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Jumana Manna: Your Time  
Passes And Mine Has No Ends 
Hollybush Gardens, London, 10 April to 23 May

The body of work, research project and site-specific 
installation ‘Your Time Passes And Mine Has No Ends’ 
is Jumana Manna’s way of grappling with the creative 
paralysis felt in the face of what the UN has described 
as a continuing genocide in Gaza, which has trapped 
Palestinians in a state of suspended life – an exilic, 
oppressed and violent hell that no longer resembles  
the rhythms of any normal existence. It asks how  
to refuse that inaction, as well as the normalisation  
of mass slaughter, and instead maintain a collective 
imagination of liberation. 

Manna is best known for her filmic and sculptural 
work, but this series comprises only one video work 
alongside a selection of textile pieces: banner-like 
handcra�ed hangings, variously installed via ropes or 
hanging from industrial steel balcony structures and 
gates, o�en with other debris, smaller knotted rags, 
empty plastic bottles and single sandals. The banners’ 
compositions and symbols are based on mawasim 
(Arabic for ‘the seasons’), historical carnivalesque 
rituals of mass assembly that took place in Palestine 
before the Nakba of 1948, the most prominent of those 
being the Nabi Musa festival, a week-long procession 
and camp between Jerusalem and Jericho, and  
the Nabi Rubin, a month-long festival on the  
coast between Gaza and Ja�a. 

Eye motifs are repeated across the banners, as  
well as prison bars and rocks, while several also show 
outstretched hands reaching out clasping posies of 
native Palestinian plants. The larger banners Stone 
Notes, 2024–25, and Come Let’s Go Together, 2025, 
incorporate digital prints on cotton, natural dyes,  
silk, embroidery and linen. Embroidered details con-
trast with photographic fragments of crowds, aerial 
military views, maps and explosions. One of the ban-
ners is woven, and some are broken up with more 
abstract diagonal forms, grids and numbers, which 
seem to have started to disintegrate, like Letraset 
melting in the sun, a reference to the crumbling of 
orders and policies. Manna carefully researched these 
historical banners, bayariq or a‘alam, which critically 
embodied pre-state forms of identification, by searching 
documentary archives (mostly taken by foreign pho-
tographers) and literary accounts in order to use the 
same colours, fabrics and patterns accurately.  

Evidence for the efficacy of Baker-Miller pink is, to say 
the least, questionable, but Crowther’s employment of 
it here is a further instance of her interest in military- 
driven research into the psychological and pharmaco-
logical manipulation of the human body. 

There is also a smell in the gallery which, although 
not immediately attractive, does not repulse. It is deep 
and complex, and while one tries to recognise aspects of 
the odour, it remains unplaceable. It is pervasive, albeit 
there are zones of higher intensity depending on one’s 
proximity to its source. We live in the air, it both 
surrounds and fills us and, because of its ubiquity, it 
o�en falls below the threshold of our consideration. 
Unless, as is here, we are reminded of its necessity and 
its potentially problematic nature. There is no morality 
in this medium of our existence. It can be health giving 
– the clean, clear air of the alpine sanatorium – or quite 
the opposite, as the pandemic recently demonstrated. 
The atmosphere contains things which, for all that  
they are invisible, are nonetheless real. We draw  
them in, they bond with our receptors, and we  
respond – physically, psychically, emotionally. 

What we are smelling in ‘Liquid Trust’ is HS Code 
04022911, the fragrance Crowther developed with 
Harry Sherwood out of her thinking on oxytocin –  
a hormone that stimulates milk production in the  
latter stages of pregnancy. When made artificially  
and administered intravenously, it appears to have  
a calming e�ect on male combatants su�ering PTSD. 
HS Code 04022911 has notes derived from powdered 
milk, something most of us habitually encountered in 
baby formula, and which also has a history of military 
use. Once more we are in that grey area between life 
and engineered existence. Though oxytocin itself is not 
a constituent of the fragrance, it does contain hexadece-
nal, a molecule produced by all bodies, but found in 
particularly high concentration on the scalp of new-
born babies. It elicits contrasting e�ects: calming  
males and stimulating aggression in females, perhaps 
thereby playing a part in postnatal bonding and 
protective instincts. 

Half the gallery space is taken up with a mobile 
health unit purchased from a British army surplus 
website. The visitor is free to wander around NSN 
5411-99-219-4744, a transportable, single shipping 
container that, once on site, can be opened out into  
a three-chambered triage station. The rooms formed  
to either side of the central office section have sloping 
roofs, so at points the whole structure has the look  
of a predatory winged creature squatting menacingly, 
its dark military green and the surrounding pink 
reinforcing each other’s heaviness. Notices on the  
walls le� over from its former life make clear that it 
has been used to process people for signs of contamina-
tion. Paperwork found inside the unit a�er Crowther 
purchased it revealed that it had been deployed in 
Salisbury following the death of Dawn Sturgess, an 
innocent bystander who unknowingly sprayed herself 
with Novichok concealed in a discarded perfume bottle 
le� behind by Russian operatives a�er the attempted 
assassination of former spy Sergei Skripal. Well before 
the creation of HS Code 04022911, Crowther had 
referred to this incident in her 2023 essay ‘The Eternal 
Pursuit of the Unattainable’, a meditation on real  
and fake products eliciting real experience, and on 
fragrance as a vehicle for the marketing of desire and 
an endlessly deferred promise to satisfy our aspirations.

