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Warriors, winners and wanderers

Numair A. Abbasi

For long, artworks have usually been mistaken as either bearing a social narrative, or 

having personal undercurrents – often categorized by artists themselves. A common 

error, the content inevitably transudes from one to the other with the segregating 

pellicle barely distinguishable. Undeniably, while the image may present either a social 

or a personal subject, ultimately it encompasses all. Rarely would artists touch upon a 

social issue which they don't personally get affected by or express empathy towards. 

Society alters our values and character which we otherwise hold as intrinsic. As reflex, 

our molded self accompanied with an evolved set of beliefs contribute differently in 

the wake of our surroundings. Likewise, this discourse is reflected in artworks as well. 

What happens around us is absorbed, causing a reaction within. What happens within 

is emanated outwards and like an oscillation, sends ripples – even if short lived – in our 

environ. Resolving this convoluted riddle is a struggle in itself, however one must 

acknowledge the existing rapport.

This diverse group of talented young artists displays evidence to this cyclic occurrence. 

While some look within and introspect, others look around. Few believe they looked into 

the existing grievances in their society and how it affects them and vice versa, some 

speak of how they examined their selves and the implications their interaction cause in 

society; and then there are those who admit the ambivalent presence of both.

Having undergone what it feels like, the artists put the essence of their episodes on 

display for the audience and allow them to witness someone else experiencing it. This 

lens emphasizes viewer’s reaction to the display, in standing by and watching, silently 

relating to the evocative emotions as a visceral connection takes place.

Graduate of Indus Valley School of Art and Architecture (IVS), Rabia Farooqui's miniature 

paintings interrogate the pervasive notion of social conformity. A self-examination, she 

contemplates the importance for her to try to fit in; wanting to lay on people's expecta-

tions (something there isn't a lack of in a community like ours). The effort to multitask and 

live up to the bar set by individuals from all walks of life can assuredly get onerous.



Untitled III, Rabia Farooqui, gouache on wasli, 152 x 101 cm, 2016



The figure in Farooqui's paintings is her gardener, who has been with the household for 

decades. Over time he has become more than just family and is as integral a unit in the 

house as anyone else. Farooqui observed how seamlessly the gardener performs all 

roles expected of him. Versatile, he walks and chews gum at the same time. She gradu-

ally started observing and photographing her muse – his gestures, his overworn 

clothes, and interestingly his physique too. Having built a relationship during this 

process, her fascination with his visual appearance grew as she was increasingly 

impressed by his ability to appease people in so many roles. She saw her reflection in 

him and the battling thoughts in her head were fed by the context in which she related 

herself to her gardener.

Many may confuse the bearded, topless men sporadic in her work as a commentary 

on class, gender or religion. But the image is all about her – the figure only serves as a 

face to the psychological setting in herbrain. Intriguingly, having seen the work one 

Untitled II, Rabia Farooqui, gouache on wasli, 51 x 101 cm, 2016



cannot place whether the figures occupy an abstract space in the frameworks of one's 

mind, or whether they are actually seated in a familiar social backdrop.

The hierarchy is apparent in Farooqui's paintings; the gestural hands mimic the effort to 

assuage someone else – something the artist feels she constantly lives. The ghost like 

figures in her paintings are characterized by the clothing they are put in – performing 

different roles in different uniforms. Most of them adorning a helmet to protect 

themselves from the vulnerability to the fragile state of mind. She then adds the 

symmetrical geometric pattern to reiterate the idea of perfection.

Farooqui admits to heavily investing in what others think of her and to aiming to be the best 

vision of herself. Not fond of those who are judgemental and overly critical, she probes 

why people relentlessly demand others to fit in to their expectations and to behave and 

think in a certain manner – enquiries she herself doubts she will ever find answers to.



The concept of societal conformity of decades passed stays true to its roots in modern 

times, reflected in appearance, profession, social standing, academics and much 

more.  Individuals often feel pressured to live up to the expectations laid out by the 

collective society else risk being declared an outcast or misfit. Through the use of a 

repeated figure and different gestures, I explore the relationship between an individual 

and the societal pressure that one is made to feel.

