’t 
have much of a routine, or formula. I 
write as it comes to me, in sporadic 
lines, phrases and pieces throughout 
the weeks until it feels finished. 
Sculpting and printing plays out the 
same way really; I’ll tear a sculpture 
apart ten times if I have to until it feels 
done and I can move onto the next step. 

Which of your projects, do 
you feel, was the most fulfilling, 

and why? 

Sabrina: My Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing 
(Self-portrait) sculpture is probably my 
favorite. I like to think its the first piece 
I’ve been genuinely proud of. 

Tell us about your experiences in 
past shows where your art has 

been featured. What was a highlight? 

Sabrina: I participated in the Scaling 
The Wall graffiti art show at the Cella 
Satellite Galleries in North Hollywood 
not too long ago. It was extraordinarily 
humbling. I was privileged enough to 
collaborate on a tree sculpture/
installation with not only a dear friend 
of mine but a mentor as well, Agapito 
Doronio i.e. Proto and received so 
much support and encouragement 
from the whole Collective Aesthetics 
design community. I, for the first time, 
really felt a part of something wonderful
and important. 
   I also participated in a Paperworks 
show a few years ago that I enjoyed. 

I almost never draw, and when I do it’s 
all secretive and weird so it was nice to 
finish some 2D pieces for once. 

Where do you feel you are, at this 
point, with your art? What do you 

hope to see happen as you continue to 
grow as an artist?

Sabrina: Right now? At this very exact 
moment? I’m at war with it. I don’t make 
enough time for it, which translates 
to not making enough time for myself. 
Unfulfilling retail jobs and a bad habit for 
biting off more than I can chew always 
somehow ends up pushing the most 
important things to you to the back 
burner. I’d like to quit that soon. I’ve
always clenched on to the idea of 
making art for art’s sake. Simple 
concept, really. Not to force my opinions 
or ideals, not to persuade. Just to be 
human. Just to feel alive, that’s the goal. 
I just hope I have a good story to tell in 
the end.
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          snowfall of ash wafting from 
burning debris fell amidst the 
bonfires that illuminated that April 
night in Brixton. Just hours before, 
street battles had erupted between 
youth and police - bricks, bottles and 
petrol bombs had raked the lines of 
the embattled officers as they 
surrendered the ground of Railton 
road to the rioters.
   In the lyrics to his song “Di Great 
Insohreckshan,” dub reggae poet 
Linton Kwesi Johnson described 
the 1981 riots that shook the 
racially mixed community south 
of the Thames as such:

it woz in april nineteen eighty wan

doun inna di ghetto af Brixtan 

dat di babylan dem cause such a frickshan

dat it bring about a great insohreckshan

The riots 
that rattled 
British society 
in 1981 were a consequence of years 
of pent-up social discord, the roots of 
which lie in the preceding years that 
saw a rise in a violent and resentful 
reaction towards the evolving cultural 
and ethnic makeup of the country. 
Economic recession had opened up 
new strains in the relationship 
between white working class Britons 
and the incoming immigrants from 
the old commonwealths. A nationalist 
trend established itself in this time 
span, embodied by neo-fascist political 
parties and movements - such as the 
National Front (NF), British National 
Party (BNP) and British Movement 
that still seek power to this day.
   The chaotic nature of the time would 
be captured in the music of the period, 
where artists not only chronicled the 
epoch, but also found themselves 
as combatants on either side of 
a battle line.

Ghost Town

   “Do you remember the good old days 
before the ghost town?

We danced and sang, and the music 
played inna de boomtown.”

A snowfall of ash 
wafting from burning debris 
fell amidst the bonfires 
that illuminated 
that April night 
in Brixton.

by Raul Alonzo

the GUNS 
OF BRIXTON

art as resistance series:
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Have you seen my brother? 

Dying, some have gasped to say,

Now becomes the powder-keg lover.

What house built smother;

(We three sons ran far away),

Have you seen my broken brother?

Colonel tried to kill us and our mother,

Blood dues our love-language pays

From him, the powder-keg lover.

Scotch and fists, have another.

Bagpipe records grate night from day.

Have you stopped wandering yet, my brother?

My brother’s own alcoholic time and druthers,

Beckons back the black and blue jay

To the nest of the powder-keg lover. 

Bare foot jig between cross sword blade and cover,

Nose bleeds onto ripped scout sweatshirt to stay; 

I conjure up my sixteen-year-old brother,

In the vice grip of the powder-keg lover.

[have you seen 
my brother]
thomas murphy



   The post-World War II years in 
Britain brought a soaring labor 
shortage the government sought to 
alleviate by encouraging immigration 
from the commonwealths and former 
colonies around the world. 1948 saw 
the arrival of the first large group of 
West Indian immigrants from Jamaica 
aboard the MV Empire Windrush-of-
ten noted as the beginning of 
multiculturalism in Britain.
   With these and subsequent arrivals  
came the cultures the newcomers had 
known back home. Reggae saw a rise in 

Jamaica after the former colony 
gained it’s independence from Britain 
in 1962 and the music would make its 
way across the Atlantic where British 
youth embraced it, giving rise to the 
mod subculture and the “skinhead 
reggae” of bands like Symarip and 
the Pyramids.
   Throughout the 60s and 70s, punk 
rock had grown to become the music 
of choice for many working-class 
youth. Subcultures grew out of 
sub-genres, such as the fast-paced 
aggressive Oi! which became a favorite 
of skinhead youth, a mod subculture 
originally influenced by the “rude 
boys” of reggae and ska music. The 
skinhead revival of the late 70s took 
it’s cues from the stripped down, raw 
music of Oi! and Street Punk. Most of 
these new sub-genres were apolitical. 
However, many Oi! bands were 
polarized between the far-left 
(Angelic Upstarts, The Oppressed) 
and the far-right (Skrewdriver). 
   It was during this time that 
organizations like the National Front, 
a white-only political party that 
advocated for an end to immigration 
and the beginning of repatriation, 
began reaching out to the disaffected 
white working-class youth. Utilizing 
the language of the street culture the 
youth considered a way of life, bands 