Michael Archer is a writer based in London. 
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Paul Eastwood: Unreadings
Mostyn, Llandudno, 14 March to 20 June

Language is both a site of struggle and of release.  
Paul Eastwood’s solo exhibition ‘Unreadings’ at  
Mostyn holds this balance throughout. It is both full 
and spare, filled with words, music and moments  
of silence. It explores language in its broadest sense 
– the form it takes through letters and text, our inter-
action with it through reading and writing, its possibil-
ities and unravellings. As a bilingual English Welsh 
speaker, it is a fertile site for Eastwood, but it is also 
one of difficulty, shaped by his experience of dyslexia. 

The first gallery centres on these struggles. Having 
attended a Welsh-language school at a time when 
neurodiversity was neither widely recognised nor 
supported, Eastwood reconstructs the pressures  
of daily learning through sound and drawing. Four 
suspended speakers each recount tasks he found 
challenging: Copying, Poor Spelling, Silent Reading  
and Dwyieithog [bilingualism], all works 2026. First,  
a female voice delivers the text with subtle hesitations 
and pauses. Then, it is repeated in a digitally cut-up 
version, where words are rearranged. It hints at but 
does not mimic the dyslexic experience of stumbling  
on or having to decode text. 

Across the walls, and appearing like marks on  
a sheet of paper, are a suite of 20 drawings titled 
‘Skrohlz’ that punctuate the space at di�erent heights. 
They recall the speech scrolls in medieval paintings, 
architectural inscriptions or unravelled typewriter 
ribbons. Both sculptural and textual, they twist, curl 
and flutter; some are interwoven, one forms a wreath. 
Cryptic messages feature in Welsh, English and a 
pseudo-phonetic language – individual titles, such as  
Is Messa is Legible th o half or REEE-ding DREHD, o�er 
partial clues. They speak to the experience of fractured 
legibility, of frustration and the shame of having to 
read aloud in class; a mocking laugh can be read in 
another drawing. In dialogue with an audio track,  
they symbolise the arduous moments when Eastwood  

In Manna’s banners, these are mostly tertiary shades: 
pinks, blues, sage greens, maroons and the monochrome 
greys of old photographs. The Arabic texts written 
around their edges are quotations from contemporary 
Palestinian prisoners, celebrating their strength 
despite their incarceration. These two sources operate 
as models of liberatory practice and resources for 
rallying collective joy, solidarity and sociality o�ering 
communal resistance in the face of catastrophe.

In the smaller space adjacent to the main gallery,  
a silent two-minute looped film, Historical 
Transmission, 2026, plays on a monitor sitting  
on the concrete floor. Manna has overlaid footage  
of crowds gathering on the West Bank to greet the 
released Palestinian prisoners in 2025 with archival 
footage of the Nabi Musa festival from 1929, the prod-
uct of sustained research into colonial ethnographic 
archives. The film has a woozy, hallucinatory quality; 
although the archival film is shot in black and white, 
Manna has manipulated the colours in the more 
recently shot excerpts – picking out clothing details,  
for example – so that they reverberate in neon greens, 
violets, acidic pinks and blues. We see shi�ing masses 
of figures, banners, headscarves. Contemporary  
and historical crowds merge and mutate. Traditional 
dances, sun parasols and tourists meet released prison-
ers and protesters. The imagery is interrupted with 
short textual fragments that are explicitly orientalist 
in their tone: ‘Fierce-eyed Bedouins come from their 
black tent camps in the desert to dance and chant.’  
The messy, circular collage choreographs a conversa-
tion between spectres haunting a present politics  
and future visions of a catastrophe to come. 

The metal balcony structures that frame the instal-
lation quietly suggest the remnants or skeleton of an 
urban architecture obliterated by Israeli bombing,  
or perhaps yet to be constructed from the rubble.  
The strung-up banners – some hanging squarely,  
some not fully unfurled – are reminiscent of domestic 
laundry strewn on improvised washing lines 
criss-crossing narrow alleyways in Gaza, or between 
the tents that now take the place of towns and villages 
destroyed and turned into mass refugee camps, such  
as Al-Shati, running along the Mediterranean Sea.  
Like these, Manna’s banners emerge as dignified 
symbols of Palestinian resistance and a refusal to 
surrender everyday life. But balconies are also juxta-
posed with prison bars: one banner is folded over the 
top of a gate, alluding not only to lives behind bars but 
also to a whole collective consciousness that is under 
occupation yet still resolutely refuses, even in the face 
of genocide and despair, to stop dreaming about joy 
shared and future liberation. It is here that Manna’s 
work insists on the political urgency of historical 
transmission and joyful defiance.

Sarah E James is professor of visual culture  
at Manchester School of Art. 

Paul Eastwood, A Copying, B Silent Reading  
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