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    To the Broken, may our sharp edges tear apart what should never have been—may they move us to a liberated world.
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​Foreword by Ijeoma Oluo
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As I write this foreword, another person has been murdered by ICE agents for trying to save a woman from their brutality. I write this foreword as genocide rages on in Palestine, in Sudan, in Congo—with no outrage on our part to match its murderous fury.

It is hard to write, hard to teach, hard to organize in these times. It can seem futile. It can seem like we are not only repeating ourselves, but repeating generation after generation of people trying to find a way to say simply that we deserve to live free. 

And so I’m sitting down today to write this foreword because I must, because it is hard. And when it is hard that is when it is needed more than ever. But because it is hard and because it is so necessary, I am picking each word with even greater care.

I want to throw care out the window. I want to divorce my rage from the love that bore it and unleash it on those who are hurting us. I want to unwind my years of somatic therapy work that gave context and meaning to my pain and become a tornado that takes down all around me. 

But I am respectfully listening to my rage and listening to where it tells me it must go instead of where I want it to go. I am reciting to myself the promises I have made to this work and the people who do it with me. And I will also cry. I will yell. I will do what I must as a human being with a human response to such cruelty and violent oppression in the world. But I will always get back to the work, because the work is nonnegotiable. 

I am honoring my commitment to liberation and to the work and words that can help shine a light on our path to it. 

We are traumatized people working with traumatized people, doing work that further traumatizes us, in a world that refuses to recognize that trauma. And because of this, true care is often cast aside. I’m not talking about capitalist ideas of care that have us taking spa days. I’m not talking about colonialist ideas of care that have us isolating from our people and cutting ourselves off from the suffering of our neighbors. 

I’m talking about how we care for each other, how we care for ourselves, and most importantly: how we care for the work. 

When I met Yaffa in person for the first time, after being connected online for a while, I was struck first by their care. Care in the small gift of healing tonics they gave to me as we met at a small coffee shop. Care in how they listened to my and my partner’s stories, and care in what they shared with us. And as we later sat onstage together and talked liberation, I was once again struck by Yaffa’s care. 

Care is not always soft. Care can be a fierce, firm thing. Often care must be. And as Yaffa spoke of what the fight for liberation looks like to them, I was able to see Yaffa’s care in their anger and heartbreak, in the way they intently listened to every audience question, in every word chosen, and every action and idea discussed on how we can be more free. 

Care can feel slow, it can feel like a hindrance at a time like this. But when our oppressors care so little in their violence, we must care even more. 

Yaffa talks of writing this book at a time of great hurt, hurt that came from community that was supposed to care. That lack of care did not just harm individuals, it harmed the work. Even though Yaffa and I do our work in different places and with different methodologies, their description of this harm resonated deeply with me. I have experienced similar harm, and I don’t know any liberation workers who haven’t. The harm done by those who do this work without care is devastating. This is harm that can destroy movements with precision our oppressors could only dream of. We deserve so much more than what even we are willing to give ourselves.

Care is hard when we are broken. Care is hard when we aren’t given a quiet place to heal. Care is hard in a world that says that because we are broken, we shouldn’t have to care. That it is too much to ask. 

And it is a lot to ask: to be broken and to keep being broken and to still care about how that brokenness shows up in our fight for survival. It is a lot to ask to be accountable for the harm we cause when our own harm still feels so fresh. But we must, because we are all broken. And when we are broken we cannot become unbroken, we can only become something new. We must take great care in what we decide to become.  

––––––––
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​Introduction
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I struggle to begin writing this book. Many of my books are born from rage and frustration—rage at systemic oppression, frustration with those who uphold it—including my own people.

This book is no different. But the weight feels heavier because the starting point is my people, not the systems.

It feels as though 2025 is the year I am meant to process my frustration and resentment toward my people—something I do not do lightly, because it feels like attacking an inherent part of myself. 

I ask myself, again and again, who am I to speak about this? And yet the universe keeps pushing me toward writing and speaking, reminding me that this is the work I have dedicated my entire life to.

I do not work to fix privileged individuals rooted in systems of oppression. My work has always been for my people. And without having these conversations, we risk repeating the same harmful patterns that pull us deeper into systems of oppression.

I have spent decades practicing conflict transformation and transformative justice, long before I had the language for either. I have supported hundreds of communities in building values-aligned practices, and I have watched them fracture again and again. But this book is not about conflict alone—I have written extensively about conflict in previous works.

