


The excerpts of poetry included in this magazine are part of Mohammed El-Kurd's
upcoming poetry collection, “RIFQA".

Special Thanks to Dimitri Shreckengost for making the printing of this magazine
possible.

Follow Mohammed on Instagram (@_MohammedElKurd), Facebook (https://www.-
facebook.com/hausofmohammed). For bookings and inquiries, please email hau-
sofmohammed@gmail.com

Post a picture of yourself withthe magazine, caption it using #MohammedElKurd on
Instagram for a chance of winning a signed copy of the upcoming poetry collection,
RIFQA.

fold a god in
your
aloneness:

pray your
I)oc]&et- s1zed
dreams.
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«4‘Bulldozers Undoing God’

rw

A chain is corseted
; around the tree’s waist and hers:
flesh in flesh
olive skin on olive skin
fingers branching into intersections
literal roou*dnv-% jars their storms

Walk With Me, Lord

TR Y T

wraps them tv  Fulura 5 Megumitaics 10 v [l 2 B | . B
n her unmakab‘l‘gran mother word ' y ; > 2 > > ’ > > » } > »
- ! we will not leave S o T T v Ts Te
FESF 3 = we will not leave, leave 5 “My mother woko up at dawn every day dunng the summers. She prayed and
this here ia:apirit. r - i e went outside to pick figs. | remember the way the eorly sun scroiched my skin. |
this here is not to be bulldozed. : 3 san s

. remember the motion in which my mother waved her hands and waved her problems, F
alhot morning. My grandmother woke up of nine a.m. every day. Despite being 95 |
a 00 _ years old she sill insisted on making her own coffee. She held a rosary and confidently

. T = played it; subtle anger took place in between her thin, wrinkled fingers. My cunt E‘
% . battled cancer with chemo and notetaking Duaas. Women in my life, troubled and

44 weary, invented their gods as vessels for their frustrations and as equations for their
" remedies.”

o - from “Wolk With Me, Lord]
I constant Nakbas, pillowed 7

tragedy, pillowed—pillowed and bedroomed
and made normal: mornings of mourning
on a breakfast table,
olives
tomatoes and cucumber
labneh and hummus
tragedy
tear gas and tea
onions and resilience
vogurt rubbed on tear-gassed eyelids
bread and rubber-coated bullets
tragedy
' martyrdom for breakfast
and martyrdom till dusk...

N\ever was love verbed thlv. intensely:
her skeleton is that of the tree’s, ]
roots stitched into land stitched into 1d( *ntity

scparation is like [T
R unmaking love. A pulling pressure, soldiered:
rlui nes L laces. . .

i el R occupiers occupy her limbs

undoing god. L
forcefully untangling a grandmother
a soldier as old as a leaf born yesterday
pulls a trigger on a woman older than his heritage;
two martyrs fall
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jasmine growing out of teapots

TV screens smacked shut, though news reports cannot
be silenced or turned off

when news reports are recorded in the village

that is your window’s view.

jasmine growing out of teapots

fifteen shekels for the teapot, three for the life that's in it
“too expensive,” a woman argues.

- “Our Version of The Goodwill”
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3, Don'’t push inevitable rhyme behind your margins. Don'’t brink whispers or gasps; don’t

t o contain or chain a scream, especially when rehearsed or calculated. Don't listen to preachers |
5| who don'’t break while a tired night breaks into dawn; preachers who don’t hold their mothers
b =,,; and sisters while praying a prayer of awareness, gratitude — not demand. Don’t preach to
¥ .L‘ o starved stomachs about theft.

m by
s S Don't stay awake when horribles are guests puking in your kitchen and on your couch. Don't
.._ 2 stop your hand from stealing if death is on the tip of your throat. Don't stop your eyes from

¥ looking for corners or bodies to cry in. Don’t enshroud your tears with shaky palms or fear of
;¢. & embarrassment. Don't forget your sorrow is not people’s responsibility. Don't forget that it’s
' ¥ rude not to smile. Don’t embody your exhaustion often. Don't frown in the faces of those
cursed with prophecy; don’t frown when confronted only with echoes.
S d
4

28 Don't confuse love with patriarchy or cages. Don’t confuse cages with love or need. Don’t
-84 assume things. Don't let things assume you. Don't strip your 1rnportance of payback. Don’t
.=} hesitate to bite the hand trying to strangle you. Don’t take seats in strangers’ cars. Don’t take
' " seats when your voice is ought to be tall. Don't forget about passing. Don't forget about the

¢ poetry. Don't forget where you come from. Don’t forget a certain sun scratching your skin.
2 Don't shy away from legs and smirks. Don't forget you cannot be excellent at everything,

: = # Don't bully yourself Don'’t forget cruelty is what you've been trying to escape. Don't forget

"1 that torture is complex and is of the funky definitions and the aftermath and staring at your
¥ reflections.

"-':

. Don't forget the bruises. Don't forget that God always opens windows. Don't forget that there
‘ sg;_'r are no windows in the rubble.
’ﬂ 4 Don't forget spoons in your mouth. Don't forget the kindness of people. Don't forget that love
3 can blanket. Don't forget it can also drown. Don’t forget that humanity is lustful, especially
r when greedy or facmg gorgeousness. Don't forget those shallower than lust. Don't forget that

.............



Mohammed El-Kurd is a writer, poet,
and artist from Jerusalem, Palestine. He
is cumrently studying at the Savannah
College of Art and Design. His debut col-
lection of poetry, “RIFQA”, comes out in
2018.

Radical Blankets is a zine of poetry and §
art, that explore notions of mourning
and solidarity, uprooting and disposi-
fion, and resistance and resilience.

In this edition, he showcases excerpts of
poems from his upcoming book, such
as “Jerusalem,” “Bulldozers Undoing
God,” “Flamboyance takes Spine,” and
the title: poem “RIFQA: a refugee and a
destination.
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