Ol S5

4 3ot Accumulations

Transformed

s La, Rasha Omar



Olse YA LWV o
lus 8 Lio Loboo VY deldl oo

Oskar-Kokoschka-Platz 2,1010 Vienna

Schwanzer-Trakt, 6th floor

Painting Department

17 - 28 June 2025
Ilam - 9 pm

Oskar-Kokoschka-Platz 2,1010 Vienna
Schwanzer-Trakt, 6th floor

Painting Department



Untitled

Oil and acrylic on canvas

Untitled

Oil and acrylic on canvas

95 x 20 cm 25 x 20 cm
2025

2025



bohs 5yo SIS LIl §
3h5 Y G LW G b o s

Bszse sl Uz gl kool il 52 O degll O

bl 138 ol ...dogll i sl
d4>9 WJ FRY)

lazs Vs

o] dgzgy Gb sl Y el &
lilass ¥ ey Blod jabas ol
Byl Y Ggay elomiy 5

Cou LS s ¥ oS Bglle s g3 US

In the beginning, there were only lines

Eyes, a nose, a mouth, even for things that cannot speak

As if the face were the only thing that made something exist

I know this face... or so I think

But it’s not his face

Nor hers

In dreams, no one comes with their real face

My mother sometimes appears with eyes that aren’t hers

My brother laughs with a voice I don’t recognize

Everything is familiar

But nothing is as it should be
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Faces shift
Sometimes two people share the same features, Sometimes no one
Memory was never neutral
It chooses, deletes, arranges, distorts
So does the dream

but more brazenly

There is a face... I know I once knew it
But I can’t grasp it
It slips away

As if it never existed

Is this what memory does?
Or am I protecting it from being forgotten?

As if remembering would confirm the absence
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Why this hesitation in the line?

Why does the hand seem afraid?

Perhaps because I'm not just painting them,

I'm painting what I didn’t say

What didn’t happen

Or what happened too often and I haven't yet understood

The silence in the white space fills the room

Sometimes I stare without painting anything

Then the line begins

Without decision, without direction,

And it takes me with it
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I'm not looking for resemblance
But for that feeling

That comes before a name

And remains even after everything else ends
It doesn’t matter if it’s allowed or forbidden
In some corners, it whispered that it’s forbidden
In other corners, faces hung on the walls
There was never one voice
But contradictions living side by side
I don’t care
But the thing that can’t be painted

Was always the one most worth painting
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