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Letter from the Editor

 Over the course of this quarter, the Leviathan staff has 
discussed at length the concept of cultural consciousness: the idea 
that our Jewish identities are formed by a greater Jewish culture, 
but just as importantly, our culture is formed by each one of us 
as individuals with the power to accept or reject aspects of our 
upbringing. Looking back on 40 years of Leviathan publications, 
the Jewish community of UC Santa Cruz has taken a variety of 
forms: from ultra-orthodox to reform, from liberal to conservative, 
from diehard Zionists to border abolitionists and everywhere in 
between. Even the medium through which we express ourselves 
has changed over the years from a newspaper to a magazine, and 
finally to the journal format you see before you.
 
 Now more than ever, we must choose with foresight and 
empathy how we want our Jewish culture to proceed. We publish 
this journal only days after the assassination of Hamas’ military 
chief in Gaza. As the war effort expands in Israel, Jews everywhere 
are divided on the best course of action. This is not a criticism, 
but a call for dialogue. We must have these difficult conversations, 
always debating, defending, and developing our ideas while still 
keeping open the possibility that we could be wrong.
 
 This journal is comprised of a variety of viewpoints on 
what it means to be part of the Jewish community. Through our 
actions and our conversations, we broaden our perspective, and 
decide the future of our culture. I encourage you to comb through 
these pages. Disagree, laugh, get inspired, get mad, but never 
discount another’s opinion because it differs from your own. Open-
mindedness is at the heart of cultural consciousness. Remembering 
this is the only way real progress can be made.

 L’chaim.

 
 
 
 

Aaron Giannini 
Editor-in-Chief
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The Leviathan Jewish Journal staff wishes to extend 
our heartfelt thanks to UCSC’s Jewish Studies Program. 

The Jewish Studies Program has provided us with generous 
support as our organization has grown. We are grateful for 

the Program’s help and hope to continue working 
together in the future!

Thank You 
Jewish Studies!

SAVYONNE STEINDLER
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Winter 2013 Jewish Studies Courses 

AMBERLEY YOUNG

Interested in exploring Judaism through an academic lens? Want 
to develop a background in Jewish literature, history, languages, or 
cultures? You don’t need to be a Jewish Studies major to enrich your 

Jewish knowledge. Check out the courses the Jewish Studies 
program is offering Winter quarter!

HEBR 1B Intensive Elementary Hebrew
HEBR 80 Introduction to Biblical Hebrew 
YIDD 1 Introduction to Yiddish
HIS 80W/LIT 80L The Holocaust: The Destruction of 
European Jewry
HIS 178E Modern Jewish Intellectual History 
LTMO 144J Jewish Travel Narratives 
FILM 80I A Comparative Study of Israeli Documentaries 
since 1993
HIS 2B The World, 1500-Present
HIS 178A European Intellectual History: The 
Enlightenment
HIS 172C German Film, 1945-Present
LTPR 102 Ancient Literature in a Cross-Cultural 
Perspective: Gospel of Mark
HIS 196N Eastern European Jewish Social History
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Metamorphosis
Karin Gold
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Temporary People
Vincent del Prado 

 Katie liked listening to The Misfits. She liked wearing 
black, sporting metallic studs, and donning dark shades of 
lipstick. At any given time her room was bathed with ominous 
red lighting that illuminated everything but the shadowy corners. 
From a stuffed animal with a noose around its neck to a crucified 
Barbie, her room was strewn with maimed children’s toys. And 
even though the place looked like the setting of one of my bad 
dreams, it never made me feel cheerless—perhaps it was the ironic 
presence of forever smiling teddy bears. I guess being de-limbed 
and stuck with safety pins wasn’t enough to bum them out. 
 I had climbed the terrace, entered her open window, and 
emerged into the stuffed-animal graveyard. As I swung my leg 
over the sill, she smiled at me lazily. She was pleased to see me, 
but then she was pleased to see everything, even ugly things, even 
things that people normally want to sweep away—like trash and 
accidents.
 “Katie, it’s a dead animal,” I remember telling her last week 
as we drove past a splattered raccoon in the road. “I think once 
you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all.”
 Biting her lip, she had gone silent for a while. When Katie 
and I discussed something we disagreed about, it was like she 
was playing a game of chess; once she started to lose, she would 
take longer to think about her next move. After gathering some 
momentum, she began to speak again.
 “That’s not true at all. I’m sorry, but if you can’t tell the 
difference between a Burmese python and a gold fish, then you’re 
just not paying attention.” 
 “I can tell the difference. And I’ve never seen a Burmese 
python when it was alive, so I’d probably be interested either way. 
But it’s road kill, Katie, and it’s just going to look like any other 
road kill. It’s going to be bloody, messy, and flat.” Katie paused, 
choosing her words carefully.
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“That’s probably the most ignorant thing I’ve ever heard you say. 
Things are still distinct from one another, even when they’re dead. 
Things can still be interesting when they’re dead, they can still 
be valuable, they can still be beautiful, or majestic. Just because 
something is decaying doesn’t mean it stops being important. Just 
because something isn’t moving, acting, or breathing doesn’t mean 
we should stop paying attention. Life is still life, even if it’s not 
living. ”
 It was because of that moment that I climbed through 
her window that night. I had seen something spectacular, and she 
seemed like the perfect person to share it with. 
 “Katie,” I said, reemerging into the presence of black walls, 
tortured stuffed animals, and characteristic red lighting, “I have 
something I want to show you.”
 “What is it, Jonah?”
 “Just come with me.” I led her out the window and down 
the terrace. We ran across her lawn, through the darkness and the 
sound of chirping crickets.
 We drove several miles until I pulled up to the shore and 
pulled the parking break into position. Katie stumbled in the 
thickness of the sand, and I nearly did too as we marched past 
almost a dozen lifeguard towers. Finally, we found the great thing. 
 It was lying on its back with its mouth carelessly flopped 
open, exposing bristly gums. Lapping waves gently washed its 
giant back and its massive forked tail was sticking straight up into 
the starry sky. Reflective and still wet, its blubber was bathed by 
moonlight.
 Katie kicked up clumps of wet sand with her heels as she 
circled excitedly.
 “The giant heart,” she exclaimed. “The massive aorta. 
The ribcage!” 
 “I wanted to bring you here before it decayed too much,” I 
responded. “What do you think?” 
 She exhaled. “It’s beautiful. And I would still think so no 
matter how much it decayed. What do you think?”
 I could feel the blood pumping into my hands as I thought 
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for a long time. “It’s noble,” I finally said before the silence crept in 
and we stood, unmoving, still as the beached giant. 
 Katie looked with reverence, as if watching a sunset. “This 
reminds me,” she began. She spoke softly, as if to pay respect to the 
massive creature, “of that moment when you’re a little kid, and you 
realize that there is more to life than just you.”
 “Okay,” I conceded, feeling that Katie had something 
important to say. An instinctive sarcastic reply would only belittle 
the moment. “What do you mean by ‘there’s more to life’?”
 “Don’t you remember when there were temporary people?”
 “Temporary people?”
 “You know, those people that only seemed to be there for 
small amounts of time. They just ducked in, ducked out, and that 
was it—then they were gone. It was like they were just making 
little cameos in your life. You go through life like this, and your 
whole world seems this way, until one day,” she paused.
 “One day what?”
 “Until one day you realize: all of those temporary people 
actually have whole lives, flowing right below the surface of your 
perception. You only catch a glimpse, but they keep going in 
directions you can’t see. Those people go home and have families. 
They eat dinner, they pray, they get drunk, they brush their teeth 
and smile, they love people you will never meet. They do all kinds 
of things, some things that you’ve never even heard of.”
 

