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Tamar Manasseh, the mother of two teenagers, 
remembers hearing about another young mom who 
had been shot and killed while attempting to break up a 
fight in broad daylight.

“The newscasters said ‘She was in the wrong place at 
the wrong time,’ Manasseh, 41, told me over the phone 
from her home on Chicago’s south side. “How can she 
be in the wrong place at the wrong time? She was just 
doing what moms do.”

Manasseh decided to take matters into her own hands 
by setting up shop — literally sitting on the corner of 
75th and South Stewart Avenue in Englewood, precisely 
where that other mom was killed. Manasseh thought 
that maintaining a constant presence could be the first 
step in diffusing the escalating gun violence in a 
community awash in poverty, unemployment, drug 
abuse and gang activity.

Within a few days, others — both women and men —
joined her, setting up lounge chairs and sitting 
alongside her every day throughout the summer of 
2014 in the late afternoon and early evening. They 
served as watchdogs, mentors and mediators, and they 
also provided dinners free of charge to anyone in the 
community who wanted one.

Six years later, more than 200 meals are prepared daily 
and Manasseh’s grass roots organization, “Mothers and 
Men Against Senseless Killings” (MASK) is gaining 
traction (financial contributions, volunteers, press 
coverage). It has been credited with the plummeting 
violence in Englewood.

In one instance, Manasseh prevented one teenage boy 
from killing another. “We talked to the boys, they 
listened to what we had to say, and they calmed down,” 
she said. “We need more moms, not more police.Their
being on the corner is inflammatory. The people are 
scared, the police are scared, everybody is scared, and 
then somebody gets shot.”

Asked if she’s ever had any near misses, she says every 

day of her life is a near miss. “That’s how it works for 
Black people,” she said. ”Even if you’re in a safe 
community, the community may be safe but that 
doesn’t mean you are. It’s a constant level of 
awareness of what can happen. I can’t save my kids. I 
can’t save myself either.” Manasseh is a former 
rabbinical student, who keeps a kosher home and 
speaks some Hebrew. She observes the holidays and 
both her children were bar and bat-mitzvahed, 
respectively. She says she does not identify with any 
particular denomination. “I’m just a Jew,” she said. “And 
I’m a Black woman in America.”

Manasseh’s multi-layered identity, fierce determination 
and personal charisma are all captured in the new 
documentary, “They Ain’t Ready For Me,” which will be 
released on June 25th through JCC’s virtual theater. 
Produced and directed by Brad Rothschild, it explores 
Manasseh’s daily struggles as she doles out meals, 
chats with her friends, instructs children on how to 
negotiate disagreements, and in one instance, sets up a 
tent on a vacant lot for a communal Passover 
celebration where local residents who are not Jewish 
prepare matzo ball soup for the annual Seder.

“I wouldn’t be doing what I’m doing if I wasn’t a Jew,” 
she told me. “Being Black tells you something should
be done. Being Jewish tells you it can be done. Being 
human brings it together and it gets done. Jewish belief 
says ‘this is broken. I see that it’s broken. It’s for me to 
fix it.’ If I didn’t know that I am commanded to fix things 
I probably wouldn’t be doing it.”

Manasseh’s mother was Jewish and enrolled her in 
Akiba-Schechter, a Jewish day school. She regularly 
attended Beth Shalom B’nai Zaken Ethiopian Hebrew 
Congregation, which she dubs a “Conservadox” African 
American synagogue. Women don head coverings, do 
not wear pants, and cannot become rabbis, a source of 
contention between Manasseh and the hierarchy in her 
temple.

She matriculated at the Israelite Academy, (an African-
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American Jewish seminary) with her sights set on 
breaking that glass ceiling. She wanted to be a role 
model for Black Jewish girls including her daughter who 
was well versed in Torah and was the only Black 
entrant in international bible competition for orthodox 
Jews.

“But she can’t cook and that’s a problem in a 
community where girls are brought up to be wives and 
mothers, but not rabbis,” Manasseh said. “And that’s 
when I decided to be a rabbi. I wanted to make sure 
that door would be open to her if that’s what she 
wanted to do.”

Although Manasseh completed all her course work and 
requirements she refused graduation because it did not 
come with ordination. Also, her own sense of what it 
meant to be a Jew had shifted from formal classes and 
shul attendance to a community centered activism, 
which she contends is the true expression of Judaism.

“I’m practicing Judaism on the corner,” she said. “You 
can’t see God’s work in the world unless you’re doing it. 
You see the hand of God through yourself in the work 
that you do.”

Still she acknowledges that there are very real pockets 
of anti-Semitism in the Black community. “Some feel 
such a kinship for Christianity that to be a Jew is an 
affront to them as Christians and an added assault to 
them as Blacks,” Manasseh said.

But thanks to her communal work, she says that her 
neighborhood has come to see Judaism in a new light.

“That’s why Jews don’t have to proselytize,” she said. 
“Jews don’t need to recruit. People will find you. They’ll 
say, ‘If this is what Judaism makes you do what you do, 
I’m ok with it. I want to know more about it.”

Manasseh’s community has gravitated towards the 
collective holiday celebrations she hosts. For them, the 
appeal of Sukkot, Passover and Yom Kippur forge 
connectivity both with each other and their lost family 
members. At Yom Kippur, the shofar is blown to 
commemorate loved ones who were killed by gun 
violence; their names are read aloud by volunteers.

According to Manasseh, the concept of atonement also 
resonates. “You can be forgiven for the things you have 
done in the world,” she said. “You can change. You are 
not outside redemption.”

Though she does not believe the future of religion 
exists in houses of worship, she nonetheless says she 
would like to see Black Jews (also Asian-American and 
Latinx-American Jews) more welcomed in synagogues. 
She herself has experienced some discrimination 
among Jews who may not fully believe she’s Jewish or 
just feel ill at ease in her presence or disconnected from 
her without in any way viewing themselves as racist.

