I can close this door and, and time now has
a big heavy candle sitting on the back of its
hand, the flame has just gone out…
There is another kind of passion here...
One that speaks of freedom, creativity in
the mind, the bird, the sunset, the sea, and
nature, memories in the frame tied to time’s
finger, flying like a kite in the sea of time,
inside lies a world of green hills and blue
skies, a tree painted in lifeblood’s memories
and a boy flying a kite, the frame flying over
the calm blue of the sea, and the light bulb
slowly heats the sky, and the snail moves at
a time where time was slow, and the outline
of a bicycle from a youth gone wild...
Moving left is a pencil, one that has spilled
many secrets, in words and in shades and
lines, with a message printed on one of its
sides, ‘within your soul dreams should rise’
and then, right there on the wall, the two
eternal lizards fighting, the green is the
spiritual defending (tail down) and the red is
the ego attacking (tail up)...
Where is the balance? On the left with the
door closed, or on the right with the door
open...

Acrylic on wood panels. 180cm x 200cm / 76cm x 200cm

Sitting behind a desk,
pondering eternity,
the problems at hand
define infinity, and at all
the times we must try to
remain blank; objectivity...
And every decision we
make, and every word we
say, must be measured,
accurately. The millimeter
divides infinitely.

Acrylic on canvas,
120cm x 100cm.
To understand the
self is a question
mark, the yellow
rat is that question
mark, looking for
guidance under the
star and the moon,
it yet faces the
unknown…
With nothing but
determination in its
eye, and a grin on
its face, the question mark finds a
home in its attitude…

Acrylic on canvas,
100cm x 80cm.

People:
Every person is a universe, the heaviest, and the
most important.
The most important: the self.
And we forget that we are creatures living on a
rock floating in space!
Such a tiny rock in the immensity of the universe,
And yet, to each of us, the universe revolves
around the self.
The self: An idea.
An idea so dense that it has materialized in a biological form. A biological form with an identity.

And the soul suffers from the rules of men imposed on all free souls under the pretext of
norms and standards and expectations formed,
imposed and maintained by and for the general
well being of a so called society...
But what about the well being of the individual
precious soul? And who pays the price?
That same precious soul.

The self, a universe, one of many billions of other
selves clinging to a rock.
A rock floating aimlessly through the immensity
of the universe.

This precious soul is made to focus on the world
and what this world says and dictates, curbing
its freedom, shifting its focus from its oneness
with the universe, to the fragments of the shattered splinters of a morality gone bad, gone
mad...

Have you ever stood on top of a mountain and
felt so small by comparison to the greatness of
nature around you?
Have you ever stood on the shore of a raging
sea and felt how fragile you are in the face of
a storm?
The early man has faced that,
Modern man lives in an artificial environment,
An environment scaled down to his own size,
Made safer and smaller by building concrete
walls and towers and a supermarket at every
corner.

Early man felt and existed as one with the universe, modern man is like the severed tail of a
small lizard, twitching in every direction, cut off
from the whole, drowning in sadness and spiritual illness...
Modern man has forgotten how small he is,
How insignificant in the grand scheme of things,
how fleeting his presence is, modern man has
forgotten that he is part of a whole.
Isolating the self from the elements,
isolating the self from nature.

eyes closed, you dream, you feel alive, the excitement
alights like a light bulb, and the banana rises up like the
moon on the way to full bloom. There’s magic in the air,
a fairy tale in the mind. The woman becomes the source
of warmth, like the sun, she becomes the source of light
and she hands you the key of love and life, but she also
hands you the lock of death with it (the keyhole in the
lock is death with a sickle, upside down). The death of
the fairy tale in the mind. Here’s the paradox she hands
you: the key of love and life cannot unlock the lock of
death because they are linked together. She hands
you a paradox, she becomes an enigma, like a game of
cards (the rings on her fingers), a mystery mixed with
eroticism (the snake bracelet). It’s only a matter of time
before you realize this, and with a cold wave everything
is washed away, the candle flame goes out, and time
weeps for your loss. LEFT| Time takes you on journey
to self discovery. To be aware of the addictions of the
self and the infinite mysteries of the mind.

Rules made by other men to curb free souls, to
down size the biggest dream of every precious
soul.

That precious soul, that is born free into this
world. This world clinging to a rock, this rock
floating aimlessly in space, and this precious
soul is made to forget that fact.

Early man was more in touch with himself and
the universe, modern man lives detached from
his own precious self and the universe.

UP| You fall in love, you desire, you kiss, with your

upon us in whispers behind our backs, and in
blatant screams in our faces!
Some who nod in agreement, and most who
shake their heads in disagreement...

