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I am the gaggle of giggling girls 
In a Brooklyn nail salon 
Gossiping  
Grabbing at our favorite Esse™ shades 
Reminiscing about days past  
How everything 
and nothing 
Has changed since our first year at 
Brandeis. 
 
I am the gathering of friends 
in Prospect Park on a warm spring day 
Avoiding the Chabad  lady who has us targeted, 
“Are you Jewish?” 
“No. No. No.” 
But she’s pinned us because one of us is wearing our namesake 
Around our neck. 
 
In gold, bold Hebrew print: שושנה עליה (Shoshanah Aliyah). 
 
“Aha! How can you tell me you’re not a Jew?” 
 
So I smile softly because while my friends might mind, 
I don’t. 
I’m happy to hear from the good rebbe  down the street in Crown Heights. 
 
I am Shoshanah Aliyah  
bat Zavah Chanah  
bat Sara Rivkah  
bat Mamie  
bat Sophie  
bat Malka  
and because of this I am a Jew. 
 
 



I am the proud female descendant of a long line of hour-glass curvy,  
dark-haired,  
intellectual,  
outspoken,  
kind-hearted,  
hard-working,  
strong,  
driven,  
fearless women  
who like Sara, Rebecca, Rachel, and Leah  
inspired a nation of Jewish people to stand up for their beliefs and for their family. 
 
From the women in my life, in my Torah 
I learned that actions speak louder than words. 
That Miriam who led the women and children through the Sea of Reeds 
Lives in my mother,  
lived in my mother’s mother  
And in all of the women who came before me. 
 
And Miriam lives in me. 
 
I am a Jew because the Pew study 
Told me that  
Today’s way of defining “Jewish” is mainly through ancestry 
Or culture 
But I don’t need the Pew 
To tell me something 
I already knew. 
 
I am the sweet smell 
of Lipton’s onion soup mix 
poured  
on a brisket roasting  
for our family holiday gathering. 
  
I am all of the words to  
“If I Had a Hammer” and “Papa Can You Hear Me?”  
I am the feeling of recognition when you watch 
Transparent 



and the claim to being friends of a friend of a friend of 
Jill Soloway. 
 
I am the 8 year old witness to my mother becoming adult bat mitzvah  
the same day my baby sister  
had her naming.  
Two Hebrew names went to my mom,  
three to my sister,  
five altogether  
lest we forget or forsake any of our dead Jewish relatives. 
 
I am a Jew because when I had to go bra shopping for the first time, I was nine.  
 
I became bat mitzvah at twelve -  
which was sadly one month after my mom’s brother,  
my uncle, died.  
I am a Jew because I was one month shy  
of counting in a shiva minyan -  
as one of the ten important humans  
necessary to pray -  
I had memorized all of the words to the mourner’s kaddish . 
 
One year later, on the cusp of my fourteenth birthday -  
burnt sienna and mustard yellow Rabbi Nathan Goldberg Haggadah  in hand -  
I lead my family out of Egypt -  
out of our own, personal desert. 
I took the place of my Uncle 
prematurely, too early,  
they handed over the reigns to the next generation.  
L’dor Vador  
was all they could ask for.  
 
My dad’s mother was born in Cuba which makes me a quarter Jewban . 
When people see my face and ask where I’m really  from,  
sometimes I try out “Havana” just to see how it will roll,  
but no hablo español. 
So I say I’m American,  
I was born in Manhattan. 
But no one in New York is really from New York. 



 
I claim, “My dad’s older brother and family made aliyah  to Israel in the 80s” -  
Wanting to have some physical stake,  
some ownership of a place, a land,  
I love so dearly - 
aval, ha ivrit sheli - gam zeh lo tov. 
I am American. 
I am Polish, I am Russian. 
I am Shapiro, I am Ifshin. 
I am Hochberg, I am Zelkovitz,  
which was shortened to “Zell” to sound less Semitic.  
 
At my all-girls Jewish sleep-away camp  
the one girl I hated in my cabin  
turned out to be my cousin. 
 
I am the uneasy feeling in your stomach 
When someone mentions “conflict”  
in a public or private setting. 
Palestine or Israel 
One state or two 
Arab or Jew 
Wanting to defend  
Wanting to comprehend 
All of the intricacies of a battle that seems to never end. 
Why can’t we all just get along? 
 
I am six degrees of Kevin Bacon 
but kosher-style. 
 
I am the hesitation you make before swiping left 
on the hot dating app of the week 
because even though that guy is  
so cute, dark hair, 6’2 
He does not identify as a Jew. 
  
I am the Modeh Ani /Jason Mraz mash up 
I am the Carlebach V’haeir Eineinu 
I am Katchko, Alter 



Friedman, Nichols 
Barbara 
Carole King 
“I Feel the Earth move under my feet” 
and I wonder 
Is that miSinai ? 
 
I am the blast you had at your friend’s Bar Mitzvah in 7th grade 
I am the blast from the ram’s horn that calls us to action in the New Year 
I am the blast from the past that you run into on the streets of New York City 
I am the promise that you make to do Jewish 
Even if it’s “Just Jewish” 
and you don’t quite know what that means 
That’s okay 
Because like a chemistry 
You know it when you see it 
And you feel it when it’s there - 
 
My Judaism, like God, is everywhere. 
 
 
 
 