“We’re not used to being in the same space and fears 
are ingrained,” she said. “Someone new comes into 
your niche and you may react in ways that you’re not.

So, what’s next on her itinerary?

In addition to MASK duties, Manasseh’s attentions are 
centered on an online “study-buddy” tutorial program. 
She’s also played a significant role in building a private 
neighborhood school whose function will ultimately be 
determined by need. It may be an elementary school, a 
trade school, or a community based learning center 
whose goal is to make sure its students meet certain 
hallmarks of achievement.

“This woman is a force of nature, a force for positive 
change,” says Brad Rothschild, who produced and 
directed “They Ain’t Ready For Me.” “She’s a testimonial 
to the idea that everyone can do something.”

The scene in the movie that most haunts him (and 
Mansseh) takes place at the end when she travels from 
Chicago to a South Carolina cemetery, the resting place 
of her ancestors, the children and grandchildren of 
enslaved persons. She comes to pay tribute to their 
sacrifice and contribution to her life. As she looks at the 
headstones dating back more than 100 years the 
presence of ghosts is palpable.

Manasseh says they’re always with her, informing her 
motivations, ambitions and resilience. She knows that 
so much is invested in her. She owes it to them to be 
somebody.

-

Simi Horwitz won a 2018 Front Page Award from the 
Newswomen’s Club of New York for her Forward story, 
“Ruchie Freier: Hasidic Judge, American. In 2019, she 
received a first place prize from the Los Angeles Press 
Club for “Reviews-TV/Film, All Platforms,” at the 
Southern California Journalism Awards.
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Some time after King Louis IX returned to France from 
his first Crusade in 1254, an anonymous French Jew 
wrote a letter to the king, who would become the only 
French monarch to ever be canonized in the Catholic 
Church.

The letter, which was never sent, outlined the painful 
impact of a series of official actions Saint Louis took 
against France’s Jews. Focusing on Louis’ expulsion of 
Jewish moneylenders — one of the few professions Jews 
had access to — from France, the letter accused the 
king of having “sold us into daily destruction, death, 
and decimation at the hands of the rulers of the land.” 
By seizing the moneylenders’ property, Louis financed 
two brutal crusades against Muslims in Egypt and 
Tunisia. His holy war also wreaked cultural destruction 
within his own kingdom: In 1240, he organized the 
Disputation of Paris, a debate over the supposed 
dangers of the Talmud that resulted in the burning of 
thousands of copies of the sacred texts.

Today, as protests over George Floyd’s death have 
nationally led to the removal of monuments seen as 
racist, activists in St. Louis, Missouri, named in 1764 for 
King Louis IX, are considering a more radical question: 
Should the city, founded by the French and sold to the 
United States with the Louisiana Purchase, change its 
name?

It’s a sensitive question. St. Louis is one of the most 
segregated cities in the country, the center of a 
metropolitan area where the Black Lives Matter 
movement gained national attention after Michael 
Brown’s killing in August, 2014. The city is also home to 
a powerful Archdiocese, and has a long and rich 
Catholic history. So while the argument for renaming 
the city is clear — Saint Louis’s legacy is painful for both 
Jews and Muslims — some think the effort is a 
distraction from the pressing issues of racial and 
economic injustice that have long shaped the region. 

And others wonder whether focusing on St. Louis’s 
name might hamper interfaith efforts to address those 
very same issues.

But to proponents of the idea, having a serious 
conversation about St. Louis’s name — and removing 
the city’s most prominent tribute to its namesake, an 
enormous, sword-wielding statue in front of the St. 
Louis Art Museum — is an essential part of any 
movement to honestly address the city’s long history of 
discrimination.

“I’ve been talking about this for 20 years,” said Umar 
Lee, a Muslim St. Louis-based writer and activist who 
has helped lead the push to change the city’s name. St. 
Louis’s history, Lee said, has been in many ways 
defined by state-sanctioned racial prejudice. The early 
French colonists were slave owners, and made slavery 
an integral part of the young city’s economy. Built 
across the Mississippi River from Cahokia, a former 
Native American city that was once one of the largest 
metropolises in the world, St. Louis played a pivotal role 
in the federal government’s 19th-century campaigns 
against Native Americans, hosting one of two central 
offices charged with overseeing what was then known 
as Indian Removal.

Those two formative events were the start of, in Lee’s 
words, “a long history of racism and bigotry.” And while 
they may seem far removed from the actions of a 13th-
century king, for Lee and his supporters, that history is 
deeply connected — and the name chosen by the 
French colonists wasn’t an accident.

“The genocidal movements against Native Americans, 
anti-Black racism, anti-immigrant sentiment, we have 
to tie that to religious bigotry,” said Lee. “In St. Louis 
we got rid of the Confederate monuments; we got rid of 
the Columbus monument. Now it’s time for King Louis 
the Ninth to go.”

St. Louis was named after an anti-Semitic 
crusader. Should its name be changed?
By Talya Zax

Culture
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The conversation around St. Louis’s name, said Rabbi 
Susan Talve of St. Louis’s Central Reform Congregation, 
has to be contextualized in a broad reassessment of 
the city’s colonial history. “We’ve been doing this work 
since Mike Brown was murdered,” Talve said. “That was 
a catalyst for diving a bit deeper, and including more 
people in conversations about what the legacy of 
slavery, what the legacy of colonialism are in this 
country.”

“We have a lot of reparations that we owe in this city,” 
Talve said. “We have a lot of shameful history that we 
have to acknowledge and tell the truth about, if we’re 
going to learn from it, and grow beyond it.”

To Reverend James Poinsett, a Presbyterian minister 
and executive director of the Interfaith Partnership of 
Greater St. Louis, the way forward looks less clear. On 
June 11, a group of Jewish and Muslim leaders including 
Talve hosted an interfaith vigil at the base of the Saint 
Louis statue in front of the art museum. Poinsett, who 
attended, said he found the argument for removing the 
statue persuasive. But, he said, “it’s a sensitive issue, 
especially because of the deep Catholic heritage in this 
town.”

