
One year later: 
From despair to
hope and everything
in between. 
A collection of words 
for when it’s hard to find them.



Since we awoke to the horror of October 7th, every day has felt like part of a never-ending
nightmare. This past year, we’ve learned that there’s no limit to how many times a heart can
break. We’ve learned that no matter how bad things are, they can always get worse.
Violence, hatred, and pain are rooted in this land’s history - yet over the past few months
we’ve witnessed the most extreme manifestations we hoped never would come. 

If you’re reading this document, it likely means that despite the pain and trauma we are all
experiencing, you’re choosing hope over despair. You are choosing compassion, empathy,
and humanity over a sea of dehumanization and hatred. 

This community has been a guiding light to so many of us. While we’re still deep in this
horrific reality, we know that we have this profound and radical space that enables us to
hold the humanity and pain of one another and turn it into action, to build the future that
we want to see. A future that begins with an immediate, permanent ceasefire and hostage
deal to release everyone still held captive, to stop the killing and destruction in Gaza, and to
withdraw the Israeli army from the Gaza Strip. To reach a ceasefire and diplomatic
agreement between Israel and Hezbollah that will stop the killing and destruction, and
allow people in Israel and Lebanon to safely return to their homes. To end the occupation,
and to revive negotiations for an Israeli-Palestinian peace agreement based on justice,
freedom, safety, equality and independence for all. 

To help us reflect on the year that has passed and build the strength to continue the
struggle for years to come, we compiled a few texts and speeches that resonated with us
this year and reminded us of our truth, our purpose, and our path. 

This booklet highlights voices from within our movement, as well as activists and allies
from our society and abroad. It doesn’t seek to represent the voice of every single person
hurt by this round of violence and decades before - this would be near impossible.  We
encourage you to seek a broad range of testimonials and personal stories of people in the
region via residents, local activists and human rights organizations. 

We hope that this collection of texts is able to guide you through this dark time, 
and to remind you of the reality we are fighting so hard to create. 



For thirty-eight days, we clung to the hope that you’re over there in Gaza, not far from us. We knew
you would survive the inferno. We knew you would tell us about how, even in the dark tunnels, you
continued to smile and support those who were with you. “You cannot drive out evil with darkness,”
you always said. “Evil is driven out with more and more light.”

The tears flow and do not stop. I wish you were here to comfort us, to give us light and hope, as you
always knew how to do. All of us here are hurting. Vivian, you were a beacon of light for us all. You
taught us the most important lesson of all: How to be human, how to see the other, the
disenfranchised, those whose voices are not heard.

In our worst nightmares, we never thought we would see such a day — that you would be taken
from us with such cruelty. We are all so shocked. We are all speechless at the face of the massacre
and terrible disaster. What would you have told us to do now? How do we continue on from here? 

You always knew how to say the right thing, to hug, to hold the space, and smile — all in a way that
bridged every gap and idea. In times of despair, you breathed hope and optimism into us. You, who
was there under every rocket, who knew the rounds of wars better than any of us, continued to
believe, to know that there is no other way, that we cannot accept operations and war, which only
bring killing, as routine. You knew that it doesn’t matter whether we speak Hebrew or Arabic, or
whether we were born on the Gaza border or in the Gaza Strip. You knew that our future and the
fate of the residents of Gaza are tied together; that the people who live mere kilometers from you
deserve to live a better life, too.

My dear Vivian, if you could hear me, I would want you to know that Hamas has not murdered your
vision. You cannot kill compassion, humanity, solidarity, and yearning for a safe life. We must
continue your journey — the journey toward a good and safe life in our homeland, to ensure that
the October 7 disaster does not repeat itself.

Everything you did, you did for peace. When we realize your dream, know that you set the ground
for us. We will carry your legacy, do everything to place a political solution on the agenda, we will
prove that the course of our lives has not been decided by the sword, we will dismantle the notion
that there is no solution. The best answer to your murder is to work for peace. Rest in peace, great
woman that you are. My sister, my close friend. We will carry your legacy, your will.

