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So, cancel the cat. Admit that there is no cat. It isn't even a reflection of my soul, because even I
don'’t stand for me. So what I should do then, is just adjust to the non-existence of the cat? Alright, I
am prepared to try and let it be; not by means of verbal thought, but in a way that I have never fully
understood. Create an incomprehensible lack of dependence. Initiating it myself, just eliminating
the obstacle to my happiness, like those blessed moments when I opened sail on the Jordan valley
highway, sliding smoothly on an empty stomach (my stomach at least, if not my consciousness, I
might mention). They advise me to relinquish words, but for what? For emotion, for the unadulterated
feeling that devastates me? For the empty space in my mind which will, in a moment, be filled with
thoughts I cannot control?

When the cat is only a thought in my mind, it can vanish to where it came from, simply take off.
Does that mean its existence is annulled? That my lap can be freed of it? I sit up straight with eyes
closed and every concern that arises, moves on immediately. Wonderfull There is no cat; there is no
uprooting of anything. There isn't even gliding, or even a gentle, comforting pat. There’s just emptiness
and shadows. Like Plato’s cave, even more depleted of content. If only this emptiness could be carried
everywhere, I would be more or less happy.
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I've always loved braids, always wanted braids. They've been part of my whole life. Age three, in a
black-and-white photo, standing barefoot in a light summer dress, I have two thin braids like mouse
tails. Seven or eight, in a picture at the beach, carrying my baby sister in my arms, two braids tied off
with big white bows. Age twenty-five, a braid wrapped around my head like a crown. Going on forty,
two long braids, and at 56, the last one, which I plaited, cut, wrapped up, and put away in the closet as
a memento before [ began chemotherapy and went bald.

I want to tell you about the braids from when I was in the third grade, around seven or eight. We
were living, four brothers and sisters, in a small rented house at the end of the street. We weren't any
different from everyone else, except that we had a car — the van my father got from work. [ loved riding
in the van that took me far away from the cramped house to broad exciting and intriguing expanses,
and my kind-hearted father loved to take me.

One day, when he was about to leave the house, [ begged him to take me with him. Surprisingly, he
refused, and he wasn't moved by my pleading. Despite the tears I shed, he left without me. In my rage,
without giving it a moment’s thought, I ran to my mother’s sewing box, got out the large scissors, and
cut off one of my braids, while my siblings stared, astonished. “That'll show him!” I muttered angrily.

I'was still holding the severed braid when my mother walked in. “What did you do?” she said in shock.
She pulled me over to the big mirror on the door of the wardrobe. ‘Look what you did to yourself,’ she
said. Itook a look at myself, a skinny little girl missing one of her braids. I looked awful, a joke. I held
the braid up toits former place. “Can you stick it back on?’ I asked, sobbing. ‘No!” my mother answered.
“You can't stick hair back on after you cut it off. Come on, we'll go to Simcha’s beauty parlor and have
him cut off the other one and give you a nice haircut so you don't look ridiculous. I also did stupid
things like that when I was a kid,” she added. ‘Afterwards, when [ was sorry, your grandfather would
say there's no point crying over cut hair because if you wait long enough it'll grow back.”

We went to Simcha’s beauty parlor and they cut off the remaining braid and gave me a new haircut.

At the end of the third grade, when they took a photo of each of us separately, Ada is standing in the
picture with short hair, holding a notebook and looking at the photographer with a crooked smile.
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She stares into space, transparent, not wanting, not complaining, breathing...

Outside the gigantic window lies the Kishon Valley, with Mount Carmel on the left.
Well-tended gardens, winding paths, male nurses in white coats pushing wheelchairs.
She isnot an invalid, even if she can't walk. She has simply lost interest in the scene.
She does not see the people supposedly around her. She does not want to eat either.
All she asks is: "Help me die
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It's been two years

Since they started to talk,

Rolling their eyes, making you choke
Another invitation, nowhere to hide
Always a bridesmaid, never a bride

What they don't get
Is that it's a two-side race,

And you're caught between a rock and a hard place

your city of angels, is the lonely-hearts town
It's easier to talk here with your face down

And you,

Divide yourself to two

Pieces without glue

Cause you,

Weant to take your time to shine

Spread your wings and touch the sky

If you'll just stop apologize, for being you

You still feel the child inside
Fighting for dreams that hasn't died,
You just want to take it slow

