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			Advance Praise for To Resist the Academic Intifada

			 

			“Having spent my high school years in New York some decades ago, I enjoyed diving into Professor Gil Troy’s inspiring, relevant, Zionist vision, rooted in American values and Jewish moral codes, Jewish history and contemporary Israeli life. With these timely, must-read, letters to his students—and to us all—Gil Troy confirms his stature as a revered teacher, a leading public intellectual, and one of today’s influential Zionist thinkers.”

			—President Isaac Herzog

			“I cannot think of a timelier and more essential book for pro-Israel students—and their parents—confronting virulent antisemitism, anti-Americanism, and anti-liberalism on their campuses. Gil Troy’s work belongs in the core curriculum of all those willing to stand up and defend the State of Israel.”

			—Michael Oren, Former Israeli Ambassador to the United States

			“As Jews, we tell stories in ways that are personal, compelling, and inspiring. That is precisely what Professor Gil Troy has done in these important and timely letters. If you want to know Why Israel, Why Zionism, Why Liberalism, Why Americanism, Why stand up for yourselves—and how to fight the Jihadists and what he accurately calls The Academic Intifada—read this book… now.”

			—Noa Tishby, former Israeli Special Envoy for Combating Antisemitism and New York Times Bestselling Author

			“Weaving his own family history with the history of Zionism, Gil Troy’s newest book beautifully exemplifies how the fight for a Jewish homeland is an ongoing struggle that ties together our past, present, and future. Zionism, as Troy shows, is not something that happens ‘out there,’ but rather something that lives and breathes inside each and every one of us. Equal parts memoir, Jewish history, and user’s manual, this book is simultaneously a call to action and a guide for the perplexed, inviting Jewish students across the world to join an ongoing conversation that our people has been having for more than a century. And, like a good user’s manual, the success of this book will ultimately rest not in who will read it but in what they will choose to do after putting it down. ‘Zionism,’ as Troy notes in the most important sentence in the entire book, ‘is a verb.’”

			—Shai Davidai, Assistant Professor of Management, Columbia Business School

			“I am a born and bred Zionist Jewish feminist liberal colonel. How do you give tools to young people today to stand proudly as Zionists? There is no clear-cut manual. Read through Gil’s letters. It will help the students; I suggest the parents read it as well. We are all looking for answers and ways to convey our present reality—and as usual Gil is helping us with words that describe and frame our perspective. This is a book to give to every Jewish and non-Jewish student in these times.”

			—Colonel (Ret.) Miri Eisin, Fellow, International Institute for Counter-Terrorism, Reichman University

			“On campuses worldwide, Jewish students are mobilizing to resist the Campus Tentifada. They are the Gen-Zionists, bravely standing up to the bullies—outnumbered, outmanned, and too often, alone. In To Resist the Academic Intifada, Professor Gil Troy offers them a rallying cry and words of wisdom as they scramble to form a Jewish resistance to a movement that threatens to drag the whole world down and backward.”

			—Eylon Levy, former Israeli Government Spokesman

			“Since the October 7 massacre, Diaspora Jewry has been in double-shock: first for what happened to Israel and second for the antisemitic wave they suddenly find engulfing them where they live and study. At this trying time, Troy reminds us, both Americans and Israelis, that we are not alone, that we can draw on deep roots of hope and identity that our enemies can never understand or destroy. With this book, the inimitable Gil Troy has given you the tools to snap out of the paralyzing shock and start to fight back.”

			—Saul Singer, co-author with Dan Senor, The Genius of Israel and Start-Up Nation
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			To you, my students. Like your Israeli peers, who disproved the conventional dismissal of them as “the TikTok generation,” so many of you have proved to be determined defenders of the American Dream, the Zionist dream, true liberalism, and the pursuit of truth, in all its messiness.

		

	
		
			Preface

			Which Side Are You On?

			Dear Students,

			I started writing about Generation Hope over two years ago, when I was struck by how much faith your parents and I had in America’s future growing up—and how much despair there seemed to be today. The project shifted—and felt increasingly urgent—after October 7, because you were under attack, which turned even uglier, the spring of 2024.