like Skrewdriver held concerts in 
support of the NF and many young 
skinheads found themselves marching 
in anti-immigrant demonstrations. 
Neo-Nazi skinheads often showed up 
to the punk shows of bands like Sham 
69, which was fronted by anti-racist 
Jimmy Pursey, to engage in brawls 
that eventually led to many bands 
seeking security for their concerts. It 
became dangerous to walk the streets 
alone as a minority due to gangs of 
white supremacist skinheads that 
often attacked and savagely beat or 
killed those they cornered.
   The climate of hate was seen
scrawled on the walls throughout the 
inner cities. Graffiti with slogans like 
“Wogs Out Now,” “Keep Britain White,” 
“Canonize Hitler” and “House Britons 
First,” began appearing on walls along 
with stickers bearing the message“Has 
your neighborhood been infested or 
is it still all White?” This tension was 
felt particularly in racially diverse 
neighborhoods, like Brixton, where 
economic policy had led to a loss of 
many inner city jobs. Combined with 
rising immigration into these areas, 
the time was ripe for politics to play   
on racial fears.
   In following years, the NF would 
move from the fringes of the political 
spectrum to positions of legitimacy. 
Hundreds of National Front 
candidates began appearing on 
ballots alongside mainstream 
parties and, through their tactics 
of fear-mongering and race-baiting, 
managed to push the 
Liberals into a 
fourth place 
position in many 
cities throughout 
the country.

If the Kids 
Are United
   
   “We want Rebel 
music, street music. 
Music that breaks 
down people’s fear of 
one another. Crisis 

You take a stranger’s life

And hide it under your shirt.

You take it home and make sure 

The neighbor’s don’t see it.

You smuggle it past your mother 

Who’s in the kitchen pouring water 

Into a pot of beans.

This life you’ve taken fits

Under your mattress.

It whimpers like an orphaned pup 

And you hush it

With promises to release it.

But you won’t.

You’ve always thought

It was a good idea

To have a life to spare,

Like the spare tire in your trunk, 

Just in case someone came along 

And took yours.

[you take a 
stranger’s life]
octavio quintanilla
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Early morning, the moon 

On one side of the road,

The sun on the other.

I’m driving down a stretch 

Of Texas highway.

The barbed wire keeps

The cows and coyotes in. 

Sometimes a rabbit or a feral hog 

Escapes and it’s crushed

By an 18-wheeler.

Their splatter reddens

The asphalt.

Not long ago I saw a kid

In jeans and blue cap

Climb over the fence.

I was driving fast,

about eighty mph,

And through the rear-view mirror 

I saw him jump

and land on his feet.

He adjusted his cap,

And with the moon

on one side of the road

and the sun on the other,

he headed North.

music. Now music. Music that knows 
who the real enemy is. Rock Against 
Racism. Love Music Hate Racism.”  
- Temporary Hoarding (first editorial)

    Antifascists had been steadily 
organizing against the NF 
throughout it’s rise, but as the 
party began making gains in the 
mainstream, more sections of the 
community began taking notice 
and taking action.
   A turning point in antifascist 
organizing came with 1977’s Battle 
of Lewisham. When the NF scheduled 
a march through New Cross and 
Lewisham, they faced a counter-
protest that eventually erupted into 
violence. Police broke out the first   
riot shields used outside of Northern 
Ireland as bricks, smoke bombs, 
bottles and bags of rotten fruit began 
flying through the air. The counter 
demonstration also saw a wide turnout 
of the minority community for the first 
time. As the crowd swelled to 5,000, 
an older woman opened the window 
to her apartment and placed a large 
speaker facing the crowds below. 
Culture and street politics come to a 
junction as Bob Marley’s “Get Up, 
Stand Up” poured forth from the 
speakers, jolting the counter 
demonstrators with energy. Battle 
lines were clearly being drawn not 
just politically, but culturally.
---------------------------------------------------------
Enoch Powell, a Conservative 
member of Parliament had delivered 
his famous “Rivers of Blood” speech 
of an impending race war in Britain 
in 1968. The speech further polarized 
working class communities. Dock 
workers in London protested, bearing 
signs that read “Enoch was Right,” in 
support 

of Powell. It was this sort of support 
that made anti-immigrant platforms 
appear lucrative enough to organize 
around for NF candidates. 
   One musician who sympathized 
with this position was none other 
than Eric Clapton. During a concert
 in Birmingham, an intoxicated 
Clapton voiced his support for the poli-
cies of Powell:
   
“I think 
Enoch’s right... 
we should send 
them all back. Throw the wogs out! 
Keep Britain white!... I used to be into 
dope, now I’m into racism. It’s much 
heavier, man... This is England, this 
is a white country, we don’t want any 
black wogs and coons living here. We 
need to make clear to them they are 
not welcome. England is for white 
people, man. We are a white country.”
   It was this tirade, coupled with other 
flirtations with fascism espoused by 
other rock artists at the time, that 
prompted photographer Red Saunders 
and others to write a letter that was 
printed in NME:
   “Come on Eric ... you’ve been taking 
too much of that Daily Express stuff 
and you know you can’t handle it. Own 
up. Half your music is black. You’re 
rock music’s biggest colonist. You’re 
a good musician, but where would 
you be without the blues and R&B? 
You’ve got to fight the racist poison 
otherwise you degenerate into the 
sewer with the rats and all the money 
men who ripped off rock culture with 
their cheque books and plastic crap. 
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We want to organize a rank and file 
movement against the racist poison 
in music. We urge support for Rock 
Against Racism.”
   The call received over 600 
replies within a fortnight. Organizers 
went about setting up  RAR club in 
Leeds where shows were played week-
ly to drum up 
support for the cause. 
For 18 months, 
bands of 
the reggae and 
punk genre 
played 
together to 
emphasize 
the need for 
black and 
white 
unity. 
Bands like 
Aswad, the 
Ruts, Misty 
in Roots, Steel 
Pulse, Generation X and the Slits took 
the stage. The magazine Temporary 
Hoarding, was published to get the 
word out of upcoming RAR shows. 
Youth across the country began orga-
nizing their own RAR chapters 
in their communities.
   The coalescence of this organizing 
would be the 1978 Carnival Against 
the Nazis that was to take place in 
the East End of London - deep in NF 
territory. By this time, the NF was   
beginning to feel the  pressure. In the 
weeks leading up to the Carnival, 
the  neo-Nazi  group Column 88 
delivered two 
parcel bombs 
to the 
Communist Party 
headquarters and 
the Nupe 
national trade 
union. Not far from 
where the concert 
would be held, 
10-year-old 
Kenneth Singh 
was found dead 

with eight stab wounds to the back 
of his head.
   The night before the concert, 
Anti-Nazi League activists camped 
out on the stage to protect it from 
being attacked by NF thugs. The next 
morning would exceed all 
expectations of the organizers.