Not here to go with the flow,

A glass ceiling blocked your way
And It's time to change the day

But you,

Divide yourself to two

Pieces without glue

Cause you,

Weant to take your time to shine

Spread your wings and touch the sky

If you'll just stop apologize, for being you
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They are sitting here in front of me, the large one on the right, the medium-sized one in middle, and
the small one on the left. All three in black and white. Who am I? The one with her mouth open and
delicate fingers looking like they have just completed a dance movement? She has on a poncho she
knitted herself that covers a nine-month belly. Or the one leaning on the wall behind the double bed
in a plaid button-down blouse, her eyes closed because the photographer was blinding her, and trying
to throw a pillow at him with her right hand? Above her is a spot of light like a falling moon, or maybe
a halo that landed in the wrong place. In the third the woman has a tight-lipped smile on her face as
sheruns forward, her arms stretched out in front of her, her mouth holding a spoon, the spoon holding
an egqg, and the egg apparently raw. She’s running in an egg-and-spoon race to see who can get to
the finish line first without dropping the egg. She remembers she was having fun. In the background
thereisno curtain with circles and squares hanging on the wall. There are mountains, the barren Eilat
mountains, pyramid shaped in black and white. You can also see a concrete shelter in the picture and
some unidentifiable building between the head and a bush. The bush is a vitex, growing there for no
reason, its fleshy fruit and poisonous seeds in the air waiting for some curious naughty little boy to
pluck the drupe, stamp on it, and disperse the seeds in a way nature didn't intend.

Her hair is very short. Only she knows the effort her face and body are making to hide her turbulent
world. Soon she will give birth to her first daughter. What will happen in her life? Why was she
throwing a pillow at him? And what about the egg, did it break? How did she feel? Only she knows. I
look at her and see only black and white.

19

DIMDWN DY T 27X 0 .JA7/MWA [NW19W .NJ0PN IRDWNT,II1I7IN YRR 1T NI1TIN 10T TN N
1V2 IV NOINW NNRYI NINDW 1'8I192 NO1DA 2711N NV NNY NT 10770 102 N1ITIVAN YRR N171090
N7V ,077IN9D DY NR11WN DRI NWIAT NITA NUINN P IV TIYWIW 1T IR 2797WN0 WTIT W 17170
TR 1R ,791] 71D 102 IR DD NIV 271D 179V 71T N0IN 1IN AT TV IR 11130 DIRA 1D, INIRY
77TTID DD L,NNTTE MUWIN DT DY 1R ,ND YI1DP 17T DN NWIR 17W1IW1 .12 R DIPN NATHW N7
2D "NTWRD VI N ST PIw0nn PITI) N3 RN .7WIAN KT RN NR1NT,NR™T NPT 901,52
772 1IN ,07N W 27PN IR 102NN D'WAINNT DTI3Y0 DY 1197 'R YPI2 .NTINIW 11217 R0 INR7 1R 97907
RIN TTWN W WRIN 172 NN1TA R NIJ2NT 017781 NRI 7101 VIPN DA ]2 NITWA MTID TV DR
AR Q101770 NP1 221W T N2TNW D770 17T 1R DTTIDIN 111911 7Y 72 D0 17 V1IW DNNAR W
Y2VN T RIW 1VIT IR YIOM 10V T

JVI0N NNITY MR 10N DIRDRIN NDIA NID NN TV IVTIT RN 70 7TRD 3P N

2NWINN TR ZNRYIDNN DRN ,NRIANT 271712 179V NPAT NN71 207712 NP7 N1 .00 DA IR TI0 VYD TV
J27 /MW PO AR N2 TI31200 IR .Y RN )

18 Drora Dekel, Self-Portrait  9pT nmT/nxY |17 nnnn



21

20

In the beginning she created the ceiling and the bed.

And the bed was unformed and void, men coming in

And going out. And her Spirit was hovering pointlessly.

And She said let there be light, and She threw the switch and saw

Letters and words and phrases written in honey

On the ceiling. And She opened her mouth for they were good.

And She separated the hours of the bed and the hours of the ceiling.

And She called the bed Night and the ceiling she called Day. And there was evening
And there was morning, all her life so far.
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Soon a great wave will come and obliterate our past, as it was, a past of survival.

Soon a cry will escape my mouth and change the rules of the game, or at least the ones we were
accustomed to. Soon the false calm will alter, the castrating respect, in a moment I will tell you what
[ really think and feel.

[ sneaked a quick glance back, like Lot’s wife and screamed: ‘Fuck YOU, if you want to die then go
ahead and die, but first save my little girl. Mine. My girl”.

You grab Tamar and run after us. Soon a great disaster will become a miracoulous story.

Soon the great wave floods the room to which we escaped and the wash the entire island, soon we
will throw in eachother’s face all we have kept to ourselves in the seven years we've been together, I
do not know if these were the seven bad years, the “thin ones”... but soon the great wave will come and
erase it all, and scatter all the sand that blinded my eyes. Soon we will turn over a new page. One with
a horizon. The creator alone knows that soon we return home, to four walls and a draught wind I was
in my fourth or fifth grade when my grandmother told me that in life there's one thing important to
remember — “do not say hurtful or insulting things to your spouse’. On that day I disobeyed her and
for once that was a good thing to do.

Soon the great wave will come and split my life into the life before it and the life after it, and you and
[ will never return to what we once were.

(Ko Phi Phi, Thailand, December 26 2004, Tsunami).

