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Barren Land

Thoughts on “Fall” by Noga Or Yam

The flickering, beating image of an old man. Basic lines in a drawing, nearly abstract.
Male-sounding speech. It feels like Hebrew and the tone rings familiar, but the words
are not words and entirely senseless.

A fireworks display deconstructed into vague form. What is the very least an image
must have to relate to reality, to latch onto the familiar? To the sounds of explosions and
passing bullets, the epitome of this celebration is brought back to its inception on the
battlefield.

A Dadaist sculpture, monolithic, lame and nearing collapse; a cotton candy machine,
expropriated and made impotent. No longer a device, it is a monument to the funfair, a
battle-worn armored vehicle en route to the amusement park memorial. Inside and
under its lopsided legs there is charcoal, a memory of the image in the drawing but also
the remains of a bonfire that had gone out.

The images are not obvious, the texts not explicit, the objects estranged, allowing only
partial access into the context Or Yam had borrowed from to create this exhibition, and
leaving the viewer to rely on aggregate syntax. In this sense, “Fall” is a localized code
that supposedly can only be deciphered through the collective identity on display, but
then, the symbolic shedding of tokens also makes this installation a lyrical ensemble of
visions that could extend to universal, humanistic spaces, wherever they may exist.

The space of the exhibition, an underground array that stands in contrast to the white
cube, is a welcome into Zionist subconscious. Like a bomb shelter, we flee into an
enigmatic, indistinct and detached space, which offers a new reading of a narrative told
by so many people, so many times.

Or Yam’s exhibition is a poetic exploration of what we have been told, a therapy
session for collective memory. In times that force us to revisit what it is we can take for
granted and when basic principles are being undermined, “Fall” shares a critical, sober
look into what has been assimilated and burned into our consciousness.

Yair Barak March 2023



