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SNOW AT THE DEAD SEA
Nurit Tene
Curator

“| want to portray the faces | love through reflection,

make them into an exceptional field for penetrating observation, | want to
enlarge these faces so that | may see and understand them better; know the
truth in them... but, alas, although my look goes deeply | cannot discover
anything”™.

The exhibition “Snow at the Dead Sea” invites the beholder to
take a peek into the world of autism, which is being presented
here from the personal viewpoint of a father to an autistic child.
Baruch Shaham is the father of Yuval, who is 10.5 years old. The
world Shaham reveals to us expresses an on-going contradiction
between actual reality and the private impenetrable reality existing
inside Yuval's head. Shaham’s attempts to communicate with his
son led to a dialogue, which is based on artistic creation — the
father-artist'’s on one hand and the child's on the other hand.

Shaham discovered that the camera, which serves him as a means
in his artistic work, is a source of fascination for his son, and that
it triggers spontaneous reactions in him and motivates him to
cooperate with his fatherYuval has a unique way of understanding
the situation of photography and he enjoys posing to the camera
with various gestures and poses. The act of photography is, thus,
both art and a means of communication.

The photos of Yuval, the son, are presented in the exhibition
together with a video film, which is projected on a sail of a wooden
rhapsody. The image of rhapsody appears in the film as well,
where it sways in the sea of death, revealing itself and vanishing
again and again. The photo of Yuval, which is being printed on the
sail, reinforces the parallel between the child, who retreats into his
inner world and emerges out alternatively, and the rhapsody. At
the end of the film snow falls on the wooden rhapsody, creating a
white blanket, which closes down on it, like a final chord.

The film moves between the domestic, familial place and the
spaces where Shaham creates — his studio and the Death Sea.
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ARTISTS WORDS
Baruch Shaham

My sonYuval is autistic. Fatherhood to Yuval and taking care of him
have brought me to places | have never though | would reach.
| am talking about deep mental depths, the like of an acrobat
walking on a thin rope. Although it seems that | manage to make
it to the end of the rope, almost without a problem, there are
moments when | stumble and almost fall down, always going back
to square one.

My art enables me to create a thread between Yuval and myself.
The camera, which usually serves me as an artistic device, has
been revealed as a means of communication between us, even
if only for a brief moment. It turns out that Yuval enjoys being
photographed and has a unique understanding of it. He enjoys
making gestures and different poses in front of the camera. This
communicative possibility, provided by photography, has brought
much happiness to me.

These intimate photographs have been grouped together into a
series, which is presented here, as a part of the exhibition.

The exhibition “Snow at the Dead Sea” allows a peek into
a complex world, the world of a 10.5-year-old autistic child.
It describes a life full with contradictions, an endless vortex of
sorrow and happiness, terrible chaos and great joy.

The exhibition expresses a journey that commenced two and a
half years ago and took place in two parallel paths: one is a glance
into the world of different children of various ages and different
levels of function. The other is a glance into Yuval's world, as a
fanciful and fascinating journey.

The journey focuses on the challenges | face as a father to Yuval.

It does not attempt to depict the world of autistic children but
rather to show a kind of connection between Yuval and myself
through the camera lens.
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There are moments in which Yuval seems to be functioning like
a “normal” child: at the prologue he is with his family, blowing on
his birthday cake candles, encouraged by the screams of joy of
the members of the family. In other moments Yuval behaves in
an obsessive and disquiet manner. Through the film we hear his
screechy voice repeating the words “Want mummy:”

The film also uncovers the artistic act of the son — the other side
of the lacking and fragmented dialogue. Yuval, obsessively and in
great detail, paints on cardboard boxes, from his memory, journeys
of bus lines, publicity signs, traffic lights in exemplary order and
car license plates. He creates layers of material, starting with felt
markers and panda colors and continuing with stickers, which
are glued, sometimes dozens stickers in one layer, one on top of
another. Yuval's exceptional ability to grasp numerous images and
remember them so accurately, as is expressed in his paintings,
confirms also what cannot be seen in his work: the photographic
images which Shaham creates are absorbed and internalized
by his son. Two additional short films sharpen the two ends in-
between which Yuval moves, ends which have been suggested
in the main film: one film describes joint, pleasant moments of
father and son, moments in which a kind of communication exists
between the two, whilst the other film presents the frustration
and daily difficulty, which make the dialogue nearly impossible.

The exhibition is completed with a series of photographs of
autistic children, amongst whom Yuval too features. The portrait
photographs, taken on a white background, emphasize the
disassociation between the subjects and the photographer
Shaham tries to get close and take a peek into the world of
other children, to establish eye contact and receive some kind
of acknowledgment. The camera lens catches an innocent look.
The child feels the presence of the camera but ignores it most
of the time.

