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The prison and the text exchange their roles, for the text is a document that embalms the
prison, and the prison is a document ripped by the narrative.

H @ulakr) kat 1o keipevo avtaAhadovv poiovg, S10TL To keipevo eivat éva €yypagpo To omolo
BaAoaumvel T QUAAKT KAl 1) PUAAKT] Elval €va KEILEVO TO 0TTO10 OYICETAL AITO TNV APTYNOT).

The prison accrues an additional dimension that obscures its meaning, as no world exists
which is completely devoid of symbolism and meaning, that is because, expressions relating
to the duality of imprisonment and freedom are neither monopolized nor invented by a
person or a nation, not even if these were the sites where this duality had first emerged.

H @uAaxn amokta pia mpdobetn S1otaon mov ovokoTidel To vonua g, kabwg Sev vtapyet
KOOLOG 7OV va oTepeital evieA®S OUUBOAICUGOV KAl VOT|LATOG, ETELST), O1 EKPPAOCELS TTOV
oxetiovtal pe To S1mmoAo TnG PLAAKIOTG Kat Tng eAevbepiag 6ev povomwAovvTal ovte
ETVOOUVTAL AITO €VA ATOUO T Eva €BVOg, AKOUA K1 av 0€ AUTEG TIg TomoBeoieg
TPWTOEUPAVIOTNKE VTN 1) SvadikoTnTa.

Rather, these expressions refer to a collective imagination, constantly refiguring its
authenticity, always renewed by men and women prisoners whose images are reproduced
over the years and their stories, as well as those of their friends & families, travel and are
shared time and again.

MAaMoV, QUTEG 01 EKPPATELS AVAPEPOVTAL OE 1AL CUAAOYIKO (PAVTACIAKO, IOV
EMAVATTIPOCTO10pILel CLVEXMDG TNV AVOEVTIKOTNTA TG, TTOV AVAVEMVETAL TTAVTA ATTO
KPATOUUEVOUC KAl KPATOVUEVEG TMV OTOIMV 01 EIKOVEC AVAITTAPAYOVTAL LIE TA XPOVIA KAl Ol
10TOpieg TOug, KADME KAl EKEIVES TOV PIA®V KAl TV OIKOYEVEIMV TOVE, TAEI8evouvV Kat
potpadovtat Eava kat Eava.

This imagination is so ingenious that it leaves us perplexed about which had created the
other: is it the hymn "oh the darkness of prison", or is it overcoming the darkness ensured by
prison guards that convinces us that "there is no detention room left nor chains remaining".
It can be naive but also somehow gentle to bring us laughter as we burn from the warmth of
the heat, "it is the sun of freedom".

AvTi) n pavtacia eival T000 EVPUNG, MOTE UAC APTIVEL LWITEPOEUEVES OXETIKA LIE TO TTOL0 ATTO
ta §Vo dnuiovpyel To AANO: gival 0 VUVOG «® To OKOTAST TNG QUAAKTC», 1) eival ) vitepfaon
OV 0KOTAS100—eKeIVOL TOV 0KOTAS10V TTOL S1A0PAAI{OLY 01 SeTUOPLAAKEC—ITOV pag meifel
0Tl «8ev LITAPXEL XOPOG KPATNONG K1 0UTE aALoideg ammopevouv». Mmopel va elval a@eleg
QMG KA1 KATA KATIO10 TPOITO ATTAAO VA [Lag EpYeTal YeAlo kabmg katyopaote amod tn 0€pun
g (€0TNg, «eival o nAlog g eAevBepiag».



According to Khalida, “freedom has vanished but its sun lingers”. It can be contended with as
a romantic feeling whose fragile sails cannot withstand the icy reality that conditions it. Here
remain Amal and Khalida sharing their food with the birds that are free, placing their loaf of
bread on the windowsill of the prison cell to be “the food of migrating birds”. And after long
hours of waiting in the cold and withstanding hunger, they begin to reach again for that loaf.

Svugpwva pe v Khalida, «n eAevBepia £xel e€apaviotel aAAd 0 HA10G TNG TAPAUEVEL.
Mropel va aVTILETOTIOTEL WG Eva POUAVTIKO ouvaioOnua tov omoiov Ta eVOpavoTa TAVIA
Sev LItopovv va avteEouy Ty TAaywUevn TPAYUATIKOTNTA TTov T0 Stapop@avel. ESom
mapapévouv  Amal kot ) Khalida va poipadovtat to ayntd toug pe ta movAld ov eival
eAevBepa, Badoviag To Ywpui Toug 0To MTEPPAL TOU KEALOV TNG PUAAKIG, YA VA YIVEL «T) TPOPT)
TWV WTOSNUNTIKGOV TTOVAI®V>». Kat petd amo moAdmpn avapovi] 0To KpLo KAl AVTEXOVTAG
oTnV meiva, apxifouvv va amAavouy Eava To XEPL yia To 1610 kapBeAL.