25

24

Here comes the great wave / Marian Galperin ™97 [8™n / 717A0 940 19 Y0 5271



27

TIR 3190 RI NT 73R TIPTR ATR 1NWD W N0 IV 120117 1270 DN TR 71717 "0YON 17 1071 DY
.07MIDIRN D TWIINW MINATN AW

,1371221 JITIWIT,V12W 902 WYNI - 1710 1710 - T NTBWNN 70 ) WTW JW DMNYN "2 MYW1 1J2W? 170 13812
...21R2Q T113110T NIYND ,11DVIND NN ,Granny - D101, WTTI 1M 1111197

JIURTY - W NNATIN - TN LI 11972 AT 01370 LTI WN NTIIR I 71397 13773 1TN 1RTN 1R
JITI®3 21270 TV N0T12N 1131007 DIR 1TINT 1IPTR , 07119780 WH121 DVIVA TWAMW D01 1JT11N
NANN TN RN AT TR WITTY RIW NN IWOR-R JAR ,VPWA NIW NIVPN NNTTNND N1 Nin Granny
DRIV 07121 ,¥110 782 21W1 11720 0ID7 0137101 DR DTWIR ;02120 NYI RN NIDWAN 113790 JW W1I11PM
.Y WY Granny 0v DWW

MMRW VT DMIDRA IR DTWIR NN 1707 NIIR NPIIW 137 NOTIN 1R’ 17122 W0 D17 0K TR "101n"
JNTIR NIDWN JW N0 M0V 1290 |0 TR QM1 IR AW &7 Granny N'1onn

‘It seems like the city pigeons have just given you a break’ smiled my brother “they went to relieve
themselves on someone else’s clothesline’. Ilaughed, but it didn't fill the orphan-like emptiness left
by the birds.

This courtyard housed family gatherings, sitting around the tables on twilit Friday evenings, almost
every week and as we grew older and got busier.. every month; and at the heart of the courtyard was
Granny — loving, embracing, whipping up stories and memories of old.

We cleared the courtyard before each family gathering —a meal, holiday, relatives’ visits from abroad,
and my wedding — we swept it clean, took down the dried sheets already decorated white with birds’
droppings, laughed about it and rolled the sheets up for another victory lap in the washing machine.

Granny used to climb up the stairs from her small apartment and enter the courtyard quietly, yet one
could not avoid sensing the ripples of her presence.

She was the stirring hand, the helm, the Captain of the family vessel sailing the courtyard; people
coming and going into the house and all stop by Granny for & lively conversation.

"Come” said my brother on Friday morning "the courtyard awaits us to clear it; we are expecting many
guests’. But the birds knew that after the funeral Granny no longer would reign the courtyard, so they
flew away to decorate the clothesline in the courtyard of another family.

26 Granny/ Sharon Shafrir 1mMow Mw / Granny
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Through the fork's teeth
[ see a world barred
And seemingly edible.

Through the Fork’s Teeth \ Dana Marcovich y'1p7n 03T/ 29100 7'w7 Tvan
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Cold and quiet, dark and small,

No one visits in here at all

Life that is usually seen as light

For many days has been dark as night

They have gone away and left us behind
Believing no light, out of sight out of mind
Turned off the lights, tightened faucets before
They looked around and locked the door

Hours and days thus they quickly fly,
Time elapses, months go by,

They left us here, so very long,

And In closed places smells get strong

Never mind the smell, the space is tight
Hear not, see not yet it occurs
So many spawns have stood upright

Suddenly with no prior notice

In the silence the door is held wide

Having forgotten we were even confined
They call -come see what has grown inside

We never expected that this could be

Tall and flourishing as you see

Delighted by what the time had wrought
Onions emerging from what we thought naught
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The moment I shut my eyes, the images appear. Like a pesky fly that keeps landing on an open wound.
That image of the roof, where she knew every corner, where she would go up and sit and feel like a bird.
Free, the master of her fate. The image she saw as she stood there, the lights spreading out before her,
saw her father reach the parking lot, start with the first building, withdraw and enter the next one. She
knew that soon he'd reach the fourth building, saw others join the search. Told herself, If she didn't
do it now, she'd never get another chance. She knew we'd convince her to have the surgery, leaving
her disabled, imprisoned within her body. She extended a leg, deaf to the scream that accompanies
her. Absorbs the blow. A smile spreads across her face as she closes her eyes.
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Doorpost/Nitzan Satt w0 181 /1n9n

It was immediately after my brother's accident,
I remember the complete cutting of time and
space. Very few parallel lines remained between
what was happening inside the house and the
reality outside. In the house, there is no day and
no night. And all at once, all the commitments
outside of the house have been erased.

The funeral was approaching, and I recall it
feeling like Thad no skin, everything so exposed-
the only thing that protects, is the house. There is
no ability to deal with what is happening outside.