“| don't know what the feeling is of the child surrounded by studio
lights and facing the camera,” Shaham says, “but there is no doubt
that there is some sort of a dialogue there, one which | call lacking

dialogue’.

[17 Roland Barthes (1980), Reflections on Photography, translation David
Niv, Keter, Jerusalem
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When something is inconceivable for our senses to grasp, we
usually react with awe or repulsion.We are afraid because the
unknown is intimidating.

When Yonatan was born my first reaction was awe. Sheer awe.
He didn't cry and was all reverence. His gaze into my eyes took
me to places I've never been before. | felt awe towards him
because he saw all of me, beyond body and flesh. He saw my
soul.

After a few months of fear and awe accompanied with
moments of happiness and anxiety, his gaze into our eyes
started slipping away into safer places — objects. Maybe he had
enough of seeing our souls and so, without us understanding
when and why, he blocked whatever wasn't suitable for him. He
reacted to the things that pleased him with rolling laughter and
to less pleasant things — with survival screams.

Fear and anxiety have taken control over me so much that |
rarely enjoyed being a mum. Deep inside | knew | had a rare gift
at home but the fear of the unknown and unclear got the better
of me. Slowly | discovered that Yonatan was reacting to this
fearWhen | didn't feel it, in times of utter acceptance, Yonatan
opened to me and to the world. | then feel great love for him
and receive double as much.

Yes, we have a seismograph at home: when we are afraid, being
judgmental or angry,Yonatan retreats and shuts down defending
himself from any negative influences; at those moments

he listens to music, which may also be of some source of
protection for him.

Yonatan was diagnosed as a child with a developmental disorder.
The thing which interrupts his development the most is the
lack of internal development of most of the people around him.
People, who are detached from their spirit, disturb him since

he then feels in the company of fools. He obviously has a lot

to learn but we also can learn from him:to express our own
uniqueness without pleasing anyone else.You should try it oncel

Yonatan's mum
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A Beam of Sun A Beam of Light

I'5 years ago a beam of light came into our lives. Our Keren was
born.A little baby joined our family and astounded everyone with
her pleasant nature and shining beauty.

And then something happened: Keren ceased reacting to her
surroundings and started retreating into herself. After many
months of anxiety and fear, it became clear: Our Keren is autistic.
Slowly our family realized the meaning of living in the shadow of
autism and step-by-step we dealt with this reality.

Today our Keren is a happy girl. In spite of her rich internal world
into which she retreats most of the time, she often breaks the
wall and reaches out to us.

In most cases when we reach out to her — she responds happily
and willingly.

When we were offered to participate in the photographs project
for this exhibition, we happily agreed hoping that Keren would
cooperate. Much to our surprise, it turned out that Keren loves
her photo to be taken. She responded well to the photographer's
instructions and her joy is perpetuated in these photos.

The photograph, which was chosen for this exhibition, reflects
our Keren beautifully: wide-hearted and joyous. The gesture she
chose for the photograph creates a structure of two hearts —
created through her hands which support her chin and through
the structure of her radiant face.Yet, her closed eyes represent
her will to shut down for a minute and retreat into her inner
world even when cooperating with a stranger.

“A beam of sun, a beam of light,

Golden fingers and purity”

We have no doubt that Yoram Teharlev's song was written
especially for us.
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My child,

You're almost | | years old

Every day is a new challenge. Every day is different

[t was only yesterday that | watched you as you insisted getting up
on stage with pupils of the parallel class in a Hanukkah party at
school. Three children were your hands and your mouth.

Three children, who fought over the right to give you a hand
and dance with you.You went up stage and didn't remember the
gestures. You were standing there, smiling your sweet smile that
melted so many hearts.

Your smile is the secret of your charm, the source of your power
to make children and grown ups want to get close to you.Your
smile enables a peek into your magical world.

The exhibition | show at the Artists House invites the viewer to
look at your would from my perspective, a world of so many
contrasts — pain, wonder; anxiety, happiness, laughter and crying; a
world which is sometimes chaotic and at other times — perfectly
organized.

This exhibition is in your honor.

Thank you for teaching me a new lesson every day.

Thank you for helping me be a better person.

Love
Dad
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Color Photograph, 80/80 cm.
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Nofar

When my Nofari was little, my friends called her “The Little
Prince”. Her unique look characterizes “The Children of Angels".
Her golden curls and amazing blue eyes speak from her soul
— without words.

She is a well-loved girl, full of confidence and very assertive. There
is no doubt that these are wonderful traits in her personality, and
using them she fights her private battle.