   Beginning in Trafalgar Square 
with a march 

organized by the 
Anti-Nazi League, a 

procession of some 
10,000 people 

made their way 
to Victoria 
Park, the 

designated area 
for the concert. 

At the head of 
the march, which 

stretched for 5 
miles, the reggae band 

Misty in Roots played steel 
drums from the back of a truck 

flanked by the yellow roundels of 
the Anti-Nazi League, the red and 
pink stars of the RAR signs and 
buttons, and the enthusiastic 
faces of youths from all walks of 
life, ethnicities and subcultures.
   More and more participants arrived 
from all over the country. Finally, by 
the time the headliners (Tom 
Robinson Band, The Clash) took the 
stage, the crowd stood at 80,000.
   London punk rockers, X-Ray Spex, 
were first up with a full set including 
their hits “Oh Bondage Up Yours!” and 
“Germ Free Adolescents.” Following 
would be the reggae band Steel Pulse 
who performed their song “Ku Klux 
Klan” while satirically donning the 
white hoods of the hate group. 
   Tom Robinson launched into his 
BBC-banned “Glad to Be Gay,” 
challenging the audience to recognize 
not simply racial oppression, but the 
oppression of all groups. Following 
would be a legendary set by The 
Clash, with Sham 69’s Jimmy 
Pursey joining the band for a 
performance of “White Riot.

Through plaster walls I hear the wailing 

Of my neighbor in pain.

She casts her screams like a fishing net 

Over the night’s undertow.

I want to say a prayer,

But the words clog

At the root of my tongue.

Dios te salve, Maria...

I imagine someone is with her,

Taking her hand,

Soaking her forehead

With a wet towel.

Maybe her daughter,

Or her son,

Anyone brave enough to sweeten

Her lips with drops of water.

I imagine someone enters my room

And keeps me from falling off the bed.

But someone is always falling.

Our first grief is what sets our house on fire. 

By this light, we travel

Across the wire of the night.

[through 
plaster walls 
I hear the wailing]
octavio quintanilla
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The concert was seen 
as a huge success. 
Subsequent Carnivals 
would be held in other 
cities around the 
country, attracting 
groups like the 

Buzzcocks, Elvis Costello and Stiff 
Little Fingers. The emerging 2-Tone 
movement, which combined Jamaican 
ska with a distinctive punk attitude, 
exemplified the flowering of
multicultural unity on stage with 
the multiracial makeup of such 
groups as The Specials, the Beat 
and the Selecter. 
   In the following week, the NF would 
fail to secure any seats in local 
elections and support fell. By the 
1981 Leeds Carnival, headlined by the 
Specials, the NF as a political force 
was in disarray and faced a split. Their 
electoral support fell and, as noted by 
longtime NF organizer Martin 
Webster, much of this was attributed 
to the party’s inability to organize 
events without the presence of the 
ANL and RAR wherever they went.

The Guns of Brixton

“You can crush us/you can bruise us/
but you’ll have to answer to/oh, the 
guns of Brixton...”

   Though the NF was shattered as a 
party, the victory only defeated the 
visibly racist  organizations 

and not 
those tied 

to the 

institutionalized racism found in the 
government or police forces. 
   The Conservative government, led by 
Margaret Thatcher, pushed through 
neoliberal reforms that would cripple 
the nation’s unions while granting 
sweeping powers to the police forces 
that regularly injected themselves 
into the lives of those found in 
impoverished areas like Brixton, 
Toxteth and Chapeltown. The 
unpopular sus laws, for example, 
allowed police to randomly stop and 
search suspects - a practice targeted 
primarily at the minority youth
in impoverished communities.
   During Swamp 81, an operation 
undertaken by the Brixton police 
that saw them randomly stop and 
search over 1,000 individuals within 
a 5 day period, tensions between the 
community and police grew to the 
highest it had ever been when 
the rioting finally broke out on 
April 11th.
   Such tensions had not gone 
unrecognized by musical artists at 
the time. The Clash’s “The Guns of 
Brixton” captured the growing 
discontent with the law two years 
earlier - combining the band’s 
early punk sound with a more 
reggae-influenced beat. 
   “Ghost Town,” by the 2-Tone ska 
group, the Specials, is hailed as being 
indicative of it’s time as well, with the 
lyrics capturing the feelings brought 
about by the economic downturn and 
hopelessness perceived by inner-city 
youth. The song was released right 
at the time when riots were erupting 
throughout the country.
   Other songs would include Eddie 
Grant’s “Electric Avenue,” MCs Roy 
Rankin and Raymond Naptali’s 
“Brixton Incident,” and The Selecter’s 

“Bristol and Miami,” which 
drew
parallels with the Miami 
riots of 1980-sparked by 
the death of Arthur 
McDuffie at the hands of 
four police officers.

I planted another garden because

I wanted to smoke enough cigarettes to line the bed

That the seeds would sleep on

And to pick the rose that would grow 

From the cigarette butt stained with my lipstick

But nothing will ever grow

Because I don’t even smoke

And the only thing I could plant

Would be my withered bones

I like your rock bottom bad jokes 

And your sea deep eyes

Melt into the ocean below

That keeps my blood

Vessels afloat
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arlynnda norgaard
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Maybe if you told me 

that I’m supposed to feel  

whole. 

That I should have feelings 

be reciprocated,  

and stride smoothly around here. 

Maybe if I felt entitled 

to new beginnings  

in strange cities 

in big rooms that are empty 

and promising 

with the sunlight streaming in 

not too hot like where I’m from, 

but a reminder, 

“Yes it is cold here. 

Yes you are new, 

but you deserve this warmth 

and you deserve this life. 

Now run, run, run, tiger. 