And then, reporters with cameras started
gathering on the entrance stairs and on the
concrete bridge leading to the house. More and
more reporters, it was a mass casualty military
accident. In the end, my father went out to the
reporters and they left.

Then came the cleric, he remained standing
outside the door for a long time. My father went
out to him, I saw he was pointing at the doorpost
‘No Mezuzah”.

I remember feeling as though the doorpost took
on a mythical dimension- who it does protect,
who doesn't it protect
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The neighborhood's shoemaker / Yardena Huber 1210 03771/ 312w 19710 39

A small quarter at the entrance to Haifa. Half
housings that were built in the 50s’ for new
immigrants. Housings of ‘Shikun Ovdim’. Half
an Arab neighborhood, “Vadi Jamal’. In 1948
part of the arabs left. The richer ones stayed in
their elegant stone houses. Most were Christians.
Beautiful villas.

Two short streets ‘Hatoren” and "‘Ha'ogen”. A small
street connects them ‘Hahegge' A neighborhood
that has one co-operative store, a health clinic,
two small groceries, one owned by Jews, the
other is Isa’s, the arab owner, a family laundry,
a trifls store, Newspaper kiosk, bucher and also
a shoemaker. The school was at a near quarter,
‘only” 120 stairs to climb.

‘In our narrow street lives a strange shoemaker,

he seats in his hut and does nothing, his shelves
are empty and dusty, almost two years is his
borer in his sack. And he dreams that he is
making shoes .. when will the day come”

A left behind arab house. He was given the 1st
floor of it, small house with a green gate, kind of
beautiful garden around and a kind of mystery
hosting around.

[ have never been to the shoemaker, people didn't
talk about him. A daughterhe has, slightly older
than me. His family did not mix among the people.

"Please take this shoe to the shoemaker” asked
me my mother. Strange. How will I go? When is
it aloud to ring the gate? What to tell him? I felt
some importance in this task, a mission. Just a
shoemaker but to succeed to go in through the
green gate!? I wrapped the shoe. The sole at the
heel needs to be attached. In the afternoon, I took
the risk and went for 200 meters from home to
the shoemaker's.

38

His house stood diagonally at the fork of the
neighbohood’s streets. I rang the bell.

No, one can not just enter to the workshop. His
wife opens the door half ajar to the living room.

A tall woman, handsome and well-groomed,
smooth hands, her eyes with make-up, with a
short apron.

She is welcoming customers as if she were at
least a doctor’s secretary. She looks like a Polish
princess. The shoemaker is busy.

She is aware of their real situation and what
people think about them, but it is not her way to
bow to neighbors.

She is a cultured woman. In the background you
hear classical music.

What binds her and this small shoemaker?

She explains me well that she must examine the
work and that he always plans the time for each
request. She emphasizes that he is not a simple
shoemaker, he is an artisan.

As she paints, cleans, cook, he is a creator. He
plans shoes and can’t accept each work, but
mine, he will take.

At the end, she whispers "That's how it is, after
the war, there are such couples. [ was alone and
he was alone .." she opend her heart to me, the
neighbor’s child.

I didn’ meet the shoemaker, only felt the
atmosphere. In this house were two worlds that
in this special reality formed a new world. A
family from the destruction, with self respect,
creativity, vitality and keep on dreaming
‘Announcer’s feet will glory and waiting years in
dreams that he will meet Elijah, the profet and he
keeps his secret and waiting for the day” ...
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"What have you got against

my baby bottle?”

That’s what I used to cry for hours,
wondering how to climb up

to the highest place in the world,
the uppermost shelf

in the clothes closet

in my parents’s bedroom,

where they hid it,

my baby bottle,

from which I suckled milk

until the age of five.

Memory / Michael Ben Abu 12X 12 9820 /{2t 41 40
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So few remember

the living theatre that she was;

The stage that she chose —

A green bench, near the old bus station.

And what theatre!

Every day of the week, a special show,

She proudly shows off what is left of her beauty
With dresses and gowns.

She was the main actor

and the whole scenery:

Her crumbling body squeezed
into “Haute Gouture’ dresses, laces,
Necklaces, pearls,

heavy earrings and bracelets.
Like a character taken out

of a masterpiece of a bad painter:
The remains of youth

melting in fiery, turquoise eyes,
Her lips painted ruby red

Her face, wrinkled,

heavily powdered with loud rouge,
Her head adorned by a lady’s hat,
plastic flowers and cherries.

On her "royal” fingers,

She put large colorful rings,

Crowning herself, but with no crown

The ‘Queen of the bench’

Queen of our poor world in this forgotten town.
For us, she was like a local Greta Garbo,

Yes, we had a local Greta Garbo.

2.

So she sits on the bench,
smoking simple cigarettes,
Crossing her Cabaret legs,

like a lady out of a film

Blowing us all a smile;

Red, piercing, and so...s0... cheap.

She was our local Greta Garbo,
Yes, we had a local Greta Garbo,
Straight out of a bad museum painting.