Through her charm and the difficulties she faced while growing
up, Nofar has been teaching us the meaning of life for the last
[4 years, and she has been leading us to places unknown to us
before.

We have learnt a lot about the way and not only the goal. We
learnt that there are no shortcuts. Patience and listening to her
needs mark our path.

We learnt to love and accept without receiving anything in
return.

And most of all we learnt that together we are a strong family
united in our struggles and in our love.

Take a look in those amazing eyes staring from the photograph
and remember... she has never called me “mum”.

Sarit Lapid
Nofar's mother
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When | was little, mum and |
used to play “make belief” games.
We hovered above fields and
houses,

High, high above the clouds.
We flew (for therapy) to far
away places,

And for hours told stories
And sang songs

Of famous writers...

Just like all other mothers and
children.

When | grew up, fear and
frustration increased.
Aspirations still remain, but
actions decreased.

| want to visit the malls,

To dine in restaurants,

To be happy and to dance,
And like everyone else, to take
part in life.

Just give me the time to do things
at my own pace

And the freedom to be myselfl

Danielle communicates in two
languages and expresses her
wishes and feelings.

We thank her for opening before
us a small window to her soul
and her world.

The family
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machine. | imagine that it is silver;, kind of coiled. And | go inside this
tube, which looks like a long silvery spring, and roll in, and lots and
lots of buttons in different colors start flashing all around. Slowly
| become smallerand smaller,and when I'm the size of a toffee candy,
| meet a man who looks like the Pokemon King (I know what he
looks like, | have 74 different Pokemon dolls), and he asks me how
| want to be born.

| tell him that | want to be smart, a painter, a musician, and also
a football player, | want to have millions of friends who love me,
| want to get dressed up easily, manage in the toilet and in the
shower, be good in writing and with my notebooks in class, not
loose my way home and not be afraid of anything. | tell him that
the most important thing is that | mustn't be afraid of anything,
and he nods with his head and pushes two buttons — red and
green. | start being reborn: | roll in the silver spring and become
bigger, just like | am today — 9 vears old, in the fourth grade —
and | breath more easily. And | tell mum: Look at me, I'm not an
asparagus anymore, I'm a king! Big, strong, capable, with no fears.

And mum is crying. And she's hugging me.
And then | fall asleep. With no tummy ache.
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ONLY ON THE LINES

Only on the lines. | mustn't Step out of the line. There are tiles
along my wall, over the bed. My eyes focus only on the lines.
Breath deeply.

| have a small football lamp over the bed. | like it. It has a soft light,
that's what mum says. “Soft” is a word | like hearing. But now, my
heart bits strongly. My tummy aches and | kind of want to throw
up. | have to decide whether to get out of bed and get mum.

| decide to be brave. To breathe deeply and imagine dolphins,
like mum taught me. | shut my eyes to avoid seeing the lines. It is
confusing.

My hand is on my tummy. It is nice and warm. Mum does it better,
but | know | need to learn how to help myself. That's what mum
said. She'll always help me, but she also teaches me how to help
myself. Otherwise, | will have hard time getting along in life.
Sometimes | tell mum | wish | could invent a time channel and
be born again, but mum says that | should love myself as | am,
because I'm charming and smart and she loves me so much. I'm
her asparagus.

Mum calls me asparagus. | like this name. It reminds me of green,
and green is my favorite color. Asparagus is green and long and
has leaves. And a stalk.

Still, although I'm her asparagus, | want to be born again — without
fears, without anxieties (that's what my fears are called), without
disordered thoughts, without getting lost, without understanding
things a bit differently, without my different logic. | want to be like
everyone else.

Mum says that although I'm her asparagus, | manage just fine and
| only need little help with certain things — like getting dressed up
which | always have troubles with; like remembering to answer
my mobile phone, which hangs on my neck, when she rings; like
not opening the door for a stranger when she is asleep; like not
hiding underneath the bed and answering her when she’s looking
for me. Once I'm over these difficulties, it'll be easier, but she
promised that even if it doesn't, she'd help and remind me.

At nights, after my tummy ache is over, I think again about my time
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ONCE UPON A TIME,

actually not that long ago, there was a pretty, nice and quiet girl.
She had green curious eyes, golden curls and skin, white as snow.
The girls’ parents loved her very much. She was their eldest
daughter, and on top of being beautiful, she was also very smart
and special. But there was something weird about her: she was
distanced.

Years went by, and the parents had three more adorable children
—two girls and a boy. The little ones wanted to play with their big
sister They wanted to hug and kiss her and share their games and
experiences with her. But the big sister seemed to shut down in
a clam. Only the walls of her room and her computer kept her
company.

