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by Anat Medan

The Madness of Destruction

It is hard to remain indifferent to an exhibition of paintings born in public toilets. It is even harder to
imagine such work coming from a double-breasted, successful architect who makes his living
designing courthouses, malls and prestigious apartment buildings. Three years ago, Avner Sher (51)
entered into a public toilet in Tel Aviv and his elegant and somewhat square self-image was shaken.
The walls, defaced with graffiti, screaming curses and obscenities, with cigarette butt stains in every
corner, filth and destruction, cast a spell on the architect.

His demons and dark impulses, smothered deep inside him, burst intensely outward and Sher split
wide open in an unrestrained personal journey of vandalism. He shut himself into his studio in
Caesarea, surrounded by cork panels of the kind used for stick-pins and memos, scorched them with a
soldering iron, lacerated them with knives, and splattered them with coffee, red wine and mud.

When the rage subsided, the architect went into action and began to paint errant souls on them. On
these injured cork panels, Sher wrote his personal biography as the restless son of Holocaust survivors
on whose arms the Nazis burned numbers, and as an architect committed to the caprices of his client.

The enchantment of the exhibition presented at the Mabat Gallery in Tel Aviv can be found in its edgy
charm — violence breaking out with a necktie — the madness of destruction in harmonious
composition, producing in the observer the feeling of balance of terror and of black magic — and if you
will, something of our own fractured existence can be seen in Sher's works.