KARIN GOLD
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 “Yeah, it’s like this whale,” I said, widening my arms 
towards the magnanimity of the un-breathing creature before 
us. “All we see of it is its corpse, and yet, without a doubt, it has 
swum hundreds—maybe thousands—of miles. It has lived with 
other whales, and it has seen life come and go just as we do now. It 
existed, and continues to, even if we can’t see what it will become 
next.”
 “The life of the whale is going to become something else,” 
Katie said, nodding excitedly, “and that’s the way of life. Life goes 
on to become new things. That’s how it is with the energy of a 
whale, and that’s how it is with people coming and going through 
your life. And that’s how it is with all of the things people do. 
The celebrations, the rituals, the foods eaten, company kept, and 
stories told: that’s how they are. It’s like what I was talking about 
before—everything flows into everything else, and we don’t always 
know where it goes. But it does go on, even if we can’t see where, 
even if we have no reason to care. At a certain point in our life we 
become aware of that.” 
 “I think I know what you’re talking about. That’s when you 
become mature enough to become part of the world. It’s when you 
realize that everything is going to keep going on, even without you 
being able to appreciate or comprehend it.” I breathed in deeply. 
“Katie,” I said, somberness creeping into the conversation. “I think 
that’s the moment when you realize that you’re going to die.”
 “I think you could be right about that, Jonah.” 
 “Well?”
 “Well, what?” 
 “Did it make you scared? Does it make you scared now?”
 In that moment, Katie could have started crying. She could 
have ignored the question and shrugged away the seriousness. She 
could have done any number of things to make the uncomfortable 
thought of death go away. Instead, she turned, directing her smile 
at me, and laughed. “Not at all,” she said finally, “mortality is what 
makes it all so beautiful! When you’re young, your perception of 
reality is all that you can wrap your head around; in your mind, it’s 
the only thing that exists. But when you realize you’re part of 
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something so much larger and more complicated than you can ever 
understand, that’s when the adventure starts. That’s freedom.” 

On the drive back I thought about what Katie had said. 
It’s easy to feel overwhelmed by the temporariness of our little 
lives. To feel that it’s all been done before, that the road we’re on 
is a meaningless distraction we put ourselves through until we die. 
But for Katie, death doesn’t exist like life. It doesn’t creep up on us, 
jamming up the gears, causing us to break down. For Katie, death 
isn’t something to dread. Like darkness, it’s necessary for light. 
And nothing is ever totally black, just as nothing truly dies. There’s 
power in accepting this fact. I wished that one day I could have 
Katie’s strength.

As I peered at the midnight black road illuminated only 
by the headlights of my car, I caught a glimpse of the calm sea. So 
much happens underneath the surface. 

KARIN GOLD
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Star Trek Barbie
Sophia Smith

 As an only child, I didn’t have siblings to play board games 
or sports with, so I amassed a pretty impressive collection of 
stuffed animals and dolls.  Although I had a variety of toys, my dad 
refused to buy me Barbies. For my eighth birthday, he finally caved 
and got me my very own Star Trek Barbie. She was dressed as the 
Commander of The Voyager, had her own phaser gun, and even 
came with a subordinately dressed Ken doll.
 My dad didn’t like the message that Barbies send to 
young girls. He considered them to be vain, vacuous, and 
placing emphasis on beauty and clothes over traits like intellect 
and determination. Dad didn’t want me to feel pressured or 
preoccupied by Barbie’s hyper-femininity, and so he kept it out of 
my toy chest. 
 I was well aware of why Barbie was withheld from me, but 
just like sugary cereal or a forbidden TV show, I craved what I 
couldn’t have, and always sought to play with Barbies when I went 
over to a friend’s house. I felt guilty for doing this, because I could 
hear my father’s voice in my head encouraging me to do something 
more mentally engaging.
 With my dad’s influence, I learned how to skateboard, how 
to play guitar, how to code web pages, and how to think for myself. 
I wouldn’t trade these skills for the world, but the fact that I didn’t 
feel as secure in my girlhood as my female peers definitely caused 
some problems for me during elementary school. Even though he 
was well-intentioned, my Dad’s emphasis on stereotypically boyish 
activities like skating, music, and technology over “girly” activities 
like fashion and boy bands led me to bottle up a lot of internalized 
misogyny. Whenever I would see a girl with acrylic nails or fixing 
her makeup in public, I would roll my eyes in frustration and 
reassure myself that “I’m not like other girls! I’m smart and practical and 
I don’t care about stupid girl stuff!”
 Just as I was not encouraged to be excessively feminine 
from a young age, I was also not exposed to my Jewish heritage 
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or traditional Jewish activities like my father had participated in 
during his youth. I was raised by a Jewish father and a Christian 
mother. My mom has a large, close-knit family and because of this 
I was raised to celebrate Christmas and Easter with my maternal 
relatives. My father was raised in a Jewish household, but didn’t 
have much motivation to expose me to Judaism; I never went to 
temple, celebrated holidays, attended Hebrew School, or had a Bat 
Mitzvah. Whenever I asked my dad about taking a more active role 
in my Jewish education, I was usually told that I could “decide for 
myself ” when I was older.
 I lacked an exposure and a comfortability with femininity 
and Judaism throughout my teenage years. Whenever I met 
someone whom I perceived to be a more authoritative or confident 
figure in either arena, I felt slightly uncomfortable because I saw 
a fulfillment in them that I myself 
lacked; I felt less knowledgeable and 
self-assured in areas of femininity 
and Judaism. This uncomfortability 
bothered me enough to begin to 
address these previously overlooked 
aspects of my identity as I became 
a young adult. I have embarked on a 
journey of hashing out my identity on 
my own terms, as a woman and as a 
Jew.
 In my youth I had convoluted 
my Dad’s lesson about the dangers of 
emulating Barbie; I became convinced 
that femininity and success were 
mutually exclusive. I had decided that 
femininity was inferior, so surely it 
would only hold me back. My mom is 
a feminist and taught me to believe in 
equality from a young age, but it wasn’t 
until I entered college that I realized 
that feminists don’t have to be anti-

KARIN GOLD
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feminine. I could be as girly as I want to 
be and still care about pursuing education, 
be passionate about women’s rights, and 
remain dedicated to my less-feminine 
hobbies like skateboarding. 
 Over the course of my college years, 
I have come into my own space within 
femininity, but I am still struggling with 
what Judaism means to me. Reconnecting 
with my Jewishness has come in small, 
incremental steps. Spending time with 
Jewish friends and working for Leviathan 
has given me a new perspective on a 
younger, fresher version of Judaism than 
my grandfather’s traditional faith. During 
childhood I thought of Judaism as a series 
of rituals performed in a strange language 
that I didn’t understand, but after meeting 
a variety of Jews in college who come 
from diverse backgrounds, I have come 
to see that Judaism is not as narrow a 

label as I once thought. While my Jewish identity is by no means 
conventional, I am confident that I can still find a place within this 
diversity.
 I have discovered that I really enjoy nail polish and high 
heels. I feel that the things we enjoy are a fundamental part of 
who we are. Even though my father might have equated girly 
behaviors with impracticality, for me they have become a source of 
empowerment because I have reclaimed femininity as an integral 
part of my feminist philosophy.  Just because some people might 
make the connection between femininity and impracticality 
doesn’t make femininity a universal waste of time. More generally, 
the labels that we reclaim for ourselves don’t have to fall under the 
same connotations given to them by others. 
 A huge part of reclaiming labels has been redefining them 
for myself, my identity, and my lifestyle. This has helped open a 
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door for me to become my own person. Arianna Huffington, a 
founder of the Huffington Post, asserted in an article that “too 
often we outsource the definition of our success to others in 
ways that are self-destructive...But shouldn’t the major element 
of success be one’s own satisfaction and fulfillment?...And, 
even worse, [outside pressure] leads to people making wrong 
decisions, or, at least decisions that are wrong for them.”1 This 
rings true for my experiences thus far; I used to gauge my success 
based on others’ definitions of my identity as a woman and as 
a Jew. My entire life I have heard other people’s definitions of 
“woman,” or “Jew,” e.g. girls should be pretty, quiet, pleasant 
and accommodating, or Jews should be scholars of their faith, 
knowledgeable about Israeli politics, and vocal about their Jewish 
lineage and experiences. While hearing these narrow perspectives 
on identity can be interesting on a sociological level, the choice of 
what a girl or Jew should be is ultimately up to every individual. 
 I like to paint my nails. I also like to skateboard. I like to 
talk with other Jews and learn about Jewish culture. I also like to 
eat bacon. These complexities to my identity don’t make me a 
“bad” woman or a “bad” Jew. They are simply a part of what being 
a Jewish woman means to me. Being successful as a woman or as a 
Jew means a lot of different things to a lot of different people. We 
all have different identities, and we negotiate the parameters of 
these labels in a unique and personal way.

