




- January 2001:
Heading to the police station which I follow 
geographically to issue an ID no 1 according to the 
National Number System.

- After 2 weeks:
Receiving the first plastic document that carries my 
picture and personal data and which will be attached 
to my body for 4 years as I always place it in the 
back pocket of my trousers. 

- January 2001 – September 2005: 
A lot of people stop me to ask about that document. 

- September 2004: 
Finishing my University studies the matter which 
obliges me to issue a new ID dose not includes the 
word student and ends my relation to the ID no 1. 

- September 2004 – September 2005: 
People stop  me to ask about my job and then I 
answer them that I don't work in a specific 
job……………..

- June 5, 2005: 
I left my ID no. 1 for one hour and a half with the 
security at the Opera House to lend me a neck tie to 
be permitted to attend the show.

- August 2, 2005: 
While I was getting off a taxi at a late hour at night, 
my wallet falls down and some speeding cars run 
over it, which causes a total deformation for my ID 
no. 1. 







- August 17, 2005:
Buying an application to get an ID according to the law number 134 for the year 1994 by 
LE 15.-.

- August 18, 2005: 
Heading to the police station that I follow geographically with the application which I 
bought yesterday after filling it up., in addition to a photocopy of my ID no. 1 and a copy of 
my academic document which was not yet written in ID no. 1. 

- August 18, 2005: 
The lady  employee in the civil register asked "where is your old ID  ... You have to submit 
the old one to get the new... You are not allowed to keep both…" When I informed her 
about my desire to keep  the old one, she told me that I can make a request claiming that I 
lost the old one, then I can keep  both, but the request has to be signed by the head of the 
police station. I did that and brought back the paper for her, she accepted the papers after 
checking them thoroughly, then she said "go and wait in front of the photocopy room".

- August 18, 2005: 
In front of the closed door of the photocopying room, I waited for a while, and then heard a 
call with my  name "Mahmoud Khaled". I entered the room which was poorly lit and found 
another employee sitting in front of a wooden desk topped by a computer. She was holding 
my papers which I gave the first employee and was totally concentrating on comparing the 
data with these on the computer. I took my position in front of the camera, imagining how 
my picture would look like this time until she interrupted my thoughts "You will not need to 
be photographed this time because your picture from the last ID is saved in the computer 
and will  be used in the ID no. 2". She torn the lower part of the paper and told me that this 
is the receipt with which I am going to receive my ID after 15 days, at September 2. 

- September 2, 2005: 
It is a Friday, the official holiday for the government authorities.

- September 3, 2005: 
Receiving the second plastic document that carries my picture and data.







- September 10, 2005: 
I am haunted with a strong desire to have the word "visual  artist" occupying a space of my 
identity.

- October 13, 2005: 
I submitted an application to become a member of the Syndicate of Fine Artist. The employee 
informed me about the documents that should be attached to the application; a documented 
proof of my  artistic studies, criminal record, a photocopy of my ID, in addition to 6 personal 
pictures. 

- October 13, 2005: 
I headed to a studio in Alexandria to have my picture taken. The photographer took 3 shots and 
chose the best. I told him that I needed 6 copies of this picture and asked him to have a white 
background (something which I always insist on) 

                                                   He told me that the minimum number for pictures is 12 for LE 10.-. The delivery date is tomorrow 
                                                   night. 

- October 14, 2005: 
Receiving 12 copies of a picture representing my fact (I did not find the background of the picture 
white. The photographer put a background of his own imagination)

- October 15, 2005: 
I headed again to the Syndicate of Fine Artists with all the required papers. The employee 
accepted my papers and asked me for the six personal pictures. I took the envelope, that the 
photographer gave me, out of my pocket and gave her six of the pictures putting the other six 
back and wondering for seconds what I shall be doing with them. She stamped my application 
with the stamp of the Fine Artists Syndicate. 

- October 15, 2005: 
I headed to the police station which I follow, I did not ask about the procedures of changing 
data of my current ID, but immediately  wrote a request that I lost  my ID no. 2. I authenticated 
the request from the head of the police station (this time it took longer time than the previous one. I 
finished the paper when the employees were getting ready to leave). I rushed to the responsible employee, 
just to revise my papers, yet she surprised me with accepting the papers immediately, cut the 
lower part  of the form (indicating that she had received the paper) and gave it  to me (without 
going to the photocopy  room). This was the receipt with which I would receive my ID in 15 
days, on October 30.