			These letters call on you to resist the Academic Intifada. The “Academic Intifada” means the anti-Zionist movement, on campus and elsewhere, including professors, administrators, and students, that by crying “Globalize the Intifada,” endorses violence—“by any means necessary”; terrorism—“burn, burn Tel Aviv” and “we are Hamas”; and Israel’s eradication, “from the river to the sea.” These activists attack what Israel is, not what Israel does. In its actions and implications, the movement is anti-Jewish, anti-American, anti-Western, and anti-intellectual, addicted to black-white binaries, especially “oppressor-oppressed” and “colonizer-decolonizer.” It also turned personal this year—with calls like “we know where you live,” with attacks by professors on students and dormmates on their neighbors. Many of the movement’s leaders seek to turn your campus against you, treating universities as propaganda camps pushing one political view that is unacademic, illiberal, anti-American and anti-Zionist.

			The movement is obsessively anti-Israel—focusing disproportionate energy and blame on Israel and Zionism, while ignoring bad actors worldwide from Iran’s genocidal mullahs to China’s and Russia’s imperialistic autocrats. Such one-sidedness and such double standards are inherently anti-Semitic. In slogans like “There is only one solution, intifada, revolution,” activists understand that the term “intifada” became popularized in the early 2000s when Palestinian terrorists, rejecting the Oslo Peace Process, seeking Israel’s destruction, murdered over 1,000 innocents. The movement is also obsessed with race and identity politics, erroneously framing the nationalist conflict between Israelis and Palestinians as racial, despite the fact that there are light-skinned Palestinians and dark-skinned Israelis. Overlapping with many other academic trends today including postmodernism, identity politics, critical race theory, antiracism, DEI regimes, Social Justice Warriors, and the “woke” movement, the Academic Intifada fixates on Israel, Jews, and Zionism. And, even on campus, the protesters are shockingly ignorant—unable in surveys to identity which “river” and which “sea.” Israel’s former ambassador to the United States, Michael Oren sighs: “The protests are produced by what our academic institutions have become and seek to destroy what they were created to be.”

			Although these letters address this great betrayal, you will see that they are laced with optimism. How could they not be? If you live in America, despite its challenges, you still live the American Dream in a remarkable democracy where hundreds of millions of people live great lives, enjoying unprecedented, ever-expanding liberties, so they can pursue happiness. If you’re tied to Israel in any way, you’re part of the Zionist Dream, a miracle, that, defying its enemies, has allowed individuals to thrive in a society balancing the old and the new while improving the world. While both are variations of liberal democratic nationalism, Zionism emphasizes traditionalism, communalism, and particularism more than post-1960s Americanism. Moreover, if you live in any liberal democracy, you’re among the luckiest people in history, safer, freer, more comfortable, and more prosperous, than much of humanity, today and yesterday.

			How can I despair when I watch your Israeli peers fighting and dying for freedom—and I see their heroism and moral clarity in many of you too. And it’s not just about bravery, grit, audacity —it’s about a zest for life, a sense of humor, a fierce determination to enjoy and thrive—which drives our enemies crazy.

			We can focus on those who have tried hijacking the university, making it increasingly hostile to free thought, critical debate, and yes, Americanism, liberalism, and Zionism. Or we can cheer that, finally, there are professors, donors, politicians, intellectuals, celebrities, and most important, you, my students, who are stirring, fighting back, resisting.

			These letters are for you, the students and others who won’t back down, the students who faced down the mob. These letters are also for those of you less involved, the silenced majority of students, both Jewish and not Jewish, who either don’t fully understand the conflict, or just want to be students not activists. I write to explain my vision—which many of your parents share. This is not the academic world we entered, and it’s not the campus experience you deserve.

			I’m not offering a how-to manual here, but a why-to manifesto, because America and Israel, Zionism and liberalism, are worth defending. I won’t tell you what to do here, but I hope to challenge you to clarify who you want to be, then decide what to do yourself. And, I hope to broaden your understanding of this conflict, to see that this is not just an attack on Israel, Zionism, and the Jews—which is bad enough. This is an attack on liberalism at its best, Americanism at its most expansive, and your university’s core educational mission, for which you and your parents are paying lots of hard-earned money.

			This problem has been building for decades—and it’s not disappearing. In academia, you don’t follow the money but the tenure committees and academic societies. Especially in elite universities, many social science and humanities departments are dominated by radicals with decades of tenure protection ahead.

			Let’s not exaggerate. Most professors still care about all their students, regardless of ideology, and care most about their academic specialties—not politics. Studies at Columbia University and elsewhere show that most science and medical faculties have remained more committed to pursuing truth rather than imposing this political agenda. But a fanatic minority has imposed a groupthink that resonates widely.

