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95 X 110 X 50 cm. / 37 X 43 X 20 inch.
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160 X 160 X 60 cm. / 63 X 63 X 24 inch.
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80 X120 X 70 cm. / 31X 47 X 28 inch.
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152 X 100 X 90 cm. / 60 X 39 X 35 inch.
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168 X 120 X 110 cm. / 66 X 47 X 43 inch.
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Obscurity of Oblivion

Doron Polak

Rami Ater’s sculptures are firmly rooted in the ground but their Sisyphean essence
points to infinity.

The metal pieces of this exhibition deal with forgetfulness, mainly in its allegorical
characteristics and the viewer’s interpretation. Forgetfulness can be explained in
three different but complementary directions. The objective process forced by nature,
the subjective will, where one chooses forgetfulness as an escape, and the subjective
involuntary path where forgetfulness is imposed by another subject.

Ater is an expressive artist and any interpretation of his work must be based on
this premise. His life, the people around him - those still here and those gone - effect
the essence of his art and outline his statues. Sometimes the absent in them shapes the
existing, and the full mass defines and even creates the environment enveloping the
piece. Ater’s previous exhibitions formed the foundation for this project. Like Peter
Brook’s Empty Space Theory, in which he claimed that the space is as important as the
matter filling it, Ater creates a language with unclear boundaries, inviting the spectator
to interpret the dialogue between the visible real material to the empty space forming
in it.

Using movement is one of Ater’s signature construction mediums. His statues
promptly open up a dialogue with the viewer, inviting him to immerse in them, whether
by conscious choice of a hypnotic process or coerced by a magnetic-like force. Each
piece has its own character and form, each represents the artist’s state and expression
of mind in the artistic process. The statuses’ symmetry and a-symmetry render the
person looking at them both the subject of the riddle and its solver, emphasizing the
tension between the deliberate and the spontaneous in meta-creation, as a tool within
the process, the object and the viewer. Iron as a plastic-elastic material is testimony of
its own molding and the powers used in its molding. Scars and marks on its surface are
evidence of the spontaneous intervention of inanimate and organisms, whose existence
can only be speculated on in the process of creation. However, this is incomplete — a
second hand memory bringing forth the inherent mystery in observing the other’s
consciousness spectacles. The viewer’s place in front of the iron poses a question about
remembering and forgetting within the self-observing subject: is there a memory that
is not second-hand?

Ater adds yellow specks of brass to his metal creations, compromising the perfect
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unison of shade on the one hand, while, on the other hand creating a dramatic tension
inviting the spectator to face a mysterious enigma. Alien to the color of iron, these
specks can be evidence to an intentional and aggressive act of blurring and dulling,
an act of erasing from memory that are also indicative of aging, tattering and fading,
much like the effect of time over memory. However, unlike rust eating away at iron over
time, the speck makes itself present, demands attention to its unnatural appearance,
metaphorically drawing our attention to the intentional distancing of memory from
consciousness, which creates a forced and annoying testimony of that distancing that
can very well be intentional. Man reminding himself of things he had made himself
forget. The twisting of the iron corresponds with the formative image of the neural,
attributed to thought’s biological form. This is also a metaphor of memory organization,
whereby memory seeks to imprison man’s twisted sequence of experience in a defined
directionality with countless emotional vectors. More than anything, this constructive

> <

tangle created by the statues’ “body language” speaks to the complexity of manss life plot
and the compulsive need deriving from it: organizing, sorting and defining the end of
memory and the beginning of forgetfulness. Ater’s use of the language of sculpture
to express personal and social sensibilities results in a tapestry of criticism and an
original and forceful reference of what is.

Rami Ater’s constructive creations are reference of the 1920 Realistic Manifeso of
Constructivism, which defined art as realizing perception through shaping space and
time. “We construct our creations in the same way the universe constructs its creations,
the engineer builds his bridges and the mathematician develops the formula for star
orbits... “Ater’s constructive sculpture, like mythical statues throughout the history of
sculpture, are simply designed entities; they are objects in their own right, by their own
rules, but they are charged by the confrontation between these inherent rules and the
laws of movement and time, which are external to them.