Rabbi Carnie Rose of B’nai Amoona, a Conservative 
congregation in the western St. Louis suburb of Creve 
Coeur, agreed. “For Catholics, Saint Louis is a very 
important name,” Rose said. “This is, to them, a holy 
figure.” In St. Louis, he said, a growing interfaith 
partnership has begun working toward helping the 
region’s minority populations gain further equity, and 
he worries too great a focus on the city’s name could 
endanger those efforts. “Is this the next step? Does 
that help, or does that hinder?” he asked. “Does it 
[impede] communities coming together across religious 
divides for the sake of other goals?”

“Talmud has this statement: ‘Rishon, rishon,’ — first 
things first,” he said.

The Archdiocese of St. Louis did not respond to a 
request for comment.

A Change.org petition to change St. Louis’s name 
currently has over 600 signatures; the nascent 
movement has a long way to go. But Lee is already 

envisioning the future it could achieve. He favors 
Confluence as a potential new name for the city: It 
would refer to the confluence of the Missouri and 
Mississippi rivers, but also, potentially, to a new period 
of reconciliation in the city’s painful, prejudiced history.

What might Confluence look like?

“It’s dedicated to racial equity, dedicated to righting the 
historical wrongs of St. Louis,” Lee said. “It has a police 
department that does not deal with citizens in a violent, 
oppressive manner. It is open to immigrants, is free of 
religious bigotry.”

“We know, if we go into history that forms of prejudice 
and extremism have always existed in humanity. But 
we can aspire to greater things.”

-

Talya Zax is the Forward’s deputy culture editor. 
Contact her at zax@forward.com or on Twitter, 
@TalyaZax.
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For millennia, Jews have been obsessed with the 
danger of idols. Monotheism was born in the Chaldean 
back room where Abraham smashed his father’s 
figurines, men and women of clay whose favor was 
courted by those of flesh and blood.

The Bible warns endlessly of idolatry, and its anxious 
denunciations testify to both the danger and enduring 
temptation of mindless obedience to wood and stone. 
Bowing and praying to neon gods that you make 
yourself is just another strategy for self-worship.

But there is also something visually arresting about an 
idol — or as we call them nowadays, a “statue” —
tumbling down: the mute arrogance of the image, 
presuming to be there forever, against the seething, 
pulling, defacing crowd, bent on breaking that 
presumption into bits and pieces. It’s an excitement 
that anyone watching last week’s news footage will 
know well, as the nationwide protests against police 
brutality have turned their attention not only to the 
perfidy of the living, but the harm inflicted by the dead. 
In city after city, statues of Confederate leaders have 
been felled, and then others, too: George Washington, 
Thomas Jefferson, and Ulysses S. Grant.

Confederate generals are easy targets, and many 
Americans, this one included, think that the names of 
traitors have no right to grace the military bases that 
defend our union. Jews, who know well the horror of 
living in societies that honor our killers, should be 
attuned to how moral rot can be enshrined in stone.

But idolatry is dangerous because it morphs so easily. It 
is to be found wherever nuance and texture is rubbed 
out by harsh dogma and unthinking assumptions. It 
brooks no dissent, because it’s right there, so obviously 
true. Can’t you see it?

And here the images of crowds pulling down statues 
start to look less like Abraham smashing his way to a 
new world and more like the Israelites rioting at the 

foot of Mt. Sinai, impatient for the wisdom and thought 
that will call them to better things and demanding 
something to worship right this moment. The mob 
thinks in bovine.

This is how breaking idols becomes its own kind of 
idolatry, when the damage is done not only to the 
rebels who sought to undo America, but to statues of 
those who founded and protected it. These abundantly 
flawed men were the builders of our scarred and 
imperfect but still remarkable Union. It is up to us to 
claim their promises and borrow from their nobility, not 
jeer at their failures.

For just as those who erect statues can be guilty of 
idolatry, so too can those who tear them down. We can 
prostrate before figurines of the mind just as abjectly 
as before those cast in bronze. That is because idols, 
whether physical or theoretical, are peddlers of the 
absolute.

Sometimes, they immortalize men who enslaved 
others, whether in manacles of iron or in shackles of 
famine. But not all idols revere physical violence. 
Others are less bloodthirsty, and take the form of a 
jagged and doctrinaire brand of history that traffics 
only in condemnation, pulled to the easy convenience 
of denunciation. Instead of whitewashing sin, they 
highlight it to the exclusion of all else. For example, 
they might tell a story of a country rotten to its core, 
defined by 1619 rather than 1776, with race wars eternal 
and enduring.

We cannot compare the slavery idolized by 
Confederate statues with the anti-racist ideology of 
those who tear them down. The former is a diseased 
perspective whose assumptions about human worth 
have underwritten the worst crimes ever contemplated. 
The second rightfully measures the distance between 
the world as it is from the healing it might find. And yet, 
the more you look, the more you realize that idols are 
everywhere. At times of uncertainty and doubt, people

The idolatry of smashing idols
By Ari Hoffman

Opinion
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flock to bend the knee. They offer racial absolution, or 
the promise of peace through chaos.

Our political tribes of the right and left are sects, 
demanding rival strands of cultish devotion. One 
preaches “law and order” and indulges lawlessness, 
its gathering places haunted. On the other side, the 
high priests of culture root out heretics, and their law 
is merciless.

But here’s the thing: The idols of the mind, just as 
much as those built from physical materials, have feet 
of clay. They are rigid and can be toppled with just the 
slightest push of doubt and nuance, complexity and 
skepticism.

Their power is in our heads. They tell stories that don’t 
match the facts, and supply “narratives” that don’t 
match how people actually live. Their prophets are 
false not because they aren’t smart, but because they 
give us the worst versions of ourselves.

What would today’s Abraham look like? He would 
relentlessly look for grey, rather than pant after black 
and white. He would have no truck for fetishizing 
slave owners, but he would wryly note that those who 
tear down statues are just idolaters of a different sect, 
on their own misbegotten crusade.