References Cited

1. Huffington, Arianna. “Success, Power, Ulcers, and the Need to   
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Significance
Josh Hurwitz
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For Name’s Sake
Sara Rosenthal

 “What’s in a name?” laments Shakespeare’s oft-quoted 
lover, “That which we call a rose by any other name would smell as 
sweet.”1 Romeo bemoans not Juliet’s name, but the weight intrinsic 
to it—a family rivalry spanning generations that keeps him from his 
love. The curse of his life is enmeshed in a particular combination 
of shapes and mouth formations. 
 Names are powerful. The act of naming is one of control. 
Like mapping, it determines the boundaries of an entity in the 
eye of the namer. Once something is named it is contained, 
conquered, familiar. It has been reigned in from the realm of wild 
expansiveness, fitted to some kind of lingual mental order. In 
knowing a person’s name, one is limited to the mystery within the 
limits of those letters. A name, as a one word biography, introduces 
a host of characteristics: family, place of origin, culture, religion, 
socio-economic status. The shapes of the letters have the power 
to shape personality and social standing. Words have the power to 
inform our consciousness, guiding our endless expanse of thought 
into concrete, communicable forms. Names are the mold to which 
our personalities cling. 
 Names classify, reducing complex entities into digestible 
bites. Reduction allows us to categorize our world in order to 
understand it, but there is an inherent danger in it. Reduction 
discounts all that escapes its classification as irrelevant. Native 
Americans in the “New World” were deemed savages. This 
label affected the consciousness of the settlers, the settlers’ 
consciousness informed the derogatory name. Native Americans 
were viewed as subhuman and were all but wiped out. More 
Native Americans perished in the “New World” invasion than all 
the victims of Hitler’s Holocaust.2 Name a killing a genocide, it 
becomes something else.
 Throughout European history, the name “Jew” has been 
used pejoratively, reducing the popular conception of Jews to latent 
prejudices (money-grubbing, skinny, weak, nasal voice) and myths 
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(that Jews were horned and hooved, 
akin to the Christian medieval goat 
devil).3 
 In 18th and 19th century 
Eastern Europe, the Ashkenazim were 
forced to adopt European surnames 
for tax purposes, as well as for social 
control. Some families, those who 
could pay, were allowed charming, 
musical names: Goldberg (gold 
mountain), Rosenbaum (rose tree), 
Greenblatt (green leaf). Some kept 
their traditional patronymic surnames: 

for example, names like Shmuel ben (son 
of) Mendel were Europeanized to become 
Shmuel Mendelssohn. Families who 
could not aff ord to pay were labeled with 
derogatory jokes, with names like Gimpel 
(dunce) or Eselkopf (ass’s head).4

 Seeking social, economic, and 
commercial prosperity, Jews immigrating 
to America routinely shed their imposed 
surnames. Misunderstandings in accent 
resulted in Americanized names—a 
customs offi  cer at Ellis Island translated 

“Yankele” into a more familiar 
“John Kelly.”5 However, the popular 
notion that immigration offi  cials at 
Ellis Island purposefully changed 
the surnames of Jewish immigrants 
is false.6 Instead, immigrants 
voluntarily adopted names from 
sponsors, employers, or books, as 
well as street signs, cities, or affl  uent 
families. Ironically, the names 
chosen by Jewish immigrants to 

MAXIMILLIAN TAVDI
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conceal their heritage became so associated with Jewishness that 
these new names signified Jewish bearers.7
 Under Hitler’s reign, Jews were forced to acquire a middle 
name—Sarah for girls, Israel for boys—that neatly slated them 
for destruction. At the Theresienstadt concentration camp, a 
carefully ordered list remains of all the bodies consumed in the 
crematorium. The name ‘Sarah’ fills neat columns in a hauntingly 
practical chart of mass annihilation. 
 In the Torah, a text rich with symbolism, name changes are 
highly significant. One analytic pattern suggests that they point 
to a shift in intention, largely from the personal to the universal 
or national. When Avram enters a covenant with God in Genesis 
15:18, thus becoming the patriarch of Judaism, he is given a new 
name: Abraham, “father of nations.” Sarai, his wife, sheds the 
personal suffix “-i” to become Sarah, “princess” or “chieftess,” 
a derivation of the root “sar,” meaning minister, poet, or ruler. 
Likewise, when Jacob triumphs in his all night wrestling match 
with an angel in Genesis 32:28, he is given the name Yisrael, 
emerging as a father of not just twelve sons, but of twelve nations. 
 The Sefer Yetzirah (Book of Formation) is an important 
Kabbalistic tome recounting the process of creation. The book’s 
creation story depicts the world as literally being spoken into 
existence. The Sefer Yetzirah even goes so far as to view Hebrew 
letters as the literal building blocks of the world. Picture the 
scene in The Matrix, when Neo discovers that the world is really 
composed of computer code. This is the world according to the 
Sefer Yetzirah, but made of letters of the Aleph Bet. A person’s name, 
in this view, comprises their being. 
 Among traditional Jews, time-honored naming customs 
have remained alongside secular practices. At birth, children are 
given a second, Hebrew name. These second names are traditional, 
family, and Torah-related titles that are used for rituals associated 
with life transitions: Bar/Bat Mitzvahs, marriages, and deaths. The 
practice of keeping Hebrew names alongside English names (or any 
other name of the dominant language) allows for a cultural unity 
among Jews, and ensures that, despite assimilation and variant 
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national identities, they still retain a sense of Jewishness. 
 In Israel, olim (new Jewish immigrants) often Hebraicize 
their names. Deborah becomes Devorah, just as David Gruen 
became David Ben Gurion.8 The new names are worn as proud 
badges of national identity. They are political statements that 
use Hebrew as a unifying factor. They are also cultural signifiers, 
declaring a similitude with Jews worldwide. The shedding of 
one’s given name can be viewed as a declaration of Jewishness, a 
pronouncement that one has arrived in Israel: these people are 
Jewish, free, and they’re not afraid.
 Given that names are fraught with meaning, I often wonder 
what impact they may have on my life. Sara, my first name, bears 
the weight of history: I share my name with a matriarch of Judaism 
and with the women killed in the Holocaust. In naming me, my 
parents built off of the Ashkenazic tradition of honoring deceased 
relatives. The “S” of Sara comes from my late great-aunt Sylvia, 
while my middle name Michelle carries the “M” of Marion, my 
Grandma’s deceased sister. My family surname, Rosenthal, carries 
layers of my family history as well. It tells the quirky story of my 
parents’ meeting, who coincidentally shared a last name before 
marriage. It bears the memory of my Papa, who passed away some 
years ago, and the story of my Grandpa, whose father changed 
his surname from Gudevich to Rosenthal (“valley of the roses”). 
With this name conversion, my great-grandfather entered America, 
strangely adopting a German surname as a Russian Jew in an effort 
to seem more American. 
 Then there is my Hebrew 
name, Ariel Miriam, which 
may bear little significance 
on my day-to-day life, but 
which nevertheless shapes 
my identity in ways I can’t 
always see. I seldom hear it; to 
me it always conjures images 
of Disney’s Little Mermaid, and 
yet, because it is part of my KARIN GOLD
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nominal identity, it has an effect on who I am. Ariel, “lion of God,” 
resonates with my warrior instincts. Miriam, who according to 
the Talmud was a “teacher of women,”held a role I also embrace. 9 
More recently I have chosen a name for myself: True. It emerged 
during a backpacking trip in the wilderness, and my continued use 
of it keeps me true to my wild roots and to myself. Uniting these 
names, I unite the aspects of my self, my personal, familial, and 
cultural histories to become thoroughly who I am, embracing the 
mystical properties of naming.
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Reflections on Operation Pillar of Cloud
Aaron Giannini