Run until you want to stop, 

and when you do we’ll be here 

to reassure you that you were hurtling 

at a steady speed.” 

Maybe I could run now. 

Maybe it would be enough.

[spaces]
erika galindo

   Though emblematic of their time, 
such songs have found new relevance 
in today’s world. The police shooting 
of Mark Duggan is widely seen as the 
spark that led to the riots that shook 
the UK in 2011. 
As Darcus Howe noted during an 
interview against the backdrop of 
debris cleanup in Croydon:
   “Our political leaders had no idea. 
The police had no idea. But if you look 
at young blacks and young whites, 
with a discerning eye, and a careful 
hearing, they have been telling us and 
we would not listen...”
   It would be important to note that 
such laws have made their way to 
the US. The American version is 
called “Stop-and-Frisk” and the 
growth in police presence in minority 
communities have led to the 
deaths of youth such as Ramarley 
Graham and Kimani Gray at the hands 
of police. Such actions have led to 
widespread discontent between the 
community and police.
   The resurgence of the 
extreme right in Europe is 
another cause for concern. 
The global recession has seen 
a return to immigrant
bashing taken up again by the 
National Front in the UK and 
the neo-Nazi Golden Dawn in 
Greece, which gained seats in 
that country’s parliament, and 
the Front National of France 
which took over 15 percent of 
the vote in the last elections. 
The signs of growing discord 

have  ways of appearing normative, 
particularly when the processes 
that lead to it are grounded in an 
institutionalized framework.  
   There are means, however, that
 one can access to hear the voices 
of those under institutional repres-
sion. Culturally, one can look to the 
music of the period, produced by the 
artists on the ground, that capture 
the essence and fevers of the time. 

The arts   provide a universal means by 
which the voices of the dispossessed 
can be captured. 
   Through such observation, culture 
can also provide a bulwark against 
repression, as seen by the RAR 
Carnivals. Culture is not simply the 
continuation of tradition, or the 
capturing of a particular historical 
moment, but the redefinition of 
tradition in forwarding a more 
enlightened current.
   It is by remembering this that we 
should historicize this particular 
moment, in order to understand the 
similar conditions giving rise to racist 
ideologies, both visible and institution-
al, today. Brixton, be it 1981 or 2011, 
is a city with a story mirrored across 
the world - locked in the context of the 
historical moment - where it resides as a 
tinderbox of multicultural society, 
constantly on the threshold between 
social discord and cultural flowering. 
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[shoes for 
my parents]
erika galindo

If I could tell you 

how proud 

I am of you

and how sad I feel

when I 

see you in

your shoes

the same

shoes

that you bought 

because

they were on sale 

and
you don’t like to

“waste money”

on things

for yourself.

it’s not because 

you are modest

we know 

that you are modest

it’s because you 

believe that

you shouldn’t 

“waste money”

on things that

you call

“fuckeries”

but we all 

need
shoes

you say

sometimes

with your eyes

that 
shoes
cost money 

because they 

help us 

stand with 

dignity

and that’s not 

something that 

they want us 

to have

our dignity

but we all

need 
our dignity

one day

you will buy

shoes
for yourself

and it will be

because you saw

in yourself

the necessity 

to keep

standing

because there 

is space 

for us to keep standing

it will be

the same space

that they 

took away

with 
the dignity 

they stole

when they gave us 

the idea that

the dignity,

like our lives,

cost money.

   China Miéville’s talk on “Guilty Pleasures: Art 
and Politics,” delivered at Socialism 2012, points 
socialists in some interesting directions as regards 
our critique of  art. As there have been some 
interesting arguments on Facebook recently that 
I’ve participated in – particularly around Quentin 
Tarantino’s Django Unchained, but also things like 
Homeland which I’ve written lengthy critiques of  
before – I thought now would be a good time to 
remind everyone, including myself, of  the outlines 
of  China’s critique.
   China says that one axis of  our appreciation 
of  art (for which term, let’s include every cultural 
product regardless of  medium or quality, just for 
the sake of  utility) is the political worldview a 
certain piece of  art has underlying it. As socialists, 
we are particularly sensitive to this category for 
obvious reasons. We know, for instance, that art is 
never politically value-neutral in class society as it 
can reinforce patterns of  class, gender or racial/
national domination. In capitalist society, most of  
the assumptions of  artists as a special breed of  
intellectuals have this effect on their work.
   At the same time, however, a piece of  art can 
also propose a politics of  liberation in either a 
broad or narrow sense. Most art doesn’t lie entirely 
on one side or another of  this axis as it can lie 
somewhere in between based on countervailing 
pressures of  the official ideologies Gramscian 
“common sense”, and the equally common 
notions the oppressed or exploited have pointing 
toward their liberation.
   It is common for socialists to recognize that a 
particular piece of  art embeds politics of  oppres-
sion in some way or another. There are two typical 
responses to this.
   The first is we can swear off  any art that does 
this, condemn it and refuse to appreciate whatever 
relative merits it may have. Logically, this position 
tends to reduce itself  to absurdity. I have seen 
some leftists write that they refuse to watch 

The Wire because the worldview it promotes is 
based on a strange breed of  Fabianism. This 
particular breed believes structures of  domi-
nation, such as the police department, can be 

reformed with the right people put in charge.
   As a result, I think that more often than not this 
reductive and agitational position is only in very 
rare cases completely consistent. Because all art in 
class society, or nearly all art, reflects the influence 
of  systems of  domination, to embrace it 
completely means we wouldn’t ever be able to 
enjoy anything that doesn’t spring fully-formed 
from the mind of  a revolutionary socialist.
   This means concretely, I think, that people who 
embrace this position are highly selective about 
where they apply it. The consequences of  this 
can look somewhat bizarre. In the past couple of  
months I heard a person condemn the film Lincoln 
because it doesn’t include any black characters. In 
the next breath, the same person also claims Django 
Unchained as an anti-racist masterpiece despite the 
fact that it reduces the talented tenth to the talent-
ed ten millionth in the case of  the title character; 
the only other options for slaves laid out were to 
be completely passive or to actively collaborate 
with the slave owners, as in the case of  Samuel 
Jackson’s character.
   I say this without accusing anyone in particular 
because my appreciation of  art has been equally 
deterministic at times. Well after I had transitioned 
from scifi and fantasy geek to revolutionary 
socialist, I looked back on my youthful infatuation 
with the work of  Tolkien as a particularly 
regrettable part of  my past. The homage to feudal, 
courtly values paid in every page of  his work kept 
me from seeing the reasons why I’d once 
appreciated the professor; his keen sense of  

toward a 

holistic 

revolutionary 

critique of art

by Bill Crane
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Si pudiera decirte 

lo orgullosa 

que estoy de tí

y que triste me siento 

cuando te 

miro en tus 

zapatos

los mismos 

zapatos 

que compraste porque 

estaban baratos y

no te gusta 

“gastar dinero”

en cosas 

para tí mismo.