He would understand that the most long-lasting 
revolutions never stray too far from human scale. And 
his tent would welcome everyone. Inside of it there 
would be no guilt and no privilege, only flawed and 
gorgeous people looking for a place to rest for a bit.

-

Ari Hoffman is a contributing columnist at the 
Forward, where he writes about politics and culture. 
His writing has also appeared in The Wall Street 
Journal, Tablet Magazine, The New York Observer, 
Mosaic Magazine, The Jerusalem Post, The Times of 
Israel, and The Tel Aviv Review of Books. He holds a 
Ph.D. in English Literature from Harvard and a law 
degree from Stanford.

The views and opinions expressed in this article are 
the author’s own and do not necessarily reflect 
those of the Forward.

Gamal Palmer was 9 years old when he marched into 
the local synagogue and demanded an appointment 
with the rabbi.

“His secretary looked at me, this little brown child, 
like, ‘What?’”

As the son of a white Jewish mother and a Black 
father, Palmer was used to these kinds of looks, the 
ones that consciously or unconsciously suggested he 
probably wasn’t in the right place. Palmer was 
undeterred.

“My mom is Jewish and that makes me Jewish,” he 
declared to the rabbi. “And I want to be Jewish, so 
what should I do?”

Unsure what to make of this assertive boy, the rabbi 
had only one question:

“Does your mother know you’re here?”

Two weeks later, Palmer enrolled in Hebrew school.

Thus began a Jewish journey that led Palmer 
eventually to Los Angeles, where today he serves as 
senior vice president of leadership development at 
the Jewish Federation.

But it hasn’t been an easy path: Palmer is what you 
might call the poster boy for intersectionality — the 
idea that there are overlapping forms of 
discrimination that compound oppression— because 
he is Black, Jewish and gay. There is almost no social 
circle in which he engages where he is not made to 
feel different.

‘Racism is very 
prevalent in the 
Jewish community.’ 
A Black, Jewish, gay 
leader speaks out.
By Danielle Berrin

News
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“I have to do a lot of work to navigate going to Jewish 
events and being in all-white spaces,” Palmer said, 
describing the snap judgments people make just by 
looking at him.

It is not uncommon for Palmer, a Yale graduate, to be 
mistaken for the car valet or the coat checker or some 
other employee. And then there’s the disproportionate 
number of times he is questioned by security – a staple 
in most Jewish spaces – because black males in 
America are often unjustly perceived as a threat.

“Racism is very prevalent in the Jewish community,” 
Palmer said, without getting emotional about it–
because he’s used to it.

After so many years of being “otherized” in places he 
actually belongs, he said he’s internalized the effort 
required to make people comfortable with him. It’s like 
a secret language, the way he can put people at ease 
with their own prejudices. “It just becomes part of your 
personality,” he said.

Palmer was raised in the West Mount Airy 
neighborhood of Philadelphia, which he describes as a 
multiracial community and a uniquely integrated one, 
given the discriminatory housing realities that exist 
across America.

His father, Walter, a one-time gang leader, became a 
prominent community organizer and advocate who 
counted Jesse Jackson and poet Sonia Sanchez in his 
inner circle. His mother, Annet, a nurse and social 
worker, parlayed her medical background into 
community social impact work.

Though they split when Palmer was two, his parents 
instilled in their children a familiarity with political 
advocacy: Sit-ins and needle exchange programs were 
part of the family vernacular. By the time Palmer was in 
eighth grade, he had joined Full Circle Theater, a 
theater troupe that regularly performed in prisons.

But even as he modeled Jewish principles in practice, 
religious observance was not a part of his life. Family 
and communal tension stemming from his parent’s 
biracial marriage made it difficult to belong. And yet, 
Palmer remembers the years when his grandmother 
would visit during Hanukkah and how they would make 
latkes and light candles together. Other years his 
grandmother’s friend — Aunt Edna — would invite the 
family for Passover.

Palmer’s friend Solomon introduced him to the beauty 
of Shabbat dinner, but his exposure to the fullness of 
Jewish life was limited. For a while, Palmer even 
attended Christian Sunday school until instinctive 
doubts about the major tenets of the New Testament 
turned him off. One day, he decided to march down the 
block to the Germantown Jewish Centre and hang 
around campus. Before long, he developed the 
confidence to ask for a meeting with the rabbi.

“There’s a level of confidence required in order to be 
the ‘only’ of anything,” Palmer said of his multiple 
identities. He attributes much of his success to this 
confidence, which propels him to innovate and create 
when others coast on privilege. As a student at Yale’s 
School of Drama (which counts Meryl Streep and Lupita 
N’yongo among its alumni), Palmer created a theater 
for social change program, which brought Yale pre-med 
and public health students to Swaziland and South 
Africa. The Dean of the school was so impressed with 
Palmer’s work, he offered him an opportunity to attend 
the School of Management.

Becoming a Jewish professional was in some ways 
unexpected, Palmer said, but a Birthright trip to Israel 
deepened his connection to Judaism in ways that also 
made it feel natural. He fell in love with Israel even as 
he still reckons with unsavory aspects of the conflict. 
“It’s always complicated for me, especially as a person 
of color.” But he actually summed up the conflict quite 
simply: The creation of Israel, he said, “was unjust in 
some ways and very just in other ways.”

When he returned from the trip, Hillel professionals 
courted him for further involvement. “Now that I’m a J-
professional, I totally get what their game was,” he said 
teasingly of their outreach efforts.

Today he sits on the boards of American Jewish World 
Service, Upstart and the Jews of Color Field Building 
Initiative. He also created The Diversity Gym, a 
coaching-and-conversation workshop focused on bias 
training in individuals and organizations which he has 
taught at multiple institutions around the country. 

Though he has been engaged in this work for years, he 
is heartened by the cultural and communal awakening 
to the racial justice movement that has taken place 
over recent weeks and months.