 Friday, November 16, 2012. Over 550 rockets have been 
fired across the Gaza border into Israel since Wednesday, when the 
IDF organized an airstrike against Hamas’ military chief, Ahmed 
Jabari, killing him and his son.1 Since then, at least 28 Palestinian 
civilians and militants have been killed in the crossfire, and three 
Israeli citizens in their homes. Hamas’ military wing has said that 
the Israeli air strike in Gaza “has opened the gates of hell.”2

 For the past 36 hours, I’ve been living my life in a daze. 
Like many Jews nowadays, the future looks bleak to me. War 
efforts are being amped up; so far, 30,000 IDF reserve troops have 
been called upon for ground operations in Gaza. There has been 
talk about needing 45,000 more.3 Tel Aviv is being subjected to 
missile fire for the first time since the Gulf War in 1991. According 
to Haaretz, today the first rocket was fired towards Jerusalem 
since 1970.4 Tonight, over a million Israelis will spend the night 
in bunkers. I’m scared for my family and for my friends. On both 
sides of this bloody conflict, more fuses are being lit than defused. 
Currently, there is no end in sight. This is what terror looks like.
  It’s hard for me not to see things in black and white. 
My liberal worldview and desire for diplomacy conflict with my 
instinctive emotional response whenever I hear news about Israel; 
when militants put my family in harm’s way, I don’t just fear for my 
family’s safety. I want revenge. 
 Not only is this entirely uncharacteristic of me, but I also 
recognize that it’s a dangerous and divisive impulse. I don’t trust 
it, especially because I know that any military action in Gaza will 
result in inevitable civilian casualties. But what can we do? Israel 
certainly can’t wave a white flag. Peace negotiations have only led 
to more violence, because neither Palestinian nor Israeli leadership 
have been willing to make real compromises. Less than a month 
ago, as the Palestinians prepared to appeal to the United Nations 
for Observer state status, Prime Minister Netanyahu authorized 
the expansion of more settlements in East Jerusalem, while rockets 
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continued to fly from the Gaza border with the goal of causing as 
much destruction as possible.5 6 These are not negotiations. This is 
a standoff.
 I’m scared. I’m angry. I’m confused. With tensions high and 
so much at stake, now is the most difficult time to be a rationalist. 
It’s also the most important time to ask difficult questions honestly 
and with empathy. Yes, Israel has the right to defend itself, but how, 
and against whom? The Palestinians living in Gaza and the West 
Bank have resided under institutionalized sub-par living conditions 
for decades. Their demand for statehood is legitimate, but how 
can Israel trust a Palestinian state if its leadership takes the form 
of an internationally recognized terrorist group like Hamas? Even 
the Palestinians living in the Gaza Strip who want real peace 
negotiations can’t be heard over the war cries of the leaders of 
Hamas. The Palestinian people are actively being held hostage, 
both politically and physically; according to Human Rights Watch, 
Hamas “frequently violated the separate duty under the laws of war 
to take all feasible precautions to avoid endangering civilians when 
they launched rockets from densely populated areas.”7 Through no 
fault of their own, Palestinians simply trying to live their lives are 
caught in the line of fire. As fear-induced racism runs rampant in 
both Israel and Palestine, it’s important to recognize the difference 
between the Palestinian cause and its militant terrorist leadership.
     In times like these, it is easy to abandon self-reflexivity. 
We become blind in our resentment and our confusion. It’s 
important to support Israel, especially as it remains under siege, 
but it’s equally important to remember that peace, not physical 
suppression, is always our endgame. Sometimes, supporting Israel 
means being critical of its politicians and policies that seem to 
forget this simple fact.
     I don’t pretend to know what the best path forward is. 
People forget that there’s power in not knowing, in having an 
open mind. When does defense turn into retaliation? When does 
retaliation turn into revenge? My heart wants peace, but how can 
negotiations begin in the face of such blind hatred?
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     Still, we hope. As imperfect as it is, our blood and our 
history are tied to our homeland in the Middle East. And there’s 
still work to be done. We may be uncertain of what the future 
brings, but we will always have each other. We argue together, we 
grieve together, and we hope together. We hope for peace, for an 
end to this cycle of violence and destruction and false negotiations 
and half-measures. As Jews and as human beings, we must believe 
that it is still possible. 
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2012 Haikus
Sophia Smith

June

I’m a year older 
And everything is changing. 

Even missing you.

July

I’m at the beach now 
Instead of searching for jobs. 

That’s called happiness.

August

I’ve got house keys like 
Fingernail daggers, mouth like 

Pepper spray swagger.

MAXIMILLIAN TAVDI
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August #2

How am I awake? 
The iris of the eye like 

Brain wave alarm clock.

September

Two for a dollar 
Pay me to give you cancer; 

Monoxide life force

September #2

Am I September? 
I learned new things this month, and 

Washed off August sand

October

poetic praxis 
doesn’t grow organic like 

your Safeway veggies

November

Postmodernity
Is the IDF twitter.

Middle East heart weeps.
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      Sefwi Wiawso–The Question of Heritage 
Rachel Wallace

 I had finally made it to Sefwi Wiawso. I traveled eight 
hours by tro-tro through the bumpy, sometimes rocky, dirt roads 
in Ghana to reach this remote town. Traveling anywhere by tro-
tro is an experience in and of itself—it involves sitting in an 
overcrowded, decades-old minivan, often retrofitted with an extra 
bench that is at best rickety and torn, and at worst unsecured and 
scary. The air is hot and stuffy as a result of sitting body to body 
with twenty strangers. Sometimes a window is cracked open, and 
the humid Ghana air provides only slight relief. The driver of this 
type of public transport typically does not adhere to a speed limit, 
and in fact attempts to rapidly pass every car and truck whenever 
he encounters a paved portion of the road, darting in and out of his 
lane on a two-lane mountainous, curved highway.
 My experience studying abroad in Ghana was spectacular. I 
spent half a year there, and fell in love with the people and culture. 
The people in Sefwi Wiawso seemed friendlier than in Accra, 
the nation’s capital, where I had been living. Although I found 
the Ghanaian people generally open and sweet, Accra could be 
tough on a Western college student. In the remote village of Sefwi 
Wiawso, however, no one tried to rip off the white tourist girl. No 
one laughed at me when I needed help with directions. No one 
bombarded me with their souveniers to purchase and implored me 
to bring them home to the United States for President Obama. No 
one grabbed my arms and pulled me over to buy food from a cart.
 I had heard about Ghana’s unique community that self-
identifies as Jewish before I embarked on my journey. I had heard 
about Sefwi Wiawso, part of Ghana’s western region, through other 
Americans, both Jews and non-Jews, who had visited. The village 
consists of about seven families, and has no religious leader. 
 As a lone Jew travelling in Ghana, I decided to visit the 
community during Yom Kippur. I arrived in Sefwi Wiawso Friday 
morning, and found myself with time to kill before Yom Kippur 
services. I decided to explore the village by myself when a twelve 
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year old boy named Benjamin approached me. He brought me to 
the local school; not only did his siblings attend class there, his 
mother also taught the lessons. There, he informed me that his 
siblings learned about Christianity and the New Testament, even 
though they identified as Jewish. In addition to learning about 
Judaism, they also recited Christian prayers to Jesus Christ.   
 After attending Yom Kippur services, I realized that this 
community has little guidance when it comes to Jewish practices. 
All of their Jewish knowledge emanates from Western Jewish 
volunteers who had spent time in the village. Some of the children 
had learned the Hebrew alphabet and some t’fillot (blessings) for 
the Torah service, but I noticed that they did not know when in 
the service to recite them. 
 I stayed on the property of a 
man named Joseph. Joseph, his wife, 
and their eight children all stay in a 
home that looks like one large room. 
Joseph never invited me inside his 
home, perhaps because he felt I might 
be uncomfortable there or because 
he was uncomfortable welcoming a 
stranger. Next to his home he keeps a 
separate room for his guests equipped 
with two beds, a television, and a 
computer. It appeared that the guest room was just as big, if not 
bigger than his home. I surmised that he wanted to leave his guests 
with a good impression about his community. Perhaps Joseph 
figured that most guests were not adjusted to the Ghanaian way of 
life. Joseph’s wife also provided me with food before and after the 
Yom Kippur fast, but never invited me to dinner with her family. 
 Many decades ago, the people of Sefwi Wiawso came to 
identify as Jewish when one of their elders reported that he had 
a vision that his community was one of the Ten Lost Tribes of 
Israel; he realized that many of their practices resembled those 
of the Jews. Their Sabbath was on Saturday, and the families held 
circumcision ceremonies akin to the Jewish brit milah—ceremonies 
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for eight-day-old Jewish males—as well as many other traditions 
that bear a resemblance to Jewish practices.
 Prior to embracing their Jewish ancestry, the people of 
Sefwi Wiawso self-identified as Christian. Some Christian beliefs 
and customs still exist within the community. For example, the 
community members call the room designated as their synagogue, 
“church.” They also recite all prayers in English or Twi, the local 
language, as they do not know Hebrew. During his sermon on Yom 
Kippur, the speaker denounced homosexuality, a common belief 
in Ghanaian churches. The oral history of the community is that 
their Jewish ancestors dwelt in the Ivory Coast and fled to Ghana 
to escape religious persecution. Their ancestors incorporated some 
Jewish traditions into their new lives in Ghana, which became a 
part of their descendants’ lifestyles, but kept their Judaism a secret 
out of fear of future persecution. 
 I attended services on Friday night and all day Saturday. 
The synagogue was a covered structure, with blue and white walls 
decorated with Israeli flags. It had two sets of benches, one for 
the men and one for the women. The children always took up the 

