


Be alert, raven! Our resurrection will be postponed.

No night is long enough for us to dream twice.
There is only one door to our heaven.

Where will the end come from?

We are the descendents of the beginning.

We only see the beginning.

So come out of the origin of night

as a priest, and preach with your always
echoing voice the human void surrounding you!
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You and | are one in words.

We belong to the same book.

The ashes upon you are mine,

and in the shadow we are

the only two witnesses, victims,

two short poems about nature

waiting for the devastation to finish its feast.

from the poem The Raven'’s Ink

by the Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish

Unfortunately, It Was Paradise: Selected Poems, translated and edited by Munir Akash and Carolyn Forché,

with Sinan Antoon and Amira El-Zein

University of California Press, Berkeley and Los Angeles, California, 2003

EDITORS’ NOTE

As the launch event of this publication happens on December
19th, 2025, we drew our curatorial inspiration from Shab-e Yalda
—the Persian celebration of the Winter Solstice. It is the longest
and darkest night of the year, dawning the rebirth of brighter days
ahead. And so, we put out a wish to explore how we process
darkness together — how we brace for the returning light, not
through denying the dark, but by gathering around it, sharing
stories, poems, images, and gestures that make the night more
bearable, more meaningful.

Yalda encourages us to sit together and celebrate endurance,
resilience, and hope, as an act of resistance against isolation,
especially in colder seasons or in times shadowed by grief and
multiple atrocities. These pages are a constellation of voices
circling the same fire on the longest night of the year. This issue
weaves together writings, poems, paintings, and images into a
collective tapestry that seeks to bring light into darkness. We
gather to read, sing, and move through shared sensations and
imagery that keep us close and tend the warmth of togetherness.

Hands peel pomegranates and stories spill into the air as we wait
for the sun to return. In this convergence, we share space with
lions, wolves, rabbits, birds, moths, voices, and bodies whose
natures and histories teach us how to listen and imagine new
possibilities. We honor the cycles that transform our being, and
moving through this darkening, we glean.

With warmth and compassion,
Bita Bell and Sina Saberi
Co-Curators and Co-Editors
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Day 25

Are You ready?

Day 25

30-second silence

45-second silence

I'm waiting for the 13A bus. On weekdays, one comes every 7-8 minutes, and usually, it is
not so crowded, so | can find a free seat. | only travel three stops on the bus and have to
get off at Neubaugasse station. From there, it's around a 15-minute walk to my home.

Most of the time, | chose to walk from Mariahilferstrasse. It's busy there, with lots of
people shopping, walking, or just sitting on benches. It's a wide street with no bike lane,
lots of shops, and so many languages.
| walked then toward Westbahnhof. And from there it's a 4-minute walk and four sets of
traffic lights to get to the street. | passed by taxi station, a big hotel, and a local restaurant
that serves Austrian food.
| walked up the street and turned right at the first alley. When | turn to the alley, | start
searching for my keys in my bag. By then | only had two keys: the old one was for the
building, and the new one was for the apartment door, which had been changed recently
and was new and bright. Every time | found the key, | told myself,

‘This is the key to my home.’
| put the key in the lock and think to myself,

‘I'm opening the door to my home.’
When | took the stairs, | would say out loud that

‘ am taking the stairs to go to my home.’

| lived on the second floor with three other people. The apartment was old but nice

and cosy, and it had been a shared flat for a long time. So many details and objects that
belonged to no one and left unused. All were there to welcome me. It was no surprise
that the apartment door was usually unlocked. So, | would just take the handle, step in,
and think to myself, ‘| arrived home.’ Sometimes when nobody was around, | would even
say out loud ‘Hello’ to the place | was trying to call Home.

| kept doing this practice for almost a month. Every time, quietly to myself — and
sometimes aloud to others - that | am going home.

| lived in that place for quite a long time, but | never felt entirely comfortable or at home.
So, every day, with all the changes towards making it a home, | kept asking myself,
‘Where am | going?’
I’'m going home.
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| did it because | had lost my sense of home for a long time. | did it because | felt that
something was missing, and that thing didn't look normal for me - and that thing has
never turned out to be the same concept again.

| didn't dare to save my so-called home address on Google Maps as home. | chose to

call it a ‘room’. Whenever | looked for the best route back to the place | lived on the map,

| searched for a room, | had a room, | lived in a room, | went to a room on the second floor
of an old building in the 15th district, near Westbahnhof in Lohrgasse which never felt
like home.

| want to share something with you. It is about the slang we use in Farsi.

