Manifesto: Draft III

Shadya Yasin

Part I

Community art is like earth with new seeds,

planted every time when one enters a community and;

witnessing a different coloured flower coming to life.
Community art challenges my thoughts, ideas, and plans.
It educates me, and those around me
It has an impact at days that even words can't explain it.
It is a never foreseen experiment only destined by the will of god and people.
It is a continuous process of achieving something for the benefit of all and not for one.


I take the challenge, the hopes, the love, the experience and archive them in a never ending database.

My psyche becomes a guide for future projects.
It is self development within an artistic realm.

Faith, humanity, respect, love, hope, uncertainty, secrecy, silence, prayer, courage, integrity, and perseverance are some of the ingredients in the planting of the internal and external seed.

It is being human again from the fast growing society. 

It is trusting one human being to another, 

It is having that support system and collaboration with people. 

It is giving back all this hard work I’ve done in an institutional school and what I’ve learned in the natural school back to the natural world, back to the communities and back to Mother Nature.

It is thinking outside the box, thinking outside the typical project oriented process of development practice and coming out with solutions in which the people’s voices and stories are heard, and not the donors.

It is taking back the space, the community, the lifestyle and the project itself because in development practice it tends to be a top-down approach; a one channel communication process.

And in community arts, it allows for a ritualistic communication spectrum.

It gives me space to learn from my mistakes and better myself, while at the same time share what I know and what I learned from them.

It is removing obstacles that are formulated by society and stepping outside them.

It is dealing with cultures, politics, economy, class, ageism, sexism, religion, language, racism, technology and land.

It is dealing with stereotypes, pride, ignorance, arrogance, sorrow, death, nature and traditions.

It is a continuous internal struggle and joy.

It is that feeling you get when you know you are walking on rough territories and yet still go on.

It is the responses that one gets from the community members whether negative or positive, feedback is always important.

It is a reciprocal relationship with another human being and the community.

It is a connection that only exists between the community and I 

and the unseen worlds in existence.

It is the energy produced by different people within a given space.

It is excitement, anxiety, adrenaline, worry, confusion, possibilities, and lots of questions.

It is understanding, listening, and continuous voicing of the voices within a specific space.

It is a memory, a marking of time, a passage in life; not by years but by the experience, the process, the connection with the people and a given community.

It is the acceptance and belongingness given by the community members to me.

It is their approval and correcting me.

It is agony and intense worry of not knowing if the idea will work in the hopes of success or will it fail, fail me or the people or the space or the moment.

It is fighting the gut feeling against the real world.

It is thinking quickly in a given situation.

It is a dialogue that was destined to happen.

It is the story that was only meant for that time and moment.

It is community development by the people for the people because 

I am one of the people working, supporting and sharing information as much as learning.

It is the local and global communicating and creating change simultaneously just as the young and old passing their knowledge and ways of living.

It is and should be a process of synchronicity.

It is achieving the Ubuntu state.

Using an African philosophy, because I identify with this philosophy, I bring it with me in every aspect of my work in trying to make peace with who I am in relation to where I am.

My African identity is central to everything that I do, it is an aspect that I try to nurture in my daily activities, and in any project I take on. It is re-tracing and reclaiming my ancestral history since I myself; i am a daughter of the Diaspora. However, always faced with internal tensions, playing with multiple identities, and coming to peace with myself. My faith is Islam, I am a Muslim who is very proud of my Swahili-ness in which is part of my creation by the intermarriage of two different cultures. 

Part II

Energy at its truest form, radiating from one body to the other within a given space

creating the community of that time and moment,

flooding the space with laughter and hopeful cries of limitless ideas, these are the feelings of community art, or so what I’ve experienced the other day in practice.

A true lesson of being aware of the space, time and moment is important in understanding the process and practice of art within a community.

The uncertainty of what will happen next, within the chaos and between borders of the ‘inside’ and ‘outside’ and finding myself caught in that in-between space. 

I find myself in a cocoon, protecting myself, where this in between space forces me to crack it, and just be at that moment and time the person I am supposed to be.

This is the space of uncertainty, of not knowing, and it is the place as a student of life that challenges me and forces me to make that choice. The choice of work; 

Work for justice, politics, awareness, community, self-development;

Work for family, for the body, the spirit, and the silent war.

There is this notion of safety, protecting myself from the others, there is this issue of safety, of how far can one go in the name of arts or community, there is this safety issue that leaves me with continuous uneasiness of how far can power, politics and money be used to create art in the name of community arts?

It is the uneasiness that I get in using words that come from members of the community, in knowing the individual but not having the space to quote every individual and just left with the “quote”(from a community member).

The uneasiness of my own personal ignorance; 

How far can one go without a red card halt?

This is a lesson for me, not an issue of humility and curiosity, but of reality.

I have to be in, to feel, to breathe every moment of the project in order to understand and feel the moment and space and community.

One cannot be fake, cannot be superficial in the field of community work and artistic production.

I say this because I need to feel the pain and the joy of the experience and process, in order to experience the feeling of accomplishment.

I want to be aware of these things, be cautious of them, and always be in check.

I want dialogue, not hyperventilation of what I think to be right or wrong in the context of process.

I want to be able to work without the continuous academia conscious nagging behind my back. 

To just be free in the space provided, within that moment and time of that vibrant energy.

Finding balance of my inspirations, ideas, thoughts, histories, values, perceptions and everything that I encounter in the midst of community arts, in the midst of communities, in the midst of people, I want that balance, instead of negativity, always and always to be positive.

Every day is a new day, full of possibilities and time is captured in that moment of experience filled with questions, and it is alright not to have answers.

So Why when one thinks of Community Arts the anticipation and the gaze becomes that of helping the impoverished and not the other way? Why can’t it be the artist seeking help from the community in the process of creativity? It boggles my mind that why do I have this feeling of giving while I am the one who is continuously receiving. I don’t understand this feeling that I have, even in speaking of ‘I am an artist’ claiming that title, and being in a community and working with people as the ‘artist’ a title that I don’t feel true to, and how it manifests itself in becoming a community artist and people accepting it, and instead of me refuting it, correcting it, shouting at it, I stay silent. 

I don’t think I am an artist as a poet, I think I prefer to be an experimentalist of art, and through that process I produce art in the form of poetry or spoken word or performance art or plain old fashioned theatre.

I am still finding my space, my stories and its multiplicities. How do I voice this out without a 10minute or 5minute explanation? Silence.