If the prison is formulated as a text then it is the most subjective act. A bus filled with the
bodies of university students, full of love and life, is conceived as that which transports
Shatha and Ruba to their anticipated date with the sea, a journey which they write and
permeate with folkloric songs and a curious search for the eternal blue. However, the bus
does not hold the same meaning for prisoners who are transported to the Ramla prison.

‘Otav 1 @UAAKT) S1aTLTTOVETAL WG KEIPEVO, TOTE Elval 1] 710 VITOKEEVIKT) TTPAn. Eva
AEWPOPEIO YEUATO LLE KOPULA POLTITPIRDV, YEUATO Ayt Kal {wr), cVAauPavetal wg avtod
7oV peta@epel ) Taba kal  Povuma oto avauevouevo pavtefov tovg pe ) OdAacoa, Eva
ta&idt ov ypagpovv kat Stamotidovv pe Aaoypa@ika tpayodSia kat Je pia epiepyn
avadinon yia 10 alovio piAe. QoTtd00, To Aew@opeio dev £xel v 181a onuacia yia toug
KPATOVUEVOUG TTOV UETAPEPOVTAL 0TI YuAakn Ramla.

With the absence of humane conditions that give people their humanity, there emerges the
need for revolutionary valor, and when that valor is rendered trite and seen as mere agitation
so much that its cause is perceived as lost, the need for valor shall become even stronger and
not necessarily modest in its iteration. This valor that we speak of is the highest form of
verbalizing the psyche and is also its unintentional manifestation. Valor is a return to
humanity, which makes the investigation, prison bus, oppression, and isolation a site for
confrontation; it shall be your only objective when turned into an object that is dragged as a
dull bag and shackled as though a monster.

Me v amovoia avBpamvev cuvBnkov mov divouy atoug avBpwtovg TV avlpwmd Toug,
EULPAVICETAL 1) AVAYKT) Y10 ETAVACTATIKT] YEVVALOTITA, KAl OTAV QUTH) T} YEVVALOTNTA YiveTal
TETPIUUEVT] KA BEMPEITAL WG ATTAT) TAPAXT] TOGO JTTOAD JTOL T} ALTIA TNE YIVETAL AVTIANIITI MG
XAUEVT), ] AVAYKT) Yla YEVVAOTNTA Ba ylvel akoun o eVvIovi—Kal Ol IapaitnTa apeAntea
KATA TNV EMAVAANPT] TNS. AUTI I} YEVVAIOTNTA Y1d TNV 070l LAQUE ival 1) vynAoTepn
LOPPT AEKTIKNG EKPPACTIC TNG WPUXNE KAl elval emiong n akovola ekdrdwor) me. H
YEVVAIOTNTA ElVAL LA ETTIOTPOPT) TNV AVOP®ITOTNTA, TTOL KAVEL TNV £PEVVA, TO AEWPOPEIO
NG PUAAKNG, TNV KATWTIECT] KAl TNV QIOUOV®OT] TOToUg avtimapabeong. Oa eivat o povog
00¢ OTOX0G OTAV HETATPAITEL 08 EVA AVTIKEILEVO, O€ KATL IOV GEPVETAL GAV ATOVOG OAKOG KAl
deopeetan oav va ntav TEpag.



Valor is your sole and solid decision against all of their decisions that dictate where to sit,
when to stand, and what time you are temporarily allowed out of your prison cell for a mere
five hours and not a second more; against their control over what time you shower, the ten
TV channels you get access to and the books they let you read, the ephemeral minutes you
get to gaze at your mother's face. Valor is your refusal of a number of things, and your refusal
to be another number among the rest of numbers. Valor is the only answer to questions such
as: what justifies the prisoner's commitment to holding on, year after year, and what drives
them to want to wake up in the very same place with the same things and people, even if
their lives are scheduled differently with the arrival of yet another day?