There is a phrase that says

035 gy gl g ods
‘I miss the air of that place.

When | say 035 g lxigl slg® o)
My heart longs for that place.

| literally include everything that relates to the place and me being in that place: this
includes people, streets, neighbors, buildings, the sky, birds in the sky, voices, noises,
joyful and joyless moments, ... It's a lot bigger than | can explain.

We use it when we don’t know how to express the extent of our homesickness.

I would use it when | feel like going back to a place that life was gently holding me with
all beauty and warmth and made me feel belonging.

| searched for the translation of this phrase on Google; the results were all about air
quality and how it is being overlooked. But I'm mainly talking about the amount of air,
of the specific air that allows me to participate in something bigger.

The quantity of that air is sometimes really low.
When the quantity of air is low, not really easy to live in the moment, how then to enjoy it?
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My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much | don't know what to say
They're fine

My dear, | miss you so much

They're dead

It didn't snow, again

My dear, | miss you so much

It's hard, you know I'm not one to talk

And and and it's

And and and it and it and it's and it's

hmmm difficult ... it hasn’t snowed. It never snowed
It's because your eyes are brown bluish brown

My dear, | miss you so much

My dear, | miss you so much
Sl il dagos g ol gwase ol sbo)
Qe g oz (U2)s so)
‘I can see why she wanted that particular one, 'cos it's on the
ground floor and it's got these squidgy carpets.

It was cold
It hasn't been easy
No, he doesn't
What work?
You are amazing
Ou are just what | wanted you to be
You are just what | wanted to be
You deserve this
ou deserve better than this
You didn't deserve this
You did what you had to do
‘ou didn't do all you could do
It has nothing to do with you

(t20z2 ‘ssaid uoowolsdi)) uegziepy jeyeN Aq paubisap ‘Uooj) ayi 01 sdi 8yl W0l Aq SSauyJep JO Sawi) uj J0 J8A0D)




It's it's that particular smell of, | don't want to be cheesy, | don't
want to say saffron, | don't want to say pistachio ... it's that
particular smell of sweat ... matured shuttle taxi sweat ... matured
bus sweat ... stale toothpaste ... withered grass. I'm not doing
anything.

I think  won't ... | think you will ... | think we will ... | hope we will ...
I’'m sure we will ... | know we will ... | know they won't ... | know
they want ... | know we can't ... | hope they go ... | wish you could
... | wish she would ... | know he did ... | said | would ... They say
they know ... They say they will ... Your hazel eyes ... blue ... brown
... purple ... I'm sure they did ... I'm sure they did ... | know they did
... she said she saw ... he says she lies ... she knows their style ...
we said we will ... My dear, | miss you so much ... My dear, | miss
you so much ...  wish | could ... | wish they would ... | wish they
left ... they say it's true ... we ran like hell ... she knows she’s right
... they say they do ... | want | want | want to I'm not I’'m not I'm

not one to I'm not one to what what want to do ... look, your eyes
black ... mould ... they say it grows ... mould ... mold ... mould ...
moth ... moth ... mold ... mould ... | know | will, | won't, | say, | know
| do, I'm not the kind .... smell of mould ... mold ... musk ... five,

six moths ... 1 do and | can't because her eyes ... green brown
black worms ... holes ... holes ... worms ... crawl ... face ... dead ...
home ... left ... love ... little ... litter ... Do you remember the sound
of the kettle? Do you remember the sewage system? Do you
remember malaria?

Jpd Corruption corruption it's like music to my ears.
The tone of this woman sounds like she's been dead for years. 4
Jpd Corruption corruption it's like music to my ears.
The tone of this woman sounds like she’s been dead for years. J¢
Jpd Corruption corruption it's like music to my ears.
The tone of this woman sounds like she's been dead for years. Jp¢
Jpd Corruption corruption it’s like music to my ears.
The tone of this woman sounds like she's been dead for years. 4

Nadja Voorham
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THE WAITING ROOM

Selection of photos from the performances:

@ A Lion’s Tail, Affair, Berlin, 2025. Curated by Love Landefjord,
Clara von Schantz, and Julia von Schantz. Photo: Zahra Moein.

@® The Lion’s Tail, Contemporary Art Center, Vilnius, 2024.
Curated by Edvinas Grinkevicius. Photo: Laima Stasiulionyt.

@® The Lion’s Tail, Narheten Performance Festival, Konsthall C,
Stockholm, 2025. Curated by Amanda Apetrea, Sara Bergsmark,
Nadja Hjorton, and Terry Johnson. Photo: Nadja Voorham.




