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Y ad-He ways to be an

American 

TE FIRST TIME THAT I SAW the face of god,

I gasped at his olive skin, long white beard, eyes as blue as Rabbi

Mordechai' s, and the flush of pink on his cheeks. The felt painting

hung on Geralyn's living room wall. Or maybe it decorated Jason's

room, a basement room, with black-painted windows. Next to it,

maybe, his Ride the Lightening tapestry was pinned over the rectangle

light fixture. That was the first time I saw His face . Or maybe it wasn't 

the first time. It may have been the seventh time I saw (YHWH, El,

Eloah, Elohim, Shaddai, Eyeh, Tzevaot)'s face. 

Much later, maybe it was at Sassy Seconds Thrift Shop, I saw the 

very same painting. The felt was faded, but the eyes were still blue.

Always blue. 

Other truths. Five truths, counted on fingers, and ten for the palm.

1.. My grandmother was lined up, shot, and left for dead on the 

side of a road in Poland.

2. Her hands were bent from arthritis, her knuckles were 

swollen and painful . But that was many years later. 

3. My father missed first grade because he was kept in an isola-

tion ward. 

4. Next to him, a yellow man's lungs drained into a pot below

his bed. 
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5. My aunt had a permanent stutter from the drugs she was fed
as a baby. The drugs were meant to quiet her during their
nighttime escape.

6. She became a drug addict and I haven't seen her or heard
from her in thirty-five years.

7. My grandfather lost his feet to diabetes long after sinking
them into the work camp's Siberian soil.

8. He was an optimist.

9. My grandmother pulled apart dish towels once dementia
took over her brain. She thought she was still separating
Jews' clothing for the German soldiers.

10. My father stole ducklings and raised them in soup pots so 

that his mother wouldn't cook them in her cholent.
11. He was an activist.
12.
13.
14. 

15. I have seen the face of god.

I had blisters the size of Texas on my heels. My older sister's patent 
leather Mary Janes were perfect for synagogue on her feet. My feet 
bend with arthritis. But this is many years later, after I told a waitress 
in Shamrock, Texas, that Jews don't eat pork. She stepped back from 
the table as though the lord was with me, as though he had gasped, 
his breath pushing her back. Maybe she ran into the kitchen and called 
the sheriff. We just don't get a lot of different around here. Maybe I told 
her that I used to move my lips to the daven, the morning prayer, but I 
didn't really say the Hebrew words. Maybe nobody would know if I 
ate the pulled pork special. She was already in the kitchen with the 

cook, both watching me rub my feet underneath the table. Sway 
enough, move your lips, fast and then slow. That's how you do it. 
Rabbi Mordechai, with the bluest eyes I'd ever seen on a human face, 
was on to me. That day, the day I ditched school and saw the face of 
god for the first time at Geralyn' s or Jason's, that was a Wednesday. 

1. There are seven holy names for God in Judaism.
2. It feels like there are thousands.
3. Or none.

Once, I wrote all of the names for god on a piece of paper and lit 
them on fire with my Marlboro. I dropped the Names over the porch 
railing. Maybe the paper fell onto the head of a Japanese beetle eating 
my mother's boysenberries. Maybe not. Smoking Marlboros made me 
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