 
no es porque 

eres noble

ya sabemos 

que eres 

noble

es porque tu 

crees que no 

debes
“gastar dinero” 

en cosas que tu 

piensas que son 

“chingaderas”

pero todos 

necesitamos

zapatos

aveces

dices
con tus ojos 

que los 

zapatos 

cuesten dinero

porque

nos ayudan 

a pararnos con 

dignidad

y eso no es 

algo que 

quieren 

que tengamos.

la dignidad. 

pero todos

necesitamos 

la dignidad

un día 

comprarás 

zapatos 

para tí mismo

y vas a hacerlo 

porque 

tú mismo

verás 

la necesidad

de estar

de pie

porque hay 

espacio para 

nosotros para estar 

de pie
va hacer el 

espacio que 

con la dignidad

no nos 

permitieron 

que nos 

robaron 

cuando nos dieron 

la idea que 

la dignidad, 

como la vida

cuesta dinero. 

[zapatos para 
mis padres]
erika galindo

adventure, his wonderful devotion to world-build-
ing being rightly so influential, and romance and 
myth have made him a hero to generations. It 
was only after reading pieces by China and John 
Molyneux that I was able to arrive at a nuanced ap-
preciation for The Lord of  the Rings, long-cherished 
books and movies that I had rejected in the past.
   So what I’m saying in other words is that a 
perspective that uses the axis of  “progressive/reac-
tionary” as its main determinant is more often than 
not applied incredibly selectively. This works both 
ways, jumping from politics to quality and from 
quality to politics. We might assume a work is bad 
because we find its political worldview distasteful, 
as in the example I gave of  my changing appraisal 
of  Tolkien.
   I have had less success thinking of  an example 
of  the reverse, since fiction with an agitational pur-
pose is usually only interesting in how it fails. I have 
never been particularly fond of  Upton Sinclair, 
the socialist author most famous for The Jungle. As 

someone smarter than me 
once said, allegorical fiction 
(which includes agitational 
fiction) is hard to take 
seriously because even its 
own characters realize that 
what they’re doing isn’t real. 
Of  course, this only really 
applies in fiction. I don’t 
think that poetry, theater, 
music, etc., are forced to 
abide by the same limits.
   So if  we don’t like a film 
or a book, this may have a 
conditioning effect on how 

we see it politically – it will probably be negative. 
Similarly, the reverse is true: art we do like can be 
discovered to have good politics on a somewhat 
shaky basis.
   An example: I really enjoy Stieg Larsson’s Millen-
nium trilogy. I think the books are very entertaining 
and I am glad, in a general sense, that a series that 
speaks so unabashedly for women’s liberation – 
even using force – has had such an effect on mass 
consciousness. At the same time, as a revolution-
ary socialist, I find the absence of  any notion of  
collective struggle rather disturbing for a work of  
its nature as I do with storylines that put the main 
characters in the position of  collaborating with 
“progressive” people in the Swedish state 
apparatus against its own security forces and the 
far right. Larsson was a revolutionary socialist as 

well at one point in his life, being a member of  the 
Swedish section of  the Fourth International.
   I also don’t happen to think that as art, 
Millennium ever really rises much above the level 
of  pulp – a fact due in no small part to the central 
character, Mikael Blomqvist. Blomqvist seems to 
me a male fantasy rendered in a very unfeminist 
way. Somewhat oddly, I seem to agree more with 
the hyper-sectarian World Socialist Website on 
this than my own organization. Even if  they are a 
scab operation run by half-psychotic scum, broken 
clocks and so forth.
   In a conversation I had with some comrades and 
other general left-leaning folks a while ago, I 
mentioned these things when the subject of  Millen-
nium came up. One comrade, whose company I’ve 
always cherished, had the most curious response; 
the gist of  which was that Lisbeth Salander’s 
lovingly described vigilantism had a progressive 
purpose because in the context of  the books she 
stood in for the working class. I found it hard to 
formulate a response to this.
   But I digress. The other axis of  our chart is 
quality in the most general sense. Obviously the 
judgment of  quality is a very subjective affair, the 
reasons for which I’m not very interested in. We 
can get around this by dealing in terms of  works 
whose quality or appeal is generally recognized, 
which I’ll get to in a second.
   Laying emphasis on the axis of  quality over 
the axis of  politics also leads in some strange 
directions. The most popular one we are very 
familiar with. Something like this: I like x even 
though x is reactionary, right wing, reinforces 
power relationships of  class/gender/race-
nation-ethnicity. Obviously this can be a legitimate 
response to the distorting impact of  relying overly 
much on the political axis. But I would argue its 
effect is just as distorting.
   To return to the example of  Tolkien, I have 
heard generally left-wing people absolutely refuse 
to consider the reactionary attitudes to women and 
non-Europeans in The Lord of  the Rings. Tolkien 
was on the record about this: “they [orcs] are (or 
were) squat, broad, flat-nosed, sallow-skinned, with 
wide mouths and slant eyes; in fact degraded and 
repulsive versions of  the (to Europeans) least 
lovely Mongol-types.” (It’s less often recognized 
that the dwarves are in part an equally racist 
caricature: they represent the Jews, who in Tolkien’s 
mind had an irrational love for gold, spoke their 
own languages and never really tried to fit in with 
the larger society around them.)
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   There may be hardly any women and it’s said that 
orcs may represent a more than vaguely 
Sino-phobic caricature but, why should that detract 
from our appreciation of  it as a text? I think to 
argue this is to place a barrier in between ourselves 
and a true appreciation of  Tolkein’s universe – 
which surely requires us to appreciate the mind 
of  the creator and how it was affected by the 
surrounding class society with all its prejudices. To 
say this doesn’t involve the intentional fallacy, the 
application of  which post-modernism has utilized 
to turn a useful piece of  advice into its opposite.
   What I’m arguing for in short is a holistic 
revolutionary socialist approach to art and culture. This 
is very much in the tradition of  literary 
revolutionaries - Marx, Engels, Trotsky, Lukács, 
Brecht and Benjamin - who argued that the 
understanding of  the conditions of  production 
for any work of  art was key to the understanding 
of  the work of  art itself. The political critique can 
be allowed to trump the critique of  quality, or vice 
versa in this form of  inquiry.
   I’ve been overusing it lately, but I think the 
phrase “concrete analysis of  concrete conditions” 
put forward by Lukács is really the secret of  the 
Marxist method. The method includes all criticism 
but specifically for us, cultural criticism. So we have 
– the concrete analysis of  concrete art.
   One example I find incredibly useful, raised 
by China in his talk, is that of  Joseph Conrad’s 
Heart of  Darkness. This is a wonderful book in 
my opinion, among any reasonable “top ten” of  
English-language literature in the modern era. 
However, Conrad explicitly intended his book as a 
plea for the “enlightened colonialism” of  Britain, 
his adopted homeland (a point of  view given voice 
repeatedly by Marlowe, the narrator), against the 
supposedly more savage rule of  King Leopold in 
the Belgian Congo.
   Heart of  Darkness is a work of  such importance 
that using just one axis of  critique I have outlined 
will not suffice. This has not stopped the literary 
and political left, however, from praising it as a 
work of  literature while pointing to the supposedly 
limiting conditions of  its imperialist politics (a 
critique advanced much by Chinua Achebe and 
other post-colonial African writers).
   What China says about Heart of  Darkness is that 
we should consider another avenue of  critique. As 
the novella is a product of  a colonial culture, what 
were the things that made it compelling in a society 
whose common sense regarded colonialism as a 
positive? In other words, Heart of  Darkness may 

