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“Voices of war… And there’s no logic to it. I live from 

day to day…And all of us are to blame. We’re in the pits…I 

feel hopeless…” (Kobi Simony, Subliminal; Living from 

Day to Day) 

The orange ribbons I saw on CNN became the orange 

ribbons that young disengagement activists passed out on 

sidewalks, ribbons tied to cars’ antennae and the ribbon 

tied onto my friend’s backpack on the bus. At home, when 

I learned about Israeli Prime Minister Ariel Sharon’s plan 

for disengagement from the Gaza Strip, the radical and 

therefore unforeseen plan appeared to hold promise for an 

eventual friendly relationship between the Palestinians and 

Israelis.

Things began to change for me when I spent six weeks 

in Israel on a program called Nesiya. Nesiya, which liter-

ally means “journey” in Hebrew, is the program in which I 

studied creatively with 74 American and 30 Israeli 16 and 

17-year-olds, hiking, learning and participating in commu-

nity service projects. 

During my journey in Israel, living with Israelis and talk-

ing to Bedouin teenagers from Rahat who identified them-

selves with the Palestinian nation, my once-clear perception 

of the motivations, expectations and apprehensions about 

the disengagement became indiscernible. 

My feelings about the disengagement blurred to the ex-

tent that an opaque and incom-

prehensible entity formed in 

my mind.

Shireet Aizen, one of the 

Israeli girls on Nesiya, was 

born in a city on the northern 

border of the Gaza Strip called 

Elei Sinai. Shireet, one of six 

children, lived inGush Katif,  a 

settlement at the southern end 

of the Strip. 

About halfway into our six-

week journey, we spent Shabbat in the Golan at a Keshet, 

a youth hostel. Shireet shared her story with the group, and 

amidst the descriptions of her school, friends and extra-cur-

ricular activities, she said, “I feel as though my government 

has betrayed me.”

 Because I had grown accustomed to connecting every-

thing I saw or heard to the disengagement, I realized that 

Shireet was referring to the government’s decision to ask 

settlers to evacuate their homes in the Gaza Strip. 

Wow. I felt slightly numb after listening to Shireet dis-

cuss her emotions about the disengagement because, frank-

ly, I was in disbelief. 

I did not want to have to 

believe that someone with 

whom I had spent the previous 

three weeks and had grown 

close to, singing Disney songs 

on the bus and skipping on a 

hike in the Upper Galil, was 

also someone who would be 

greatly affected by the disen-

gagement. 

Since the first day of Nesiya when I met Shireet and 

learned she lived in a settlement, I had a deep respect for 

her. But that Shabbat, the courage I saw in Shireet when she 

spoke to us impressed me greatly.

Along with the augmented respect I had for Shireet, the 

cryptic blob in my mind grew in ambiguity because I had 

the notion that my experiences in Israel would, if anything, 

clarify my stance on the disengagement. My experiences 

had the opposite effect.

When only two weeks remained of my summer in Israel 

with my group, I thought of Shireet and the loss of home she 

would experience after this journey. 

The concern that this thought provoked within my mind 

inspired me to devote an entry 

of the journal I kept throughout 

the trip to contemplating the 

meaning of home:

A home – a country, a sense 

of belonging, to where has it 

disappeared? So many ques-

tions fill my mind, I want to find 

the answers, where are all the 

answers?[...] it is times like 

this, when Jews call on fellow 

Jews to leave their homes that 

make me wonder. 

I question not only God’s existence, but our own. Why do 

people act like this? The fact that controversies lead to such 

divisiveness tears me up inside. Why do conflicts persist un-

til the point where one group must leave their homes? Where 

has the logic gone or was there ever any sense at all? 

In a letter that Shireet wrote me before leaving, she re-

minded me, “not to forget my land – and that it is here where 

you, Lisa, belong!” 

I repeated that line to myself over and over, because no 

one had ever told me anything like it. The enduring bond 

to the land that was evident 

in Shireet’s word made clear 

the enduring bond with the 

land that was imbued in the 

Israeli settlers who lived in 

the Strip. 

Spending my summer im-

mersed in Israeli society and 

with people directly affected 

by the disengagement defi-

nitely blurred my formerly black-and-white view of the is-

sue. 

If I had to come to one conclusion after my Israel experi-

ences regarding the disengagement, it would be that there 

simply is no right or wrong side. 

When I hugged Shireet goodbye on the ibex-grazed 

grasses of the Ein Gedi Field School overlooking the Dead 

Sea, I thought of the strength of personality she possessed 

and how this quality would serve her well in the coming 

weeks. 

As I watched Shireet climb into a car that would take her 

to Gush Katif, to her family, I felt the blob disappear in my 

head. Now it is gone forever. 

But no doubt, the mark of the blob that burdened my 

mind with confusion for those six weeks will be with me 

always and will remind me of my friend Shireet, her story 

and the story of the summer I spent in Israel before its mo-

mentous disengagement from the Gaza Strip. 

