
My Name is Jew, and I Want My Name Back 
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My name is “Jew.” My name is smoothed by centuries of storms, polished by the rolling river of 
time. My name is a diamond, born of friction and pressure, thrust to the surface by fiery lava, 
precious, multi-faceted. My name is “Jew” and my name is the philosopher’s stone, turning 
base metals into gold, turning all that is mundane in this world and infusing it with meaning, 
turning it into the shining substance of the sacred. 

My name is “Jew” and my name turns the animal of man, his brutality, his beastliness, into 
beauty and righteousness, elevating him above his dust and his dross. 

“Jew” is the stamp on the greatest love-letter ever written, from Creator to created, the love-
letter in which we are given the Ten Commandments, the ethical guideposts of civilizations, the 
love-letter that proclaimed that every person is made in the Image of God, b’Tzelem Elohim, 
that every living vessel, whether broken or whole, is infused worthiness, casting down cast 
systems, a love-letter that told the story of all humanity descending from one couple, that we 
are one family, no one superior to another, a love-letter that illustrated the redemption of a 
slave people into a nation of priests, a people whose babies had been drowned in the river, a 
people beaten and in rags, restored to dignity, a thread of royal blue tied to the corner of their 
garments, a reminder of each individual’s inherent nobility. 

Dear humankind, Here is Shabbat, the world’s greatest religious gift, a day upon which the 
flower and the gardener stand as equals to one another, day of peace, of rest, of family, of 
vision of a future world. Enjoy. Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, I have put My rainbow in the clouds, and it will be the sign of the covenant 
between [God] and the world. Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, Love your neighbor as yourself. Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, Welcome the stranger in your midst. Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, Let my people go. Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
the wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me. 
Sincerely, Jews. 

Dear humankind, Proclaim liberty throughout all the land and unto all the inhabitants thereof. 
Love, Jews. 

I want my name back. 

Jew means “championing what is arguably the single most revolutionary concept in human 
civilization, monotheism.” One God. A universal moral code of conduct. 

Jew means having partnership with the Divine for the repair of our broken world. Tikkun Olam. 

Jew means helping the other is my responsibility during my lifetime. Jew means confessing my 
shortcomings and striving to better myself. 



I want my name back. My name is “Jew.” 

Rabbi Jonathan Sacks wrote: 

“I am a Jew because…though at times [we] suffered the deepest poverty, [we] never gave up on 
[our] commitment to helping the poor, or rescuing Jews from other lands, or fighting for justice 
for the oppressed. I am proud to belong to the people Israel, who name means ‘one who 
wrestles with God and with man and prevails.’ For though we have loved humanity, we have 
never stopped wrestling with it, challenging the idols of every age. And though we have loved 
God with an everlasting love, we have never stopped wrestling with God nor God with us. I am 
proud to be part of a people who, though scarred and traumatized, never lost their humor or 
their faith, their ability to laugh at present troubles and still believe in ultimate redemption.” 

I want our name back, the name of a people whose father Abraham was not afraid to raise his 
voice to God and ask: “Will not the Judge of all the earth do justly?” 

The name of a people whose Prophet Isaiah said: “Is this not the fast I choose? To undo the 
fetters of wickedness, to let the oppressed go free, to share your bread with the hungry, to 
clothe the naked?” 

Elie Wiesel said that being a Jew means not seeking to make the world more Jewish, but more 
human. 

I want our name back, with all of its sweet charoset and biting horseradish, its chutzpah and its 
menschlekeit. 

To be a Jew is to be a poet, to derive meaning from the stone and the brook, to be an artist, the 
community your canvas, to dance with the cycles of the moon, to be in tune with the seasons. 

To be a Jew is to know how to sow in tears and reap in joy, to make a song out of sighing, to 
make light out of shadows. 

To be a Jew is to be called, to stand up for justice, to collect the shards of a broken world and 
build and rebuild. 

To be a Jew is to be hope. HaTikvah. A miracle. To defy fate. 

To be a Jew is to be a soldier for ethics, strident and courageous, manly and virile, womanly and 
strong. 

To be a Jew is to be aware of beauty, to understand stillness, to love and pursue wisdom, to 
cherish virtue. 

To be a Jew is to be passionate, to have a vision and a voice and a bone to pick with God. 

To be a Jew is to be in relationship. I and Thou. Here and now. 

To be a Jew is to be invited into a beckoning and mystical tradition, not a birthright but a 
blessing, not a burden but a privilege. 

The word “Jew,” Yehudi, comes from the root “To be thankful.” 

To be the Thankful Ones, despite it all. 



To be a Jew is to know how precious it all is. How much there is to be thankful for, how much 
more needs to be done, to be partners with God and to take our work seriously, how far we 
have to climb, how tedious but how glorious the journey. 

To be a Jew is to take our most precious treasure, our Torah, and place it into the hands of our 
thirteen year olds and say, you with your fresh eyes and your pure heart, we trust you to lead 
us. 

I want to take our name, Jew, and rinse it in a desert well, wring out its tears, mend its tears, 
hang it on an olive branch in the Godshine, spread it out like a chuppah, under which we renew 
our covenantal vows, spread it out like a solar panel, its renewable energy charging through our 
veins, spread it out like wings as we soar skyward for a bird’s eye view, spread it out like a 
parachute, as we come in for the landing, wrap it like a comforter when in need of embrace, 
wear it like many-colored coat… 

Jew is the rainbow. The sign of the covenant between God and the world. Jew is the rainbow, 
the ark and the dove. 

I pluck our name out of the carnivorous claws of a self-destructive world, and bathe in its light, 
for a moment, before the blast of the shofar interrupts our basking, and we are called back out 
into that calamitous world, meager tools in our pockets, delegates of the Divine, charged with 
the task, against all odds, to help make things a little better for somebody else. 

Jew litereally means “Thankful One.” On this holiest of days, let us reclaim the essence of our 
name. 

Baruch Atah Adonai, she-asani Yisrael.  
Blessed are You Adonai, who has made me a Jew. 

Thank You. Thank You. She-asani Yisrael. 

Baruch Atah Adonai, she-asani Yisrael.  
Blessed are You Adonai, who has made me a Jew. 
 


