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asked, I never gave it any thought. Does she not
trust him? Does she not possess the innocence which
photography demands so fiercely? For, if there is
a grand artistic jest, it is photography. Attempts at
recollection yielded nothing about pulling out the
family album. In other families it was always pulled
out. In our family it was crystal clear, my mother
doesn’t like photography and that’s that. Nonetheless,
I tried. “Come on Mom, let’s pose for the camera.
Let’s scare them. Let’s stick our tongues out. Make
a heart shape with your fingers.” A new patience was
revealed. We found something that worked in our
favor. If asked, she’ll probably deny it; she’ll say,
“It’s for Yoram’s sake, because I personally hate being
photographed, I never liked it.”

When she found out about the exhibition, she was
thrilled. One day she mustered up the courage and
asked me what the name of the show was. I said
“Aviva.” Out of the blue she asked in response:
“Who’s she?”
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It’s been two or three years since my mother was
hospitalized in a geriatric ward. Who can be sure of the
exact time frame, when the world she knew changed
so completely. The wheelchair, the days of endless
medical procedures, the pill rituals, the sadness. The
whole story is much too big and demanding for us to
fathom. Such a health collapse grabs you and does
things. It is unavoidable.

No one prepares a person for what happens when
his parents wane. You often hear stories and say to
yourself, “That sounds tough. Lucky my parents are
healthy.” At times you are thrust into it abruptly; at
times the situation deteriorates slowly, taking years of
treatment. Neither love nor sacrifice can help. If you
really look at it, it all crumbles into dust.

As a complete surprise, a life preserver revealed itself
for both my mother and me. Someone asked, “Why
don’t you photograph her?” “She hates having her
pictures taken,” was my immediate reaction. Until
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in this letter
each character stands apart
like a loving heart

Zbigniew Herbert, The Collected Poems 1956-1998,
trans. Alissa Valles (New York: Ecco, 2007)
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she sits

adjusts her glasses

on her pointy nose

she reads my poem

and shakes her gray head at it

he who dropped from her lap
bites his lip and says nothing
so it’s a gloomy conversation

under the lamp sweet source

oh sorrow not to be borne
at what well does he drink
on what paths does he err
son so far from my dreams

I fed him on my sweet milk
yet his unrest consumes him
my warm blood bathed him
his hands are cold and rough

far from your gaze
pierced by blind love
solitude is easier to bear

a week later

in a chilly room
my throat tight
I read her letter
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I thought:
she’ll never change

she’ll always be waiting

in her white dress

with her blue eyes

on the threshold of every door

she’ll always be smiling
putting on that necklace

until quite suddenly
the thread snapped
now the pearls winter
in the floor’s cracks

mama likes coffee

a warm tile

peace and quiet
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you and save you from death. Eve joins Seth on his
journey. They are attacked by a wild beast. “Seth and
his mother walked to the regions of paradise.” At the
gate of Paradise they stop, begging for the fruit. An
angel approaches them. Their plea is rejected outright;
denied on the threshold.

Musical notes on a wall. The notes rise: Mi-Fa-Sol-Si,
Mi-Fa-Sol-Si. Suddenly, they drop, fall, become silent —
the two front poles of the chair and the wheels. This
musical collapse is called: “old age.” Does the melody
linger on, after the wheelchair?

A diagonal of light, open expanses, as in some of
Edward Hopper’s paintings: sitting silently, Saturday
morning; the diagonal of light announces its coming.

In front of it stretches America and all that is beyond.

June 2012

50



childhood photo, remember them. Perhaps they also
already think with apprehension about the flowers of

the coming future.

Fish swim back and forth in a large aquarium. The
elderly swim by their side. They have already become
used to their new home, developed gills, have grown
accustomed to the silences, to the long wait.

A birthday calendar. Had we not known the context,
we might have thought this was a kindergarten
calendar. But the children have already grown; these
children born in 1924, 1928... The day will come
when 2012 will be a year in the distant, inconceivable
past. Indeed, it is hard to believe. Yes, I may be wrong.

Disabled parking. A green shopping bag bearing the
word “Eden” folded in on itself. The Book of Adam
and Eve (one of the apocryphal books believed to have
been written in the first century B.C.) recounts how
Adam, aged 930, tells his son, Seth, about his ailments
and pains. He is nearing death. Seth says to his father:
1 shall set out for Eden, entreat the Lord, and ask him
for the oil of life. The fruit of the Tree of Life will cure
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shoot your mother this way, at this age, means to lean
over the threshold between either side of the glass.

Close to the mother’s left hand in this picture there is a
frame of sorts, and in it — a hinted black figure. I cannot
quite work it out. It is as though the mother’s shadow
figure carries a frame, and within that frame, like a
fetus, is another shadow figure. It is located exactly in
the door’s lock, like an oversized keyhole.

In a photograph of the mother seen from the back,
in black and white, one could almost be mistaken to
think that the years have not gone by; that by virtue
of the exposure in the photograph, which returns the
mother to the past of several seconds earlier, she could
also go back in time several decades, and not only a
brief moment. But there are no cameras which enable
decades-long exposure.