be compelling precisely because of  its reactionary 
stand on colonialism. Form and function are, after 
all, united in a dialectical whole – which should get 
us to consider that Conrad’s book is compelling for 
the same reasons it is politically reactionary.
   The water gets even more muddied if  we take a 
closer look. At the same time that Conrad’s implied 
author is a proponent of  colonialism, the char-
acters and events in his own novel revolt against 
this view. Much has been speculated about the 
character of  Mr. Kurtz, whose brilliance is told of  
from the beginning of  the book, but when he ap-
pears, he barely says anything. I refer most of  all to 
a line that is as famous as it is misunderstood: “The 
horror… the horror!” Part of  the misunderstand-
ing is of  course based on Francis Ford Coppola’s 
Apocalypse Now, which seems to adapt the novel 
only in how Coppola misinterprets every part of  it 
in the most systematic way one could imagine.
   Now, as someone who loves Heart of  Darkness, 
what I understood Kurtz means by “the horror” 
is not the horror of  the darkness and barbarity he 
has been reduced to in the “savage” Congo – it 
is his realization that the comfortable, sedentary 
bourgeois way of  life he enjoyed back in Europe 
is based on the systematic acts of  exploitation and 
barbarism he engaged in as a colonial official in 
Africa. Surely one could not ask for a better literary 
condemnation of  the system of  imperialism, even 
if  it is only implied.
   Lukács was noted for his view that literature 
was only progressive if  it exposed the dynamics 
of  the whole society – the capitalist system as an 
internally mediated totality. Based on this notion, 
he tended to reject all forms of  literary expression 
outside realism as reactionary. His view has often 
been reduced to the point of  caricature. It is never 
noted, for example, that in the context of  the 
struggle against fascism, Lukács’ view was linked 
to an attempt to salvage Enlightenment rationalism 
- something that he thought for better or worse 
was part of  the Marxist heritage. Nevertheless, his 
views did incline to a certain purism which was 
not helped by his embrace of  Stalinism – see for 
example his incredibly unsubtle denunciations of  
writers of  such stature as Franz Kafka, Virginia 
Woolf  and Rabindranath Tagore.
   I don’t mean to comment on the long-running 
debate between Lukács and Brecht – I’m not sure I 
fully understand it although Brecht’s notions seem 
closer to my own impressions of  the truth. But 
Lukács’ notion that we can judge art in terms of  
how it exposes the totality of  social relations strikes 
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[patty whack] 
erika galindo
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me as a useful guideline, or at least a reminder of  
what good art can accomplish. It is also a useful 
corollary of  Marx’s, and especially Engels’ own 
views on art – that good political art does not 
accomplish its point through propagandizing, but 
through subtle subversion of  the existing social 
relations. This incredibly hard goal has only been 
reached by a very few political authors, among 
whom I might mention China himself.

   Another way of  
putting the case is 
the following: We 
would never have 
to think about art in 
a nuanced political 
way if  there were 
no good fascist 
artists, This is, of  
course, not the case. 
To restrict ourselves 
to literature alone, 
there have been 
some wonderful 

authors of  the far right. Some of  these, off  the 
top of  my head, are Louis-Ferdinand Céline, Pierre 
Drieu La Rochelle, Knut Hamsun, Gabriel D’An-
nunzio and Yukio Mishima.
   To describe their art as a fundamentally political 
intervention in society – that is, political in a 
fundamental sense – should not stop us from 
appreciating what they do, and especially how they 
do it. Trotsky’s essay on Céline pointed to the 
contradictions inherent in the author’s worldview 
as shown in his first novel, Journey to the End of  the 
Night. Trotsky concluded that the disgust with the 
hypocrisy and barbarism of  bourgeois society that 
drips from every page of  Journey could go one of  
two ways: Céline would either see the light of  revo-
lution, or he would adapt himself  to the night. We 
know in retrospect which way this played out.
   The question of  fascist art might be a bit 
of  a heavy example to use. So I will end with 
considering a different one: that of  cultural kitsch, 
especially in its reaction to the war on terror. I 
mean primarily Homeland, which I seem to keep 
coming back to in my writing.
   From my perspective, Homeland is an enjoyable 
show. It is not great art, but so little TV is. TV is 
functional as it is meant to entertain and explain at 
a very basic level. This, Homeland does admirably. 
I see it as very compelling and interesting even as 
I recognize that what it does is to reinforce and 
justify the intervention of  the US government into 

