Prologue
Sirens
“In Israel, history doesn’t just repeat itself, it rhymes —and sometimes it screams.”
Every war here starts the same way: with a siren.
A sound so loud it rattles the bones, and so familiar it’s woven into childhoods. Into weddings. Into Shabbat dinners and kindergarten songs.
But on October 6th, 1973, the sirens didn’t come first.
That day, Yom Kippur—the holiest day of the Jewish calendar—was interrupted not by warning but by war. Egypt and Syria launched a surprise attack, sending tanks and planes across borders while the streets of Israel were quiet with prayer. The war would last just under three weeks. The cost: over 2,600 Israeli lives, thousands more wounded, and a shattering of the belief that Israel was untouchable.
For years, this moment stood in memory as the worst surprise attack our country had ever endured.
Until October 7th, 2023.
This time, the sirens couldn’t save them.
This time, they weren’t just meant to signal missiles.
They were meant to drown out the screams.
In the early morning hours of Simchat Torah, terrorists poured across the Gaza border—by land, by air, by sea. They didn’t come to fight soldiers. They came to butcher families in their beds, to set homes on fire, to kidnap children and elderly grandmothers, and to broadcast it all to the world like entertainment.
For a moment, the rhythm of our survival—siren, shelter, silence—was broken.
What followed wasn't just war. It was something ancient clawing its way into the present.
It was more than a pogrom. It was a holocaust. It was all we learned about that happened to our ancestors, in modern form.
And the world watched. And the world doubted.

1. Introductory Chapter:
· Clearly introduce the concept of Weltschmerz, your personal relationship to it, and how it’s reflected in the context of the war.
· Set reader expectations clearly—this isn’t just personal reflections but a deep exploration of pain, resilience, and Jewish identity during crisis.
Weltschmerz
I wasn’t alive for 1973. But almost exactly 50 years later, on October 7th, 2023, I was very much alive. Alive. Living. Breathing. At 35, I acquired a piece of heartache that would forever add on to the already unbearable weight of being human.
People keep asking me what is weltschmerz and why would you name the book that. Well literally, in German it means “world pain,” by definition it’s “a feeling of melancholy and world-weariness.” —a sadness about the gap between how life is and how we perceive the way life should be.
But Weltschmerz is not a depression, as we usually label all our sadnesses.
Weltschmerz lives in the space between idealism and reality, the gap between the way things are and the way they ought to be—and the ache that rises when you realize they never will be, and how does this world go on like this?
But weltschmerz is not despair. It’s not even exactly sorrow. It’s a kind of existential bruise left over from the impact of when the soul meets the world, its magnitude determined by the speed at which we hit the ground.
Weltschmerz is what happens when your nervous system is too soft for this world. It’s an emotional intelligence you pay for with lifelong existential musings on the intricacies of the human condition and how totally and utterly fucked we all are.
But it’s not hopelessness either. It’s an ache of seeing how far we are from what could be. From what should be. It’s a mourning for the potential that exists inside the world—and for how often that potential is crushed by cruelty, indifference, or violence.
[The term Weltschmerz first emerged in early 19th-century Germany, in a time when artists and thinkers were mourning the failure of lofty ideals. The Enlightenment had promised reason, justice, and progress — but the real world kept disappointing. The Romantics felt the world’s imperfections like a wound. They wrote with deep melancholy about the gap between the inner ideal and outer reality. While it began as a poetic condition — a kind of elevated melancholy — it evolved into a term for a deep ache for the universe’s suffering.
Later, weltschmerz became associated with writers like Lord Byron, Thomas Carlyle, and Dostoevsky—characters and authors for whom introspection came with the steep cost of carrying the burden of awareness with you for all your days on earth.
And in my interpretation of it, weltschmerz isn’t something to cure. It’s something to accept — and then the shift from trying to “fix” the feeling to understanding it as part of you. Not a malfunction. Not a crisis. Just weltschmerz: that particular kind of aching sensitivity to the failings of humankind. A grief-tinted awareness that coexists with all the other parts of you. That’s what I imagine they meant weltschmerz to mean, it’s the soul’s rejection of a broken world.
Sometimes, suffering takes shape in the most harrowing images, seared permanently into our consciousness.
Other times, it's just an unsettling awareness—a quiet realization that sharing a world with people capable of unspeakable cruelty is an intolerable burden.
And the absurdity and heartbreak of confronting horrors side by side with the relentless banality of everyday life?
This too must be a part of the human condition.
2. Early Days of the War - "I am not all right"
-showing how deep emotional pain was and validating the intensity of reactions. It's a relatable entry-point.
https://poets.org/poem/i-measure-every-grief-i-meet-561

[Intro?] 
I arrived at my psychiatrist’s office already stressed, already late for work, my heart racing as I hurried to the front desk. But when the secretary glanced at her computer screen, she frowned slightly, telling me my appointment wasn’t for another hour.
I don’t even know what broke me—frustration, embarrassment, exhaustion—but suddenly, tears were streaming down my face, right there in front of her. I felt exposed, overwhelmed, and mortified.
When I finally sat down across from my psychiatrist, still wiping away tears, I asked her the question I'd been holding inside:
"Am I crazy? Why do I always feel things this deeply? Why does everything hurt so much?"
She looked at me quietly, and when she spoke, her voice was gentle but certain. "You feel empathy for those who are suffering. That doesn't make you crazy—it makes you human." Then I saw tears, quiet and restrained, trickling down her own face. Around her neck was a dog tag with the name and face of one of the hostages.
I sat there, breathing in that moment, feeling relieved, understood, and for the first time in weeks, truly seen. Maybe I wasn't broken. Maybe I was feeling everything exactly as it should be felt. And maybe both were true.
I maintained this innate refusal to look away, even when bearing witness felt impossible. Everyone kept telling me the same things, well-meaning advice that made me feel even worse. Stop looking at the horrible stuff online, they said. You need to disconnect. It’s so bad for you. You need to sleep.
No shit! If I could snap my fingers and disconnect, be fine again, don't they think I would have done it already?
I listened to a lecture sent from one of the schools or maybe my work. The lecturer, a psychiatrist, shared a story about her friend diagnosed with breast cancer, who had to undergo a double mastectomy. Her friend was devastated, understandably depressed, grieving deeply over her loss. But everyone around her was trying to cheer her up: "You're going to be okay. It's going to be fine. Thank God you caught it in time. You should be grateful—you survived."
And it just made her friend feel even shittier. Even more alone.
Because yes, she was alive—but she’d also lost a part of herself. She had suffered deeply and needed space to feel her grief, her anger, her pain. It needed recognition, not dismissal.
So instead of empty encouragement, the psychiatrist said to her friend plainly:
"How fucking shitty. Something really horrible happened to you. You're allowed to feel exactly how you feel about it. If you went through all that and immediately jumped up saying, 'Oh yay, I’m alive, everything’s wonderful,' THAT would be weird. Feel what you feel first. Your pain deserves space."
That night, I turned on my phone in bed, the glow of the screen painted my face in its blue light that they say is really bad to look at before you sleep but I keep telling them sleep is not the goal. There was an old familiar feeling in me. I opened the door wide and let her in, I had been waiting for her. That itch in the fingers, the words spilling out. That feeling, that something needed to be said. Something needs to be written down.
I created a new document and began to type. Not a social media post or an argument with strangers online about things they’d already made up their minds about, but something just for me. A record of what I was witnessing, what I was feeling. A testament to the heavy ache in my heart. The words came slowly at first, and then somehow, and kind of suddenly, unrestrained. The writer,” aka the part of me that sometimes could write, she’s been my companion ever since the first grade. When we were young, her and I could speak to each other all the time. She was always there, she came and went as she pleased, and I could always call her back if I needed her. And I did. Then somehow with the years, because adults are just deteriorated children, she stopped coming by so often, and then when she did it was sporadically and her visits then became so far in between that I forgot what she felt like. Some years, I was convinced I made her up, but then right when I started to convince myself she was my Snuffleupagus, she would show up again, like an ex begging you to take them back even though they messed up again and again, but I didn’t care - I was always happy to see her. She would sometimes visit when I was drunk, sometimes (usually at 3am) and other times she just popped her head in real quick in random moments as if to say I EXIST and then just leave again.
So there we were, the writer and me. I cut my nails shorter for her so she could get the thoughts out on the keyboard more quickly, and in return she soothed my hurt and stroked my hair and told me somehow, she could help. I said listen, please don’t go quickly this time. And she said simply,
“I see you. I won't look away. Your pain matters, even if I can do nothing to stop it.”
Flimsy or not, she was always there for me when I most needed her. She would always show up.
The writer said, my psychiatrist had been right and that I wasn’t crazy at all, that I just needed to sit with the grief, the horror, the feeling of helplessness.
Words poured out of me as I filled the page with my jumble of thoughts, my chaotic attempt to process a world that made no sense, to reconcile the ordinary life I was expected to live with the suffering and despair I couldn’t unsee. To claim it all as painful, human, and mine. Maybe I was feeling everything exactly how it should be felt.
As I wrote, I realized that allowing myself to mourn was the only way to live in a world where tragedy and normalcy walked side by side in this upside down where sounds of sirens could be drowned out by silence.
It was a few days later when I found myself in the kitchen talking with my friend Lia. [this is not her real name, I’m using my oldest niece’s name as a cover-up name, I hope when she grows up she doesn’t mind.] So anyway, Lia’s the kind of friend who doesn't flinch when you say the hard things out loud and isn’t afraid to say them back, know what I mean? So I’m standing by the stove, hot schnitzel oil hissing, even it’s angry. 

I was telling her how stupid it is that making schnitzel for the kids makes me feel like I’m doing it with the weight of three worlds on my shoulder. People, us, living ordinary lives while somewhere else, the world was burning. I was grateful my kids were safe. But I felt guilty that I was.
“What the F kind of fucked up feeling is that, I ask you?” I asked her, slowly laying a schnitzel in the pan, trying not to get splashed with boiling oil.
“It’s survivor’s guilt 101.”
“Ah, thank you Professor, glad to see that Intro to Psych freshman year is paying off.”
“Yes yes, I know, I’m very smart and know things.” She pats her belly as she says this.
“But I wasn’t there! I wasn’t in battle, I wasn’t at Nova, I wasn’t in the towns that were attacked and massacred.” I insisted.
I felt guilty for having survivor’s guilt when I’m not even one of the survivors. I felt it diminished the pain of the actual survivors of unfathomable near-death experiences who lived to tell the nightmare.
"Speaking of Psych, I keep thinking about what the psych said," I went on, turning over an angry hissing schnitzel. "About giving pain space."
Lia nodded, her eyes steady on mine. She'd been checking in on me daily, never pushing, just there. She was pregnant. And she did herself and her baby the beautiful favor of protecting her energy and not exposing herself to the horrors I’d seen and read.
“What about that Rumi poem? About how emotions are like visitors? You can acknowledge them, invite them in, but they won’t stay for long and you don't have to let them move into your spare bedroom forever, right?”
I almost smiled. She knows I love this poem.
"Mine are terrible houseguests. They've unpacked and rearranged the furniture.”
Lia laughed softly, her eyes crinkling at the corners. How are we old enough to have wrinkles? I thought. Wasn’t it yesterday I was babysitting her gerbils in the summer before 6th grade?
"That's the thing about grief though, isn't it? It doesn't follow etiquette."
And for a moment, the sound of her soft laughter surprised me with its normalcy.
I said to her, schnitzel burning in the pan, “How strange that laughter can still exist in the same world as all that suffering.”
"Maybe that's the point," she said, her voice gentle. "To make room for all of it.”
And then as I listened to her taking a phone call from her husband on reserve duty who was fighting an existential war on our behalf and hadn’t been home in weeks, I felt a small piece of something heavy lifting a little off my shoulders. I wasn't crazy for needing to sit with the grief and horror I saw every night online. Maybe the real problem was the expectation that we should immediately pick ourselves up and just feel grateful to be alive. Maybe allowing myself to mourn—to deeply feel the sadness, the horror, the loss—was exactly the human thing to do.
alternative to this scene:
“I swear,” I said, laying a schnitzel into the pan carefully, trying to avoid the boiling oil’s splatter, “making lunch feels like I'm carrying the weight of three worlds on my shoulders. Here I am, living the mundane—lunches, snacks, and sibling squabbles—while elsewhere, families are being torn apart, and I can’t help but feel guilty for my kids’ safety.”
“What the F kind of messed-up feeling is that?” I asked her, frustration spilling over.
“It’s survivor’s guilt 101,” she replied, her voice steady, the way it always was when she called out my spiraling thoughts.
“Ah, thank you, Professor. Glad to see that Intro to Psych freshman year is paying off.” I tried to joke, but it felt flat against the weight of my words.
Lia, with her belly round and radiant, patted it gently. “It’s normal. You’re allowed to feel this. Just because you weren’t there doesn’t mean your grief is invalid.”
I turned the schnitzel, the sizzling oil sending up a fragrant cloud, and the moment felt both absurd and poignant. “But I wasn’t there! I wasn’t in battle, I wasn’t at Nova, I wasn’t in the towns that were attacked and massacred,” I insisted, my voice thick with emotion.
She paused and looked at me, her eyes soft but fierce. “It’s not a crime to want normalcy, Michal. It’s a lifeline. You’re providing for your children, giving them what they need to feel safe amid all this.”
I sighed, “How can I reconcile feeling grateful for my safety when others are suffering so much?”
“By remembering that your well-being is part of the fight, too,” Lia replied, her voice steady. “You can honor their pain while still nurturing your family. It’s not either/or.”
The schnitzels finished cooking, and I plated them, the golden-brown pieces a small victory against the background chaos in the world outside our kitchen window.