first two rows. A community 
member led the entire service 
in English, as no one in 
the village knows Hebrew. 
Together, the congregation 
read by rote every page of the 
service in English, which took 
many hours. Occasionally, they 
would recite a few prayers in 
Twi, and ask me to recite some  

   prayers in Hebrew.   
 Sitting on the hardened benches, in the heat and the dust, 
I was bored out of my mind; there was no emotion connected 
to the readings, no change in intonation, no music, no reflection 
on the prayers, and no special incantation when they read Torah. 
While I appreciated their zeal and effort to live a Jewish lifestyle, I 
was surprised to discover that the community knew so little about 
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Judaism. They knew no Hebrew, almost no t’fillot, and did nothing 
to acknowledge Shabbat on Friday night or Saturday. 
 They proudly showed me their Torah, whose parchment 
scrolls were beginning to crackle. During the service, they used 
a photocopied version of the Torah. Both the crackled and 
photocopied Torahs were given to them by visiting Jews. 
 I was grateful for the opportunity to meet this 
extraordinary Ghanaian community, and yet I was saddened by 
them at the same time. In my travels throughout the United States 
and abroad, I found it heartening and uplifting, no matter the 
location, that I could walk into almost any synagogue and hear 
the prayers—the words and sometimes even the melodies—that 
have become familiar to me through my joyful and culturally rich 
upbringing in a traditional Jewish home. I have been welcomed 
into new homes of strangers, privileged to break bread with their 
families, and, because of the familiarity of shared rituals and 
observance, immediately felt at home there. I could not find this 
same connection in Sefwi Wiawso, as the people, long separated 
from their ancestral ties, were also disconnected from the 
structures that helped to define them as Jewish. Lost was much of 
the ritual, the liturgy, the music, the stories, and the history. It is 
said that everyone has a story, yet the Jews of Sefwi Wiawso were 
at a loss to know theirs. I sensed their struggle to share with me 
what they did not have. It is my strong hope that the Jews of Sefwi 
Wiawso will continue to build on their knowledge of all things 
Jewish, and that the small community will one day flourish.   
 Visiting Sefwi Wiawso taught me a lesson. Like any culture 
or religion, when Judaism is neglected for a few generations, it 
begins to die. These Ghanaian Jews know little about Judaism, as 
for centuries, they had no continuity with the religion. However, 
they are in the process of reviving their religion, and working hard 
to relearn the knowledge about their culture that was lost. Visiting 
Sefwi Wiawso enhanced my appreciation of my vibrant Jewish 
communities, both at home and at UCSC, and encouraged me to 
continue learning about my religion and its traditions so that I may 
pass down my Jewish knowledge to future generations.
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           News from the (storm)Front
Alex Carasso

 Occupy Santa Cruz. Last Spring. The scent of nicotine and 
BO (blind optimism) hangs in the air. Swimming through a sea of 
signs calling for economic reform, I spot a shark: a sign that reads 
“End the Jewish Bank Monopoly.” I regretfully do nothing but 
walk past.
 I later wished I had been daring enough to ask the sign’s 
carrier to elaborate on his beliefs. When I returned home, I 
searched online to see if this was a common view. While still a 
distinct minority, Occupy’s detractors managed to find plenty of 
video evidence of angry men with questionable dental hygiene 
to prove that this sign was no anomaly. I did some research of 
my own into these claims and where they were coming from. My 
search led me to the website stormfront.org. For those fortunately 
ignorant to their ignorance, Stormfront is the most popular white 
nationalist internet forum. Think Reddit for racists.
   With some hesitancy, but eager to get to the bottom of 
the problem, I created an account under a fake name. Ben Gray 
sounded inoffensively Anglo-Saxon enough. As soon as I created 
my account and entered the site, I was in awe. One could compare 
it to the scene when Dorothy first glimpsed the inside of the 
Emerald City, if instead of a rainbow of color and sound, the only 
color was white and the only song was impotent rage. 
 Because I ran into the myth of the Jewish banking 
conspiracy at Occupy, I was hoping to see some individuals 
concerned with social justice whose rage against the 1% had been 
twisted and skewed by prejudice. What I found were discussion 
threads such as: “Adolf Hitler Remains the Leader of the Aryan 
Race,” “Democracy; Friend or Foe?,” “Glories of Fascism,” “How 
Do You Get Over Seeing Black Men with White Women,” and 
“Opinions of Non-Whites Who Support White Pride” (author’s 
note: No Responses). Interestingly enough Anti-Zionism, what 
many Jews today see as the most active form of anti-Semitism, is 
actually a split issue for this group. They can’t manage to pick a 
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side because they seem to hate Jews and Muslims equally.
   Despite this bad first impression, I didn’t want to judge 
them too quickly. I posted my own discussion thread asking about 
the specifics of the Jewish conspiracy to control the world.  I 
was expecting the rage against the rich to lead to generalizations 
about Jews because they represent a significant portion of the 
1%. Instead, the prevailing theory seemed to be that Jewish 
conspirators have successfully been grabbing at money and power 
in order to make immigration laws more lax, thus allowing the pure 
white genetics to be blended out of the gene pool. I was beyond 
disappointed. The corrupted idealists I had been searching for had 
turned out to be driven by a much simpler kind of hate. 
 Let it be known that I cannot generalize all white 
supremacists, as it is impossible to allow any individual to speak 
for an entire collective’s views. There can be no absolute consensus 
among any large and diverse group of people. But this is the fallacy 
that much of the rhetoric I encountered was based on. I have 
seen broad, sweeping, and oft-contradictory conclusions about an 
entire race based upon a single example. For every time Goldman 
Sachs is blamed as a high point of Jewish greed, Noam Chomsky 
is demonized for his Semitic need to destroy the free market 
that our great nation was built upon. An all-purpose scapegoat 
has been created. It’s just bad science to draw such sweeping 
conclusions from such a small sample size. The good news is that 
this movement seems to be so far-right and self contradictory that 
its actual political influence is largely negligible.  But I’m sure they 
just chalk that up to us Jews.  
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Home Is What We Make It 
Maximillian Tavdi

Home is what we make it.
It’s the place where we’re never alone,

And feel like we belong.
A place so perfect that it cannot last.