My Friend, you will be missed.

Ghadir Hani is a member of the Standing Together national leadership 
and Palestinian citizen of Israel. 

Excerpts from Ghadir Hani’s Eulogy for her friend Vivian Silver, 
who was killed on October 7th by Hamas on Kibbutz Be’eri.
November 16 2023, Kibbutz Gezer. 



These days, when someone dies, you first have to declare which side of the wall they belong to
before being granted permission to be sad. But on Monday, an exceptionally rare man — who
caused no harm to anyone - was killed. I never met him in person, yet I am saddened by his
passing, despite him not being "from our side".

Khalil was born in Gaza City and has spent his entire life there. His favorite thing in the world was to
read, and indeed he was a nonstop reader. He earned his bachelor's degree in English literature. He
had many dreams, which he was eager to share: dreams of traveling the world, continuing his
studies at a university in England where he'd been accepted, and visiting friends from Israel. More
than anything, he dreamed of being free, of breaking free from the visible and invisible fences that
entrapped him in Gaza. When he spoke of freedom, his eyes would light up with a 
hypnotizing sparkle.

I met him through the 'Achvat Amim (Solidarity of Nations)' group, where I spoke about the
fighting in Gaza. I had no idea he'd be a participant; I hadn't met him. I spoke of my experience as a
combatant in Gaza, and then he joined us via Zoom to share the story of his life as a civilian and
peace activist in Gaza. A life under the Israeli siege and under the Hamas rule. He described the
incomparable difficulties of daily life, the fear of every plane passing overhead, and the gaping
hole in his heart caused by the death of his friends with each round of combat. I was astonished by
his beaming optimism and charisma, radiating even through the screen. 

Afterwards, we stayed in touch via Whatsapp, and I was surprised that he was interested in
speaking with me despite my years as a soldier fighting in Gaza. I was very curious to finally meet a
real person who lives there, in that dark and terrifying place. We started to be friends through
messages, I asked how he was, and he how I was. He said that one day we would sit together and
drink coffee. We organized an event together a few months ago at House of Solidarity, and spoke
to an audience of about 50 people about life in Gaza. He was glad that Israelis were interested in
hearing his story and learning about Gaza. He spoke with a calm, warm smile and emanated a
message of hope.

Throughout the war, we texted constantly. I was worried about him because I knew he had fled the
bombings to the south of the strip, where it was supposed to be safe. However, Khalil was killed by
IDF airstrikes in the Gaza Strip's south on Monday night, October 30th. Now that Khalil is gone, it
appears that hope has gone with him. But his bright eyes keep shining in my memory.

Two days before he was killed, he wrote to me from his refuge that he hoped we would meet in
person one day, and I assured him we will. We won't now. 

Rest in peace dear friend, you deserved better.

Ariel Bernstein is a Jewish-Israeli anti-occupation activist. 

Ariel Bernstein’s reflections after his friend Khalil Abu Yahia was killed
in Khan Younis by an Israeli airstrike on October 30th, 2023. 
November 8, 2023.



My brother and I were not personally close, but we were very ideologically close. Our relationship
was distant, but we walked a shared path. I always looked at Hayim and found inspiration. It's not a
coincidence that we share many circles in Israel — such as Breaking the Silence, who reached me
through him. I was also with him in the solidarity group with Masafer Yatta — a region where the
Israeli government is undertaking ethnic cleansing of Palestinians. Many from this group wrote to
me how significant Hayim was for them."

"We both grew up in the same family, and we were unusual. In our society too, we were both
unusual. He lived a life where he was different, and he stood out in his difference. He left the
religious life that we grew up in and chose to learn about and research this same religious culture.
Today, as I’m studying sociology and anthropology myself, I understand the strength and
intellectual sensitivity needed for this work. I know how hard it is to be in Israel with opinions that
are so different."

