Meir Rakocz ‘מאיר רקוץ

In an intercontinental Skype conversation between Meir at
his studio in Tel Aviv and me in a shared rental apartment in
Brooklyn, sometime in November of last year, I told him that
I see cancer as something abstract and invisible – which, for
me, is seriously terrifying. You can figure it's there because
you were told so, and perhaps you’re feeling a little less fit, but
you see this thing only based on test results, conversations
with doctors, or the faces of those who love you. Meir listened
to me intently and with understanding, and when I finished
pontificating, said with a smile, “You’re being dramatic. You are
glorifying something that is, after all, fairly common.” Of course
that is what Meir said, since his attraction to nothingness, his
desire to reveal what cannot be seen at the surface, his quest for
what lies in-between things, had begun long before the disease
found him. His interest in the inadequacy of commemoration,
in the fluidity of memory, is part of the narrative of an Israeli
generation forged between Holocaust and Resurrection, and
of a man who has lived with an army widow.
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