
Growing Past Intolerance 

My blood defines me as Jewish.  I went to Hebrew school when I was younger. My 

family collected tzedakah and lit a menorah every Hanukkah. Although Judaism was a part of 

my life, it never defined me. I wasn’t “that Jewish.” 

 As I grew older, I began to notice little things that really weren’t so little. I accepted them 

as a part of life. When we read Anne Frank’s diary, or learned about the Holocaust, I noticed 

swastikas on the textbooks. Not just on textbooks, they were everywhere, etched into the 

bathroom stalls, into my desk. This symbol of hate had become so normalized, that I did not 

react.  

The swastikas were as routine as jokes about Jews in the oven, pennies thrown at me 

because Jews were “stingy,” or comments that I was going to go to hell because I was Jewish.  

Years before, I only thought about being Jewish at religious school, It wasn’t what 

defined me, but the swastikas and the comments served as a constant reminder, even when I still 

didn’t think of myself as “that Jewish.”  

 When I was diagnosed with Type One Diabetes in seventh grade, my whole world 

collapsed.  Type One is an autoimmune disease that requires constant regulation. Without this, 

the consequence is death. Where I had previously turned my back to my faith. I desperately 

needed it.  

 When the hateful Newport Harbor pictures came out, they were like lemon juice to a 

wound. I couldn’t deny the hate, the whole world could see teenagers--in my county--posing and 

celebrating a hate symbol.  

I recognized one boy in the picture who bullied me at Junior Guards. Each day he 

dumped my water bottle out and filled it with sand even when it was 100 degrees out.  



Instead of ignoring the hate expressed, I finally rose up. It had taken the fear in my 

diagnosis to need the faith and feel pride.  This incident was the last straw and I finally stood tall.  

I was one of the lead organizers along with fellow OC activists for a solidarity rally and 

vigil, going so far as to speak openly about my faith to the crowd.  Over 40 organizations of all 

faiths came together to express their solidarity.  

This unprecedented display of kindness and resilience made me even more proud to be 

Jewish. We didn’t simply grow past intolerance, we blossomed.  I am and will always be, 

unapologetically “that Jewish.” 