My brother was always active for peace and for the values that he believed in. In this, we were truly
alike. He spoke the truth in the face of - as Foucault said - the power that forces discourse upon us,
the power that forces us to say certain things, and not to say other things. Hayim spoke truth to
power - even at the price of being the one who is different, the one who is strange, in the contexts
that he lived in. Everyone who reads his words knows what his opinions were, and what is the
legacy that he leaves us. As a researcher, and also as an activist - he called for a life of peace and
liberation, freedom for all people.

In the language of our parents' home maybe we would say: that we were all created in the image of
God. I believe that it would have been important for Hayim to call for an end to the killing of
innocent people. I am with him on this path and I take up this call. I have no doubt that even in the
face of Hamas' people that murdered him, and in the face of their extreme rightwing beliefs, he
would still call out against killing and violence of innocent people - here too he would be
empathetic to pain and oppression.

As a peace activist too, I call on our government and on us all - do not use our death and our 
pain to bring the death and pain of other people and other families. Stop the cycle of pain. 
Let us understand that the only way is freedom and equal rights. Peace, solidarity and security 
to all people.

Hayim, you always stood out to all those who knew you, with your smile and your strength. In the
last few days we have heard many stories, and we are together as a family in these difficult days.
You taught the way of peace and solidarity to all those who met you, and despite the distance
between us you as my big brother taught me this way as well, and I promise to continue it. As you
wrote in the dedication of your doctorate, I too commit to bring peace and freedom to all forms of
life between the Jordan River and the Mediterranean Sea.

May you rest in peace.

Noy Katsman is a social activist living in Berlin, involved in peace and queer activism. 

Noy Katsman’s Eulogy for their brother Hayim Katsman, who was killed
by Hamas on Kibbutz Holit on October 7th. 
October 13, 2023. 



I thought a lot about what I wanted to say to hundreds of people here in Haifa, my home. I
decided with a lot of fear and hesitation, to ask for acceptance. I feel that our society,
Palestinian society, is not accepted enough these days. This is also the reason I wore my
keffiyeh today, as a gesture to our people in Gaza. 

I don’t want to talk about numbers and statistics. I refuse for our deaths to be an issue of
debate. You’re asking how many Palestinians are dying? Too many. I am here to say let’s stop
the killing. Let’s cease the fire. Now. 

I don’t want to speak only about women and children. I want to talk about the Palestinian
men. In many ways, I feel that we are ignoring Palestinian men to justify our humanity. So
that the world will take more pity on us. But you know what? My grandfathers were Palestinian
men who lived under military rule. Forty minutes away from here. In the Western Galilee. As
Palestinian citizens of Israel, we know what military rule is. 

My father is also a Palestinian man, and I am a Palestinian woman, and my children will be
Palestinian, and so will the children of the Palestinian families here in Haifa. And I refuse to
let our humanity be a topic for debate. That’s it. Ceasefire now.

I also refuse to give up on the society I am part of. I refuse to give up on Israeli society, a
society that at this moment doesn’t really accept my pain. But, and because of this, I am here
today, to demand acceptance. Acceptance from a society that doesn’t quite recognize that we
are part of the Palestinian people and that we are deeply feeling the pain of our people in
Gaza. A society that wants and expects us to share the pain of its suffering, but tells us it must
be conditional. 

I refuse to give up on our society because I believe that the majority of people who live here
sanctify life. We deserve life. We deserve a future. We deserve a society of prosperity,
solidarity and beauty. A society that truly loves, a society that is unified, a society that stands
together. We deserve security. Our society, and the hostages in Gaza, deserve a leadership that
sanctifies life instead of death.