“I speak in hyperbolic ways often, but this is the first 
time I can say the world is literally changing,” Palmer

‘Racism is very prevalent in the Jewish community.’ A Black, Jewish, gay leader speaks out.
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said. He said it’s not a coincidence the movement is 
taking off during the global pandemic. “People were 
home, people were recalibrating, listening, meditating, 
raising their consciousness. Because what else can you 
do when you don’t have medicine or a vaccine and 
there’s this thing around you and you don’t know if it’s 
on your groceries or in your car?”

Palmer could be talking about COVID-19 or racism.

“I have mixed feelings about protesting during a 
pandemic,” he admitted, “but we’re fighting for 
something and it encourages me that people are willing 
to literally put their lives on the line.”

Though Palmer supports the cause, I asked him what he 
made of the early Black Lives Matter platform which 
called Israel an apartheid state and made reference to a 
Palestinian genocide, language that organizers have 
since been removed from the Black Lives Matter 
website.

“Coalition building is always messy,” he said. “What I 
know is that there have been certain people who have 
taken positions or made statements that are not 
helpful. And I know that top leadership from the 
Women’s March who were also involved in the Black 
Lives Matter organizing have reached out to Jews of 
color in national leadership positions, and they’ve been 
extremely receptive to understanding why some of that 
language and those positions are not workable and 
anti-Semitic.”

Black-Jewish relations, of course, have a complicated 
history. Though the two minority communities 
partnered during the civil rights movement, racial and 
class tensions later developed in some of the urban 
neighborhoods they shared. Ever since, their 
trajectories have diverged: While Jewish integration into 
America is more or less complete, the Black community 
continues to fight for greater equity and equality.

Despite that gap, there remain segments within both 
communities that are working to revive and reframe this 
long-running relationship. For Palmer, the way forward 
is simple: acceptance. Because it isn’t possible to 
cherry-pick preferred qualities in any relationship.

“If you want me here, you have to accept all of me.”

For the past two-and-a-half months, we have been 
quarantined in my hillside home in Mattat, in the north 
of Israel, just a few kilometers from the Lebanon 
border.

We are isolated from the world, like everyone else– no 
cooking workshops here in my home, no travel to Tel 
Aviv to do events, no television show. Just cooking 
and baking every moment of every day for myself and 
my partner.

And you know what? This period has truly 
revolutionized baking for me.

These initial quarantine months fell over the end of 
winter and through spring, so I got to tend to the 
garden every day, to weed and cultivate the land. To 
replace winter beds with summer beds. To plant, 
sprout and sow.

I baked and cooked with all the things that 
dramatically changed within the garden from week to 
week. Za’atar season came and went, artichoke 
season started and finished, the green garlic sprouted 
and was picked. The green broad beans and peas 
replaced themselves with cucumbers and tomatoes. 
The cabbage was all gone and so was the spinach. 
Watercress bloomed and wilted, the cilantro grew and 
bloomed.

During this end of the winter and spring period, there 
has been a lot of rainfall in Israel, especially here in 
the mountains. We were blessed with the craziest 
spring bloom –– the harder it’s been for us humans,
the happier nature became.

And so I found myself foraging mustard flowers, Judas 
tree flowers and cherry blossoms, picking roses and 
foraging wild artichokes and other wild plants.

I saw the wheat terraces I sowed sprouting and 

In isolation, I made 
‘terroir breads’ from 
the land
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maturing. It was mallow season, along with Jerusalem 
sage and yellow wood sorrel. All day long I wandered in 
the oak forest enveloping the house, looking for 
anything I could add to the pots and bread.

And so it happened that I ended up with breads that are 
most connected to the season and my place. Foraging 
breads, I call them, or terroir bread, because they are 
truly from the earth around my house.

I’ve had olives, eggplants and tomatoes in my breads 
before, but, suddenly, I was no longer ashamed to 
decorate the bread with spring flowers and weave into 
the challah garlic flowers and pink roses.

The process was the most important thing. The beauty 
of the bread loaves rising, with all these flowers from 
the forest and orchard, was no less important to me 
than the end result. And despite the leaves and flowers 
turning almost completely brown coming out of the 
oven, it didn’t bother me at all.

As a matter of fact, I saw their true beauty during the 
rising process. On the other hand, their taste had 
become bold and wild. The mallow leaves and wild 
arum I foraged turned into a crazy bread. The rose 
challah was gentle and fragrant.

Just like in my cooking, I started using all the 
vegetables in a way that echoed the “nose to tail” idea, 
from the roots to the blossom.

Sunflower seed challah with sunflower leaves and a dry 

sunflower in its center gave me a new perspective into 
the flavor profile of the sunflower. There was fougasse 
with the garden’s artichokes wrapped around the stems 
of the foraged wild artichokes, garlic bread with whole 
green garlic and wild garlic flowers, mustard flower 
buns for hamburgers ––all these turned the breads 
truly wonderful.

And thus I stopped being afraid to add more and more 
things to my dough and slowly, slowly, bake by bake, I 
“came out” of the baking snobbism “closet.” Good 
bread is nothing but flour, water, salt and leaven? Think 
again. As it turns out, it’s not just the size of the holes 
in the bread dough that matter.

I am happy to share with you this process I have gone 
through, and I hope you enjoy the baking.

Sunflower Challah

1 kg. challah flour

40 gr. fresh yeast

500 gr water

1 egg + 1 egg yolk

170 gr. unrefined cold-pressed 
sunflower oil (comes from 
Russia and Ukraine and can 
be easily found in health stores).

60-70 gr Demerara sugar

250-300 gr sunflower seeds

25 gr salt

Knead the flour with the yeast, then add the rest of the 
ingredients except for the seeds and salt. Knead for 6-7 
minutes until the dough looks smooth, then add the 
salt.

Knead a bit faster for 3 minutes. Add the sunflower 
seeds and knead for a further minute.

Leave to rise in a bowl oiled with the cold-pressed 
sunflower oil for 45 minutes. Fold the dough and leave 
to rise for another 45 minutes.

