
1tabletmag.com

Tablet magazine’s printable weekly digest

CONTENTS

October 21–27, 2022 • 27 Tisrei–3 Cheshvan, 5783

13 From Knock Knock 
to the Goodbye
An unlikely author creates a collection of 
Palestinian Arabic colloquial expressions

15 It’s the Messiah, 
Charlie Brown
My father taught me that a Jew waits. And 
so I wait, out here in the pumpkin patch.

17 The Second-
best Photographer
A family portrait becomes an act 
of betrayal

19 Shawarma With a Pedigree
In Tel Aviv’s gentrifying Carmel Market, 
owners of a high-end restaurant open up 
a new outlet for affordable far

11 Even Richard Nixon 
Has Got Soul
Hunter S. Thompson’s classic ‘Fear and 
Loathing on the Campaign Trail 1972’ 
demonstrates a human empathy and 
political savvy that today’s hack political 
propagandists lack

4 The New Gatekeepers
How the major institutions of American 
society all came to sing in the woke 
chorus, and what can be done about it

1 Israel’s French New Wave
The growing and distinctly western 
Mediterranean olim are a boon to Israel 
but a dark omen for the future of France

Israel’s French 
New Wave

The growing and distinctly western Mediterranean olim are a 
boon to Israel but a dark omen for the future of France

BY MATTI FRIEDMAN

T
he rumblings of Jew-
ish history take many 
forms, and in this case 
the form was a disk of 
lemon filling, the dough 
brittle, meringue slight-

ly browned. I was at Gagou de Paris. 
Across the street was the rival patis-
serie L’Artisan. I was called jeune hom-
me by a manager graciously rounding 
down, and heard French at three of the 
four outdoor tables adjacent to mine. 
But hurrying by us on the sidewalk 
were the familiar capotes, the e-bikes, 
the skinny jeans on Arab teens, the reli-
gious girls with hair wrapped like Afri-
can queens—it was Jerusalem.

Because the condition of Jews is a 
barometer of events anywhere, and be-
cause Israel has always been a barometer 
of Jewish life in other places, in Israel 
you can sense events far away. Even 
without ever watching the news this 
year, for example, you’d notice unusu-
al numbers of Ukrainians around, and 
young Russian speakers with fashion-
able sneakers just off the plane from 
Sheremetyevo, bewildered and traveling 
light, and you’d know that something 
fateful is happening in and around the 
Russian Federation.

In the same vein, what does it mean 

that when I walk down a short stretch 
of Bethlehem Road in south Jerusalem, 
near my own street, I now pass the new 
butcher shop Le Charolais, and then 
the even newer bakery Delices de Par-
is, before reaching the restaurant Ren-
dez-Vous? Discussing French affairs 
through cuisine is a cliché, yes, but the 
altered gastronomical landscape of the 
neighborhood is hard to miss. And what 
about the families erupting from Sep-
hardic synagogues around here on Shab-
bat by the dozens, shouting arrête Ayala! 
and viens Eitan! Or the fact that of the 
kids in my son’s kindergarten last year, 
a quarter had parents recently arrived 
from Paris or Marseilles? I would never 
claim to understand the soul of a cul-
ture whose language I don’t speak, or of 
a place where I’ve never lived. But even 
through the limited lens of this city, it’s 
clear that something is happening, and 
that it’s linked to the increasingly unset-
tled feeling of Jewish life in these times.

At Le Charolais, under a few sides 
of beef hanging elegantly from hooks 
and by shelves stocked with imported 
preserves, I met Avraham Haim, 61, 
who spoke to me while dismember-
ing red slabs with an enormous knife. 
Haim, who has a beard and a black 
kippah, trained at Potel et Chabot, the 
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“Their image is 
less European than 
Mediterranean, 
Casablanca via 
Paris, God-fearing, 
life-loving, right-
leaning, the 
imprint of a Star 
of David necklace 
sunburned onto 
the chest.”

fact “the Riviera of Israel,” according 
to the jingle that plays while you’re on 
hold on the phone with city hall, though 
I have not heard this anywhere else.

The French “wave,” like any migra-
tion, is a complicated affair, a mix of 
push and pull factors that are hard to 
predict, or even understand. Arie Abit-
bol tries nonetheless, because this is his 
job as the official in charge of Western 
Europe at the Jewish Agency, which is 
responsible for aliya. This word, mean-
ing “ascent,” is the lovely Zionist term 
for Jewish immigration, granting nobil-
ity to an experience that often involves 
an ignoble mix of humiliation and alien-
ation. Immigrants are thus olim, “as-
cenders.” Abitbol moved to Israel from 
Morocco when he was 18.

Since Israel’s founding, Abitbol said, 
French Jews have come to Israel at a rate 
of about 1,500 a year, with a momentary 
peak of 7,000 in the euphoria that fol-
lowed the Six-Day War of 1967. After 
that, things went back to normal until 
the early years of this century, with the 
outbreak of the Palestinian terror wave 
known as the Second Intifada. That vio-
lence, he said, “began to mix the Middle 
East story with the story of the Jews in 
France, and turned French Jews into 
those perceived as responsible for the 
situation in Israel.” That perception 
exacerbated what scholars of immigra-
tion call “push factors,” a cold academic 
term that can mean practical fears about 
economic stability or health, and also 
thousands of frightening personal expe-
riences ranging from petty vandalism to 
murder. It’s these factors, Abitbol said, 
that have decided and will continue to 
decide how many Jews move here. “We 
have tried plans and incentives, but the 
truth is that these hardly affect the level 
of aliya,” he said. Looking at Israeli im-
migration numbers thus offers a kind of 
recent history of France.

Tension in the neighborhoods where 
French Jews and Muslims had lived in 
close proximity built up to the 2006 in-
cident mentioned in nearly every con-
versation with French immigrants: The 
killing of 23-year-old Ilan Halimi, who 
was kidnapped and tortured for more 
than three weeks by a group of young 
Muslims calling themselves the “Gang 
of Barbarians.” His body was found by 

has assumed a critical mass that didn’t 
exist before. It’s not quite the Russian 
wave, which brought a million peo-
ple to Israel in the 1990s as the Soviet 
Union collapsed; since 1972, the first 
year for which the Absorption Minis-
try has records, the number of arrivals 
from France is a tenth of that num-
ber—106,775. But of those, a remark-
able 41,860 have come in just the last 
10 years.

As a result, the French have assumed a 
solid shape in the shared imagination of 
the Israeli public—not the older clichés 
of de Gaulle or Yves Montand, but that 
of a traditional Jew, less European than 
Mediterranean, Casablanca via Paris, 
God-fearing, life-loving, right-leaning, 
the imprint of a Star of David neck-
lace sunburned onto the chest after too 
many hours at the beach. The beach at 
Netanya, of course, because with all 
due respect to Jerusalem, it’s Netanya, 
on the coast north of Tel Aviv, that’s 
seen as the holy city of the French. On a 
recent afternoon in a local playground 
there, nearly all of the young families 
seemed to be Francophone. A municipal 
spokeswoman told me with impressive 
precision that 16,602 French immi-
grants have moved in since 2002, and 
estimated the number of Francophone 
residents at about double that, just over 
10% of the population. Netanya is in 

200-year-old Paris caterer. This butch-
er shop, which opened three years ago, 
serves many French customers who are 
professionals, he said, people who are 
used to high standards from home and 
can pay. “The people who come here 
know what they want,” he said. He came 
to Jerusalem 15 years ago and commutes 
from the neighborhood of Har Homa, 
which is now heavily French. When I 
asked why he moved to Israel, he said it 
was because his wife wanted to. When 
I asked why French Jews were moving 
in general, he mentioned the fear of 
violence, the sense that the country no 
longer seems itself: “It isn’t France any-
more, it’s Muslim.” I asked if he thought 
Jews had a future in France. He paused 
with his knife. “I am not a prophet,” 
he said.

Down the street, the chef at Ren-
dez-Vous had a different take. Yoni 
Markezana, 34, grew up in Marseilles, 
son of a father with old family roots in 
the city and a mother from Algeria. The 
new arrivals in Israel are overwhelm-
ingly of North African extraction, as 
France’s Jewish community, estimated 
at about 440,000, mostly hails from the 
old colonial possessions of Algeria, Mo-
rocco, and Tunisia. The same is true of 
French Muslims. “We came with them, 
and I grew up with them,” Markeza-
na said of the Muslims of Marseilles. 
His parents moved the family to Israel 
when Yoni was 14. The move was due 
not to fear, but to Zionism. “It was their 
dream,” he said.

I asked about concerns of violence 
committed by Muslim radicals, the kind 
of events that make the international 
news. He sees this as a more pressing 
concern in Paris than in Marseilles. 
“People say there are lots of Arabs in 
France, but ...,” he grinned, and ges-
tured around at the city. More than a 
third of Jerusalem’s residents are Arab 
Muslims. If you’re fleeing a threat from 
radical Islam in Europe, where you’ve 
already fled from your ancestral home 
in Muslim North Africa, does it really 
make sense to choose the heart of the 
Arab Middle East?

There have always been French 
Jews in Israel, but the sense in recent 
years is that a “wave” of immigration 
is under way, and that this population 
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happens to be true of nearly every Jew-
ish migration wave from any country 
since the dawn of Zionism. “If you have 
more money and prospects, New York 
might be more attractive,” Malet said. If 
you’re in Manhattan and looking for an 
illustration of this point, attend Shab-
bat services at the West Side Sephardic 
Synagogue on 76th Street. But the po-
sition of Jews in the United States also 
appears far less solid than it did a decade 
ago, with more naked hostility from em-
powered segments of both the left and 
the right.

Malet describes her own move as 
not particularly ideological. She had a 
few uncles in Israel, and a cousin who’d 
come the year before she did, and when 
she was offered a university scholar-
ship she came. Then she stayed. I have 
more than one friend with a similar sto-
ry. Kids drift over, then parents come. 
There’s a social logic in play: At some 
elusive moment in a movement of peo-
ple, the center of gravity shifts.

At Vice Versa, a French bookstore 
in downtown Jerusalem, the staff has 
noticed the shift in both the number 
and the genre of the books crossing 
the counter. The number of new cus-
tomers is slowly ticking up, Nathalie 
Hirschsprung, the proprietor, told me, 
many of them are young parents, and 
the children’s section is doing partic-
ularly well. These new arrivals want 
to integrate, but also want their kids 
to read French. “If you ask why they 
came, they may tell you terrible things 
about antisemitism,” she said, “but 
they remain attached to France and to 
French culture.”

Unlike most of the recent arrivals, 
Hirschsprung is secular and of Ashke-
nazi descent, with a different French 
story. Her grandmother was sent to 
Auschwitz via the French internment 
camp of Drancy, and two of her uncles 
were sent there directly. She came to Is-
rael first as a cultural representative of 
the French Foreign Ministry, and even-
tually decided to stay. Because most of 
today’s new olim are traditional Sep-
hardic Jews, there’s demand for prayer 
books and religious texts in French 
translation, and though Vice Versa does 
sell Jewish philosophy, Hirschsprung 
leaves the sale of prayer books to 

it’s clear that the ludicrously high cost of 
living in Israel and the declining value 
of the euro against the shekel have made 
things harder, and the Jewish Agency 
estimates that between 6% and 8% 
of immigrants return to France. Yoni 
Markezana, the chef at Rendez-Vous, 
for example, said the economics were 
forcing him to seriously consider a re-
turn to Marseilles. The bottom line is 
that despite the Israeli impression of a 
dramatic human wave, the vast majority 
of French Jews are not lining up at the 
El Al counter. But at the same time, the 
past decade has seen more French Jews 
move here than in any other since the 
founding of the state.

One of the new arrivals in 2015 was 
Anaël Malet, a graduate of both the Sor-
bonne and Sciences Po, and now a doc-
toral student at Bar-Ilan University and 
a sharp observer of the changing world 
of French Jewry. In a recent article for 
Mosaic, she noted that Jews are being 
squeezed not only by radical Islam but 
also by the government’s response to 
that problem—a more aggressive secu-
larism, or laïcité, a founding principle 
of the French state that is often indis-
tinguishable from simple intolerance of 
religious difference.

When she was a child in Champig-
ny-sur-Marne near Paris in the 1990s 
and early aughts, for example, her pub-
lic school offered an alternative lunch 
for kids like her who couldn’t eat pork. 
But because of the increased laïcité, 
such meals came to be seen as an unac-
ceptable surrender to religious excep-
tionalism and are no longer available. 
There is more open resentment of spe-
cial dispensations to Jewish university 
students, like granting them different 
dates to write exams that fall on reli-
gious holidays. Employees who deliver 
public services aren’t allowed to openly 
display religious symbols, meaning, for 
example, that a bus driver wearing a kip-
pah would be breaking the law.

Amid these changes, it makes sense 
that emigration has become more widely 
discussed, she said, if by no means uni-
versally adopted. But Israel isn’t the only 
option. Some move within France, to 
places that are safer or have larger Jew-
ish communities. People of more means 
may well prefer the United States, which 

a road on the outskirts of Paris, French 
authorities denied at first that hatred of 
Jews had anything to do with it, and im-
migration numbers more than doubled 
the following year.