When I say that I refuse to give up on my society, this is what I mean. I don’t see us as two
opposing sides, but as two nations on the same side, two nations that share a homeland. And
we all deserve a life of freedom, equality, and independence. Until we accept the fact that
there are two nations not only on opposite sides of the border, but two nations living within
our society here, until we build a society that is unified, shared, and egalitarian, until Israeli
society accepts that I am Palestinian and that I have rights like everyone else here and that we
all have a right to peace, equality, social justice, and security- until then, we will not be able to
achieve peace, equality, and security.

Excerpts from Sally Abed’s speech in a peace, ceasefire and 
hostage deal rally. 
December 16, 2023 | Haifa



I am here as a Palestinian woman, asking you to fight for the freedom of my people, but not
just to save me and save us. I refuse for you to join this struggle only to save us. I demand that
every Jewish-Israeli in this country join this struggle for reasons of personal interest,
patriotism, a belief that we all have a personal interest in ending the occupation, and in peace.
Otherwise, we will not be able to build a true partnership on equal grounds. I invite you to join
the shared struggle in which we both have an interest in a better life, a better future, peace
and freedom. 

I truly hope we’ll come out of the place we are in, stronger and more hopeful. Hope is
something we create. Hope is our belief in our ability to change things. Together we are
powerful. We can come together, we can organize, we can make a plan of action. We need to
go out, to be angry, and not just be hurt - be angry about this reality and at the fact that they
are abandoning us. Only together will we reach a place of equality. Here and now we will start
to imagine a better future. They have prevented us from imagining a better future. But we
insist on imagining a better future. 

Sally Abed is an elected city council representative of Haifa 
and a national leader at Standing Together.



We stand here this evening to say loud and clear: There are innocent people on both sides.
Innocent people who just want to live. 

Regular people. And to be regular people is to say that we want peace. We want peace, we want
safety, we want to live in this land. The land on which millions of Palestinians and millions of Jews
are going to stay. It doesn’t matter what kinds of fantasies the right wing has - we are all here to
stay. As Jews, we call this land our homeland, and millions of Palestinians call this land their
homeland too. Anyone who doesn’t understand that this is the only reality that we can base every
conversation upon, that this is the only reality that cannot be disputed, is simply delusional. 

They will continue to talk to us about revenge and destruction. About flattening Gaza and returning
it to the Stone Age. But this reality, that millions of Palestinians and millions of Jews will stay here,
is the only reality that we have to internalize and base our conversation on. 

And if we are speaking about this conversation, there is no conversation more trendy right now
than the conversation of “the day after.” It seems like everywhere, people are speaking about what
things will be like on “the day after.” In the news, the world is asking us for answers about the day
after. But if the day after depends on the right-wing government, then it is dependent on
Netanyahu, Smotrich, and Ben Gvir. Which means that there will not be a “day after.” We will be
stuck in this reality forever. A reality of never-ending wars, hatred, and destruction. A reality that is
based on what Netanyahu already told us in 2015. That “to win is to live by the sword.” This is the
reality that they want. The reality of never-ending war. 

And so, we are here to talk about the day after. About the vision that we have for the day after. And
we want “the day after” NOW. Our vision for this “day after” is a vision of Israeli-Palestinian peace. A
vision that realizes that living on this land in peace and security is only possible with Israeli-
Palestinian peace. A vision in which we understand that many children who grow up here don’t
know a reality other than Netanyahu, occupation, and control over another nation.

When we [Israelis] were children, we were promised that “when you grow up, you won’t need to go
to the army.” In our version of the day after, this promise will be realized. Israeli children will grow
up and won’t need to go to the army, and won’t need to have control over another nation. And they
will know that this “day after” is worth fighting for. Not a day after where we occupy Gaza. A day
after in which we live together in peace and security. 

For that to happen, every person that lives in this land must live with equality, independence, 
and freedom. 

Alon-Lee Green is the National co-Director and a founding member of Standing Together.