foreign countries and its repression of  native Arab 
and Muslim communities; it’s fundamentally racist 
and imperialist. 
   Unfortunately if  you praise the merits of  a 
show in this genre among socialists, in my 
experience, you tend to get accused of  sharing 
some of  its values or at least ignoring them. This 
is very different from what I’m trying to do. At a 
fundamental level, most cultural products of  the 
Homeland variety share the same values but surely 
we should have a bit more to say about them than 
“that’s racist” or “that’s imperialist”? Shouldn’t 
these declarations (perfectly true, mind) be fol-
lowed by some sort of  exploration of  how racism, 
imperialism, etc are perpetuated?
   This brings up something else, very important 
I think, in China’s guidelines: The idea of  art 
as a “guilty pleasure”. He says that whether the 
guilt comes from bad politics or poor quality, it is 
fundamentally dishonest. There is no real guilt in 
pleasure, except the kind that is staged and perfor-
mative in the declaration of  a “guilty pleasure.”
   It’s related to the tendency among people – not 
just socialists – to take something amiss when 
someone else disagrees on cultural and artistic 
preferences. All too quickly, a civil discussion on 
x cultural product can turn into something along 
the lines of  “You don’t like x? You bastard!” (or, 
of  course, the reverse, which I have experienced). 
Something which, as China says all too rightly, is an 
expression of  commodity fetishism – to prove his 
point, many of  us hissed during his talk when he 
mentioned he dislikes The Wire.
   One caution I have here is against a sort of  rela-
tivism that China’s critique implies. As an example, 
I think there are some really great left-wing movies 
out there: Reds, Matewan, Norma Rae all come to 
mind. Would it be a complete distraction to believe 
that some of  their appeal comes from the very 
clear way in which they propose a politics of  lib-
eration? I think this would be to miss the point in 
a pretty major way. The reverse of  this is, as China 
mentions, that if  all your favorite books are written 
by fascist authors, it likely says something about 
your worldview.
   I don’t mean all this to be systematic, much less 
advisory in any way. I would only offer my hope 
for a deeper and more systematic critique of  all art 
on an intelligent political basis. Conclusions can be 
drawn as the result of  further conversation.

“Yarmouk camp” [refugee camp]
How many times are you going to travel?
And for what dream?
And if you returned on this very day
To what exile are you returning???

#2

#3

“The culture of division and useless cancellation 
is paid work for the youth of Palestine”

“The people want potatoes with milk”

“The field marshal is 
with the military”

“Down with the military 
government, down with the 
Field Marshal!”

“Thugs”

“you son 
of a 
bitch!”

“Bashar, you’re 
free to go!”

“Traitor!” 

“Secret 
police!”  

 “Revolution!” 
“Collaborator!”  

“Committed Communist”

“I’m a leftist 
sheikh”

“fighter”

“Islam!” 

#2 [image on right]
Yarmouk camp is a major 
refugee camp for 
Palestinians in Damascus, 
Syria. The situation for 
Palestinian refugees there 
has become dire since the 
outbreak of hostilities in 
Syria. The image reflects 
on the fact that 
Palestinians are not only
refugees in Syria but also 
exiles in their own country.

#3 [image below]
In this image the red, green and 
yellow clothing of the people in the 
front represent the colors of Palestine. 
The people in the background represent 
the revolutionary crowds in Egypt and 
Syria. Represented here is a critique 
of Palestinian leftist youth. Despite 
their politics they are paid off by the 
Palestinian Authority to keep their 

demands small and not directly 
challenge the power structure, 
while, in contrast, Syrians and 
Egyptians are calling for the ends 
of their governments.
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untitled
8x10 linoleum print
Arlynnda Norgaard

It is at the same time criticizing U.S. 
capital influence in the West Bank as well 
as Hamas. “Ana mish Kafir” is a popular 
song by Ziyad Rahbani throughout the 
Arab world. It’s a leftist response to 
Islamist accusations of traitorous 
behavior by Islamist. The basic argument 
is that secularism isn’t the problem; 
The problem is western consumerism 
and capital.

In the left panel, the people are 
protesting high gas prices, poverty and 
their separation from family and friends 
in the West Bank as well as the internal 
political divisions between Hamas, Fatah 
and other secular Palestinian groups. 
Elements of Hamas are calling the people 
traitors and collaborators for protesting 
the economic situation instead of 
maintaining a loyal silence in support
of Hamas. The weapons pointed at the 
people demonstrate that Hamas and 
secular groups within the Palestinian 
Authority are operating against the 
interests of the people.

Translations from the Arabic  
& contextual assistance 
by Jess Martin

Palestine solidarity activist and Arabic 
translator, Jess Martin, sheds some light 
on the contextual implications of Islam 
Ashour’s work

#1.  
The two panels in this image are 
contrasting the relatively economically 
privileged situation in the West Bank 
with the dire poverty in the Gaza Strip, 
and the politically ridiculous demands in 
the West Bank while people in Gaza don’t 
have fuel to cook with or heat 
their homes.

The right panel references Salam 
Fayyad, the Prime Minister and Finance 
Minister of the Palestinian Authority. 
Like most key PA figures, he is known 
for passing out bribes for political 
support. He is also closely aligned with 
the U.S. and has major policy 
disagreements with Hamas.

“Poverty”

“In the West” 

“The salaries aren’t 
enough, Fayyad!”

“You traitor, you collaborator!”

“Gaza...We’ve had enough of gas for 50 shekels!”

“Unemployment”

“Division”
“Division”

#1

“I’m not a kafir 
(unbeliever/infidel), only 
the Iphone is kafir”

“The G
ala

xy 
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We are Flies. 

As pure as snow, we are flies.

A mass of re invented leisure , misled and cut out like paper mache dolls, 

contending with the idea that we need the volume of silence turned up 

louder, because the wind seems to blow us away with its booming gusts and 

violent sways.

The same audible sound as of bombshells to the clasped ground, as of finger 

tips hitting stringed instrument, as of flesh to flesh.