H yevvanomta etvan n povadikn kal otabepr) amo@aor) 0ov eVAVTIA 08 OAEG TIG ATTOPATELG
TOUG TIOV LITAYOPEVOLY TV va kabioelg, mote va otabeig kat mote Ba oov emTpasel
TPOOWPIVA va BYelg Ao TO KEAL TNG PUAAKTIG GOV Y1a LOALG TIEVTE MPEG KA1 OVTE VAl
devtepolento mapanavew. Evavtia otov éAeyy0 Toug OXETIKA HE TO TL wpa Oa kAvelg vtoug,
TA SEKA TNAEOTTTIKA KAVAALN OTA 07101 £XELC MPOTfaon katl Ta BiAla ;tov o agprvovy va
Safaoerg, Ta e@ruepPa AETTA TTOV EXELS Y1 VA AYVAVTEVELS TO TPOCWITO TNG UNTeEPag oov. H
YEVVAIOTNTA E1VAL 1] APVNOT) OOV O TIOAAA TTPAYUATA- T} APVTOT] GOV VA VITAPYELS OAV EVAG
AaA\og ap1Buog avapeoa otovg vitodowtovg aptBuove. H yevvaiotnta eival n povn asmavtnon
0€ epWTNUATA OMTWG: TL S1kaloAoyel TN S€0UELOT] TOV KPATOVUEVOL VA AVTEXEL, XPOVO UE TO
XPOVvo, ka1 Tt ToV kKavel va BeAel va Eumvroel oTo 1810 pépog pe Ta idia mpaypata kat toug
i810u¢ avBpwmoug, akopa Kt av 1 o) TOUG Eval TPOYPAULATIOUEVT] SIAPOPETIKA LIE TOV
£PXOMO fag axoun puépag;

While Amal speaks under her breath, we hear her whispers as the space shrinks. “We are
steadfast because we have nothing but our steadfastness”. In her sober commitment, she
never tires from giving meaning to being, every single day. Valor is this thread that seeps
through and connects the demands of women detainees as far as their living conditions are
concerned: from allowing them public calls, dismantling surveillance cameras, and
addressing the problem of humidity inside the prison cells, to refusing and working to
overthrow the prison complex altogether. This is what valor looks like. It is where the
detainee's dream of reclaiming their land meets their inability to claim the cell in which they
are forced to dwell, or to ever change the color of its walls. Valor is, as a summer spree might
have it, what binds your desire to taste both the watermelon and freedom.

Evo 1 Apd piaael wibuplotd, akovpe toug Yifvpovug g Kabmg 0 XmPog CUPPIKVOVETAL.
«Eipaote otaBepég yiati Sev Exovpe timota aAAo ekTOg amto T S1kn pag otabepotta.» X
oofapn g Seouevon, Sev kovpadetal mote va Sivel vonua otnv vmapsn, kabe pepa. H
YEVVALOTNTA E1VAL AUTO TO VA TTOV S1atepvA KAl GLVOEEL TIG ATTALTIOELS TWV YUVALK®V
KPATOVUEV®V 00OV Apopd 0TIG oLVONKeg S1afiwoTg Tovg: Atd TO va TOVG EMTPETOVTAL
ONUOO1IEG KAT|OELG, TNV ATTOGUVAPLOAOYNOT) KAUEPKDV TTAPAKOAOVONOTC KAl TNV AVTIUETMITION
TOV JIPOPATLATOC TNC VYPACIAC HECA OTA KEAIA TNG PUAAKTC, OTNV APVIOT] KAl TI CUAAOYIKT)
TOVC TTPOOTTADEIA VA KATAPYNCOUV TO PUAAKIOTIKO OUYKPOTNUA 0AdTEAA. "ETO1 potader n
yevvaiotnta. Ekel, To OVEIPO TV KPATOVUEV®OV VA AVAKTIOOLV TI] YT TOUG CLVAVTA TNV
advvapia Tovg va S1ekS1kioovY T0 KEA OT0V AvayKAOVTAl VA KATOIKNOOLV, 1) aKoua va
aAAEovV 1o Xpoud TV Toixwv Tov. H yevvaiotnta eivat, 0mtmwg Eva KaAOKa1pvo Ee@Aavtoua,
avTo 7ov Seouedel TN embupia Gov va YeuTeig kal To KapmoLQ kat TNy eAevbepia ouvapua.



But mostly, valor is the need to forge an antithesis to today's hackneyed reality. It is to find
other ways to exist, an imagination that exceeds what is available in the tangibility of the
present, and a need to foster common threads that bind all those who remain geographically,
ideologically, and socially dispersed, threads that center the legacy of the past to ponder the
potentials of the future. In the very moment of arrest, you lose the linearity dictating your
life: a discussion you never resumed; a book you did not get to finish reading; a friend with
whom you promised to meet tomorrow over a cup of tea; you precious bonds with your
family and your projects, big and small.

ANA KLPLWG, 1] YEVVAIOTNTA E1vAl I] AVAYKT VA GQUPNAATIOOVLE pia avTifeon ot onuepvi
oaBpn paypatikomra. Eivatl 1o va fpiokovpe AAovug Tpomtovg Uitapeng, Hia pavtaoia mov
Eemepva 0,T1 elvat S1a0€01110 0TO ATTTO TOV TTAPOVTOC KAL TV AVAYKT) VA KAOAAIEPYT|GOVLE
KOIVA VI]LLATA TTOV SETUEVOVV OAEG EKEIVEG TTOV TTAPAUEVOUV YEMYPAPIKA, 15E0A0YIKA KA
KOIWV@VIKA S100K0PITIOUEVEG, VI|LATA TTOV KEVIPI{OLV TNV KANpovould Tov tapeAfovTog yia va
avaAoylotovpe Tig SuvatoTnteg Tov peEAMovTog. Tn otryur) Tg CLAANYNG, AKPIPMS, XAVELS TN
YPAUUIKOTNTA JTOV LITAYOPEVEL TN {WT) 00L: ia ovdntnon mov dev Eavapyioeg mote. 'Eva
B1BAio mov Sev mpoAafeg va Srapacerg. 'Eva gpilo pe tov omoio vitooyxednkate va
ovvavtBeite avplo yia eva pArtdavi todt. Touvg moAVTIHOVG §eoUOVE GOV UE TNV OIKOYEVELA
OO0V KAl TA £€PYA OOV, HEYAA KA LIKPA.