Excerpts from Alon-Lee Green’s speech in a peace, ceasefire and
hostage deal rally. 
December 16, 2023 | Haifa



Excerpts from Rula Daood’s speech in a peace, ceasefire and hostage
deal demonstration.
January 18, 2024 | Tel Aviv

How much more blood will be spilled before we understand that this war is destroying us? How
many more people will be killed, before we understand that this isn’t the way to achieve security?

How many more houses will be destroyed? How many dreams will be abandoned before we
understand that there will not be hope on one side of the border unless there is also hope on the
other side? That the fate of Israelis and Palestinians is interconnected? That it’s either we all will
live in peace and freedom, or none of us will?

I am a Palestinian, and I am also an Israeli citizen. I feel all the pain of this land. I understand all of
the eulogies. Those that are said in Hebrew and those that are said in Arabic. And I also know all of
the dreams. Here and there, the vast majority want quiet. Here and there, the vast majority want
their children to go to sleep without fear. Here and there, the vast majority want to know that also
on the other side, they feel the same.

We are here to say as clearly as possible: Only ending the war will free the hostages. Only a
ceasefire agreement will save the lives of innocent civilians in Gaza. Only Israeli-Palestinian peace
will lead to security. Only going down a different path, the path of peace, instead of the path of
destruction and death, will ensure that we will have a future in this land.

More and more people in our society are understanding and saying: The war, the one that just
yesterday Netanyahu threatened might continue even into 2025, is not serving us, it’s serving him.
It’s serving Ben-Gvir and Smotrich. It’s serving all those who love war and who dream about Gush
Katif. It is serving those who are scared to death of holding elections. Those who are terrified of us.
I am proud to stand opposite these people. 

I am proud to tell them: Against your racism, our weapon is Arab-Jewish partnership. Against your
vision of war, our vision is of peace. Against your despair, we are the hope. 

Friends, we need to stay united. This struggle is not a struggle of one protest. It also won’t be a
struggle of one month. This is a struggle that has been going on for decades, against the
occupation, which is deepening. But this is a struggle we must win. Do not give up. Do not despair.
Organize with us.

The coming year is going to be a test. This will be the year that we decide if we will go forward or if
we will sink into the mud. Let’s raise our heads high. In 2024, we are starting to change the history
of this land for the better. 

Always remember, history has taught us: Where there is struggle - there is hope.

Rula Daood is the National co-Director of Standing Together.



Like many Palestinians in the diaspora, I carry the weight of my people’s tragedy with me
everywhere I go. Throughout my life, I’ve watched… you know, very feeling helpless from afar
watching war after war, injustice after injustice, and seeing the living conditions and safety for
Palestinians has not improved, the occupation continues. You know, it’s just, it doesn’t seem any
better than we were hoping twenty years ago, and I visited family many times in Palestine; I’ve
experienced first hand the inhumanity of checkpoints. Every time I visit and fly into Ben Gurion
Airport, I am interrogated for hours, despite my Canadian passport, Canadian birthplace and
squeaky clean record. Just because I’m Palestinian. 

The Palestinian desire for freedom and justice lives within me; this is my background, this is my
story, this is who I am. But I have to say that after October 7th, I personally struggled to reconcile
the idealism of the Palestinian cause with the tangible atrocities that showed blatant disregard for
human life. And what resonated with me was that it is the same disregard that has been
dehumanizing Palestinians for decades. And I kept thinking how are we ever going to break out of
this cycle of violent revenge? And it really plagued me for a long time. 

And since then, before then really, I’ve always thought about what my privilege means as a
Palestinian living in the diaspora. I acknowledge that where I live in Los Angeles and I grew up in
Canada. I am safe. I am equal under the law. I have freedom of movement, freedom of speech. And
I just kept wondering - what if I used my privilege to build mutual interest with the Jews and
Israelis that are in my city instead of furthering the divide? What kind of future could we build that
would be different from the kind of present that we’re seeing today?

