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"Here and Gaza"

Shiretoko, m February, I record the sound of dnfting ice every year. The delicate yet
rugged sensation of the dnft 1ce evokes distant landscapes m my imagmnation. In reality,
the 1ce contains Russian air and microorgarsms that cross borders, and there 1s more
happening in the ice than we can “imagine.”

Imagine. Countless bombs raining down like rain, people hving in fear, covered in ash

and blood, crying. In realhity, more 1s happening than we can imagine.

[ want to stop the massacre.



