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Nazar Yahya’s work belongs to this select family of seeker who, along the 
Sufi legacy, find the the hidden Truth in the most unassuming part of 
life and bring them to light, as others would find treasure or gold. There 
are things that philosophy can only hope to find, but that true art can 
uncover.
 
True art is most definitely the stuff of the constant search for what 
matters most, and the label of ‘artist’ doesn’t do him justice. His art is 
not in the object itself, but in the thought process and the ever present 
struggle of the mind and the body when faced with ever growing 
dogmatism in the world we are living in.
 
The work Nazar Yahya produces with his hands is in direct line with his 
philosophical study, and aesthetic considerations; just like the several 
layers he is created in the present work are the fruit of the many layers of 
meaning he excavated through his life, and that are now made available 
for us to follow in the footsteps of this living archeology.

      Mahmoud Obaidi 
      Curator
      2017

Nazar Yahya
2017

What will it look like? I wonder,
 Should I quake or should I rejoice? And what will remain, if anything?

What will life look like, if it does go on? 

I looked at all the shapes I could find and drew the outlines as faithfully 
as I could. 
I continued to do so until the figures took on a nature of their own, 
and inhabited the space of the work through changes in size and color 
according to the rules of composition. 
 We are all made of molecules that dying stars sent out through the 
emptiness of space. 
As humans, we are united by this principle, as we shall eventually be 
united again by death.  

As such a vision looms in closer, I am left with images of close friends 
and role models. Figures that have left a mark in my life, shining through 
like shooting stars in the ever-growing night.  

       Nazar Yahya 
       2017
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OF THINGS TO COME 

“The feelings I had at the time of the war in ‘41 was that the World was 
coming to an end! So, seeing that it was coming to an end, I felt that the 
whole issue of painting was over, really; that it was really impossible to 
paint: flowers, figures, etc.” 

     Barnett Newman

“I am absolutely convinced that no wealth in the world can help humanity 
forward, even in the hands of the most devoted worker in this cause. The 
example of great and pure individuals is the only thing that can lead us to 
noble thoughts and deeds.”  
 
     Albert Einstein  

“I leave behind me field and meadow 
Veiled in the dusk of holy night, 
Whose ominous and awful shadow 
Awakes the better soul to light. 
To sleep are lulled the wild desires, 
The hand of passion lies at rest; 
The love of man the bosom fires, 
The love of God stirs up the breast.” 

     Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

“If e’er I lie content upon a lounge of pleasure-
Then let there be of me an end! 
When thou with flattery canst cajole me, 
Till I self-satisfied shall be, 
When thou with pleasure canst befool me, 
Be that the last of days for me! I lay the wager!
(...) 
And heartily! 
Whenever to the passing hour 
I cry: O stay! thou art so fair! 
To chain me down I give thee power” 

Long before artists appeared on the face of the Earth, and left their 
writings on walls, the world was already on its merry way out. The World 
came to an end when the first seemingly human being took a rock and 
bashed someone else’s head in. The beginning of the end started then, 
and the score kept from that very instant. The only thing that changed 
was the compounding of injustice, generation after oblivious generation, 
and what Barnett Newman said, at the time he said it, is one of many 
illustrations of this fact. 

Since the discovery of the Americas, and all what followed of genocides, 
nations have been built on endless massacres and the dead have been 
forgotten

No nation can stand tall and be proud of its beginning, and no history can 
be considered noble. 

Such is the story of man and man shall pay. I can finally see the end of 
it, it shall soon be upon us. I can imagine Sisyphus happy because he’s 
thinking that it won’t be long now. 

The original meaning of ‘abstract’ is subtraction, to take something away. 
But how would I go about this very thing by painting figures nonetheless? 
How can I show that it is impossible to paint figures, by painting those 
very figures? Could rocks substitute for faces?

On a fine day in June in 1490, two men headed from Milan to Pavia. 
One was the famous architect Francesco di Giorgio Martini, the other, 
a 38-year-old artist whom they called ‘Master Leonardo from Florence’. 
The man was quite an attractive, well proportioned, graceful and good 
looking, and had carefully styled curling hair. 

Leonardo accompanied Francesco to Pavia for the opportunity to 
see for himself a fourteenth century copy of Vitruvius’ ‘Ten Books on 
Architecture’, a most unfortunate oeuvre from a literary point of view of 
which Alberti had said that it might as well not have been written at all. 