The question, and how I chose to respond to it, was life-changing. Meeting like-minded
Palestinians and Jews in person, organizing together, and choosing to turn tragedy and pain into
action - together. We’re all come from different backgrounds, but we’re all driven by the same
thing. We’re not just asking for something better. We are working hard to build something better.
For all of us. 

Zahra Sakkejha is a Palestinian-Canadian living in Los Angeles, a leader in Friends of Standing
Together LA, and a board member of Tomorrow's Women"

Excerpts from Zahra Sakkejha’s speech at Standing Together’s webinar.
April 21, 2024 | Los Angeles



In October, a week after Hamas’s murderous attack killed 1,200 people in Israel and captured
hundreds of hostages, an IDF air strike destroyed the four-story home where I grew up with my
extended family. My brother, his wife, and their four children miraculously pushed their way out of
the rubble, sustaining only minor injuries. Other members of my family weren’t so lucky.

That same air strike killed my 12-year-old cousin, Farah, and it badly injured her twin sister, Marah,
and both her parents. In addition, my dad’s middle and youngest brothers, Ibrahim and Riyad, were
badly wounded. A follow-on series of air strikes against the El-Yarmouk neighborhood in Gaza City,
where the house used to be, destroyed the homes where some of the survivors had sought shelter
with neighbors. Uncle Riyad was killed in that strike; his body wasn’t retrieved until nine days later,
reduced to mushy human tissue. Uncle Ibrahim’s daughter, Israa, was thrown out of the building by
the blast. She landed on the street and was crushed by a concrete slab that fully paralyzed her.

Over the weeks that followed, my brother sought shelter in different neighborhoods of Gaza City.
He and his family endured bombardments that frequently came heart-stoppingly close to their
places of refuge. In November, they made it to the southern part of the Gaza Strip, which at the
time had been designated as a safe zone by the Israeli military.

Within a few weeks of his arrival in southern Gaza, though, he faced another tragedy. An Israeli air
strike on the home of my mother’s family, my second home in Gaza, killed 29 family members and
left others terribly injured. The house was packed with people who had fled northern Gaza and
sought safety in the south. … The strike killed all of my maternal aunts and uncles, and many of
their children—my cousins. The oldest killed was my Aunt Zainab, a matriarch of the family who
spent decades as an UNRWA teacher. She was known for being immensely generous, always
offering her space, food, and resources to the less fortunate. If you ever entered Zainab’s home,
you were sure to leave with a full stomach; she would offer up one dish after another on a
nonnegotiable basis, disregarding any pleas to stop the hospitable offerings.

Then there was my Uncle Abdullah, a doctor known for running Rafah’s main hospital and for the
care he provided during the Second Intifada. He treated thousands of patients who were hit by
Israeli gunfire or maimed in air strikes or other forms of bombardment. Sometimes he would ride
in ambulances along with the paramedics to collect the most seriously injured, hoping to stabilize
patients long enough to make it to the operating room. Once, desperate to stop the bleeding of a
teenager’s heart pierced by an Israeli bullet, Uncle Abdullah stuck his thumb into the hole, saving
the teenager’s life. He was lauded for that effort by the Ministry of Health and the general public.

Gaza’s Suffering is Unprecedented: The Palestinian people have never
experienced this level of day-to-day horror
Text written by Ahmed Fouad Alkhatib, originally published in The Atlantic and
reproduced for this purpose. 



In addition to his other humanitarian work, Abdullah operated a clinic in his basement. That
made the family house a neighborhood landmark, which people would reference when
providing directions or taking taxis. When his children and I would play rough, he would
reprimand us sternly. But when I needed support most, including when I required stitches in
his clinic, he offered empathy instead. After my Uncle Yousef died, Abdullah assumed the role
of family elder, regularly hosting my mother for family get-togethers and taking particular
care of her as a widow.