Rabia Farooqui – Indus Valley School of Art & Architecture, Karachi



Untitled I, Rabia Farooqui, gouache on wasli, 76 x 101 cm, 2016



Raised in Karachi but now settled in Lahore, Faraz Aamer freshly graduated from 

National College of Arts (NCA). When asked what really disappoints him most in 

people, he too expresses his disapproval for the psychological dominance indirectly 

inflicted on others; more so in situations which demand equality. Issues of race, 

gender, religious sects or even more specific: when certain local socio-political 

situations are highlighted more than the rest resulting in myopic selective mourning.

 

Aamer too considers his series as a self analysis. The vast cloudscapes and seascapes 

reminiscent of Karachi's coastline are in fact a screenshot of the state of his mind. 

Although conflicted, he agrees on the retort between an individual and the society 

and admits that his personality has been shaped which in response has affected his 

interaction with others in the vicinity. He encounters difficulty coping with emotions 

and with time has cocooned himself in a sheath of indifference. He also speaks of 

social conditioning; how certain circumstances and the intrusive role of our communi-

ty has evolved him to question a lot of things about his personal self and about life in 

general. Some may consider his work to conceptually scrape the periphery of existen-

tialism.

Aamer is also interested in the dialogue which happens between a visual and a 

viewer. He considers his illustrations a mirror not only for himself but for others too and 

is always amused by what readings others extract from it. Indeed, the more time one 

spends with a visual the more they can translate and perceive in it; and in doing so 

reveal a lot about themselves.

The dark clouds seem disconcerting. The sea is inordinately abundant with no end to 

sight. One cannot estimate whether a storm is in the making, or whether it has just left 

after wreaking havoc. This equivocal interpretation resonates with the anxious fog 

clouding Aamer's mind. The violent anticipation gets unbearable, especially when 

one acknowledges how little power they have in face of their mind. The queries, the 

digressions and rambling vibrate endlessly in our heads, and there is no end to the 



The solemn view, Faraz Aamer Khan, watercolour on wasli, 26 x 14.5 cm, 2016



Within the horizon, Faraz Aamer Khan, dry pastel & pigment on wasli, 32 x 58 cm, 2016





bombardment. The brain never rests. Similarly the unending finality is depicted in his 

paintings. The pulsating waves will never cease and their rhythmic motion will continue 

to rub the shore. The infinite presence seemingly daunts the viewer. The human eye can 

only make of what it sees. After all the horizon is a man made concept and doesn't 

Inescapable closure, Faraz Aamer Khan, charcoal & dry pastel on canvas, 122 x 244 cm, 2016



really exist; the limitless seascape brings out the gluttonous nature of the ocean.

Aamer is an avid reader, poetry enthusiast and an instrumentalist. A lot of his thinking 

originates from his reading and conversely a lot of his readings are sought by his 

thinking. His work echoes the gritty literature he is fond of. 



 

My artistic concerns involve reflection and resonance.  My work itself is in a constant 

state of experimentation and research.  In this particular series, having explored so 

many different mediums and finally working within a strict monochromatic frame; I take 

into account reflection and introspection of the self through interpretations and repre-

sentations of natural phenomenon. While my seascapes and cloudscapes have 

simple imagery and various shades of black and grey to them, they act as my own 

self-reflection, a mirror into my own mind and world. Using them as mirrors, these 

natural phenomenon show the viewer how they think and who they are as a person; 

turning their meanings and interpretations of the work into reflections of themselves. 

Faraz Aamer Khan – National College of Arts, Lahore



Divergent, Faraz Aamer Khan, watercolour on Arches paper, 30 x 34 cm, 2016



Aamer's batchmate, Marjan Baniasadi shares common avocations and like him she 

too recounts a suffering, but of a different kind.