The aging army man had written his ten books as a testimony of his life 
accomplishments as an engineer and a master builder. 
Said accomplishments serving the glory of his betters in which his 
wretched name could not ever be chiseled for posterity’s sake, for all 
could only serve to the better glory of men who had achieved immortality 
through politics. 

Gaius Ocatvius Thurinus was only a nineteen-year-old consul when he 
first arrived in Rome and things were still unraveling.
It took him a few decades, but when he finished with his rivals and 
enemies, he turned his focus to Rome and launched unprecedented 
public projects that gave us a familiar vision of what Rome and the 
Roman empire came to be known for.

Just before his fortieth birthday, he became Cesar August and road 
curator; the Roman roads were extensions of his body. 
On the other hand, he did not look as his Polykleituz-inspired statues 
showed him to be, he wasn’t all that august. 
He was small and lame, with bad teeth and a crooked nose. His eyebrows 
had grown together, not to mentions spots, birthmarks and ringworm 
scars that covered his body.

This not so well-proportioned state notwithstanding, or maybe even 
helping, astrological interpretations were busy at work in the minds of the 
augurs as the spots on Cesar’s body permitted. Astrologers and doctors 
of Antiquity were hard at work to find direct correspondence between 
celestial objects and the human body, and the spots and birthmarks on 
the Emperor’s body were definitive proof of the man’s divinity. 

With Augustus, ‘Empire’ took on a more bodily aspect. The Roman road 
networks had truly become an extension of his person, the sign of his 
empire. All roads, indeed did lead to Rome, and at that center was the 
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Emperor extending his dominion through his roads to the far reaches of 
his projected body. 

It is firmly believed in Kabbalistic tradition that, what stood in for ‘God’, 
created the world by extending ‘its’ tentacle-like body throughout the 
cosmos. I wonder whether later physicists took on such beliefs when 
they imagined the universe expanding from a singular center. 

On his seventy second birthday, Einstein was photographed sticking his 
tongue out. A small personal projection of a small part of him into space, 
from the warm confines of his mouth. His faith in a pantheistic demiurge 
notwithstanding, I trust he would definitely be sticking his tongue out to 
all fanatics and tyrants past and those to come who made the world what 
it is today. 

I would also like to imagine that a few centuries before the 
aforementioned Swiss-naturalized physicist, the famous Al-Birūni would 
have also done his share of allegorical tongue sticking.

Not just at Aristotle’s posit that celestial bodies could only travel along 
perfect circles, otherwise they would create vacuum, but also at all the 
idiots who still believed the Earth to be flat. He himself saw beyond space 
and time and imagined the existence of a landmass along the vast ocean 
between Asia and Europe. On the basis of his accurate estimations of the 
Earth’s circumference and Afro-Eurasia’s size, which he found spanned 
only two-fifths of the Earth’s circumference and theorized that landmass 

of years before; that design would survive for seventy-six years. It featured 
the winged Greek goddess of victory Nike, of course, but portrayed against 
the Roman Coliseum, instead of the Greek Parthenon. Several African 
countries were being represented for the first time, and a marathon 
runner would even go to win barefoot in the streets of the very capital 
of a country that subjugated his own country twenty-five years prior. A 
nineteen-year-old light heavyweight African-American boxer from Louisville 
would also win gold, in Rome in 1960. The boy would convert to Islam in the 
coming years and go on to challenge his unfair nation for its never-ending 
tyranny. He was nonetheless afraid of flying, almost as much as he was 
afraid of Sonny Liston back then, or George Forman later on. Hiding one’s 
fear of another man was easy to cover, and eventually overcome; hiding 
one’s fear of crashing into a hard deck is something different altogether.

There is no use fighting the simple truth: we have been put on this Earth 
to show someone out there how not to do it, and future art is a testimony 
of what went wrong. I have spread, painstakingly and impersonally, 
every color from the outlines of the shapes that I found, all the way till 
the edge of the canvas. I then repeated the operation, over and over, 
layer after layer, for future moral archeology. Color after color, conquest 
after conquest, injustice over past, and ever-present injustice. History is 
indeed an ever-growing document of Barbarism.