My brother was at the house just two days before the air strike, having lunch with Zainab and
Abdullah. He was in Khan Younis when he heard the news, where he had been sheltering with
his family, and he frantically raced back to Rafah. He spent three days searching for remains,
many of which were so charred, they were challenging to identify. My brother ultimately
retrieved Zainab’s remains—headless, her legs entirely crushed, recognizable only by the
petite size of her torso. Too many identification processes play out like a gruesome and
painful jigsaw puzzle with human pieces, in which memories of features, shapes, and sizes are
matched to human remains.

The home in Rafah was extraordinarily special to me while I was growing up. We were there
practically every weekend. It was my refuge from school and from life in the crowded streets
of Gaza City. It was a place where we watched movies, played video games, and did projects in
the massive backyard.

As a child in the 1990s, I met Yasser Arafat, Mohammed Dahlan, and other senior Palestinian
political figures in the Rafah house. Abdullah’s oldest brother, Uncle Yousef, worked for the
Palestinian Authority, heading the Palestinian Special Olympics. He used a wheelchair himself,
and was highly revered for his fairness and independence, frequently visited by other political
and social figures.

The Rafah house was like a mini United Nations, a safe harbor of sorts in a sea of
inflammatory rhetoric, incitement, and passionate differences about the path forward. Within
its walls, people could talk. That’s where I got my introduction to the complicated realities of
the Palestinian cause. And that, too, was destroyed by the air strike.

These are my family’s stories, but every family in Gaza has its own. The war has erased not
only lives but generations’ worth of history and memories. Monuments and historical
landmarks have been reduced to rubble; family papers and mementos incinerated; elders
killed before their knowledge could be passed on or recorded.

Ahmed Fouad Alkhatib is a Palestinian-American from Gaza. He is a resident senior 
fellow at the Atlantic Council and writes extensively on Gaza’s political and humanitarian
affairs. Ahmed has been involved in local organizing with Friends of Standing Together 
in Los Angeles. 



I am a proud Jew, an Israeli-American, a Queer peace activist with second-generation traumas
and a heap of hurts that seek to heal, determined not give up on hope that will forge a path of
peace, repair and reconciliation for Israelis and Palestinians, and for people torn by this rupture,
everywhere.

Never Again for me, today, means never again for anyone. Only together can we survive and
thrive.

It means making sure my family, the Jewish people, are protected and powerful, and it also
means all people deserve life and protection, it means not using our pain to cause more pain in
the world. It means moral responsibility to do all that can be done to ensure both Jewish survival
and make sure all human life is honored and preserved, to do all that’s possible to protect all
people’s claims for dignity and freedom, food justice and decency, a home and a hope. Never
again means we are all equally sacred and held to the highest standards – by all, and for all.

Rabbi Amichai Lau-Lavie is an Israeli born social justice activist and performance artist, co-
founding Spiritual Leader of Lab/Shul congregation in NYC, serves on the Executive Board of
Rabbis for Human Rights, the advisory board of the Sulha Peace Project. 

Excerpts from a text for Lab/Shule Congregation 
by Rabbi Amichai Lau-Lavie 
January 29, 2024 | New York City



Thank you for taking the time to read these powerful words. We hope that they are able to
offer some comfort in these difficult times, remind you that you are not alone, and give
you the strength you need to keep fighting for a better future for everyone in this land. 

We know that we talk about hope a lot. For many people it can be hard to understand why
we talk about it so much, or how we manage to hold onto hope. The truth is that for us, the
people living on the land, we don’t have the privilege to sit with despair. Despair makes us
apathetic, it makes us throw up our hands in the face of pain and injustice. In order to
survive, in order to fight for the survival of those of us who are in immediate danger, and
in order to fight for life, we simply must hold onto the hope that life here can be different.
That life here can be good - for everyone. 

We hope that a year from now we are not still living through this horrific crisis, and that
we’ve begun the process of repair and rehabilitation, toward a future of peace, justice,
equality, and safety for all.

So keep holding onto hope, with us. 

In solidarity, 

Standing Together | ا עומדים ביחד | نقف معً


