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“In the time of war” by Farouk (2017; transla-
tion into English):

In the time of war
where time is zero
where the existence fades
The vision is centered on one point
The breath is quickening senselessly
waiting for the unfavorable absurd event between life 
and death
where feelings freeze and emotions fade
With each new explosion
And every expected shooting.
Sometimes you try to write about what is going on
hoping the words live up to your wild feelings
but the cursed words do not help you any more
Every time words escape from you and fade away like 
the smoke of the dull guns fades away
Damn
What is the alternative?
I remembered
I have had a drawing experience some years ago
I thought at that time that it was just scribbling
That was a short experience in which I tried to draw 
and color my feelings
So instead of the words that left me
I begin to paint

These drawings impressed some my colleagues in bat-
tlefield, were most of them had an excellent experi-
ence in drawing.
Years passed and I completely forgot these papers and 
it disappeared from my memory, but somewhere they 
were
Secured
Stabled
Forgotten
But suddenly
When I was looking for something in my old library
I found these pieces
I discovered that I had found a part of my memory 
that I thought I had lost at some point somewhere
In this paintings
I always remember
That inside of me there was a lot of wars
Many wars
I did not win any of them because I did not share to 
any of them
Small wars
Great wars
Long wars
Short wars
The Eastern Front War with Iran
The Northern Front war of Poland,
where is Halina and me trying to farewell her but 
hoping for another new meeting when the time for 
returning to my country has come
And of course, the last war was the war in which my 
small family was left in Baghdad while I had to join 
military service.
I do not remember how long I took in making these 
paintings
But a few days ago
And immediately after having them, after I flashed 
back a lot of memories, after I enjoyed it a little and 
took my share of it
I introduced them to my best friend Alaa whom who 
had no idea about them and saw it for the first time, 
he was surprised a lot and liked it, appreciate it
In the meantime I decided to send it to Ania, and so 
I did.
I thought I would let you give those drawings a prop-
er title, something like
Farouk ...,the war.... and the north,
or
Farouk small wars