Ater specialized in iron sculpture in Rami Rudich’s workshop in Givaataim, where
he continues to work today. His pieces and exhibitions were displayed in various spaces;
the Jerusalem Theater, the Tel Aviv Opera House, Givaataim’s municipal gallery, Petach
Tikva’s municipal gallery, Beit Gabriel in Tzemach and the Heichal Shlomo Museum

in Jerusalem.
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up and my mother steps out of it carrying a small bundle. The other details sprouted
and grew from there. Her clothes first. I had imagined her in a long dress with a slit
along its side and with high heel shoes, which fitted nicely with the fashion seen in the
movies of that period. Years later, I had colored her lips red, added an expression of
pride to her face and placed myself at the breakfast table on our balcony in a housing
project near Kiryat Haim. A soft-boiled egg in its cup had then found its way to the
picture of that memory, because that was our breakfast. Omelets appeared on the scene
much later. I went on to give the taxi shape and substance, designing it as a marriage
between the American Chevrolet and Plymouth from the movies and the black winged
Mercedes taxies we had used in later years.

I am not sure when, but eventually I tried to examine the feasibility of such a
memory at three and a half, which was my age when my brother was born. Learning
that a birth of a sibling is a profound experience that can be seared in one’s mind, I
knew I had in my hands my earliest memory.

Whenever my brother and I meet, we reminisce. We talk about our childhood home,
the synagogue and playing football. Younger than me, he has a better recollection of
things and I envy him that. I consider myself a more complex person and attribute my
limited memory to that complexity, rationalizing to myself that it is not memory that is
more developed in one of us but the extent of awareness we had throughout our lives.
I concluded that the gift of memory comes from being able to touch reality with all of
one’s senses.

My first dissociative experience frightened me. I thought I was losing my mind. I
felt disconnected from everything tying me to my life; my childhood, my youth, my
parents, the house, as well as the furniture, wife and children of my life today, and I was
floating in space, watching myself and my life as a stranger.

In recent years, these dissociative episodes reoccurred and I learned to like them,
seeing them not as a threat to my sanity but as an opportunity to look at existence in a
different more philosophical perspective. I felt liberated from the burden of memory
and from the tyranny of psychology. Sometimes, when I am floating like that, I feel like
the child I was before any soul-searching began, looking up at the star studded sky and
the ever-changing cloud sculptures, wondering about my place in the riddle called life.

At some point, when my mother was on her deathbed, she had stopped talking to
us and looking at us, her eyes were open but she was blind to our presence and it was
as if we had stopped being.

She was curled up, mumbling in Yiddish, occasionally smiling to herself, and we
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imagined she was talking to the dead people she was going to be reunited with.

I understood and still I took offence. She preferred the dead over us the living.

The thought of death as a family reunion with my parents and all the other
acquaintances is gloomy and ominous, while death as disrobing from memory and
uniting with the abyss, much like those dissociative episodes, brings me solace and

comfort.
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Reflection About Memory and
The Trickery of Forgetfulness

Shimon Zimmer

One morning, on the bus to somewhere, I notice someone I knew (in passing, we never
spoke) forty years ago.

Despite the years, her looks remained consistent.

Her once curly and long auburn hair was now thinner and short; the passage of
time was apparent on her face and neck, but the deep, expressive green eyes from my
memory were just as bright.

Back then, she was a singer, performing Brazilian numbers in various Tel Aviv
clubs. At some point, she lived close to me with her friend who was a Children’s TV
star, and I remember a big row of ugly jealousy so loud, I could hear every word.

The combination of a lesbian couple and that emotional row from a long time ago
must have been significant enough to be imprinted on the bleachers of my memory.

Now, on the bus, I try to avoid her eyes, afraid that she may remember me and we
would be forced to talk. I fail, our eyes meet and we do talk.

She remembers. She tells me that she is on her way to visit her elderly mother in a
home in Bat Yam. I reciprocate with some agonized babble on the trials and tribulations
of writing. She returns the favor with an account of her drug abuse, though she has
been clean for ten years now. Then, just before she disembarks, we promise to look
each other up on Facebook and part feeling closer.

Several minutes pass and I remember that this entire episode had already happened
once. I was on a bus to the same place; she got on in the south of the city, which I had
attributed to financial difficulties, carrying the same shopping trolley. We had talked
about her mother being in a home, about her drug abuse and rehabilitation. How could
I forget? Could she have forgotten too? Forgetfulness is tricky and bewildering.

I cannot pinpoint my earliest memory in any scientific clarity, though I did
eventually create one.

In that picture, I am eating breakfast, when a taxi pulls up and my mother gets out
carrying my baby brother who had just been born.

I think I know how this memory was formed.

It was just a little fragmented, partial crumb of memory; maybe not even a memory

per say but a fleeting emotion being “dressed” with images and words. A taxi pulls
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