Homes crumble and tarnish,
Whether they’re across the sea or at the depths of it,

They one day disappear.
And on that day,

The unfamiliarities of the world 
Claw at our minds and our memories,

Until… all is lost.

But do we lose everything because our home is gone?
Do we forget who we are?

Do we allow ourselves to fall into the abyss?
In the end, we make a choice,

And one choice will forever remain... to rebuild.

We can rebuild our walls, our roofs,
Our families and our friendships.

Our hopes and our dreams,
Our whole lives,
And call it home.

Home is where we come from,
It is a part of us as we are a part of it.

It remains within us,
A part of our past.

It is ingrained in our minds like the rings in the trunk of a tree,
Linked together by the roots that are our memories.
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And like the tree of life,
Our home grows with wisdom till the day it dies,

Because home is what we make it,
Representing everything we are,

Preparing us for everything that is to come. 

MAXIMILLIAN TAVDI
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Once Upon a Time in America
Ephraim Margolin

 A scarred face looks down on a helpless victim, standing 
over him and brandishing a sleek black pistol. “It’s Mickey 
Cohen’s town. You aren’t going to change anything around 
here, Sarge,” says Ryan Gosling’s character in the trailer for the 
upcoming film Gangster Squad, moments before a gunshot. The 
movie depicts the LAPD’s fight against organized crime in the 
1940’s and 1950’s, specifically against Jewish crime boss Mickey 
Cohen, played by Sean Penn. The film highlights a scarcely 
mentioned part of the Jewish-American narrative. Jewish-American 
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history is often depicted as a triumph of hard work and seichel, 
replete with celebrations of intellectual successes while physical 
accomplishments are deemed less important. However, the gritty 
underside to the successful arc of Jewish immigrants in America is 
something that probably was not taught in your afternoon Hebrew 
School, but talked about it in hushed tones, discarded to the 
dustbin, and regarded as something that good Jewish boys just did 
not do. 
 The rich history of Jewish-American crime began in 
New York City in the late 19th century. Jewish immigrants in 
the tenement houses of the Lower East Side and the projects of 
Brownsville dreamed of making it out of the ghetto. Di goldene 
medine turned out not to have streets paved of gold, and life proved 
tough for many Jewish families. The romantic criminal lifestyle of 
easy money and the promise of a better life notoriously enticed 
Irish and Italian immigrants to turn to a life of crime, and Jewish 
immigrants proved to be no exception. Crime was, and still is, 
a shortcut to the American dream. For many Jews living in the 
Lower East Side, it represented a means to escape the cramped 
and fetid living conditions of turn of the century New York. Street 
gangs like the Yiddish Black Hand and the Monk Eastman Gang 
terrorized the streets of New York and vied with Irish gangs, like 
Paul Kelly’s Five Points Gang, for control of the city’s rackets.1 
By the 1910’s, Jewish criminals were feared, respected, and well 
known. The outsized Jewish role in organized crime at the turn of 
the century was reflected in the patois of the gangsters themselves. 
Yiddish words such as shamus (detective) infiltrated the English 
language, even in Howard Hawks’ adaption of The Big Sleep, and 
demonstrated the influence that Jewish gangsters had on popular 
culture.2 
 Jewish organized crime entered a golden era with 
prohibition. The possibilities of big profits from bootlegging 
inspired a boom in criminal activity and extended the reach 
of  Jewish organized crime significantly outside of New York. 
Bootlegging outfits popped up in Cleveland, Chicago, Philadelphia, 
and many other cities where Jewish gangsters flourished. New 
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players on the scene emerged, including Harry “Waxey” Gordon, 
Moe Dalitz, Charles “King” Solomon, Abe Bernstein, and Abner 
Zwillman. But New York still ruled. And Arnold Rothstein ruled 
New York.3 

 Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein came to become the head 
of the New York underworld and took crime from the streets into 
the boardroom. The nattily dressed Rothstein became famous for 
fixing the 1919 World Series, and the hook-nosed money-grubbing 
gambler Meyer Wolfsheim in The Great Gatsby was an allusion to 
him. It was Rothstein and his young lieutenant named Charles 
“Lucky” Luciano who realized the potential of prohibition and, 
according to crime writer Leo Katcher, “transformed organized 
crime from a thuggish activity by hoodlums into a big business, run 
like a corporation, with himself at the top.”4 Luciano would later 
go on to form the National Crime Syndicate and install a young, 
ambitious, and ultra-violent group of Jewish thugs as enforcers 
for the Italian crime families in New York. It was these thugs that 
became known as Murder Inc. 
 Journalist Rich Cohen’s book Tough Jews: Fathers, Sons and 
Gangster Dreams chronicles tales of Jewish gangsters in the 1920’s 
and 1930’s, focusing on Murder Inc. Cohen traces his roots from 
suburban Chicago to his father’s days in the old neighborhood of 
Brownsville. Cohen uses his father’s eyes to see the “boys from 
Brooklyn” and how they came to be the most dangerous men in 
America, committing anywhere from 400 to 1,000 murders in 
the 1930’s and 1940’s. Led by Louis “Lepke” Buchalter and later 
Albert “The Mad Hatter” Anastasia, Murder Inc. killed ruthlessly, 
employing ice picks, ropes, knives and guns. The outfit even 
included Red Levine, an Orthodox hit man, who refused to kill on 
shabbos.5 Moreover, Cohen meditates on what Murder Inc. really 
means to Jewish-American history; “If Jewish gangsters still thrived 
today, if they hadn’t gone legit, if Jews of my generation didn’t 
regard them as figments, creatures to be classed with Big Foot 
and the Loch Ness monster, I think the Jewish community would 
be better off.” Cohen’s nostalgia for the days of Jewish organized 
crime is a yearning for Jews to shed the labels of intellectual, soft, 
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and even physically inept. Gangsterism for Cohen epitomizes 
a large sense of his Jewishness, the chutzpah and autarky of the 
gangsters is the essence of Cohen’s lamentation for the decline of 
Jewish gangsters.
 In the middle of the 20th century, the country migrated 
west and with it came organized crime. World War II marked 
the end of an era and the rise of Las Vegas and Los Angeles as 
new bases for Jewish gangsters. The gambling mecca of Las Vegas 
was almost single-handedly founded by Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel, 
immortalized by the film Bugsy. And, unlike the detached and 
rational Jewish gangsters depicted on Boardwalk Empire, Bugsy was 
impulsive and violent, preferring to shoot before asking questions. 
Due to his extravagant spending and poor business skills, Bugsy 
ran the Flamingo hotel on the Las Vegas Strip into the ground.6 
Although Bugsy was killed after the mob became fed up over his 
mismanagement of the hotel, 
his legacy lives on with the 
success of the Las Vegas Valley. 
Bugsy paved the way for other 
mob-run casinos like the 
Stardust, managed by Mr. Las 
Vegas himself, Moe Dalitz, and 
Frank “Lefty” Rosenthal of the 
Chicago Outfit.7
 The contribution of Jewish gangsters to the building of 
Las Vegas is now immortalized in the newly built Mob Museum. 
The museum in downtown Las Vegas is described by The Jewish 
Daily Forward as “an American Jewish history museum by another 
name.”8 The museum retells the story of the rise of American 
organized crime, from the slums of the east to the neon signage 
of Las Vegas. Gangsters like Lansky, Dalitz, Gus Greenbaum, and 
Rosenthal are given plenty of attention and honored for their 
contributions to the city. The museum’s preservation of the history 
of the mob in Las Vegas surpasses even Cohen’s praise for Jewish 
criminals by fetishizing and lauding the contributions of mobsters 
to Las Vegas.
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 Other Jewish gangsters like Mickey Cohen in Los Angeles 
and Meyer Lansky (the basis for Hyman Roth in The Godfather) 
were incredibly successful, but shied away from the violent tactics 
of their forebearers. Cohen and Lansky came to be two of the 
most prominent gangsters after World War II, and Lansky was the 
first criminal to be featured on Forbes’ list of the world’s richest 
people.9