They subsided when Nicolas Sarkozy 
came to power in 2007 and did his best 
to calm Jewish concerns, but in 2012, 
Mohammed Merah drove his motorcy-
cle to a Jewish school in Toulouse and 
murdered a rabbi, Jonathan Sandler, his 
sons Arie, 6, and Gabriel, 3, and 8-year-
old Myriam Monsonego. (In separate 
attacks, Merah also killed three French 
soldiers, one of them, like the killer, a 
French Muslim of North African de-
scent.) The numbers at the Jewish 
Agency went up again. In 2015, when 
another Muslim gunman murdered four 
people at the Hyper Cacher kosher su-
permarket in Paris—this was just after 
different Muslim gunmen murdered 12 
people at the editorial offices of Charlie 
Hebdo, and before others killed 130 peo-
ple at the Bataclan theater and across 
Paris one night later the same year—the 
numbers reached the historic peak after 
the Six-Day War. When a poll published 
in January 2016 asked Jewish respon-
dents if they were considering moving 
to Israel, 40% said yes.

Most of those people haven’t, though, 
despite other crimes like the murder by 
a French Muslim of 65-year-old Sar-
ah Halimi in 2017, and the murder of 
34-year-old Eyal Haddad by another 
French Muslim, his roommate in a Par-
is suburb, in August of this year. But the 
annual numbers remain far above the 
old average of 1,500: Last year, 3,568 
assumed Israeli citizenship. (That’s just 
slightly lower than the 4,038 who came 
from the United States, where the Jew-
ish community is 12 times larger.)

Of those coming, Abitbol said, rough-
ly a third are retirees, a third are families 
with children, and a third are unmarried 
young people. Most are of North Afri-
can descent, and range from tradition-
ally observant to stringently Orthodox. 
Immigration in 2022 is very different 
than it was even a decade or two ago—
social media and cheap flights make 
aliya a less binary decision than it once 
was, and some people move back and 
forth, meaning that it’s sometimes hard 
to know exactly who’s living where. But 
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temporarily, over the summer vaca-
tion, but will be back. “I don’t speak a 
word of Hebrew,” she says. “France is 
my home.” Over the next few months, 
however, the frequency of her emails 
decreases, and so does the number of 
smileys and heart emojis. She stops 
calling him “dearest.” She meets some-
one else. She’s not coming back. 

This article was originally published on 
October 26, 2022.

whatever the actual size of the Jewish 
exodus, it is important enough to have 
assumed a place in an important polit-
ical novel by one of the country’s most 
famous writers.

As an Islamist political party rises 
to dominance in the rudderless France 
of the novel, a distraught Myriam tells 
the narrator that her parents have sold 
their home in Paris and are leaving for 
Tel Aviv. They sense that something 
bad is coming. She’s going with them 

Galia Books, another French shop in 
an ultra-Orthodox part of town. Most 
of her shelves are dedicated to secu-
lar literature.

For 74 shekels, for example, you can 
buy the bestseller Submission, by Michel 
Houellebecq. In this satire of modern 
France from 2015 we meet the char-
acter of Myriam, a university student 
who exists as an object of sexual atten-
tion for the miserable narrator, Fran-
cois, but who also demonstrates that 

The New Gatekeepers
How the major institutions of American society all came to 

sing in the woke chorus, and what can be done about it

BY MICHAEL LIND

O
n or around December 
1910, human character 
changed,” wrote Virgin-
ia Woolf. Between 2010 
and 2012, American cul-
ture changed. Within a 

few years, what had been obscure con-
cepts in politicized university depart-
ments like gender studies and ethnic 
studies became orthodoxy not only in 
the academy, media, and the nonprof-
it sector, but also in the boardrooms 
of national and global corporations, 
banks, and in professional associa-
tions like the American Bar and Med-
ical associations.

In 2010, if you had said that unisex 
bathrooms in public schools were nec-
essary to accommodate nonbinary stu-
dents, hardly anyone, even among pro-
gressives, would have known what you 
were talking about. Then in 2016 the 
Obama Education Department sudden-
ly threatened to cut off federal funding 
to K-12 schools that did not allow stu-
dents suffering from gender dysphoria 
to use bathrooms reserved for the op-
posite sex. The Obama Justice Depart-
ment threatened to sue North Carolina 

for passing a law requiring people to use 
bathrooms corresponding to the sex on 
their birth certificates. By the time it re-
scinded the law, HB 2, in 2017, the state 
of North Carolina had lost billions of 
dollars thanks to simultaneous boycotts 
by the National Basketball Association, 
the National College Athletic Associa-
tion, Deutsche Bank, PayPal, and other 
corporations and financial institutions.

In isolation, the transgender con-
troversy might have been viewed as 
a strange aftershock of the gay rights 
movement, which achieved its much 
more moderate goals of civil and mar-
riage equality for gay men and lesbian 
women by the first decade of the 21st 
century. But the imposition of trans-
gender ideology through economic 
compulsion by the federal government 
and major private sector institutions 
was only the beginning. It was followed 
by the march through the institutions 
of “diversity, equity, and inclusion” 
(DEI) based on “critical race theory” 
(CRT), a sectarian ideology that holds 
that all whites and “white-adjacent” 
Asian Americans, no matter how poor 
and powerless, are “privileged,” while 

all Black and Hispanic Americans, no 
matter how rich and powerful, are 
“marginalized” members of “under-
served communities.”

By the 2020s, at one university after 
another, applicants for faculty positions 
were required to submit “DEI state-
ments,” listing the ways that they would 
personally advance this particular ideol-
ogy through their work as teachers and 
researchers. Campus commissars were 
appointed to ensure that faculty read-
ing lists and guest speaker panels had 
the appropriate race and gender make-
up. In corporations, banks, universities, 
and government agencies, the relatively 
anodyne “diversity training” of the late 
20th century, designed to minimize the 
possibility of racial or sexual discrimi-
nation lawsuits, gave way to DEI train-
ings. The goal of such exercises was not 
to promulgate knowledge of specific an-
ti-discrimination rules and procedures, 
but to engage staff in Maoist-style strug-
gle sessions designed to break down the 
personalities and identities of non-His-
panic white Americans and Asian 
Americans through confession of “mi-
croaggressions” and “racial privilege.”

Meanwhile, large corporations and 
banks, universities and major founda-
tions, and the Democratic Party—now 
the party of college-educated whites 
and most of the super-rich—ostenta-
tiously signaled their virtue as one new 
social justice cause succeeded another: 
Black Lives Matter, climate change, gen-
der radicalism. Ironically, the rainbow 
flag of the gay rights movement became 
the logo of U.S. corporations and U.S. 
embassies, even as gay men and lesbians 
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and 1990s, “political correctness” was 
ridiculed into irrelevance everywhere 
except on university campuses and a 
handful of sectarian left institutions. 
What exactly is it that changed in the 
structure of American institutions so 
that the new entryists were able to suc-
cessfully infiltrate and capture so many 
major organizations and professions in 
the 2010s, after such tactics had repeat-
edly been tried and failed before?

One way of answering the question of 
who the woke actually are is by posing 
a historical question: Why did political 
correctness (PC) fail to escape from its 
laboratories on university campuses 
while becoming an object of ridicule 
and derision in the 1980s and 1990s, 
while its successor, wokeness, succeeded 
in capturing major corporations, banks, 
universities, nonprofits, and govern-
ment agencies beginning around 2010? 
The question is all the more interesting 
because many of the schools of thought 
that have been united in PC and woke-
ness date back to the 1970s, the 1960s, 
or earlier. For example, the term “inter-
sectionality,” used to refer to hierarchies 
of real or alleged oppression, was coined 
by the Black feminist scholar Kimberle 
Crenshaw as early as 1989, yet the term 
was obscure even on college campuses 
before suddenly it was everywhere in 
the 2010s.

Control of three gateways in partic-
ular has been critical to the success of 
woke entryism. The three gateways are 
college education, professional accredi-
tation, and commercial services, partic-
ularly new online media platforms like 
Twitter, sales platforms like Amazon, 
and financial platforms like PayPal. All 
three wield variants of the same power: 
the power to exclude people from the 
economy. Good Trotsky-style entryists 
that they are, woke activists, knowing 
that they would be defeated in free elec-
tions and in open public debates, have 
sought to infiltrate institutions to con-
trol key chokepoints or gateways, which 
empower them to be gatekeepers.

Today, unlike a generation ago, 
young Americans typically must pass 
through three gateways, in order to be 
economically successful. They must 
obtain college diplomas; they must join 

Protestant fundamentalists ran for lo-
cal school boards as moderates and then, 
once they had majorities on the board, 
used their power for goals like teaching 
“creation science” along with evolution-
ary biology.

The center left of the political spec-
trum has historically been vulnerable 
to entryism by small, radical sects of 
zealots. Today’s illiberal radicals, like 
yesterday’s communists, have profited 
from a “no enemies to the left” policy 
among liberals. Mild-mannered liberals 
and progressives believe in civil rights, 
so therefore something called “anti-rac-
ism” must be worth supporting, even if 
there are a few problems here and there: 
Ibram X. Kendi’s sectarian lunacy thus 
hitches a free ride on the legacy of Mar-
tin Luther King Jr. Similarly, adding “T” 
and “Q” to LGB legitimated public ac-
ceptance of radical gender ideology, as 
though insisting that controversial and 
often dangerous “gender transitions” are 
a natural and unobjectionable continua-
tion of the campaign to allow same-sex 
couples to marry.

Wokists, then, are not the new Prot-
estants, any more than they are the new 
Trotskyites. They are entryists in their 
methods, but not in their ideology. Such 
identity politics is not the kind of coali-
tion of college students and minorities 
that Herbert Marcuse and other Marx-
ists hoped for in the 1960s, after they 
were disappointed by the lack of revo-
lutionary fervor among the American 
and European working classes. Black 
nationalism, the model for all racial and 
ethnic nationalisms on the Western left, 
has its roots in 19th-century German ra-
cial and cultural nationalism, not cos-
mopolitan Marxism. Radical feminism, 
which spawned gender ideology, has its 
own tradition as independent of social-
ism, even if some radical feminists have 
also been socialists. Indeed, real com-
munist regimes like the Soviet Union, 
China, North Korea, and Cuba have 
usually been repressively traditional in 
matters of sex and gender.

This, however, raises a question. The 
various streams of identity politics that 
feed into today’s radical ideology are not 
new. Indeed, they have existed on the 
margins of politics and intellectual life 
for generations. As recently as the 1980s 

who questioned the new orthodoxy 
were hounded out of the T- and Q-dom-
inated LGBTQ+ acronym alliance for 
the sin of “transphobia.”

Seeking historical analogies for this 
sudden revolution in American institu-
tional life, some spoke of the Great Awo-
kening, alluding to the two Great Awak-
enings that animated Anglo-American 
Protestantism in the 18th and 19th cen-
turies. A case can indeed be made that 
wokeness is a secular religion, complete 
with its own ersatz rituals, like “taking 
the knee,” invoking the imminent apoc-
alypse of anthropogenic climate change, 
and icons of George Floyd, a victim of 
police brutality who was elevated into 
a martyr. Suggestively, the movement 
has flourished in the English-speaking 
nations, which share a heritage of Cal-
vinist Puritanism, while being relatively 
unsuccessful in countries with Latin and 
Catholic traditions like France or Italy.

Nevertheless, the Great Awokening 
is a misleading term. Woke activists are 
not honest missionaries; they are in-
filtrators, acting with the specific goal 
of seizing control of institutions and 
imposing their views on others. Unlike 
the Protestant evangelists of the Great 
Awakenings, today’s activists do not use 
simple language to spread their message 
to sinners in need of repentance. On 
the contrary, they camouflage radical 
beliefs in bureaucratic acronyms like 
DEI and CRT, and anodyne-sounding 
terms like “gender-affirming health 
care”—in practice, often a euphemism 
for castrating boys and men and steril-
izing and performing irreversible mas-
tectomies on girls and women. Where 
Protestant evangelists sought voluntary 
and whole-hearted conversion, the new 
activists seek submission, imposed on 
penalty of ostracism.

If these activists are not evangelists, 
what are they? They are “entryists.” 
The term “entryism” has been associ-
ated with the Trotskyist denomination 
of Marxism since the 1930s, when the 
exiled Leon Trotsky urged his follow-
ers in Britain to infiltrate the Labour 
Party and influence it from within, 
rather than form their own small, inef-
fectual party. But the tactic is not lim-
ited to the political left. In the United 
States there have been cases in which 
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“Despotic 
power is more 
frightening when 
it is arbitrary.”

before the rise of the tech sector at the 
end of the 20th century.