I was initially trained in conflict resolution and taught others through peer support frameworks. But as I went deeper into the work, I realized conflict resolution did not reflect the practices I grew up with in my Palestinian and Muslim communities, nor among other marginalized communities surviving the united states.

Even as a child, I knew we did not resolve conflict—we transformed it. Conflict resolution, as I was trained, often felt like a strategy to avoid disposability. But in my community, there was no disposability. We were families torn apart by war, genocide, and fascism. We were all broken—and we cared for one another.

Care failed when conflict resolution was applied without transformation.

Years later, I gained language for what I had always known: liberatory relationships require accountability. Accountability requires addressing root causes of harm. Conflict resolution is not accountability—it is, at best, an entry point. A step before accountability, if I am being generous.

Accountability leads to growth. Growth is the priority. Without it, we cannot continue caring for one another in liberatory ways.

Later still, I learned about conflict transformation—a practice that centers root causes. And then transformative justice, something I had witnessed as a child and mistakenly believed was universal.

In my community, adults gathered to address harm. Involving the state was never an option—the harm would always outweigh any benefit. Responsibility belonged to the community.

That remains my favorite part of transformative justice: responsibility is collective, not individual. No one in a community bears zero responsibility for what occurs within it. When we accept that, we can transform everything—not just pass the spotlight of blame from one person to another.

This book is about responsibility. About healing. About hearts. About being generative. About being irrelevant. We have much work to do before we can truly embody liberatory practice. Without shared responsibility for our healing and growth, we will never move toward a liberated world.

This book was sparked by community violence—three incidents across three countries, on a single day in August 2024. There has been community violence before and since, but August 9th, 2024 holds a permanent place in my memory.

I am in Falasteen, driving from Haifa to Bethlehem. We are preparing to meet with political prisoners and to launch a campaign to rebuild homes demolished near Bethlehem. The day begins early. News arrives of conflict in Cairo—the kind that behaves like a forest fire, indiscriminate and consuming everything in its path.

The second incident unfolds in Europe during the two-hour drive. This one is quieter, more contained, but deeply sinister. There is no explosion, no dramatic collapse—just a swift, lethal blow to years of work. The kind of harm that corrodes relationships for years.

The two comrades I am traveling with go into a meeting while I work from a café, trying to support from a distance. Then the third incident arrives, in the form of a text: “Hey, can we talk when you have time?” I know immediately that everything is about to change. And it does.

By the time I fully understand what has happened, we are having dinner with political prisoners, strategizing next steps. I step away to address the situation, but the damage has already been done. A best friend is on suicide watch. The infrastructure I built so that the work could continue beyond me is fractured.

The funds to begin rebuilding the first house are now delayed. The money for fire extinguishers to stop settlers’ arson attacks in Al-Khalil (Hebron) is delayed. Funding for gender-affirming surgery for a trans comrade is delayed. All because one person was unwell.

Almost everyone who knew responded the same way: “Well, they’re not okay.” As if being unwell absolved harm. Only after that did people ask about those impacted—as though they were an afterthought, the person who caused harm always centered first. As if individual actions do not have long-term consequences in other people’s lives.

I write this by the Mediterranean, on the one-year anniversary. The work has not recovered. The people impacted have not recovered. All because a single person was “not okay,” because a single person was not better broken.

Being broken is political when it is synonymous with marginalization, while being whole is synonymous with privilege. When we view trauma as the tool that breaks and violence the poison that escapes we reinforce white supremacist narratives. Violence is always political: who enacts violence and who receives the violence are political. How we reach the state of violence is political and instrumental to oppression. How we respond to violence is worldbuilding, either moving us towards fascism or towards liberation.

How we interact with violence is political, because how we react to violence is defined by likability politics which are defined by systems of oppression. If we like you we can overlook almost anything. If we’ve never liked you we will not overlook any violence, even the absence of violence is not enough to protect you.

Meeting violence with violence is political under the guise of community safety — I am not saying there is no role for violence in liberation work, I am saying community violence towards one another in response to state violence we do not know how to process is political. Resistance violence is also very obviously political. 

Likeability is political. We like those that systems of oppression have told us to like: folks with charisma, power, and those we have deemed as our community — all defined by systems of oppression, even when that likability is transferred through a shared identity of marginalization.

