Letter From the Editor
It’s a strange time in the world. With division in the political and
social realms, I find myself questioning, yet again, what the purpose of
our creative voice is. Will it serve to divide further or provide insight?
I lean towards it providing insight. Leviathan Jewish Journal defines the
importance of creativity and nuance for me. When looking at the Jewish
community, I see a diverse group of individuals with different ambitions
and interests. This is the purpose of the publication - to ensure that we
continue sharing different perspectives within our respective communities, because if we don’t,
we will forget about the beauty of learning and gaining knowledge.
This issue of Leviathan contains articles explicitly related to Jewish identity and experience,
yet also contains articles extending a glance beyond Judaism. Thinking long and hard about our
constitution, which allows for a certain amount of pieces not outwardly related to Judaism, we
came to the decision that the issue required those multiple perspectives.
Non-Jewish members who regularly attend meetings become inspired to write certain
articles based upon conversations we have in the meeting space. The most important aspect of
this publication is that we are embracing the individual voice and experience. As our membership
evolves, so does our publication. The joy of Leviathan is discovering what each issue will hold, as
each quarter is different from the next.
Love,
Zach

SEND LETTERS TO:
Leviathan Jewish Journal
UCSC Press Center
1156 High St.
Santa Cruz, CA 95064

FIND US ON THE WEB:
leviathanjewishjournal.com
leviathanvoice@gmail.com

STATEMENT OF INTENT
Leviathan Jewish Journal is a medium through which Jewish
students and their allies may freely express their voices.
We are committed to responsibly representing the views
of each individual author. Every quarter, we try our best to
publish a full and balanced spectrum of media, exploring
Jewish identity and social issues.
The opinions presented in the journal do not always
represent the collective opinion of the Leviathan staff, the
organized Jewish-American community, or the University
of California, Santa Cruz.
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The
Modern
Moment
of
American Jewish Whiteness
Written by Zachary Brenner

From my vantage point, Jews, at least
partially, belong to the racial construction of
whiteness. This has not always been the case.
Expulsion from Spain, pogroms in Europe,
extermination in Poland, Germany, and Russia.
Currently, violence and harassment of community
centers in the United States. Certainly, Jews have
not always been white, nor will always be white.
At this point it time, I would argue Jews are
only partially white. This partialness is due to
“whiteness”, like race, being a social construct that
favors the privileged. Jews, while we have been
experiencing troubling, repetitive, and recent
instances of anti-semitic, repulsive behavior, still
experience privilege, economic opportunity, and,
overall, life. The white supremacists who enact
these anti-semitic activities are a minority and do
not dismiss Jews from possessing white privilege.
Whiteness, or race, is not inherent to
anything biological. The color of one’s skin is
the excuse as to why someone is considered of a
certain race. And beyond that, the color of one’s
skin provokes conflation of entire groups together.
For instance, scientific racism (a scientific practice
that justified racism as inherent to one’s biology
and genetic makeup) has been proven to have
no credibility in its claims that people of certain
“races” were alike and either inferior or superior
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biologically to people of other races. Jews, in
Germany, were considered of a different race from
Germans even though they had similar skin tone.
Jews were viewed as a separate race because the
differentiation was a social construct aimed to
blame, exclude, and eventually eliminate a target
group.
To specify my claim, I am focusing on
Jews in America, as I am not currently living in
Europe or Israel or elsewhere in the world. In
America, even individual Jews of color can fit the
white framework. In this case, “Whiteness” can
be viewed as an ideology rather than a “race”. It
is a construct that favors the privileged: groups
associated with money, stable and lucrative jobs,
homes, families, and communities that are less
targeted than others. White, wealthy Jews know
white privilege all too well, as we are considered
white before one realizes we are Jewish.
Jewish communities have always been
targeted. Bomb threats of community centers
have become regular recently, with over a hundred
in the past few months. However, anti-semitism
does not exclude the aspect of Jewish whiteness
due to privilege and opportunity in many areas of
our lives - and we must not forget this. We must
not use these attacks to deflect the responsibility
we have as a privileged group. The public has