3.

Later on, like in the highest point of a play,

She starts moving her head,

Tapping her feet as if a prisoner of an inner beat,
Slowly shaking her body,

Standing on the bench, dancing like a snake,
Lifted up by her heels.

Watch as she opens her arms,

Humming, eyes closed,

Covered by a veil of cigarette smoke

With no ability to see what the years had erased,
And for a moment you get a glimpse of

The legendary beauty that she once was,

So beautiful, so terrifying at once.

For us, she was like a local Greta Garbo,

Yes, we had a local Greta Garbo

43

4.

Loud silence came suddenly

And she opens her eyes to the grim reality:.
Alas! The bench is not a stage

and there is no audience.

Only few people around waiting for the bus
serving as a crowd,

But not the cheering kind.

So she starts crying.
Beating herself
Scratching her face with red nails,

No one knows why:.

No one prevents or says ‘please stop crying”.
And the beautiful painting that she was to me,
Is suddenly filled with scratches and scars,
And fallen from its frame.

To us she was a local Greta Garbo,

Yes, she was our loceal Greta Garbo.

But for heaven's sake,

Why did we need our own local Greta Garbo?

42

5.

One day the bus dropped a man in the station,
With a light step he came to the bench

And spitting twice, he shouted:

‘Curvallll Whore, nothing but a whore for Nazis!!!

At once, the blurry painting that she was,
Became clear

And we named it, a beautiful name,

Like you name a piece of art in a museum:
“The Curva - The Whore of the Germans”.

We used to have a local Greta Garbo,
Yes, we had a local Greta Garbo.

But since that man came,

and said what he said...

we no longer had,

Alocal Greta Garbo.

My local Greta Garbo. / Shoshana Karbasi
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We traveled all day, heading gradually towards
the sky. Every stop revealed a view out of Cre-
ation, massive boulders and water and caress-
ing rays of light. Without planning or intent, we
reached the site closest to her and we knew that
we had reached her new place, the place where
she had gone.

At night, in one of those tents they rent to tourists
in the nature reserve, on a field bed under a bare
lightbulb, close together because of the size of
the bed, and the cold, and the longing that rips
the soul apart, in a dream I heard a rolling laugh
and I saw her. Skipping unhesitatingly among the
trees. Floating in a sheer muslin dress. Laughing,
busy with other, inconsequential things. Danc-
ing through Sequoia trunks planted deep in the
earth, holding hands in a joyful circle of young
women, beautiful like her and light as a feather,
their singing like the pealing voices of fairies.
The sun’s rays caress them and they continue
their rolling laughter. They leave us, disappear-
ing from sight in ever-receding circles.

I remember that earlier I'd tried to call her, in
the dream. And my telephone wouldn't work,
and I couldn’t remember the number, and the
speed-dial wouldn't respond. T urgently tried to
find her number at work, and even the internet
was slow. Thad to know how she was and couldn’t
find a way to call. Suddenly she answered the
phone. In the dream. And she said, ‘T.et me be,
stop trying to call me. You don't need to worry
anymore... 'm OK.". And I? Tthought in the dream,
What about me?

And when I awoke, near daybreak, the sun’s rays
caressing the tent in the nature reserve, I felt
calm and I told him, “She’s OK, I spoke with her.
She’s OK”
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Ronnie eats

The stomach feels nice and warm right after
Sheis all alone

Everything looks better on a full stomach

She is different, she isn't loved the way she is
Dark bleak eyes, she doesn'’t love herself

When she can't help it - she hates herself

She hates her body, she is ashamed of her body;,
ashamed of herself

There is a hole in the stomach, a hole that has to be sealed,
a tremor of lack of control

Mockery, contempt, double talk, insecurity,

sorrow and loneliness

She hides, she lies, she escapes

to imaginary realms of her own

She isn't worthy, she beats herself up,

she fails, she compensates

She doesn't look in the mirror

she does not like to be photographed

Doesn't like to look at photos

Feels different than what she looks like

Deep inside she is skinnier than what she seems

She doesn't eat much

Bread is her favorite

She is a refined eater who likes to cook

An easily addicted type with no boundaries

A never ending circle

A never ending struggle
Alack of self acceptance
Helplessness

She isn't happy when she is hungry

When she eats there's silence

She hides away from others and from herself
She is busy hiding herself

She is a prisoner of her instincts, she isn't pleased
Doesn't believe them even when they love her

Spends her whole life in constant hunger for satisfaction
Doesn’t do anything about it

She eats when she feels bad
She eats when she is well

It's not her, this thing, she tells herself
[t's someone else
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The chronic despair on the edge of your voice does not call me anymore,

it precedes the un-asking of what I cannot give.

But even now, as always, you devote your laid down body to me

as if it were a railroad track I should take to ride you further into the distance.