This is the part where we turn into robots, and our hearts turn to machine 

hearts and our minds’ to machine minds, we enter the program and default 

our lives to non human.

We live blind and happy.
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Artists and
 journalists also 
organized a 
number of 
peaceful sit-ins 
and solidarity 
demonstrations 
in front of 
the various 
human rights 
organizations 
in the occupied 
territories. 

ML: What has 
your personal 
experience with 
the occupation and the IDF (Is-
raeli Defense Forces) been like?

IA: My own experiences are 
like those of any Palestinian 
citizen living in Gaza. We suffer 
through the sieges by the IDF. 
Electricity is often cut off, 
sometimes lasting for hours. 
I can’t really summarize all the 
things that have happened, nor 
do I like to talk about them. In 
1987 the occupation forces ar-
rested my oldest brother. He was 
imprisoned for 5 years. In 1990 
the occupation forces violently 
entered my aunt’s home and 
arrested all of her children. All 
of this is in addition to the 2009 
war in Gaza. During that incur-
sion the IDF completely 
devastated Tel al Hawa, the 
region where I live. They 
brought wave upon wave 
of destruction on Gaza. They 
demolished the home of my 
wife’s family in the Karameh 
neighborhood in the northern  

  part of Gaza City. The   
  2012 war on Gaza took 
  huge psychological toll 
  on me and my family.  
  We expected death at 
  any moment; we 
  waited for the fall of 
  a rocket. Those were   
  very difficult days. 
  I’m still uncomfortable  
  recalling them.

  ML: Do you have hope   
  for a free Palestine?

IA: Yes, I do. It is our 
hope and aim to liberate 

our country through the efforts 
of all Palestinians. We intend to 
do this through a peaceful, 
popular resistance that will 
lead to the recognition of our 
legitimate rights.

ML: Thank you, Islam, for your 
time and patience in talking with 
us and answering our questions.

IA: I’m pleased and grateful 
for your help in sharing my 
cartoons and drawings. Art is 
for me a hobby. I’m not a 
professional artist, but I 
believe art has a part to play 
in the liberation of my country. 
Thank you for supporting and 
standing alongside the 
Palestinian people.

[cigarettes]
adam guerra



among the supporters of
Palestinian resistance. 

ML: We have seen recently 
that Palestinian artists in the 
occupied territories have been 
under attack by Israeli security 
forces. What has that experience 
been like?

IA: It’s enough to say that 
the Israelis terrorize 
Palestinian artists, poets, 
singers, musicians and actors 
a great deal. Many young men 
who are active in the struggle 
against the occupation and 
against racism have been 
arrested. By doing this the
Israelis believe they can 
suppress our ability to 
express ourselves and 
our free opinions against 
the occupation.

ML:  February 16th Palestinian 
artist and cartoonist 
Mohamed Shaba’aneh was 
arrested by Israeli Defense 
Forces at the Karemeh 
border. Subsequently he 
was sentenced to five 
months in prison by 
Israeli authorities. How 
have Palestinian artists 
reacted to his detention 
and what actions has the 
art community undertaken 
to fight for his release?

IA: As a cartoon artist, 
I can say that the arrest of 
our colleague Shaba’ana 
provoked anger and 
frustration among many 

of the cartoonists. Shaba’ana is a 
pioneer in cartoon art, with solid 
standing in the Palestinian com-
munity. We all sympathize with 
him because we see his arrest as 
an encroachment on freedom 
of speech. He has every right 
to express whatever topic 
his mind touches upon. 

Art is our language and the 
language of everyone who 
expresses those things which 
surpass words. Since his arrest 
we have exerted our efforts in 
every way possible in order to 
try and release him, including 
by way of our art. Many of us 
have drawn new cartoons on 
his behalf in order to raise 
awareness and to expedite his 
release to freedom, God willing.

16

[damned chapel]
mike linaweaver
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black pubic hairs reach entwine

craggly smiles at moaning famine 

in beast of lust 

crashes itself on the earth mud and 

soil
travel 

fingers

on mounds of labia

morena

long straight up pene

tears up in drops 

begs writhes 

are you a man? 

are you a man???

are you a man!!!!!

si! let me do it again!!!!

no---

The 1948 invasion of Palestine 
is remembered by Israelis as 
the Milkhemet Ha’atzma’ut, 
War of Independence. For 
Palestinians it represents 
al-Nakba, The Catastrophe.
   Following the conflict, 600,000 
to 800,000 Palestinian Arabs 
fled or were expelled from 
homelands which they had 
occupied for centuries, 
effectively becoming refugees. 
Many Palestinian refugees found 
themselves remanded to small 
parcels of land known as the 
Gaza Strip on the Mediterranean 
Sea and the West Bank on the 
banks of the Jordan River.
   Today Gaza is confined behind barrier 
walls and miles of fences. Here, behind 
the wire, artists like Islam Ashour 
struggle to give voice to the grievances 
and hopes of Palestinian people 
separated from their homeland and 
their families in the occupied territories 
of former Palestine.

Mike Linaweaver: Tell us about 
your background and where you 
are from.

Islam Ashour: My name is Islam 
Ashour. I am a Palestinian refu-
gee living in the Gaza Strip. 
Originally, I am from Ashqelon, 

a city in Southern Israel just 
North of Gaza. Ashqelon has 
been under Israeli occupation 
since 1948. I studied fine arts at 
the University of Gaza.

ML: What motivated you to 
create art?

IA: I’ve always had an interest 
in art and drawing. My uncle, 
Ismail Ashour, is an artist. 
After my studies I began to 
receive a great deal of 
encouragement for my work. 
My cartoons have appeared in 
a number of Arab electronic 
sites and magazines. I’m doing 
my best to be well known 

Behind the 
Wire:  
Interview with 
Islam Ashour 
by Mike Linaweaver

In this image, inspired by Edvard Munch’s ‘The Scream’, a 
Palestinian woman expresses her anguish at the seizure of 
her home and land by Israeli forces for the expansion of an 
Israeli settlement in the West Bank.
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Behind the Wire: 
Interview with 
Islam Ashour
by Mike Linaweaver
Translations from the Arabic  & 
contextual assistance by Jess Martin
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