Opinion

“Jews in America still experience privilege,
economic opportunity, and, overall, life.”
largely considered us white, and whether we agree
with this idea or not, we must acknowledge this
popular perception of us. Witnessing oppression
as a collective group, we must still acknowledge
the privilege we witness as a collective group.
Many of us Jews run law firms, movie
studios, doctor’s offices, and are prevalent
comedians (among many other things). Many Jews
belong to social classes that promote status similar
to the other white or privileged communities in
America.
Still, Jews have been excluded, such as
during the White House statement on International
Holocaust Remembrance Day, where the mention
of the 6 million Jews murdered in cold blood
was non-existent - a repulsive and, frankly, scary
instance. However unacceptable this lack of a
statement was, there are other communities
consistently witnessing murder and exploitation on
a daily basis who suffer far more than we do. I want
to be clear that individual Jews of color witness
this exploitation and oppression in addition to the
oppression of American Jewry. This means that as
individual Jews, we must acknowledge that each of
us have different places of privilege in this country.
Where can we utilize this privilege and where
must we lean upon others for support? If you, like
I, are a white Jew, you must not fall into the trap of
emphasizing overall Jewish oppression while not
emphasizing the other forms of oppression that
are also, and arguably more dangerously, affecting
people’s lives.
Jews have a unique position of
understanding the precariousness of inclusion.
At one point in time, we were widely accepted
and belonged to thriving cultures, much like we
are today. Then, without a moment’s notice, we
were excluded, blamed, and exterminated. We
must decide if we will remain silent and succumb

to the fear that we are no longer safe or if we
will use our current overall inclusion to our and
our fellow citizens’ advantages. I think these are
desperate times and we should be very wary, but
the time where we have to always worry about our
lives and survival has not arrived. While we still
witness marginalization, other communities are in
desperate need and have greater risk of losing their
lives.
Other communities are experiencing state
persecution, which differs from individual acts
of extremism. If we remember a time when we
desperately cried for help and support - we would
not hesitate for a moment to act upon the values
we know to be true to our community. We would
oppose persecution on all fronts as loudly and as
unapologetically as possible. Many of us are.
Jews, at this point in time, belong to
whiteness. Whether or not an individual Jew
has “white” skin is beside the point. Jews, as a
collective group in America - by the government,
by institutions, and by many citizens - are viewed
as white. Once someone realizes we are Jewish,
whether we have black, brown, or white skin,
we are associated with privilege and success. It
is imperative that we acknowledge this. And we
must use this understanding to be accomplices
for other communities. The precariousness of the
“white” status of American Jews is concerning
and apparent. While we do have the status of
whiteness that enables us to have a voice, calling
out injustices will help provoke the greater public
to consider injustices in a very emotional, personal
light. Hopefully, we will have those who have not
been thinking of these injustices, grappling with
them and working to change them for decades to
come.
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Hamantaschen Recipe
Written by Jessica Fischman

H

amantaschen (or  ) אוזן המןare typically eaten on the Jewish holiday of Purim,
which commemorates the Jews being saved from execution from the ancient
Persian Empire. The king at the time, King Achashverosh, arranged a beauty
pageant to find a new queen. Esther, a Jewish woman, won; however, she did not tell
anyone that she was Jewish. Haman, an anti-semite, was appointed prime minister of the
empire, who wore a three pointed hat, and planned to kill all the Jews. Esther, with much
courage and fear that the king would not help her, came forward and told the king she was
Jewish, and Haman was publicly executed. The hamantashen symbolize the three pointed
hat that Haman wore and we eat them to satirize him and celebrate his weakening.

INGREDIENTS
3/4 cup unsalted butter, room
temperature
2/3 cup sugar
1 egg, room temperature
1 tsp vanilla
1 tsp grated orange zest
2 1/4 cups flour
1/4 tsp salt
1-5 tsp water (if needed)

1. You will need a large mixing bowl, electric mixer, sifter, pastry scraper, rolling pin, 3-inch cookie
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Recipe

INSTRUCTIONS
1. You will need a large mixing bowl, electric mixer, sifter, pastry scraper, rolling pin, 3-inch cookie
cutter (or you can use a drinking glass with a 3-inch rim).

2. Start by cutting up the room temperature butter into a large mixing bowl. Add sugar and mix

until light and fluffy. Then add the egg, vanilla, and orange zest. Mix all the ingredients until
creamy.

3. Sift the flour and salt into the bowl. Use electric mixer on a low speed until a crumbly dough
forms. This can also be done without an electric mixer, but mixing time will increase.

4. Knead the dough with your hands until a smooth ball forms. If it crumbles, then add more water,
one tsp at a time. The consistency should be tacky, not sticky and firm enough to roll out.
*Add water very slowly.

5. After your dough is formed, wrap it in plastic wrap and place it in the refrigerator to chill for 3
hours or more.

6. Have your filling ready to use. Preheat your oven to 350 degrees F. Lightly flour a flat surface and

unwrap the dough and use a rolling pin to roll the dough out to 1/4 inch thick. When the dough is
about 1/4 inch, re-flour the surface and turn the dough over and continue rolling the dough to about
1/8 inch. *The thinner the dough is the crisper the cookie will be.

7.

Now, use a 3-inch cookie cutter or 3-inch drinking glass to cut the circles. Then place a tsp of
your choice of filling into the center of each circle.