No wonder that woke entryists pre-
fer worming their way into immense, 
centralized quasi-monopolies and oli-
gopolies in the private sector instead 
of trying to capture the government by 
persuading voters and winning in thou-
sands of elections at all levels. They are 
helped by the fact that, for many Amer-
icans, particularly those on the political 
right, the private sector equals “free-
dom” while the public sector indicates 
“tyranny.” It is no coincidence that Face-
book’s board includes the vice president 
of the Cato Institute, which is funded 
by corporations and rich donors to in-
voke “liberty” in order to justify vari-
ous kinds of despotic and unaccount-
able private power. Even if a platform 
functions as a de facto public utility, for 
which there is no realistic substitute or 
alternative, the mere fact that the agen-
cy is privately owned can be invoked to 
screen it from public scrutiny or govern-
ment oversight and regulation.

So let’s review how and why control 
over each of the three gateways allows 
woke zealots to impose their views on 
the rest of society outside of the nor-
mal processes of public debate and leg-
islative oversight. In the 1990s—which 
wasn’t all that long ago—only about a 
quarter of American men and 18% of 
American women completed four or 
more years of college. By 2021, it was 
36.7% of men and 39.1% of women. 
Even as the B.A. has been dumbed-down 
by academic bureaucrats, who are now 
eliminating SATs and other objective 
measurements of academic merit, it has 
become increasingly necessary to have 
a B.A. or a higher degree to get a decent 
job, if only because employers use it as 
a screening credential. Meanwhile, pri-
vate sector membership in trade unions, 
which once won living wages and ben-
efits for high school-educated workers, 
has collapsed from a third to around 6% 
of the private sector workforce—low-
er than it was under President Herbert 
Hoover, before the New Deal.

The increasing polarization of the 
American class system along education-
al lines, along with a massive oversup-
ply of college graduates for too few jobs 
that actually require college degrees, 

writer; and Afia Asantewaa Asare-Kyei, 
program manager of the Open Society 
Initiative for West Africa. It seems en-
tirely fair to say that none of these peo-
ple is in any way representative of or 
responsible to Facebook’s users.

To be sure, none of the customers of 
conventional corporations has any say 
in corporate governance, either. But 
most traditional corporations either 
face rivals in competitive markets, or, if 
they are natural monopolies, are subject 
to regulation and government oversight. 
In contrast, platforms like Facebook, 
Amazon, and PayPal, along with search 
engines like Google, are near-monop-
olies in whole sectors of the economy, 
and yet have won the right not to be reg-
ulated by federal, state, or local govern-
ments. As a result, they can “deplatform” 
people, including the president of the 
United States, at will—and those who 
have been deplatformed, canceled, or 
otherwise disappeared from the market-
place or the public realm have little re-
course, except to a rubber-stamp board 
appointed by the platform’s executives, 
on the basis of “rules of service” that the 
corporate managers and their puppets 
make up and can change at any time. 
This combination of exemption from 
regulation with legal impunity would 
have been unthinkable in the age of 
AT&T and the three broadcast networks, 

professional accrediting organizations; 
and they must be able to do business via 
platforms in the marketplace.

The American Medical Association 
was founded in 1847, and the American 
Bar Association in 1878. Colleges and 
universities assumed their present form 
only in the late 19th and 20th centuries, 
and as recently as 1960 only about 10% 
of American men and around 6% of 
American women had bachelor’s de-
grees or higher.

Of the three kinds of gateway—the 
professional, the academic, and the plat-
form—the third is the newest, a product 
of the early 21st century. As one writer 
recently put it, “the Woke is a vanguard 
movement that seized control of a new 
technology and used it as a force mul-
tiplier to discipline and terrorize the 
larger institutional landscape.”

Waiting for people at each gateway, 
like trolls under a bridge in a fairy tale, 
are woke leftists, who demand that they 
recite the in-group passwords before 
they are allowed to pass through the 
gates. What makes these gateways par-
ticularly vulnerable to capture by disci-
plined, zealous entryists in the United 
States is the fact that they are mostly 
private and unregulated. America’s most 
prestigious universities are private, and 
they set the standards for other univer-
sities in the country, both private and 
public. Whether private or public, all 
American universities are accredited 
by private, nonprofit accrediting agen-
cies and not by America’s federal or 
state governments.

Old-fashioned commerce and bank-
ing are heavily regulated in the public 
interest. But since the 1990s, Silicon 
Valley, helped by ample offerings of 
campaign cash and post-political jobs, 
has persuaded Washington policymak-
ers to allow online platforms to make 
up their own rules—the infamous, ar-
bitrary “community terms of service” 
with “community” referring to their 
passive, powerless customers. No “sun-
shine laws” control the proceedings 
of Facebook’s privately designed and 
privately appointed Oversight Board, 
which includes John Samples, vice pres-
ident of the Cato Institute; Helle Thorn-
ing-Schmidt, former prime minister of 
Denmark; Khaled Mansour, an Egyptian 
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“Only one 
solution to the 
threat of woke 
hegemony can 
work: a massive 
expansion of the 
regulatory powers 
of government.”

politics. If you wish to buy or sell a gun 
in a perfectly legal transaction, Visa will 
allow it but PayPal and Square will not.

If you publish a book critical of the 
new gender ideology, Amazon may dis-
appear it, the way it disappeared Ryan 
T. Anderson’s When Harry Became Sally. 
Inexplicably, Amazon sells Abigail Shri-
er’s Irreversible Damage: The Transgen-
der Craze Seducing Our Daughters—but 
then, despotic power is more frighten-
ing when it is arbitrary.

And if you run for office, you may find 
yourself banned or suspended by social 
media platforms. As of Aug. 15, 2022, 
Ballotpedia listed seven elected officials 
who had been banned or suspended by 
Twitter, Facebook, or YouTube—all Re-
publicans. In addition to Donald Trump, 
the list includes Rep. Jim Banks of Indi-
ana, suspended by Twitter for 14 days 
in 2021 for “targeted misgendering or 
deadnaming transgender individuals,” 
and Sen. Rand Paul of Kentucky, a med-
ical doctor, suspended by YouTube for 
seven days for allegedly spreading mis-
information about COVID-19.

Piece by piece, woke activists are as-
sembling a private version of China’s 
social credit system, which can cut off 
individuals who run afoul of ideological 
orthodoxy from acquiring educational 
credentials, practicing a trade, or engag-
ing in political speech. While Trotskyist 
entryists spent decades trying to infil-
trate and influence social democratic 
parties and trade unions, woke entryists 
in only a decade and a half have captured 
many of the leading communications, 
sales, and financial platforms in modern 
society, along with professional associ-
ations and universities. Leon Trotsky 
would be impressed.

The triumph of the 21st-century entry-
ists is as fragile as it is sudden and com-
prehensive. The greatest threat to wo-
keness is the lack of direct government 
regulation of the private sector entities 
whose chokepoints they have seized. So 
how can democratic government thwart 
the schemes of the sectarians who have 
burrowed into the private and nonprof-
it sectors?

One response to entryism that is 
doomed to failure is debate. Self-de-
scribed “classical liberals” who call on 

girl’s body or vice versa, and that the in-
dividual might not realize he or she was 
in the wrong body until decades later. 
Yes, this is the American Medical Asso-
ciation, not the American Association 
of Astrologers.

Meanwhile, the American Bar As-
sociation has proposed making the ac-
creditation of U.S. law schools depend 
on their success in promoting goals like 
rigid race and gender quotas among 
faculty and students. Noting that such 
accreditation requirements might cause 
law schools to run afoul of federal and 
state laws like the Civil Rights Act of 
1964, which established nondiscrimina-
tion as the legal standard, the ABA says 
its own private, made-up accreditation 
requirements trump actual laws: “The 
requirement of a constitutional provi-
sion or statute that purports to prohibit 
consideration of race, color, ethnicity, 
religion, national origin, gender, gender 
identity or expression, sexual orienta-
tion, age, disability, or military status in 
admissions or employment decisions is 
not a justification for a school’s noncom-
pliance with Standard 206.”

Let’s assume that a submissive, defer-
ential American professional of the 21st 
century, having mouthed the platitudes 
necessary to obtain a B.A. and graduate 
from a professional school, now seeks to 
practice a career in sales, authorship, or 

breeds conformity and submission in 
undergraduates. In the 1990s, you could 
mock your politically correct professor 
or classmates and go on to a successful 
career in law, medicine, business, or 
even the academy. In the 2020s, if you 
mock your politically correct professor 
or classmates, you can be put through 
Kafkaesque trials and Maoist reeduca-
tion on campus, and the mark on your 
permanent record can prevent you from 
getting into a good professional school.

Students who dissent from enforced 
woke orthodoxies on campus run the 
very real danger of summary punish-
ment by university administrators for 
a very wide variety of potential crimes, 
which will be adjudicated by those 
very same authorities. These crimes 
can range from holding incorrect opin-
ions about racial essentialism (you’re 
supposed to be for it) or the existence 
of multiple genders (there is no exact 
number, gender being a subjective and 
elastic concept).

In addition to acceptable opinions, 
the code of wokeness mandates ques-
tions of personal manners and behavior 
unrelated to education, like the need for 
men to obtain institutionally prescribed 
forms of “affirmative consent” before at-
tempting to make potentially unwanted 
advances toward women—a rule that 
appears to lean hard on the otherwise 
nonexistent gender binary. In such a 
Mad Hatter-like environment, it’s only 
rational for college students to keep any 
skeptical or heterodox opinions they 
might harbor to themselves, and to rit-
ually recite whatever nonsense the cam-
pus DEI commissar imposes that week 
as a litmus test of ideological orthodoxy.

The next gate is the professional gate-
way—and here again, we find that our 
entryists have seized the sentry posi-
tions and imposed new passwords. The 
AMA recently issued a glossary of Woke 
Newspeak, instructing medical doc-
tors to say “equity” instead of “equali-
ty” and “systemically divested” instead 
of “poor.”

Last year, the AMA Board of Trust-
ees passed a resolution demanding that 
sex cease to be noted in all future birth 
certificates, on the theory that a boy 
might have been born by accident in a 
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have been allowed by policymakers of 
both parties to regulate themselves. 
The self-regulation of Google, Amazon, 
Twitter, and other platforms should 
be ended and replaced by government 
regulation by commissions overseen by 
elected officials.

What form would online platform 
regulation take? To begin with, the 
terms of service for particular kinds of 
online transactions would be identical 
for all vendors and written by legislators 
or by public commissions answerable to 
legislators and visible to the public. No 
longer would you be required to “accept” 
take-it-or-leave-it terms of service as a 
prelude to accessing an online website 
or using an online business. You don’t 
have to sign a form agreeing to complex 
and arbitrary terms of service to board 
an airplane or create an account with 
the local public utility, because those 
industries are regulated in the public 
interest by democratic government.

In addition to one-size-fits-all terms 
of service imposed by the public sec-
tor on all firms in an area, each sec-
tor should have a customer’s bill of 
rights. These would include protec-
tion against the denial of services on 
the basis of opinion or partisanship. 
We do not allow telephone companies 
to abruptly end your call and cancel 
your service if they overhear you say, 
“A transwoman is not a woman” or 
“I read a recent peer-reviewed study 
that said COVID vaccines have little 
to no effect on viral loads.” A tradi-
tional bank cannot decide to close all 
of the accounts of customers who vote 
Republican. Why do we allow equally 
important platforms to do so?

Even those accused or convicted of 
crimes should be allowed to access on-
line media, commercial, communica-
tions, and financial platforms without 
discrimination. Convicted prisoners 
are allowed to make phone calls from 
jail. Should phone companies decide 
on their own to end that government 
policy? Of course not. In a free society, 
powerful private actors cannot be al-
lowed to engage in additional, private 
punishments of those who have already 
been punished by the state.

Even more sinister, illiberal, and 
un-American is the practice of private 

powers to assume democratic control 
over education, professional accredi-
tation, and commerce and banking, by 
ending its delegations of government 
power to self-regulating private agen-
cies and corporations.

The institutions with chokepoints 
that are most vulnerable to capture by 
the new gatekeepers are private: uni-
versities, professional accreditation or-
ganizations, social media, and financial 
platforms. These private institutions 
have been delegated vast powers on 
the basis of an implicit promise that 
they will be viewpoint-neutral and 
sector-specific. For example, the ABA’s 
legitimacy in accrediting American law 
schools, and the power of state bar asso-
ciations to define the requirements for 
practicing law in a state, are based on 
the premise that bar associations will 
make their judgments solely on the 
basis of technical legal standards—not 
politics, religion, or personal or group 
identity. Likewise, banks and other fi-
nancial institutions, including those 
online, are legitimate only to the ex-
tent that they accept all customers who 
engage in transactions that are allowed 
by law.

Banks and other necessary public ac-
commodations cannot and should not 
be allowed to accept or reject customers 
solely on the basis that their managers 
like or dislike their opinions or disap-
prove of particular transactions, like 
legal gun sales or selling hats proclaim-
ing that “Trump Won!” Bank managers, 
like professional accreditors or univer-
sity deans, are technicians who have no 
legitimacy as moral arbiters of society.

