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Chapter	1

Artist	Statement

	

I	am	a	Lebanese	transnational	artist	who	makes	installations	that	are	coded	with	tactics

for	endurance,	fortitude,	and	presence.	These	immersive	environments	evoke	journeying

through	inter-cultural	landscapes.	I	use	gestural	shapes,	vivid	colors,	and	sculpture

placement	to	reflect	discussions	of	self-hood,	dialogue,	and	be/longing	to	an	ever-shifting

global	culture.

In	authoring	my	work,	I	am	synthesizing	notions	of	intelligent	design	in	cultural	leadership

and	meaning	making.	I	honor	the	ceramic	tradition	with	my	colorful	and	symbolic

expressionist	sculptures	while	upholding	the	latest	findings	in	psychology	of	perception,

viewer	experience,	migration	study,	and	immersive	algorithmic	realities.

	

My	research	in	mathematics	and	Sufism	is	coupled	with	a	studio	based	research,	both

inform	my	ceramic	forms,	choice	of	texture,	matching	of	vibrant	colors,	and	suspensive

compositions,	in	cycles	of	mutual	constitution.



Exhibition	Statement

“Taking	everything	into	account,	love	and	writing	are	one	and	the	same	thing.	

Both	arouse	the	same	mistrust.”		

Abdelfattah	Kilito

	

In		"At	the	Gate	of	Dawn”	I	am	researching	various	stages	of	exploration,	and	negotiating

the	reality	of	journeying.	Those	ideas	became	characters	in	a	story	that	is	taking	place	in

one	place	and	at	the	same	time.	At	the	gate	of	dawn,	we	will	meet	the	wanderer,	the

intruder,	the	lovers,	the	beggar,	the	guard,	the	servants,	the	technician,	and	witnesses	of

the	opening	of	the	Gate	of	Dawn.

	

In	this	time-space	continuum,	Journeying	is	enacted	from	different	lenses,	mainly	of

Sufism	and	mathematics,	both	celebrated	in	my	part	of	the	world,	the	middle	east.	I	am

reconsidering	notions	of	intelligent	design	in	cultural	leadership	and	meaning	making,

offering	a	re-presentation	of	historical	notions	using	the	latest	findings	in	principles	of

design,	psychology	of	perception,	migration	study,	and	immersive	experiences.	I	cloak

my	story	with	a	veil	or	two,	to	challenge	the	reader	to	tame	this	wild	text	by	placing

themselves	among	the	characters	sitting	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn.





		Chapter	2
	

Wanderer	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn

	

"	The	number	of	us	who	live	outside	the	old	nation-state	categories	is	increasing	so

quickly,	by	64	million	just	in	the	last	12	years,	that	soon	there	will	be	more	of	us	than

there	are	Americans.	Already,	we	represent	the	fifth-largest	nation	on	Earth.”		

	Pico	Iyer	

-

I	left	home	and	I	never	looked	back,	that	was	11	years	ago.	I	have	traveled	far	and	found

myself	walking,	aimlessly	at	first.	I	left	what	is	familiar	to	me,	my	father	and	mother,	my

brother,	and	even	my	dog,	I	left	and	never	looked	back.	I	like	lying	to	myself.	Correction:	I

looked	back	often,	and	i	went	back,	forever	changed.	

	

When	I	walk,	I	do	not	like	to	walk	the	same	way	back	to	my	point	of	departure.	I	walk,

and	walk,	only	to	find	myself	visiting	and	revisiting	myself,	changed	through	unfamiliar

places,	growing	older,	wiser,	and	carrying	myself	lighter.

	

Everywhere	I	went	I	stopped	and	examined	myself	and	those	who	lived	in	that	place.

People’s	customs,	hopes	and	dreams.	As	if	my	destiny	was	written	for	me,	I	was	staying

in	every	place,	geographic	(external)	or	emotional	(internal)	for	3	years.	It	takes	2	years

for	the	dust	of	each	transition	to	settle,	then	a	year	of	experiencing	the	local	culture,	and	I

am	back	on	the	road.



