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Don’t you know
They’re talkin’ ‘bout a revolution

It sounds like a whisper...”

Tracy Chapman
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Brené Brown, "The Power of Vulnerability," Sounds True (1994) lll



“Every word has consequence. Every silence, too”

Jean-Paul Sartre, Selected Essays

“In aworld that screams, your works are whispers and that makes them stronger”;
this was said to me by a visitor to my first solo exhibition in Milano more than 20
years ago.

The world is still screaming, maybe even more stridently now than ever - our
politicians, reality shows, negative or fake news in Social Media and on the Internet
the cacophony reigns and overwhelms us'.

The artists taking part in this exhibition tell stories which are often ignored - about
issues or people who remain invisible. These voices struggle to be heard or to be
noticed, because they don't generate economic or political power.

The art works in “Like a Whisper” (quoting Tracy Chapman) might not talk about a
revolution; nevertheless, they bring to the spotlight sensations that are not usually
encompassed by most of the world. This is our gift to society; our role as artists is to
“dub”" feelings and thoughts across languages, enabling us to connect, and
become witnesses.

The artists in this show have the courage to become vulnerable", to see the
imperfect, to be imperfect and to present it. If we succeed in building a bridge with
our art and poetry, the whisper might be heard; it might penetrate through to
awareness.

I This exhibition was born for the "Quite Voices" Play Back Festival 26-27 April 2017, Central Bus Station
Tel Aviv; but was cancelled for technical reasons. It gets a more intimate setting this summer 2017 in is
our gallery Agripas 12, Jerusalem.

Il Prof. Moshe Zuckermann lecture in Hebrew at Tel Aviv University on History and Art:
https://youtu.be/yEPqWygAOVs?list=PLNiWLB_wsOg5xEHVN2YDETIceu5ZhljiZ)

Il Brené Brown, "The Power of Vulnerability," Sounds True (1994)
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Michael Yakhilevich, “Plane”, diptych, oil on canvas, 2017, 110 X 180 cm

Michael Yakhilevich’s plane has no wheels, floats above
the tarmac with only the stairs to ground it. Like in a
Jacob’s ladder, figures go up and down. No angels but
olim hadashim “descending” the steps in their “aliya”
(Hebrew for ascending spiritually by immigrating to
Israel), full of hope, and ascending the steps in
disappointment in their “yerida” (Hebrew for
“descending” spiritually by leaving Israel permanently).
No railings support them on their descent or on their
ascent. Each one of us might see himself as Jacob
fighting an angel to become Israel.

The Artist’s characters do not scream or bang on the
tables. With dignity and thought they move up and
down, suspended in space, to a white cloud plane.
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Ruth Schreiber
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Ruth Schreiber, “Homage to Olympia”, video art, 2009, 3:00

Ruth Schreiber’s “Olympia” plays a post-modernist
game with Manet’s work. The sensual courtesan is
turned into a blue skeleton; blue that quotes Matisse’s
nudes while the skeleton brings to mind the painting
“The Ages and Death”, by Hans Baldung Grien. A sort of
Vanitas iconography takes over Olympia. The servantin
Schreiber’s video art remains black; she is young, alive
and the only one moving. Through dialoguing with Art
History, Ruth Schreiber points to the malaise of today’s
reality. In silence she talks about the uncertainties of the

world and the abuses of our society
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Nadia Adina Rose
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Nadia Adina Rose, “Winter”, textile, 2016, 120 X 200 cm

Nadia Adina Rose’s “Winter” says with one word an
avalanche of associations. Sensations of cold are
balanced by feelings of protection, to be safe under a
duvet blanket. The tartan pattern brings a sense of
wool, warmth. Leafless branches stand like trees on the
snow covered hillside - white snow in a bed sheet.