If the delegation of authority by the 
government to private institutions em-
powers the activists who capture those 
institutions, then the solution is to re-
peal those delegations of authority and 
replace them with direct government 
regulation. The power of the AMA and 
ABA and other private associations to 
license professionals should be revoked. 
Professionals of all kinds should be li-
censed by government boards that are 
appointed by elected officials and sub-
ject to legislative oversight, and whose 
decisions are subject to judicial review.

Major social media and fintech plat-
forms present a different issue: They 

social media platforms, professional 
accrediting agencies, nonprofits, and 
universities to embrace “viewpoint di-
versity” are wasting their time. It is no 
more possible to persuade the commis-
sars in corporate HR departments, pro-
fessional accreditation agencies, social 
media platforms, or university diversity 
offices to allow nonwoke views than it 
would have been to persuade Trotsky-
ist conspirators who had infiltrated 
and captured a labor union during the 
Cold War to be open to debates among 
Trotskyists, Stalinists, social democrats, 
and libertarians. Having entrenched 
themselves in massive, powerful bu-
reaucracies, these zealots will not will-
ingly relax their grip on bureaucratic 
chokepoints. Why should they?

Equally doomed to failure is the 
idea of creating all-new institutions 
to replace the major, centralized com-
mercial and nonprofit institutions that 
have been hijacked by secretive activ-
ists. Good luck with that. Try creating 
a nonwoke alternative to Twitter, or 
YouTube, or the American Bar Asso-
ciation, or Harvard University. Success 
is unlikely and would take decades or 
generations—during which time the 
entryists will have burrowed even 
more deeply into the institutions they 
have captured.

Alas, only one solution to the threat 
of woke hegemony can possibly work: 
a massive and permanent expansion of 
the regulatory powers of American gov-
ernment. Because of the longstanding 
ideological habits and precommitments 
of those who broadly agree with the 
above diagnosis of the problem, this is 
typically the last solution that occurs to 
them. Paradoxical though it may seem, 
however, political intervention is neces-
sary to depoliticize the institutions that 
have already been diverted from their 
limited missions and competencies. Re-
luctant but determined intervention by 
the elected branches of government can 
compel neutrality on the part of profes-
sional and commercial institutions that 
have been captured and weaponized by 
the new entryists.

In America’s federal system, occupa-
tional and professional licensing as well 
as much financial regulation takes place 
at the state level. Each state has broad 
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“Abusive legislators 
and governors can  
be voted out of  
office, unlike the  
obscure individuals  
who belong to  
Facebook’s  
self-regulating  
bureaucracy.”

is a healthy and overdue reassertion of 
democracy. Elected officials answer to 
citizens. Corporations and nonprofits 
answer only to their boards of directors 
and shareholders or donors. And as en-
tities that can exist and do business only 
because of government charters, cor-
porations and nonprofits must follow 
rules promulgated by representatives of 
the people.

Will anti-woke governments com-
mit abuses in responding to the abus-
es of woke companies and nonprofits? 
No doubt they will sometimes. But if 
they do, their misdeeds will be easi-
ly identified and have clear remedies, 
unlike the hidden decisions of vast 
private bureaucracies. Abusive legisla-
tors and governors can be voted out of 
office, unlike the obscure individuals 
who belong to Facebook’s self-regulat-
ing bureaucracy.

It might be objected that, whatev-
er may be the case in other countries, 
American government officials at all 
levels lack the competence to engage in 
reasonable regulation of accreditation 
agencies and internet platforms in the 
public interest. But it would be a mis-
take to assume that the corporate and 
nonprofit staffers who now perform 
these functions are more competent 
or less corrupt themselves; we simply 
cannot see what they are doing, while 
public governance is subjected to pub-
lic scrutiny and criticism. We don’t need 
Singaporean technocrats or Prussian 
bureaucrats; ordinary legislators and ap-
pointees who must conduct their work 
in the light of publicity will do. Sunlight 
is the best disinfectant.

In other eras, and in other countries, 
public tyranny has indeed been a ma-
jor threat to individual freedoms. In 
the United States, in the third decade of 
the 21st century, the private tyranny of 
universities, professional associations, 
and tech platforms is a greater threat 
than the tyranny of an oppressive state. 
When it comes to reducing the power 
of the new entryists in the private sec-
tor, the restoration of our liberties re-
quires an expansion of democratically 
accountable government. 

This article was originally published on 
October 25, 2022

inherently fair than a state grounded in 
the democratic process and the rule of 
law is what got us into this mess in the 
first place.

It is also the case that, contrary to 
popular belief, the federal government 
does not have vast plenary powers. 
The federal government chiefly influ-
ences state and local policy by means 
of “fiscal federalism.” The Obama ad-
ministration abused fiscal federalism 
when radical activists ensconced in his 
Department of Education made federal 
funding for K-12 schools contingent on 
public schools adopting controversial 
gender ideology.

The best way to prevent the federal 
government from using this kind of eco-
nomic blackmail against state and local 
government institutions, of course, is 
to keep woke parties and politicians 
and appointees out of power in Wash-
ington, D.C. If that fails, states should 
refuse federal funding that comes with 
strings attached, rather than submit to 
blackmail by tiny cadres of activists who 
have infiltrated and captured specific 
federal agencies like the Department 
of Education.

Increasingly, state governments led by 
anti-woke elected officials have begun 
using state power to check the ideolog-
ical excesses of corporations and banks. 
Far from being an assault on liberty, this 

companies blacklisting individuals who 
have been accused of crimes but not 
convicted. The secret government “No 
Fly List” shared by American national 
security agencies is clearly unconsti-
tutional, as well as tyrannical. Private 
sector blacklists of suspected commu-
nists, Black Americans, homosexuals, 
and others have been all too familiar in 
the past—and are generally presented in 
public discussion as clear examples of 
wrongdoing. Private sector blacklists, 
including those directed against people 
deemed insufficiently woke by compa-
nies and banks, should be outlawed, and 
those affected by them should be em-
powered by law to sue those businesses 
and banks into bankruptcy in govern-
ment courts.

In the case of public schools and 
state universities, created by state legis-
latures, the authority of the legislature 
to regulate curriculum and teaching 
in order to prevent radical ideological 
minorities, whether left or right, from 
capturing and indoctrinating captive 
students can hardly be questioned, even 
though university entryists will use 
cries of “academic freedom” to defend 
their current monopoly.

What about private universities? As 
nonprofit institutions, private univer-
sities are showered with subsidies by 
American taxpayers in the form of gen-
erous tax expenditures. If private insti-
tutions want to impose any particular 
ideology on their faculty and students, 
they should be free to do so—on the 
condition that they lose their nonprof-
it status and are redefined as for-profit 
corporations, subject to federal, state, 
and local taxes. With an endowment 
of over $50 billion run by highly paid 
professional money managers, Harvard 
University has often been described as 
a hedge fund with a college attached to 
it—so why shouldn’t its profits be taxed 
at the same rate as those of JP Morgan 
and Bain Capital?

The obvious objection to expanding 
the power of the states and the federal 
government to eliminate control by the 
new entryists over key social and eco-
nomic chokepoints is the libertarian be-
lief that government itself is the enemy. 
One response might be that the belief 
that private enterprise would be more 
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It was the winter of 1916. Emma 
Goldman, the Red Queen of the 
Anarchist movement, had been 
invited to speak to the Civitas Club 
of Brooklyn, one of the best-known 
women’s clubs in the nation, whose 
blue-blooded, affluent members were 
not known for radicalism.

And yet, there it was in the local 
newspapers of Jan. 10: Two days 
hence, Goldman would come to the 
group’s home on tony Pierrepont 
Street in Brooklyn Heights to 
deliver a lecture titled “My Personal 
Interpretation of Anarchism,” with 
Mrs. Palmer Jadwin and Mrs. James 
P. Warbasse acting as club hostesses.

The sponsorship of Agnes 
Warbasse was significant, belying the 
rigid precepts of Brooklyn “society.” 
Her husband, Dr. Warbasse, was 
both a prominent surgeon and a 
socialist activist. Agnes shared his 
passions, and together they had 
six children and had recently co-
founded the National Cooperative 
League to promote the development 
of consumer cooperation in the 
marketplace. While the class and 
ethnic divides between the Civitas 
Club and the city of millions of new 
immigrants were real, so too was the 
commitment of the Warbasse family 
in seeking the betterment of all.

But of course, socialism—let alone 
anarchism—had many opponents, 
including other Civitas Club members, 
and it’s likely they who made their 
displeasure known to the press.

—Brian Berger

→ Number of the Week: 26%. The percentage of American eighth graders who 
are proficient in mathematics, according to data from the National Assessment 
of Educational Progress, marking an 8% decrease since prior to the COVID-19 
pandemic. For 9-year-olds, there was the first-ever decline in math scores and 
the largest decrease in reading proficiency since the 1980s. The dire assessment 
provides yet more evidence of the devastating toll pandemic-era school closures 
had on U.S. children, with data underscoring the fact that the policies’ largest 
impact was on the United States’ most economically disadvantaged students. 
Last year, more than $100 billion were set aside to help schools and students 
recover from these school closures, but the new data suggests that this wasn’t 
nearly enough, leading some researchers and policy makers to call for hundreds 
of billions more.

→ Russia’s defense minister, Sergei Shoigu, said his military was preparing for 
a “mass nuclear strike with strategic attack forces in response to a nuclear 
attack by our adversary” after Russia carried out its first nuclear drill since its 
invasion of Ukraine. The nuclear test comes shortly after President Vladimir 
Putin alleged without evidence that Kyiv would soon deploy a so-called dirty 
bomb containing radioactive material against Moscow. Ukraine and its allies 
say Putin’s comments amount to a false flag effort, planting the idea that 
Kyiv intends to use a nuclear bomb as a false pretext to justify Russia’s own 
threats of a nuclear strike, as Moscow continues to struggle in its ground war. 
Russia had previously tested its nuclear capabilities in February, days before it 
launched its Ukrainian invasion. At the time, Putin said anyone who tried to stop 
him would face “consequences you have never encountered in your history.”

→ So much for those slogans about how recycling helps save the planet. Of 
the 51 million tons of plastic waste Americans produce each year—that’s 309 
pounds per person—95% of it ends up in the trash, according to a new study 
by Greenpeace, which attributed much of the problem to plastic makers not 
following manufacturing standards. “Corporations like Coca-Cola, PepsiCo, 
Nestlé, and Unilever have worked with industry front groups to promote plastic 
recycling as the solution to plastic waste for decades,” said Lisa Ramsden, 
Greenpeace USA senior plastics campaigner. “But the data is clear: Practically 
speaking, most plastic is just not recyclable.” Today, most of the United 
States’ plastics are getting dumped in foreign landfills, ever since China, once 
responsible for taking much of our undesirable plastics, stopped accepting U.S. 
waste products.

→ Add Forbes’ showcase of the world’s billionaires to the growing list of 
institutions dropping Kanye West. Following Adidas’ announcement that it 
would be severing ties with Ye, whose Yeezy shoes accounted to 4% to 8% of 
the company’s annual profits—some $250 million in revenue—Ye’s net worth 
dropped by more than half, crash-landing to a measly nine figures. Ye had 
thought that the success of his Adidas deal would shield him from any backlash 
from the company. “I can say antisemitic shit and Adidas cannot drop me,” 
he boasted in early October, staring down his interviewer. “Now what?” he 
demanded.
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Even Richard Nixon 
Has Got Soul

Hunter S. Thompson’s classic ‘Fear and Loathing on the Campaign 
Trail 1972’ demonstrates a human empathy and political 

savvy that today’s hack political propagandists lack

BY DAVID MIKICS

F
ifty years ago this No-
vember, Nixon bur-
ied the hapless George 
McGovern under the 
third-largest landslide 
in the history of Amer-

ican presidential elections. McGovern 
carried only one of the 50 states, Mas-
sachusetts. The benighted American 
masses wouldn’t stop chanting “four 
more years,” to the dismay of peaceniks 
and intellectuals everywhere.

Five decades later, we still haven’t 
absorbed the reasons behind Nixon’s 
triumph. Few liberals grasp the sourc-
es of Nixon’s appeal, which cut across 
partisan lines and gave him a huge vic-
tory, even among voters who wanted 
out of Vietnam immediately, which was 
supposed to be Nixon-haters’ signa-
ture issue.

Until you get Richard Nixon, you 
don’t get America.

In the eyes of the left, Nixon won 
because he stoked mid-America’s re-
sentments, which became their charge 
against Reagan and Trump as well. 
(Lately, channeling resentment has be-
come the go-to explanation among lib-
eral journalists and others when some-
one you disapprove of wins an election.) 
Trampling on our better angels, Nixon 
brought out the vicious, racist, sexist 
underside of the American psyche, at 
least that’s the way the story went. Or-
dinary racist, sexist white guys were just 
fed up with the Blacks, the gays, and the 
bra-burning women.