Ah	the	road,	that	is	where	I	belong,	and	to	the	campfires	of	heart-to-heart	conversations

that	the	burning	flames	kindle	in	those	who	are	seeking	warmth	and	companionship.

	

تلز﮲�	اذإ�	،مه﮵�ح��	مه﮵�ح	����	تلز﮲�	اذإ�	،مهضرا��	مهضرأ	����	تلز﮲�	اذإ	:	برعلا	لا��

مهراد��	مهراد	����

		

I	left	to	break	free,	to	confirm	who	I	was,	who	I	answer	to,	who	governs	me,	who

nourishes	me,	and	who	loves	me.	I	knew	the	answer	all	along;	I	wanted	to	live	it

wholeheartedly,	with	all	its	discomforts.

	

On	my	journey,	I	am	shifting	my	center,	in	space	and	in	time.	Like	a	circle,	I	am	situated

in	relation	to	my	own	needs	(my	center)	and	in	relation	to	the	needs	of	the	systems	I

inhabit	(the	periphery	of	myself).	When	I	look	deeper,	I	become	a	sphere.

	

Wanderers	as	spheres,	we	are	defined	by	the	intrinsic	need	of	our	being.	Ideally,

balanced	and	still	in	our	interactions	with/in	an	ecosystem.	Until	then,	we	are	bound	to

keep	shifting	our	centers,	carrying	our	individual	sphere,	however	expanded	it	is,

between	powers	and	tensions	until	we	find	an	optimal	still	position.	We	find	ourselves

expanding	from	the	narrow	individual	sphere,	passing	through	a	cultural	one	that	we

leave	towards	a	global	perspective,	In	an	ever-expanding	notion	of	self,	If	we	are	lucky.

	

Whenever	I	was	able	to	catch	my	breath	and	listen	to	my	thoughts,	I	wondered	about

what	constituted	culture.	What	reinforced	a	culture	beyond	conversation	that	initiated	it

through	a	series	of	passed	down	agreements	and	boundaries?	I	wondered	about

whether	a	culture	is	rooted	in	a	certain	geographical	reality,	and	the	possibility	of	a



culture	to	be	negotiated	beyond	that	person/nature	relationship	that	stamps	its	genesis.

Lastly,	I	wondered	if	a	culture	can	break	free	from	the	mistakes	that	it	made	in	the	past,

and	how	might	that	forgiveness	look	like.

	I	learn	the	names	of	each	culture’s	flora	and	fauna,	or	the	distinct	types	of	sands	that

each	of	its	emirates	has,	I	learn	the	culture’s	holidays	and	when	invited,	join	in

celebration.	

	

Since	leaving	my	motherland,	I	have	traveled	southeast,	then	northwest	then	east,	a

swinging	global	pendulum	until	a	global	pandemic	and	an	ever-crumbling	post-global

pandemic	world	threw	a	stick	in	my	revolving	life,	to	reflect	on	my	journey’s	purpose	and

what	has	been	essential	to	me.	

	I	then	decided	to	put	myself	in	a	position	where	I	am	asking	myself	and	answering	an

academic	institution’s	request	to	tell	my	story	in	fulfillment	of	a	thesis	in	Fine	Arts,	with	a

concentration	in	ceramics	as	its	main	medium.	That	was	in	2023.	

	

It	was	only	a	matter	of	time	before	my	journey	led	me	to	stand	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn.

Confronted	with	this	obstacle,	I	looked	over	my	shoulder	to	contemplate	my	past	and

present,	feverishly	anticipating	a	clearing	to	an	ever-unfolding	journey.	I	examine	the

majestic	dark-colored	gate,	it	looks	abysmal,	a	mere	void	in	the	world.	The	more	I	look	at

it	the	more	it	stares	back,	until	I	begin	to	forget	my	past,	my	knowledge,	and	that	I	am

standing	at	the	edge	of	something	greater	than	anything	I	experienced	before.