8. To create the hamantashen, fold the left side of the circle toward the center to make a flap that

covers a third of the circle. Do the same to the right side so the top forms a triangular tip. Do the
same to the bottom. Then pinch each corner to secure the filling.

9. When all of the hamantaschen have been filled, place them evenly spaced on a lightly greased
cookie sheet. Place them in the oven for about 20-25 minutes until cookies are golden.

My recipe was inspired by and references Tori Avey’s recipe, so for any further guidance refer to Tori
Avey’s Buttery Hamantaschen.
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TIPS FOR TRAVELING
Written and Illustrated by Natalie Friedman
I recently attended a JCC (Jewish Community Center) event in Los Gatos, titled “Jewbilee.” My
favorite part was the keynote presentation. The principal, Rabbi Darren Kleinberg of Kehillah Jewish
High School was interviewed by Rabbi High Seid-Valencia about his new book, Hybrid Judaism. I left
this talk feeling empowered and reminded of the version of myself when I was in studying abroad in
Denmark one month before.
Rabbi Darren Kleinberg gave the audience valuable advice. He explained, “before you meet anyone, I
need you to remember three things:”
1. That person is infinitely valuable.
2. That person is unique.
3. That person is equal.
This advice resonated with me. Last quarter, when I traveled to Lyon, Paris, Edinburgh,
Florence, Rome, Barcelona, Geneva, and London I met many new people from different cultures. I
believed in these three qualities both naturally and often. My belief in these ideals stemmed from my
excitement and curiosity about undiscovered boundaries. Rabbi Darren Kleinberg mentioned a feeling
of openness that is evoked when you keep these qualities in mind about each and every person that you
meet. This idea was not necessarily remembered because of the physical place that I was in (although the
places I traveled to were pretty special), but really it was because of my attitude about the people.
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A month after I returned from Denmark, I missed the feelings that accompanied the entire
adventure. This keynote prompted me to write this list of both tips and perks about traveling alone
with openness in mind.

1. Immerse yourself in what you love about traveling

For me, it’s art. The Rodin sculptures at Musée des beaux-arts de Lyon were incredibly real to me.

2. Feel Beautiful

For me, I like to add some extra lipstick,
or wear a nice pair of sunglasses - dress up for you and
only you.

3. Feel All You Can

T R AV E L I N G

You are in control of how you are feeling. Traveling alone often
consists of short interactions with people, and you are on your
way. Tip: Try not to listen to sad music about being alone. I
made this mistake. While traveling alone can be empowering, it
can also be lonely, so don’t prompt that loneliness with negative
media about solitude.

4. Everything is up to you!

Your schedule is free! Every stop that you make in that boutique is a grand adventure. If you were with someone else, you may not have stopped in.

5. Be Brave, Commit, Stay Open

All of these things are intertwined. To commit, you must be brave.
Once you have committed, you must stay open.

6. Talk to a stranger

Offer to take a photo for that couple, learn about where they came from. You likely won’t see
them again, but how great is it that an encounter like that could happen? When else will you meet
someone from Bulgaria?

7. Draw interesting looking things, if that’s your thing!

Draw every detail! You have all the time in the world, no one is waiting for you (I drew all the people
in view from The Spanish Steps in Rome).

8. Observe the culture: the contrasts, the similarities

The common, yet charming mistakes that the locals make in English, the
common desserts, the common Christmas decorations or lack thereof, etc.
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There is a fabulous TED X talk titled “Owning Alone” by
Teresa Rodriguez. I watched this video while I was in Denmark
and it had a great effect on me. I had planned to go on my first
trip, alone to Florence and I was slightly nervous about it. This
video includes a woman who had gone through a man telling
her that they were no longer getting married through a letter.
After a lot of therapy that didn’t seem to work, she decides to
go on a trip to London. She explains, “Yes, I was alone, but I
was alone in London!” It is at this point that she understood,
that being alone is not necessarily a bad thing. In the context of
traveling alone or not being in a relationship for some people,
being alone implies that there must be something wrong with
you if you if you haven’t partnered up yet.
She goes on to say that “One of the best ways to heal
a broken child is to go back to that place of discovery, that
place of toddlerhood, where we look at things in a new light
with new verve and new excitement. And I was there on High
street and for the first time in a long time, I was alive. I was
living in the now… It’s so rare that we go into that delicious
now.” This theme was especially important to me when I
was in Denmark. I took a class on Existentialism and Søren
Kierkegaard. In this class, we spoke about the often impossible,
yet ideal notion of living in the now. While taking this class, I
started to acknowledge every time I noticed that I could feel the
present moment. This was the first step. By noticing when it was
happening, I felt I could begin to prompt this feeling as well.
In the TED talk, Teresa Rodriguez quotes Debussy, “It
is the space between the notes that makes the music”. By getting
out of a comfort zone, one can create a space and gain a new
view. It is in these spaces that one can change and turn into
something beautiful.
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Tr a v e l i n g