Week 1
I didn’t feel safe in the mamad, even with the door locked, even with the knife under my pillow. I knew a knife would be useless if they came.
I wonder if trisim can be opened from the outside and in the very same breath wondered how closed trisim would help me if they burned down the house with us in it.
I was terrified to close my eyes and take them off my babies. How will I protect them? I’m supposed to protect them. I Google how to get a permit to carry a gun.
I ran over my stupid little plan in my head for the umpteenth time that week. It wasn’t very good, full of plot holes and what-ifs—but it was the same plan my mom, at nine years old, overheard my grandpa discuss with a neighbor during the Yom Kippur war. What a thing to inherit, right? An escape plan.
· Take a kid each (wtf do people even do when they have more kids than parents).
· Call the police (although it would probably make no difference by the time they got there)
· Grab a knife out of one of the hiding places around the house (what would bringing a knife to a gun fight do?)
· Up the stairs and into the room at the back of the house with the balcony
· Lock and block the door (like that stopped them)
· Jump to the pergola (Do not jump to the ground (because then we’d be stuck in the backyard, the only exit being around the front of the house.)
· Balance across the wall that connects our house to the street over.
· Jump down at the furthest and lowest point you can (try not to break a leg because then running will be hell)
· Run. (what if they’re on that street too—the whole neighborhood?)
So you see, my plan was hardly a match for the demonic terrorists who just one week ago stopped at nothing to burn and butcher everything in their path… but it would just have to do. Because we didn’t own a gun. If we did, we’d probably hide the kids and try to fight. Hiding them, plus us with guns, would give them better chances at survival then running with a haphazard plan. But we didn’t have guns, so we decided we’d run.
I wondered how many families had to make that life-or-death decision just days ago before they either died or survived. They didn’t have time to think about it. They just decided on adrenalin and their survival instincts.
Week 2
I was not all right. I spent the week hiding the kids in sheer terror—jumping at every noise, heart beating like I’m being chased by a lion at every unexpected sound. I didn't open blinds or locks, kept my children and dogs inside. At night I barely slept. I scrolled endlessly, slowly uncovering one atrocity after the next even worse one. Scrolled and watched my kids sleeping in the mamad with a knife at my side, listening for anything at all out of the ordinary. I couldn’t eat without feeling sick. Food felt like a chore my body didn’t have the resources for. Can’t you see I’m busy surviving? It wailed. This is what happened to our people, and you want me to eat? It argued in disbelief.
Because I’d seen the faces and the bodies. I see them all day. I see them when I close my eyes. The mothers. The babies. The families. The ones taken, the ones torn to shreds.
I wonder what went through their minds in those last moments. Before the end. Or before they were ripped from their mothers’ arms.
I can’t breathe with the pain of it.
I push their faces away. They come back. And so I silently speak to them, at night after everyone goes to sleep, I whisper super-quiet:
We’re coming for you. They won’t leave you there. IDF are on their way. Your mama is fighting to bring you home, you should see her, she’s fighting with her sweat and blood and tears to get you back.
Go to sleep, precious baby. You’ll be home soon. You’ll be home soon.
Please God, say they’ll be home soon.
Week 3
I still wasn’t sleeping.
I decided to let the kids go back to sleeping in their beds so they can regain even a modicum of normalcy. At first, sleeping in the mamad together felt like a pajama party to them. No school, staying up late, so much screen time... fun. Sure, there are sirens, it’s not nothing — but it’s not something to write home about either. Sirens are part of the backdrop. Like stray cats.
You see, In Israel, the sirens don’t just belong to emergency vehicles. Sometimes they belong to regular life. Every child here knows the sound — that slow, rising wail. And they don’t flinch. They move. They know the drill. They’ve practiced at school and preschool, they’ve done it with their families at home. They sit in the stairwell or the mamad or the miklat and wait for the boom.
And then they go back to whatever they were doing.
Drawing. Fighting. Homework. A soccer game.
Sometimes it hits you: They don’t even ask why.
They don’t say, “Why would someone want to hurt us?”
They just understand, in a way that’s hard to explain, that there are people who do. They know that “when the siren goes off” means something real might fall from the sky. And still — they play, they laugh, they move through the world as if it’s theirs. Because it is.
They carry it. They wear it like Israelis carry everything — with a big mouth and their heart on their sleeve.
It’s not that they don’t feel the fear. It’s that they’ve learned how to hold it without letting it swallow them. And in that way, they are braver than most adults. Braver than me for sure.
So as fun as the pajama parties in the mamad and endless screen time were, as the days passed of course they sensed that this was about something more, and soon their kiddo energy-antennae started searching for normalcy.
I don’t even remember how much they knew at that point, or at which point I told them that it was a war that broke out. They knew something was going on. Not just sirens. I wasn’t letting them out of the house for a reason.
But like so many things from that month, it’s a blur—whether they knew in those early days that it was a war, or if they thought it nothing more than just sirens—which, like I said, most Israeli kids have grown ‘used to.’ I was just grateful they were young enough to be off the internet so that I wouldn’t have to explain before I was able to — before I understood myself — and so that there was no chance they would stumble on things no child should ever see.
Thank you for them being young, I thought.
And then, while my mom guilt took a nap, the survivor’s guilt piped up, reminded me that being young didn’t make a difference for so many kids that day. As if I needed reminding. As if I didn’t already hurt all over, all of the time, for all those kids — the ones who saw the things that I now have the good fortune of shielding mine from.
Week 4
I was so damn tired.
Did I lock all the windows? I doubted my tired, unreliable narrator of a memory for the third time.
I got up to check and on my way to the stairs, I passed by the kids’ room, which suddenly seemed so far from ours, even though it was just across the hall. Any distance from them just made me feel scared. As if my powerless body being next to theirs would be able to save them from the things that I was terrified of. The things that were done to children just weeks ago, a mere 70 miles from our house.
I wished in that moment I could carry them inside me again. Just for a little while, just until the danger passed. Only till the world feels a little bit safer. It will, at some point, right? Well feel safe again in our homes, right? Right?
I resist the urge to wake everyone up and go sleep in the mamad with the door locked. To have them sleep right next to me like we’d been doing till tonight.
I knew I had to sleep, but I couldn’t. I was too afraid I wouldn’t hear the far-away noises, before they got close and it was too late.
Still. I needed sleep. I needed a brain that functions, if I was going to survive this.
The dogs will bark, I tell myself. If there’s danger, they’ll hear it before I do and they’ll bark. They’ll wake me up, we’ll grab the kids, and do the plan.
I go downstairs, check all the windows, then sit on the floor beside the doggos, their warm bodies pressed against me like furry anchors, one on each side. They put their heads in my lap—as if to say: You’re safe with us.
What does safe feel like? I couldn’t remember.
I think of the dogs they shot. I saw them shooting them mid-run, stopped in their tracks. Dying for their humans. Dying because of humans.
Because of our selfish anthropomorphic shit. We just had to domesticate them. We decided we needed best friends and workhorses, so we bent them to fit into our lives, gave them jobs, gave them names, projected all our human mess onto them.
But they’re better than us. They don’t deserve this. And not just dogs—animals.
It has always struck me as absurd, when people say “those animals” as a synonym for barbaric or vicious. Animals? Animals run moral circles around us. They don’t murder for fun. They kill to survive. They don’t do it for ideology, or land, or religion. Not for pride, or jealousy, or revenge.
But the human world, since the beginning of time has been a breeding ground for violence and war. This was one thing everyone seemed to agree on, whether Scientific Naturalists pointing to Neanderthal skulls found bashed in by rocks, or Creationists who believe Cain was the first-ever killer, the conclusion is the same: we’ve always been this way. Violent.
And now, I believed — capable of the worst.
I close my eyes. The images of those dogs falling to the ground mid-trying to protect their humans flare behind my eyelids and I forcefully push them away.
I get up and head back to the kids’ room, dogs in tow, and check the windows in their room again. I kiss their sleeping foreheads, stay there for a moment, inhaling them in, as my tears fall into their hair and they sleep through it.
Week 5
That’s it, it’s a month in and they’re supposed to go back to their misgarot. In the morning I walk my baby to gan. It’s the first time in weeks. My precious boy that I grew with my body, how am I going to leave him there and go home?
They said on the news, they caught all the terrorists from the infiltration, so I was supposed to feel safer. The immediate danger had passed, but I still walked down a street that used to feel like the safest place in the world scanning everything, panicking if my little one is one step ahead of me.
It’s my job to protect them. The thought won’t leave my mind. 
I see dads with pistols and it comforts me a little until I realize that five pistols wouldn’t stand against the machine guns and grenades they brought with them.
I keep walking, jumping at every noise.
Week 9
It's been over two months now, and I still wake up in the middle of the night to check that my children are safe in their beds. For weeks I couldn't close my eyes because when I did, all I saw was three-year-old Avigayil, terrified in a tunnel.
Now, after sixty-five near-sleepless nights, I resist sleep, afraid of dreaming. Afraid to see, again and again, the faces of stolen children—taken from their beds, their playgrounds, their mothers’ arms.
In between waves of fear and this constant animal panic, my brain reminded me of this quote, I remembered it from an episode of OTH twenty years ago like it was yesterday:
“Does this darkness have a name? This cruelty, this hatred? How did it find us?”
“What happened to us, that we now send our children into the world like we send young men to war—hoping for their safe return but knowing some will be lost along the way, consumed by the shadows, swallowed whole by the darkness.”
And that one line “Does this darkness have a name?” accompanied my thoughts throughout those nights.
Stolen children. Does this darkness have a name? Burned babies. Does this darkness have a name? Peace-loving dancers gunned down. Does this darkness have a name? Young men jumping on grenades to save their friends from exploding too. Does this darkness have a name? Young girls raped. Does this darkness have a name? Holocaust survivors murdered in cold blood. Does this goddamn darkness have a goddamn name? Does it??
I knew, really, that no name or word could ever be enough. Some things remain ineffable and no amount of masterful wordsmithing could convey the true namelessness of it.
Some nights it felt like my soul wouldn’t — couldn’t possibly— withstand this insurmountable grief. It felt this grief would never leave this physical body which my soul inhabits. And suddenly I had this thought — not something I believed, but it was something like a picture passing through — what if when I die my soul is too heavy to fly away from my body? I pictured this small, transparent, ghost-like thingy trying to rise up out of my body and falling back down. Almost cartoonish. It was like a flash of an image of what it felt like to carry that much grief, our human minds always looking to put things into pictures, we are obsessed with them.
And what, then, if it’s so weighed down with sorrow, that I just stay stuck on earth, and wouldn’t that be the cruelest kind of punishment — to stay? I thought, hhm, maybe that’s the punishment. Not death, but earth. Maybe the soul that doesn’t get to go home, is actually the punishment, and maybe that’s why death doesn’t feel like the worst thing—not anymore. Because death, at least, holds the promise of stillness. Of freedom from evil. From headlines. From screams. From the unbearable weight of having to share a world with the evil who do what was done on October 7th.
My monkey brain continued:
Was it possible that demons walked the earth? Surely, human beings are not capable of such monstrous barbaric savagery, I thought, I wanted so badly to believe. Because if this is what earth holds, then maybe Shakespeare was right — “Hell is empty, and all the devils are here.” And the most terrifying thing is—they’re not even hiding.
I thought, if this exists in the world, does it not outweigh the good there is here?
Or maybe this is hell, like in that show The Good Place. I think that twist would make more sense than this shit. I didn't see a way that we could ever heal from it.
Am I losing my mind at long last? Sitting around thinking about souls and demons and hell and philosophical sitcoms. But I guess that’s what the mind does when it doesn’t understand — it reaches for metaphors. Anything to give the horror a shape. A script. Something— anything— to explain the unexplainable thing in front of us. It’s what our puny human brains do— grasp at stories. Try to understand the unbearable through whatever images we already know. Like I said, obsessed. This is what it means to be human, isn’t it? To constantly impose order upon chaos, to construct time, to seek meaning even where none exists. Courageous—albeit foolish—in the way we persistently attempt to make sense of life’s endless ambiguities.. and this endless grappling with meaning and meaninglessness leaving us even more befuddled than ever.
Yes, we humans, we are stubborn as can be in our quest for clarity, plagued by the relentless pursuit of understanding and unable to tolerate obscurity, we try to give the chaos a shape.
And if this chaos had a shape, it wouldn’t be abstract, it would be real.
It would be in the shape of a burned-out house with baby shoes in the rubble, or a screaming mother with empty arms. 
It would be the shape of a family burned alive, found still clutching at each other.
It would be the shape of a mother’s hollowed-out heart as she loses her sanity waiting for the child she birthed and raised and loved, to come home from hell.
It would be the shape of a baby’s crib soaked in blood.
A teenage girl dragged into captivity with her pants bloodied in a telling spot.
A father shot in front of his children.
A child shot in front of his mother.
It would have many shapes.. and all of them are human. And all of them are real.
I’m tired and my shoulders hurt.
Must be the strain of my sanity slipping away.