Her father being a diplomat, Baniasadi has had to place her foot in various cities 

across the globe. Born and raised in Brazil, she moved back to her ancestral city of 

Tehran. After having spent four years in Delhi and further six in Iran she is now anchored 

in Lahore. She and her twin sister always wanted to study art and are currently pursuing 

their postgraduate degree. Baniasadi speaks of home – and her memories of it – 

through depictions of handwoven Iranian carpets. Her lyrical and expressive paintings 

exude her interest in poetry. After all, hand loom weaving replicates the metrical 

process vital in writing verses.

Having travelled so much, Baniasadi shares her woe resulting from such a transient 

lifestyle. By painting traditional Persian carpets she recreates the gardens back home 

which she now has vague recollections of. She is not only attracted to the intricate floral 

patterns and the vibrant colors but is more drawn to the rejected carpets on which the 

pattern did not materialize. She of course attaches strong associations to those 

defects. 

Baniasadi's paintings come across as a beautiful map of an imaginary land. The 

thought of longing and distress is unavoidable to make contact with. The pattern 

seems to have been erased. The nostalgic artist's memories from her hometown are 

now slowly fading away; making space for new entries. Perhaps this is a way for her to 

preserve those remembrances before they depart. The visual also comes across as a 

dilapidated panel, dampened as the wall paint chips off in chunks. The artist operates 

in layers and having started off with the presence of figures, she obscured the view until 

they ceased to exist. Her vision itself is occulted by succeeding musings in her mind.

In her diptych the ends of two carpets are painted facing each other. She explains the 

process of how the threads are cut at any preferred length and left loose and unwoven. 



Borders (diptych), Marjan Baniasadi, oil on canvas, 183 x 30 cm (each), 2016



Land, Marjan Baniasadi, oil on canvas, 91 x 152 cm, 2016





Like a surgical removal of an umbilical cord, the procedure itself seems poetic yet 

brutal. Disjointed, the gap is much like the disconnects in Baniasadi's mind formed from 

her experiences. 

With nothing fixed in her life, she further explores the idea of home itself. Whether it's her 

ancestral country, her place of birth, or all those cities she has grown strong associa-

tions to. She admits to a sense of belonging to Lahore and every other city she has 

stayed in. So is home a physical existence; or is home restricted to the psychological 

grid of the mind – carried wherever one goes. Or do they coexist? 

The scale of effects caused by such a lifestyle is unfathomable. And it stirs one upon 

hearing how she feels. Baniasadi has been greatly affected by her experiences and 

now takes life for what it is, wary of its unpredictable and short nature. Having adjusted 

to the constant changes in her life, she now lives in the moment and has learnt that 

friends will ineluctably come and leave, only making the effort to stay connected if 

they genuinely want to.

Blue II, Marjan Baniasadi, oil on canvas, 41 x  64 cm, 2016





‘The world of reality has its limits, the world of imagination is boundless’   Jean Jacques Rousseau

My work speaks about how time travels and our memory fades away and is replaced 

with new things and all that remains is the nostalgia of life and cultural changes.  I am 

constantly translating my past and transferring those stories on the canvases, which 

then completely change in content when placed in the contemporary context and so 

narrates a whole new story of its own.  I am in another happier and an easier time and 

space, when I am associating Iran, my homeland and its culture in my paintings.  The 

series “Listen to this carpet” is about the stories of the weavers of the Persian carpets 

and with them my own personal recollections.  It is about life’s struggles, hardships, its 

trials and tribulations along with its colours of hope, faith and sacrifice.

  

Marjan Baniasadi – National College of Arts, Lahore

~



Sand, Marjan Baniasadi, oil on canvas, 50 x 61 cm, 2016



Safeer Sandeelo too is proof that one's upbringing in a specific climate destine one to be 

sensitive to certain issues more so than others. Domestic household, the distinction of family 

members, and an individual/collective history enact a consequential role in framing person-

al concerns, and ultimately the artistic practice. Sandeelo originates from Larkana and now 

resides in Karachi. Before joining Jamshoro University, he worked as a billboard painter while 

his brother is employed in the media. Sandeelo retells the daily scenario in his house when 

his father is glued to the television for most of the day, attentive to the – often gloomy – news 

blaring from the set. Given these situations, it seems unsurprising for Sandeelo to be personal-

ly affected by the socio-political atmosphere projected by the electronic and print media. 