A Glance into a Synagogue
in Copenhagen
Written by Natalie Friedman
On my way to the library in
Copenhagen, Denmark I spontaneously
stopped to look at a reflective plate in front
of a synagogue. On this gold plate, there
was an engraved Jewish star. I watched an
elegant older woman wearing a fur coat
and jewels walk into the synagogue through
the glass doors. As the glass door behind
her closed, I said, “Excuse me, excuse me!”
She looked at me, unsure of what to do. A
policeman appeared out of nowhere, but I
assumed he came from one of the two the
police cars guarding the street. He said with
urgency, “How can I help you?” Perhaps my
large backpack scared him. I looked at both
the woman and the policeman and I asked
if there were any events for the holidays. He
said, “Not anymore, but check Chabad.” I
replied, “Wow, the security is….” unsure
of what to say. He replied, “Well, welcome
to Europe,” in a tone as if the danger was
obvious and just old news. I found myself
surprisingly upset after this encounter. I was
upset that they thought I would threaten this
building. I was upset that a type of place that
I once called home was so heavily guarded
and surrounded with fear.
I walked into the library and right
away, I called the synagogue to ask about
how I could see it. I was determined to get in
and to gain a more positive experience of the
Jewish community that I deeply cared (and
still care) about. I called because I was scared
of the procedure that I might have to go
through if I approached the building again.
From the phone call, I learned that either I
needed an appointment or I was allowed to
come in for services (that day or the next),
and I could only enter with my passport.
That day was Shabbat, a weekly Jewish

Graphic by Natalie Friedman

Jewish holiday. That day was special and I
would go to seek out a familiar community
in Copenhagen.
The fact that I needed a passport was
not only for safety reasons, but also so that
security could make an assumption based
on my religion and origin. When I arrived
again, I was asked questions like “Where
you from?”, “Why are you in Copenhagen?”,
and “Why have you not been here before?”
Perhaps, subconsciously, I knew the
synagogue would be heavily guarded, and
maybe that was why I didn’t seek out the
Jewish community in Copenhagen earlier
(as this event was in the 5th month of my
stay). I imagine that this is how stereotyped
“dangerous” groups feel: alienated and
feared. Was this why I was so upset? From
this situation I learned two things: First,
my attempt to call the synagogue made me
conscious of the importance of Judaism to
me. Second, I understood that communities
who feel alienated and feared may become
fearful or resentful. I believe this experience
serves as a sign or marker that reflects a
change in me and my filter of the world.

holiday, and it was also Chanukah, a yearly

12

11

What I Can’t Say Out Loud
Written by Jessica Moreno
Illustrated by Annelise Asch
An experience from another member in Leviathan sparked my memory about this
piece that I previously wrote for a creative writing class, which I am about to dive into.
This member and peer started to speak about her idea, sharing why it is important for
her to travel and gain new experiences. This inspired me to share my own personal
thoughts of why I want to travel, and other people may relate to these thoughts.

M

y instructor had given us a
newspaper in the beginning of my
creative writing class. He instructed
us to flip through it to find single words,
sentences, or paragraphs and fashion a piece
of our own. As I was cutting the essay we were
given, I didn’t know what I was planning on
creating, and I didn’t know what I wanted to
say. After I flipped through the essay multiple
times with nothing catching my attention,
out of the blue I noticed on the front page a
particular sentence that stood out: “see the
beautiful things. Change of scenery.” This
sentence spoke to me; it gave me a brilliant
idea of what I wanted to write along the lines
of traveling.
For as long as I can remember I’ve
always wanted to travel around the world, but
there’s always been something blocking my
way. I found and cut bits and pieces from the
essay, creating something I was feeling and
had been feeling for a while:
“Imagine traveling. See the beautiful
things. Change of scenery. Pleasures of the eye
are worth a trip! Let’s visit the Eiffel Tower.
Naples. Gothic cathedrals. In all its original
glory. But beautiful things aren’t all beautiful.
Have a change of heart. Don’t stop me. My
heart is pounding.”
Creating this wasn’t easy for me,