3. A Betrayal. With the Death of Hope Comes Rage (World’s Response)
· transitioning into this chapter with a sentence that references initial emotional state (from the previous chapter) and shows how external reactions compounded the grief.
· “Falsified information is an unequivocal danger to humanity."
· the way that the media, even in the face of overwhelming and undeniable truth, still tried to water it down. Last time I checked, one-year-old babies weren’t “troops.”] CNN satire (283,627,714 casualties per day)
Yes, there it ends. Not the grief — just the chapter. I couldn’t see any hope, so I didn’t write any — because that’s how it felt. Like there was nothing to offer but the truth of the ache. There was nothing to say except what the grief felt like — total, and all-encompassing, threatening to pull me under, and me - too battered and bruised to even want to fight back.
If I were a story back then, there was not even a foreshadowing of some tidy resolution with a Jewish glimmer of hope at the end. No quiet faith in the power of resilience. Because for us there was none, not in those first few weeks.
This was different than our previous grief as a people—all the wars we endured and loved ones we lost at the barbaric hands of holy terrorism. This was different. There was no crack where light could get in. Just grief with its full weight, felt by an entire nation.
And that absence cut so deep, it felt like a part of my identity had been distorted. Because we are a people raised on hope. On gam zu ya’avor — this too shall pass. On od yavo shalom aleinu.
Hope is woven into the weathered fabric of our heritage. Our language, our rituals, our songs and prayers. We teach it to our kids. We are instructed by the God we love to teach it to our kids so they too can be anchored by it. We’ve carried it through exiles and pogroms and ashes. We’ve carried it all the way back to our one true home. Od lo avdah tikvateinu — our hope is not yet lost — is not just a line in a song. It’s a collective heartbeat. It’s the essence of being a Jew.
The bigger the cultural and spiritual expectation of hope, even in suffering — is how deeply devastating it was when even that felt out of reach.
I didn’t stop believing in it, exactly. I just… couldn’t touch it.
So where was this hope?
I searched for it in the news. In the media. In the world’s eyes and voice.
I waited for the outrage. The outreach. The solidarity. The grief.
And then the opposite happened. That’s when I got the biggest slap in the face of my life. And I think it made everything infinitely worse.
Betrayal. Silence. Moral collapse from the world around me.
People were not only silent. They were angry — at us.
I wasn’t braced for this backlash. It didn’t even occur to me that there could be one. It never crossed my mind that anyone could watch what happened and still hesitate. Still question. Still argue. I was in disbelief that the terrorists filmed everything for the world to see, what they did, I thought surely they know this will work against them? I thought “Now the world will finally understand what kind of monsters we’ve been dealing with all these years.”
It seemed obvious — not because I’m naive about the world in general, but because it’s on camera for all to see. Beheadings. Rape. Mass shootings. Kidnapped babies. Women mutilated. WHAT NOT. Things Westerners fall out of their chairs over. I found out that week that antisemitism is alive and well in many corners of the earth, and that I had lived my life blissfully unaware of it. I knew it was out there, I knew it always had been. But I never experienced it firsthand. Living in Israel or in an American Jewish community my whole life, I was protected from it. Sheltered. Naive.
The betrayal of the world hit me like a ton of ignorant, gullible, antisemitic bricks.
They blamed us. ‘We had it coming’, they said. ‘That’s what we you get’, they said. ‘Good riddance’, the world echoed. It was victim blaming with a blowtorch on propane.
As I waited for the world to join us in horror — far longer than I care to admit — I scoured social media all night. Looking for something, anything, that would undo the gaslighting. Validate our pain. Acknowledge our truth. I doom-scrolled until the phone slipped from my hand and hit my face at 5 a.m. As if the truth just needed one more hour, one more headline, one more image, to finally be seen. Every new piece of footage that came out, I would twistedly look at as “proof” – ‘here, see, we’re not lying, please believe us.’ Like a little kid with abusive parents trying so hard to “be good.”
I would stare at the glowing screen, 3am, 4am, 5am.. my heart pounding with rage, hurt, disbelief. Their silence echoed louder than the gunshots. Louder than any sound ears were ever meant to endure. It was deafening.
But they weren't all silent—they were angry. Angry at us for living. Angry at us for surviving. Angry at us for daring to still exist.”
Apparently, atrocities need footnotes now. ‘Burned alive in their homes’—but please, provide a source. MLA format preferred.
Did truth even matter anymore? Or was it all hashtags, retweets, and headlines? George Orwell warned us about this.
I scrolled through their moral gymnastics—each comment twisting logic so far it snapped.
I read their hate-spewing words and just sat there in shock.
The screen blurred, I felt the tears burning hot and hateful down my face. I knew this was bad for me, but I couldn’t look away. I scrolled compulsively, reading their carefully crafted —
I stopped. I couldn't breathe with the pain of it.
"I don’t understand," I whispered into the quiet of my room, voice tight with fury and heartache.
But no answer came. Only the indifferent glow of my stupid screen, reminding me I’d be tired the next day.
It was like something dark took root inside me in those weeks. And it changed the way I look at the world —probably forever.
Maybe humanity never had any essential decency to begin with. Maybe it was only a vast sea of indifference and cruelty with pockets of goodness to keep us all from killing ourselves.
I didn't know what to do with that speculation, except feel betrayed. Betrayed by a world I’d mistakenly thought would share our pain like we shared theirs. Betrayed by a silence that somehow echoed louder than any words ever could.
“Some ideas are so stupid, only intellectuals believe them.” George Orwell
Of the spoiled brain-washed college students, there were three schools of thought.
First, the antisemites—oh excuse me, the anti-Zionists. They love Jews. They have Jewish friends! It’s just those pesky Zionists—otherwise known as 98% of Jews—that are the issue. Duh. Hashtag totally not racist. #totallynotracist
They finally found a PC way to say they don’t like Jews, they were hopped up on that breakthrough and it was exhilarating for them. So much so that they took to social media to spread their delight, saying things like “Zios=baby killers” and that the holocaust was a Zionist ploy for the Jewish people to be able to steal land from the “indigenous people” of a land they can’t pronounce the name of.
But I think an even greater danger was the useful idiots, because of how many of them there sadly are. The ones who didn’t even know where Israel is on a map and had never heard the word Zionist before in their lives. These people, the ones who do not think for themselves, they are very useful—because when you don’t think, you can be led any which way that someone else desires. And so, safe from the comfort of pristine American campuses, they served as the army of the School A arseholes. They held up their dumb signs with useful-idiot slogans that School A told them to write, chanting the genocidal mantras they were told to recite. And they went along with it all. They did not fact-check, they did zero research, they opened 0% of their brains and eyes to the truth, and they went along like sheep with anything the antisemites antizionists said. These people were just ignoramuses whose critical thinking skills had been wiped and did not bother to seek out any legitimate research tools. They relied on social media for their info instead, and listened when they were told not to speak to anyone who has a differing stance than their own. The sky is purple and don’t you dare look up, you must just trust me that it’s purple because I said it is first. They put up human barricades and blocked Jewish kids from going to class. Not Israeli kids, Jewish American kids, while they chanted things they couldn’t possibly understand—words that meant our erasure that they thought meant “watermelon.”
How these people are considered America’s intellects I will never understand. But here’s a free vocab lesson.
From the fucking river to the goddamn sea = no Jews left alive between said river and said sea.
Globalize the intifada = suicide-bomb buses, blow up nightclubs, stab little kids in their beds, etc.. but then now make it all over the globe.
Fun.
Freedom fighters = people who rape, slaughter and kidnap anyone in sight and call it liberation.
“Genocide” = Jews daring to fight back instead of politely dying off.
Words and slogans that cheered on our people’s murderers. Justified rape. Excused murder. Sympathized with our attackers. Gave lenience to kidnappers. Exalted unimaginable violence.
I’d stare at their woke faces, wondering what switch had been flipped off inside their heads that made it so they could look at a picture of tiny Ariel and Kfir Bibas and not see just innocent little babies. And instead, rip down their Kidnapped posters, like they were the enemy. I really tried to understand. So I thought to myself, if there was anyone or anything in the world that could make me hate a baby. A small child. Was there any situation in which I could look a baby in the face and think “you are my enemy”? And I knew with conviction that there was nothing. But what was so different about me and them? What differences in our upbringing, our brain chemistry, our education, our cultures, or anything else out there in the world, had brought us to this moment, this difference, this unbelievable dissonance?
I couldn’t reconcile it. How they could twist their supposed ideals into a moral pretzel that landed on a side that justified slaughtering innocent human beings. “But but but-they’re being oppressed” — oh just shut it! You sheep. You ivy league useful-idiot little sheep. Plain and simple, you go with the herd even if the herd is dumb as fuck.
I was sitting around one night, contemplating if I should waste more mental energy on explaining to another mean keyboard warrior why and how we know Jews are indigenous to Judea and how P!@#$ literally means “invaders” and the whole name was just an ancient roman king’s attempt to erase Jewish history by renaming their homeland. Another moron pulling out a map that says “P@%^*” on it, as if he was bringing solid proof to the table—and what cognitive dissonance occurs when they find out P@#$%^ are what Jews were referred to as in a derogatory manner—a name Arabs living in the land at the time wanted nothing to do with. A name Yasser Arafat usurped and manipulated to his own advantage so that he could claim the Jews “stole the land” because he wanted them gone. But the best part is when you point out that on this same map are written the names of the tribes of Jacob, otherwise known as the Israelites, aka—THE JEWS. I don’t know if that’s my favorite, or when they find out Jesus was a Jew born in Bethlehem of the kingdom of JUdah.
So these guys, they were dangerous enough, because even idiots and ignorance can be harmful in numbers. They made a lot of noise, going camping and throwing tantrums on the lawn. But the most dangerous ones of all, more than the hateful, more than the ignorant. Were the silent majority. The ones who were “neutral” and “PC” and “both sides are suffering.”
Yes thank you we realize two sides are suffering but that doesn’t negate the fact that this is not a war we started or wanted. Neither does it erase what happened to us on October 7th and since. Neither does it steer away from the fact that this is a war between good and evil. War is not to be glorified, war is not holy, war is to be avoided at all costs, war is ugly, war is cruel, war is bloody, war claims lives. But some wars simply must be fought. And when a cruel force like the terrorists we were up against are not stopped, many many more people die than in any war.
Dante Alighieri said “The darkest places in hell are reserved for those who maintain their neutrality in times of moral crisis.”
They’re the most dangerous of all species, the ones who remain silent in the face of extreme adversity. Because “two sides to every story” is bullshit. I mean sure, there are two sides, but one is right and the other is wrong.
I was watching the truth get buried in real time — beneath slogans, headlines, hashtags, and a level of stupidity I didn’t know people were capable of. And watching the rest of the people sit idly by while the truth is buried.
Instead of outrage, there was “resistance.”
Instead of mourning, there were protests.
Instead of empathy, there were disclaimers, footnotes, deflections.
“Yes, but—”
“Context.”
“Colonialism.”
“Zionism.”
“Occupation.”
As if they even knew what those mean and didn’t just learn them on social media.
As if babies burned alive need citations.
As if a 3-year-old dragged across the border needs a paragraph of nuance.
As if rape needs a press conference before you’re allowed to believe it happened.
As if burning babies alive wasn’t quite enough to warrant outrage — not without a proper asterisk.
As if slaughter was something to be debated by American college students.
“Wait, was the victim a colonizer?”
“He was a baby.”
“Okay, but like… how old? Had he been occupying the land since birth, or…?”
(Nope, mirroring the woke West’s absurdity still did not open their eyes to their own moral rot.)
By any means, they said — and they meant it.
Even if it meant kidnapping toddlers.
Even if it meant live-streaming the execution of entire families.
Burning them. Decapitating. Raping. Mutilating, just for kicks.
Even if it meant dragging a raped, naked, dead young woman through the streets with a leg twisted in an unnatural position and her skull bashed in, as a trophy, for all to spit on.
Because apparently, all of that becomes noble when the victim is Jewish.
And if she’s Israeli, then this photograph wins a prize.
WHAT?
It felt like the Twilight Zone. Like the laws of reality had warped overnight.
Was this even real life?
How could it be that as our forensic scientists collected ashes from the literal ground to identify human bodies, the world was telling us we’re not allowed to fight back, that we shouldn’t come for our stolen babies, not to go to war with the people who butchered and massacred our families. We were expected to lie down and die. Like in the holocaust.
“Like Jews.”
Well sorry we won’t go to our graves like we did in Nazi Germany when we had no way of defending ourselves.
Our bad.
Please, excuse us for refusing to unleash unfathomable, satanic evil on ourselves..
We're so dramatic, us Jews..
With our annoying inconvenience of not wanting to be raped, maimed, murdered via skull-bashing, then spit on and paraded around in celebration.
“Those Jews, they used to comply.. now they gone and got themselves an army.. they not as easy to kill anymore damn it.”
It would almost be funny if it weren’t real. If we weren’t watching our trauma be recycled into death chants and protest slogans.
But we are.
This is real.
And if I’m going to write about it honestly, then the horror has to be witnessed as it was. Not exploited, not sensationalized — but named. Exposed. Given form. Witnessed.
Because this is the weltschmerz: the grief that can’t be held, the ache that becomes unbearable because it’s too real, and because the world so often looks away, or doesn’t even glance in the first place.
Or they ask you for proof. They want to see pictures of beheaded babies first, before they can feel or not feel empathy for your unbearable losses. They need evidence before they can be human.
Like a bureaucratic form you have to fill out while the world burns.
Never will I forget the stunned, slow-burning horror of that realization that changed who I am. And never will I forget how they killed that naïve certainty in me, that we would be believed, and safe.
My faith in humanity. My lifelong belief in peace died a slow excruciating death during those weeks.
Will I ever get them back? Who the F knows man. They say what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, but I’m not dead and I’m not stronger. What didn’t kill me did teach me though, just exactly how alone we are in the world. It taught me the true meaning of fair-weather friends and gave me a new perspective on those people that Israel honors as The Righteous Among the Nations. The people who risked their own families’ lives to save ours. The people who are sticking their neck WAY OUT for us right now – with nothing to gain – just taking bullets for us.
I always thought “Never again” meant the world had changed. That the WORLD would protect us and make sure it would never happen again. Turns out it means just us Jews and our few precious allies stand and fight to make sure of never again, while most everyone else looks away. Again.
I remembered in 4th grade during black history month we learned about Martin Luther King Jr., a most astounding human, and this one thing he said suddenly came back to me, as if it stayed in my head all this time just for me to understand it profoundly 28 years later.
He said, “In the end we will remember not the words of our enemies, but the silence of our friends.” I had no idea, truly, what he meant – until that very moment. The moment you expect full support because something indisputably bad happened to you – but those who you thought would support you, just don’t. It was sobering to realize and humbling to understand.
Their silence cut deeper than their words ever could. As I scoured the internet, willing them to speak up, each day it didn’t happen made me lose my trust in the world, silence by silence. That trust was shattered and it felt irreparable.
Suddenly, after years of traveling, site-seeing, culture-loving, Europe-hopping, language-learning, after having spent a third of my life living abroad, I felt as though Israel was the only safe place in the world for Jews, and that for as long as I live I will never trust any country to protect me except for this one tiny magnificent Jewish state. A luxury the Jews of before 80 years ago didn’t have when they were being mass-slaughtered and subjected to pogroms in exile all over the world.
How lucky I am to be home! How lucky I am to be where centuries of Jews have prayed and dreamt of being! [expand on Israel]
So MLK was a smart man, he’s someone I’ve admired all my life, or err since the 4th grade. And so, in the spirit of him, I decided in that moment that if silence is complicity, then my own silence ends here today.
What the Hell is Going on with Hollywood Jews - Silence with a Blue Checkmark
So yeah, in the aftermath, the country’s grappling with the staggering scale of the tragedy. All the while, we confront a barrage of lies and misinformation.. and yet, somewhere out in Celebritylalaland, some of the most famous Jewish names on earth were posting brunch. Puppies. Outfit pics.
Some were less [fill in a word that means blatantly showing you don’t care], they just didn’t post anything at all.
Some of them waited weeks to say anything, and only after being called out or being begged. An Israeli friend in Hollywood urging them to please say something, anything. And when they finally did, it was so careful. Neutered. Worded by lawyers and brand managers and PR teams.
“We condemn all forms of violence.”
“Our hearts are with all the victims suffering right now.”
I wanted to scream in their stupid faces. Or at the very least: You do not owe the world your composure when your people are burning.
Some of them more shocking than others. People who’ve proudly worn Jewish identity as a quirky trait when it was convenient. When it got them film roles or punchlines or Jewish-cookbook deals.
Suddenly, the silence screamed. And we noticed.
We noticed every single one who stayed quiet. Who waited to see if it would be “safe” to care. Who checked how the algorithm felt about Jewish grief before deciding whether to show it.
You could’ve used your voice. You could’ve used your reach. You have more people hanging on your every word than there are Jews left in the world.
Instead, you chose your aesthetic. And we saw you.
‘Just don’t cancel me, Gen Z, please!’
Anything but that, right? Cause there’s nothing worse than not making more millions of dollars when you already have millions of dollars.
So they cancel you, so what? If you had the chance to speak out during the holocaust, would you also stand by, too scared to be canceled by people who get their historical knowledge from TikTok? I’ll never understand it for as long as I live.
One would argue that if you aren’t careful, fame and money will skew your priorities, and then make sure you begin to have unhinged delusions of grandeur that slowly but surely pull you away from and then and out of touch with reality. And it is my speculation is that the agreed-upon reality by society is where most of the human population lives, not the 1.5% of global adult population who are millionaires.
And also, it just occurred to me that my tangent about privileged celebrity behavior makes me sound as if I’m jealous. Like “People who can’t be celebrities criticize them.”
Well, so no, I’m most definitely not jealous. It seems to me that having that much money takes actively grounding yourself so that you don’t become a total dickhead. And I just don’t have the energy or the time for all that grounding. Who wants to have to wake up every day and make it point to remind themselves they’re not better than the starving kid in Yemen whose stomach is protruding with hunger just because you live in a multimillion-dollar mansion with 6 Lamborghinis, and he lives in a field with dirt and disease?
No thank you, nobody got time for that. I’d rather just know it.
And also, cameras following you around every time you go outside, or drones filming you overhead when you’re in your sweats, haven’t showered in a week and yelling at your puppy to get over here NOW because he’s eating cat poop again, is one of the most horrendous punishments modern society has invented. Every embarrassing moment in your life is recorded forever for all to see and ridicule, like you can’t even get drunk and act a foo in front of your boss’s boss’s boss at a work Purim party and pretend it didn’t happen because it’s RIGHT THERE reminding you that it did, forever. Yeesh.
And what about the mean shit people say about them online? Sure, there’s love too, but for every fan there are 20 haters who get off on trolling celebrities just because. Seems to me, you either become super depressed or never go online, the latter being a lot less likely.
So no, I’m not jealous and no, I don’t want to be like them. It’s not that I’m so content with me that I don’t wanna be like anyone else, it’s just them I don’t want to be like.
There’s the usual shit, like that it’s abhorrent that they aren't ending world hunger and building amusement-park orphanages and animal sanctuaries all over the world, and instead buying 10-minute trips to space, dresses they wear for one night made out of the most expensive stone in the world, and other zillion-dollar things with their money. But this was something else entirely, it was so much worse. It was like a scene out of a bad movie where a bully picks on a kid and no one dares challenge the bully because then the bully will pick on them too. Cause that’s what they were, the Watermelons. Bullies. They berated you and assaulted you and shouted lies in caps lock until you were emotionally tired and just wanted to hide in a bathroom stall till it was time to go home.
With your silence, you singlehandedly gave the bully its power. Good job.
What was it that made them think they’re immune?
Was it the comfort? The privilege?
I wondered if they knew that the rich and famous weren’t spared when Jews were rounded up like cattle and taken to their deaths. 
Or is it because they’ve never had to need Israel?
Never had to understand what it means to have nowhere else?
Because they think safety is a birthright.
Because they think “Never Again” was a promise, not a warning.
Because they live in places where being Jewish doesn’t cost anything.
Guess what assholes. If our Israeli children at 18 didn’t switch from being high school students to soldiers in the IDF in a matter of months, then your children would be in constant danger of being eliminated from the world because they are Jewish.
Don’t thank us. Just do your part. Keep living in the diaspora knock yourself out, but don’t stomp on us with your silence when we’re already down on the ground, injured, bleeding. Don’t come fight the battle with us, that’s fine, you’re not trained, but at least say you support us while we die for your right to live wherever the eff you want.
And if you think I’m being dramatic, you only need to look up the unprecedented GLOBAL spike in antisemitism, to understand that if it came down to it, if push came to shove, without Israel Jews would have nowhere to go.
Herzl the father of Zionism, a word we wear proudly no matter how they try to dirty it - He said “antisemitism could not be defeated or cured, only avoided,” and that the only way to avoid it was the return or the Jews to their indigenous homeland and the establishment of a Jewish state. I see now, more clearly than ever, that he was right. There’s no running from it, it’s a sickness of the world. It can’t be eradicated because it is being actively taught and it is growing, and with the removal of the monster’s head grow another nine in its place. In the West (to clarify, in case you thought I was referring to the obvious old Jew hate in the Middle East). And right now, social media is helping it grow millions and millions of new heads, growing at a speed we have no way of catching up to. Internet speed. Social media speed. Who would imagine that in the age of endless information at our fingertips (literally) we would know even less than we did before.
And if you think I’m overreacting, look no further than the unabashed comeback of the poster of a Jewish man with the big nose portrayed as an evil, scheming, greedy monster, paraded around the streets of the biggest cities in the United States of America, alongside a huge swastika and chants of ‘Hitler was right’ and other fun things that are protected by “free speech” and “liberty for all.” You’ve really outdone yourself America, bravo.
Do you know what Jews would do if the KKK put on their white garb, raised the confederate flag and said ‘slavery was legit’?
We would storm the fucking streets in horrified rage until every last one of those evil racists was off of them and back hiding in the rat holes they climbed out of.
But then, we wouldn’t need to. Because while expressing the desire to kill Jews is protected under free speech.. enslaving black people? Less so.
America wouldn’t let it happen. YOU wouldn’t let it happen. Yes you, the reader. You would be outraged. You would be posting an Instagram post all black in solidarity with the black community, just like every Jew I know did when Floyd Mayweather was executed in cold blood.
Black people and Jews. Our people have a lot in common. Which is one of the reasons I thought we’d always stick together. Do you know who the first ones there beside the black community in their treacherous fight for civil rights? Jews, that’s who. Standing like allies, unafraid. It may not have made their path less difficult, but it showed them they weren’t alone on it.
Fun fact: During the civil rights movement, many Jewish leaders and rabbis marched alongside Martin Luther King Jr. In the 1960s, among attorneys serving the civil rights movement in the South, 50% were Jews. Jews also accounted for more than 50% of the white people who challenged the Jim Crow laws in Mississippi.
Yep.
Why do we have it—this outrage for other people’s injustice that simply isn’t returned?
Maybe we suffered so much as a collective nation, that we see ourselves in those who suffer. Maybe we know what it’s like when no one stands with you, so we stand, so that no one else should be made to feel that way.
But this “seeing the other” is an age-old Jewish teaching. Judaism teaches respect for the fundamental rights of others as each person's duty to God. "What is hateful to you, do not do to your friend/neighbor" My kid when he was 5 years old, came home with this pitgam from kindergarten one day, beaming with pride that he remembered all the words. And when he does something wrong and I say it to him, it’s one of the only things that doesn’t fall on deaf ears. It means something to him. It’s Intro to Judaism 101, which is one of the reasons why it baffles me how people say we think we’re better than everyone else and we think “goyim” are beneath us. What?
Just what.
And then there were the self-hating Jews, whose self-righteousness was bleeding out of their ears, who wanted so much to be set apart from the hated people that they came out against their own, no matter the cost. They made sure to declare that the “gen!@#$%” is “not in their name.” Yeah it’s not in your name, you dumb fuck, cause it doesn’t exist. The 2% of Jews who aren’t Zionists make up people called Nutrei Karta which is basically a cult who live in diaspora and believe Israel should only exist after the messiah comes and the temple is rebuilt. Only THEN will they be on board with Zionism. And if you think they’re the good guys, ask them what they think we should do with all the Arabs when Messiah comes.
So a bunch of loons, plus a handful of others, these are the people who are Jewish that don’t identify as Zionists. 2 percent out of the 0.2% of the Jews in the world. I was never good at math, but it’s not very many people. The loons I get, when you’re raised in a cult you can’t see up down right left- only what they tell you. But ‘educated’ people living in western society wanting to see the destruction of the only Jewish state, where most of the Jews in the world live, not 80 years after the holocaust, that I don’t get.
Did they even know enough about the history of their own people to know that no one asked them in the lineup of cold-blooded murder, whether or not they supported Hitler. They didn’t care if you wanted nothing to do with Judaism, or if you helped the Nazis, or if you ratted out your Jewish neighbors in exchange for whatever dismal thing made you do it. It didn’t matter what you did or didn’t do, they shot you all the same.
If you translate that to 80 years later, it reads:
Sure, pacify them. Tell them you agree. Tell yourself you’re a moral superhero in the noble fight for human rights. They’ll hate you all the same.
They killed the Capos too, you know.
But of course, because the world loves to flop you around like a pancake, and because life is a game of dark and light, it wasn’t all bad. In sharp contrast to them, there were those few who shouted from the rooftops. The ones that did stand up. That didn’t wait for permission. That reminded us: we are not alone.
Not many. Not loud enough to drown out the unhinged watermelon mob. But loud enough for us to hear them when we needed it most.
Of course there were our own. Noa front and center, fighting up a Jewish storm. Gal and Bar, who turned out to be just as Israeli as any one of us, Hollywood or not.
And then there was Amy and Debra and Montana and Tiffani and Ginnifer and Pink. Michael and Jerry and Steve and David and Noah. Your voices mattered. Your. Voice. Mattered. Each of you.
Your grandparents would be proud of you for recognizing the patterns of antisemitism and indifference that have haunted their history and not staying silent.
Not being scared to lose followers. Not scared to get the wrath of the watermelon squad rain down on you. They didn’t post carefully worded statements through brand filters. They posted truth. Raw, unfiltered grief. Outrage. Solidarity. Jewish hope.
And it mattered.
Even when the world screamed back at them. Even when their comments flooded with venom. Even when they got death threats. Even when they feared for their children’s safety.
They didn’t delete. They didn’t water it down. They kept going.
They gave strength to the ones with 200 followers and a cracked screen to do the same. The people who walked by protests with Israeli flags draped over their shoulders and held their heads high. The women who made reels explaining the hostage crisis while rocking babies on their hips. The artists who made posters. The comedians who tore up their scripts and said what needed to be said. The students who championed the horrid swarm of antisemitic shitfall that rained down on them in school their parents paid tens of thousands of dollars for them to attend.
The people who refused to be silent, no matter the cost.
They said: I see you. I hear you. I’m Jewish too. And I won’t be silent while the world gaslights us into shame.
Some were spat on. Doxxed. Shunned. Attacked. Made to switch schools.
But they kept wearing their Magen Davids loud and proud because they remembered something the quiet ones forgot:
That if we don’t stand for each other — it will be a matter of time before there won’t be any of us left to stand for.
And then maybe most astonishing of all — were the non-Jews who were our fiercest allies.
The ones who had no skin in the game. No Israeli cousins. No cultural connection. Just human beings.
In those early days when social media made it seem like the WORLD is caving in on us, literally, they held us up with their words when we just wanted to fall down and said:
You. Are. Not. Alone.
They stood up when it would’ve been easier to stay out of it.
They posted when no one else in their circles did.
They asked, Are you okay? And didn’t expect us to be.
They said, “This is a lie.” And shared the truth.
Not because it was trendy or had a cute fruit emoji. Not because it made them look good. Because it was right. Because they bothered to seek out the truth, which really was very easy to find.
They risked their jobs. Their friend groups. Their public image. Some of them lost friends. Got publicly dragged. Got unfollowed by people who claimed to care about justice. They were told they were supporting apartheid, genocide, baby killing, colonialism, Jews eating Christian kids for Passover. Israeli dogs trained to rape prisoners. You name it. any phantasmagorical shit they thought it, they said.
They took the bullets some of our own people didn’t have the courage to take, they raised their voices when ours were hoarse, they didn’t flinch. And we saw it.
We saw every single one of you.
We screenshotted your posts.
We shared them with trembling disproportionate gratitude.
We cried when you said what we were screaming into a void.
You have no idea what it meant. You can’t begin to imagine.
In a time when truth felt like it was slipping through our fingers, you were concrete proof that it still existed. They reminded us we weren’t insane, or alone, that truth still has allies and that screaming a lie loud enough doesn’t make it any less a lie than the lie that it is.
4. The DNA of Am Yisrael Chai (Resilience & Hope)
· Sharply contrasts the darkness of previous chapters. Should be expanded and completed with more anecdotes. It naturally follows the betrayal chapter to balance the narrative and show the complexity of Jewish/Israeli resilience and hope.
· “Each Jewish voice, distinct yet unified in its sorrow, paints a tapestry of grief that transcends individual experience.”
· tiny thought sprouted: if our national sport is making life out of ashes, why are people so shocked when we excel at it? 
· Our reflex for resurrection isn’t because we “bounce back.” It’s because we expect the blow.
Meanwhile, in Israel…
While purple-haired college students staged performative protests and screamed for our annihilation from the comfort of Ivy League lawns, something very different was happening in Israel.
While the world rallied against us — while hateful chants echoed from London to LA, while headlines blurred the truth — we were packing duffel bags, baking cakes, opening homes to strangers, and driving soldiers to the front lines.
While their billion-dollar propaganda monstrosity spread misinformation and blatant lies like wildfire throughout campuses, in the streets of Europe and all over social media, where everyone had an opinion about our right to exist, Israelis in the diaspora were catching the first flight home. Jews from all over the world were just flocking back like some mighty powerful magnet pulling us back together.
Within weeks of the October 7 attacks, 200,000 citizens returned home, approximately 2,662 new immigrants had arrived, including 1,635 from Russia, 218 from the United States, 128 from Ukraine, 116 from France, and 106 from Belarus. By April 2024, over 12,000 Jews had made aliyah, and by December 2024, the number had risen to approximately 35,000, with a significant portion being young adults aged 18 to 35, some of whom enlisted in the IDF upon arrival. Over 300% surge in immigration applications.
Who goes running headfirst into a country at war?? Jews, that's who.
While the infantile protests grew louder, so did the footsteps of a nation showing up — to mourn, to serve, to protect, to hold each other upright while we walk through the literal shadow of the valley of death together.
While their voices got louder, so did ours — the shuffling of volunteers unloading trucks of supplies, the murmur of strangers setting up makeshift daycares in hotel lobbies, the soft whir of sewing machines stitching uniforms from donated fabric.
We were bruised. We were broken. But we were also buzzing with the sound of a nation rising.
Soldiers reported without being called. Teenagers packed care packages and wrote notes to soldiers they didn’t know. Grandmas baked enough cookies to fuel a brigade. Eight-year-olds stood on sidewalks handing out water bottles and letters that read, Come home safe. I thank you for protecting us.
They say when you don’t know what to do with your pain, you give. And give we did — every hand, every spare room, every pair of boots, every breath.
And it wasn’t just the young and strong. It was the weak, the tired, the old. It was the people who’d already been displaced. It was the people who knew the cost of war and showed up anyway.
Everyone helped with something.
A woman opened a Google Doc and became a national coordination hub. A guy with a truck became a legend. One family turned their café into a soup kitchen. A girl on TikTok started reading bedtime stories for evacuated kids. A 92-year-old Holocaust survivor sewed hats for soldiers because “her hands still worked and her heart couldn’t sit still.”
This was us. This has always been us and it will always be us.
We scream at each other in twelve dialects and three time zones, but the second the knife touches the bone, we are one body again. Am Yisrael Chai isn’t just something we say. It’s what we do.
The war effort was the most classic Am Yisrael Chai outpouring of unity, and that’s what brought the color back into our cheeks, and that was the first crack that let some light back in.
It was gloriously surreal. The world’s madness on one side, and on the other, this holy, defiant movement of people showing up for their nation, their people, their home. The defiance was unity!
[bridge?]
I recently read that Israel is the fifth happiest country in the world.
Strange, huh? I mean, we’re literally surrounded by multiple countries simultaneously trying to annihilate us.
We live under constant threat and suffer unimaginable pain.
So what’s the deal with all this happiness?
Maybe it’s because we are finally home, after so many years of exile.
Maybe it’s because as a nation we’ve subconsciously made this traditional Jewish saying a way of life: מצוה גדולה להיות בשמחה
“It is a greatly good deed to be happy”
And it’s how we survive.
It’s who we are.
We are a people who dance in the streets when three girls come home after 471 days, who write countless children’s songs about peace and hope despite the blow after blow we receive.
We are a nation where every lost soldier feels like losing a cousin, where preschools have bomb shelters, and most adults know how to operate a rifle. We share life stories with cab drivers and pictures of our kids with strangers at the supermarket.
So why do we beg the world to see us for who we are—not just in grief, but in stubborn joy. Why do we plead with them to validate our right to exist, when we know deep inside, who we are?
We are a country who embody this uniquely Israeli gruff kindness and readiness to help without expecting anything in return.
This je ne se quoi Israeli impulse of never hesitating to help, not even waiting to be asked. It's a fundamental, beautifully stubborn part of living here.
It’s extraordinary, this unspoken generosity and solidarity that really is woven deeply into the fabric of life here.
This is why we call each other brothers and sisters—because Judaism, quite literally, 4,000 years of DNA later, is a family.
And I am truly so grateful to be a part of this special nation whose hearts are all connected to each other. There's nothing like this family in the world.
There was this one story I heard. Listen to this. A soldier — just a regular guy called up for reserves — was scheduled for leave that weekend. First time home in weeks. He hadn’t seen his kids, hadn’t showered in a real bathroom. His bag was already packed.
But one of the guys in his unit had just had a baby. A tiny thing — three weeks old. His wife was alone at home, sleep-deprived and scared out of her mind.
So this soldier went to his mefaked and said, “Give him my leave. I’ll stay.”
No fanfare. No speech. Just: Let him go home to his baby. Mine are older. They’ll understand.
It made me cry and that night the walls of my heart and head echoed proudly, “That’s who we are.” We give up a weekend at home so a new father can hold his newborn daughter and save his wife from the brink of insanity.
We hold the pain and the pride in the same breath. When the world spits in our face, we don’t fall apart. We gather closer.
That’s who we are.
We share socks and cigarettes and car rides to funerals.
This is what hope looks like—not a slogan or a cliche—
We’re a miluim soldier handing over his leave without hesitation, because someone else needs it more.
That’s what saved us from the abyss.
Not international sympathy.
Each other.
Story
The phone rang at 6:36 a.m. on Simchat Torah. By 6:58, Yair was out the door.
He didn’t wait for the official tzav shmoneh. He didn’t need it. None of them did. His boots were already by the door. His uniform still fit, though the knees were tighter now and the sleeves a little looser. He threw it on in silence.
His wife didn’t ask questions. She just folded his second-favorite shirt and tucked it into the bag, kissed his cheek once, hard, and whispered, “Go.”
By 7:15 he was driving south, the roads too empty for a holiday morning.
By 8:00 he was in the field.
He hadn’t worn a vest in years, not since his last round of miluim, and his body reminded him of that fact within the first hour. But it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except getting to where the breach was. The word “infiltration” had passed through his unit’s WhatsApp like a blood clot — sudden, deadly, clogging everything.
It wasn’t supposed to be this way.
Miluim was supposed to be dust and drill weekends and maybe guard duty at some quiet junction. Not this. Not war. Not terrorists filming executions in towns he’d visited with his kids and on school trips.
Not the smell.
He barely spoke for the first two days. He moved. He cleared. He held his weapon and did what he had to do. One foot, then the other. He knew how to shut it off. But when he finally stopped, when the adrenaline dipped for just one minute — that’s when he saw her.
A girl. The first body he’d seen. Eighteen, maybe. Eyes open. Body shattered.
She still had glitter on her cheekbones. From the festival.
He threw up behind the tree line.
Yair wiped his mouth on the sleeve of his uniform. The taste of bile stayed at the back of his throat, but he stood up anyway. There were still buildings to clear. Still homes to enter, step by careful step, knowing what he might find behind each door.
The hardest ones were the quiet ones.
No smell. No movement. Just toys on the floor. A table still set with half-eaten kugel. A family photo on the floor.
In one house, he found a dog hiding under the couch. Alive. Shaking. Blood on its paw. He wanted to take it with him but knew he couldn’t. He left a bowl of water. Told it “Stay here, motek,” in the softest voice he’d used in days.
By the end of the third day, he had blisters on both heels and two missed calls from his daughter’s kindergarten teacher. He didn’t listen to the voicemail. He couldn’t. Not yet.
One of the younger guys in his unit handed him a protein bar and made some dumb joke about Yair being “too old for this shit.” It landed, barely, but they all laughed. Because that’s what they do. They laugh when they’re bleeding. When they’re broken. When they’re barely hanging on. The laughter keeps it human.
That night, he finally called home.
His wife answered on the first ring. “We’re okay,” she said before he could ask.
There was a pause. Then: “Did you eat?”
He nodded, then realized she couldn’t see him. “Yeah.”
“I packed the chocolate thing. The one with the salt.”
“Yeah,” he said again, softer.
Then a tiny voice in the background:
“Abba?”
He couldn’t breathe for a second.
“Hey, bud,” he managed, voice cracking.
“When you coming home?”
Yair looked at the burning horizon. At the smoke still rising from homes that used to hold holidays and bedtime stories.
“I don’t know yet, motek,” he said. “Soon, I hope.”
And then, like a promise:
“When it’s safe.”
***
That night they sat on overturned crates under the half-crumbled awning of a bus stop. The night was cold, even in the South. Yair rubbed his hands together, sweat and dust had crusted at the edges of his fingernails. No one had changed socks in three days.
Amir passed him a half-melted chocolate bar.
“You want?”
Yair took it without answering. Broke off a square. Let it melt on his tongue.
Around them, silence. The kind you get when the adrenaline’s drained. Somewhere far off, a generator buzzed. Otherwise, nothing.
“We were here on a tiyul, you know,” Amir said. “Eighth grade. Camped just up the road.”
Yair looked out past the fence. “Same.”
Same as every Israeli kid.
They didn’t talk about what they’d seen that day. They didn’t have to. There’s a kind of shorthand you learn with brothers-in-arms — not the ones you’re born with, but the ones who hold your shaking shoulders when the stretcher’s too light because what’s inside it is too small.
Boaz lit a cigarette and offered the pack around. No one smoked except in miluim. It was one of those rules no one spoke aloud, like how you always shared food, or always had a backup lighter.
Eli pulled out his phone and showed them a photo — his newborn, wrapped like a burrito, crying her head off.
“Three weeks old,” he said. “Name’s Ori.”
The circle went quiet again. Not out of awkwardness — reverence.
Yair looked at the photo too long. Then handed the phone back.
The next morning during breakfast — If you could call black instant coffee and canned tuna on a cracker breakfast — their mefaked walked over, radio clipped to his vest. “Yair — you’re on the weekend rotation. You’re up to go home tomorrow.”
Yair didn’t respond right away. He just nodded, eyes still scanning the horizon. He knew that meant 48 hours at home, maybe a shower, maybe a moment with his wife and kids before coming back. A pocket of normal in the middle of all this.
Later that day, Eli sat down beside him, feet kicked out, helmet resting between his knees.
“She’s not sleeping,” he said. “Yael. Three weeks old and already hates the night.”
Yair smiled. “She gets that from you.”
Eli laughed, but it was tired. “My wife’s not saying it, but I hear it in her voice. She’s not managing.”
Yair looked over. Didn’t speak right away.
That night, he found their mefaked by the Jeep.
“Give my weekend to Eli.”
“What?”
“I’ll stay. Let him go. His wife needs him. He’s got a newborn.”
The mefaked studied him. “You sure?”
Yair nodded. “I’ll see my kids next week. He needs to see his now.”
And that was it. No big speech. No dramatic gesture.
Just a soldier staying a little longer so another one could go home to hold his baby and maybe, for one night, believe the world hadn’t completely gone to hell.
6. Parenting While the Sky is Falling and Other Fun Things You Learn on the Job
· The struggles of motherhood in balancing personal grief and parental responsibilities. Generational trauma and rite-of-passage themes.
· Typical convos (funny)
So we rose. We packed bags and delivered meals and hugged strangers in hospital corridors and supermarket aisles. And while the country showed up in every way it knew how, I had to keep showing up too—for my children. It turns out life doesn’t pause just because your soul is falling apart. Everything changed, but the daily demands of motherhood stayed the same, and they sure as hell didn’t care if you’re grieving. Piled on top of school assignments and sibling fights and demands for more ketchup and refusals to shower, there was the unshakable weight of trying to look and act okay when nothing was.
As a mom, you’re expected to function like always—war or not, you’ve got lunches to pack, meltdowns to survive, classmates’ birthday parties to remember, and bedtime stories to read like the world isn’t burning outside your window. While you also make your best effort not to collapse under the horror of everything you’ve seen and felt and can’t un-see or un-feel.
And it felt like I was failing at both.
In this fun walk of shame that I was tight-roping, between daily minutiae and being exposed to unthinkable tragedy, the contrast was so surreal it felt almost absurd. One minute I’m scrolling through a long thread of WhatsApp messages from school groups, trying to figure out whether tomorrow is pajama day or white-shirt day or “bring-a-fruit-your-friend-likes” day—and making sure I don’t screw it up for either kid and thus become an even worse parent.. And in the next breath, I open Instagram and see the faces of babies being held hostage. Soldiers who died that day. Mothers crying out for the world to hear their plea, bring my baby home.
It was like living in a bizarre limbo between two versions of reality—one where I’m packing string cheese and shopping for school supplies online, and the other where I’m wondering how the hell we’re still functioning as a society when we’ve seen what we’ve seen, and even those who haven’t are going through it.
Sometimes I’d be texting another mom about a playdate, and she’d be like “ttyl, I’m walking into a shiva.” And then continue, like it was just another thing to schedule around.
That’s what war does here—it stitches itself into everything. It doesn’t pause life, it just runs parallel to it. It's beneath the surface of your thoughts. One minute it’s “don’t forget to bring home your coat from school,” the next it’s “they found the remains.”
It’s not that you stop functioning—it’s that functioning becomes its own kind of crazy. You fold laundry with a lump in your throat. You speak to a colleague while holding back tears. You help your kid study for a test while praying that the next name released isn’t someone you know. It’s living inside the absurdity and pretending it’s normal. Because for us, somehow, it is.
And in the center of all that normal pretending was the hardest, most important thing of all — being a good enough mother. Because wartime parenting doesn't just ask you to survive; it demands you teach someone else how to survive, too. No —not just survive. Thrive.
Wartime parenting is a masterclass in contradiction. You’re supposed to teach your children how to hope while you’re secretly hoarding despair. Sing the same songs about peace they taught you, when really in your heart of hearts you’ve stopped believing it’ll ever come.
Wartime parenting is tucking your child into bed and telling them they’re safe, while every part of you is wide awake and listening for the sound of something breaking, or someone yelling. It’s watching your child fall asleep clutching their stuffed bunny/whaley, and thinking, I would trade everything—everything—to be able to spare you from this violence. But you don’t say that. You just pull the bottom half of the blanket off the floor and kiss their forehead like a prayer.
Wartime parenting is becoming fluent in the language of pretending—pretending the world is fair, pretending tomorrow is promised, pretending you aren’t breaking a little more each day.
Because when you have kids, you don’t have the luxury of completely falling apart. You don’t get to crumble, to disappear beneath the covers until the weight of the grief stops crushing you. Your children need to see a functional mother, not one frozen with heartache or crying uncontrollably in the corner of the kitchen floor. They need dinner, clean clothes, bedtime stories, reassuring hugs. They need normalcy—even if normalcy doesn’t feel like a thing anymore.
So it became a balancing act, an invisible tightrope walk between grief and life. Between giving my pain the space it needed and holding myself steady enough to get through the day. It meant crying silently in the shower, in the car before walking in, or late late into the stupid hours of the night, until someone wakes up with a nightmare.
So it meant those moments of total collapse, but always with the invisible timer ticking, reminding me that in the morning, they’d wake up needing breakfast, smiles, and stability.
This, I think, is the secret, hidden struggle of motherhood—this balancing of realities, this carrying of worlds. We can allow ourselves to break, but never beyond repair. We can grieve deeply, but always quietly enough to still hear the footsteps of our children, and strong enough to pull ourselves together before they enter the room.
And I tried to hold this balance as best I could, under the weight of the enormous weltschmerz that sat perched on my head at all times.
I fell short.
They saw me cry. They suffered my yelling. They got a half-crazy, barely-slept, always-busy mom instead of the one they deserve. They saw me scroll too much. They got too little of my undivided attention. And I hated myself for it. Hell, I hate – present- myself for it. Because no other self-loathing in the world measures up to us moms when the mom guilt seeps in. How many nights I spent crying over a parenting moment I wish I’d handled differently. How many apologies to those poor kids, only to have repeated the same thing some days later.
I’m sorry I lost my temper, I wasn’t yelling because of what you said or did, it was because I was having a hard time regulating my emotions into a respectful voice and tone. I’m sorry.
Blah blah sorry blah blah, it eventually sounded like in my head. I felt ashamed of even apologizing anymore at some point, but I did it anyway because it would be more shameful to let them go to sleep without at least the respect of an apology, which every child deserves and far too little receive.
My sweet little one always immediately put his arms around me and said ‘It’s ok, Ima.’ My beautiful strong daughter sometimes would call me out on it- you’re just saying that now and you’re gonna do it again tomorrow so why are you even apologizing?
Honestly not sure which is more heartbreaking. The easy forgiveness of a small child who cant hold a grudge against his mom, or your other little human putting a mirror up to your face, saying, clean it lady.
And then the thoughts: 

