[bookmark: _GoBack]I grew up in New York City but dad and his family are Israeli Jews and my mom and her family are Catholic from Central Europe. Because of the various security situations in Israel when I was growing up, I wasn’t able to go often so I was raised by my mom’s loving, tightknit family. A part of the culture of the country they are from though is a latent anti-Semitism that manifested through seemingly harmless comments here and there. Visiting them so many times a year, I began to internalize these comments and came to the conclusion, at that young age, that half of me, the Jewish side, wasn’t something to be proud of. My next encounter with identity issues came when I started Jewish school in New York. The issues I had internally with my Judaism came to a head during these years making it a terrible experience. I felt detached from Israel and disapproved of it because I felt detached from years of not going but also because my Jewish family was there. It didn’t help that whenever I did encounter mentions of Israel, it always had to do with violence and conflict. 

I didn’t really confront my complicated feelings until arriving here at Yale and really fell into it by accident. I wasn’t involved in Jewish activities on campus at all. I saw an add for a translating job so I started working for the Fortunoff Center in the Sterling Library, a huge collection of Holocaust testimonials. I worked for many hours translating stories from my homeland, of horrible things that happened there. This helped me see a side in myself that I didn’t understand for a long time, in the context of myself as a Jew from that country. The climate in Europe today still has much lingering anti-Semitism. Spending so much time with the history of what happened there helped me come to terms with my identity, in a difficult way. I am now proud of being Jewish for the survival and perseverance of European Jews. But next came the understanding of my Israeli background and confronting that history. 

My grandfather’s family had been in Palestine since the 1900s as a part of a pro-Zionist movement that some very radical things in the name of settling the country. My grandmother came to Palestine from from Poland as one of the Children of Tehran, a famous incident in the history of the Holocaust, and she grew up on a kibbutz when she arrived. For my family in Israel, practicing Judaism isn’t as important as pride in Zionism and our history there. While at Yale, I was forced to learn about my family history, especially the darker parts on both sides. Now when I return to my home countries, I have a better, more nuanced understanding their histories. This was challenged though last summer when I was in Tel Aviv during the war. Despite it being a terrifying experience, I really started to understand day to day difficulties of Israeli life. But I stayed because I thought it was important to be there to experience that part of Israeli life; sirens, shelters, news alerts of the devastation on the other side, and all. 

In the middle of the summer I went to visit my mom’s side of the family hoping for a little peace and comfort. Unfortunately, I arrived to find that the climate towards Jews and Israel was the worst I had ever seen it. There weren’t any huge incidents like in France but the essentially Neo-Nazi party is the 2nd biggest in parliament. Skinheads have rallies, walk around the street, and vandalize Jewish spaces. It’s not safe to appear outwardly Jewish, like wearing a Star of David necklace for fear of being harassed. It was just such a shocking experience to go from being scared in Israel but actually feeling safer there than I did in Europe. 

My biggest takeaway from the summer was definitely that it’s really important for everyone to feel like they have a safe place. I returned to Israel the day the ceasefire ended. After my time in Europe and returning to Yale to an incident involving swastikas and vandalism, I felt unsafe. In Israel, I can feel safe as a Jew in a way that I can’t other places. But this safety for me has come at the huge expense for others. In high school, I was lucky enough to meet two students from Palestine. I was the only Israeli at my school and at first we were hesitant about being friends with each other but became close over time. By the end of high school, we were close and they felt comfortable telling me about their lives there in great detail and specifically the lack of security they feel. That summer, while I sat in shaken but safe in shelters, I was so scared for them and their families. I need Israel to exist so I can have a safe place. But they definitely need a safe place as well. That's why I'm here. 
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