12

especially the last few sentences because I was
trying to picture how I would say this aloud.
The last sentences are me speaking to my
parents: “Have a change of heart. Don’t stop
me.” It’s something I wish I could tell them
face to face. I’m close to my parents, I call
them both on a weekly basis - my mom more
so than my dad. I can talk to them almost
about anything, except this. They don’t seem
to understand why I want to travel while I’m
still in school, and it frustrates me. They think
I’m going to go there and not worry about
my studies, but they’re dead wrong. I would
go to this exotic and glorious place to explore
and focus on my studies. It drives me insane,
but they refuse and refuse. “Just wait till you
graduate college”, they say, but what they can’t
wrap their brain around is that I can’t wait that
long. I’ll be paying off student loans by the
time I graduate and won’t have time to travel.
Which is why now is the perfect time! I don’t
want to be like them, they never traveled at a
young age. I’m not them, I’m my own person
who has her own desires. Let me take the
chance to chase after my dreams. I want them
to let me step outside the box and give me the
opportunity to try something new. I’ve tried
to talk to them multiple times about my desire
to travel, but as soon as I bring it up, it’s shut
down.

think that they’re scared, but why? Are they afraid
that I won’t be in reach of their parental and
overpowering grip? They shouldn’t be worried,
I’m not that little girl who has tea parties with her
dolls anymore. I’ve grown up. I am able to take
care of myself. They shouldn’t be the ones who are
scared, I’m the one who should be. I’m scared that
I’ll never be released from their tight grip. I’m
scared that they won’t stop treating and seeing me
as the little girl I’m not.
I’m scared that I’ll never get to explore

to feast on something new. This is something I’ve
been craving for as long as I can remember, it’s
something I’ve been wishing to do since I was
in middle school. Soon, I’ll find the courage and
tell them when I’m ready to, but soon doesn’t feel
soon enough. If I keep putting it off I’ll never find
the strength. I need to step out of that comfort
zone. It’s always terrifying to tell the ones you
love that you don’t agree with them, but it feels
so good once it’s out in the open - like taking a
breath of fresh air after seeing how long you can

“I want to take in all the magnificent beauty of the mysterious and
far off places. ”
mysterious and far off countries. I want to see all
the beautiful places now, Greece, Italy, London,
Australia, you name it! This is a fantasy I no
longer want to imagine. I want to get lost in these
places, I want to feel awkward asking the locals
for directions or to translate something for me.
I want to try all the foods that are foreign to my
tongue. I want to be in a place that is unfamiliar,
yet exciting. It’s an adventure. I get tired of
seeing the same thing everyday, I want my eyes

hold your breath underwater. I want to have that
feeling when I tell them, to finally breath and feel
at ease after what’s felt like years of holding in my
breath. Take a deep breath in and out… In and
out…
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REFLECTION

Written by Wesley Whittlesey

Growing up, I was typically a boy who would
stay away from the news and politics. To me,
reading the news seemed like it was merely people
wanting to get any kind of story published for a
profit, so these individuals would bend the facts to
help the story sell better. Because of my perception
of the news, I found it easier just to trust what I

the Daily Dot, is the website Empire News, which
contained many fake news hoaxes that were widely
shared on social media, with stories based upon
social or political controversies or conspiracies.
These hoaxes were appalling to many readers,
which resulted in even more views.
Individuals who read the news on the internet

“I will never fall for a story that is so blatantly fake!”
knew for myself. But as I grew up, I realized that
when it came to journalism there were articles that
published facts to inform the population, articles
that expressed opinions, and articles that bent the
truth to sell a good story.
In light of the recent presidential election, the
problem of fake news articles has become especially
prevalent in today’s social media. According to
The Huffington Post, fake news is referred to as
stories that are often created by entities pretending
to be news organizations solely to attract views
based upon questionable and misleading or false
substance. Fake news websites often publish
hoaxes, propaganda, and other false information
that claim to be genuine news, and they often use
social media to drive web traffic and amplify their
effect. Many of these websites often seek to mislead
(rather than entertain and or mock as satirical
websites) readers for financial, political, or other
gain. An example of these websites, according to
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might think to themselves, “I will for sure be able
to tell fake news apart from real news!” or “I will
never fall for a story that is so blatantly fake!” But
the reality is that people are indeed believing these
fabricated stories. The high emotions that have
run throughout the course of the election, and the
resulting increase of activity on social media, have
resulted in higher likelihood for individuals to
believe and share fake news websites and articles.
A study done by Stanford University showed that
in the three months before the 2016 Presidential
Election, pro-Trump fabricated stories were shared
a total of 30 million times, nearly quadruple the
number of fabricated pro-Clinton shares.
The question now is why are people reading
these stories and more likely to believe them? What
leads viewers and readers to believe stories and
articles that are created to mislead and misinform
the public?
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Remember ()זכור
Written by Avery Weinman