 Jewish gangsters and organized crime have been an integral 
part of the history of the urban Jewish-American community. 
While it has largely been seen as a black eye for Jewish-Americans, 
it is not a shande, but something to be embraced and celebrated. 
However, Cohen’s glorification of Jewish gangsters is irresponsible 
and quixotic, as crime is never something to aspire to. 
Nevertheless, the idea of Jewish gangsters is still potent because 
of the seductive power of money and illicit activity. Cohen’s dream 
of Jewish gangsters has slowly faded away in America, but a new 
wave of Jewish gangsters has arrived to take its place in Russia, 
Israel and even Brighton Beach, Brooklyn. The real allure of Jewish 
mobsters lies in the glossy image of Jews, not as weak, inept, and 
persecuted, but in being the strong and frequent wrongdoers. 
Jewish-American organized crime should be acknowledged and 
commemorated, but also be remembered distinctly as a thing of 
the past.

CATHERINE ADAM
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  Archaeology of Wonder
Sara Rosenthal
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KARIN GOLD
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shoulder strap and

cruel smile

over abyss

valley
illuminates.
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Ulpan
Graduation

Sunglasses Stephen
perched on
stone wall,

backwards cap sun
smiling

  what is true  
   without
      

Bird’s
Eye 

Jerusalem you 
lemon tree setting sun
high stone breath
    
I 
stretch 
over
tan 
expanse.

olive leaves will be our 
borders.
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Come Together
David Lee
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In Your Face
Karin Gold
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Survivor
Kathy Nguyen

Regulations against the Jews
Laws and signs forbidding me.
Constant fear. 
On Kristallnacht, fi res burned and glass smashed.
We ran from our homes
Yellow stars stuck on our clothes
Walking in the gutters, out of the way.
Along with the documentation, my Jewish identity turned to ashes.

My life became deceit and lies.
Into the underground we fl ed
Our parents we may never see again,
We took the hands of strangers instead.
In the middle of the night, 
through the woods,
They took us to a safer place.
We took on diff erent names,

Became part of another lineage.
Christian families risked their lives
In the hope that we might survive.
Hidden in the attic, cellar, and wardrobes.
Found in convents, villages, and farms. 
Sleeping in a closet,
I was taught to lie with a straight face.

I didn’t like the lady with lipstick and 
nail polish who smelled of smoke
They told me she was my mother, 
But I didn’t remember
This Jewish lady 
and all the Christian rules she broke.
This woman unknown to me.
Who was she? Who was I?

Sa
ra

 R
os

en
th

al

Sara Rosenthal
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I went to church but she did not.
She told me it is because we’re Jewish
But I didn’t remember

I grew and got married to a Christian, a German. 
My parents weren’t happy. 
Then they remembered that we were only children 
when the war hit.
I raised my kids as Lutherans and took them to Bible school.

Sometimes I think about those that didn’t survive.
 I feel guilty about being alive.
 I don’t think I’ll ever get rid of the guilt
 I tell myself I’m comfortable with both of my religions.
 I don’t talk about my past a lot.

Sara Rosenthal
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Thou Shalt Not
Alex Carasso

 I’m weak. I’m small. I’m spineless. I know this, but I 
proceed anyway. I look around, praying to go unnoticed. The 
Leader warned us about this. He said that this is the way of 
temptation, but I just feel like I need it, deep down inside me. So 
I give in to my baser hedonistic desires and I enter the fast food 
establishment.
 I scan the room for anyone who may recognize me. No one 
yet, but that doesn’t stop me from checking again each minute in 
case my situation changes. I plot an exit strategy, but I can’t seem 
to find one. Only one door, I feel herded like a pig to the slaughter. 
The Leader told us that food is wrong. It’s a degrading habit that 
man has convinced himself is necessary to survive. Man can be 
better. Even something as lowly as a flower doesn’t feel the need to 
stuff its face with revolting grease and starch in an attempt to feel 
whole. People disgust me. I hate being one of them.
 I’m at Captain Crispy’s for strategic reasons above all else. 
I’m certainly not having a Confederate caricature stare at me from 
on high in order to savor his cuisine. My wife threw away our fridge 
to help us resist the urge. And that was good. Why can’t I be more 
like her? She’s strong like I wish I were. Not some disgusting swine 
satisfying its stomach. So groceries were out, and the drive-thru 
was a no-go as well because she would smell every bacon molecule 
in the fabric of the car seats even if I stuffed a forest full of pine air 
fresheners inside.  
 I hate looking over my shoulder each minute. I finally 
realize that anyone who could judge me for being here would have 
just as much explaining to do as I would. But even that knowledge 
provides small comfort. What worries me most is running into one 
of the unenlightened. Someone who’s witnessed my speeches about 
my lifestyle and the way The Leader has shown me. If one of them 
saw me now, I would lose all credibility. And that’s disappointing 
because even though I’m failing in this moment, I know that I’m 
right. Just because I’m a weak, imperfect being doesn’t mean that 
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what I believe isn’t valid. If you were only allowed to preach what 
you practice, there would be a lot less preachers in the world. 
Moses in the desert or Buddha under his tree never had to gorge on 
bacon cheeseburgers. Why should we? 
 We’ve turned our nourishment into a drug. Like making 
opium into heroin, we’ve extracted the most decadent elements 
and distilled them. Turning fat and grease from a silver lining into 
an entire silver platter. We’re addicts, so easy to manipulate. I 
take a look at the menu, which immediately proves this assertion. 
Every day has a decadent treat of its own. The weak-willed allow 
themselves to be tricked into excess that their rational mind should 
never allow through the fear of “Well, I’d better get it before it’s 
gone.” It’s repulsive. For impressionable little people, this turns 
every day into a holiday and promotes a “Since we’re celebrating, 
why not?” attitude.

          These techniques would 
never work on a fully realized 
being like The Leader. Despite 
the fact that he would never 
enter a fast food joint like 
this, his capacity for rational 
thought would be able to 
see right through the mind 
games. True awareness is the 
way. When I first came to 
him I was a wreck, addicted 

to cigarettes, online shopping, and worst of all, food. He showed 
me the way of awareness. He let me know the distinction between 
great and little people. Great people remain aware. Being a slave 
to your impulses simply leaves you as a bag of blood and bone, its 
motivation ruled by electrical signals. Real consciousness takes 
effort, making those impulses a slave to your will instead. And 
being aware has provided me with its own kind of high. Standing in 
line, I began to feel guilty for the high that this sense of superiority 
has given me, but I resolved to just not think about it.
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 I eventually showed my wife the way and now she’s further 
along than I am. She’s been food free for four months now. I 
started weeks before her but I’ve been secretly cheating every 
week. Honestly, it’s more like twice a week. I don’t understand how 
she can be so strong. She’s been living off of sunlight, fresh air, and 
water.  The Leader says he doesn’t even need water anymore. If I go 
too long without eating though, I feel faint. I’m pathetic.
 “Sir?”
 The woman at the register calls me with a smile that must 
be stapled on, and I stutter out my order, allowing myself to be 
talked into the daily combo. I start to walk to a table to wait for my 
food, but as soon as I set my drink down, they call my number. I 
walk back with my head bowed to receive my unholy communion. 
I ordered the Big Bacon Burger because it came with two sides. I 
chose hashed browns and applesauce. They weren’t latkes, but they 
would suffice for nostalgic purposes. I mix them together on my 
plate, then look around to make sure no one thinks I’m insane. But 
they are too enraptured by their entrées. In fact, one family has 
actually each claimed their own table, like worshippers in a temple 
claiming individual pews to have a private commerce with the god 
of their own hedonism.
 At the peak of my disgust, I have finished my meal. I’m glad 
this sickening ordeal is finally over. I feel nauseous and heavy. What 
did I just put into my body? This will be my final transgression, I 
silently vow. With the pain in my gut, I can’t imagine ever eating 
again. I step up to head for the door, but on my way out, I lose 
control of my body and before I know it, I’m somehow in line for 
seconds. The Flamin’ Chicken Sandwich Combo comes with a free 
side. I haven’t had apple slices with honey since Rosh Hashannah 
as a kid. I guess that’s their new healthy side dish. I receive my 
food and look to the door. My heart suddenly sinks. 
 It’s The Leader. But it can’t be. We lock eyes briefly. And I 
know. And he knows that I know. And I know that he knows. And 
nothing will be said. We both stare straight ahead and devour our 
greasy heaps in silence.
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Shuk
Sara Rosenthal
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Jewish Crossword
Catherine Adam