			This is a values war. For ten years propagandists have claimed you must check your liberalism at the door to be a Zionist. The opposite is true. On your campuses, and worldwide, the burned American flags, anti-American slogans, anti-Western hatred, and disrupted classes and commencements since October 7 proved that in heeding the anti-Zionist call, in joining that masked mob menacing fellow students, they checked their liberalism, Americanism, humanism, feminism, and decency at the door.

			Attacking the Academic Intifada does not mean that Israel is perfect or beyond criticism. There is lots of room for robust debate about many issues, which currently include America’s presidential campaign, Israel’s leadership, its current war strategy, and the ongoing, agonizing hostage dilemma. Zionists can be found on all sides of these issues. And repudiating the Academic Intifada does not delegitimize every protester concerned over Gazans or disgusted by any particular Israeli actions. But your fellow students must take responsibility for their allies. They cannot march with people burning American and Israeli flags, threatening you, and uttering genocidal calls against Jews, then pretend not to notice or avoid being implicated.

			These Jew-haters seek double indemnity, as they keep demanding amnesty no matter what laws they break. First, they put the burden of proof on their targets, Jews, to prove somehow that when a Jew is attacked it is anti-Semitic. I have learned from my Black, LGBTQ+, and feminist friends that the burden of proof is on the haters, and their allies. If you’re rubbing elbows with a bigot, it’s on you, not me, to prove you’re not a useful idiot. Similarly, these Jew-haters claim that if there is even one valid criticism, that somehow validates waves of demonization. Again, such “rules” apply to no other prejudice.

			Resisting, I—like so many of you—have cast my lot with Israel, the Jewish people, the United States of America, and liberal democracy. And, like many of you, I refuse to be cowed—or to despair.

			Perhaps it’s because I am from Generation Hope. Our generation took the leap of hope in America, Israel, and elsewhere—knowing our lives would be better than our parents’ lives, while understanding that we had to roll up our sleeves to fulfill our dreams, individually and communally. Perhaps, it’s just a perverse refusal to succumb to our enemies.

			When my father retired from teaching in New York City public schools, he sighed, “I lived through a revolution.” In the 1950s, teaching was a respected profession—he retired in the 1990s after a student punched him, and the principal refused to press charges. As these letters show, I, too, have lived through a revolution in academia—and you, my students—are its victims.

			I learned on October 7, when a friend and I stood unarmed outside a garden in Jerusalem defending fifty others praying, that when you’re willing to die for something, you know what you’re willing to live for, too. These letters essentially ask you, who are you, what do you stand for—and, because of how our enemies have framed it—which side are you on?

			In the early 2000s, during the Second Intifada, the wave of Palestinian terrorism many feared would never end—but did—I regularly called an older, wiser friend, Yaffa Reisfield, who fought to establish Israel in 1948. I kept asking, foolishly, “how are you?” She always answered: “dancing between the raindrops.” We’re still dancing. I invite you to join this exhilarating, soul-stretching, thought-provoking, world-improving, liberal-democratic dance too.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			October 7 and the Coarsening of the American Mind

			Dear Students,

			You are under assault, if you’re a free thinker, let alone a proud American or Zionist. On October 7, 2023, Israelis endured Hamas’s bloodbath. But this viciousness also sounded a Zionist wake-up call. By fighting back and saving Israel, Israelis vindicated Zionism. The Academic Intifada then targeted you. As so-called progressives cheered the barbarism, most university presidents dithered, and Jew-hatred soared. Unchecked, the bigotry metastasized: October’s cries—“from the river to the sea”—escalated into the spring threats against you—“we know where you live.” It’s the triple double cross: too many progressive academics betrayed the Jews, Western civilization, and themselves—their core liberal ideals. As a professor, I find it particularly painful to see academia spearheading this campaign against Jewish nationalism, Jewish statehood, and Jewish identity—let alone American patriotism and liberal democracy. This anti-Zionism intersects with an anti-Americanism that is peddled by heavy-handed professors indoctrinating, not educating. Let’s counterattack with that all-American tool—hope. As Jewish history and American history prove, leaps of hope can overcome the greatest obstacles. And as so many of you and your Israeli peers proved this year –many members of your generation refuse to be bullied. You mobilized! You rallied! You defended the Zionist Dream and the American Dream. So, please, hear me out. But if not, it’s still a free country…cancel me!