How in the fuck do I expect them to regulate their emotions when they’ve seen the opposite from me. How am I literally yelling at them right now to stop yelling when I’m yelling myself?
My behavior affects them directly-I know this-and yet I still can’t stop.
He’s getting in trouble at school because of me. She gets easily angry because of me. 
If I were better they’d be able to be their best selves too. 
Look how perfectly they behave when there is connection between us.
Why am I not who I need to be for them.
How am I this selfish.
and how do I fix it.
Fucking torment.
Anyway-
I knew early on that I wasn’t going to be able to protect them from what happened. Most things, sure, because they’re young enough to be off social media, but not everything. Some things I knew they were gonna know. Because of the magnitude of what had happened, there was no shielding them from it. It was everywhere, and no amount of keeping them away from the news was going to cut it. There were children involved. Thats what was terrifying to have to explain to them. will they now understand from this that its possible to be walking down the street and get snatched away by evil men? How do I go about imparting this brutal knowledge on them, while still keeping their sense of safety, and trust in the world around them.
I didn’t have long to ponder on that though, as the choice was made for me on the second week of the war. The way my ten-year-old daughter learned there were hostages in Gaza was from a classmate. A boy in her class pulled a poster out of his backpack one morning, telling everyone this hostage was his cousin. To him, it was normal, a fact of life he’d been processing for days. But for my daughter, and for most of her classmates, it was shocking, terrifying news. If they even understood what it meant.
I don’t think she did right away, because when she came home and asked me about it, there was confusion and worry in her eyes, I felt this wave of mom guilt so strong I thought it would devour me. I’d read in the parenting guides we’d been flooded that it was better for children to hear difficult truths from their parents first, gently, carefully—not from a peer at school. And I’ve always believed it better to tell kids the truth anyway because they can smell BS from a mile away. But it happened too fast, I hadn't even thought of what words I would say and in what order. How do you even begin that conversation?
How do you tell your kids that kids younger than they are were kidnapped from their homes, in broad daylight, just a two-hour drive from where we live? How do you say that without instilling fear in them, shattering beliefs, planting worry and confusion?
How do I tell them, and still make them feel safe?
Spoiler, I still don’t have an answer. I doubt I ever will. All I could do that day was sit beside her and answer as honestly and carefully as I could, knowing in my heart that her childhood was shifting beneath us both, and that all I could do was watch while it happened.
So there I sat, watching her innocence shift right in front of me—felt it slipping away like some kind of terrible rite of passage that every Israeli child experiences sooner or later. My mother knew too much, carried too many heavy truths from too young an age. I did too, by the time I was my daughter's age—it’s part of being Israeli.
But this knowledge, this new reality—children kidnapped from their homes, dragged away into darkness, snatched from their parents’ arms—was something else entirely. Nothing even resembling this had ever happened before, not in all of Israel’s painful history. This was an entirely new horror, unprecedented and unimaginable. Unexplainable. And yet there we were, explaining it.
My heart broke at the thought that I was the one who had to roll out the carpet for my child to enter this awful club of knowledge. A club that forces our children to grow up too soon, too fast, too deeply acquainted with fear and death.
So I tried to help her carry the burden of knowing. Did I know how? No. Did I do a good job? Probably not.
And still, somehow, despite me, they’re growing up to be kind in ways that make my heart ache—baking cookies and selling them so they can donate to the hostages families, writing letters to soldiers and sending them things they think “soldiers will like”, like black coffee, friendship bracelets, gum, and junk food but always also “something with protein bc they need energy and not just junk food.” (shocking revelation on my part: they listen to me??)
Yes they are exposed to too much too soon, but they’re also growing up with backs a little straighter, hearts a little wider, and an awareness of how lucky we are to be free in our homeland, and what pride there is in being a Jew. They’re learning what it means to belong to a people who choose life, generation after generation, in the face of those who seek our complete annihilation.
If there’s one thing I want them to remember from all this, it would be: You are good. You are loved. This isn’t all there is. There’s so much more. And there’s a sweet sweet revenge in holding your Jewish Israeli children close, teaching them to persevere and internalize difficult truths. We are raising another generation of resilient, happy, peace-seeking Jewish children. We’re giving the finger to all those who want us dead, just like our grandparents’ generation gave the finger to Hitler, as they started new lives made families, prospered and LIVED.
One day, my at-the-time 6-year-old comes home from kindergarten and asks me mom what’s hamas? Oh great, his friends’ parents have been letting their 6-year-olds watch the news again and now I have to deal with the consequence. I followed the guidelines we were given on ‘how to walk your kid through an existential war while causing the least amount of emotional damage possible,’ explained it to him gently, framing it in simple terms—good guys versus bad guys. We reassured him the bad guys wouldn’t get anywhere near us, because our soldiers were strong, brave, and protecting us. He seemed to accept it. Fine by him. And then at some point, my tiny five-year-old started using "Hamas" as his new favorite insult—his own private synonym for "stupid," "bad," or just plain annoying.
He’d yell at his sister: "I hate you, you Hamas!"
Or complain dramatically: "This is so dumb, it’s Hamas!"
My husband and I just looked at each other, shaking our heads like wtf but laughing cause it’s funny. How darkly absurd had our lives become, that we found humor in our son using the name of terrorists as a childish insult? Yet somehow, in this strange new reality, it made sense and felt oddly appropriate— irreverent, and completely Israeli.
[expand on why Jews are funny and why they have to be in order to live with trauma]
The Jews are funny. Of course they are, they have to be, or we’d all drop dead from despair; humor is the only reasonable response to the unrelenting trauma. It's a survival mechanism as ancient as the Jewish people themselves. What else could have carried us through thousands of years of attempted annihilation and exile. Maybe it’s that unquenchable appetite for life, manifesting as laughter in the face of the very worst.