Divide the dough into 6 balls. Leave to rest for 20 
minutes under plastic wrap. Roll each ball into sausage-
shaped links.

Terroir bread

Image by Erez Komarovsky
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Braid the challah haphazardly around a sunflower head 
and weave sunflower leaves into the braids. Lightly 
brush the top with egg diluted with a bit of water and 
fine-milled salt, and sprinkle more sunflower seeds 
over it all.

Bake for 30 mins in 360 F. Makes two loaves.

-

Wild Garlic Flower Pampushki

Pampushki are Ukrainian buns, 
traditionally eaten with 
beet borscht.

1 kg bread flour

350 gr water

300 gr 2% milk

40 gr fresh yeast

25 gr.sugar

150 gr of butter that’s been left out of the fridge for 30 
minutes and cut into small cubes

13 gr. salt

Knead everything apart from the salt and butter until 
the dough is smooth and even. Add the salt and, on 
medium speed while kneading, add the butter cubes 
until they are absorbed evenly. Move to a buttered 
bowl.

Leave to rise for about an hour. Split into 24 balls. 
Leave to rise for a further 20 minutes. Knead all the 
balls once more and leave in a buttered baking tin to 
rise one nestled next to the other.

Brush with cream and sprinkle with finely milled salt.

Bake for 25-30 mins in a hot oven with steam (360F).

Meanwhile mash together 1 bunch of chopped fresh dill 
and 10 peeled, chopped garlic cloves, and mix with 100 
gr of butter.

When the pampushkies are out of the oven, brush 
immediately with the dill, butter and garlic mixture.

You can also do what I did and weave whole green 
garlic and garlic flowers into the pampushki.

Mustard and Mustard Flower Burger Buns

1kg bread flour

30 gr fresh yeast

500 gr of water

1 egg

160 gr. sunflower oil

36 gr. natural cane sugar

12 gr. salt

70 gr. Dijon mustard

12 gr. roughly ground black pepper

In a mixer with a dough hook or in a large bowl, ix the 
flour with the yeast. Add water, egg, sugar and mustard 
and mix.

Start kneading on low speed and add in the oil. Knead 
until the dough is smooth and even. Add the salt and 
pepper and continue kneading a bit more intensively for 
about 4 minutes. Leave to rest for 1 hour in an oiled 
bowl and cover with a non-stick plastic sheet (like a 
garbage bag). Divide into 16 balls. Lay on a sheet of 
baking paper with the seam facing down. Cover with 
the plastic bag and rest for 1 hour.

Press each ball lightly with your palm and leave to rise 
for a further 20 minutes. Brush with yolk mixed with a 
little water and mustard. Sprinkle unhulled sesame 
seeds over the top and bake for 18-20 minutes in 360 F.

If they are in season in your area, you can sprinkle a 
bunch of wild mustard flowers, well-washed and dried, 
over the top along with the sesame seeds.

Image by Erez Komarovsky
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It should be no surprise that thousands of Gen Z-ers
took it upon themselves to infiltrate the Trump rally in 
Tulsa, Okla. this past Saturday. Social media is our 
voice, and it’s loud.

You raise a generation of kids on Katniss Everdeen and 
Hermione Granger, and you get teens bold enough to 
lash out against corrupt authority. Generation Z: the 
Zoomers, the Parkland generation, 9/11 Babies, Gen-
tech, iGen, The Scapegoats, The Snowflakes, 
Generation Fix-It, “Doomed,” the Delta Generation– we 
are the generation that is too anxious to correct a 
messed-up coffee order, but feels entirely enabled to 
throw a can of tear gas back at the police during a riot.

Delta is the symbol for change in mathematics, and boy 
is this the generation hungry for some radical change. 
Apps like TikTok and Instagram and Twitter have 
created a cross-nation entity of liberal teens ready to 
revolt against our current government. It’s an internet-
fueled revolution and its impact has reached the streets 
of Minneapolis, the remaining statues of the 
Confederacy, the seats of the BOK center, and now the 
White House.

We as members of the class of 2020, ending the Spring 
feeling helpless and robbed in the face of a global 
pandemic, now, along with our fellow classmates and 
generation, are ignited with rage and determination to 
take control of our future and the future of this country.

In the weeks leading up to Trump’s Tulsa rally, social 
media was engulfed in fury over the ridiculousness of 
holding a massive rally not only in the middle of a 
global pandemic of a highly infectious disease but also 
on Juneteenth, a moment where we reflect on and 
honor the freedom granted to enslaved African 
Americans years ago. (Only after massive pushback did 
the Trump campaign move the rally to the following 
day).

But in this climate, and with Trump as our president, 
our country is far from granting freedom to all, and his 
rally was a tangible representation of this regression.

So: you have a global pandemic disproportionately 
targeting minority populations, a corrupt, ignorant 
government, a radical social movement demanding 
equality for Black and Brown folx gaining momentum, 
and an infuriated generation of Katniss Everdeens
staring into the face of a country on fire.

What does a generation raised on stories of change and 
a hatred for performative activism do when presented 
with a mass-gathering of Trump supporters—a physical 
manifestation of everything wrong with this country? 
Well, what did Cady from “Mean Girls” do?

Sabotage the f***ing Mean Girls.

As far as Trump’s team is concerned, our names are 
Holden McGroin and, well, the other is for Trump’s eyes 
only. These are the names with which we registered for 
two free tickets each to Trump’s rally in Oklahoma on 
Saturday, June 20. Teens across the country were being 
encouraged via TikTok and Instagram to put their 
names, numbers and zip codes down in order to 
reserve tickets to the rally, and then of course, not 
attend. The result of this minor task being thousands of 
empty seats in the BOK Arena.

Our generation finds performative activism – having the 
privilege to post a singular black square on Instagram 
and move on from the BLM movement – distasteful and 
lazy, and ensuring a half-empty arena at Trump’s rally 
seemed to be a direct, effective, and, let’s face it, funny 
way to enact change.

