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Ella Waldman - "Heart Core"

Photography, which started out as a hobby, became a true love of mine. The exhibition
"Heart Core" was born after a long pregnancy and includes seventy frames picked from
within tens of thousands of singular moments in twenty different countries I had visited
over the past six years. My choice of the word "pregnancy” isn't accidental.

As a woman and mother of three children, I chose to dedicate the exhibition to the
feminine essence to which I was exposed and which became the subject of my travels.

Every time the wheels of the plane touch the ground of a new destination, my heart beats
faster and I am filled with anticipation for the unknown. I meet different cultures, learn
new habits, and experience unfamiliar lifestyles. But my attention is directed mainly at
the women.

These encounters are for me an experience that combines all the senses. My challenge is
to illustrate the unique sights, smells, sounds and atmosphere of each and every place.

[ am attracted and love female power in all its manifestations. I often stand by and watch
them, hard-working women who sit on their knees and weave threads of their lives
stories They are usually dressed in traditional clothes, sharing their families past, the
present they have to endure and the future of the culture to which they belong.

[ have seen woman washing clothes, working the fields, carrying rocks with a baby tied
to their back, selling in the market while breastfeeding. The palms of their hands reveal
the hard work, the wrinkles on their faces obscure their real age, and stiff tenderness
emanates from their eyes. From a young age girls are taught the woman's role, the role
which will define their place in society and prepare them for the future.

As I look on, trying to be invisible, I listen to their mundane conversations (in a language
[ don't understand) and their laughter. I often wonder how out of their everyday
difficulties, they still find the time for a quick manicure or arranging their hair in an
improvised home hair salon.

Again I realize how much power these women project. They are the backbone upon
which the entire family leans, the core of the culture to which they belong.

Through the photographs in the exhibition I am opening an aperture to the world of
amazing women whom I will never meet again.
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"Heart Core" | Z1v Koren

Ella Waldman's camera captures feminine and human moments which create a
fascinating visual mosaic of the image of women in the third world.

Ella started taking pictures as a hobby, but over the years photography has become

a professional and binding occupation for her. Just going out into the world and
documenting its beauty wasn't enough for Ella, but chose consciously and intently to
investigate the place of women and their role in society and in their home as the main
axis of life alongside the daily difficulties and the struggle for survival.

Over the past six years, Ella has travelled the globe, gathering the body of work, which is
"Heart Core", a project illustrating the connection between women's hearts to the core of
doing, something that is very characteristic of Ella herself.

Contemplating this authentic and direct series of photographs, the viewer undergoes a
stimulating emotional process. The obvious element connecting the images is "struggle".
Whether it is Guatemala, Uganda or Myanmar, the geographical location doesn't matter.
A woman's role is to perform what is required of her. The essential difference is in the
conditions. A woman in Africa can walk for ten kilometers with a twenty-liter jug of
water on her head, or walk the same distance to wash clothes in a river. Quality of life is
an irrelevant concept and the struggle with physical and mental difficulties makes the
daily routine tougher and more challenging tenfold than the one we are familiar with
from the modern world we live in.

Over the years [ have accompanied Ella on some of her photographic expeditions. In
complicated situations and with an extraordinary combination of exceptional humane
sensitivity and real determination, she succeeds in refining that exact fraction of

a second into a perfect frame. In order for the viewer to feel something, that same
feeling should pass through the photographer. I have seen Ella come out of emotionally
challenging situations with tears in her eyes, but with the great satisfaction of knowing
she was doing the right thing.

In the most remote places, in extreme weather and harsh conditions of third world
countries, the working body of "Heart Core" was created.



"Heart Core"” | Lihi Lapid

A woman stands in the middle of a junkyard, smiling widely. She has that pose women
adopt when nestling a baby. An older boy holds on to her from the other side, his shy
smile revealing the gap from a missing milk tooth. The disparity between the mother's
big smile and her derelict surroundings, the torn and stained clothes she and her children
are wearing, gives us pause and makes this unknown woman go straight to our heart.

We live surrounded by an abundance of images. Everyone is taking pictures. We take
selfies, upload our lives to the Story. We are drowning in images. Ella takes us back to the
basics of pure photography, bearing testimony to things we will never see, from other
places and from other lives. No filters, no blurring of the wrinkles. Using photography,
Ella tries to find the thread that connects these women to us.

It often seems like that the dissection of women's liberation belongs to the past. But
then an exhibition like this comes along, shattering this misconception and forcing us
to remember that for many women worldwide the pressing questions are: "Will I find
food for my children? Will I find water?" But also questions similar to those we ask
ourselves here in the west: "How will I give them a better future?" Ella's preoccupation
with women, which stands out of her understanding of that common ground, connects,
but also emphasizes the gap. Familiar day-to-day situations are presented to us,
breastfeeding, ironing, organizing, cleaning, and cooking and along with them the
force of motherhood and the power of giving life. Any woman contemplating these
photographs is required to confront with the question of the sisterhood of women, about
what we have in common and what separates us.

The exhibition portrays women whose lives are very different to ours, and no woman
can remain indifferent. Just for knowing that it could have been us. Just for thinking

of this roulette of life which revolves and decides fates. Who will have to walk for

an hour to reach the water and who will open the tap and find the water temperature
pleasing. I could have been this woman who walks kilometers for water. You could have
been the one carrying an entire mobile shop on her back. We could have been the ones
collecting grain or scrubbing laundry in the freezing waters of ariver. And that's the
power of this exhibition. This feeling in the pit of the stomach, and the connection - for
we are all women. If not for the language barrier we could have sat with these women

in the photographs and laugh or cry together. And above all - we would certainly have
understood each other. Each one of us looks at the photographs and feels that there is
also inside her something of that woman walking naturally naked in Africa, Or that
elderly woman whose face is riddled with wrinkles and who sells hats to earn her dinner,
Or that big woman who 1s proud of her size. Ella succeeds in making us feel. In those
moments she has collected with such sensitivity and brought back to us from her travels.
Feel how heavy the burden women carry is. Women who strain in the endless labor that
is life.

[ look again at this woman standing there smiling in the middle of the junkyard as she
looks straight at Ella's camera. Her pride is unmistakable. As though she was saying, tell
the world about me. Tell whoever I will never meet. I am a woman, I am a mother, and
these are my children. They are my creation. And I will do anything to give them a better
future. I have the power. This 1s my life. And I'm proud of myself. And you have to look
at her with a smile to understand her.