7. Judaism – what it means to be the “chosen ones”
-Our rituals and tradition are the age-old survival mechanism of the Jewish people. 
How I finally understood the deeper meaning of the song from Fiddler on the Roof song “Tradition”.
Write about:
How it feels to not have this when you’re not in Israel, and how it feels to meet Israelis or hear Hebrew when you’re abroad.
-[date] 
One day you're toasting to peace and life at a work party, the next you're spending the night in the safe room in case the rockets and missiles from 3 different terrorist organizations in 3 different neighboring countries hit your house 🙆🏻‍♀️
A few months ago Iran fired 300 ballistic missiles and no one died.
Yesterday Iran fired 180 and one Palestinian person died.
Today, with love and unity in our hearts, we rose up and celebrated Rosh Hashanah in white clothing and smiling faces.
So maybe that’s what Menachem Begin meant when he said that to be a realist in Israel, you must believe in miracles.
Happy Rosh Hashana, Jewish Family!! 🍯🍏 

8. IDF (+ first responders?) Deep Reverence 
Heroes wear צה"ל uniforms, not capes.
A Bible teacher serves in Givati
The language teacher in intelligence.
The neighbor upstairs works in construction but he’s been in the reserves for a month now
The lawyer is a “Kambatzit” (operations manager)
Working shifts in the military division.
Her brother, a senior hi-tech guy,
Now he’s a sniper on rooftops in the Strip.
The tough branch manager at the bank
Is a sergeant in Judea and Samaria.
Doron is the owner of a toy store,
Now he’s a company commander in the armored corps.
And our beloved Amedi, who usually sings in Caesarea,
Is a combat engineering soldier
Bravely recovering after being wounded in the center of Gaza.
Chorus: Hey, it’s true everyone looks pretty ordinary—but,
We’re a nation of superheroes.
In each of us there is always a soldier hidden within,
Ready to save the world.
Verse 2: The bus driver from “Dan,”
The one who is always on time,
He is now the commander of an artillery battery
In the south near Nir Am.
There is a student at the Technion,
In the middle of his bachelor's degree,
He is a captain in the 91st division in the Galil,
Stationed for a month already at the northern border.
There is a model here who is a paramedic.
There is an electrician here who is a MAG shooter.
There is Yoni, a gifted saxophone player,
Who is first and foremost a warrior in Sayeret Matkal (Elite unit).
Everyone has a hidden closet or a large, equipped box.
He has a set of uniforms or a reserves outfit,
Always ready for action.
Chorus: Hey, it's true that everyone here looks normal—but,
We are a nation of superheroes.
In each of us there is always a soldier hidden,
Ready to save the world.
Bridge: And it doesn't matter if we are in the middle of living life
Or in the middle of a soccer game,
Everyone will drop everything in a second
If the flag calls out to them.
This is not a parallel universe,
Not a “Marvel” reality.
This is our story—the nation of Israel.
Soldiers in Israel aren’t always soldiers— most of the time, they’re Clark Kent.
A journalist in glasses is also a warrior who has saved countless lives. A math teacher, an accountant, a high-tech engineer, an architect, a scientist—instantly shed their everyday identities. They keep their uniform tucked away, until the call comes, and suddenly they're soldiers again. They come running, dressed in superhero green, ready to save the day. Save us.

When you're a tiny nation,
It’s all for one and one for all.
Did they really think they could steal our people
and we wouldn't come for them?
There isn’t an army in the world as heroic and good-hearted as our IDF.
The day they saved Noa, and three more hostages, was just 1 of the miracles they accomplished: an ill mother’s dying wish to see her daughter again.
They rescued them, but they also filled us all to the brim with pride and hope and joy 🥲
Incredible footage, like something straight out of Fauda.
POV- You’re staring death in the face but you tell it to F off cause you’ve got a mission to accomplish. Literal Superheroes, thank you for bringing them home.]
In Jewish teachings, we have a proverb: “Whoever saves one life, it is as if he saved the world entire.” We are raised with this, taught from childhood to value life above all else. That each life is precious. And that’s also what makes their deaths so impossible to bear. That much more devastating. Each death is like an entire world lost. Every single soldier's face on TV brings me to my knees with heartache. Most of the time they're young, barely out of high school, yet they willingly step into the shadow of the valley of death, knowing what’s waiting for them there is the evil of evils of this world. And still, they go. To protect their homeland. To protect us.
[8 IDF SOLDIERS WERE KILLED TODAY IN GAZA
THE FIRST SOLDIER NAMED IS CAPT. WASSEM MAHMOUD, 23, AN ISRAELI-DRUZE SOLDIER
23 😭😭😭 I can’t anymore with the sucker punches to the stomach each time.
What people don’t understand is, when you’re such a tiny country, every single soul they steal from us feels like losing a piece of our family. Not just faces. Not just names. Family.
Rest in peace brothers 😢]
Recently, a documentary aired showing compiled footage from every security camera in Kibbutz Be'eri. It was pieced together into one continuous, horrific narrative. After watching scenes of brutal murders which was not new to me by this point, I sat stunned, watching as the first elite army unit arrived and marched into a swarm of merciless, heavily armed terrorists. They fought alongside the civilians who had already been in battle for hours, armed only with handguns and far too few bullets.
Then I watched and sobbed as they were heavily outnumbered—some wounded, others killed. They fought, and died protecting their people. I watched in real time as a sister learned her brother was murdered on the street of the very town where they grew up. I watched as a commander in his 20s carried his wounded soldier on his back, and as he had to make the tough call if to pull his troops out or keep fighting.
To fight any war is terrifying.
But to fight this evil — death glowing in their eyes, intoxicated by the rush of murder, driven by their righteous mission to end as many Jewish lives as possible. Laughing, praising their god with every kill, calling their parents in celebration, jubilant! Look mom, dad, how many Jews I killed! and the parents are so damn proud — that’s something else entirely. That’s more than a killer. That’s a sociopath.
These weren’t just enemies. These were people who had just finished raping young girls they believed they need to defile before they kill so they don't get into heaven, and… [fill in line].
So you see, that day, they weren’t just fighting a war, they were ridding the world of pure unadulterated unapologetic evil that has no right to exist on the same earth as anyone with any shred of decency or humanity in them.
They filmed themselves and shamelessly posted it on the world-wide freaking web. They weren’t worried because they knew their American fan club would do a splendid job of remarketing heinous crimes against humanity as "resistance." They did one better. They came up with “Freedom Fighters.”
They also weren’t worried because they’re not afraid to die. Quite the opposite-they glorify death, they embrace it with open arms. To them, dying was the ultimate act of valor and holiness, a divine transition that they believed would earn them favor with a deity. They think its noble and sacred because they were convinced from a young age that their god harbored a deep-seated grievance against Jews, simplify matters for the sake of those who aren’t familiar with middle eastern death cults:
They kill themselves in the name of a god they think has beef with Jews and their moms gush over it.
I don’t know, I just feel like Allah would come around if he got to know us, we’re not all bad. Or at the very least we might’ve convinced him to let us exist. I really think they just misunderstood his agenda. Maybe he said “kitten juice” and they heard “kill them jews”… and in general I feel like gods are highly misunderstood. I’m really not sure they would agree with many of today’s policies that humans carry out in their name. because for example, what about throwing people off buildings because they’re gay? I’m like almost positive that’s not part of the intended manuscript.
Expand on soldiers.