It is too late to ask forgiveness for disappointing you for years,
for not crouching myself towards you,
willing to toss my heart onto the railroad tracks.

I bear my nothingnesses through the graveyard,

where only the nature remained: the question is the same as the answer.
Between the two trees on the grass there is another tree, made of air,
which is gazing upon me

and I lean against that tree with my hands stretched towards it.

If aman falls in the forest, all alone,
eventually a man does fall in the forest, all alone,
the whole forest can hear the sound of the fall but cannot do a thing.
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During one of our intimate talks, my son Yoni
suddenly asked me;

‘Tell me mom, how is Dov connected to our
family? Do you remember that T have met him
once with grandma at the bank? He told me that
he bought you your first pair of slippers.”

[ was astonished, why does Yoni ask me now
about Dov? He died long ago, 6 months after my
mom, and no, he is not connected to our family.
Just a friend.

I'm not sure what has been between him and my
mom. Now, after so many years, both are already
in haven, I wonder about their relationship. What
really happened between them?

Ianswer Yoni as a robot: "Dov and his wife were
from the same village of your grandparents in
Bukovina. They and two other couples from that
little village formed a team of 4 pairs for playing
cards. They used to meet each weekat one of the
families’and played 4 men at one table, 4 women
at the second one’

Iremember as a little girl that Dov used to come
and visit my mother. I had no thoughts then
about it. This was so natural.

Nowadays, I wonder why does a married man
come in the morning hours to a married woman
while her husband is at work? Perhaps there
was something there, for which my father didn’t
like Dov so much. At that time my father had
an excuse. Dov was a revisionist and my father
was from Ha-Shomer ha-Tza'ir, but why was he
always so angry with my mother?

Dov was a good friend of us, like a member of the
family. That was how [ felt. [ liked to see him at
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ours’. He was very nice, hansom, soft spoken, and
knew how to fix zippers.

My father didn't talk much about my mother, he
had respect for her being a professional tailor.

Dov always spoke proudly about buying my
first slippers. He was also honored to be one of
the witnesses at my wedding. For me, he was
more than a friend. He was like an uncle. I liked
him very much. My children didn't knew him
much. They have seen him a few times, but he
was already old. We did talk about him and his
wife, who was a strange and difficult person and
didn't like children.

I wake up from my thoughts “‘why did you ask me
now about Dov?’

‘Iread something, and 1t came to my mind, [ will
tell you. At that summer, I went to visit grandma
in Haifa to accompany her for a few days.

One morning, she asked me to wake up early and
go with her to the bank. She needs to do some
money transfers and needs my help.

Her clerk is seated on the 2nd floor and she
needs to go upstairs.

At that morning [ went with grandma, she was at
the age of 80+, and as we approach to the bank,
we see Dov. An old man, leaning on his walking
stick, he is going on 90. Still, climbing to the 2nd
floor, bowing and kisses her hand.

He told me that he saw us going in, to the bank,
and came especially to say hallo, and I can'’t
forget his words: “Your grandmother is a very
special woman, I came just to kiss her hand”

My Yoni added: Mom, you see, That is true love!
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‘In '47, when I was 15, I arrived in Paris with my
brother Yossi for the first time. Our house was
on the rue de Boulainvilliers* near La Muette*.
We had a concierge, a plump woman who was
very well groomed. She told us that in her youth,
she had been friends with the internationally
renowned singer Lily Pons. She had a little dog.
She loved to stand at the bottom of the staircase
with a square of chocolate in her hand, and
lifting up her arms she would start to sing Liszt's
third Liebestrdum (Dream of Love). She would
sing in the cabaret style of times gone by, and the
dog would stand on his back legs, circling round
itself, his front paws in the air. When the song
was done, the concierge would open her hand
and the dog would jump in the air and snatch
the chocolate from them with his mouth. This
made a huge impression upon us as children, two
Sabras who had arrived in Paris immediately
after the war, when the city was completely
covered in soot, when some of the street lamps
were still lit by gas, and many taxis from the
time of the occupation operated on coal...

We lived in an attic, in the maids’ quarters and
when the Métro passed by, the entire building
would shake”.

* At the 16th arrondissement in Paris
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Raffi Lavie's paintings are accompanied by
words and phrases such as: “Painter — Raffi —
20-Year-Old Child,” “Painting by an Intelligent
Child — Aged 20, “Head,” and “Geranium.”

According to the poet Alon Altaras, Lavie is a
poet’s artist:

“[..] In his paintings there is the clear-sight-
edness in the poems of Natan Zach. [..] When
Raffi Lavie selects the visual elements for his
collages, he does not ignore the text that appears
on them. What is more, he chooses this verbal
message with the meticulousness of a poet. The
text, which is often hiding under a layer of pink
or white, offers the viewer the key to the proper
reading of his work. [..]">

Unlike texts incorporated into the actual work of
visual art, Tami Notsani takes her camera to the
texts of selected writers and adds another level
to them. In my long-distance conversations with
her, she described the experience she underwent
in the process of creating these works:

“It was hard to choose some elusive meaning in
the text in order to express it from my point of
view. On first reading, [ get images in my head
that follow and disturb me for quite a while until
the moment I feel that I have absorbed the text,
and only then can I start taking pictures. Among
all the thoughts going through my mind, it's very
important to me to bring something additional
to the text through the photograph. Therefore I
offer only one image in order to leave an open-
ing for the text to speak for itself. In this way,
the photo will enrich the text by adding another
window through which I hope it will be possible
to intensify the experience.

