






Therapy rugs is a body of tactile pieces, made collaboratively with people
as a way to connect and process together.

I extended an open invitation through my Instagram account for
individuals seeking a listening ear to participate in “dish out sessions,”
where we discuss and identify a specific emotion they wish to work
through. Using prompts, I then invite them to collaborate with me on a
sketch, which I use as inspiration to create rugs.

The rugs i make are based on shapes and patterns extracted from these
sketches.The goal of this project is to transform emotions into something
tangible and tactile, but the true value lies in the space it creates
for expression, reflection, connection, and creation. This is the essence
of the role of art for me.

title: from dish out
to therapy rugs

medium : tactile, drawing,
conversation

date : 2022-2024







Exhibited as part of Art Dubai 2022, Speculative Links
+ community-and-critique show at warehouse 421 

In this sound installation the sound generated is based on a system of 
information gathered and organized through a series of conversations 
with displaced Libyans, while maintaining the anonymity of the 
interviewees, the work incorporates multiple data points (time and date 
of fleeing, access to former residence etc.) entered as holes punched 
into a music box, the resulting repertoire of sounds becoming an 
intangible part of the work.

title : if i could trace you ….. 
if i could hear you ….. 

artwork 01

medium : sound, mark,
music box, text

link : https://vimeo.com/517857224/e4eb5c7e56

date : 2020

https://vimeo.com/517857224/e4eb5c7e56




date : 2020

I thought if I could count you, mark you, hear you, 
then somehow I could trace you. 
Just as I thought if I could note you, systemize you, hide you, 
then somehow I could trace me.
 
When I started you were only 200k*, I thought no way I could reach you. 
7 months later I’m still trying, but you went ahead and doubled on me, 
now I wonder if the 400k* is even there. But it is….  
 
One, two and maybe 7 of you were there for me to hear. 
Sorry I meant I was there for you to share. 
 
I asked you what, when and where. You said here and there. 
For some it passed, for most it’s still there. 
 
You shared, I heard, so maybe your here and there
 could be a sound for them to see. 
Maybe then, as i play your here and now the traces of you 
could change your thereafter. 

200k* internally displaced Libyans as of Oct 2019
400k* internally displaced Libyans as of April 2020

title : if i could ..... medium : type



Exhibited as part of Art Dubai 2022, Speculative Links
+ community-and-critique show at warehouse 421

This installation extrapolates from individual to collective units of 
information. Through the work on paper, I am asking: How can we 
concretize data and register sudden change? Can shared moments of 
rupture be quantified? With this work I begin with the growing number 
of 400,000 Libyans internally displaced since last year as a primary 
data point. The sequence of dots represent this mounting figure – each 
session of mark-making completed in 40-minute slots. If I Could 
Count You is a 10-metre long comment on the impossibility of count-
ing constantly changing numbers. In an act that humanizes scale, the 
artist’s body is used as an invisible means of measurement.

title: if i could count you ….. medium : mark, scale, time, 
human scale, performance

date : 2020

process link: https://vimeo.com/516353252/2512f3d1d3
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https://vimeo.com/516353252/2512f3d1d3




process



It’s been a turbulent couple of years…. 
Some people take for granted the blessing of being free. Freedom of 
movement, freedom of choice it’s a privilege for the few. You’re born 
into it and even if you don’t and you think you can get it, you don’t 
realize the baggage that comes with it. Freedom was and will remain a 
privilege for the few. 

title : on the naughty list medium : stills from a 
performance

date : 2019
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process



Lines, and dots. A system of transferring wounds and marks from places 
of conflict onto paper. Translating information from source images sent 
to me by people on the gorund in Libya of property vandaliation after 
the coflict of 2020. 

An unfinished project, this study was born out of the need to 
document, collect and process. 

title : a study of marks medium : drawing, systems date : 2020

artwork 04





process

The Semiotic Square



“To enjoy fireworks you would have to have lived a different 
kind of life”
_naomi shihab nye

title : fireworks and bubble wrap medium : stills from a 
performance

date : 2019
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process



The Arab dream is a title of a song that got famous in the year 2000 
during the second intifada. It’s a song almost every Arab knows, it was 
our version of “ we are the world”. Now 20 years after، the dream gets 
fuzzier and fuzzier. 

A salad is an expression of chaos. And so why not package it and sell it, 
like every cause. The Arab dream was and remains “a salad”. 

title : The Arab Dream Salad medium : metal can filled with air date : 2020
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Publication: Until We Meet by The Locale Team
Exhibiting the book at the Afrophon’ book fair in Arles, France.

shot through the skin, is a series of mixed media images that i shot 
as part of a collaboration publication with The Locale Team. Bringing 
together six artists from Sudan and Libya. 

The series is inspired by a woman’s experience in public spaces in Libya. 
Using bodies and foam sheets to mimic feelings of discomfort and 
distress. Then overlaying the images with other materials and scanning 
them over and over in an act of catharsis. 

title : shot through the skin medium : photography,  
mixed media 

date : 2022

artwork 01



date : 2022

Through the glass 
I wished I could break through
Maybe then you won’t have a view 

They were all ignorant of you 

Violated 
Stripped away 
Displayed 
Gazed at but not even seen 

The weight of your stare, burns through 
The smell of burnt trash, with a dash of sea salt 
The noise of the crowd, don’t silence you 

I see you, I see right through you 

I feel the lump in my throat 
The shiver through my skin
I wished I could jump out of my seat, crash through the glass and gaze down at you 
Maybe give you a lesson too

You look old enough to have a daughter or two 
Does that change a thing for you ? 
Or do I have to be a baby blue for you to see through ? 

title : shot through the skin medium : type, mixed media





Publication: Kashkoul of collective resistance by WaraQ art foundation

Kashkoul is collabortion between myself and 4 other artists. In this first 
edtion we wanted to navigate and document the ways our resilience is 
still being shaped and re-shaped through what we live and witness under 
the civil war, political chaos and social isolation. 