In Israel the army is mandatory so many people learn how to use a gun in basic training and those who served in combat units know how to take out terrorists in the street. But what's astounding is how many people here have the courage to do it.
In Israel your everyday citizen runs towards danger in order to save others without a second thought. How many more people would have been gunned down if Lev, whose name means heart, didn’t stop this evil killing spree?
And what would have happened to the baby strapped to his dead mom in a carrier, if a good Samaritan hadn't walked straight into a murder scene to unstrap him and carry him away? Every time they try to kill us, we just love each other more. 😭
What a nation. What a special people to be a part of.
Judaism teaches us not to rejoice in death, even of our enemies.
But for the scum of the earth with rivers of Israeli, Syrian, American, Iranian and Gazan blood on his hands, I have to make an exception. The earth is truly a better place without him in it.

Chapter 9 The Trauma Playlist: Songs to Cry-Drive To
I didn't know how to carry this grief without it spilling over sometimes. I mean, by the time it was April 2025, I was medicated, and I was functioning again. The intensity had lessened, the grief dulled around the edges, like a sandstorm settled and then reawakened by some trigger. For me, that trigger usually came in the form of music. Songs I cried to so many drives and night—songs about hostages, songs about fallen soldiers, songs of trauma and resilience, songs from my childhood about peace which I didn’t know if I believed in anymore—became triggers that reopened wounds that dared to start closing. Sometimes I would tell myself, I could listen to this song now without falling into the abyss of sorrow, without all that heartache flooding back with ruthless intensity.
Other times I put them on on purpose. As if I needed back the rawness, the sharpness, to not forget the overwhelming hurt of last year. Because it felt almost wrong—how grief, once so huge and consuming, could shrink to something quieter and easier to manage. Shouldn't the pain stay sharp until every hostage was home, every injustice resolved, every loss honored? Am I forgetting them, leaving them behind, what we swore we wouldn’t do? This war still wasn't over. So grief’s fading felt confusing, even though I knew logically that life, especially in Israel, always demanded we keep going. But still, the guilt lingered around the edges of that relief. And me, again with the tightrope walk, doing this strange balance—the healing and the guilt— it left me wondering endlessly about the nature of grief and resilience, memory and forgetting. How does pain so enormous it feels impossible to carry gradually become something small enough to tuck away, quietly humming beneath the surface of everyday life, peaking its head out occasionally when it needs a drink—it had to sustain itself somehow, and my grief wanted songs. The songs that were his, he demanded them sometimes, and I was powerless to obey. And those songs reminded me that even if I learned to manage it, none of this had truly passed.
One evening I walked through the door at 8:30 p.m., tired after shopping for presents for lel haseder afikoman, and a bit weary from the office Passover toast before that. The first thing I laid eyes on as I opened the door was my kids glued to the TV, nowhere near pajamas, nowhere near upstairs. And—ready for it? My husband sleeping on the couch. Before I could even pause, frustration poured out of me. To him, "Why are they watching TV?? To them, “Why aren't you in pajamas? To both, “Why are you all still downstairs at this hour on a school night?" (Mind you, it was camp night, but the point is they were waking up early the next day.) My voice was mean, louder than I intended, amplified by exhaustion and frustration that nothing moved at home if I wasn’t there. 
You just got home, why are you screaming.
As a response, I stomped around picking up plates and garbage from their dinner and shouting at them to get over there and do it themselves while I was already doing it. 
I hated myself as the words flew out of my mouth. I hated myself after the words left my mouth. I hated myself for greeting them that way. And I knew that hate would fester, turning me into an even meaner version of myself that I didn’t want to be.
The office gathering lingered in my thoughts, there was this Pesach toast speech our CEO had given earlier. Something in particular that he said kind of caught me off guard because I was surprised to realize that it wasn’t on the forefront of my mind, and it was shocking to realize. What he said was very simply: “I can’t believe this is the second Passover we’re standing here mentioning the hostages, still waiting and hoping for their safe return.” Second Passover. Second year. Another Passover Seder with empty chairs. His words and my reaction to them suddenly felt to me like a resignation, like grief settling into permanence, with an echo from last year when he said something about the four sons of the Haggadah. Did this shit really just translate itself into a contemporary, freaky-ass reality?
“We read in the Haggadah about the four boys (ארבעת הבנים) and think of the girls and boys in the front, the ones that returned injured, and the ones that will not return.”
The ones that will not return.
The ones that will not return.
The ones that will not return.
“The ones that will not return!!” The words were pounding in my head and my mind went straight to this old song "Etzlenu BaGan". A song whose lyrics, on the surface, speak innocently of children playing, yet carry the weight of a much deeper connotation that makes my throat tighten each time I hear them. It’s a song about children playing innocent games, doing regular kid things, having regular kid thoughts, and those same kids whose childhood joys become metaphors for the soldiers they grow up to be. Such young soldiers, some who stay forever children, who go off to war and never return.
I ache for all of them, but it's the children that I think about the most, and as another face of a fallen soldier who is now famous for being dead flashes across my screen, it hits me like a ton of bricks that those soldiers-just like in the song-are actually just children themselves.
As the years go by, somehow they seem younger to me—as I get older they look to me more and more like children. Eighteen, nineteen, twenty years old. just children who didn't get a chance to grow up and will now stay children forever. The children we’re supposed to protect, now protect us instead. Isn’t that the messed up way of the world.
On memorial days, Israeli radios play songs of mourning and memory from morning until night, songs that everybody knows, songs that became symbols of loss. Today I recall a song that pierced my heart from the very first time I heard it, written in 2014 after Operation Tzuk Eitan, when three Israeli teenagers were kidnapped and murdered. Naftali Fraenkel, Gilad Shaer, and Eyal Yifrach- I remember writing their names down on a piece of paper and placing it next to three nerot Neshama that I lit in their memory because I didn’t know what else to do. We do that, us Jews, we light candles a lot- Shabbat candles, Channukah candles, Havdalah candle, and then of course, someone-is-dead candles. It’s called a ner neshamah, soul candle or candle of the soul because when we light it in someone’s memory, it’s supposed to raise their soul up higher.. to the place where souls.. like to be. IDF tried to find them, there was an operation called Shuvu Achim (return of my brothers). Eventually they were found in a field, executed in cold blood. So anyway, there was nothing to do except light the candles and cry over those three precious boys. And so this year the song-like everything else-feels even more devastating, almost a decade later, still heartbreakingly relevant.
The song is about children doing simple childhood things: playground crushes, whispers under blanket forts, pride in being the fastest runner. But beneath this innocence is a powerful metaphor for Israeli soldiers, still half-children themselves, transitioning abruptly from playgrounds to battlegrounds. It’s a song of innocence shattered, about childhood interrupted by war.
To the heroes we’ll never forget—another generation forced into heroism just for our country’s right to exist. I pray your mothers find some small comfort knowing their children, in their deaths, saved the lives of an entire nation, and that’s not an overstatement. No literally, without them, we’d all be dead. 
But who am I kidding, mothers don’t take comfort in anything when their children are dead.
Later, in my car, heading home from the office, my playlist looped into another war song, the algorithm having understood that I was in self-torture mode. This song tore me for months and months, and as it started plating, hot tears came again—and there it was, the hurt, just as intense, just as raw.
There I was down deep into a rabbit hole of songs written during the war.
One that’s supposed to be about hope, Benaya Barabi’s "Me HaNahar LaYam." Guess what it means? Ill tell you! It means from the river to the sea! Ha! He took their anti-Semitic death chant/battle cry against us, reclaimed it somehow, reshaped it into a profound testament of Israeli resilience, love, and unity—transforming hatred into strength, sadness into solidarity. 
I ask you, how do you translate such deep cultural meaning? 
How do you explain that heartache, hope and defiance tangled up together, are as inseparable as pain and healing?
A partial explanation came in the form of a HaTikvah 6 song, "Am Shel Giborei Al"—
"A Nation of Superheroes."
And I struggle to put into words how deeply this song resonated with us Israelis. It wasn't only pride; it was collective mourning. It wasn't just sorrow; it was gratitude, admiration, respect for those whose courage and sacrifice gave us our very lives.
To me, these songs were not just songs. They were emotional threads that not only tied me to my people, not only comforted me and made me cry, but also reminded me of who we are, time and time again when I’d forget because of what they all were saying on the dumb ridiculous internet.
But probably my favorite line, for the classic Israeliness of it, went like this:
“They keep shouting at me “falestin be chinam,” but it just sounds to me like a holiday season sale (dying laughing emoji, dying laughing emoji, dying laughing emoji)
It won’t do it justice if I try to explain the Israeliness in the song. It’s a you-just-had-to-be-there (be Israeli) type thing. So thank you Nes and Stilla, because your battle cry of a song made me laugh for the first time in months when I heard it. It also reminded me that there is no such army like the IDF in all the world, and it filled me up with defiance against those who beat my spirits to a pulp with their psychotic cacophony of a raging false narrative. 
And also, I was just really really happy they were going to wipe terrorists off the face of the earth. I was really happy about that I ain’t gonna lie.
Back to my thing- so I pulled into our garage, exhausted by feeling stuff, by the weight of responsibility and sadness, and just sat there with it. The surrealness of it. Sat there trapped in a kind of baffled, strange moment of surrealism.
Two Pesachs now. Two Passovers.
It’s our second Pesach and the hostages still aren’t all home. 
Its Pesach again. And they’re not all home yet.
The hostages will have spent two Pesachs in Bumblefuck Terroristland.
Huh.
It suddenly seemed perplexing to me, and any other way I rephrased it in my head, it just got more and more absurd. In fact, I was so perturbed by _______, that I... 
I spent so much time spent mulling over this and praying about their safe return—in heartache, in anger, in hope—but all of a sudden all I could think about it was its ludicrous bizarrerie. Thank you cruel cosmic joke—next.
If I had to write a corny, overly philosophical, pretentious intro to this book, at this point in time it would probably be like “Our minds, constantly bombarded by the noise of the external and the internal, grapple with the intricate dance between reality and perception.” or something equally or similarly stupid. 

Cause there he was again, my old friend knocking: “Open up, its Weltschmerz at the door, and this time I brought friends: Sheer and Utter Confusion About Life, as well as Ludicrous Surrealism That Makes No Sense.” I didn’t have the energy to turn them away, I don’t think I even tried. All right all right come in but just a quick coffee/mindfuck and then it’s back to reality for me and off you go. Okay?
As if on cue, my eyes flashed to the strange human construct we call time and it was late in the widely-agreed-upon constructed hours, so I turned off the music abruptly which snapped me harshly back to reality, and went inside.
Then, “Why aren’t they in bed.” “Why are you not in pajamas...” and so on. The familiar, repetitive rhythm of motherhood frustrations pouring out before I even had a chance to stop them.
Eventually, after they were asleep—when the house was quiet and guilt ran rampant, I proceeded to engage in my evening activities of self-loathing and torture. I went in super-quietly to turn off their cloud light and said, "I'm sorry," into the dark, for whatever it was worth—for losing my temper so easily. For the yelling, the impatient tone, the mean face. For the overwhelmed and anxious mom I’ve become that they didn’t deserve. 