Identity: the self.
The self that caters only to its own well being,
the self that caters only to its own wants and
needs…

Time, Love & Life | PARAVAN

clockwise,
Time is ticking inside our
heads, lying there,
waiting, slowly dripping,
filling the glass,
half full / half empty...

To each of us we are a universe within the self,
To each of us, the universe revolves around the
self.

Surrounded by concrete walls and asphalt and
music and social norms, and greed and the never ending want for more!
More of what?
and then what?
Then modern man realizes that the suffering of
his own precious self comes only from others.
The suffering of his own precious self comes
from a man made world, a man made world of
distorted rules and standards, for at the end of
the day, we are souls in bodies, born free for
an instant, and then given a name and a whole
mountain of rules and standards and expectations to live by.
Expectations made by other men. Men and
women who live around us, with us, men and
women who have lived before us, men and
women who judge us and pronounce judgement

The splinters of a morality gone bad:
Distorted by the millions of voices that shout out
loud their own distortions of the rules and expectations for a life worth living...
Distortions, distraction, labels, judgments, splinters!
The self’s only sadness and doubt comes from
others, and the self’s only happiness and well
being comes from a few others and from within...
There is no balance except in nature, among the
trees in the breeze in the sun and the dust and
the streams,
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This rock floating aimlessly in the universe is the
self’s only healer, and the few kind people who
whisper the kindest words of a true believer,

A true believer in the kindness found outside this
man made world of the distorted splinters that
severe and puncture this precious self and tear
it to pieces...
This precious self,
Born into this life, free, without a name, without
any limitations until it gasps in its first breath!

This precious self,
That is made to occupy itself with man made
things, the many affairs and obligations of the
world.
The world of other selves that serves as its only
mirror, judge, and scale by which to measure,
This world that has made it forget its only true
measure.

Its only true measure is:
Its unlimited vision, embraced and nurtured by
this rock, floating aimlessly in space,
Existing outside of time and gossip,
Outside of what the rules of man deem as important, valid and invalid,
Outside an image idolized by millions,
And the splinters shouted out by the billions...

Pepsi (Prozac):
Approximate weight 25 kg.
Approximate size:
12” x 24” (30cm x 60cm)
Material: Wood Stump: Oak
Paint: Urethanes

The door is open and there is unfinished
beauty on the ground, a butterfly for a tie
and a peaceful moment, just a moment...
There is a whisper and a smile, the whisperer is me, the one smiling is you, there is
also some anger in the air, on the top right,
over you... but,

SPLINTERS

SAME GREAT TASTE!

THE BIRD, THE LIGHT BULB & THE WARDROBE
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I see time, lying there, waiting patiently,
staring at the matchstick in its hand, the
door is open to a possibility of two under
one hat, the flame burns for a few seconds
before it dies...

OPERATION | WOUND | BURN | BIRTHMARK | STRETCH MARKS
ALL CAN BE COVERED UP WITH A TATTOO THAT PERFECTLY HIDES

Nothing is perfect and we can’t go through life un scarred. But there are some scars that haunt us, some change
the way we see our selves. Scars, especially after surgery or accident are neither a pleasant sight nor a pleasant
reminder of the pain. Covering up scars and burns with art is one of the most effective ways of making us feel better
about ourselves.
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ADDICTION