We are Gen Z-ers from loud, Jewish families. We were 
raised to be loud. We need to be loud. We are raised to 
be the Davids in the face of the Goliaths of the world. 
Spending our childhood summers at a liberal Jewish

We trolled Trump’s Tulsa rally with fake 
reservations. Here’s why.
By Noa Sokatch And Ella Rubin
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summer camp, we have always been surrounded by 
kids like us, emboldened to fight for their causes. 
Recently, kids all across the country are standing up 
and shouting ‘we will be silent no longer.’

Tikkun Olam means Repairing the World, which today 
translates to Black Lives Matter, something not lost 
on our generation. This movement, and the general 
stand against our government, must be intersectional 
to last. Trump’s message and this rally starkly oppose 
tikkun olam, and the values of the Jewish people. The 
extension of these values of the Jewish community, 
especially in us Zoomers, in the fight against Trump 
and for Black and Brown lives, proves that this 
movement, our fight, and our presence in the 
conversation aren’t going anywhere any time soon.

We are the Delta generation. We are Generation Fix-It. 
And for that, we are not “doomed.” We are loud. We 
are Katniss Everdeens and Rues. We are Hermione 
Grangers and Cady Herons and Mulans and Jasmines 
(from the new rendition of Aladdin) and Davids. We 
are tear gas-throwers and Trump-saboteurs. We 
won’t settle until our definition (the correct definition) 
of humanity is restored. All lives can’t matter until 
Black Lives Matter.

And none of this can happen until Trump is out of 
office.

So listen to us—put your money, your time, your feet, 
your power, where your mouth is. Use your privilege 
to fight for equality. Sabotage the Mean Girls. We are 
the Generation of Change.

And we are here to live up to our name.

-

The views and opinions expressed in this article are 
the author’s own and do not necessarily reflect 
those of the Forward.

It’s the 1960’s. There aren’t many Jews on the block 
where my chaotic post-Holocaust, fear-nurturing 
Jewish family lives, in this genteel Toronto 
neighborhood. There are fewer Jews at my primary 
school where we learn to sing “Jesus Loves Me,” 
“Onward Christian Soldiers” and “Rule Britannia.” Like 
zealots, we are taught to belt them out.

Too young to understand that I’m being instructed to 
transgress, all I feel is shame at singing these songs 
so clearly meant for someone else. I want the Jewish 
God to forgive me and I want my mother to intervene. 
Perpetually frozen in intergenerational trauma, she 
cannot.

“Don’t make trouble; fit in,” she says.

So I try. I change my intonation and proudly wear a 
pink plaid kilt with a large pin. The kilt is a sure give-
away, but I think it works. I am included at birthday 
parties where my classmates’ benevolent mothers, 
members of restricted clubs, ask me, “What do your 
people do?” I think I am accepted, even if in the 
schoolyard, the daughters of these mothers say they 
like me even though I am Jewish.

That was then. Now, as white Ashkenazi Jews, we live 
comfortably in urban neighborhoods; our public 
schools are secular and we belong to once-restricted 
private clubs. We no longer need to wear pink tartan 
kilts because we have gained white privilege.

This isn’t true for Ashkenazi Jews of color subjected to 
systemic anti-black racism and, tragically, from many 
white Jews. I feel it personally because my children 
are mixed-race Jews. While it’s painful to reflect on 
being othered in my White Anglo Saxon Protestant 
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neighborhood, it’s more painful to reflect on how my 
mixed-race Jewish children are othered by their fellow 
Jews.

The chutzpadik questions and microaggressions began 
before my children were born. My mother’s eldest sister 
asked first. A strident supporter of Humanists 
International, she said she didn’t care who I married 
because “We are all human.” The unabashed qualifier 
came next: “But I hope you aren’t having children.” 
Shocked, I didn’t respond.

My mother’s other sister directed her question at 
herself. “Do I care what color he is? A goy is a goy.” My 
mother, afraid of this sister, told me she was relieved 
by this response.

The questions changed after my first child’s birth. 
Peering through his reflection in the nursery glass, my 
religiously observant uncle asked, “Which one is it?” 
When I pointed to my light-skinned “it,” he seemed 
confused.

Other questions were frequent. Too many to recall 
asked me “Are you raising them Black or Jewish?”

My parents, who spent their Saturdays with my 
children, got the comments, too. Passing a table at a 
popular kosher dairy restaurant, my father overheard a 
couple loudly proclaim, “Must be adopted.” Incensed, 
he made his way back to their table to aggressively 
admonish them: “No way, they are my grandchildren 
and I’m proud.”

Still, this man who kvelled over his grandchildren had 
no problem telling racist jokes. “What do you call a one-
year-old black baby?” he once asked me with a 
mischievous glint. I suspected the answer and 
responded, “I don’t want to know.” He supplied it 
anyway, and it contained a Yiddish slur. When my 
mother chuckled, I was shocked. My mother, who 
modeled lashon hara, admonished racist speech, racist 
jokes and derogatory or belittling representations of 
others.

“It’s an innocent joke, don’t take it to heart,” she said. I 
did.

There were many microaggressions manifesting in 
questions, comments and actions. Some were directed 
at my children’s father. Others were directed at our 
family unit. Once after dinner, my humanist aunt — a 
bibliophile and a voracious reader — asked my 

children’s father why Malcom X was critical of Jews. 
Before he could answer, my cousin, my aunt’s teenage 
granddaughter feigned a southern accent, offered 
watermelon, then winked.

The behavior of another cousin on my father’s side 
wasn’t subtle. Meeting for the first time at a relative’s 
funeral, she turned her back on my children’s father 
unwilling to shake a black man’s hand. My father’s 
sister offered no reasons for not wanting us to visit her 
in Florida. She told me I was welcome if I came alone.