And for the world outside their safe, quiet room—a place I brought them into, but couldn't protect them from.
10. Chapter on Hostages: Does this evil have a name?
· Expand with emotional reactions, insights from parenting guides, and the specific stories of hostages (Avigail, Shiri). should explicitly reflect the depth of horror felt, balanced by empathetic connection to mothers and families affected.
What it means to be stolen — and what it means to still be waiting.
את אחיותיי אנכי מבקשת
Grief begins with tiny pieces of yourself shattered, then if you’re lucky, time does its thing and you become just cracked. I don't think you ever become whole again, but supposedly, eventually you end up just chipped. I don’t think the wound on my heart and soul will ever fade after what I saw in the aftermath of October 7th, but probably eventually it will become a scar to wear till always.
It's October 7th, 2024 but it's actually October 7th, 2023. Because in Israel, time stood still that day and stands still today. We move through life like we’re okay, but we’re not. Some days in the back of our minds and some days in the front, but always there.
But we're Jews! So we don't abandon hope even in the face of evil and even in the most improbable of circumstances, right? Isn't that how we've survived for 4,000 years? They say Israelis are so resilient. Israelis keep living. What then, sort of Israeli am I? Because some days it just becomes so heavy to be resilient, and sometimes it's so heavy that it feels like I might drop it.
I want to drop it when it’s as heavy as seeing a dead woman lying on the ground with her skirt pulled up to her waist, underwear gone, soaked in blood.
I want to to drop it when I see 20-something-year olds hiding under their friends’ corpses so they don’t get machine-gunned down too, and it falls heavily to the floor when I hear them hyperventilate ‘Shma Israel’ into darkness. When they’re running through a field and suddenly drop to the ground, caught in motion, shot down like nothing. Like a thing.
How am I supposed to carry it, this weight of resilience? When I know what happened to my brothers and sisters on that day. When ive seen their lifeless faces, their bullet-ridden bodies, their corpses burnt to a crisp.
No, I think it’s not for me. Maybe I’m not cut out for this Israeli resilience thing. Because I feel like falling on the floor with anguish every time that I think about the girl that they gangraped, then put a bullet through her head, before they cut off her breast and tossed it to one another.
How are we on our feet even, with the knowledge that it wasn’t enough for them to rape young girls, they needed to mutilate them too, to insert nails into their genitals.
They raped them so viciously that some of the girls had broken pelvises.
There it is-are you looking away yet? Are you about to shut your eyes and push this last paragraph out of your mind? That’s where I’m going with this. We must. Bear. Witness. They did. They had no choice. These things happened in real life.
This happened in our country, to our people.
On October 7th, in the early morning hours of Simchat Torah, terrorists poured across the Gaza border—by land, by air, by sea. They didn’t come to fight soldiers. They came to massacre young people at a peace festival, to butcher families in their beds, to rape, humiliate and mutilate, to set homes and people on fire, to kidnap children and elderly grandmothers, and to broadcast it all to the world like it was entertainment.
What followed wasn't just war. It was something ancient clawing its way into the present. Like a time machine back into a time when beheading was common practice in first world countries.
We first learned bit by bit the atrocities that were committed that day. As I try to write them down, I feel short of breath and I stop because I can't handle all of it in mind at the same time.
Things that happened there that, in the words of a holocaust survivor who saw it all, were ‘worse than anything she witnessed in the holocaust.’ Later, she gave an interview where she said she's grateful that she's at an age where she won't have to live much longer with the memory of the unimaginable things she saw. She said that, after the holocaust, she somehow managed to process and internalize the pain and trauma, but this she never will.
It took my mind and soul many months to even process the things they did that day. So many nights of crying, watching some of the hostages released, drugged up and malnourished, while thinking of the many many who are still there.
So many nights of nightmares, seeing their faces. The children. The elderly.
There was Avigail, just 3 years old, who watched as her parents were murdered right before being abducted by the men who killed them. I couldn't get her out of my mind for weeks. I kept dreaming I was in Gaza, so close to where she is but can't find her, can't get to her.
Shiri and her beautiful redheaded boys, one of them being the youngest hostage in history, was just 9 months when he was taken. The gut punch every time I saw that picture of Shiri holding her two babies up with a blanket, petrified, with sheer and utter terror in her eyes.
No, I decided. This evil does not have a name.
On [date] I wrote:
“The moment I saw her petrified face for the first time,
clutching her two babies with sheer terror in her eyes,
will haunt me for all of time.
And that blanket still kills me every time I see this picture.
How she had the presence of mind to take it with her.
Shiri is a warrior.
Shiri, where are you.
Shiri, I'm sorry.”
June 28, 2024
This is a chair. It sits empty in a preschool classroom, waiting for a little boy named Ariel who missed his end-of-year party at preschool today because unimaginable evil stole him and his family from their home.
The writing on the chair says “We are waiting for you” because Ariel and his one-year-old baby brother are the world’s youngest hostages, held by the same demons who took babies and burned them in ovens while raping their moms. There is no metaphor that does this justice. This is not ancient history or folklore passed down by haunted grandmothers. This is our now. 
These are objective facts, whether holocaust-deniers choose to deny it or not.
We didn’t ask for this war. We didn’t start it. But we’ll end it. And it’ll be after our babies are home. After our all our people are home. All of them.
No one knows where they are or if they’re still alive.
I don’t hear anyone screaming for their safe return, which would effectively end the war. 
All I hear are screams of ceasefire and death to Israel.
People call for peace, but how easily they forget the babies. How easily they forget the Jews. A ceasefire sounds righteous until it is your family that is gone. Until your people are dragged through tunnels for over a year, paraded, tortured, used as bargaining chips while the world cheers for your killers. Until it’s your children whose names and faces don’t matter.
So a ceasefire seems legitimate enough, until you ask yourself, what if it were your family over there in the dark tunnels? The clear answer would be that you would not cease any fire until they were home.
and yet the world asks us to stop fighting, but they never ask the terrorists to let our children go.
And how many ceasefires did we offer? How many hostage deals did we plead for? They rejected them all. We were given no choice but to fight. We are 0.2% of the world’s population. And yet we are asked to accept our own extinction, quietly.
In Judaism, which is not a religion, but a peoplehood, we are ALL each other’s family. Every last soul. So when there are less Jews in the world today than there were 80 years ago, we will protect what’s left of our family. 
If the world didn’t fight the Nazis in WWII to avoid casualties of war, there would be even less Jews than the current 0.2% of the world’s population.
So if we still want peace after atrocities are done to our family, and after we offer numerous deals to free them – that compromise our safety – and they are all rejected by the terrorists, we’re given no choice but to fight back.
Presented with a real-life trolley problem, which philosophy hasn’t found an answer to yet, we choose to pull the lever. Just like any other people. It’s not fun. It’s not easy. War is atrocious and devastating and we’re doing everything to avoid it costing innocents their lives. 
And if any war strategist has a miraculous military plan to fight a war without any casualties, we would really appreciate your expertise.
But until then, we have no other way but to do our best to minimize them, despite what antisemitic media wants you to believe.
Ariel is Hebrew for "Lion of God"
and his baby brother Kfir means "Lion Cub.”
Somewhere, in darkness, two lion-hearted babies wait to be brought home.
Please God, make them strong as lions. Let them survive and come home. 
An entire nation is waiting for them, crestfallen and empty.
I wrote this on [date]:
We still don't know where they are. How long can a baby survive underground in a tunnel with barely any air? At first I took solace thinking at least Shiri could breastfeed them so they won’t be malnourished. But that bubble burst when I realized malnourished women with zero vitamin D don’t produce breast milk.
[2025]
Did their souls know, when they were on the way down, that they would be on this earth only a short time, to be the world's youngest hostages, to become a poignant symbol of the nation's anguish, and then go home?
If souls come to earth to do a “tikkun” then theirs must have been the purest of all, because they accomplished it in around the time that it takes to become 4 and 1 years old, what others don’t in multiple lifetimes. What pure angelic souls. How close to God they must be now.
At least now we know where they are. [expand on them being at peace and the unfathomable courage of yarden]
At last, we can take small comfort in knowing where they are. We picture them at peace, in a place where no evil can reach them. Where the world is still and without malice, holding them with divine tenderness that is beyond this earth. We imagine them playing calmly with other little angels like themselves, with the same carefree joy they had here, safe and unharmed. They are free there, without fear or brutality, without being hunted or held as pawns. Where God is tucking them in at night, and they have all the air and light they ever want, and don’t need a blanket to keep warm. They are home and whole, and we must believe it. It’s the only way to stay sane, to not lose it, to keep on going. These helpless souls escaped the darkness of the tunnels and of this world, and their departure shocked our nation into greater life. They left us their legacy of resilience, giving us the strength to keep holding on. Like Yarden did. We remember the unfathomable courage of Yarden.

Tazpitanyot
[Describe the video-and having watched it]
How do you pray with bloodied, stolen teenage girls behind you, and then talk about which ones you can impregnate against her will. And who is this God you pray to? Is it the God of Cruelty and Madness? Is it Hades himself?
Is there a hell, and did a portal open up there?
Please, someone make sense of this for me. Because surely, this can’t be human behavior.
How.. how. How. How 😭😭
How, this indescribable devastation.
And how much more can we bear.
And how much more can they 😔😔

What does it really mean, to witness suffering so profound that it defies comprehension—and yet continue living? How do you hold on to sanity when the unbearable becomes routine?
Like Liri’s mother, seeing her in the video after 459 days. I said to myself that night as I watched it, God almighty, how does a mother hold this much pain in her body and not drop dead with the weight of it.
They carry forward the legacy they didn’t ask for, of all those who came before us, who suffered, who persevered, who somehow found ways to live beyond unimaginable pain.

11. The Human World is a Mess and Everyone is Confused 
Online Hate, Antisemitism in the diaspora, performative activism
· important aspect of personal experience. Incorporate as examples to support a broader exploration of online antisemitism and the psychological toll it takes on us
· Addressing allies, enemies, and the confused middle.
“So All Y’all Jew-Haters…”
The strange rage the world seems to reserve just for Jews
Don't believe everything you read. Seek out the truth. Be a thinking human.
My reactions swing wildly, from heartfelt lamentation to biting sarcasm, as I confront the hypocrisy and/or indifference of a world seemingly indifferent to our suffering. 
"It's very inconvenient, but sometimes you just gotta do research like a millennial somewhere other than social media.."
A message I wrote to my brother about why he still lives in LA instead of moving back to Israel with his family:
I guess i dont blame you. we are experiencing in real time the answer to the question our generation couldn't understand: why didn't the jews get out in time? why did they stay when they saw how they were treating jews? didn't it occur to them that they need to leave? bc.. he was a professor at the uni.. he was a successful doctor.. he was a respected musician.. etc etc. Westerners are shocked when they find this stuff out bc they dont understand the middle east. we know bc we live this shit. but they just think muslims in the middle east are all just like the muslims they meet in their countries. and they have no clue what a…
[continue writing]
In response to eric clapton’s one-sided empathy:
Where are the voices of the children screaming in agony in their last moments of life having their limbs chopped off, being burned alive and beheaded?
Where is the voice of the baby whose mother was snatched from her home at 9 months pregnant, who was born in captivity and whose first breath was taken in a tunnel underground? 
Where is the voice of the fetus that never got to have a voice because it was ripped out of its mother's womb and slaughtered? 
Where are the voices of the little girls who were mass raped so viciously their pelvises broke? 
Where are the voices of the children that smelled their parents' flesh burning as they watched them being set on fire in front of their very eyes? 
Where is the voice of the boy who came home from a jog just to find his entire family slaughtered in the most barbaric of ways, and is now drowning in grief instead of celebrating his Bar Mitzvah?
What about the voices of the tiny children lying helplessly in a dark tunnel screaming out for their mamas?
Does the voice of 3-year-old Avigayil who was stolen from us after having watched her parents murdered, not matter to you, Mr. Clapton?
I would go on, but it seems to me that it won't make one bit of difference to you, because in your eyes, the voices of Jewish children matter less.
I should be deeply ashamed that for 2 decades I have been the fan of an antisemite, but really, the shame is on you.

A response I wrote to a raging antisemite’s comment online:
And where did you go to school, the academy of warcraft and weaponry? I dont think their history lessons are that accurate there. Your gig is up, now that the entire world has seen hamas' true face all over every media outlet in every country. And if you ever had a chance at deceiving people into believing you, you blew it when you filmed the murder at point blank of children in front of their parents, burning of babies alive, raping women and parading their maimed bodies in celebration, and massacring a peace festival. The whole world has seen your true faces, so you can't hide behind sick people in hospitals and children in schools as human shields anymore! Thank you for filming for us, so that hamas is now exposed as the vicious savages they are! 
Shame on you as a woman, for seeing such images and videos and not crying out in horror for the terrified children taken hostage who as we speak lay terrified and crying somewhere underground in gaza! Shame on you for seeing the rape of women in the streets and not blinking an eye! Or did you not even bother to see that footage? Likely, because you hamas lovers only care about 2 things: land and death. Shame on you! And as for leaving my land, i will never leave my people's ancient land, we will grow and prosper here as is rightfully ours, we will overcome the horrors hamas has inflicted on us, and our spirits will never be broken by the likes of you. Am Israel Chai!

Response to 7/10 deniers online
Would you like to see a picture of babies that hamas burned alive? Or maybe a video of hamas beheading a person with a shovel? Or maybe them parading around a german citizen's body after having raped her and desecrating her body? How about children being shot at point blank in front of their parents? Or a mother being kidnapped into gaza with her two babies? Elderly holocaust survivor they kidnapped? A montage of toddler faces that are being held captive as we speak? Biopsy reports that 98% of corpses were tortured or maimed before they died? Or maybe hundreds of videos of young people dancing at a peace festival, and then running for their lives while hamas hunts and guns them down one by one in an open field where they had nowhere to hide. You know what's even more obscene though? Is that hamas is so proud of what they did, that they filmed it themselves and put it out there for the world to see. How a human being sees that with their eyes and still supports hamas is beyond me, and makes me fear for the state of the world. Where is humanity? Where is decency? You will never, in a million years, find an Israeli who has committed even one of the atrocious crimes against humanity that hamas did, on October 7th. Not one. Yes, palestinians have died at the hands of Israel, yes its horrible and tragic that theyre suffering and dying too, but you must understand that Israel has to defend itself. The stark difference between hamas and the IDF, is that Israel does everything it can to try and evacuate civilians before retaliating. Hamas blows up the roads on the way out so the innocent people can't evacuate, because then they lose their human shields. Hamas hides weaponry and bombs under schools and hospitals. This is why they blew up their own hospital last week, trying to fire at Israel from a cemetery behind the hospital, and there is indisputable proof of this. Israel only fights back when hamas initiate a war, and this even after YEARS of intifadas, thousands of rockets fired all over the country, suicide bombings, stabbings in the streets, and so much more. Hamas doesn't want peace, they don't even want land, they just want dead Jews. This is written in their charter, and they have the gall to do it in the name of Allah, when Islam has 0 things to do with murder and hate. Zero. No God wants this evil in his name. They claim they are "freedom fighters", but all they want is to rid the world of Jews. This is also why there hasn't been peace even after Israel withdrew completely from Gaza. As a peace offering, Israel has agreed to a 2-state solution. Why was it rejected? Statistics say, the majority of civilians in palestine would have loved the chance to live peacefully as their own state, alongside Israel, and start to build better lives for their children with the hundreds of millions in aid that theyve received over the years. But guess what their government does with those funds? Buy weapons. Fire rockets. Build fancy villas for their leaders while their people live in poverty with no hope for proper education and a decent life. Why do palastinians rely on Israel to supply them with water? Because hamas digs up their water pipes to make rockets. Why don't they build more houses, schools, universities, hospitals etc? Because hamas uses all their cement to dig tunnels so they can murder Jews and then hide under civilians. But you know what, the world doesn't want to hear any of that, because it's a tough pill to swallow. Its brutal to comprehend that there is such unadulterated evil in the world. So theyde rather distort the truth because it's easier to target Jews and say "ohh Israel is oppressing gaza" when in reality, its the palestinian savage government that does not care about the people theyre supposed to protect. And you know what else? If the palastinians try to overthrow their government or even speak out against them, or god forbid have empathy for a Jew, theyd be shot dead on the spot, and not just them but their entire families. In contrast, do you know what happens in Israel? There are rallies calling for palastinians to be freed from hamas. We care about humanity and peace. But they really do care more about killing Jews than they do about their own peoples lives. They don't even care if palastinian-Israelis get hit by their rockets, it's collateral damage to them, theyre willing to risk killing palastinians for the chance they might kill Jews. And I say Jews, not just Israeli Jews, because non-Israeli Jews around the world are being targeted right now. Care to explain what those people have to do with "fighting for freedom"? Their whole agenda is based on wiping Jews off the face of the earth, and they openly admit it. How is that better than Hitler? Hitler's power was in the silence of the people. They were silent because they were afraid for their families' lives. I guarantee you, the large majority of palastinians would choose life and a non-violent future for their children, over any amount of land. That majority has been silenced by hamas. Even if they were brave enough to risk it all, those people arent even given access to the means of communication through which they could make their voices heard. So many of the pictures hamas posts are manipulated to convey false messages, photoshopped or orchestrated. They want the world to think that Israel does the things they do. The simple truth is, we don't. And it's a damn crying shame that all those so-called "activists" buy into their conniving trickery and propaganda, pick up on a meaningless phrase and chant it in the name of "human rights" when they have no idea what it means, before checking facts, before even bothering to look into the truth. Social media has destroyed society's thinking skills. Nowadays, instead of education, people's opinions are formed by what video they see first online. Half of the pro-hamas comments on social media are trolls that open many accounts just to incite hate and convince people online that Israelis are to blame and that Israel lies. People who know nothing about Israel buy into it. And the irony is that hamas hates these people. They hate people who aren't Muslim, they hate homosexuals, oppress women's rights, believe that the world should be dominated by "religious" Muslims, in a dictatorship.. soo where are the human rights they rally and scream out for? If any of those people came to gaza, do they think hamas, the same monsters that burn babies alive, would welcome them and say "thank you activists, we love you". It's literally like chicken chanting "KFC! KFC!" Do these people even understand that if they were at that music festival on Oct. 7th, (as many non-Israeli, non-Jews were) theyde be as dead as those Jewish kids right now? Do they think hamas was checking passports before gunning them down? Again, they were nothing but collateral damage, in the way of their vicious, Jew-murdering vendetta. Ignorance isn't always bliss. Sometimes it comes with a heavy price that others have to pay..


Maybe 2025 will make fact-checking cool again.

12. Holidays
Yom Hazikaron/Haatzmaut 2025
Fire
I imagine in however long from now, I’ll think of this as: Remember when they tried to burn Jerusalem to the ground and chose to do it on the day we mourn our dead — on Yom Hazikaron (Memorial Day) — and about to celebrate what it is that those people died to protect?
Remember how they literally set the hills on fire— those same hills they claimed to love, land they claim is theirs, land they professed to cherish as their “indigenous home” and holy ground.
As I watched the fire rage on TV, these words kept playing in my head in a loop, words stringing themselves into the middle of my every thought.
אין לי ארץ אחרת
גם אם אדמתי בוערת
and the song hurt my heart like it itself was going up in flames.
Because I love her so much, Israel. Israel, I’ve loved her all my life. I loved her while I lived here, and I loved her even more from Atlanta, just waiting for the day I’d get back home to her.
רק מילה בעברית 
חודרת אל עורקיי
אל נשמתי
The irony in their attempt to burn Jerusalem and (they were hoping) Jews, is that my—and I’m sure many others’—conviction became tenfold stronger, my resolve to protect her at all costs felt now fiercer than ever, and I knew without a shadow of a doubt that if it came down to it, I would fight for her with everything in me, and if I couldn’t save her, I would spend my dying breath trying.
בגוף כואב בלב רעב
כאן הוא בייתי
Because the survival of our modern state in this land that is our ancient home means the survival of this most precious and special nation. We are inexplicably intertwined like an endless vine, Israel and us Jews. And that, is the one thing in the world that I’m sure of.
So there was this story about King Solomon — supposedly he was very wise and people would come to ask him stuff — and two women both claiming to be the mother of the same baby. *Clearly one of them was deranged— or maybe sick with grief over losing a child or not being able to have one. Who knows, but either way it’s not cool to pretend someone else’s baby is yours. 
Since they didn’t have DNA testing or birth certificates back then, it was pretty much the mom’s word against Deranged Lady’s.
So King Solomon scratches his beard (I bet he did) and says in a totally serious voice that since they had no way of knowing who was lying, there was no choice but for the two women to share the baby, and so the baby would be split in two, it’s only fair. 
Deranged Lady said fine. Real Mom got down on her knees begging the King no, not to, saying give him to Deranged Lady, just don’t hurt my baby. Just don’t hurt him – anything but that. Is there anything more motherly than doing whatever it is that it takes to keep her baby alive, even if it means not being with him?
So King Solomon being the wise dude that he was knew this, and of course he wasn’t actually going to cut the baby in half, but the two women’s reactions told him all he needed to know. True love is never selfish, never destructive.
So is the truer love the one that says “if I can’t have it, no one can,” and burns it the fuck to the ground, or the one who’d rather die than see it hurt.
Well I’ll just tell you in case it’s not super-duper obvious, a person who loves a land doesn’t burn it to the ground. Unless he’s a deranged psychopath who knows love as destruction. In which case, this is not the truer love.

