outstretched at the ready. He is backlit by a wash ot reddish-orange, engulting
everything behind him save for the tops of onion domes—the last vestiges of old
wooden eastern European synagogues perhaps. In any case, the figure in the
forefront is patently active, about to attack or defend, or both. At the same time,
this rendering in oil is so evocative and emotionally charged, it can also be seen

noted that the “profound mystery of evil, especially at issue in the Holocaust,
became central to his creative life for some thirteen years, “from about 1984
t01997. According to Elie Weisel, this provocative and disturbing body of work
stemmed from Zimiles’ experience as “a victim of a victim,” growing up amongst
victims in Brooklyn in the fifties.