He shares how most of the dinner-table conversations are constricted to the sole subject of 

the grave upheaval taking place in the country. For him, this activity has become repetitive. 

The bombings, the uprisings, the protests and the overall chaos is more widespread and 

recurrent than it was ever before and have led one to become desensitized.

Whether the smiles in his drawings are genuine or a façade is a question that arises. However, 

the faces are aloof, and display no care for the brewing cauldron they are seated in – much 

like the boiling frog experiment; for Sandeelo this is a matter of serious concern.

His pieces are relatively large in scale; assertive in confrontation rather than subtle and 

comforting, similar to our media which prefers to jolt its audience with the exhausted use of 

"breaking news". In one of his portraits Sandeelo draws himself engulfed by logos of various 

television channels as well as newspapers. The icons spread like infected cells but the subject 

seems least bothered or even aware for that matter. In another drawing he repeats his image 

capturing his laugh, but renders it as a negative film – not only reflecting on the negativity 

that we have imbibed but also presenting it as an x-ray. This is the uncovered reality before 

us.

He remembers the days of his childhood when such tragic news were rare and things were 

a lot calmer. He too speaks of nostalgia and longing. The restriction to a single black pen is 

Sandeelo's tribute to those black and white days of television.

His use of pointillism signifies the repetitive element, whereby the frequent tragedies and 

strikes led by angst and intolerance have now fallen under the mundane. Sandeelo also 

makes reference to the grains of the noise when television signals get disrupted. Indeed, our 

life is severely disheveled and one would much rather prefer the noise from a faulty cable 

than the noise generated by anchors and headlines. Given the tension ridden life nowadays, 

to see an array of deceased state heads emit positivity evokes a conflicting sense of strange 

familiarity. The feeling seems foreign, yet relatable. Sandeelo not only criticizes the media for 

their irresponsibility but also holds us accountable for our apathy and lack of concern to 

bring about a change.



Me and media, Safeer Sandeelo, felt-tip pen and graphite on canvas, 122 x 92 cm, 2016



Me, Safeer Sandeelo, felt-tip pen on canvas, 183 x 122 cm, 2016



Me II, Safeer Sandeelo, felt-tip pen on canvas, 183 x 122 cm, 2016



 

My work is based on black dots and portraits.  I have criticized media in which self-expressions 

are used and the day to day life feels as a repetition. Same happening in our daily life 

like bomb blasts, strikes, and the Parliament House as a fight club etc.  Likewise, every-

thing is repeated on media but with different ways and means.  Thus, I have tried to 

show the reality using smiling faces in my work and have my self-portrait in negative 

thoughts giving priority to childhood over media and today’s environment. I’ve had the 

opportunity to watch TV when it was in Black & White and being inspired by the noise 

from Black & White TV is one of the reasons of my working in pointillism. The smiling 

portraits on canvas of Revolutionary Leaders who are no longer a part of this world 

depict the real smiles and peace in order to live, love and launch.

Safeer Sandeelo – Sindh University, Jamshoro



Smile, Safeer Sandeelo, felt-tip pen on canvas, 92 x 122 cm, 2016



Similarly, Taha Ali from IVS investigates the stationary stance of people when it comes 

to the protection of our environment and why people have abandoned their social 

responsibility. A firm believer that the ominous state from man made calamities have 

the power to mutate our biological traits, Ali blames us and himself for our ineffective 

response in salvaging our nation. After all we are answerable to the forthcoming gener-

ations for the conditions we bring them up in. 

Ali's father is a professor of Botany; his mother on the other hand is a social worker. He 

thanks his parents for his upbringing and instilling their learning in him, for he now wants 

to repurpose his education and use art as a medium to serve the society. As an active 

community service volunteer during his boarding school days, he aims to better the 

condition of people's mindsets by raising awareness on issues we have so comfortably 

spread curtains on.