* Answer key will be provided in the Winter 2013 issue.
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Across:
6. Jewish New Year
9. Potato pancakes
10. ____ Frank; famous diarist 
11. Jewish dietary law
14. Often used by Jewish 
mothers to discipline their 
children
15. Yiddish, nerve or audacity
17. Holiday, Feast of Booths
20. _______ Streisand
23. Yiddish, grandmother
24. Yiddish, a little dirt
26. Yiddish, a lengthy talk 
27. ___ Rand 
30. Bar or Bat
31. Circular bread popular 
among Jewish communities, 
often served with 32 and 45
32. Yiddish, spread
38.Yiddish, posterior
41. Mount _____, location 
where G-d delivered the Ten 
Commandments to Moses
42. A seven-branched 
candelabrum
43. Traditional braided bread
44. Woody _____ 
45. Smoked salmon
46. Noodle Casserole 
47. “_______ on the Roof”

Down:
1. Sister of Moses and Aaron
2. Week-long mourning period 
in Judaism

3. Holiday, Festival of Lights
4. Hebrew greeting meaning 
“peace”
5. Yiddish, a clumsy person
7. Yiddish, an exclamation of 
dismay or exasperation
8. Yiddish, a gimmick
12. Jewish flat bread eaten 
during Passover, often times 
made into soup
13. Author of Night
14. _______ fish, a popular dish 
eaten during Passover
16. Parted the Red Sea
17. The Sabbath day in Judaism
18. Hebrew/Yiddish, meaning 
“good luck”
19. Holiday, Day of Atonement
20. Circumcision ceremony
21. The father of the nation of 
Israel
22. Passover Dinner Service
25. Albert ________, Jewish 
physicist and Holocaust 
survivor
28. Yiddish, to carry or travel 
uncomfortably
29. The Hebrew Bible
33. Jewish Reggae Singer
34. A teacher of Torah
35. A four-sided spinning top 
played with during Hanukkah
36. Goes on your head
37. Yiddish, to complain
39. Common Jewish surname, 
40. Yiddish, to make small talk
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LeviaHistory

The following piece and picture were found in the 
Archives of the Leviathan Jewish Journal. 

Vol. 12, No. 1, Fall 1984



61

Aaron Giannini is a fourth year History 
major, but don’t remind him of that. He only 
responds to “Pretty Aaron” and spends his 
time grooming his mane and expanding his 
line of velvet yarmulkes. Pretty Aaron only 
sleeps once a week. When he does sleep, he 
sleeps standing up. He can get anything done 
through the power of song and the laws of 
thermodynamics have never applied to him.

Karin Gold is a fourth year Intensive Psy-
chology major. She knows the exact location 
of every item in the supermarket. Don’t 
bother asking what superpower she wishes 
she had. She has all of them. In her spare 
time she enjoys supergluing furniture to the 
ceiling to confuse her housemates, and com-
pulsively cleaning everything else. Don’t get 
too close, she WILL overanalyze you. 

LeviaCrew
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Sophia Smith is a third year Modern Lit-
erature and Language Studies double major. 
Sophia’s favorite food is whiskey-flavored 
oatmeal. In her free time, she can often be 
found pretending to be an adult. Her hob-
bies include sarcasm, taking embarrassing 
photos, and making sure that her coffee and 
her wardrobe are the same color as her soul.

Ephraim Margolin is against everything 
that you stand for as a person. 

Kathy Nguyen is a fourth year Intensive 
Psychology major. In her spare time, she 
likes to practice spitting like a girl and de-
feating the Huns. She enjoys potatoes and 
long walks on the beach with Winnie the 
Pooh, her betrothed. 

Catherine Adam is a fourth year Intensive 
Psychology major. Her hobbies include doing 
stuff like that one thing that one time. Her 
main interests are those things with faces 
and hair. You know that thing with the stuff? 
Yeah, that.
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Alex Carasso has never actually been 
seen by any other member of the Levia-
than staff and has submitted all of his 
work by carrier pigeon. He is believed to 
be a fourth year Film major. While tradi-
tionally seen as unemployable, he survives 
off of payment for inspirational speak-
ing gigs, talking from experience about 
habitually snorting quinoa flour. 

Maximillian Tavdi is a second year Math 
Major. He would say more, but he doesn’t 
know you. If you know him, then there’s 
nothing left to say. Regardless, he hardly 
says anything anyway.

Vince del Prado is a pretty well de-
signed product. For its price there is little 
to complain about. Users of this product 
have said the following: “When I first 
met him he seemed brooding and filled 
with inner-turmoil.” 2/5 STARS. “He 
seems to think too much about things 
that don’t hold as much importance as he 
thinks they do. And he has a mustache.” 
3.5/5 STARS. “I asked him to play Dun-
geons and Dragons with me and my friends. He seemed like he 
would be an excellent guild master.” 4/5 STARS
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Rachel Wallace has a great sense of 
humor and loves to laugh. Rachel loves 
expressing herself through movement. 
She can be found practicing Modern 
Dance, Capoeira, or African dance. She 
is a fourth year student double majoring 
in Legal Studies and Psychology. Rachel 
recently spent a summer in Washington 
D.C. and lived in Ghana for half a year. 

Matthew Musselman is a fourth year 
majoring in Computer Science and Neu-
roscience. Matt is in fact a relaxed mellow 
stack of laps of thoughts of costs and floss. 
(Floss has been shown to lower your risk of 
cancer.)
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Thank You! 
To all those that helped make Leviathan Jewish Journal 

possible, we appreciate all that you do!

Susan Watrous

Bruce Thompson

Nathaniel Deutsch

The Press Center at UCSC

Community Printers

The Jewish Studies Department

And especially www.4-hobby.com for their beautiful Hamsa 
design found on the cover of this quarter’s issue!
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We want you!
Leviathan is looking for passionate, driven writers and 

artists who are dedicated and excited about sharing their 
voices with the Jewish community.

Membership requires:
attending our weekly meetings and production weekend, 
working on two articles (or their equivalent) per quarter, 
and respecting our intention to include all perspectives. 

Staff members are eligible 
for two credits of independent study.

If you are interested in joining our team, 
please send us an email at leviathanvoice@gmail.com!

We welcome all UCSC students to 
join our community!
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Leviathan Jewish Journal is a student-run, quarterly publication at 
UC Santa Cruz currently celebrating its 40th year in print. We publish 
articles on Jewish culture and politics, as well as art and commentary of 

interest to our community.

Find us on the Web:                   Send letters to:
leviathanjewishjournal.com           Leviathan Jewish Journal
leviathanvoice@gmail.com            UCSC Student Media Center
                                                         1156 High St.
                                                         Santa Cruz, CA 95064