But Nixon was not Archie Bun-
ker, despite his disdain for Ivy League 
meatheads. His appeal sprang not from 

reactionary grudges but from common-
ly held moral ideas that McGovern’s 
Democratic Party had turned its back 
on. The McGovern forces, like today’s 
progressives, believed that worries 
about crime were overblown, that all 
inequities come from the system, not 
culture or individual choice, and that 
American history was nothing to be 
proud of. Post-1972 debacle, McGov-
ern’s manager, Frank Mankiewicz, 
lamented that the campaign had given 
in to pressure from wild-eyed radicals, 
“the cause people.” “If I had to do it all 
over again, I’d learn when to tell them 
to go to hell,” Mankiewicz said, a word 
of warning to present-day Democrats.

Hunter S. Thompson covered the 
1972 campaign for Rolling Stone. His 
dispatches from one-night cheap mo-
tels, aided by liberal doses of speed, 
ayahuasca and bourbon, became a su-
perb book, Fear and Loathing on the 
Campaign Trail. Thompson had already 
traveled with Nixon’s 1968 presidential 
campaign. “Getting assigned to cover 
Nixon in ’68 was like being sentenced to 
six months in a Holiday Inn,” Thompson 
wrote. The one bright spot was when 
Nixon’s campaign manager invited him 
to ride with Nixon on the campaign bus 
so that the candidate could talk football 
with Thompson, the only seriously foot-
ball-savvy journalist to be found. “We 
had a fine time,” Thompson reported, 
since Nixon was “a goddamn stone fa-
natic on every facet of pro football.”

Thompson walks a razor’s edge be-
tween hard-drinking, hard-drugging 
cynicism and a desperate chink of hope, 
which he fastens to McGovern in spite 

of the South Dakotan’s flaws. Thomp-
son’s prose, usually more fun than a 
barrel of meth-addled spider monkeys, 
turns sober and dull when he lauds the 
McGovern adviser Fred Dutton, who 
proclaimed that the younger generation 
could singlehandedly win elections for 
Democrats—another presage of current 
Democratic fantasies.

The Democratic presidential wannabes 
of 1972 were a rabbit hutch of also-rans, 
another sad likeness to the present day. 
“Abandon All Hope, Ye Who Enter 
Here ... Except Maybe Ted Kennedy 
...,” Thompson wrote—but Kennedy 
wasn’t running. Instead, Hubert Hum-
phrey was in the house, “a treacherous 
brain-damaged old vulture,” Thompson 
observed. By late spring Humphrey, the 
Joe Biden of his day, was the last chance 
of the anti-McGovern faction.

The runt of the litter was John Lind-
say, mayor of New York, a basket case 
of a city with a towering crime rate and 
over-the-top welfare rolls. In Florida 
he courted the Jewish vote, donned a 
scuba suit and acquired a tan, but this 
didn’t help him in the primary. Instead 
Florida went to the racist troglodyte 
George Wallace.

The early front-runner was Maine 
Sen. Ed Muskie, anointed by Big La-
bor and the Democratic establishment. 
Muskie called his chartered election 
train the “Sunshine Special.” On board 
was football star Rosey Grier, who sang 
“Let the Sun Shine In” (Grier had tack-
led Sirhan Sirhan after he killed RFK). 
Muskie gave people absolutely no rea-
son to vote for him, and so he was a gon-
er. After “crying in the snow” in New 
Hampshire, Muskie was eclipsed by Mc-
Govern, who crushed the competition 
in Wisconsin’s primary.

Like many others at the time, Thomp-
son believed that McGovern’s dou-
ble-crossing of his VP pick, Sen. Tom 
Eagleton of Missouri, put the kibosh 
on his chances to be president. Eagle-
ton seemed like a “harmless, Catholic, 
neo-liberal Rotarian nebbish from one 
of the border states,” Thompson wrote, 
but he turned out to be a major calam-
ity for the campaign. McGovern said 
he stood behind his veep choice “1000 
percent” when the news broke that 



12October 21–27, 2022 • 27 Tisrei–3 Cheshvan, 5783tabletmag.com

The same paranoia that serves you 
will later do you in, might be the lesson 
of Watergate, which reduced Nixon to 
a miserable, wounded jackal drunken-
ly addressing presidential portraits af-
ter midnight. Nixon was skulking and 
brazen-faced, arguably a war criminal, 
unquestionably a raving antisemite 
and prejudice-monger (“Aristotle was a 
homo, we all know that. So was Socra-
tes ... the last six Roman emperors were 
fags,” he reminded Haldeman and Eh-
rlichman). Always apt to stick a furtive 
shiv in his enemies, he knew only the 
law of the jungle. Still Neil Young was 
right when he warbled, “Even Richard 
Nixon has got soul” (in “Campaign-
er,” a song prompted by Pat Nixon’s 
1976 stroke).

Conniving, untrustworthy, a shame-
less crook and classic dorky overachiev-
er, Nixon was also the last president 
who combined New Deal politics with 
a clear grasp of the moral beliefs shared 
by most Americans. He also championed 
many causes we now consider progres-
sive. In 1971 he persuaded Southern 
schools to accept racial integration, 17 
years after “Brown v. Higher Ed.” He 
brought Title IX into being, and hired 
far more women than any earlier pres-
ident. Nixon started the EPA, got the 
Clean Air Act passed, and tried to get 
guaranteed basic income through Con-
gress. He revolutionized Native Ameri-
can policy, giving tribes rights they had 
long been denied. His health care plan, 
blocked by Congress, was far to the left 
of anything proposed today.

Nixon’s opening to China was a 
grand strategic masterstroke. He edged 
us closer to peace with the Soviets. He 
also pounded Cambodia, Vietnam, and 
Laos with more bombs than the U.S. 
had dropped in World War II, killing 
civilians in vast numbers. The alterna-
tive, Nixon argued, was to give in to the 
North’s inflexible demand: withdraw-
ing all U.S. forces from Vietnam and 

lives. The silent majority still exists in 
our PC age. Harangued, guilt-tripped, 
and policed for microaggressions, they 
want the media and academic-elite di-
versocrats out of their hair.

The McGovern forces stumbled over 
the issue of people’s moral choices, 
which Nixon voters acknowledged but 
which they often ignored. Nixon talked 
about law and order, not out of resent-
ment but rather loyalty to the ethics that 
most people shared. Killing cops was 
bad, the Nixonites said (in 1971, 129 po-
lice officers were murdered, the highest 
number anyone could remember). Mc-
Govern’s superleftist fans blamed some-
thing called oppression, not criminals 
with guns.

Finally, there was busing, a doomed 
policy that McGovern defended to 
the hilt, in robotic fashion, as the un-
pleasant but necessary payback for a 
history of racial injustice. Busing used 
white and Black kids as pawns instead 
of working to better African American 
schools, which had been decimated by 
the widespread elimination of tracking 
and gifted programs in the 1960s. Most 
people saw busing as an injustice the 
government was doing to their child, 
rather than a serious effort to achieve 
racial equality. Once again, the silent 
majority was following a commonsense 
moral feeling, but the McGovernite left 
tarred them as mere racists. To be sure, 
there were racists among the anti-bus-
ing forces, but that didn’t make busing 
a wise or just policy.

Nixon was a hard-bitten survivor all 
his life. Minutes before being ditched 
by Ike as VP, Nixon clawed his way 
back with the Checkers speech. He 
lost by a whisper of a hair to JFK, an 
election some claim he actually won 
(Daley, it was rumored, had unearthed 
dead voters in Chicago to give Illinois 
to JFK, and LBJ had done the same in 
Texas—accusations that today would be 
censored by high-handed techno-elites 
as “disinformation” but which eminent 
historians like Robert Caro would show 
to have been well-grounded). Pat Brown 
trounced him for California governor in 
1962, and for the next six years Nixon 
had to scrape out a slow comeback, pro-
tecting his neck at every moment, and 
going kung fu on his opponents.

Eagleton had been hospitalized three 
times for nervous breakdowns, even 
getting electroshock therapy. Eagleton 
stubbornly refused to leave the ticket 
and so McGovern had to kick him out, 
substituting the equally nebbishy Sar-
gent Shriver, a Kennedy in-law. The man 
of integrity from South Dakota was sud-
denly revealed as a backstabber, and an 
incompetent one to boot.

Here Nixon showed the streak of no-
bility that so many have denied him. The 
president wrote a letter in longhand to 
Eagleton’s 13-year-old son Terry: “What 
matters is not that your father fought a 
terribly difficult battle and lost. What 
matters is that in fighting the battle he 
won the admiration of foes and friends 
alike because of the courage, poise and 
just plain guts he showed against over-
whelming odds.”

The Eagleton scandal was a serious 
blow, but even without it, McGovern 
would have lost. He was forever sad-
dled with the spectacle of the hippies 
who canvassed for him, knocking on 
suburban doors with their unkempt 
beards, psychedelic shirts and sandals. 
McGovern didn’t even favor legalizing 
pot, but that didn’t matter. Except for 
the Black communist Angela Davis, who 
campaigned for the Kremlin stooge Gus 
Hall (and later ran with him twice on the 
Communist Party ticket), every crack-
pot domestic terrorist-sympathizer in 
the land was for George McGovern.

The 1972 Democratic convention, 
held in Miami Beach of all places—
headquarters of Jackie Gleason, where 
the hotel lobbies were chilled to 60 
degrees so that ladies could wear their 
furs—looked like the disgruntled cele-
bratory dirty flowering of 1960s youth-
cult. The New York and California del-
egations, which Mayor Daley had kept 
to the back of the auditorium in 1968, 
were now front and center, and full of 
colorfully attired freaks.

McGovernites welcomed the flavor 
burst of radicalism. They desired the 
greening of America, so we could all 
be hipped to what the kids were up to, 
whether it was dropping acid, burn-
ing draft cards or making pipe bombs. 
Nixon’s people were the silent major-
ity, who wanted to keep politics in its 
place, not sprawled all over their daily 

Halloween

tabletmag.com/tags/halloween

UPCOMING HOLIDAY



13October 21–27, 2022 • 27 Tisrei–3 Cheshvan, 5783tabletmag.com

which approved of Nixon’s bombing 
raids by a large margin, was guilty too.

Fifty years after his triumphant re-
election, which would soon turn to 
ashes, in part because of his own deep 
personal flaws, American history still 
can’t live with Richard Nixon—but it 
can’t live without him, either. 

This article was originally published on 
October 25, 2022.

help them conquer the South, which 
neither Nixon nor the American pub-
lic could accept. By November 1972 
the North had left the negotiating ta-
ble. They returned only after Nixon’s 
Christmas bombing in 1972, and they 
did so because of the bombing.

None of this excuses the cluster 
bombing that maimed and killed the 
people of Vietnam, Cambodia, and 
Laos. But American public opinion, 

toppling the Thieu regime so that the 
North could more easily turn all Viet-
nam communist. No American citizen 
could swallow such a course of action 
except for a few intellectuals and the 
hippies and yippies that most of the 
country despised.

Exiting Vietnam was Nixon’s only 
morally defensible option. It was what 
the public wanted, too. But North Viet-
nam was also demanding that America 

From Knock Knock 
to the Goodbye

An unlikely author creates a collection of Palestinian 
Arabic colloquial expressions

BY RUTH EBENSTEIN

W
e’re all the chil-
dren of nine—kul-
na iw-laad ti-sa.”

T h a t ’s  h o w 
Robby Berman, an 
American Israeli 

religiously observant Jew with a brown 
crocheted kippah atop his buzz cut, con-
cluded his presentation in New York-ac-
cented Arabic to a classroom of 11th and 
12th graders, Christians and Muslims, 
at the Schmidt College School for Girls 
in East Jerusalem in the spring of 2017. 
As founder and director of the Halachic 
Organ Donation Society, an organiza-
tion generally dedicated to educating 
Jews about religious issues to increase 
organ donation, Berman was there to 
speak to the students about organ dona-
tion and the importance of saving lives. 
Among Muslims, as among Jews, the 
rates of organ donations are low due to 
questions regarding the permissibility 
of organ transplantation; he wanted to 
assert that the medical claim that brain 
death defines the end of life ought to be 
taken seriously.

But in speaking these final words, Ber-
man was not just educating about organ 
donation; he was also bridging the Is-
raeli-Palestinian divide through the use 
of idiom, as he is wont. He was finding 
the figurative language that paints a ro-
bust image rich with texture that opens 
the heart. The implication of that par-
ticular expression—“children of nine,” 
referring to the nine months we’ve all 
spent in the womb before being born, an 
expression that all the students would 
have understood as part of their local 
Arabic lexicon—made it a perfect way 
to end his speech that day: “We’re all 
human beings, we’re all equal.”

“To speak a language, you need to 
know its idioms and expressions,” Ber-
man explained. “You can learn grammar 
in a classroom and vocabulary from a 
dictionary, but idioms are hard to come 
by. Usually people pick them up on 
the street.”