	

I	forget	about	the	books	I	carried	with	me,	and	I	forget	about	the	little	information	device

that	is	always	in	my	left	pocket,	I	forget	about	my	mother	and	father,	about	my	brother

and	my	dog,	my	culture	and	how	it	is	disintegrating.



I	dwell	at	the	gate	of	dawn,	wondering	if	my	journey	ends	here.

I	take	a	deep	breath	and	sit	on	the	ground,	patiently.

From	the	side	of	my	eyes,	I	sensed	a	shift	in	the	air	that	was	creeping	up	on	me.	

	

He	stood	beside	me	gazing	at	the	gate,	hands	on	his	hips,	smiling	wide,	and	says	“What

do	you	think	is	behind	this	gate?”



Intruder	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn

	

“In	the	woods,	we	return	to	reason	and	faith.	There	I	feel	that	nothing	can	befall	me	in

life,	—	no	disgrace,	no	calamity,	(leaving	me	my	eyes,)	which	nature	cannot	repair.

Standing	on	the	bare	ground,	—	my	head	bathed	by	the	blithe	air,	and	uplifted	into

infinite	space,	—	all	mean	egotism	vanishes.	I	become	a	transparent	eyeball;	I	am

nothing;	I	see	all;	the	currents	of	the	Universal	Being	circulate	through	me;	I	am	part	or

particle	of	God.”	

Emerson,	Ralph	Waldo

-	

I	stood	there	next	to	a	traveler,	I	turned	around	and	noticed	he	was	entranced	with	an

absent-minded	look	on	his	face.	He	must	have	been	sitting	in	front	of	the	gate	for	a

while.

	

“It’s	been	8	years”	he	said,	“I	thought	I	was	only	traveling	from	place	to	place.	With	every

geographical	transition	I	focused	on	assimilating,	oftentimes	forgetting	that	I	was	growing

older”

I	envy	the	lucky	wanderer.	He	made	a	home	wherever	he	went.	He	befriended	thieves,

renegades,	and	traitors	who	slipped	between	society’s	cracks.	Exiled	they	all	are.	

	

Me?	I	choose	to	dwell	where	I	am	not	welcomed,	an	intruder.

	

I	want	to	figure	out	this	gate,	why	is	it	here?	Why	did	it	appear	now?



I	keep	on	staring	at	it,	it	is	extremely	hard	to	see	any	nuance,	everything	about	it	is	pitch-

black,	it	is	as	if	it	is	a	hole	in	the	fabric	of	reality...and,	it	feels	like	it	is	breathing,	as	if	it

has	a	life	of	its	own.	

	

And	if	I	squinted	my	eyes	narrow	enough?	

	...Still	nothing	to	see.

I	kept	on	getting	closer	until	I	could	not	go	any	further.	I	close	my	eyes,	the	blackness	is

distracting,	and	examine	the	black	gate	with	my	hands,	the	surface	is	velvety	to	the

touch,	warm,	alive.	The	width	of	the	gate	is	as	wide	as	my	open	arms.

	

I	then	open	my	eyes	and	turn	to	my	new	friend,	the	wanderer.	He	has	been	repeating	the

same	questions	on	connection,	journeying,	culture	and	finding	oneself.	

	

I	sit	next	to	him,	wanting	to	answer	his	questions	in	the	simplest	way.	His	head	is	buzzing

with	these	questions	that	would	turn	the	sanest	among	us	into	a	madman.	

	

I	reach	to	my	left	pocket,	and	I	take	out	a	page	I	have	stolen	from	a	book	at	a	palace	I

invaded	about	a	year	ago.	This	page	spoke	on	points,	lines,	and	planes,	and	promised	to

teach	its	readers	the	ways	of	seeing.	

	

From	the	page	I	read	aloud	as	I	turned	to	the	wanderer:		

	

“In	geometry,	there	are	3	undefined	terms.	From	these	undefined	terms,	all	other	terms

are	defined.

The	first	is	the	point,	which	has	a	location	and	no	size.	The	study	of	its	properties	and



capabilities	is	transferable	to	the	animated	center	of	a	human	being.