The greatest addiction we have is to ourselves. To be addicted to who were are, everyday repeating ourselves again,
the same pains, the same glories, the same stupidities... The
same angers, and the same disappointments, the ever recurring syndromes we call the self. The self that forever yearns
for the same things over and over again, the self that asks for
more of the same, quenches its thirst with void, and feeds its
hunger with dirt...
Questions breeding questions, and answers never remembered, forgetfulness a bliss always forgotten, repetition is
the venom. To find a new self again is like a planet orbiting a
very wide arc, and change happens one millimeter at a time,
such a long way to go on a date, one that can reconcile both
ends, like poles of a magnet that never attract....
The curve is long, the arc is wide, and time drips on, a milli-
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second at a time... What comes next is more of the same, the
addiction never wanes, and deeper still it prevails, down to
the core it digs. Into darkness and heat, lack of air, suffocation for identification, pleasure in the deep, addiction breeds
addiction. The self grows more complex in its demands and
needs, the same broken dreams, the usual nightmares that
end in a scream...
Addiction to comfort, addiction to a life of pain, addiction to
stress, addiction to a losing game... Addiction is the same
thing all over again, every detail in one’s life repeated everyday, every attraction is an addiction, every conviction is an
addiction every state of mind is an addiction:
Faith is an addiction, every comfort zone is an addiction, every source of intensity or pleasure is an addiction. An opinion
is an addiction. Picking fights is an addiction.
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Q: what is a human being after all?
A: a bundle of addictions.
Every human being is a bundle of addictions. Every character
is a unique blend of addictions. Pavlov made the most important discovery of the century and it’s that he put his finger
on the fact that we are made of habits. A human being, like
a dog, can be conditioned to react in any way desired if one
knew what triggers him, and how to manipulate what triggers what in order to condition him.
The ego is the easiest and first thing to offend (trigger).
triggering the ego results with anger. Offending someone’s
faith also attacks the ego and results with an angry reaction. Demeaning someone’s opinion results with anger. Just
like Pavlov’s dog, ring this particular bell, and the dog starts
drooling. caress someone’s ego, and you’ll have him floating
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and loving you and coming closer to you. we are all addicted
to what gives us a sense of pleasure. Pleasure is always intense. Pleasure is always an intense feeling. If the feeling is
not intense enough, then it’s not pleasurable enough. We are
addicted to what gives us pleasure.
We are addicted to what gives us intensity. There is pleasure
in every kind of intensity we experience whether it is stress
or anger or laughter or physical. Some of us are addicted to
pain and sorrow, for there is also a certain intensity in the
dark. Some of us are addicted to an escape on lucid wings.
Some of us are addicted to what causes others pain. The
list is endless and the sources of addiction are infinite. The
question is: can we consciously choose our addictions?
We can choose some consciously and the others fall on
us unconsciously? Some of them grow with us like flowers
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and some like weeds. Can we root out the weeds? All the
weeds? An addiction gives us a sense of continuity, because
an addiction defines a certain pattern in behavior, response,
action, reaction... This bundle of addiction /action /reaction
defines the character you see in front of you whether is it
yourself, your lover, your parent, your friend, whoever. When
you say you “KNOW” somebody, it means you are “FAMILIAR” with the response, action, reaction of that particular
person. You may also be aware of that person’s history. In
short, you mean you are familiar with that person’s addictions to self love, greed, or joyfulness, benevolence, aggressiveness, actions, reactions...
So what do you think you know about me? What do you think
you know about yourself? What do you think you know about
the others around you, near and far?
You think you really know? Think again!
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WHAT IS
LOVE?
SHE

MEANS LUST...
IT’S
JUST DESIRE,
MY BOY!

HUH?! WHAT
DO U MEAN?

SHE
IS TALKING ABOUT A
CERTAIN AWARENESS YOU
DO NOT SEEM TO POSSESS!

WHAT LOVE?

AWW... COME
ON!

WHAT’S
AWARENESS?

AWARENESS IS
KNOWING WHAT YOU
WANT MY BOY...

I
MEAN
CONVENIENCE
ALSO! A WOMAN HAS CERTAIN
CRITERIA TO LOOK FOR IN A MAN,
WHILE MEN ARE JUST LIKE DOGS
IN HEAT!

LOVE IS
PEACE OF
MIND MY
DEAR!

This is the ﬁrst visual comic strip of La Famillia, an ongoing debate in search for happiness by Hady B.

WHAT ABOUT
LOVE?

IT
C O M E S
FROM TIME
TO TIME :)

SHE’S RIGHT IN
A WAY, TODAY’S
GENERATION IS
EVERYTHING BUT
RESPONSIBLE...

BUT WHAT
ABOUT LOVE,
UNCLE SMITH?

AWARENESS
IS
KNOWING WHO YOU ARE, WHERE
YOU STAND. IT IS KNOWING YOU
ARE WAGING A WAR WITH
YOURSELF. TO CONQUER THE PART
THAT NEEDS AND WANTS!

Skin tones alone cannot be used to cover up old tattoos, de-pigmentation in the skin, or scars. They can however, be used next to other colors in the new tattoo being done. Because of their light tones, they may have to be tattooed
again when healed. Old tattoos, bad tattoos, scars, burns, and birthmarks… Everything and anything can be covered up with fresh work that totally hides what’s undesirable or embarrassing. Above are some examples out of many. Hope you find them inspiring…

Urethanes on metal and fiber. The Golden Shag Lubricant Oil bike stands for a 60’s - 70’s gas station feel. Shell turns to Shag and everything else remains the same. The result is a bike with
a human condition. With one thing on it’s mind, it advertises pleasure painted with vibrant red and yellow over a rusty oily worn out surface with a curious 3D lizard on top. It promises the
ego instant gratification in spite of its deteriorating physical condition. Cheers to our beautiful world of industry and marketing, shag on!