Berman had been picking up Palestin-
ian Arabic idioms for many years. More 
than a decade ago, he started study-
ing Arabic intensively and scribbling 

spoken Palestinian Arabic expressions, 
initially in transliteration, on the mar-
gins of paper scraps, the backs of dog-
eared spiral notebooks, envelopes of 
junk mail, the flaps of a Cheerios box. 
In his distinctive indecipherable vertical 
script, he recorded expressions like “il-
baab biy-faw-wet Ja-mal,” which literal-
ly means the door is big enough to bring 
in a camel, but figuratively means: If you 
don’t like it, you and your camel are free 
to leave—take a hike.

“I learn visually, so I had to write them 
all down,” said Berman. He periodically 
loaded the bits and pieces into an Excel 
spreadsheet that grew and grew. When 
it reached 1,000 entries, he realized that 
he had the makings of a book.

That book—the first and only English 
compilation of its kind, with more than 
1,800 entries—is called Min Taq Taq: 
A Collection of Arabic idioms in the 
Palestinian Dialect. The title itself is 
taken from “min Taq-Taq las-sa-laa-mu 
a-LE-kom,” an Arabic idiom literally 
translated as “from knock knock to the 
goodbye,” meaning all the details from 
start to finish. The compilation was 
published last year by Minerva Publish-
ing, the largest publisher of Palestinian 
Colloquial Arabic books. A Hebrew ver-
sion was released in July 2021. Thus far, 
thousands of copies have been sold in 
English and in Hebrew, and reprinting 
of both is underway. (In English, it’s a 
second reprint.)

No other books like this exist because 
the Arabic language exists in a state of 
diglossia, where there are two registers 
of the same language in a speech com-
munity: amiyye, a colloquial Arabic that 
is spoken at home and on the street, and 
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“You can learn 
grammar in a 
classroom and 
vocabulary from 
a dictionary, but 
idioms are hard to 
come by.”

and verb conjugation and many words 
that have an identical root or almost 
identical root. That made the task easier. 
More difficult in Arabic is pronouncing 
the letters. While Modern Hebrew no 
longer distinguishes phonetically be-
tween many of its own letters, Arabic 
distinguishes between the equivalent of 
the Hebrew letters chaf and chet, alef 
and ayin, tet and tav. Berman and Ban-
dak created an intuitive transliteration 
system to phonetically represent Arabic 
idioms with Latin letters. If an Arabic 
letter that appears in a word is not pro-
nounced because it’s assimilated into the 
following letter, it’s not transliterated. If 
a word in Arabic is written with a cer-
tain letter but pronounced differently 
in spoken Arabic, it’s transliterated as 
it’s supposed to be heard. Polysyllabic 
words are written with boldface type on 
the syllable receiving the stress. Capital 
letters have a special sound. This system 
enables English-speakers to intuitively 
pronounce Arabic words without know-
ing any Arabic letters. While the task 
was mammoth, there was also unexpect-
ed fun involved, such as the discovery 
of an unexpected connection between 
Palestinian Arabic and Yiddish: “Both 
languages are very creative with the 
curses,” said Berman, eyes twinkling.

Asked to share a favorite expression, 
Berman is hard-pressed. “I’m fond of 
‘huw-we Haa-mel is-sil-lam bil-arD’—
he is carrying the ladders horizontally. 
It means he’s making things difficult. It’s 
a funny visual, like a Laurel and Har-
dy sketch.”

Of course, many Arabic idioms don’t 
have a parallel in English. Some are spe-
cific to the point of seemingly awkward. 
For example, “Ti-lea-LEbil-aa-li” liter-
ally means “he came to him with high,” 
but it connotes someone who is yelling 
because he is being defensive, knowing 
he did something wrong.

The book has garnered praise from 
teachers of Arabic for filling a pedagog-
ical need and from Jewish Israelis of 
all sorts, even at the presidential level. 
President Isaac Herzog invited Berman 
to his residence to praise the book. For-
mer President Reuven Rivlin penned 
a handwritten response, noting a res-
onance with his father, professor Yoel 
Rivlin, who translated the first Hebrew 

in 1989, enlisted in the Israel Defense 
Forces, served in a tank unit, got injured, 
had three surgeries, and fought to return 
to combat. In his education, explained 
Berman, Israel was always portrayed as 
right and “the Arabs” were always por-
trayed as wrong. There was no nuance, 
no gray. “Thank God I eventually got out 
of that environment,” he said.

On the other hand, it makes perfect 
sense that a non-native speaker initiated 
this tome. “Natives don’t ‘worry’ about 
their spoken tongue,” explained Ban-
dak. “They generally take it for granted, 
whereas a language apprentice needs to 
learn in order to communicate.” In the 
case of spoken Arabic, few learning ma-
terials have been published thus far.

This collection was borne out of deep 
curiosity and, surprisingly, spite. After 
Berman’s discharge from the IDF nearly 
20 years ago, he studied Arabic but got 
discouraged and abandoned it. In 2009, 
he passed by a Jewish Israeli man in a 
café reading an Arabic book and mar-
velled at his ability to read with ease. 
“When I told him I really want to know 
Arabic, the stranger retorted: ‘No, you 
don’t. You’re speaking nonsense. If you 
wanted to learn, you’d take a course.’ So 
I did—out of spite! Just to show him I 
was serious.”

Arabic and Hebrew are cognate lan-
guages, with similarities in grammar 

fusha, or written literary Arabic. Ara-
bic speakers don’t typically compile and 
write down their spoken expressions. 
Rather, they write in Modern Standard 
Arabic, the modern version of Classi-
cal Arabic.

For the novice stepping up to learn 
the language, the lack of a collection of 
written-down spoken idioms can make 
it hard to connect, said Berman. When 
he began learning and speaking Pales-
tinian Arabic, he encountered many 
idioms that left him clueless: “I was 
trying to have a political conversation 
with a Palestinian friend and he said, 
‘hOnmar-baT il-fa-ras’—‘this is where 
the horse is tied.’ I said, ‘What horse? 
Where? You’re not a farmer! I thought 
you had a car!”

The friend laughed out loud, and told 
him, “It’s an idiom, ya’ani, it means this 
is the crux of the matter, this is the crit-
ical point.” (The parallel Hebrew idiom 
is “poh kavur hakelev”—this where the 
dog is buried.)

After assembling the initial 1,000 id-
ioms, Berman began to look for books 
written in spoken Arabic from Syria, 
Lebanon, Jordan, and Egypt and passed 
them on to his Arabic teachers, asking 
them which idioms and expressions 
were used in Israel and the West Bank. 
(Palestinian Arabic belongs to the Le-
vantine Arabic dialect group along with 
the Arabic varieties spoken in Jordan, 
Lebanon, and most of Syria, as well as 
the Palestinian diaspora.) When pol-
itics complicated shipping from Syria 
or Lebanon to his home in Jerusalem, 
Berman ordered them to a friend in En-
gland or to a friend’s apartment in New 
York. In 2019, Christy Bandak, a Pales-
tinian linguist and philologist whose 
family has been rooted in Bethlehem 
for centuries, joined on as editor and 
contributor and invested more than 560 
hours in the book. In toto, Berman spent 
nearly $80,000 on researchers, transla-
tors and production.

Berman, whose first book was a 
self-published monograph on Kaddish 
that he penned while mourning his fa-
ther in 2009, might seem like an unlike-
ly curator of this sort of collection. He 
grew up modern Orthodox in Wood-
mere, New York, and graduated from Ye-
shiva University. He moved to Jerusalem 
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an important work that connects cul-
tures and people.”

Learning Arabic has prompted Ber-
man to reflect on his roots and shape 
his political perspective. “As I moved up 
class levels in Arabic, participants were 
more left wing politically and more sym-
pathetic to injustices done to Palestin-
ians,” he said. “I think it’s only natural. 
The more you speak with and understand 
people, the more you can identify, sym-
pathize and even empathize with them.”

And argue with them.
Not long ago, Berman went to the ga-

rage to fix a dent in his new car. To ne-
gotiate the price, he used the same idiom 
that persuaded 30 high school students 
to sign organ donor cards: We’re all chil-
dren of nine. We’re all human, give me a 
break on the price.

The owner laughed and praised 
his Arabic.

Did he get the discount? No. 

This article was originally published on 
October 25, 2022.

to transmit it to the next generation. 
“This collection of idioms strengthens 
and preserves Arab culture and Palestin-
ian identity when it’s being challenged,” 
affirmed Mahmoud Muna, owner of the 
Educational Bookshop, a landmark Pal-
estinian bookstore in East Jerusalem. 
Orders have come in from Palestinians 
living in Venezuela and Chile, even Ar-
abic enthusiasts in China. The book also 
works in reverse, helping Palestinians 
learn equivalent expressions and idioms 
in American English and Hebrew.

Palestinian voices have expressed 
concerns, off the record, that the book 
has a whiff of cultural appropriation, 
and could have best been authored by 
a Palestinian. Bandak sees it otherwise: 
“Culture surpasses individual appropri-
ation. Idioms are not Robby’s property. 
But the fact that a non-Arab had this 
initiative may be a call to natives to be 
more aware of their own rich language 
and foster similar publications.”Bawardi 
also rejected that claim: “Despite my 
many reservations about this book, it’s 

edition of the Quran. For others, it’s the 
perfect diplomatic gift. Military At-
taché Brigadier General Ala Abu Rokin, 
a Druze military attaché connected with 
the president’s office, ordered 20 copies 
to gift to visiting Arab dignitaries from 
the Abraham Accords. Min Taq Taqwas 
reviewed favorably on Alhurra TV and 
in the daily Palestinian newspaper Al-
Quds (though Berman was referred to 
as an American with no mention of his 
Jewish identity).

Yet the book’s import extends beyond 
its value for non-native speakers. Min 
Taq Taqbears witness to the richness of 
Palestinian Arabic and its culture, help-
ing to preserve oral history and capture 
images and messages that can be hard 
to convey. “That splendor breaks con-
vention and stereotype,” said Basilius 
Bawardi, senior lecturer at Bar Ilan’s 
Arabic department and an editor who 
reviewed the final manuscript. Min Taq 
Taq also offers Levantines in general 
and Palestinians living in the diaspora 
a tool for language revival and a means 

It’s the Messiah, 
Charlie Brown

My father taught me that a Jew waits. And so I 
wait, out here in the pumpkin patch.

BY ALTER YISRAEL SHIMON FEUERMAN

I
n the Peanuts Hallow-
een television special It’s 
the Great Pumpkin, Char-
lie Brown, Linus believes 
in a Santa Claus-like fig-
ure called the Great Pump-

kin, whom Linus is sure will appear 
on Halloween. Every year Linus waits 
in the pumpkin patch for this sav-
ior to appear, but he never does. Hu-
miliated, yet undefeated in his belief, 
Linus vows to wait for him the next 

year with even more anticipation 
and devotion.

When I was 8 or 9, this television spe-
cial caused a tremendous disturbance in 
me. I wondered: Could this Great Pump-
kin be the “Messiah” that my father had 
promised would come? Would we, like 
Linus, wait for him year after year in hu-
miliation? I dared not breathe a word 
of this to anyone, but this doctrinal 
doubt took the form of a physical pain 
in my stomach.

My father, like many Jews of his time, 
didn’t speak directly about his messianic 
yearnings, but his thoughts on the mat-
ter were clear: A Jew waits, he told me. 
A Jew waits to eat until after prayers. A 
Jew waits for the Redemption. And yes, 
he waits for the Moshiach. Even though 
Moshiach tarries, my father said, quot-
ing the Rambam, a Jew waits for him 
every single day that he may come.

Terribly curious, I asked my father, 
“Can he come on Friday?”

“No, he will not come on Friday, erev 
Shabbes, nor will he come on Shabbes, 
nor on yontiff, the holidays,” he said. 
“He comes in his time, but he comes.”

“Why didn’t he come during the Ho-
locaust?” I asked him.

“He wasn’t ready,” my father said. “It 
wasn’t his time. But it will be his time 
soon. People can feel it. It’s in the air. 
We are living in ikvisa d’mishicha, in the 
footsteps of the Messiah. If you listen 
closely you can hear.”

My father told me this and I believed 
my father. My father even told me that 
a great sage of the last century believed 
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“Was my father 
condemning me 
to a Linus-like 
life—clinging to 
a minority belief 
shunned by 
all mankind?”

at that. The Messiah was a fairy tale, 
a story made up by an eternally op-
pressed people, a rescue fantasy. Yet 
some impulse has always led me back 
to try to reconcile my father’s teach-
ings with the world as I experienced it. 
There had to be something to it. Even 
so, while Chabad clamored and agitat-
ed for the Messiah, I myself waited, 
and reflected.