All you are left with is the act of remembering against such an overwhelming loss. As Albert
Camus' The Stranger goes: “I realized then that a man who had lived only one day could
easily live for a hundred years in prison. He would have enough memories to keep him from
being bored.”

To uovo mov oov pévet eivat 1 tpagn Tov va Buudoal, EVAVTIA 08 U1 TOCO CUVTPUTTIKT)
antwAera. 'Onwg Ager O Eévog tov Albert Camus: «Katomy ouvveildnromoinoa 0t £vag
avBpwitog mov eiye ¢noel povo pa pépa Ba pmopovoe eVKoAA va {NOEL EKATO XpOVIA OTN
@UAAKT). Oa elye apKeTEG avauvnoeig yia va unv Bapedei».

What helps fill the void that loss has carved within us are letters that we write and of which
we must also take heed when it comes to their reception. Our trivial joys are often
inexpressible because they directly speak to how precarious our lives have become. And of
course, the haunting voices of our family members when they whisper:

AvTo mov PonBda va kaAvpBel To kevo oL Exel xapatel ] ATOALI HECA Lag elval TA
YPAUUATA TTOV YPAPOVUE KA1 TA OTIOLA TIPETIEL ETMONG VA TIPOTEYOVLE OTAV TIPOKELTAL Y1 TN
ANwn Tovg. O1 AoTHAVTEG XAPEG LAG ELVAL CLYVA AVEKPPATTES YIATL LAOVV AUETA YA TO
JTO00 ETMOPAANG €XEL Yivel 1) (w1 pag. Kat guotkd, o1 pveg Twv LEADV TNG OIKOYEVELAS LLAG
IOV LAg OTOIXEIWMVOLV, otav YiBupidovv:

“all that is missing is your presence amongst us,” which is often a tangent answer to "how are
you?" after which comes, as always, "we are doing fine as long as you are fine,” another
consolation to, as the saying goes, “prisons shall not imprison.” The worst thing about loss is
when language fails, when there is nothing left to say, and when our capacity to keep track of
what goes on outside the prison bars as well as to relay what happens behind them is scarce



to nonexistent. It is bad enough when you find yourself clueless as to when this loss will
reach an end, if ever.

«To povo mov Agimet eivan 1) TAPOLVCIA GOV AVAUETA LAG», TTOV VAL CUYVA L1A QATTAVTNOT)
70V aKoAOLOEL TO «TTwG eloal;» KAl HeTd £PYXETAL, OMWG TTAVTA, TO «KAAA ellaoTte, 000 eloat
€0V KAOAQ», U1a AAAT TTAPTYOPLa, OTIWG 1) TTapoluia AEel, 0To «o1 puAakeg Sev Ba
@LAaKifovv». To XE1POTEPO TIPAYLA YIA TNV ATIOAELA EIVAL OTAV ) YADOOW QITOTUYXAVEL, OTAV
Sev pével Timota va ovue Kat otav 1 Suvatotta pag va tapakoiovbovpe Tt ovpfaivel E€w
aITo TA KAYKEAX TNG PLUAAKNS kKaBwg kat va petadidovue 0oa ovppaivouy mow amd avtd
elval omavia £wg avomapktn. Eivatl apketd kaxko otav Bpiokecar aviden yia 1o mote, eav
ote, Ba 500el TeEA0og oe avTr) TNV ATALLA.

But the worst is when you start fearing the end of such an entrenched loss, when you are
confronted with having to face a life that is long gone and somewhat forgotten, a life in which
“you are not yourself, nor is the home homely anymore.”

AN\Q TO Xe1pOTEPO elval OTAV ApYieElg va ofacal To TEAOC UG TOOO ESPAI®UEVTG
ATIOALLAG, OTAV EXEIC VA AVTILETOITIOEIG L1 {WT) TTOL E£XEL PUYEL TTPO TTOAAOD, KAl EIVAL KATTWG
Eexaouevn: pa {wr) oty omoia «Sev eloal 0 eavTOg 00V, OVTE OTO OTIITL €l0AL LA OITITL OOV, »
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