PERFORMANCE DIRECTIVE #3
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Waiting rooms tend to come in two forms:
those where people slip in and out one by one,
and those where the crowd moves together -
entering and departing en masse

SETTING: a Heath — a landscape that awaits
CHARACTERS: two nocturnal, red-eyed rabbits
TIME: an indeterminate moment in the night
SITUATION: fight or flight

- Where are you?

- Behind the tent, in the endless, relapsing
perspectives - in the darkness — I'm here, leaping.
Beside you, diving into and away from the darkness,
the void.

- A leap! Where to? Toward the direction of instant fear;
inward, backward, and upward.

- What is the direction and movement of the chronic one?

I'm here and now,

We are here and now,

Let's say here and there - in black and white, amongst
the others, bodies and apparatuses in the space.

We are plugging in and out simultaneously.

We are crossing spaces in darkness, in a non-progressive,
suspended reality of deleted scenes, the removeds.

We are in motion, measuring, testing, playing in black -
and we are being captured in white, in red, in infrared.

Laying here and now,
| remember the running red-eyes, being chased.
| remember
the running,
the blood, the circulating!
In the darkness, in the heath.

I'm here... waiting for you,
looking out, reporting.

I'm here for you... waiting,
always waiting.

15



| FOLD THE TABLE
INTOA SHIP
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We Are Two Windows

On a wall made of stone
two windows are stuck.
Both are lonely.

Both are frayed.

One of them is you.
One of them is me.

The wall is made of black stone
cold and hard granite
it is sealing our fatigued lips.

We are deemed incapable to move
under the heaviness of this wall.
The tie between me and you

is a story weaved within this wall.

There has always been a distance
between your hands and mine.
Our days and nights

have been bitterly passing us by.
The distance is not long

but even this is still a lot to withstand.

The only thing uniting you and |
is the kind caress of the wind.

24

\We must stay loyal,
our loyalty keeps us alive.
The path towards liberation is death,

we sacrifice ourselves for our freedom.

| hope this wall will be destroyed
so you and | can die together
and in another world

we can hold each other’s hands.
Maybe in that world,

there is no pain,

no resentment left

in our hearts

and maybe in that world

there are no more walls
between our two windows.

Written by Ardalan Sarafraz, 1968
Sung by Googoosh

Reinterpreted and Translated by Bita Bell
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The Pomegranate’s Poem

Sweet. bitter, sour

Life. death. rebirth

Stains. seeds. soil ‘
Finite, infinite. contained

Invisible. hidden. haunted

My seeds will consume, eat. and digest you

This is my story

This is my taste
The taste of pomegranate

Suppesedly. after Persephone ate six of my seeds offered by Hades. she was mrapped
i his underworl@ingdem for six months each year: The mourning of her ”““ﬂ"'i_'
gave birth 1o the seasons. Every spring. Persephone reunites with her mother. Their
happiness makes me blossom, but after six months, when [m ripe. peor Persephone
falls to the underwaorld, and her mum sees nothing but serrew. Persephones fall and
tise repeat every year, se the people track the goddess grief and happiness by
IUULII'ILA[ [Ilmulunc:{ndnu ¢. Birth-death-rebirth. [he people made me ll‘*\\“‘l’“]
Yes my dear friends Ly : I
Thatis hew it is

That somebody dies

\X/I lile someone abides

Lam life. death and rebrith

I am of hapiness and sorrow _ ‘ g i
’\umnemnslt‘q}nw{mml)lmnmu;, L \\ '
|

Or from falling te the soil
Reunited with our friend
Life. death. rebirth

Pit ture this: e-{mng, me hnr;usl i sncuk ﬂxa \\dmie ransformation. Take Esfandiyar. ;
[m instance. He swalle wed my seeds. a divine gift from the prophet Zoroaster
himself. Next thing yeu knew. i'm sprouting reets in his belly. Sensing his warrior

- spirit. | decided to help him. giving him a boost of strengsth when he needed it most.

And sometimes. when he [uu;,hr a d:‘zhgmmn a giant wolf. | made him invisible. 27



BIOGRAPHIES

EDITORIAL TEAM

Bita Bell is a dance artist, composer, and writer, based
in Vienna. Her works focus on the concepts of the
body as archive, collective memories, visceral sensa-
tions, radical softness, and playful improvisations

with the aim of exposing, questioning, and subverting
socio-political matters that disrupt the joy in daily life.