My reactions to these microaggressions were visceral 
pain, a pain different than I experienced as a young 
person witnessing my extended family’s micro-
aggressions towards “the help.” Like in the my father’s 
riddle, they used that Yiddish slur to refer to the women 
who tended their children, cleaned their homes, made 
their beds, mowed their lawns and took out their 
garbage, transforming them into nameless black 
bodies.

Perplexed by their behavior, I wondered if they were 
truly unaware of their racism. “Biztu ir makhstu zikh?” —
Are you, or are you making yourself? my father asked 
when I feigned ignorance about something I did. I 
wanted to ask my family, “Are you unaware that your 
behavior is racist or are choosing to be unaware?”

If I could go back in time, I would ask my White Anglo-
Saxon Protestant community a similar question: ”Are 
you unaware of your anti-Semitism and how 
diminished, othered and invisible I feel?”

I image their answer is the same, but their reason is 
different. As the gatekeepers of social, cultural and 
religious hegemony, they had the power to keep us out 
or invite us in. And as we assimilated and secularized, 
they did — incrementally — open the gates and let us in.

Have we forgotten? When we demean and other people 
who are different, we participate in the dominant 
culture’s racism. Seeing the continual murder of black 
bodies, we must ask ourselves this uncomfortable 
question: Are we truly blind? Or have we just closed our 
eyes?

-

The views and opinions expressed in this article are 
the author’s own and do not necessarily reflect those 
of the Forward.
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As a kid from Toronto, Canada, I grew up enmeshed in 
one of North America’s largest Jewish communities. 
Part and parcel of virtually all those Jewish spaces was 
a kind of Zionism that was strong, but ultimately 
ambiguous. Support for Israel was of paramount 
importance, but what that support really meant —
especially at moments when the Jewish state seemed 
to jostle against liberal principles at home — was less 
clear. To its credit, my high school required us to take a 
course on the conflict in our senior year, but even there, 
we often skirted around the ugliest moments of Israeli-
Palestinian history, emphasizing Zionist narratives 
while giving little attention to their Palestinian 
counterparts.

It didn’t take many lectures in my university course, 
therefore, before that ill-constructed foundation began 
to crumble. Not only was my reading list now far more 
diverse, but so were the voices of my peers, some of 
whom were actually Palestinian. And as we learned of 
past wars, of territorial acquisitions and compromises, 
of failed peace processes and politics, I found myself 
meandering towards a kind of middle ground about 
which I had never been taught, a space where one still 
believed in Israel’s right to exist, but could no longer 
get behind the idea that Israel had a right to do 
everything it has ever done in the name of that 
existence.

Israel’s origin story was emphatically not one of 
immaculate conception, I came to believe, and yet its 
existence remained a kind of miracle for which I was 
proud and grateful. Though the country’s occupation of 
the West Bank and Golan Heights after the 1967 War 
was illegitimate, it was not irreversible. And most 
crucially, said peace and should arrive in the form of a 
two-state solution, with a sovereign Palestinian state 
erected (roughly) along Israel’s 1948 borders. After all, 
if I so vehemently supported progressive politics at 
home in Canada, it seemed logical to demand those 

same democratic values and respect for human and 
civil rights, when it came to the Jewish State.

I groped for a label that encompassed this stance. Like 
so many other Jewish students in the Diaspora who 
have navigated similar evolutions, I eventually settled 
on the deceptively casual “left-wing Zionist,” piecing 
together a network of friends, journalists, podcasts, and 
organizations whose thoughts aligned with my own. 
While acutely aware that I was distant from the danger 
and insecurity on the ground, I read and watched and 
listened. For the first time, my ideas about the Jewish 
State felt fine grained and personal, and I was prepared 
to defend them to critics of all stripes.

But just as it seemed the dust had settled on my own 
journey, the government in Israel has kicked it back up. 
In May, after two previous unresolved elections, a 
governing coalition has finally formed, with incumbent 
Prime Minister Benjamin Netanyahu and his former 
opponent, Benny Gantz, sharing the helm.

Though Gantz’s party had broadly marketed itself as 
centrist over the course of the bloated electoral period, 
this new government to which Gantz belongs is 
predominated by right-wing factions, and defined en
masse by their support for the continued occupation of 
the West Bank and Golan Heights. At the behest of 
these voices, Netanyahu seems poised to annex 30% 
of the West Bank, possibly as early as July 1.

With the “application of Israeli sovereignty” over this 
territory, the land available for a potential Palestinian 
state would be a small, barely continuous mass, 
surrounded by Israel on all sides. Even in the event that
Israel would not encroach further into that allotted 
territory, it will be little more than an autonomous 
island, wholly denuded of the dignity and justice that 
actual self-determination requires.

In other words, the annexation that might happen in

Israel will lose my entire generation if it goes 
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under ten days will effectively render the two-state 
solution impossible, meaning the lynchpin of liberal 
Zionism, the policy proposal that has preserved the 
compatibility between progressivism and support for 
Israel for Jews across the world, will be dislodged.

So once more, I find myself at a loss, hungry again for a 
policy that enables me to reconcile the doctrines of my 
childhood with the realities I now encounter as an 
adult. But this time, nothing substantial presents itself.

In the absence of a viable path to peace, then, I am 
unsure how my generation can square our domestic 
progressiveness with support for this greater Israel. We 
have tried to define the contours of our complicated 
Zionisms, asking whether we will perform the same 
rites as our parents and their parents when it comes to 
our love of the Jewish State.

Will we hold our noses and write the same Jewish 
National Fund checks, in spite of it all? Will we send our 

own children to school with a few extra dollars on 
Fridays for the blue tzedakah box at the front of the 
classroom, its contents bound for building projects in 
the Jewish State?

Right now, actions like those seem ignorant at best and 
complicit at worst. Along with many others like me, I am 
back in limbo, mourning the Zionist idea I was taught to 
love, and the rough, obstinate reality that has become 
of it.

-

Sarah Farb is an undergraduate student at McGill 
University in Montreal. Follow her on Twitter at 
@sarahfarb.
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