We asked several questions through the publication. How do we live as 
a society? How do we coexist? And most importantly how do we cope 
with our ongoing situation ?

title : Kashkoul medium : photography,  
mixed media 

date : 2020

artwork 02









Exhibited as part of passing-time collective online experiment. 

The dance of war against an invisible threat. Fight it like the best belly 
dancer out there is a collection of sounds documenting a set of events 
during a period of anticipation during the height of the pandemic. 
A commentary on the social injustice that was highlighted during the 
global lock down of 2020. 

title : fight it like the best 
belly dancer

medium : video, sound date : 2020

link : https://vimeo.com/404241263

artwork 01

https://vimeo.com/404241263


process



Exhibited as part of Jameel Arts Centre’s Youth Assembly, Dubai

Through this piece I wanted to explore the possibility of trying to 
capture the collective dream state of a number of people. 
To tie it together in a narrative and paint a collective picture of those 
foggy years we spend sleeping. 

Having found a community of sleep-talkers that share their sleep-
talking snippets. I collected sound bites of vocalized dreams and 
visualized them to produce this video installation. 

title : Ever Dream This medium : sound, video, 
data collection 

date : 2019

link : https://vimeo.com/338458347

artwork 02

https://vimeo.com/338458347




Video performance of a painting, with text and sound from real footage 
shot in Tripoli, Libya 2020 during a home invasion. 

You make me blue is an act of catharsis. 
A question to self. 
And a way of processing. 

title : you make me blue medium : video performance, 
mixed media 

date : 2020

artwork 03
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Exhibited as part of Retracing A Disappearing Landscape in partnership 
with the P21 Gallery, London,UK

Wale Ndetro (libyan slang meaning reversing) Is an ongoing personal 
research about home, memories, and the history of Libya. 
Through this piece i’m trying to dig through our social fabric over the 
years, in hopes of understanding what is home? 

title : Wale Ndetro medium : video, sound, collage date : 2016-2019

link :https://vimeo.com/265880824

* ولي نديترو  

artwork 04

https://vimeo.com/265880824




Concept in collaboration with Tasneem Karamallah. 
Video and script by Malak Elghuel.

Tofouti is a video installation, projected on a physical structure.
The video is a mixture of video collage and archival footage. 
The challenge of this project was writing a satirical narrative that 
connects a painful past and a disappointing present. 

The intention of Tofouti was to show how hate can continue 
to spread when you let fear govern. 

title : Tofouti medium : video installation, 
sound, collage, text

date : 2018

link : https://vimeo.com/307084185

artwork 05

https://vimeo.com/307084185






vomit 
came out of me like vomit 
spat the words out 
just wanted it out of me 

felt light 
ohh so light 
open
one 
whole
 
felt like me 

title : open medium : text date : 2021

artwork 01



title : it was one, two 
and four of you 

medium : text date : 2021

it was one, two and four of you 

it takes all of you

one never saw 
two never told 
three never even coughed 
but four was the fall 

it takes all 
one, two and four of you 

inhale ...
exhale ...

but if four didn’t cause the fall 
if one did see 
if 
if 
if 

would i be here ?

it takes all of you 
it takes all of me 

one, two and four 
step 
step, step 
step, step, step, step 

we’re getting there 
but it takes

step 
step, step 
step, step, step, step 

you see it 
they hear it 
i feel it 
but all would fall

artwork 02



title : lost in translation 
but found in between 

medium : text date : 2022

shopping lists 
trains 
busses 
kisses and steaks 

i cry with no tears

one hour i’m feeling on top of 
the world 
the next i’m in a world of my 
own despair 

a crippling terror nesting inside 

the sound of the machine 
spinning loud 

and i look around 

shopping lists 
trains 
busses 
orgasms and fries 

artwork 03



title : passage medium : text date : 2022

i lost you for those seeds of blue 

because of you, i am sad 
and i cry too 

but as Catullus said goodbye 
and you bid your victims bye bye 

bodies washed ashore 
their numbers buried down below 

like gravity, you pull me low 
but who cares about down below ? 

you made me leave 
made them leave 
but never for long 

what now … ?
what do you do when you cannot leave 
and cannot return? 

trapped in between ?
in between because of you 

so what now ….? 
what will you make of me ? 

but you know, maybe,
 just maybe its not about what you make me do… 
but what i can make of you… 

In the end as Hisham said all that remains are 
numbers, the measurement of distances, 
the quantity of things, and you… 

Passage is the action or process of moving through 
or past somewhere on the way from one place to 
another.

this passage is for you 
for those who were outnumbered 
for those who marked your streets
for those who crossed your path 
and for those who you trapped

this is a journey to cure me from you. 

hisham said “return and you will face the absence or 
the defacement of what you treasured. but leave and 
your connection to the source will be severed. you 
will be like a dead trunk, hard and hollow. 

and so what do you do when you cannot leave and 
cannot return? “

trapped in between ?
in between because of you 

because of you, i from the land in between
because of you, i am blue 

i am angry,  i am sad, i am low
because of you, i am blue 

all kinds of blue  

it was carmen who sang  
they stole your land

how much you ask ?
as big a number as the Libyan grains of sand

wait…
lotus you say ?

they ate it too, not one, not two but 
a million and two 
and i lost you...

artwork 04



+44 7984 333132
+971 5537 81139

malak.mkelghuel@gmail.com
vimeo.com/malakelghuel
instagram.com/el3enab_/
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