In the meantime, I was faced with 
a dilemma. How could I believe when 
I was already “required” to believe? I 
believe with perfect faith in the coming 
of the Messiah, and even though he tar-
ries, still I wait for him to come. This 
is what Maimonides wrote in the 12th 
century—widely accepted as a tenet of 
the Jewish faith. A Jew is required to 
believe in the Messiah, and to wait for 
him. But what if I didn’t believe he was 
coming? Sometimes I wish I didn’t—
it would be simpler. Instead, I live as 
many a modern Jew does, a blinkered 
existence insofar as matters of faith are 
concerned. I “find” God and “lose” him 
many times a day. My Judaism oscil-
lates between dissociated observance, 
crippling self-doubt, and quiet faith. I 
come to study in the bais medrash and 
I could swear, God “lives” in those big 
books and the people who toil in his 
words. But then I go out and might 
become absorbed by one or another 
of life’s serious pleasures, wonders, 
or tragedies—big or small—and he is 
seemingly gone. Or perhaps I am gone.

The great psychoanalyst of the last 
century D.W. Winnicott observed that 
children play hide and seek with their 
parents (and parents play the same 
with their children) in order to have 
the pleasure of being found. So too, 
the Hasidic great Reb Levi Yitzchak 
of Berditchev said that God hides him-
self from us in order so that we may 
find him. This is a holy game, a holy 
pleasure. Faith lost, then found. Found, 
then lost again.

The Messiah is coming, yes, he is 
coming; he must come, he hasn’t come 
yet, but he is always coming. Some-
times I can hear his footsteps, out here 
in the pumpkin patch. 

This article was originally published on 
October 30, 2015.

believe, too, just as my father did. I was 
torn between faith and shame.

Not long after that, the Chabad cam-
paign to bring Moshiach started to 
gather steam. I saw gigantic billboards 
that said We Want Moshiach Now! 
It was odd to me, a little embarrass-
ing. I had thought all the years that I 
was alone with my specific Messianic 
yearnings. Just my father and me in 
the pumpkin patch. But now the Reb-
be had dared to say out loud what oth-
ers, even the pious, had given mere lip 
service to. For centuries, the devout 
would give tzedakah and say b’zchus 
dem mashiach vet kimmen, in the merit 
of this the Messiah will come. Letters 
were signed with ad bias goel tzedek, 
until the coming of the Redeemer, may 
he come speedily in our day. Everyone 
said it, but few meant it. Now the Reb-
be had mobilized thousands to wait ex-
pectantly, to prepare themselves, to do 
good deeds to hasten the arrival of the 
Moshiach—even, in a sense, demand 
the Redemption—yet I was unmoved. 
It seemed in my deepest hard-to-admit 
depths, that this was an invitation to 
a Linus-like humiliation. The Messiah 
would not come no matter how much 
we sang and clapped our hands and did 
good deeds.

It would have been easy to let it go 

in the coming of the Messiah so much 
that he even kept a suitcase packed at 
the ready for the moment he arrives. 
Such was his belief.

All of this sounded very noble and 
magical to me and it was exciting. The 
Messiah was a real person, just like 
my father was a real person. And he 
would come. I began to wonder when 
he might come and what he would look 
like. Would this be the year? Would 
today be the day? World peace would 
break out when he came. How would 
that happen? Would he act like a comic 
book superhero? I hoped so.

But after I watched the Charlie 
Brown special, I was struck with the 
thunderous panic of a child who thinks 
the world is on his shoulders. Was my 
father condemning me to a Linus-like 
life—clinging to a minority belief 
shunned by all mankind? I imagined 
myself sitting alone with my father in 
a pumpkin patch somewhere. He’s com-
ing, he’s coming all right. The Messiah 
hasn’t come yet, but he is coming.

There was a new urgency. How I 
longed, even needed for the Redeemer 
of Israel and mankind to come now! 
Not for the same reason my parents 
and grandparents did. I wanted him to 
come to redeem and vindicate me, be-
cause when the Messiah would come he 
would also prove my father a truth-tell-
er as well. There, you see? My father is 
the true father and his religion is the true 
one! And I will not have lived in vain!

“Could one bring Moshiach?” I asked 
my father.

“There is little to do but wait,” my 
father answered. It was something, 
someone, an experience that one had 
to wait for. The waiting for him would 
bring him. But the idea of waiting for 
him was cold comfort to me. You mean 
I am supposed to just wait? I needed him 
to come, now.

From my point of view and from 
what I absorbed from the television 
culture around me, nothing good came 
from waiting. Don’t wait. Don’t wait 
for marriage. Don’t wait until you’re 
ready. Waiting was akin to wasting. 
Waiting was a form of humiliating 
passivity in the modern era. Waiting 
was for losers.

On the other hand, I wanted to 
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The Second-best 
Photographer
A family portrait becomes an act of betrayal

BY MAX APPLE

I
n 1952, my older sister, Bai-
ley, won a scholarship to 
the University of Michigan. 
Though only a three-hour 
drive, Ann Arbor could hard-
ly have felt farther from our 

working-class neighborhood in Grand 
Rapids. We lived near furniture facto-
ries, where many of our Polish neigh-
bors worked. We liked our neighbors 
but didn’t necessarily trust them. Eu-
ropean memories persisted. We were 
their Jews; they were our goyim. When 
I walked to school, I would wave to 
Pani, the old woman who swept her 
porch every morning. She waved back 
and called me, “zhidu,” little Jew.

Bailey moved into the Martha Cook 
dormitory, which she told us was for 
“serious girls.” Long distance phone 
calls were expensive, but we called her 
every Sunday night. Bailey’s roommate 
was from Denver, and she met lots of 
people from Chicago and Detroit. She 
had learned to type legal documents 
and talked of becoming a lawyer. “It’s 
not that hard,” she said. I was in sixth 
grade, and when Bailey returned home 
from Ann Arbor for the summer, I tried 
to read the books she had brought home, 
books on policy issues and the French 
Revolution. In only one year, Bailey had 
become sophisticated. The rest of us 
would need to catch up.

One morning that summer, Bailey 
took me and our sister, Matkey, aside 
and revealed her plan: We were going 
to hire a photographer to take portraits 
of the three of us. The photos would be 
a 25th anniversary gift for our parents.

I thought it was a good idea and as-
sumed Mr. Sandler would take the pho-
tos. Whenever our family celebrated a 

special occasion, Mr. Sandler would ar-
rive with his camera. I’d guess it was a 
35 millimeter, but, at the time, I thought 
of it as a serious professional instru-
ment, like a microscope. He even had a 
special lens for closeups. When it was 
time to take the photos, Mr. Sandler told 
us where to stand and raised his camera 
before his long pale face.

I loved Mr. Sandler’s visits. He smoked 
a pipe and had an accent—not the Polish 
and Yiddish accents I was accustomed 
to but an Irish accent—a pipe-smoking 
Irish Jew! He was a friend to us all, a 
friend who told us stories about Dub-
lin and its Jewish mayor, a friend who 
wouldn’t accept any payment other than 
some of my mother’s baked goods. Out 
of his own initiative, he’d shown up to 
my elementary school graduation to 
photograph me. Bailey was close with 
his daughter Maureen. Of course, we’d 
ask Mr. Sandler to take the photographs 
for my parents’ anniversary. How could 
we ask anyone else?

Bailey looked at Matkey and me: “Van 
Dyke will take the photos,” she said.

That Bailey knew of a second option for 
a photographer was not, in itself, sur-
prising. When it came to professionals, 
our family tended to have two of each: 
a best and a second best.

Our best doctor, Dr. Schnor, was re-
sponsible for major organs—in partic-
ular, the gallbladders that plagued my 
mother and grandmother. He had a med-
ical degree from Vienna and an expertise 
in thyroid disorders. He spoke English, 
German, and Polish, but not Yiddish, so 
I would accompany my grandmother to 
his office as her translator.

Dr. Schnor took no appointments. If 

you wanted to see the tall slender Aus-
trian who kept gray stubble on his chin 
and prescribed a warm bath for every 
ailment, you had to wait. I would sit in 
a cracked leather chair in his crowded 
waiting room trying not to stare at the 
old women, goiters bobbing beneath 
their chins like small animals. When 
he was finished examining my grand-
mother, Dr. Schnor put her pills into a 
small paper envelope and licked it shut.

After the Korean War, a new doctor 
came to Grand Rapids, our first Jewish 
doctor. Dr. Farber immediately became 
our second-best doctor. We knew that 
he wasn’t as good as Dr. Schnor, but 
because he was Jewish, we present-
ed the young physician with our less 
critical ailments—the sore throats and 
ear infections and the occasional bout 
of constipation.

Both doctors made house calls. Dr. 
Schnor’s visits were brusque and direct. 
He accepted payment but no refresh-
ment beyond a glass of ginger ale. With 
Dr. Farber, it was never just a medical 
visit. He arrived late in the day, after 
office hours. When he had the time, he 
stayed for a meal. That second-best doc-
tor put away gefilte fish, latkes, chick-
en—my mother and grandmother served 
him as if he was our guest at a Seder. By 
the time he finished and patted his lips 
with the corner of a cloth napkin, we 
had almost forgotten the ailment.

We also had best and second-best 
dentists: Dr. Deleifide, a Protestant 
tooth extractor, and Dr. Feldman, a 
modest man whom we visited when 
we didn’t really need a dentist. We had 
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my lower body. Van Dyke made me sit 
up straight, he folded my hands, one 
over the other, and coaxed me into de-
grees of smiling.

I don’t remember how we presented 
that gift to my parents. Did my father 
take off his long-billed cap and bifo-
cals to squint in pride? Did my grand-
mother finally agree that photographs 
were worth taking? Did my grandfa-
ther slow down enough to bask in the 
beauty of his grandchildren? And did 
anyone notice that the missing part of 
our montage was the eye of Mr. San-
dler, who had photographed all the 
other significant events in our lives?

From time to time, Mr. Sandler 
would stop by, as close friends do. 
He didn’t have to announce himself 
or call in advance. He just parked his 
dark green Pontiac and rang the door-
bell. And when he did, what a panic 
ensued. My mother went into action: 
“Quick! The picture!” she’d yell, and 
one of us would jump on the nearest 
chair, grab Van Dyke’s work of art and 
slip it behind our 16-inch Philco TV. 
Sometimes the gray-gold corner of the 
French provincial frame peeked out. 
If she had time, my mother threw a 
cleaning rag over it.

We acted as if everything was nor-
mal. We drank coffee and ate sponge 
cake and talked about the Jews of 
Dublin and Grand Rapids, about Pres-
ident Eisenhower and the Rosenbergs 
espionage trial. But we knew what we 
had done. “Quick! The picture!” was 
our admission of guilt. We had chosen 
art over friendship, betrayed the sec-
ond best for the best.

Sixty years later, after my moth-
er died and we were packing up her 
things, I spotted the montage on the 
floor of her living room. The frame 
was still intact, the glass cracked at an 
oblique angle all the way down. There 
I was, my 11-year-old head and a frag-
ment of my tan suit visible just above 
Van Dyke’s slanted signature. Matkey’s 
head, just above mine, Bailey’s at the 
top: three American children, as por-
trayed by an artist, leaping into the 
middle class, face-first. 

This article was originally published on 
October 21, 2022.

two carpenters—both called “Bob” by 
my grandmother—and two house paint-
ers, Ed, who spoke Polish but swore 
in English, and Everett Cooley, who 
couldn’t paint well but came from Bos-
ton—to us it was like coming over on 
the Mayflower.

We required two of each profes-
sional, I now see, because there were 
two of each of us: a shtetl Jew and an 
American. We loved America, but we 
praised her best in Yiddish, our sec-
ond-best language.

Bailey understood that Matkey and 
I needed an explanation for why Mr. 
Sandler would not be taking our 
photographs. The next morning, she 
walked us downtown to a photogra-
phy studio. Through the plate glass 
window, we looked at photos of hand-
some people standing or lounging near 
Michigan elm trees. At the bottom of 
each photo there was the same slanted 
signature, “Van Dyke.”

“He’s an artist,” Bailey said. She di-
rected our gaze to one of the framed 
photos. I saw five bodyless faces of 
children—each one shining and sur-
rounded by a glowing white halo. “It’s 
called a montage.”

I asked why Mr. Sandler couldn’t 
take our pictures. It wasn’t just that 
I liked Mr. Sandler, our family valued 
loyalty. When Ted Johnson lost the 
lease on his Standard gas station and 
opened a Texaco station a 20-minute 
ride across town, my father drove the 
distance to buy gas from our friend. 
When a new A&P supermarket opened 
on Stocking Street, we didn’t stop go-
ing to Walt’s Red Rooster on Front 
Street or the IGA store a block from 
our house.

“Mr. Sandler can’t do a montage,” 
Bailey said, still gazing at those beau-
tiful people in the window of the Van 
Dyke studio. “For their 25th anniver-
sary, they deserve an artist.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t know any-
thing about a montage or an artist. 
Bailey had not brought back any books 
to explain these things. A few days lat-
er, I took a bus downtown to that art-
ist’s studio, carrying my tan suit jacket 
in a paper bag. Bailey said I could wear 
blue jeans because nobody would see 

Album of the Week
Bill Callahan, REALITY   

Bill Callahan’s parents both worked 
at the National Security Agency. His 
father was a language specialist and 
his mother focused on code-breaking. 
It’s an unlikely origin point for one of 
music’s most unique folk singers, but 
in all honesty it’s not that different 
from what Callahan has done for 
most of his career: look at the core 
of what’s being said and try to divine 
a meaning.