There is a verse in Psalms 92; I remember my old
grandfather chanting it at the age of ninety: “They shall
still bring forth fruit in old age; they shall be fat and
flourishing.” Flowers sprout from the mother’s head.
A white flower calls upon the paper handkerchief in
her hand. All these flowers call upon the flowers in the
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passed. Two mannequins, a man and a woman, cast
an impervious gaze. The playfulness and joy in the
photograph - ”still working with passion” says the
caption on the left — are all but innocent. The shadow
of time falls on them. Something profound has been
lost and cannot be retrieved, not even in an intricate
and brilliant photograph such as the one here. The
mannequins attest to this because, unlike Aviva and
Yoram Kupermintz, they are outside of time. Time
does not leave its marks on them. They can always be
a couple, fashionably dressed. The bright pink caption
“New” next to them, however, knows that the new is
eventually doomed to age; the letters, spelling “new,”

are already old, eroded, and obsolete.

The image of the girl-mother is unsettling. The girl’s
left eye makes sense — an alert perfect almond, but
her right eye is that of a dark porcelain doll, the eye of
death; an eye which does not look, but through which
one may fall into an abyss. This juxtaposition of living
beauty and a sense of fading and death is the concern of
this exhibition. Both eyes observe all the pictures here.

In the “replay” photograph, a straight path of light
leads inward, into the depths of the land inside the
looking-glass. At the far end of the perspective there is
a dark shadow, the mother’s double. This is where the
mannequins’ timeless world is, the world into which
one falls through the right eye in the girl’s picture. To
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The earliest photograph in the show is entitled Mom
as Girl with Flowers, namely — Mom before she was
a mother. There are two tenses in this title: it is both
in the past and in the present, like the flowers in the
mother’s lap, long withered but still abloom in the
picture. The exhibition deals with such a temporal
combination, although technically, all the featured
photographs were taken in the recent past.

One photograph contains the pink caption “replay” —
a rematch, play back, a tune played once more.
Underneath the caption there is a small figure, the size
of a three-year old boy who reaches the knees of his
seated mother. This is clearly the photographer, and
he is no longer three years old. In this photograph he
is small, childized, but his hair is already gray. The
camera enables replaying the music; it “replays”
the games played by mother and child. Alongside
the replay, however, there is the knowledge that
this play is no longer possible. The past has really
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most basic, restricted bodily functions, cycles of pill
taking, cycles of visits. Time, even before mourning,
is stretched like an endless void from which the
reflections on photography and the lover’s discourse
too are extracted with considerable effort.

“To whom could I put this question (with any hope of
an answer)?” writes Barthes on November 28, “Does
being able to live without someone you loved mean

you loved her less than you thought?”

Y.K.’s photographic diary (passing before the viewer’s
eyes like an image which does not accumulate but
rather replace the one that preceded it in a digital
manner which represents the passage of time, the
regularity of the visits, the ticking of the clock) is
likewise an extended, symbiotic portrait, which delves
into the most complex love, its conditions and chances;
distancing himself from it in order to live, returning
to it like the baby he was, now, when she is already
baby like. Returning from a sense of responsibility
and acquainting us with her in a situation when the
photographic formula is given. The setting is fixed.
Life (hers, ours) fills the location and the frame. The

monument precedes the events. We keep waiting.

1. Roland Barthes, Mourning Diary, trans. Richard Howard
(New York: Hill and Wang, 2009)
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In the entry dated October 29 in his Mourning Diary',
Roland Barthes wonders: “In the sentence ‘She’s no
longer suffering,” to what, to whom does ‘she’ refer?
What does that present tense mean?” Barthes began
writing his diary in 1977, the day after his mother’s death.

Equally daring and revealing, it would seem, Y.K.,
tries to cushion the blow; he documents the “suffering
of others” — his mother’s stay in a geriatric ward in
a home for the aged, a stay whose ending is known
in advance. Taken over and over again during the
visits of the son, Aviva’s photographs convey a
picture of pure, exclusive, particular, uncommunicative
and inaccessible, waiting, tedious suffering. Every
additional embodiment of “she” only exposes more of
that suffering, the shadow hovering and presiding over

the morning, noon, and evening shifts, inconsolable.

While Barthes masterfully described sorrow as
wretched and unending at the same time, Y.K. pursues
the visual aspect of the mundane wretchedness of old
age, like an eternal session which spans cycles of the
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Baby-Like
Galia Yahav
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Yoram Kupermintz was born in Haifa, 1954. Studied
in the Department of Fine Arts, Bezalel Academy of
Arts and Design, Jerusalem, 1976-1980.
Exhibited solo shows in Israel and abroad, and
participated in numerous group exhibitions.
Previously a culture columnist for the daily Maariv
and a radio host, his October | A Diary of War was
published in 2000 (Hebrew; Babel Press).

His works are viewable online at the Mental State

website: www.yoramkupermintz.com
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