			On October 7, 2023, Hamas terrorists, aided by other Gazans, invaded Israel, killing, kidnapping, raping, maiming, and marauding. Jews worldwide woke up. Feeling targeted by the hatred, many of you realized your Jewish connectedness ran deeper than you realized.

			Nevertheless, a small, overly influential, group of academics and students deemed the onslaught “exhilarating.” Even worse, many college presidents and professors, academia’s moral leaders, shillyshallied. “Heartbroken by the death and destruction,” Harvard University’s president Claudine Gay and her top administrators obscured Hamas’s guilt in the first statement they issued. Cornell’s president Martha E. Pollack went more wobbly, mourning “The loss of human life…whether caused by human actions such as terrorism, war or mass shootings, or by natural disasters…” Hamas’s godless acts became acts of God.

			Many professors who were privately appalled said nothing. They feared ostracism from rabidly anti-Israel students and colleagues. It’s the silence of the tenured lambs.

			As the Israel-Hamas war intensified, pro-Palestinian progressives mobilized. They struck Jewish schools, synagogues, Hillel houses, pro-Israel protesters, and people who simply “looked Jewish.” Their left-rooted anti-Zionism and anti-Semitism merged into a message far-right haters echoed: blame the Jews. At first, many carefully embraced the Palestinian cause while distancing themselves from Hamas; within months many were spraying “Hamas is Coming” on national monuments, along with red inverted triangles, the symbol Hamas uses to identify Israeli military targets.

			By the spring, students established “encampments” on 130 campuses, invoking the protests of the 1960s. Anti-Vietnam protesters, however, usually attacked abstractions: the government, the establishment. These rampaging snowflakes, by contrast, targeted you, fellow students, shrieking for the “Yahoodi” to “go back to Poland,” vowing that “the 7th of October is going to be every day for you.” Those protests were “anti-war”—these protesters celebrated Hamas’s rapists, kidnappers, and murderers while promising to “burn Tel Aviv to the ground.” And those protesters had not undergone hours of sensitivity training to avoid “microaggressions”—against specially designated protected people—before robotically chanting “WE HAVE ZIONISTS…WHO HAVE ENTERED THE CAMP” to intimidate you. No wonder two-thirds of you on affected campuses felt threatened.

			The Academic Intifada cancels anyone sympathetic to Israel, Zionism, or Judaism, Jews and non-Jews alike. Give your campus the T-Shirt test. Do you feel comfortable wearing a basic, just Jewish T-shirt from your sister’s bat mitzvah, let alone an “I Stand with Israel” T-shirt? Neither should be problematic—just as Palestinian students should happily wear kaffiyehs. Alas, fewer of you feel comfortable walking around freely, being yourselves.

			Things turned topsy-turvy. During the war, an American visiting Jerusalem sighed, “it’s nice to be here, where you can fly an Israeli flag outside your home and feel safe.” I suggested he fly back, wear a Hostage Solidarity Tag, and pay $86,400 for the pleasure of being harassed on campus!

			In 1987, Allan Bloom warned about “The Closing of the American mind,” in his bestselling book by that title. In 2015, Greg Lukianoff and Jonathan Haidt lamented “The Coddling of the American Mind,” in their follow-up subtitled: “How Good Intentions and Bad Ideas Are Setting Up a Generation for Failure.” All that forced niceness and parental spoiling bottled up much aggression, putting you at the wrong end of the coarsening of the American mind—and soul.

			It’s not all of you, of course. But the loudest and most aggressive of you, amplified by social media. Left and right, extremists vilify their partisan rivals, deeming fellow citizens—or classmates—“evil.”

			I champion free speech. But that gift is not a greenlight to assault and harass others or to block classrooms. Universities should encourage free expression generously, while punishing disruptions or crimes rigorously. You tell me what was worse: the initial failure of some college presidents to protect their campuses from hoodlums hassling you—or the speed with which many of them and some District Attorneys gave trespassers and vandals amnesty?

			Those accusing you of dual loyalty suggest you don’t belong in the only home you know. Meanwhile, dismissing Jews for having “white privilege” negates the hard work and impressive achievements of your parents and grandparents while telling you: “shut up, you have no standing on many issues that are important to you.”

			Pro-Palestinian goons target American icons, yet they question your loyalty? And they support dictatorial, sexist, homophobic terrorists—while calling themselves “Progressive!” They vandalized the White House gates. They blocked Christmas week traffic to JFK airport in my native Queens and to LAX in Los Angeles. They sent you back to Zoom classes and ruined commencement.