	

The	second	is	the	line,	which	is	born	from	the	moving	point.	A	person	who	wanders

around	can	set	themselves	free	from	the	shackles	of	oppressive	cultural	expectations,

and	if	they	are	lucky,	journey	a	path	of	self-discovery	and	transcendence.

	

These	lines	may	or	may	not	choose	to	extend	infinitely	in	either	direction.	

On	the	path	they	are	“linear”	and	one	dimensional	but	have	no	width.	

Multiple	paths	may	or	may	not	interact	to	create	the	third,	a	plane.	

Lines	are	bound	to	converge	and	diverge.	The	plane	may	or	may	not	extend	infinitely	in	2

dimensions.

These	co-planes	that	are	created	by	those	2	lines	are	what	we	call	culture.”	

	

By	now	the	wanderer	has	ceased	to	look	at	the	gate	of	dawn,	I	have	captured	his

attention,	and	he	says:

	

“That	which	we	call	Identity,	the	way	it	has	been	initiated	and	defined	has	become	too

arrogant	and	callous	to	welcome	new	influences.	What	is	an	external	influence	but

another	path,	another	point	(of	view)	who	decided	to	go	on	its	own	journey.	Seeking

dialogue,	creating	planes,	enriching	conversations,	and	generating	inter-sectional

realities?”

	

He	starred	again	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn	and	continued:	“A	culture	that	is	suffering	from

stagnation,	a	barren	plane,	that	limits	its	points	from	journeying,	is	a	dying	culture.”

Then	he	turned	to	me	and	said:”	Where	did	you	get	that	page	from?”



I	said:	“The	book	of	postulates,	kept	in	the	well-guarded	vault	of	the	city’s	library,

specialized	in	safeguarding	assumptions.	They	seek	to	conquer	the	undefined,	to	define

it,	to	subdue	it.	Take	what	is	written	with	a	pinch	of	salt,	I	am.”



Lovers	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn

“Pluralitas	non	est	ponenda	sine	necessitate”,	

“Plurality	should	not	be	posited	without	necessity.”	

William	of	Ockham

-

“For	the	love	of	wisdom,”	said	the	Intruder	to	the	wanderer	“I	simplified	and	abstracted

travelers,	each	into	a	circle	with	and	gave	them	the	depth	of	spheres.	

To	study	the	sphere,	we	should	position	it	in	relationship	to	the	forces	affecting	it,	and	the

path	of	the	journey	that	it	is	on.		

	

The	Wanderer	finds	a	stick.	In	the	mud,	he	draws	an	elliptical	shape	containing	repeating

foreign	patterns,	and	says:	“This	is	the	circle	of	interpersonal	realities,	when	the	center

becomes	two,	the	circle	becomes	an	ellipse.	Two	individuals	with	two	points	of	view

stand	apart,	warping	what	could	have	been,	with	the	condition	of	a	common	center	and

distance	to	the	periphery,	a	perfect	circle.	

	Let’s	call	this	elliptical	mud	drawing	the	plane	of	finite	and	infinite	games.	

	The	playground	to	all	games.	

Where	If	God	and	Devil	were	football	players,	this	would	be	the	football	field.	

	

Without	this	plane	there	are	no	games,	no	players.	No	Devil,	No	God”

	

He	then	reaches	to	his	right	pocket	and	grabs	sticks	that	he	planted	in	the	mud	where



the	drawing	was.	“These	linear	paths	on	the	grounds	of	the	game	are	player,	yielding	to

either	pole”

	

The	intruder	interrupted	and	said:	“I	like	this	ellipse,	but	how	about	we	make	an	opening

in	the	middle,	a	passage.	I	like	being	able	to	go	where	my	heart	desires.	Sometimes	the

calmest	of	places	are	in	the	eye	of	the	storm.”

	

The	wanderer	splits	the	ellipse	diagonally	in	half	with	a	narrower	ellipse,	for	the	intruder

to	be	able	to	imagine	himself	walking	to	the	center	of	the	action	and	interfering	with	the

game.	