Rain
When the rain started, I was stunned. I don’t remember ever in my life that it rained on Yom Haatzmaut. It just doesn’t. And there it was – rain. It was like a sign that I needed so badly –because I was so exhausted by it all; by the war, by the hate.. by the Weltschmerz – that I really really needed a sign. A reminder. Reassurance. That we’re not alone, that He sees us, and that the light wins.
So it rained. And I covered my mouth with my hand and cried tears of disbelief. And relief.
As countries we once aided rejected our pleas for help, as people were being evacuated to safety yet again, as the holiday felt like another heavy thing I had to carry on my shoulders – there was this rain! Glorious rain putting out their flames of destruction. Yes, they caused damage. But they’ll never get what they want. Cause we are rain, you see. They rage with hateful fire and we put it out with our conviction and our love for this land and each other.
Know what else was going on when all this was going down? Celebrations online! Incitement to set more shit on fire. They revel in violence. Congratulations, and encouragement to “burn the Jews to the ground.”
Yes, they love burning Jews, isn’t that psychotic? If you don’t think it’s psychotic, you might be an antisemite.

Anyway, isn’t it weird how Jews and Israelis don’t go around desecrating other people’s Memorial Days by burning their land while they mourn, then celebrating it online and calling for more of the same? Say what you will about us, destruction just ain’t our thing. We like to build shit. And if you force us to destruct shit because you stole our babies and burned them and raped them, then we’ll do it, but we will be really fucking annoyed about it.
K, yes, you fucked up our holiday again, good job – your evil-spawn terrorist boss will be proud of what a useful tool you were before you went to prison.
But you know what? Honestly the holiday was already fucked because we’re not truly independent until we all are, so we were already bummed out.
And you know what else? You burned our precious land, that hurt, yes – and you burned homes. But you failed to kill any Jews! Ha!
Was it worth it – the acres of land you destroyed, which you’ll now watch us restore and rehabilitate – was it worth the jail time?
The irony of it–that if their arsonist asses pulled that shit in any other country in The Middle East, they’d be swiftly executed before breakfast–but here they’re alive, breathing, receiving the freedoms and benefits of a democracy they so despise. 
Sometimes democracy means terrorists get to live, earn a free degree on our tax money while being supplied with free food, a bed, medical care, religious freedom, therapy, visitation.. English lessons! Rights. They have rights.
The fuck? Why do they try to kill us–sometimes succeed–and we give them rights? 
Why do we hold onto moral ideals even when they don’t protect us. Even when it costs us.
There are times when I feel proud because this sets us apart from them. We’re not cold-blooded killers. But most of the time I just can’t wrap my head around this self-righteous generosity.
Because even if you believe in second chances, and redemption, and proportional punishment – you know what the really sad part is?
Is that they don’t learn. They never learn. They’re released from jail and get right back to doing their terrorists shenanigans. Zero gratitude, totally undeterred by compassion, unfazed by mercy, their sole focus still being killing us. They don’t care if you let them live. They don’t even care if you went out of your way to save their lives.
Like the Israeli doctor who removed a malignant tumor from Sinwar’s brain while he sat in prison for committing violent crimes — only for that man to go on and mastermind the worst slaughter of Jews and the most atrocious tragedy to befall the Jewish people since the Holocaust.
Doesn’t matter what you do-they’ll hate you all the same, and they’ll still try to kill you when they get out.
I don’t know man, it doesn’t add up. This doctor.. I remove your brain tumor for free, then you orchestrate a holocaust on my people.
Maybe in the next life I’ll have a brain capable of comprehending it.
But anyway, justice always serves, and the rat got what he deserved. He died like the coward that he was, hiding away in a shithole, killed by a Private.
Afterall, don’t they say in Arabic – כל כלב ביג'י יומו
I always hated that dogs have to be involved in such a thing. I mean, the message is clear – every shitbag will one day get what he deserves. What do they have against dogs dammit. The kindest goodest creatures who just want pets.
Know where he was, the scum?
He was in Rafah. The place politicians told the IDF not to go. Don’t go into Rafah they said. All eyes on Rafah *petulant mocking voice*. The biggest criminal of the 21st century was hiding in the place they told us not to go? You know who else was there, that could have been saved if only we didn’t sanctimoniously let the world pressure us into delaying entry?
The hostages: HERSH. CARMEL. ALEX. EDEN. ALMOG. ORI.
And that was another rainy day. It was September 1st, in Israel the first day of school for kids, when we heard the news of how they were executed at point blank, after being kept in tunnels for 11 months, tortured, starved, sick.. when Tzahal were one day away from finding them.. that’s yet another day I’ll never forget to add to the list. Ill remember it for day we witnessed psychological warfare in its cruelest form.
I’m just grateful I didn’t see the news early in the morning, because it was my little one’s first day of school ever and I’m happy I wasn’t distracted yet and could be fully present for his one and only first day of first grade. At least that wasn’t taken from him.
That day, it rained rare September 1st rain, as if even the sky was lamenting over their dead bodies. I’ll never forget it, because it was one of the days that took me back to the beginning, of when there was no air to breathe with the pain of it all. That day threw me far backwards from the baby steps I was beginning to make towards putting my broken pieces back together.
Hersh, whose mom fought tirelessly for his freedom for [look it up and fill this in] days before she received the worst news of her life, once again reminded me of the story with the mom and the deranged lady.
Because Rachel was relieved, at least now she knew Hersh was free. He wasn’t suffering. He wasn’t hurt. He wasn’t hungry. He was free. And if that meant he was free in a place where she couldn’t be with him, that would just have to be better than the alternative. She was relieved because she loves him.
But all I could think about on that day, was the way their bodies were found. Fresh blood. Not dead 24 hours. One day away from hearing those sweetest Hebrew words “Ze Tzahal,” before being rescued from the hell they’d been trapped in for 11 months.
The evil that had to have taken place there and what darkness a person must have inside them to be able to shoot an innocent human being in the head without a blink of an eye, without a second thought, without remorse. Laugh about it after. Rejoice in it.
So I played the “what if” game so I could drive myself crazy some more.
What if the doctor who removed sinwar’s brain tumor didn’t keep the Hippocratic oath he took, refused to operate on a terrorist? Would Hersh be alive today? Drinking beer in the pub in Jerusalem he loved, where Arabs Jews Christians - and aliens for all they cared - got together in the same place for drinks on the weekend? Would he be in his room with the banner that said “Jerusalem is everyone’s”?
Maybe. But that would mean that doctor didn’t do what he swore he would when he became a doctor.
If the politician who made the call to release dangerous criminals with blood on their hands from jail decided against it, would Carmel still be doing yoga right now, teaching people to meditate like she did the other inmates in captivity?
There’s a good chance, but that would mean we lived in a country where hostages are left to rot and if you’re kidnapped you’re doomed cause your country’s not coming for you. It would mean we sacrificed Gilad Shalit.
If our military didn’t give in to the pressure not to go into rafah earlier, would Alex be home right now with his beautiful wife, recovering from the horrors he’d been through? Would his baby grow up with a father then?
Probably, but then the POTUS was threatening to cut off aid to our soldiers, and then how many lives would have been lost in the aftermath of that?
What’s the tradeoff? Where do we make the call, what’s right, what’s wrong, is this the right wrong thing to do or the wrong right thing? And all of this just seems random sometimes.
Like what dictates this seemingly random butterfly effect of people’s choices and the way things play out in the end.
Mystery of the fucking universe.

alt.cont.:
The absurdity of it clawed at me, a cosmic joke so pointless you could only laugh in disbelief or else melt down into a puddle of hot salt tears. All these grand lectures from the wizards of hindsight, as if anyone, anywhere, could have played this shitty hand “better.” I lay awake at night, dissecting all the supposed wisdom that leaves you with nothing but a greater awareness of your own powerlessness.
A philosopher, whose name I can’t recall and won’t look up right now, once said that the universe is indifferent, history is a churn of accidents, and human beings are the only species blessed (or cursed) with the urge to assign meaning to their own suffering. I don’t know if that’s true, but if meaning exists, it’s not obvious.

· 13. “This generation has Am Yisrael Chai etched on our souls.” 
[look up the redhead’s name who said this]
Closing Chapter—Never Again & Historical Reflection:
· themes of historical awareness, resilience, and emotional arguments about staying and fighting for Israel.
· Emphasize the theme: "History forgotten is history repeated."
· The generational trauma, the recycled playbook of hatred, and the stubborn continuation of Jewish presence.
· What it means to be part of a 4,000-year-old family. “Am Yisrael Chai” isn’t just a slogan. It’s a cellular memory.
I thought long and hard about what I would do. Would I risk my life? Would I give it, for my country, for my people? It shocked me that my answer was a resounding yes.
A People Who Don’t Die
· “It really bugs them when we don’t die.” A defiant spirit rooted in survival.
· Fiddler on the Roof metaphor. 
· Iron Dome. 
· Miracles of rescue. 
· Humor as a coping mechanism.

Ours is a grief that transcends individual experiences, binding us together in shared anguish.
There's not a single person in Israel who hasn't been changed by this war. Everything feels different now, and nothing will ever be the same again—for better and for worse. 
You don't really get to know Israel unless you live here. From abroad, it's impossible to truly grasp what's happening here—just like so many Jews overseas mistakenly imagine constant danger, as if bombs were falling everywhere, all the time. That’s not our reality. Don’t underestimate the strength of Israelis. They fight passionately for what they believe in, and they'll continue fighting for the future of their country. Giving up, throwing our hands in the air, and calling Israel a "ticking time bomb" is easy. But it's also wrong. People here love their country, and they're staying. They're fighting, voting, speaking up—everyone doing whatever they can.
You love Israel—but you're leaving instead of fighting for it? If someone you love gets sick, do you leave them to die, or do you stay and care for them, fight for them until they're healed? And if they still pass away, at least you know you did everything you could. But Israel isn't dying. No matter what anyone says, it never will.
We don’t have another homeland—even when it feels like the ground beneath our feet is burning. And yes, the country may feel like it's on fire, but who's going to put out the flames if not us? Running away won’t fix the problem; it can't.
Yes, things have gotten expensive, and yes, life here isn't easy. But here, we have something deeper. Here, we have family. Every friend is a brother or sister. There's real friendship—not the fair-weather kind. There's community. No one here would hesitate to help if you were stranded on the side of the road. If you needed something, anything, you'd only need to ask once and be flooded instantly with offers of help. Here, there's a sense of belonging that you can't find anywhere else—especially not in the diaspora, where Jews are hated, always have been, and always will be.
Humans are doomed to repeat history because we forget it so quickly. Our grandparents prayed, cried, and sacrificed everything they had just to return to Israel, to have a place of their own, an army to protect their children. The pioneers arrived here with nothing and transformed a barren desert into a flourishing country. People gave their lives so we could have a place in this world, just to exist. And look what we've done—we've turned it into a high-tech powerhouse, created groundbreaking inventions, discovered life-changing medical breakthroughs, achieving in 80 years what many countries haven't in centuries.
You think Israel is a ticking time bomb? It's the exact opposite. Israel is growing, advancing, leading the world. It has one of the best armies in the world, protecting us from enemies who surround us, trying every day to destroy us—and failing. Our young people risk everything, pushing themselves to their limits, competing fiercely to serve in elite units, because they understand what's at stake if we don't have a strong army.
And what about Holocaust survivors living today, watching history repeat itself? Seeing again what they saw at the beginning of World War II—antisemitic propaganda, violence, and isolation of Jews everywhere. And those who didn't survive, who gave their children away to strangers before being murdered, or dug their own graves before being shot into them alongside their babies, who screamed until their lungs filled with gas? They would have given their blood to have what we have today. People gave their blood. They gave their children's blood. And still, after losing six million of our own, they managed to build this country against every imaginable odd.
Our ancestors dreamed, screamed, and prayed just to have a fraction of what we have right now. And we've forgotten. We're ungrateful. We think life, safety, and freedom are promised, guaranteed. They're not. Humanity has a painfully short memory. Nothing is promised; we have to fight to keep what we have.
And trust me—paying taxes in Israel is far better than dying in exile.
*********************************************************
Fun fact: When the war on Ukraine broke out, Israel took in at least 66,000 refugees from Ukraine.
No, we don’t want a medal, neither do we deserve one. It’s just humanity. If you can help, you do.
*********************************************************
On why I would choose to stand up to social injustice:
MLK Jr. said it perfectly, the man was a master of words.
“Like anybody, I would like to live a long life. Longevity has its place. But I'm not concerned about that now.”
There are bigger things than dying. There are worse things than death.
And there are things that are done in death, that are much much greater, than living.
That’s why they die for something. That’s why—when they fall, they don’t just disappear. They become part of this endless, immortal mosaic.
A cellular memory, preserved for the next round. Etched into every molecule, every story, every line of Torah, every curse and blessing uttered by every mother since Sarah, screaming or whispering or sometimes both. Passed down in the mitochondria, in bedtime stories, in songs and in prayers and in how we teach our children to walk.
We are not just here. We’re anchored by a million generations of those who refused to vanish.
That’s what they keep missing, isn’t it? That every time they try to erase the Jews, there’s a multiplication. They set out to reduce us, but instead they extend us—sometimes as a bloodline, sometimes just as stubborn persistence. The Jewish math of survival: what you subtract becomes an exponent.
And maybe that’s why, for all the aching and the horror, and for all the families here raising children through a war—there’s still this defiant, stubborn instinct to live. Life itself as liturgy. Maybe that’s why Israelis still crowd into cafes even with the wail of sirens blaring, or why the day after a funeral, you walk the same sidewalk in the same wrinkled shirt, and the grocer still tells you “yom tov” with un-ironic cheer. 
Maybe that’s why we’re so obsessed with holidays, traditions, Shabbats, shopping for humdrum birthday balloons and bourekas and a fresh white shirt for a kid’s end-of-year party, even as the world’s a bomb waiting to go off again. Maybe that’s the flex: You don’t get to erase us from this world, so here’s my toddler in a unicorn crown, covered in popsicle, just living. Here was the final evidence, the actual proof: We are here. In the aftermath, that was always our answer, even if sometimes it seemed less than enough. Even if sometimes it was only enough.
Grown-ups sipped tepid coffee on warped wooden benches, phones buzzing with another news notification, headline designed to break your heart or your mind or just blunt you into resignation. But the kids didn’t care. They shrieked, and shrieked, and ran in those wild irregular ellipses only kids can keep up for hours. They played soccer, they played “Tag the Terrorist” (parents cringed, but none of us could really say no after October), they argued over who was allowed to be the Iron Dome and who had to be the rocket. The smaller ones chased after the bigger ones, undeterred by their own lack of context, or maybe just perfectly at home in a world where two truths—the horror on the headlines and the ordinary miracle of the playground—could coexist.
We keep the uniform for mourning in the closet, folded next to the one for simcha. We don’t confuse the two, but we know we’ll always need both, and somewhere in the lull between wars the everyday is still in need of tending, the ordinary still demanding that you show up for it
And if you have ever loved a place as much as a person, you’ll know: the grief is bottomless, but so is the loyalty. The kind of loyalty that leaves you picking up the pieces after the latest unspeakable whatever.
Sure, there are conflicts in disputed zones where they hate each other, sure there are fanatics on both sides and there always will be, but the fact is, the majority of Israeli Jews and Arabs refuse to be enemies, and the few token settlers from the far right who say things like “flatten Aza,” are as much a minority in Israel as the Messianic-Jewish community (0.2% of the population ).
To put this into perspective for you, this is like saying:
Well 680,000 Americans believe the earth is flat so Americans are dumb.
But 680,000 is 0.2% of the population.
Doesn’t matter! Still dumb! America’s dumbbbbb nananana boo boo.
Hhmm
See the double standard there?
No?
If you don’t, then I hate to say, you’re most likely suffering from a severely grotesque case of a disease called antisemitism.
**
A modern person often finds it difficult to admit that he is afraid, and especially that his behavior is dictated by a threat."
"Sometimes he himself is not even aware of it. But the time has come to say out loud 
***
To incorporate:
Yiddish folksong
"When, children, you will grow older / You will understand / How many tears lie in these letters / And how much crying."[3] The lyrics hint at the traditional Yiddish saying that "The history of the Jews is written in tears".
Side thought quotes from literature:
"The world breaks everyone, and afterward, some are strong at the broken places." - A Farewell to Arms
"Happiness in intelligent people is the rarest thing I know."
"To live is to suffer, to survive is to find some meaning in the suffering."
(Where would this line fit?
It was as if the rain washed away a sliver of what was sealing my heart off from letting in a tiny speck of light. It was as if I could breathe again.)

