Epilogue

Four hundred bodies: living, dancing, moving, breathing, sweating together on the dance
floor at the Comfort 13 Club at the border between Jaffa and Tel Aviv. They are all gathered
for the monthly alQaws’s Queer Party. It is early in the evening (the party ends at midnight)
and the club is already packed with people from all around historic Palestine. The line
outside is crowded and the few Israelis who try to get into the party are thrown off by the
hosts refusal to speak Hebrew at the entrance to their otherwise familiar club: “Arabic or
English habibti, this is not your night.” After failed attempts to overpower the indifferent host
with angry Hebrew slander, the affronted Israeli queers leave defeated. Some Israelis do
attend the party, but their presence seems out of place as they hang back timidly in corners
of the club, hesitantly shuffling their feet to the Arabic dance beats, as they watch the night
unfold.

People crowd the dance floor to dance and make out, or slip away to intimate corners
and toilet stalls where sweat condenses on the ceiling only to fall down again like a warm
rain as the night progresses. People elbow each other in front of the mirror as they relay the
latest gossip. The space fills with smoke as the hot, brightly colored lights cause drops of
sweat to roll down my back as the night moves on. A group of Palestinian female DJs blast
the latest Arabic pop songs and wedding classics. Voices become louder. People are
singing. The highpoint of the night occurs when one of the DJs mixes traditional Palestinian
Dabkeh with contemporary beats and people gather arm in arm, and step-hop-jump, as the
bodies move effortlessly in response to the tunes, as ancestral energy moving muscle, bone,
and flesh.

This is certainly not the site where Palestinian queers rely on the presence of a liberal

"tisa

and progressive Tel Aviv gay culture to come together to celebrate a “secret freedom.
gathering that radically undermines existing settler geographies and reclaims this border
between the annexed city of Jaffa and the “white city” of Tel Aviv as a Palestinian decolonial-
queer geography. It is out-of-sync with settler colonial spatio-temporalities and dances to a
different beat. Reconfiguring Comfort 13 at that particular intersection where Jaffa and Tel
Aviv meet creates a different geography and a site, which is significantly Palestinian. The
party is not a sign that Palestinian queers need Israel in order to thrive. It dances to a

decolonial rhythm, imaginary, and geography of and for Palestine.

! For instance, in the Times of Israel, Michal Shmulovich describes the alQaws parties as a space where
“firmly closeted” Palestinian queers can celebrate a “secret freedom” (“Secret”).



The alQaws party plays a different tune that is embodied by the people on the dance
floor, the music blasting through the speakers, the Palestinian-Arabic dialect spoken at the
door, and the defiance of existing settler geographies by those who crossed actual and
metaphorical borders and checkpoints to come to the party. These gathering bodies are of
and in a different time. The party plays its own tune of futurity: a geographic imaginary that
takes place before, during, and in the potential future that opens up after Zionist settler
colonialism — a freedom not yet to come but one that is already lived in the past and the
present.

A little after midnight, grumpy Russian-speaking bouncers ask us to leave.
Reluctantly, elated bodies flood the alley of the club ready to gather again and again and

again.