Sina Saberi is a choreographer, performer, and
cultural manager based in Germany. His practice and
research are inspired by his cultural background and
revolve around the art form of dance as an alternate
state of being. He is the director of Kakeshan.org, an
indeterminate space for choreographic creation and

movement research from Tehran and beyond.

Peter Oroszlany is a graphic designer based

in Vienna, working within the fields of cultural
communication, editorial design, and visual identity.
His practice focuses on developing precise and
conceptually-driven visual languages that interweave

content and form.

Kenneth Constance Loe is an artist, writer, performer,
and proofreader from Singapore and currently based
in Vienna. Their work engages with desire, body
memory, and queer ecologies.

CONTRIBUTORS

Shirin Farshbaf is a dance/performance artist from
Iran currently living in Austria. Her performative works
reflect the state of society and transform the body
through different possibilities of movement. The

core of her conceptual works is always the body in
correlation and connection with different materials or

situations.

Tara Fatehi is a performance artist, write
performer based in London. Her works e
the cracks in archives and the joys of m

mishandling, unfinishedness, and ambig

dance, voice, and text.

Afrang NordI6f Malekian is an Iranian-
based in Berlin and Stockholm. Through
and performances, Nordlof Malekian exg
precolonial, colonial, and migratory prac:
colored photography, Iranian social danc
can hybridize into evasive forces that —u
advance collective endeavors.

Forough Fami is a dance artist based in
works move between choreography, pe
writing, and teaching, allowing each for
the others. Her practice listens closely tc
sensations, its thresholds, and its shiftin

while approaching choreography as an €

space of inquiry where critical reflection
imagination grow into ever-changing forl

Christian Sleiman is a visual artist basec
dam. He paints, works on publications, a
culinary experiences.

lliada Charalambous is a visual artist w
the idea of citizen assemblies as a form ¢
action against the fractured environment
politics. She works collaboratively to cre
gathering and sharing ideas, methods, a
collective organizing and potential forms

FEATURED
Ardalan Sarfaraz is an Iranian lyricist an

most celebrated figures in Iranian music
touching multiple generations since the

PROJECTS

Occupied Air is a solo performance by Shirin Farshbaf
concerned with finding new movements in new and
unfamiliar air conditions. The piece was performed

at Red Carpet showroom Karlsplatz in 2020, at WUK
during the International Women's Day 2020, and

Berlin's Tanzpol Festival 2022. p 3-5

From the Lips to the Moon is a recurring performance
night project mostly based in London bringing
together various poets and musicians. It is as surreal,
absurd, and futuristic as it is current, urgent, and
political. The nights are curated and hosted by
electronic music wizard and composer Pouya Ehsaei
and performance maker, performer, and writer of crazy
texts Tara Fatehi. p6-8

The Lion’s Tail is a mural and a lecture performance
by Afrang Nordlof Malekian exploring manipulation
of passport photography through his own passport
photos, alongside archival findings at the Arab Image
Foundation in Beirut. p9-12

The Waiting Room is an immersive space in which
Forough Fami invites her audience to spend time.
It's an uncanny playground in a non-linearity of time.
An invitation to the space of the artist's mind and
studio, and an invitation to wait as the room is under

construction. p 13-15

| fold the table into a ship are selected paintings and
drawings by Christian Sleiman exhibited at No Chef
in the Kitchen, Beirut, Lebanon, 2024. p 16-21,

back cover

The work A girl can leave Iran, but can Iran leave a girl
the fuck alone? depicts the singer Giti from her vinyl
album cover “Yeh del daram” (I Have a Heart), 1969,
and “Beh man nakhand” (Don't Laugh at Me) from the

same year, as well as Googosh from the vinyl cover of

“Jomjomak Barge Khazoon" (The Shaky-Shaky of the
Autumn Leaves) from 1970, collected and documented
by artist Afrang Nordl6f Malekian and writer and

researcher Nour Helou. 'p 22

The Sun Is Gone is a dance performance by Bita Bell
inspired by the Iranian iconic singer Googoosh: her

21-year forced silence post-1979 revolution and her
return to the stage in exile in 2000. ' p 23-25

The Taste of Pomegranate is a collaboration between
Afrang Nordl6f Malekian and lliada Charalambous.
Participants are invited to peel and deseed
pomegranates on top of a pomegranate-illustrated
tablecloth with printed stories of myths and migration
about this precious fruit, spanning from Cyprus to an

airport in Tehran, en route to Scandinavia. ©'p 26-27
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