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A silent man he is. To me, his mind looks like a box that contains an endless trail of experiences. Ask him a question, he
chooses every word in his answer so carefully, if you write it down, it’s a manifesto by itself. He always has been the
modest wise old one in the family. | am his last child out of four, so raising me up was not a big deal for him. Together
with my mother, they parented me rather in an easy-going and spontaneous way. When | was a child, all the children my
age used to go to a “pre-school” course. | did not. My father had a studio right downstairs in the basement floor in our
Tehranpars flat. He used to do a lot of graphic design back then. He also had a wood workshop in front of his studio, where
| and my brother used to make all sort of adventurous projects. | was a quiet child. Just hanging around my father while
he used to make hand-made graphic designs. He was from the generation of designers who worked with lithography and
Rotring rapid pens, who later converted into computer software. Him and two of his friends used to have the biggest
advertisement agency in Iran. It was called “Avant-Garde”. Their clients were from all over the world. They used to earn
big money. But then the revolution of 1979 happened and it all crumbled into dust. All of their clients fled Iran. They sold
the building. Since then my father became a part-time freelancer.

We grew up, and he aged. He did not have to worry about providing for us that much anymore, as we all became
freelancers as well while trying to make it. So he picked up painting again. Less advertisement. The advertisement was
saturated with the new graphic design graduates. He was making more. Sculptures. Copper sheet carving. He and | went
to the same university. Tehran University of Arts. Only with a half of a century difference in enrolling. He studied visual
arts. Back then they had French educated teachers who used to teach the students modernism, with a pinch of Persian
heritage spice.

My father is a classic case of an impressionist. Like | said, he does not speak much, but when you look into his paintings,
they can talk. Study them, and you will find yourself flying into an otherworldly scene, where someone is murmuring a
Kurdish song in the back of your head. You do not need to interpret them. Nor they are decorative landscapes that you
just hang on the wall to make the living-room more pleasant. They are there to take you away into a dream.

Morteza migrated to Tehran when he was sixteen. But his rebellion Kurdish soul kept wandering around in the mountains
and the scenery of Kurdistan. Whenever something Kurdish related happens, he pays full attention to it. Like in the news,
or someone talking about Kurdistan. He can paint dozens of landscape scenes in a few days, in a painting frenzy eruption.
Like a baker who falls into his morning rhythm. He becomes extra quiet, goes deep inside for weeks, then he explodes
and creates and creates. Like a Kurdish dance, imminent and vigorous. | envy his energy when he is like that.
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This selection of his landscape paintings for me are more like a midday dream. A visual anecdote where you get to
narrate your own story, under Morteza’s hallucinating assembly. In a melancholic, yet poetic nature, where the sky
is purple or pink, and you feel like at any moment there will either be an apocalyptic rain of blood falling over you,
or you are about to experience an ultimate rhapsody. You do not get to have a romantic walk in these landscapes.
You are on your own. Alone. But it is pleasant. It is the “me time” you were always looking forward to have.

He always tells me when he goes traveling, he records all the scenery in his mind, and then later he impersonates
them as these paintings. But he does not travel much. He is often on his own in his tiny atelier upstairs on the
rooftop. Wandering around the rooftop, in the cage of a polluted urban mess, which is the city of Tehran. So where
do these images come from? Are they actually nature which he once has seen? Maybe, but | do not think that is all
that there is to it. The forms are more abstract than what can be found in real life. And they keep becoming more
abstract as time goes by. Like an obsessive attempt to picture a dream on the canvas. The phantom of an urge. A
walk alone, detached from what Morteza sees as social boundaries and responsibilities, where he gets to murmur
his songs in the silence of an apocalyptic scenery, where expectations have vanished.

February 2018
Pendar Nabipour
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