A word, a world, is in just one blanket. Rose’s work is
powerful, strong and clear: its flow resounds in the echo
of the frozen wind.
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A poem by Nadia Adina “Alya” from her book “Ink of Snow”
published by in Hebrew by Helicon-Afik, 2015



Ana Clara Polat Mintz
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Ana Clara Polat Mintz, “Paloma Picasso, David”, video art, 2013, 1:25

Ana Clara Polat Mintz’s video work is just a mouth and
red lips, a twist on the opening scene of the Rocky
Horror Picture Show. “Paloma Picasso - David”, the
name and the scene bring to mind Spain: red passion,
the duende of Lorca and female existential dilemmas of
Almoddvar. However, it is the artist’s own lips we see in
the video, painted by Paloma Picasso’s brand of lipstick.
Her mouth is being played, pulled, and grabbed by her
baby’s (David) hand. His fingers penetrate her cavity,
playing his mother’s body while he breast feeds: the
iconography of a Madonna and baby that could be
confused with an erotic scene. This is a rite of passage
from a carefully groomed lady to a more connected
natural woman. Her son rubs off the lipstick, deprives
her of being made-up, but grants her the gift of being a
fullwoman.
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Doron Adar
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Doron Adar, “Cellophane People”, photography, archival pigment print, 2009, 60 X 90 cm

Doron Adar’s photograph “Cellophane people” from
the series “Are you being served?” observes the waiters
working at events or as he calls them “food carriers”
whom most of us do not see. We interact with them but
we ignore them. In this series they become the main
characters in a story where they were meant to be the
extras. Their elegance and grace comes to light. Like
dancers they move in space, in almost choreographed
motion. Sometimes they come in shadows others in full
colour but always inside geometrically balance
compositions. Doron Adar’s work reminds us of Manet’s
“A Bar at the Folies-Bergére”; in the big display of
colourful bottles as well as in the expression of the lost
gaze of the barmaid behind the bar. Adar’s photo
confronts us with a form of background mirror where

each one of us might be reflected.
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Mazal Carmon, “Transmutation”, mixed technique on tracing paper, 2016, 41 X 66 cm

Mazal Carmon’s art plays with paper nature and
stretches it toits limits. So much work goes in each piece
that they get charged by her energy, her presence.
These pieces in white seem like icons of wind in far
eastern art. They could also be French silk scarves
twirling up to the sky as a sudden wind took them. They
tell their story, with sensuality, whispering on the walls
their powerintheir vulnerability.
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Gabi Yair
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Gabi Yair, “Envelope”, pencil on mail envelope, 2001, 23 X 11.4 cm

Gabi Yair’s mail envelopes keep secrets. They once held
letters but now they are empty. What in the hands of
most people finishes in the paper bin, the artist turns
into a support surface for art. He sees potential in what
mostignore.

A thin powerful line draws his whispering screams,
mumbling in the traces he leaves on the paper. We can
hear the rumor of the pencil speedily scratching the
paper...and the momentis gone...

We could almost miss it, but we do not.
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Max Epstein
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Max Epstein, “Coal” (detail), wood clay and burnt, 2013, 90 X 150 X 90 cm

“Coal” implies fire. Through burning, a new element
comes into being. The installation is built by pieces that
become one with the burned black. It seems like the
inner fire of the artist gets an external expression. The
power of the process, almost “sauvage”, contrasts with
the vulnerability of the nude sculptures and the
disassembled elements. In a Gulliver world of giant
furniture these black clay humans confront the human
anguish of being, opening windows, climbing seat less
chairs and sitting on left overs of broken pieces. Max
Epstein, without screaming, strips us all of our

pretenses.
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Lucy Elkivity
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Lucy Elkivity, untitled, ink on canvas, 2006, 80 X 70 cm

Lucy Elkivity’s figure is ageless; it might be a child or a
shadow. Fragility comes through the lines and brush
strokes. Black, whites and grays tell the story. The figure
seems to be bowing, or peeping in between the curtains
of the stage. Waiting to start the play? Checking for an
enemy to arrive? Looking for a way out? His right foot is
forward, twisted to the side, showing uncertainty,
vulnerability. Despite this, his gaze is intense and the ink
endless inits depth. A powerful painting that somehow
empowers us; our soul meets this brushed out spirit,
andfeels asilent kindred meeting.
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A poem by Oded Zaidel “The Office”, dedicated to Dalia Rabicovitz
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Oded Zaidel

7T TTIV

0D 40 X 30,2008 ,71 7V P'IPN,"DT0" ITT TTIY
Oded Zaidel, “Delivery Van”, acrylic on canvas, 2008, 40 X 30 cm