A dead tree ignites an arduous response from Ali as his senses are awakened every 

time he comes across this abject imagery. He believes a sterile tree serves no purpose 

in that particular context. Like widening cracks in walls, they are a stark reminder of an 

increasingly weak foundation – yet most neglect this sight.

This summer (septych), Taha Ali, print on Somerset printmaking paper, 30 x 20 cm (each), 2016



The artist is also deeply concerned about the destitute young children in the city. 

Deprived of education and wisdom, the kids fall prey to all forms of abuse. Their state 

may plausibly be lethal, as those kids are susceptible to being brainwashed and 

converted into radical, irrational threats to the population.

For him, the deceased trees represent characters. Having inherited some knowledge 

from his father, he specifies that the leafless trees are actually young; dead before 

completing their life. Just like those kids the trees have grown old before their age. There 

is a shared void within. An emptiness. Alive, but not living. The sky bathed in reds marks 

the demise of an innocent victim - a myth Ali inscribed from his mother. Given the daily 

counts of lives lost the sky should profusely bleed red, as is in his prints.

A wax cast depicts a frail child's back staring into the unseen. He is oblivious to a brain 

floating above his head. Similar to the expired yet rooted trees, the brain is out of place 

and fulfilling no purpose. Ignored, untreated, and unutilized. The brain in fact is the 

ovary for human ideas and just like a fertilized egg, ideas develop once inseminated. 

You reap what you sow. The use of wax mocks the ineffectiveness of candle lit vigils. 

They serve no concrete benefit except for preserving the memory of those tragic 



This summer collage, Taha Ali, collage and print on Cartridge paper, 45 x 33 cm, 2016



Seen - Unseen, Taha Ali, embossing on Somerset printmaking paper, 30 x 20 cm, 2016



My work is about decay.  It’s about the death of our future.  The slow process of dying 

and disintegrating into perished forms.  It is the culmination of my insatiable fascination 

with decomposing tree forms.  As a sculptor, I am attracted to the forms of nature.  

Ignorance and exploitation of these forms by the human kind will lead to the ultimate 

extinction and death of the human soul itself because the outside is the manifestation 

of the inside just like the environment is the projection of our souls.

Taha Ali – Indus Valley School of Art & Architecture, Karachi 



Gone, Taha Ali, wax on wood, 244 x 122 x 5 cm, 2016



incidents. He uses this idea of mummification to still the plight of those unprotected 

children. Ali aims to ignite responsibility, a sense of social awareness, and sensitivity 

towards sufferings of others – qualities we direly need.

Unlike a testimony where a witness knows that the events have already happened and 

any reading will be disengaged from the present, viewers cannot approach the display 

with the comforting knowledge that the events belong to the past. In fact, their interpre-

tation cannot be in retrospect and must connect with the present. The suffering is ongo-

ing, the situation is of current; right now, before their eyes. By retelling their episodes and 

the consequences the artists attract their attention to individual issues all of which are 

frequently overlooked. The feelings generated in viewers may also come across as an 

act of aggression - reminding them for being there and for looking, and yet being 

inactive throughout. 

Interestingly, a common theme of suffering and perseverance surfaces in all five artists' 

oeuvres. Indeed, artists are sensitive beings and congenitally drawn towards instances 

of pain and endurance – either their own or those dealt by someone else – especially 

if those sufferings are pressed down on instead of being highlighted. The body of work 

by these artists is no short of a silent yet impassioned protest; demanding viewers to 

take note of the plea. Despite a generic affiliation, the artists function through individual 

modes of operation to address the spectator. Viewing, or rather witnessing, plays a 

crucial role in all visuals. After all, viewing is a practice which evokes a response and 

responsibilities which the artist make use of. In addition to addressing viewers, these 

pieces all recount experiences; which the artists want viewers to live, feel and relate to. 

Everyone is living on, surviving, continuing, and enduring. The five artists retell their 

individual state as an autobiography in order to tame its effects, and in doing so 

adamantly insist the audience to be present as witness.
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