It's a form of translation work that passes
through the conceptual and visual universe
of the reader. Sometimes it seems like 'that
wasn't the writer's intention', but it's a gaze
that passes through the photographer's eye, the
camera, and the lens. It's like a translation from
one language to another, but here it is from one
medium to another. When the text is translated
into an image, it goes through a type of virtual
transformation, while preserving its essence, of
course. I also try to take a text written in the

Israeli context and find a parallel in the Parisian
landscape, stripping the words, as far as possi-
ble, of their local specificity in an effort to find
the universal basis common to all cultures.”

Selecting the works for the current exhibition
was a complex process. Notsani first offered
several photographs for each story or poem.
This, however, raised the question of which to
choose and why. Gradually we sharpened the
criteria, pared down the possibilities, and the
choice became more focused. As Roland Barthes
described it:

“[..] If [a] photograph interests me powerfully,
I should like to know what there is in it that
sets me off. So it seemed that the best word to
designate (temporarily) the attraction certain
photographs exerted upon me was advenience
or even adventure. This picture advenes, that
one doesn't [..]."3

The photographs, in terms of their power and
quality, constituted a major component in
assembling a homogeneous exhibition from
heterogeneous materials. We looked for pictures
and texts that contained the element of adven-
ture, along with a synthesis between the two
media. A great deal of thought was also given
to the authors, since their role was equal in
significance to that of the visual artist. However,
although the texts are the heart of the exhibi-
tion, once they were delivered the writers had
completed their part and could only wait to see
the final form the show would take. We worked
on the assumption that as soon as the authors
handed over their work for the artist to interpret,
they were allowing her the same freedom of
thought offered any reader or any viewer of an
art work.

Examples of works in the exhibition

Gal Nativ, Divided

It's been two years/Since they started to talk,/
Rolling their eyes, making you choke/Another
invitation, nowhere to hide/Always a brides-
maid, never a bride/ What they don't get/is that
it's a two-side race,/ And you're caught between
arock and a hard place/your city of angels, is

the lonely-hearts town/It’s easier to talk here
with your face down...

The accompanying photograph shows Notsani'’s
home in the midst of renovation — stairs covered
in a plastic sheet dotted with drops of white paint.
The stained plastic sheet looks remarkably like
a bridal veil.

Michael Ben Abu, Memory

“What have you got against my baby
bottle?”/ That's what I used to cry for
hours,/Wondering how to climb up/to the
highest place in the world,/the uppermost
shelf/in the clothes closet/in my parents’s
bedroom,/ where they hid it,/ my baby
bottle,/from which I suckled milk /until the
age of five.

The photograph reveals the interior of two of the
domes of the Sacré-Coeur Basilica in Montmar-
trein Paris. In Notsani’s picture, the carved stone
domes resemble a pair of breasts that serve the
same purpose as the baby bottle in the poem.

**/Inbal Eshel Cahansky

In the beginning she created the ceiling and the

bed./And the bed was unformed and void, men

coming in/And going out. And her Spirit was

hovering pointlessly./ And She said let there be

light, and She threw the switch and saw/Letters

and words and phrases written in honey/On the

ceiling. And She opened her mouth for they were

good./And She separated the hours of the bed

and the hours of the ceiling./ And She called the

bed Night and the ceiling she called Day. And

there was evening/And there was morning, all

her life so far.

In Notsani's photograph we see deflated Valen-
tine’s Day balloons. With the air gone out of them,

their spirit is also gone. Hanging from naked
branches and seemingly looking up at the sky,
they are like a childhood dream about love that
has come face to face with a reality which does
not appear promising. The sweet words of love
symbolized by the heart-shaped balloons are
falling to the ground like used condoms, similar
to the contrast between imagination and reality
in the poem.