Oded Zaidel’s poetry, whether by painting or by words,
dwells on spaces, mostly emptied of people. Buildings,
cities landscapes, geometrical bodies take form in the
air that surrounds them. They were always there but
only through his eyes do they become a presence. There
is silence in the surfaces of the planes, but noise in the
lights of the scenes. The artist’s perspective animates
the monotonous urban world. While he observes in
depth hard physical materials (mortar, plaster, metal,
pavements), the sky makes its appearance - pointing our

eyes to the beyond of our existence.
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Andi Arnovitz, “Beaten Out of Them?”, Silk, hand stamp letters and metal buckles, 2014, 30 X 70 cm

Andi Arnovitz’s work, “Beaten out of them”, is a series of
belts. The silk of the strip contrasted by the roughness of
the buckle confuses the senses. The text, hand stamped
letter by letter, is charged with the sound of the action.
Each blow of the stamp on the soft silk, painting it with
colour, seems like a scar in these women’s souls. The
stories are real, personal testimonies of abuse. The pain
isin each sentence. The artist makes us face facts that as
a society, we would like to ignore, that women are
murdered and abused daily in Israel and the world.
Their stories are ignored. Arnovitz whispers them to us

in silk, and confronts us with a hard metallic truth.
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Lena Zaidel
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Lena Zaidel, “Self Portrait with Tiger”, pastel on paper, 2017, 147 X 104 cm

Lena Zaidel’s new self-portrait stands as an “Ars
Poetica”, a kind of artist’s statement. The place is her
studio, she is sitting on a chair and behind her a big
painting crowded by a pack of wolves, a painting inside a
painting - the wolves are a continuous presence in her
art. Her brushes stand up inside the jars on the table as
another pack- hertools. Her gaze is lost in thought while
she is petting a big orange tiger that sprawling on her
lap. In the iconography of a pieta, a modern maenad,
Lena Zaidel isan animal whisperer. Who is dying? Who is
being saved? Her sensual art is full of passion for the
wild, for life. Through her powerful lines and brush work
she becomes a protector of our planet, our existence,
defining this, her role asan artist.
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Rina Peled
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Rina Peled, “Transparent”, oil on wood, 2017, 50 X 70 cm

In “Transparent”, white figures walk randomly in the
darkness. In an unclear landscape, a white hilly road
crosses over from side to side; a sort of bridge from
nowhere to an undefined destination. Who are these
people? They might be outcasts, or lost souls; ethereal
beings looking for direction.

These invisible figures that are transparent to society
are seen by Rina Peled, and through her work we

become witnesses to their existence.
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Bitya Rosenak
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Bitya Rosenak, “Pass the Parcel” - an artist book, mixed technique, 2016, 28 X 35 X 8 cm

Bitya Rosenak’s “Pass the parcel” is an object of art
made of wax, string and paper notes. An Artist Book that
could never be opened. The pages and cover are hidden
under a sea of wax. Written thoughts collected from the
professor's rubbish bin, get frozen in time like an insect
would be inside an amber stone. What parcel are we
passing here? What hidden knowledge? What burden
and what gift?
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Alejandra Okret
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Alejandra Okret, “Could, Cloud”, acrylic, pencil and white ink on paper, 2016, 106 X 125 cm

“Could-Cloud” from a Japanese golden cloud, like
Tarzan, a young woman is hanging onto a rope. She is
swinging in the air, in the open space, dripping white
paint and looking up. Her hands hold strongly the gold
liana while she faces us. Vulnerably, she is suspended in
between. Could she? Could she not?...and the cloud.
The silent sound of the swinging golden rope marks
time like a pendulum in an old longcase clock, with an
uncertain, unclear pace.

No answers are given. There is only a swishing breeze of
being...
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Sara Nina Meridor
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Sara Nina Meridor, “Imagework”, photograph, inkjet print on D-Bond, 2016, 70 X 50 cm

Sara Nina Meridor plays with her own image, searching
for a metaphysical understanding of herself. Meridor
choreographed staged self-portraits and asked Doron
Adar to photograph her. Then she played virtual games
of cutting, repeating and pasting, addressing our limited
perceptionin myriad twists.

Using a cabalistic concept the artist goes beyond the
eye, beyond reality and tackling contemplative
questions of the living experience.
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