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In the open stretch of the Jerusalem
desert, where the horizon touches the
sky and the silence holds stories from
the past, more than sixty young
women and girls gathered with their
bicycles — carrying with them their
voices, their hopes, and their belief
that change is possible.

It wasn't just a cycling activity or an
awareness event. It was a journey
about freedom and dignity — where
every turn of the wheel became a
quiet act of resistance. Each move-
ment said: justice starts with a free
body, a strong voice, and the right to
move safely in public spaces
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Under the slogan “Riding for Change,"” the Sharek Youth Forum, in partnership
., with UNFPA and in collaboration with Palestine on Bicycles, organized this ride
as part of the global 16 Days of Activism Against Gender-Based Violence cam-
paign — turning awareness into something real, shared, and full of courage.

Throughout the ride, conversations flowed naturally.

As the cyclists moved through the desert's soft curves, they shared stories — of
strength and fear, of silence and courage, of what it means to face violence and
still choose to show up.

Nothing was scripted. The talk moved like the wind — honest, simple, and full of
heart.

That's what gave the ride its real meaning: women moving together, each steer-
ing her own path toward justice and equality
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The choice of Nabi Mousa Shrine wasn't random.
It's a sacred place where history and spirit meet —
a reminder that Palestinian women have always
belonged in every space, public or sacred.

In the same desert that once carried the steps of
prophets and travelers, today's riders wrote their
own story — one of youth, resilience, and belief
that real change starts from the ground up: from
the road, from movement, from people, and from
the shared hope that freedom is not a destination

- but a way forward.
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At the gates of Nabi Musa, the
riders paused for a moment, taking
in the wide horizon — and then
came the laughter, the kind that
feels like relief and victory at once.
One participant whispered:

“Today, we didn't just cross a
desert... we crossed into our-
selves.”

As the sun slipped behind the hills,
one message stayed in the air







EVERY MOVE, EVERY STEP...
IS A MESSAGE FOR CHANGE