These examples demonstrate the difficulty of
converting text into visual image. In order to
do so, one must first delve deeply into the text,
and then decide what to take from it. Once that
element has been grasped and developed in the
mind, it must be given colors and shape. The
final stage is to search outside for something that
expresses the kernel drawn from the text and
breathes life into it. In the text, the message is
constructed mainly from words, whereas in the
photograph it is constructed from lines, planes,
shadows, and so on. The differences between
the two media are clear, and consequently the
connection between them is not straightforward.
How do you build a whole from parts, from frag-
ments? Notsani’s surprising solutions are char-
acterized by a striking simplicity. In the words
of Susan Sontag: “[..] Through photographs, the
world becomes a series of unrelated, freestand-
ing particles; and history, past and present, a
set of anecdotes and faits divers. The camera
makes reality atomic, manageable, and opaque.
It is a view of the world which denies intercon-
nectedness, continuity, but which confers on
each moment the character of a mysteryl[..]To
see something in a photograph is to encounter
a potential object of fascination.[..]" *

1 Sophie Calle, True Stories, Tel Aviv Museum of Art, February 22-May 7,1996, p 130.

2 Beit Berl College Art School Journal, Hamidrasha, «<About Raffi,» issue

published with the help of a special grant from the Rabinowitz Foundation for the Arts, Tell Aviv, 1999, p. 223 (Hebrew).
3 Roland Barthes, Camera Lucida: Reflections on Photography, trans. by Richard Howard (New York: Hill and Wang, 1982), p. 19

4 Susan Sontag, On Photography (New York: Rosetta Books, 1973), p.17.



In Between The Lines / Ora Kraus, Curator

‘Look at the word and how it lives
Look at words and how they live.
And then listen.”

‘I belong to the race of words,
which homes are built with’

Edmond Jabés, The Book of Questions, pp. 64; 31

“In Between the Lines” presents photographs
inspired by texts written especially for the
exhibition by authors who were asked through
an open call to describe a personal experience.
In the photographs, Tami Notsani, an Israeli
artist who has lived and worked in Paris for the
past decade, conducts a dialogue between the
text and the image she creates. While the texts
serve as the basis for the photographed images,
it is Notsani’s subjective interpretation of them
that produces the work of art. Some of the
photographs inspired by the texts are displayed
in the exhibition.

Visual art based on commissioned texts is quite
rare. One example can be found in the work of
Sophie Calle, a French postmodern artist who
goes beyond the conventional borders of visual
arts. Her works are part of her everyday life,
developing randomly as a series of situations
that change according to circumstances. In all
of them, Calle is present and in control, steering
the work in a certain direction.

Among her many intriguing creations is “The
Blind” (1986), for which Calle asked people who
were blind from birth a single question: What
is your image of beauty? She wrote down their
answers and added photographed images. The
final work consists of a portrait of each of the
participants, the text of their answer, and at least
one color photo giving visual expression to the
text. Here, as in many of her other works, Calle
delves deeply into the personal realm, although
in this case with the consent of the participants.
Among the answers Calle received were:

“The most beautiful thing I ever saw is the sea,
the sea going out. So far you lose sight of it.”

‘I saw my son in a dream. He was ten years
old. He was in pajamas. He looked at me and
smiled. He walked towards me. I thought he
was very beautiful "

What is unusual about these texts is the fact that
they are statements made by people who were
born blind, that is, who have never actually seen
what they are describing in words. The conjunc-
tion of these texts with Calle’s photographs

makes "The Blind’ a unique work of art.

Incorporating text into artworks is characteristic
of certain modern artists and trends in modern
art. In the 1970s, text served as an expressive
toolin visual arts produced in Israel as well. The
texts that appeared at that time were not poetic
or sublime, but rather represented the daily
culture or values of Israeli society. The words
were generally painted or handwritten, although
occasionally mundane pieces of printed paper
were glued onto the painting. In some cases, the
text was used together with additional elements,
while in others it was detached from its original
context. The text itself might be a direct quote,
a distorted quote, or a puzzling riddle. This use
of text typically sought to test limits or generate
discussion of political or social issues.

Two canonical Israeli artists, Moshe Gershuni
and Raffi Lavie, are among the many who
incorporated text into their work in this period.
In “With the Blood of My Heart,” 1979, Gershuni
painted on glass over graph paper, with dense
drops of blood-red paint forming both the words
in the title of the work and the work itself.

“Gentle Hand,” an installation from the mid-70s,
included a newspaper article headlined, "The
Story of Ziad as Told to Dr. Leroy Frizen,’
alongside a table with a tape recorder playing
a recording of Gershuni singing the song ‘A
Gentle Hand’ by Zalman Shneur. The tape was
played once every hour. The article related to
the abuse of an Arab doctor by an Israeli soldier,
and the song served as an analogy for the
muezzin's call to prayer.

In the 1980s, Gershuni created the series “18
Cyclamens’, eighteen paintings in mixed media
on paper. The cyclamens, a symbol of fallen
soldiers, are given fleshy and distorted form,
in sharp contrast to the delicacy of the pretty
flower that grows among the rocks in nature.
Phrases in the margins create a border around
the paintings. Some are taken from the lyrics
of Chaim Guri's song, ‘Bab el Wad," commemo-
rating the battle for Jerusalem, while others are
verses from the Book of Psalms.



In Between The Lines

From text to photograph, Tami Notsani
Rehovot Municipal Art Gallery, March 2017



http://TamiN.free.fr
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