There are so many facets of violence that demand entire books written about them and there are some brilliant books out there that discuss them such as any book by Mariam Kaba; I also recommend Beyond Survival, co-edited by Ejeris Dixon and Leah Lakshmi Piepzna-Samarasinha as a great entry into concepts like Transformative Justice.

This book is in response to one response to community violence in particular. A response that infuriates me to no end. When someone within community causes harm there are too many who will say

“Well, they’re broken. They’re not okay.”

What a disgustingly degenerative response to harm. How dare you.

Of course, this is not the response to when the most marginalized of the most marginalized cause harm. This is when the more privileged of the marginalized cause harm, when they are liked due to charisma, power, or whatever else that made them popular.

It infuriates me — all things that are not generative infuriate me. This in particular infuriates me enough to launch a podcast, write a book, and make shirts with these words.

I acknowledge that none of us are okay, that we are all broken. How dare you use that as an excuse for violence—whether as the person committing the violence or the bystanders?

This statement is told to people who have experienced violence.

I experience far too much community and state violence to capture in a single book or to even publicly share and acknowledge or even process in my own mind. When the violence is relevant enough and I tell others, it is rare to receive a response different than the one above. At times it is the response above until the individuals themselves experience similar violence, and then they recognize that uttering these words out loud in response to someone informing you about harm is moving us towards fascism. You can reflect on your intention for these words in hell or as you read this book, whichever comes first.

This response and this justification need to go.

Your being broken is irrelevant in a world where we are all broken. Enacting violence is a choice that we control as individuals, pretending otherwise is from the deepest parts of fascist systems.

To use being broken as an excuse for your violence is the same as anglo-europeans using harm against them as justification for slavery and colonization or zionists using the holocaust as justification for genociding Palestinians, or cis people claiming fear is their reason for transphobia and wanting to genocide transness.

It is ludicrous, ridiculous, and nonsensical. So stop it.

Be better broken.

No more excuses. Be better broken. We cannot afford anything less.

I ask you to open yourself to this work—to read with the assumption that every word in this collection is about you. It is not. But without that openness, it becomes nearly impossible to discern which parts are, and which are not about you as an individual embedded in community.

But being better broken is not enough. What matters is what we do once we are better broken.

Some would say—and I am one of them—that being better broken means standing for and actively building toward a collectively liberated world. Not everyone agrees, so let me be clear: your brokenness is irrelevant to me if it does not serve collective liberation.

For too long, whiteness has framed healing as an individual pursuit rather than a communal responsibility. In the global north, healing often means responding to community harm by pushing people further into individualism. Community can be harmful—especially in societies built on stolen land and sustained through colonization and abuse. But individualism does not heal that harm.

Many healing practices over the last twenty years have treated individualism as the solution, failing to recognize that it is precisely this individualism—produced by oppressive systems—that leads to harm in the first place.

Being better broken without contributing to a collectivist vision of liberation is not liberation at all. It is merely fragmentation—shattered pieces held together by the very systems that broke us.

To be better broken is to claim responsibility for liberation and to move toward it through service. Being in service is what matters to me. I want people to experience joy, peace, love—but if it all ends with you, you are not my priority. My priority is service to collective liberation.

Be better broken so you can be in better service.

My methodology for being better broken stems from my no waste philosophy. I witnessed my grandfather reuse everything for his garden, composting without ever calling it compost. During my engineering program they wanted to frame it as sustainability, without ever acknowledging that our indigenous communities have never wasted. Freshman year we learned about the concept of cradle to grave, and in my resistance against the elitist education I was receiving that believed that whiteness would save the planet, I finally found language for the practices I grew up with and have always known. As I moved into mental health, death and birthing work, and social and environmental justice organizing I learned to utilize the same practices; no waste could be applied to every aspect of life. No waste has been a necessary philosophy in my practice for healing, self-actualization, and liberation.

This book was originally two books—one about being better broken, and one about being in service. I merged them because the moment demands both, and because I believe there are people ready for both. I also do not have the capacity to tour two books in 2026. Merging them was an act of accessibility—for myself and for others.

My work across organizing, training, incubation, mobilizing, and publishing is about preparing for the next crisis. I hope you read this book with that in mind. The next crisis is always closer than we think.

Let’s build infrastructure where we are prepared for the next crisis. 

Let’s build a world where the next crisis never happens. 

Be better broken.