If you’ve never heard Callahan’s 
music, it’s been described as “sparse,” 
“Western Gothic,” and a “listening 
puzzle.” His deep voice parses every 
word, often stoically, the way a 
balladeer might in a Cormac McCarthy 
novel. His music doesn’t build into a 
simple chorus, it creates the feeling 
that you’re living within myth.

Except that Callahan doesn’t want 
to seem mythic, especially on his new 
album, REALITY . He’s long shied away 
from any sort of production beyond 
the bare bones. Too much production, 
he says, can shift music “from the 
human to, I would even say, ‘godlike.’” 
While a larger-than-life feeling can 
work for hair-metal rock stars and 
pop idols, Callahan tries to “keep it as 
ungodlike as possible.”

With mostly just his voice and guitar, 
Callahan can suck a reader into his 
sometimes opaque stories. But their 
opaqueness is worth the journey. 

—David Meir Grossman
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Shawarma With 
a Pedigree

In Tel Aviv’s gentrifying Carmel Market, owners of a high-end 
restaurant open up a new outlet for affordable fare

BY DANA KESSLER

A 
few months ago, a 
new shawarma place 
opened in the Car-
mel Market area in 
Tel Aviv. That may 
not sound like big 

news, but Shawarma Rambam isn’t 
like other shawarma places. But then 
again, the Carmel Market isn’t what 
it used to be either. And both go very 
well hand-in-hand.

Shawarma Rambam is located on the 
car-free Rambam street—one of the 
streets surrounding the market—and 
what’s different about it is the fact that it 
belongs to HaBasta, which is a two-min-
ute walk away. For many years, HaBasta 
has held its position as one of the city’s 
most revered high-end restaurants. It’s 
a mixture between a market restaurant 
and a chef’s restaurant. The atmosphere 
is informal and the design casual, but 
its food is highly esteemed, and expen-
sive, and it recently reached No. 14 at 
the Middle East & North Africa’s 50 Best 
Restaurants Awards.

High-end restaurants don’t usually 
open shawarma places—these are two 
very different worlds. But the owners 
of HaBasta had a dream of making sha-
warma for a long time. One of the most 
popular items on HaBasta’s menu is 
their signature pork shawarma—a pre-
mium take on the real thing—but that 
didn’t satisfy their shawarma cravings. 
They wanted to make the real thing as 
well, and finally started doing so when 
COVID-19 struck. While restaurants 
were closed and only takeout was al-
lowed, they purchased a professional 
shawarma spit. Then, they approached 
Yoni Mermelshtine.

Mermelshtine grew up in the restau-
rant business. His dad, Ezra, was 
the founder of the beloved Tel Avivi 
fish restaurant Barbunia, where Yoni 
worked as well. After his dad died, in 
2017, Mermelshtine and his brother 
sold Barbunia, and went on to other 
culinary ventures. Now Mermelshtine 
runs Shawarma Rambam in partnership 
with HaBasta.

“What’s so special about Shawarma 
Rambam is its pedigree,” Matan Sha-
ron, street food critic for Time Out Tel 
Aviv, told me. “The mere fact that they 
are the shawarma of HaBasta gives them 
an automatic badge of excellence. The 
moment the hedonism and the pedantry 
of HaBasta enter the pita, it turns it into 
street food with a gourmet twist.”

In addition to their namesake, Sha-
warma Rambam serves other dishes as 
well, such as skewered shashlik and veg-
etarian dishes; they sell beer, have a wine 
list, and even host wine events once a 
week. Shawarma and wine might not 
be a combination that people are used 
to, but Shawarma Rambam is casually 
reinventing shawarma culture. There 
is nothing fancy or ostentatious about 
the place, but it’s obviously run by food 
lovers, and is a place that connoisseurs 
can appreciate and foodies can enjoy. 
And indeed, their clientele is a mix of 
people who frequent HaBasta (or wish 
they could afford it), and random hun-
gry people just looking for a shawarma 
stand. Shawarma is usually consumed 
for lunch, on the go, but Shawarma 
Rambam is also a place to sit down for 
a fun and unassuming evening.

“When we opened, we didn’t know 
exactly where we’re going with this,” 

Mermelshtine told me. “All we knew is 
that we wanted to make the best sha-
warma there is. The quality of meat we 
use is probably higher than most sha-
warma places use.”

Traditionally, when you ate sha-
warma you didn’t ask where the meat 
comes from. Nowadays, though, people 
are more interested in the quality of 
meat. If once, most red meat in Israel 
was imported frozen from Argentina, 
now there’s more local meat, which is 
what they use at Rambam. Their meat 
comes from a butcher who also owns 
a shop in the Carmel Market, who gets 
his meat from Dabah—a family-owned 
company from Deir al-Asad, an Arab 
town in the Galilee region, that is re-
sponsible for over 60% of Israel’s fresh 
meat. The butcher shop cuts the pieces 
Mermelshtine desires, and each morn-
ing at Shawarma Rambam the meat is 
piled up on the spits: one spit of veal 
with lamb’s fat and one spit of pullet 
marinated overnight in a yogurt mari-
nade. On Thursday nights they have a 
special of pork shawarma. It’s not the 
same as HaBasta’s, but well worth a try, 
and obviously more affordable.

It’s not just about the meat; it’s also 
about building the pita. The final and 
very important touch is supervised by lo-
cal legend Effi Raz of Sabich Frischman 
and Sabich Tchernichovsly fame. In Tel 
Aviv his first name is synonymous with 
sabich (a pita dish containing fried egg-
plant, hard-boiled eggs, hummus, tahini, 
amba, salad, and sometimes boiled po-
tatoes). Effi is an expert in mixing the 
salads and the meat inside the pita so 
that there is more flavor in every bite. 
As far as the condiments Rambam of-
fer, they’ve got tzatziki (yogurt sauce), 
tahini, z’hug (Yemenite hot sauce), fried 
hot peppers, amba (a mango pickle con-
diment of Indian Jewish origin, which 
no shawarma is complete without), to-
matoes, parsley with green onions, and 
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“‘It used to be that 
no one asked what 
was in a shawarma 
or where the meat 
came from, but 
that changed.’”

was made of turkey or pullet—most-
ly turkey. People traveled to Haifa to 
get veal shawarma with lamb’s fat. 
The current shawarma trend brought 
veal shawarma with lamb’s fat to Tel 
Aviv, too. And now in Tel Aviv (at 
Shawarma Rambam and other plac-
es) there is an extra bonus: yogurt 
sauce, like in Turkey, while in Haifa 
it’s strictly tahini.

I theorize that Tel Aviv was never a 
place for shawarma because it is con-
sidered a cosmopolitan and therefore 
inauthentic city. For many, Tel Aviv is 
a place for sushi or hamburgers. For 
authentic Middle Eastern food—be it 
shawarma, hummus, or falafel—you go 
elsewhere. But since Shawarma Ram-
bam is related to HaBasta, it doesn’t 
need to be “authentic”—whatever that 
means. It has to be of high quality and 
it has to be delicious, as is expected 
of all new eateries in the increasingly 
gentrified Carmel Market.

Tel Aviv’s central outdoor market 
opened in 1920. For years it was the 
place to buy cheap fresh produce, 
cheap clothes, and designer knockoffs. 
Nowadays, like everyplace else, it’s go-
ing through quite a bit of gentrifica-
tion. And in recent years it has become 
a haven for foodies, including special 
food tours of the market.

“The fact that Shawarma Rambam is 
connected to HaBasta speaks to some-
thing about the high-low approach to 
cuisine in Tel Aviv,” Sussman suggest-
ed. “HaBasta is one of the most expen-
sive restaurants in Tel Aviv, while Sha-
warma Rambam offers an affordable 
option. And there are many places like 
that in the market area right now. The 
best places that opened in the market 
recently are foodie but they’re not high 
end. Like Diverso Pizza, which is a rea-
sonably priced Neapolitan pizza, or 
places like Drexler and Panda Pita or 
HaCarmel 40, which makes an amaz-
ing fish sandwich.”

Shawarma Rambam is a welcome new 
addition to the Carmel Market’s grow-
ing foodie scene. And now, you don’t 
have to shell out the big bucks to taste a 
bit of HaBasta. 

This article was originally published on 
October 24, 2022.

quality control going on. It used to be 
that no one asked what was in a sha-
warma or where the meat came from, 
but that changed.”

Sussman is also very much aware 
of the current shawarma trend. “Sha-
warma is a thing now,” she told me. 
“It’s funny to say that because I don’t 
think shawarma ever really went away. 
It’s true that Israel has the highest pro-
portions of vegans in the world but it’s 
still only a small percentage. I don’t 
think your average Israeli 25-year-old 
male was ever eating vegan health food. 
But nowadays shawarma is getting a 
stamp of approval. COVID brought 
out people’s desire for elemental tra-
ditional food because people were 
seeking comfort. And it’s also about 
what people can afford. Nowadays in 
Tel Aviv, paying less than 50 shekels 
[about $14] for a filling meal is good 
value for money.”

Even though it has some popular 
veteran shawarma restaurants, like 
Dabush, Tel Aviv has never been the 
go-to place for shawarma. In Israel, 
Haifa is known as shawarma city. The 
best shawarma stands in the country 
are located there, and shawarma con-
noisseurs are known to make pilgrim-
ages to Shawarma Emil or Shawarma 
Hazan in the northern city. Up until 
recently, most shawarma in Tel Aviv 

onions with sumac (a purple spice that 
isn’t spicy but tastes like lemon).

Shawarma Rambam’s success isn’t 
without context. It is actually part of a 
larger shawarma trend going on in Israel 
right now.

“The shawarma trend in Tel Aviv 
started a few years ago with the open-
ing of restaurants specializing in 
Turkish doner kebab, like the won-
derful Mutfak,” Sharon told me. “And 
more recently there was a popular do-
ner pop-up in HaCarmel market called 
Gerti. These things took the way peo-
ple perceive shawarma up a notch. The 
COVID crisis taught restaurants that 
they need to diversify. They learned 
that they need to create more fast-food 
options, which also work as takeout 
and are more reasonably priced. Even 
the fanciest of chefs understands now 
that most people can’t afford expen-
sive restaurants, so they started of-
fering street food as well, either in a 
physical location or as take out. They 
didn’t abandon their expensive restau-
rants, but they started creating quality 
food for the everyday person as well.”

Author and food writer Adeena 
Sussman wrote the cookbook Saba-
ba: Fresh, Sunny Flavors from My Is-
raeli Kitchen, which was named a Best 
Fall 2019 cookbook by The New York 
Times, Bon Appetit, and Food & Wine. 
She made aliyah in 2018 and since then 
she cooks and writes from her home, 
located in the Carmel Market area. 
Sussman gets all of her produce in the 
market and knows it like the back of 
her hand. I met her for coffee at her 
favorite espresso bar at the end of Car-
mel Market to talk about Shawarma 
Rambam. “A lot of the best street food 
in Israel right now is from people with 
a fine dining background,” Sussman 
agreed. “There are a lot of fine-din-
ing refugees and there is a little bit of 
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PREPARATION

BY JOAN NATHAN

INGREDIENTS
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Step 1 
Place the yeast, salt, honey and 1 1/2 cups warm water in a small bowl and let 
stand 10 minutes in a warm place. Place 2 cups flour in a large mixing bowl and 
add yeast mixture. Mix vigorously for 1 minute and add 1 more cup of flour. On a 
floured board, knead the bread for 10 minutes, adding more flour if necessary 
to make a medium stiff dough. Clean and lightly grease a bowl. Return the dough 
to the bowl, making sure all sides are greased. Cover with a clean damp towel, 
place in a draft-free warm place, and let rise until doubled in size (about 1 hour). 

Step 2 
Preheat oven to 450. 

Step 3 
Punch the dough down and knead a little. On a floured board, divide the dough 
into 12 pieces, form each into a ball, cover and let rise 10 minutes. Roll or pound 
the balls of dough into flat circles about 5 inches in diameter, and 1/4 inch in 
thickness. Do only 5 or 6 at one time. Place these rounds on an ungreased 
cookie sheet and bake on the bottom of the oven for 8 minutes, or until the 
bottoms are browned. If the tops remain pale, let brown under broiler briefly. 

Step 4 
Let cool, then place in plastic bags and refrigerate or freeze. 

Step 5 
To serve, place in 350-degree oven about 3 minutes until the pita is warm. Be 
careful not to keep the bread in the oven too long, as it becomes rock-hard. 
Serve immediately as pita hardens quickly if left uncovered. 

Yield: 12 pitas

1 tablespoon active dry yeast

1 ½ cups whole wheat flour

1 ½ cups unbleached all-purpose 
flour, plus extra for work space

1 teaspoon salt

1 tablespoon honey

1 ½ cups warm water

Pita Bread

Hundreds of recipes at  
tabletmag.com/recipes