Tomorrow is here. The fact is that no more Jewish set-

tlers remain in the Gaza Strip. Who knows what is to come 

in the future of our nation, for the state of Israel or for the 

Middle East. 

Somewhere I sense hope. As Noam Shiron wrote in “A 

Song for Peace,” dedicated to Yitzhak Rabin, “Don’t just 

say the day will come, go bring forth that day. In all the 

streets and squares, just clamor for peace.” 

That, I feel, is the sentiment that filled the space left in 

my mind by the blob’s unbelievable disappearance.  

I maintain the opinion that it was important for Israel to 

relinquish control of the Gaza Strip, but my experiences in 

Israel created an awareness of the effects and consequences 

of the disengagement and then amplified it approximately 

8,000 times.

by Lisa Snider

This past summer eight JDS students traveled 

to South Africa and Israel with B’tzavtah, a cul-

tural exchange program between 39 high school 

juniors from Washington, D.C.; Cape Town 

South Africa; and Beit Shemesh, Israel. The trip 

began on June 27 and included one week in Cape 

Town and three weeks in Israel.

 JDS juniors Randi Burka, Sidney Epner, Adi-

na Fradkin, Evan Waghelstein, Karlee Lichten-

stein, Jennifer 

Schwarz, Rachel 

Racoosin and 

Josh Hamburger 

were among the 

14 students from 

the D.C area.

The program 

was coordinated 

through Partner-

ship 2000 Jew-

ish Federation 

and the Jew-

ish Partnership 

of Life and 

Learning. The 

trip emphasized five topics.  These topics were 

environment, tolerance, relations, immigration 

and culture. 

In order to study these different topics, the 

students went to museums, participated in hikes 

and listened to lectures. During their trip they 

visited tourist sites and did home stays. 

Epner described the trip as “not just a teen 

tour, but a whole teen experience.”  

During their visit in South Africa they visited 

Table Top Mountain and a township. The pro-

gram balanced tourism with Jewish heritage, 

taking them to the Holocaust Museum and the 

Jewish Museum in Cape Town.  

While in Israel, the students traveled to Je-

rusalem, Tel-Aviv, Beit Shemesh and Afulah.  

They visited the Western Wall, the Dead Sea, a 

Ethiopian school. 

The students also 

stayed in the Ramon 

crater, hiked Massada 

and white-water rafted 

on the Jordan River.

 Burka described 

this experience as “re-

ally cool and different. 

Not only did we get to 

tour but we got to know 

kids our age and lived 

with them.”

 Burka’s favorite 

part was “being with, 

the different kids from 

the different countries 

for four weeks and touring two amazingly beau-

tiful countries.”

Although every summer JDS students travel 

and tour Israel, this summer many more attended 

organized youth programs. 

Other youth programs JDS students attended 

include Nissya and Tsofim Chetz V’keshet. 

by Michal Bornstein

JUNIORS ADINA FRADKIN and Jennifer Schwarz wave 

a Keren Kayemet Le’Yisrael flag while in Israel.
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This past year, the Presbyterian Church (USA) announced plans to con-

sider divestment from five leading military arms companies: Caterpillar, 

Citigroup, ITT Industries, Motorola and United Technologies.  These com-

panies sell military equipment to the Israeli Defense Forces. 

This revelation has caused an uproar in the international Jewish commu-

nity and deterioration in Jewish-Presbyterian relations.

The Presbyterian Church’s possible divestment from companies that sup-

ply the IDF with equipment stems from the church’s insistence on not profit-

ing from companies that “contribute to violence in Israel and Palestine.”

The church also believes that it needs to take an ethical position on mat-

ters so it can “hold its stalk proudly,” said Barry Creech, a spokesperson for 

the Presbyterian Church. 

In general, the Presbyterian Church has a policy on not investing in lead-

ing military weapons, tobacco and alcohol companies.  

The final decision whether or not to divest may be made as early as a 

national church meeting in June 2006, at which delegates will debate the 

issue.

 “Divestment is a last resort,” emphasized Creech in an interview with 

The Lion’s Tale. 

There is much dissent within the church concerning the best way to en-

courage peace in the region.

The Presbyterian Church is currently in contact with several international 

Jewish groups and wishes to continue dialogue with Jewish congregations 

and “hear their opinions,” Creech said.

The Presbyterian Church “affirms the right of Israel to exist as a sover-

eign state within secure, internationally recognized borders and the right of 

the Palestinians to self-determination, including the right to the establish-

by Alisa Avigan
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In a letter that Shireet wrote me before 

leaving, she reminded me, ‘not to for-

get my land – and that it is here where 

you, Lisa, belong!’ 

The orange ribbons I saw on CNN be-

came the orange ribbons that young 

disengagement activists passed out 

on sidewalks, ribbons tied to cars’ an-

tennae and the ribbon tied onto my 

friend’s backpack on the bus. 