The little girl grew up and went to school, but she was still alone.
As a matter of fact, wherever she went, she was different. The
children laughed at her behind her back, and she hurt, but she
never said a word. Only late at night, in bed, she would bitterly
weep...

The girl reached the age of 24.She seemed content in her secluded
world, but still no one understood her. In her eyes they were
different: what can't they see the beauty of dealing with numbers?
Her siblings went out and had many friends. Her parents wanted
to help her go out as well — but didn't know how... how would
they break the wall?!

The same year the girl happened to find out why she is different:
a special syndrome separates her from everyone else. It's not she
is not as good as others - she is only slightly different. Now, when
the problem was known — it was possible to understand her a bit
more, and to give her some help.

Her family, who loves her; is there for her at all times. They still
hope that one day she will break the clam and set herself free.
They still hope that some day they would hear her say “| love

you.
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then. A challenged child is a physical and emotional energy pump
that works twenty-four hours a day.

What do you do? Do something for yourself, at least one hour
twice a week: a class, therapy, course, sports of some sort or
reading a book — anything that relaxes and charges you. Not as a
parent or a partner, but as a separate person with special needs
of his/her own.

The children, also the “normal” ones, will benefit from a relaxed
and happy parent much more than from a martyred parent, who
exhausts himself to the sound of imaginary applauds.

4. Let the child guide you. Unlike “normal” parenting, in which the
paths are more or less marked for us, in challenged parenthood,
especially at the beginning of the road, we mark the path for the
children and with them. Listen to experts carefully, but listen even
more carefully to your child. For instance: if the child is crying and
screaming — the treatment isn't suitable and a different approach
must be sought. The challenged child is an open school for anyone
who wishes to learn.Whoever is willing, will receive in return, high
tuition fees, lessons in emotional and spiritual development and
expansion of the boundaries of personal experience.

5. Be ready for compromises and changes. A lot of money and
energy will be invested in unsuccessful attempts. Embrace it
and don't expect that every treatment will offer utter salvation.
Challenged parenthood is difficult enough without redundant
loyalties to this frame or that therapy, or even to your home or
place of work. Hold on to what is really important and be willing
to change the rest.

6.Use your freedom of choice. It's true, we didn't choose this path,
but we have a lot of freedom in our decision how to cross it. We
choose whether the child will be our punishment or reward, and
whether parenting to such a child will be a slap from life straight
to the side of the main road, or an opportunity to cross the path
with the selected team of challenged parenthood. Whatever we
choose is going to be our reality. It's a choice you make more
than once.You make it about once a day. And it gets better with
experience. ..

7.Don't pay too much attention to the advice you receive. Advice
is a kind of nostalgia — a way of repairing the past in favor of
history. However, when you get some experience, you can start
giving advice to others, and it will feel great...

Love Galia
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FOR GIORA

Welcome to the team of challenged parenthood.

You've already been thrown into the cold water (or been forced
to walk over burning coals — everyone and his own temperature
images...), SO we can get straight to the point.

The journey of challenged parenthood is a long distance and in-
depth journey. That's why it is recommend taking a deep breath
and learning to use very efficiently and frugally the resources
which are at our disposal (no matter how much we have or of
what kind — they are always limited...).

Further down you'll find some tips for intelligent use of mental
and emotional energy, which I've gathered from my experience:
I. Avoid questions that are unworthy of asking:What have | done
to deserve this? What would have happened if...? What will
happen? These questions will emerge on their own and when
they do, any attempt to seriously deal with them, will divert you
from your path, to the swampland of anxiety, guilt and self-pity.
What do you do? Find the “delete” key on your keyboard, and
the minute you identify one of these questions on the screen
— press it immediately. If that doesn't work — change the question
into an operative mode, for instance: instead of asking “what will
happen (when your child is a grown up and we're too old to take
care of him)?”, ask “what can | do now to be more prepared for
next year?’ and remember: no one knows what will happen with
any child, not even with oneselfl We only give up the illusion of
control — and illusions are unnecessary weights in a journey of
this sort.

2. Give up your strive for perfection. Rationally we all know that
no one's perfect. However, and paradoxically enough, the more
normal and rational we are, the more we strive to present a
perfect picture to ourselves and to others. The challenged child
has an annoying habit of upsetting this picture.

What do you do? You learn from your child. Wrap the picture
nicely and leave at the nearest station.You'll be surprised to find
out how heavy it was. And anyway, it didn't convince anyone. And
by the way — the picture of the perfect parent to a special child is
just the other side of the same coin - ditch it as well.

3. Build a support network. You need to fuel up every now and
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