In a beginning there were endless golden days in a land flowing with milk and honey
We basked in the presence of prophets and kings
Worshiped at great Temples built by the majesty of God
Walked hand in hand with myth
But our glory was cut down, cast out to Babylon
With Ezra we returned, a hopeful pursuit towards the end of the Exodus
What was meant to be the closing chapter of our book was crushed by the Empire of Rome
The walls of Jerusalem were torn from us, reduced to rubble
Land of fruit and wonder now shriveled with salt
The dust of our nation blown across the world
We were made like Cain, doomed to wander in eternal exile
We traveled everywhere with only our books to remind us of who we were
Century after century drifting in and out of consciousness
As castle walls rose we sat outcast in the forests
We the God killers, unable to scrub Christ’s blood out from under our fingernails
How conveniently they forgot that Peter called him Rabbi
We the wearers of blood libel
Tell me - does matzah taste better when made with the blood of Christian children?
Or did it just make our blood easier to bear
Culmination of ancient vendetta
Justification for our alienation
Our victimhood in their Crusade
For a time we sought solace in Spain
In the presence of the Moors we tasted long lost dignity
Cordoba was a new home, not the home, but perhaps one that could last
In Al-Andalus we were human
We made art, we wrote poems, painted, sang
We remembered what it was like to live, not just to survive
Though we may have dreamed we were, we were never Spanish
They did not hesitate to remind us of that
A Spanish Jew is a Jew first, still worthy of dying in the streets, still a victim of the Inquisition
Love for Spain cannot undo what has been made by Jewish blood
In 1492 Ferdinand and Isabella legitimized the full extent of our unwelcome, exiles again
We were tolerated in other places throughout Europe
So long as we gripped the bars of the ghettos that walled us in
In Venice, in Amsterdam, Prague or Rome we could eke out lives for ourselves
We could worship in our synagogues if we would just smile when they spit on us
They let us lend money, not as a favor but as a slight
Traders and financiers – money changers in the Temple
Sardonic jobs reserved for those not deserving of stability
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Po e m
Our fortunes were the result of luck
Steeped in the blood of others like us who were not so lucky
How were we to know our survival would become a libelous accusation against us
Remember Shylock is not the hero of The Merchant of Venice
Some of us made a humble life in the shtetls across Eastern Europe
We were poor, but we were together
Memorizing one hundred pages of Talmud
Waiting to hear from Yente the Matchmaker
Listening to papa kvetch about selling the horse for five rubles instead of seven
To know the life of the shtetl is to know a grandparent’s consoling hug
We may have barely been making it, but there was still so much to be joyful for
But life here was dissolving both inside and out
As we lost our own culture, others made sure they reminded us we were not welcome to
theirs
Pogroms across the countryside, killings without mercy and without need for explanation
Even isolated, our presence was intolerable to them
At first we entered Berlin through the Rosenthaler Gate – reserved only for Jews and
livestock
But it was the Enlightenment, a time of unparalleled intellectual exploration
For the first time we were seen first as individuals, recipients of unalienable rights
As thinkers we could be could be unmatched, second to none
Revered for our minds not criticized for our culture
We made Germany what is was, we gave it the very best of us, every ounce of our essence
Mendelssohn, Heine, Marx, Arendt, Schoenberg, Auerbach, Börne, Einstein
We proclaimed Ich bin ein Berliner
We were met with the reassurance Arbeit Macht Frei
Trains waiting at the gates
The acrid stench of six million in the air
Our legacy in this country is still ink drying on the page
Some of us came here as refugees
Beaten down after millennia of degradation, murder, exile, and genocide
This was America – a new place, a new hope
We looked up at the woman whose flame is the imprisoned lightning
And her name Mother of Exiles
Cradling all the promise of a country who has sworn to love all who wander
It is in this country that my family has made its life, one that has provided me every
opportunity
And now the shining promise is dying – the gates are closing, the clock is winding
backwards
Fear and intolerance, our most insidious enemies, creep out of the shadows where they
lurk
Emboldened, impassioned, risen again
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Po e m

Intentions
My intention with this piece is not to say contemporary America is comparable to any of the
societies I mentioned here. Beneath the cynicism that tends to crust over my heart, I believe in
the resilience of this nation. I believe in the future of the American Jewry. I mean only to say
that we should not assume that it can’t happen here. Reading the narrative of Jewish history
is an arduous and transcendentally painful task. For thousands of years our very existence
and survival has remained precarious. Our trust in the mercy of those around us has so often
resulted in catastrophe.
In the last few weeks I found myself thinking not of those who perished in the Babylonian or
Roman conquests, Spanish Inquisition, Eastern European pogroms or the Holocaust, but of
the Jews who lived in these areas generations before these events and thought themselves safe.
Thought themselves accepted. Thought themselves Spanish, Russian, or German. How could
they have known what would happen to their children? To their grandchildren? Did they feel
it? Did they know what was coming, or did they really believe that these places, which had so
seemingly welcomed them, would be their homes forever? Did they feel the overwhelming, all
encapsulating sense of dread that I found myself feeling these last few weeks? Is my optimism
making a wrong choice? Will I be dooming by children? My grandchildren?
Unfortunately, my history tells me my optimism is misplaced. But I will cling to it. I will cling to
it as is my sacred duty bound by blood. As it is commanded in Exodus 22:21, “And you shall not
wrong a stranger or oppress him, for you were strangers in the land of Egypt.”
I mean not to frighten anyone, nor to accuse or blame. I mean only to say that we must
remember. The American Jewry must remember the lives and deaths of those who came before
us. Those people whose sacrifices, both of their dignity and their lives, have brought us here to
this moment. To this chance to be brave with our eyes open. We owe the dead that much. And
to those who forget:
May your children turn their faces from you.
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Where Do
I Belong?

