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To me Judaism is the most beautiful thing I have ever 
experienced. For a large portion of my life I felt lost, like 
there was really no place for me. It was almost like I 
was physically and spiritually wandering around 
looking for refuge in a desert, and I was constantly 
being denied it.  

 
I was raised traditionally Catholic with going to Sunday school and church every 
Sunday. We eventually stopped going after my parents gave my sister and I the 
choice to continue. My sister said no because a nun yelled at her for asking 
about evolution. I said no because I couldn’t grasp all the concepts. This 
happened in elementary school. All my parents told us was to just be good 
people, help others who need it, tell the truth, and be as polite as the situation 
permits. As I entered middle school, I started to become an outcast. I was a kid 
who spoke well, tried at school, and tried to better myself. That, according to my 
former black friends, made me white and they wanted nothing to do with me. 
My former white friends didn’t really want me around anymore because I was 
black. The Hispanic community didn’t want anything to do with me because I 
didn’t fit in with their culture and language. I was bullied, had my lunch stolen, 
my homework stolen, and had no one to relate to. One girl walked up to me in 
the middle of class and said, “You cute but you not smart gangsta” which 
seemed to sum up my middle and high school years.  
 
Every day I would look out of my home window and see the place I dreaded to 
go. I broke down crying and pleading to my parents to leave that school, but it 
wasn’t a possibility at that time. As an added bonus, my grandfather was dying 
a slow death from cancer after it spread from his lungs. I remember sitting in 
class and wondering, why would G-d do this and is there really a G-d? I 
remember feeling very cold as that thought filled my head. It felt like someone 
ripped every ounce of warmth and comfort away from me, and locked it away. 
But, I kept believing. Even after my grandfather died in the hospital, right across 
the street from my future high school, I kept believing.  
 
I spent high school in a Catholic school where I was one of six black kids in my 
grade. For a time, things were a lot better. Everyone praised me for doing well in 
school and because I was on the soccer team, but I did have to deal with 
“accidental” racism. Things like people casually saying the n-word, asking if all I 
ate was fried chicken and watermelon, telling me I shouldn’t put mayo on a 



sandwich because I was black, and other stereotypical statements/questions. 
Apparently I also didn’t act “black” enough according to some of the other 
black kids in school so the few people I could relate with just got halved. Those 
four years slowly had me turn away from G-d. The more I learned about 
Christianity, the more it didn’t make sense. I would ask questions and either they 
couldn’t answer them or would tell me “that is just how it is.” By the time I 
graduated, I was becoming a staunch atheist. In college I was still called the 
white guy trapped in a black body and hung out mostly with the international 
students and, as usual, the soccer team.  
 
A few years after graduation, I moved here to Charlotte as a teacher. I made 
new friends including a beautiful woman who, little did I know, I would end up 
dating for the last four years. Once again I started to investigate what I called 
the “G-d question.” I researched every major religion once more. Christianity 
was a no, Islam was a no, Buddhism was a no, and the list went on. Then my 
future girlfriend said what about Judaism? I brushed it off at the time but slowly 
started to be drawn to it. For several years I worked at the Levine JCC, including 
each summer at Camp Mindy, where I started to learn more and more about 
Judaism. Then, as time went on, I slowly began to meet other Jewish people. I 
felt something odd the more I delved into Judaism; I felt accepted. Before I 
started the conversion process I sat down and did some soul searching. I started 
reading about how Judaism views G-d and, almost immediately, it resonated 
inside me. I felt like I had found purpose and direction. I felt as if G-d has been 
waiting for me to wake up and finally be the best man I could be.  
 
Ever since I stepped foot into this community here at Temple Israel, I have 
appreciated all the respect and support I have received, including in my new 
position as the Director of Youth and Family Engagement. I feel like I have finally 
finished wandering the desert and have found a home here at Temple Israel as 
one of the people. Thank you. 