And yet, most of us go about our business as if the past is dead and 
buried, instead of being forever present and alive in every profit we make. 
However, there will come a time when all will be equal again by simple 

must be inhabited by human beings.

I sometimes wonder what would have happened had America been 
named Al-Biruni instead; we would have had no Columbus statues to 
take down. What an elegant and civilized stance it would have been had 
we only posited the existence of the Americas, without setting foot there, 
until we had become better human beings. It is thought that Amerigo 
Vespucci had done something somewhat similar; we should have all 
followed in his footsteps.

The heavenly bodies never travel along perfect circles, and some of them 
even change its trajectory and slam into other bodies like this beloved 
Earth of ours. It happened in the past and it will happen again. In 2029, 
an asteroid called Apophis will swing by the Earth. It will miss us by a hair 
but the encounter will change its trajectory unpredictably for 2036, when 
it makes it second attempt.

I looked relentlessly at all possible large rock candidates, carefully 
traced their contours, and then filled in the void with parallel contours of 
other solid colors, painstakingly spreading each uniform layer onto the 
remaining surface, and then starting over with another color a couple 
of centimeters from the newly created contour, as I imagined how an 
irregular shape would create the perfect burning sphere upon impact.

In 1928, another artist from Florence won the competition the International 
Olympic Committee had launched for the Olympic medal design a couple 

and utter oblivion, and all will fall silent. 

Every single being who thought to find a sense of purpose or a meaning 
to life through religious certainty has hopelessly waylaid.

Civilization is racing towards its own absurdity, in complete beatitude. 
“I, for one, shall go beyond Beckett, beyond Camus even, and make the 
same wager that damned scientist made, and whose bet freed him from 
the contract most of us are forced to make. Since our childhood, as we 
are ‘taught’ about the world through the blinding veil of ideology and bad 
faith and force fed that ‘things are this, and thus shall be forever’. The 
only way to break that curse is to take the bet that no place or home will 
satisfy on this green Earth. This Earth is not ours to have.” 

The end has always been upon us, from the very moment a seemingly 
human being bashed someone’s head in, and went on to profit from his 
deeds. 

I have faith that soon enough all will be done, and Death shall have full 
dominion. 

Until that day, I shall bear cruel testimony. 

     G.H Rabbath, Ph.D. 
     Somewhere near Genova, 2017 



10 11Recipes, Oil on linen, 60 pieces, 15 x 21 cm each, 2017



12 13Blurred Vision, Oil on linen, 6 pieces, 29 x 29 cm each, 2017



16 17Family of 13, Acrylic on linen, 101 x 173 cm, 2017



18 19Singular, Acrylic on linen, 101 x 122 cm, 2017 Family of 4, Acrylic on linen, 101 x 122 cm, 2017



20 21Family of 3, Acrylic on linen, 101 x 137 cm, 2017 Family of 8, Acrylic on linen, 101 x 122 cm, 2017



22 23A Different Vision, Acrylic on linen, 69 x 152 cm, 2017



24 25Centered Glaze, Acrylic on canvas fixed on wood set of 9 variable dimension, 2017



26 27Brilliance (Al-Biruni), Oil on linen, 142 x 142 cm, 2017 Happy Birthday Mr. Einstein, Oil on linen, 142 x 142 cm, 2017



28 29A Growing Universe, Oil on linen, 152 x 152 cm, 2017



30 31Muhammad Ali, Oil on linen, 142 x 142 cm, 2017



32 33The Artist, Oil on linen, 101 x 101 cm, 2017 The Curator, Oil on linen, 101 x 122 cm, 2017



34 35The Master, Oil on linen, 122 x 122 cm, 2017



36 37Nothing, Oil on linen, 71 x 96.5 cm, 2017 Everything, Oil on linen, 71 x 96.5 cm, 2017