Pe r s o n a l N a r r a t i v e

Being the Immigrant of my Family
Written by Rose Teplitz
Photos Courtesy of Rose Teplitz

W

hen I was young and told the other children
at school that one of my ancestors came to
America on the Mayflower, they looked at my
almond-shaped eyes, my long black hair, and
laughed.
“You can’t be from the Mayflower,” they
mocked me. “Because they were white and you’re
Chineeese.”
They elongated the word “Chinese”
for extra emphasis and I remember the fierce
burning in my cheeks, embarrassed, but also
confused. My family had found veritable proof
that we were descendents of a man who boarded
the Mayflower and had made it to America in
1602. I didn’t understand why the other children
didn’t believe me.
Later that day, I told my best friend,
Maria, of my Mayflower ancestor. As a loyal best
friend should behave, she did not taunt or berate
me with questions like the others.
“That’s cool,” she said, but then paused and
tilted her head at me with a serious expression,
“but they’re not really related to you, like by
blood, you know? ‘Cause you’re adopted.”
It was an honest statement and was not
intended to hurt my feelings, but her words
rang in my head as I walked home from school.
“Adopted.” I had always known that I was
adopted, but my adoptive family was the only
family I had ever known; I assumed that it was
clear I was now part of that lineage, biology and
DNA aside. But that day, I became unsure if I had

My father, mother, and me (1997)

a right to connect myself to my parents’ biological
predecessors. Then where did I belong? For the first
time, I felt like an immigrant in my own family.
Because of the dreaded Mayflower fiasco, I
had lost interest in questioning my parents about
our lineage for I wasn’t even sure if “our” was
supposed to be “their.” I stopped paying attention
to what the family had been and decided that, like
other immigrants before me, I would forge my
own path in the world and write my own history.

“You can’t be from the Mayflower,”
they mocked me. “Because they were
white and you’re Chineeese.”
When I reached college, I decided to join
Leviathan Jewish Journal as an artist and soon
was promoted to the position of Art Director.
My mother’s family had been Catholic and I had
attended Catholic Church all my life. The only
experience I had with Judaism was a brief exposure
to a dreidel at a friend’s birthday party; there was
no particular reason for me to choose Leviathan,
but I longed to change my direction to something
new.
I became dedicated to the publication
and appreciated the people in the organization.
I produced content issue after issue for several
years, learning about Jewish culture, perspectives,
and current events until I decided to take a class
focused on Jewish writers in New York to add to
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my insight.
One day we watched a documentary in class
that showed the thousands of Jewish immigrants
who had poured into Ellis Island between the
late 1800s’, early 1900s to escape the atrocities
spreading across Europe. As I detailed the history
of the film to my father that night on the phone,
he said, “You know, my grandparents were Jewish
immigrants who went through Ellis Island, too.” I
nearly dropped my phone and began to press him
for more details, but paused.
“But they’re not really related to you, like
by blood, you know? ‘Cause you’re adopted.”
Maria’s words reverberated in my ears and
I hesitated. I was the adopted kid, the immigrant
child who didn’t have a blood connection to
anyone my father was talking about. Inside my
head, I weighed the pros and cons. On one hand,
I was intrigued, wanting to learn more about the
family history for the first time in years. On the
other hand, was the Mayflower fiasco.

I decided to take a leap and ask.
My father only had a few bits of information
about his grandparents, but he knew that his
grandfather, Samuel Teplitsky, came over by boat
from the Ukraine in 1902 because, as a Jewish man,
he was in danger from the pogroms that targeted
anyone who practiced Judaism, or had a Jewishsounding last name. He had left behind his wife,
Rebecca, in the old country, with the intention of
bringing her over when he raised enough money.
At Ellis Island, he went through the arduous and
long immigration process, that to some, ended in
heartbreak and tears due to a denial of entry into
the new world because of a child with trachoma
or a family member deemed mentally unstable.
Fortunately, Samuel was successfully able to pass
through and was suddenly on the streets of New
York City. He took transportation to Chicago
where he became a house painter and was lucky
enough to be one of the few who made a decent
living. Rebecca came over to join him a year later