	

“For	the	love	of	science,”	continued	the	wanderer	“I	acknowledge	that	of	the	physical

forces	affecting	these	journeying	spheres,	we	note	gravity,	exerted	by	a	bigger	sphere,

the	plane	they	roll	on,	planet	earth,	with	its	fiery	core;	raising	and	breaking	mountains,

directing	water	back	to	its	source,	charting	roads,	and	passages.	All	which	humans	in

turn	shaped	and	cultivated	as	cultures.	

	

These	forces	are	bottom-up	animators	as	forces	influencing	the	sphere	and	its

movement.	These	forces	are	what	distort	the	game's	floor	and	its	flow.

	

For	the	love	of	science,	I	acknowledge	that	of	the	physical	forces	affecting	the	journeying

spheres,	we	note	gravity,	exerted	by	a	bigger	sphere,	a	celestial	body,	intimate	with

water,	one	pulling	the	liquid	plane	towards	it	reaching	a	local	maximum	we	call	high	tide,

and	where	the	water	stops	falling,	we	call	local	minimum	or	low	tide.	This	spherical

mirror,	our	moon,	is	a	top-down	animator	as	a	force	defining	the	floor	of	this	installation

and	its	flow.	These	forces	are	what	carve	the	blue	streams	on	earth’s	plane.



For	the	love	of	science,	I	acknowledge	that	of	the	physical	forces	affecting	the	journeying

sphere,	we	note	gravity,	exerted	by	an	even	bigger	sphere,	a	blazing	fire,	breathing	life	in

all	other	spheres.	

	Other	celestial	bodies	desire	its	warmth	and	are	drawn	to	it,	only	to	cautiously	propel

away	from	it	in	a	cyclical	orbit,	the	frequency	at	which	the	celestial	bodies	come	closer

and	move	away	from	the	bigger	sphere	depends	on	the	ebbs	and	flow	of	that	desire.

These	ebbs	and	flows	animate	planets,	moons,	our	earth.	That	which	we	call	the	sun	is	a

force	which	gives	planets	their	shape	and	shapes	the	heart	of	flora	and	fauna.

Acknowledged,	and	celebrated,	it	creates	culture	on	the	surface	of	earth.	This	force	is

what	dries	our	mud	here	and	our	elliptical	plane	to	its	ochre	color.”

	

The	wanderer	looked	up	at	The	Gate	of	Dawn	and	said	“Between	the	Earth	we	walk	on

and	the	sun	and	moon	that	animates	us,	between	the	two	fiery	spheres	and	the	moon	to

pacify	them,	

“We	are	moving	towards	something	that	does	not	exist.	The	voyage	is	infinite.	The

passenger	is	not.”



Beggar	at	the	Gate	of	Dawn

	

This
Path	to	God

Made	me	such
a	sweet	old	beggar	

I	was	starving	until	one	night
My	love	tricked	God	Himself

To	fall
into	my	bowl.

Now	Hafiz	is	infinitely	rich,
But	all	I	ever	want	to	do
Is	keep	emptying	out
My	emerald	filled

Pockets
Upon

This	tear	stained	
World."

	
Hafiz
	
	

	-	

Casting	a	shadow	on	the	intruder	and	wanderer’s	drawing,	approaches	a	slim	figure.	

He	looks	up	at	the	black	hole	in	the	fabric	of	the	world,	and	sweetly	says	“At	last,	The

Gate	of	Dawn!”	

He	then	looks	down	and	examines	the	drawing.	Lays	down	what	looks	like	an	ax	and

boat-shaped	bowl,	smiles	and	asks	to	sit	down	across	from	the	lovers.	They	gently	nod,

he	sits	down	and	says:	

“I	traveled	through	many	lands,	oceans,	and	plenty	of	roads	in	search	of	the	truth.	

The	reason	I	kept	on	moving	forward	is	because	I	had	nothing	to	hold	on	to.	Nothing	to

hold	me	back.	No	one	to	ask	me	to	stay.	I	tried	giving	my	heart	away,	my	body,	my	time,




