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Nightmare Living Room

Looking at the works of the artist Anat Ofer in her exhibition "Nightmare Living Room" is an
active, moving, and tantalizing experience. The colors are fierce and contrasted, the
characters are half-human half-ghosts, the landscape is familiar and unknown at the same
time, and there is a fascinating play with perspectives that sometimes become two-
dimensional, diagonal, or almost upside-down, giving the viewer an experience that is similar
shift from the familiar bed, on which the mind rests, and to that of an earthquake. There is a
an attempt to hold on to the details that are experienced simultaneously as so familiar and

yet dreadfully foreign.

In this context, the concept of the ‘Uncanny’, developed by Freud, comes to my mind. This
concept holds within itself complementary ideas- the homey and the foreign. It is a
consolidation of opposites, in which the strange and the familiar, the attractive and the
anxiety-provoking, come together. The ‘Uncanny’ characterizes situations of uncertainty that
involve disorientation. Situations in which there is an obscurity between imagination and
reality. The ‘Uncanny’ is not foreign or new to the mind, it is a sort of ghost that emerges from
within us in a rare moment that allows us to touch it, hold the edges, the shadows that wander

about ourselves. A moment of truth.

Strolling inside Anat’s art works stimulates an uncanny aesthetic experience. On the one hand,
we are presented with familiar homely scenes, populated with human characters who interact
with one another, yet we are not wrapped by a comforting cradling feeling. Rather, a sharp
excitement accompanied by a sense of transcending the boundaries of logic, of the familiar,
of one genre or another and perhaps even the boundaries of the human, encircle us. The
demon that exists within us, in every human being, suddenly emerges from within us and thus
allows for a moment of a rare contact with such mysterious and hidden realms in the psyche
that are revealed before us like a new and unfamiliar continent at the brink of the horizon.
This may be the essence of art: to extricate us from the familiar and the known by crossing

inner boundaries into those areas of the mind, which are still unknown to us.

To me, these artworks reflect an impossible contact between the sacred and the profane.
Familiar human situations turn to instants of danger, the characters reflect disorder, between
inside and outside, between life and death. It seems that the orderly social structures and
everyday lifestyles fail to tame the inner turmoil of emotions that erupts from the characters

and touches the unbearable.

The mirror figures, the ones that have a face but lack an expression, that are similar and
nameless, whole and partial, those that both straighten their gaze and turn away from us,
evoke an experience of duplication that places them in the very essence of the uncanny
experience. For they are equally human beings and demons, adults and children, half dead,
half alive. This is reminiscent of Edward Monk's work, "The Circle of Life" (1899), in which the
two maidens, the black and the white, are figures representing the homely and the uncanny,

death and life, who embrace the dance of life, in all its aspects.

It seems that the artist's refusal to block her inner mind from her outer self, allows her, while
creating, to lose herself and find herself anew, since now, she cannot not see everything. The
encounter with the strangeness of the hidden parts of the self, with the shadows, allows the



transition from knowing about life to knowing life itself through the brave and exposed touch
of it.

And we, the observers, get to see the works through the context that is familiar to us, but also
in their full foreignness at the same time. Thus, we meet our self-consciousness in its various
states of matter; in an exposed and rare moment of touching life from a singular angle, as the

poet Fernando Pessoa wrote:

Not on myself | do write. | am but a fabric
On which a fading hand colors my image
| have put my soul where it can comfortably get lost

And my birth had blossomed upon my end.

The writer is Dina Von-Schwarze-Mastai, clinical psychologist, writer, and translator