My great-grandparents (“Ma” and “Pa”) with their children and grandchildren.
My grandfather sits on the left in the front row (“Dave”).
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“I may be Chin-eeese and do not have a
blood relation to the people above, but
my family is built up of immigrants and I
am proud to be one too.”

and together they had 9 children, the youngest
being my grandfather. Years later, my grandfather
had my father and aunt.
“Then your mother and I adopted you,” my
father finished.
That night, I went over and over what little
information I had received, trying to form an
accurate picture of Samuel when he first stepped
off the boat into America. Though I initially
imagined him as excited and in awe of New York, I
then thought of the reason he came to the country:
escaping persecution because of his religion.
Apparently, by the time he and his wife had their
children, they no longer practiced and by the time
my father and mother adopted me, it was as if any
trace of Judaism had been erased.
But then there was me, the little adopted
Chinese girl who had sat in the front row of a
Catholic church for her whole life, writing and
taking courses on Jewish life and culture, picking

up a couple Yiddish words, and attending Shabbat.
Following a path to learning about Judaism
without any prior knowledge of my family’s past
religious practices just because I thought, I’m in
college, now is the time to try something different
and something new.
But it turns out I was actually returning to
something old and significant.
I have almond-shaped eyes, long black hair,
and was born in China. I have no recollection or
any possible way to discover my bloodline or see
the family I am biologically related to. All I have
is my family here. People may point to my Asian
features and question if I can truly call my family’s
ancestors mine.
And the answer is yes, I can.
I may be Chin-eeese and do not have a
blood relation to the people above, but my family
is built up of immigrants and I am proud to be one
too.
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The Golem: Who He is and
Why He is on Our Cover
Written by Avery Weinman

T

he golem, the clay myth represented
on the cover of this issue of Leviathan,
is a figure whose prominence in Jewish
culture dates all the way back to the Bible.
Psalm 193 uses the world golem to represent
a human being unfinished before God’s eyes.
This description plays an important legacy in
the golem figure who is traditionally depicted
as a massive humanoid figure formed from
clay: a deliberate invocation of God modling
man from clay in Genesis 2.
The golem became a folk character
beginning in the middle ages. Fantastical tales
of mystical rabbis creating golems achieved
mainstream popularity in the Medieval Period.
These golems were mammoth, lumbering clay
guardians brought to life when a rabbi inserted
the shem - any one of the names of God written on a piece of paper into the golem’s
head or mouth.
The most famous of these stories is the
tale of The Golem of Prague. According to
legend, when the Jewish community living in
Prague in the 16th century faced the prospects
of expulsion or death at the hands of the peasants
living under the rule of Rudolf II, Emperor of
the Holy Roman Empire, they begged their
rabbi, Rabbi Judah Loew ben Bezalel, for
salvation. The rabbi descended upon the banks
of the nearby Vtlava River and formed a golem
from the wet clay riverbank. With the golem
as their guardian, the Jewish community of
Prague was saved. The Jewish ghetto in Prague
remained one of the most illustrious in all of
European history and has survived to this day.
Visitors can go an see the tombstone of Rabbi
Judah Loew ben Bezalel and legend has it that
the shem that activated the Golem of Prague is
stored in the genizah of the synagogue there.
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Access to the genizah is not permitted to the
general public - perhaps for practical reasons, or
perhaps for reasons more mysterious.
But why did we here at Leviathan decide
to put the golem on the cover of this issue? In
popular Jewish culture the golem has taken on
a wider significance as a surrogate for any type
of protector figure who defends an oppressed
community. In this sense, the golem has evolved
past a folk legend from history into a new
archetype for a character who takes up the mantle
of virtuous defender.
We decided that now, for our first issue
back since the 2016 presidential inauguration, the
golem was the perfect figure to represent what
our journal hopes to accomplish. Leviathan is a
publication that remains committed to fighting for
justice for all peoples. We are acutely aware that
the presidential inauguration and the subsequent
actions of the Trump administration have
catalyzed a new era of fear and violence. People
of all different backgrounds, nationalities, skin
tones, religions, preferences, and more feel more
threatened today than perhaps ever before in their
individual life times. They are the new inhabitants
of the Prague Ghetto in the 16th century. They are
the community which is deserving of defense and
help.
Our journal, this collection of thin paper
and ink, is a golem for the new age. It may not
be a mass of clay blessed by the rabbi, but it is a
manifestation created by a staff who remains
committed to fighting for justice on behalf of all
people who need it. Leviathan stands in solidarity
with those who may be frightened, and we hope
that through our work we can do our part to stand
as guardians.

A look back at leviathan
art
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