Be in service to collective liberation—and everything it requires.
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​Be Responsible Broken
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I was four when Mama gave my older sister, who was five at the time, a time out. In my mind E was locked away forever and needed rescuing. I went outside, through the garden and found the window to the room she was being held in. I tell E I will rescue her. I try to find a way into the window; albeit on the ground floor, it is still a challenge.

I did it anyway. I climbed the tree despite my fear of heights. I held onto the bars of the window that would have actually made it impossible to enter the room from the outside without cutting the metal anti-theft bars. I held on and when I looked inside she was gone.

I thought she had been killed. Mama had killed her and I was already mourning her in the garden when what felt like hours later (probably minutes) I found E playing with the neighbor’s kid. Mama had let her out but E did not think I should be told while on my rescue mission. E also refused to let me play with them after.

I learned certain things really early in my life.


I learned that violence and death impacted my family.

I learned that I am able to play a role in helping others.

I learned that responsibility is not always shared.

I learned that being responsible can not be in exchange for gratitude or personal benefit after, for we can’t guarantee those things.

I learned that supporting others would not make them like me.

I learned that I would do it anyway.

I learned that responsibility meant being a part of the story, a commitment to truth, care, and love. 



I am grateful that I learned these things early on. I am grateful that I inherited Mama’s anxiety. I am grateful that I was not celebrated for being responsible and I still continued to be responsible.

The memory above will be seen as traumatizing to most people and elicit a sympathetic reaction towards me. I am grateful for that and will not deny that this memory for years was a source of pain. Now though, in a no waste practice, where I claim and learn from every experience, I see it for what it is. I take from the memory the lessons for the future and leave behind the rest. I take lessons of responsibility, gratitude, and understanding who I have always been.

This experience was a moment where I was broken in a multitude of ways, and yet instead of turning my back on responsibility I chose to continue being responsible, even before I knew what that word meant.

Part of my journey is also witnessing others with similar breakage not be responsible. Growing up my sisters were not always the most responsible. They would often disappear and it would be my responsibility to figure out where they disappeared to as Mama freaked out. Even as we grew older, they did not always claim responsibility in their relationships and paths in life, sometimes going as far as blaming me for their actions — often blaming me.

In many ways, they needed to be better broken. In many ways, some of them still do.

But they taught me a valuable lesson. Being broken has little relevance when it comes to responsibility and those who say otherwise to avoid responsibility and accountability are doing just that, avoiding responsibility and accountability. Everything impacts us, our trauma and things that have broken us surely play a role in every part of our lives, but they do not define who we are, they do not define whether or not we will be responsible. 

The same experience above could have been my justification for never being responsible for my sisters or anyone else. But that’s not what happened. This experience also did not do the opposite. As traumatic as it was, it didn't impact whether or not I was responsible.

It did impact how I communicated, how anxious I was, how I internalized that I am not worthy; but it didn’t make me turn my back on responsibility. Perhaps it was the fact that I was told as soon as I was born that I had responsibilities, that I needed to be a main character who took care of those around me. Perhaps it was my cancer moon. Perhaps it’s my Leo Sun, rising, Mercury, and Venus that made me a nurturer. It could have been anything, there are a thousand pathways and the important part is that I understood the assignment. Not everyone who is told to be responsible becomes responsible. Not every Cancer Moon or Leo Sun knows to be responsible. 

In many of the spaces I am in (more in spaces I am not in) people will use the violence they have experienced as justification for ways that they might be showing up. In the end of the day I do not care that because of your childhood trauma you ended up getting someone deported. You got someone deported — that is all. You should not have done that. You need to be accountable for your actions. 

Part of your accountability could be to acknowledge that your pain influences how you respond to situations and find ways to move past it so it never happens again. We’re all broken here. Be better broken.

In my years as an organizer, particularly in what's known as the united states, I have seen people’s actions leading to our community members getting killed, incarcerated, deported, hospitalized, unhoused, and displaced from community (and all the things that happen in between this list). I myself have experienced the last three things from that list while being put at risk of incarceration and deportation by community members.

Like I mentioned in the introduction, it is rarely the most marginalized of the most marginalized who are using being broken as an excuse for these actions and are not the ones causing these forms of harm. It’s usually the people with enough access to assimilation, marginalized or not, that are the most violent and the ones who justify their violence. They are also the ones with enough likability politics for others to justify their actions on their behalf by saying “but they’re broken” as if being broken forces people to get others deported and/or killed.
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