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Hillah Nevo
.
In a text that I've recently read’, the speaker drew a
distinction between our own modern night and the ancient
night: according to him, our contemporary night, with its
neon lights, has lost the black wiry materiality which it
once possessed. I could sense the ancient mass of that night

in his description (despite my own neon nights).

When I was a little girl, a religious animation show was on
at one of the Middle Eastern channels, and I remember the
divine light that shone from the holy book. I don't remember
exactly what it was that shone in that book:
perhaps the letters, or perhaps was it the
actual book that glowed when it was opened,
thus spreading light? In my works I refer
to this space between the amorphous night
and the animated light on the television

screen - remembering, or constructing,

the light and the dark. Using the spray

paint creates an engraving for me - an eye
which opens for an instant and the blinding light leaves
an impression on it, often with sharp edges and sometimes
dissolving. The spray paint seems like a dynamic object
which in itself is positioned between color and matter, one
whose boundaries constantly shift, thus also changing the
contexts. A kind of "cloud game" or "monster-coat-chair-
silhouette-reflection" which belong to the darkness within

a childhood room.
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