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Displacement: that seems to be the best term to describe how I feel when putting words 

to my work. My work, that’s me – what I am, what I feel, what I see.  

The world is strange to me: I have no identity, nor can I identify myself. A dust that 

doesn’t land anywhere, floating without gravity – that is how I see myself sometimes.  

 

To be clear: I was born in Lebanon, moved to Curacao when I was 10 years old, and then 

on to St Maarten and then to Amsterdam. What, then, is my country? Who do I belong 

to? These are questions that I am not able to answer. When I went to Curacao, without 

knowing the language, without being able to communicate, it wasn’t strange to look for 

other forms to express myself.  It wasn’t long before I found my way to painting, 

expressing myself by making things, saying these things without words.  

 

For a long time I have been looking at my work without understanding what it was I 

was doing… Looking at the forms and spaces I was creating now makes me realize, at 

the age of almost 39, that it is a home I am looking for. With no stable ground to walk on, 

always flying from west to east, I was looking for that place that I could call home. I 

realize now that that space and place has always been my studio, behind closed doors 

and windows. I never understood why I always wanted everything closed in my studio, 

without anyone being allowed to see what I did. 

 

I now understand a little better what my paintings are trying to say; they were speaking 

to me but I never listened to their message. The organic forms that I created when I was 

20 years old developed into the geometric characters of the forms that I am making 

now. Those organic forms look like creatures lost in a mother’s womb, things and 

organisms with no identity, no ground or place to be safe. The monochromes I make 

nowadays are the ultimate translations of myself being ungrounded and lost, with 

nowhere to go or feel at home.  

 



What I have called Sublime lines are lines in a space, lines in my world. Am I those lines 

and figures? My obsession with automatic drawings is one more example of my search; 

my spaces are the spaces that I want to create, spaces that I can be lost in. Geometric 

forms that are not equal represent the unbalanced ways of my life. Losing my family 

because of my sexuality at the age of 18 made me feel even more lost and unbounded. 

Being on one’s own, that is the life I have. Nowadays I do understand a bit of what my 

work has been telling me. 

 

White on white on white paintings… What does that mean? Blue on blue and more 

blue… creating a world of emptiness and loneliness. One after the other, these paintings 

were created in the way I have created my own life; falling and standing up again, the 

motto of my life. Even though I may seem unable to say it, strong and in balance is what 

I want to be. Losing, winning and losing again is what we do in life; we don’t seem to 

have anything until we lose it. In some of my work I see lines missing, lines that would 

create a particular square, but still I end up not painting it. I delete and handicap forms 

because that is how I feel they are to me, forms that make me feel comfortable to look at.  

 

It is about time to discover and understand what it is that I find beautiful. And why. Why 

do I like malformed figures? Why don’t I create that perfect form, the form that I want to 

see in my mind? The destruction of that which is perfect, and to see the beauty in that 

which is imperfect and unstable. Well, it is not a mystery; I flew from the war in 

Lebanon to go to Curacao, avoided people and social events, as I couldn’t talk to people 

because of the language barrier. I understand that I have created a sense of comfort in 

imperfection, in order to be able to accept myself as something different rather than 

normal. My sexuality has been a struggle for a long time; being with a woman just to 

please myself and the people around me, not understanding why I have loved so much 

but couldn’t give. My life has been disconnected from reality since my parents 

abandoned me. How can the thing that is most perfect in life (a family) be destroyed by 

something that you have never asked for? The longing for belonging has been my 

weakness, wanting to be accepted for who I am.  

 



This is you… Look at yourself in your paintings and read the message. It is harder than 

looking in the mirror – the mirror presents only the outside; my paintings are the inside, 

and it can be dark, lonely, depressed and unfaithful at the same time. What is this thing I 

have to deal with, my body and my inner being, which I have so much difficulty to 

understand and please. 

 

After a talk with Mario Velez I understood that I have to open myself up and understand 

the message of my paintings, the paintings that present a dialogue with myself for the 

last 25 years… How un-evolved I have been… how blind I have been not to see what it is 

that I have been expressing. One of the first series I made at Gallery 86 was the Venus of 

Willendorf; painting her all over the world. How blind was I, not to read the message? I 

have painted her on stage, between the pyramids, in dark places… this was me… but I 

was trying to give her a home, a place where she belongs.  

 

Getting lost in an artwork is what I have said about my work for a long time… Getting 

lost in an artwork is how I felt: lost. Is that because I don’t have a place to call home? I 

am not Lebanese, not Curacoleno, not Dutch, and definitely not Colombian.  

 

Who am I and where do I stand? That is what my work describes. 

 


