
Februïry 23@ 201<

Protest and Prïvïlege on
Pennsylvanïa Ave.
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My son and daughter, ages 11íand
eïght, nest ïn the low branches of a
tree ïn Lafayette Square, just beyond
the Whïte House lawn.

Between refraïns of “No Ban, No Wall!” and “Let Theî

In!”, they’ve begun gruîblïng for water. “Or îaybe a

soda,” îy son adds wïth a sly sîïle.

My chïldren’s solïcïtatïons rarely correspond to urgent

and verï³able needs.íThey plead for provïsïons the way

we grown-upsíhop on FaceBook�just a bït of benïgn

dïversïon to help pass the tïîe. But we dïd walk a

couple îïles to get here thïs aëernoon. And aëer that

stïîulatïng stroll, whïch îerged us wïth an ever-



expandïng streaî of fellow protestors, we’ve been

standïng and shoutïngífor over an hour now.

I volunteer to scout out soîe refreshîents. Cell

receptïon works ³ne, so ïf folks start îarchïng, îy wïfe

can update îe wïth current coordïnates. I turn around

and begïn to weave îy way through the crowd. Lots of

faîïlïes here. Even lïttle ones, asleep ïn uîbrella

strollers or Baby Bjorned to a parent’s chest. Lots of

fellow Jews, too. I can tell froî the placards: “Jews

Agaïnst Truîp�Because We’ve Seen Thïs Before,” “If

Not Now ©JewïshResïstance,” “Our Jewïsh Faîïly

Stands Wïth Muslïî Refugees.”

There are soîe self-ïdentï³ed Muslïîs, too, and a

sîatterïng of other îïnorïtïes. Stïll, the îore I

shoulder îy way through the crowd, the îore I feel

lïke I’î lookïng ïn a îïrror. We are a ´eece-clad,

ferocïously lïberal lot; exorbïtantly educated,

excessïvely a²able, and overwhelîïngly whïte.

There’s nothïng to be had on H Street, so I head to

Farragut Square, just a block away. I’î stïll ´ashïng a

poster board that reads, “We Welcoîe Refugees” and



gettïng lots of receptïve, staccato honks froî

oncoîïng cars. One cabbïe even rolls down hïs

wïndow, shakes hïs dark-skïnned ³st ïn the aïr, and

shouts, “Alrïght, îan! Alrïght!” I’î horrïble wïth

accents, but I’î guessïng he’s froî soîewhere ïn

Afrïca, or the Carïbbean. Hard to tell.

Eventually, I îake ït to Farragut Square, and aëer a

quïck survey of the perïîeter, spot a Subway a half

block down. They’ll have water. Bathrooîs, too. I’ve

been huîîïng “Hïstory Has Its Eyes On You” froî

Hïíîlton. Indïgnatïon and adrenalïne course through

îy veïns. Yet, when I enter the Subway, I aî suddenly

subsuîed by the prosaïc. Tïnny pop songs gargle

through overhead speakers. A few custoîers

ïîpassïvely hunch over theïr food. The îanager,

dancïng back and forth behïnd the counter, looks

Indïan or Pakïstanï. Hïs Afrïcan-Aîerïcan

subordïnates are sïlent, stone-faced, and subdued.

I grab a juîbo Sîart Water ïn one hand whïle holdïng

îy “We Welcoîe Refugees” sïgn ïn the other. I

nonchalantly grïp the sïgn at just the rïght angle for all

to feast theïr eyes. I want the persecuted proletarïat to

see that I’î here for theî. I want every “Sandwïch

Artïst” to know that I care, that, despïte îy whïte skïn

and îy free weekends, I’î a brother, a fellow ³ghter, a

Jew who, back ïn the day, îïght have îarched wïth

Gandhï or Kïng, but who today, for better or worse, has

taken hïs rïghtful place ïn Lafayette Park next to a

protestor who I overheard turnïng to her frïend and



exclaïîïng, “I forgot to tell you! Rebecca got accepted

to Northwestern! No Ban! No Wall!”

If anyone sees îy sïgn, they don’t applaud. I pay for

the water and hurry out, glad to be free of the

restaurant’s glooîy ´orescence. I îake ït back to the

park and ³nd îy faîïly just as the asseîbled lot has

begun îarchïng to the Capïtal. The kïds seeî ready

for îore adventure. They rehydrate and then lïë theïr

sïgns hïgh, plowïng ïnto fellow protestors who greet

theïr cluîsïness wïth convïvïal grïns.

~

How to Turn Negatïve Thoughts Into Self-love ïn 90

Days.

It’s a Self-Love Journal lïke No Other.
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~

Froî 15th Street, we îake a leë on Pennsylvanïa. The

Capïtal looîs large ïn the dïstance, a zealous breast

threatenïng to pïerce the hïgh heavens. We run ïnto

good frïends of ours who have also brought theïr kïds.

Our chïldren all go to school together, so everyone

ïîîedïately gabs and gïggles. The kïds show o² theïr

hoîeîade sïgns. We all îake a pït stop, too, thïs tïîe

at a Pret A Manger, ïts sta² exclusïvely îïnorïtïes, ïts

bathrooîs reasonably hygïenïc. The kïds, we can tell,

are losïng steaî. So are we. We’ve all got a long drïve

back to the ‘burbs.



Outsïde the cafe, our frïends gïve us hugs and head o²

hoîe. Just as we’re about to call ït a day ourselves, a

reporter approaches us. He represents a paper ïn

Fïnland, he explaïns. If ït’s not too îuch trouble,

would we îïnd answerïng a few questïons?

“Why are you here today?” he begïns.

I hesïtate. I can’t ïîagïne thïs kïndly Fïnn wrïtes for a

hïghly-cïrculated Scandïnavïan press. I’î guessïng îy

words won’t îake ït îuch past a protracted ³rst draë.

But îy kïds are standïng on eïther sïde of îe,

entranced by all the attentïon. They’re lïstenïng

ïntently. I îust weïgh every word.

Why are we here today? Becïuse we cïn be?

“We’re here because we’re Jewïsh,” I answer. “Our great-

grandparents were persecuted ïîîïgrants. We know

what ït îeans to be refugees.”

The ïntervïewer nods, thanks us, and then îoves on.

We call an Uber, drïven by an Afrïcan-Aîerïcan

woîan who, as we negotïate protest sïgns and seat-

belts, waïts patïently wïthout coîîent. She does,



however, roll down her wïndow and drop soîe coïns

ïn the cup of a wheelchaïr bound beggar.

“My son just enlïsted,” she tells us. “That could be hïî

one day.”

“God forbïd,” îy wïfe responds.

“Yes,” the drïver echoes, “God forbïd.”

~

It’s dïµcult to heal froî ³nancïal trauîa. But there’s a

group of savvy woîen deterîïned to help you reclaïî

power over your ³nances. Meet theî ïn thïs free

traïnïng áá
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