38 39Disassembling Idealism, Mixed media and plexi sculpture, 80 x 58 x 9 cm, 2017
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GROUP  EXHIBITIONS
1985   Fredrickstad Biennale - Norway
1997 Environment and Surroundings in Iraqi Art, Jordan National  
 Gallery of Fine Arts - Amman 
              Homage to Jawad Selim, Athar Gallery - Baghdad 
1999  Three Iraqi Artists, Agial Gallery - Beirut 
              Fifty Years of Iraqi Graphics, Darat Al Funun - Amman
2000   Fredrickstad Triennial - Norway
2002   Asian Art Biennale - Dhaka 
2003 Five Contemporary Artists from Iraq, Green Art Gallery - Dubai
2005 Improvisation: Seven Iraqi Artists, Bissan Gallery, Doha; Al-Riwaq   
 Gallery - Bahrain.
 4 Walls Gallery - Amman. 
 Dafatir: Contemporary Iraqi Book Art, University of North Texas -   
 Houston 
 Iraqi Arists, Musèe du Montparnasse - Paris
2006 Dafatir: Contemporary Iraqi Book Art, Carleton College - 
 Northfield, Minnesota;
 University of Texas - El Paso, Texas; Daura Gallery, Lynchburg
 College - Lynchburg, Virginia
 World Into Art: Artists of the Modern Middle East, British 
 Museum - London
2007  Dafatir: Contemporary Iraqi Book Art, The Centre for Book Arts
 New York, Minneapolis Athenaeum, Minneapolis- Minnesota; NIU 
 Art Museum, DeKalb- Illinois; The Jaffe Centre for Book 
 Arts- Boca Raton, Florida 
 Negative Positive (two Iraqi Artists), Albareh Gallery - Bahrain 
2008  Dafatir: Contemporary Iraqi Book Art, Denison University - 
 Granville, Ohio Word into Art: 
 Artists of the Modern Middle East, Dubai International Financial 
 Centre (DIFC) - Dubai
2010  A Chair and Painting: Albareh Gallery - Bahrain 
 My Home Land: Art Sawa Gallery - Dubai 
 Sajjil: A Century of Modern Art, Mathaf: Arab Museum of Modern 
 Art - Doha 
 Art in Iraq Today: Part II, Meem Gallery - Dubai
2011  Art in Iraq Today: Conclusion, Meem Gallery - Dubai 
              On the Edge of New: Wade Wilson Art Gallery - Houston
2012  Artifactual Realities, Station Museum - Houston
              Impressions, Wade Wilson Art Gallery - Houston

NAZAR YAHYA

Born in Baghdad in 1963, Nazar Yahya first started working as an 
illustrator for a children’s magazine in the early1980’s while still in high 
school. He later graduated from the Painting department at the Academy 
of Fine Arts in 1987 in Baghdad. 
In 2008, Nazar moved to Houston, Texas with his family. Since the early 
90’s, his work has been exhibited extensively around the world with over 
10 solo exhibitions and 30 collective shows in Kuwait, Bahrain, Amman, 
Dubai, Beirut, Qatar, London, Norway, and the United States.

EDUCATION

1987 B.A. in Painting
Academy of Fine Arts, Baghdad 

SELECTED PUBLIC COLLECTIONS

Yahya’s work has been notably collected by the British Museum in 
London, the Arab Museum of Modern Art in Doha - Qatar and the Station 
Museum in Houston -Texas. His work has also been featured in ‘Art in Iraq 
Today’, a book published by Skira and Meem Editions. 

SOLO EXHIBITIONS 

1994 Graphic Exhibition, Riwaq Gallery - Baghdad
2000   French Cultural Centre - Amman
2001   Steel and Asphalt Memory, French Cultural Centre - Doha
2004   Blocks, Orfali Gallery - Amman
2007   Bird’s Land, Karim Gallery - Amman
2008  Bird Code, Sultan Gallery, Kuwait
2011  Yusuf, Al Bareh Art Gallery - Bahrain
2012  Rose Water, Wade Wilson Art Gallery - Houston
2014  The Truth, Wade Wilson Art Gallery - Houston
2015   Reconquista , Meem Art Gallery - Dubai 
2016  Criterion , Albareh Art Gallery - Bahrain
2016  The Truth, Karim Gallery - Amman
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Capital Gardens - Ground floor Rafik Salloumi St
Minet el Hosn - Solidere - Beirut - Lebanon
T    + 961 1 99 93 13    
F    + 961 1 99 93 14   
E    beirut@markhachem.com    
W   www.markhachem.com 

Credits:
Nazar Yahya - Mark hachem Art Gallery
Beirut 2017
All Photos by Mansour Dib, except page 43 by Zaid Nazar 



14 15Fragile, Oil on linen, 142 x 142 cm, 2017 Fired Clay, Oil on linen, 142 x 142 cm, 2017