			They burn the American flag and yell “Death to America” as lustily as they cry “Death to Zionists.” They burn the Union Jack in London, yell “f…the Jews” outside Sydney’s Opera House, and disrupt the Toronto Mayor’s annual skating party. And when Islamist Houthis from Yemen bombarded international shipping lanes—advancing Iranian proxies’ war against America and the West—hundreds shouted “Yemen, Yemen, make us proud—turn another ship around.”

			Call them progressives, decolonizers, woke, antiracists, intersectionalists, critical race theorists, postmodernists, or totalitarian identitarians. Each label accents different but overlapping agendas. Most of these anti-Zionist anti-American radicals now demand “Globalize the Intifada,” which killed over 1,000 Israelis by terrorism two decades ago. Critiquing the Academic Intifada emphasizes that self-definition.

			Don’t let them gaslight you, claiming that just because some right-wingers caricature their positions, they’re correct. This fanatic minority keeps menacing you, the silenced student majority. They call genuine liberals “traitors,” while deeming moderates, conservatives, and apolitical peers, “evil.” And they yell, “you’re canceled”—if you question their agenda—especially their Palestinian obsession.

			They dismiss any of you leftist Zionists as “PEP,” or “Progressive Except for Palestine.” Liberalism traditionally was more inclusive, liberally accepting diverse thoughts, especially regarding democratic Israel and its authoritarian terrorist foes. Regressive progressives justify Palestinian barbarism by reasoning backward—as totalitarians do—declaring Palestinians oppressed, people of color, and thus blameless.

			These illiberal liberals don’t represent you. But America’s opinion-making factories, from Harvard University to MSNBC, echo them slavishly. Instead of calling such anti-American protests un-American and counter-productive even now, most media outlets warned President Joe Biden that supporting Israel would hurt him politically. Yet Gallup polls over the last decades show the vast majority of Americans applauding Israel and denouncing terrorism. Most surprising, on the street, Joe and Jane SixPack didn’t shout down Palestinians’ unpatriotic hooliganism. Emboldened, the protesters exploited the passion gap between their anti-Zionist fury and most Americans’ instinctive but quiet support for Israel.

			This multidimensional attack hit me personally. It assailed the American democracy I cherished, the Jewish community I was born into, the Zionism I championed, the Israel I moved to, and the academic world where I built my career. I didn’t recognize the apologetic, unpatriotic, America absorbing these insults. To me, Harvard Yard and Columbia’s Morningside Campus were American dreamworlds where we pursued truth and found success. We knew that if we could make it there, we’d make it anywhere. Then Death Eaters defiled our Hogwarts.

			I’m a case of arrested development—I got to university and never left. But that academic world championed open-ended critical inquiry, not close-minded submission. My professors mostly locked themselves in ivory towers, avoiding partisanship. By contrast, thousands of colleagues insisted in one anti-Israel petition, Palestine and Praxis, “that the critical theory we generate in our literature and in our classrooms must be backed in deed.”

			My professors recalled patrolling Widener Library’s stacks when some 1960s’ radicals threatened to attack the building, knowing these protesters wouldn’t hurt people. That taught me to take full responsibility for everything educationally on campus. That is why I chided McGill librarians when the bathrooms weren’t cleaned regularly during finals—and inspected them myself. I cannot imagine riling up some students against others, or failing to escort Jewish students—or Palestinians—if they ever felt unsafe on my campus. And I was offended as an educator, when I read about some top Columbia administrators exchanging snarky texts, including vomit emojis, as they listened to testimony about campus Jew-hatred. They should have been fired not suspended, simply for showing such contempt for their students.

			Similarly, as an educator, I’m dismayed by what this culture of masks, and amnesty, and administrators worrying about the consequences of offenders’ actions, does to each student – and to our collective soul.

			These bullies committing educational malpractice trashed the values I cherished, the ideas I respected, the institutions I valued. And I wasn’t alone. One former Harvard roommate read the lawsuit detailing Jew-hatred at our alma mater—and cried. High school seniors who had spent years working to get accepted at Harvard, University of Pennsylvania, and Columbia, applied elsewhere. Some Birthright participants feared posting photos of their Israel trips—or did, then hemorrhaged “likes”—and some real friends too.

			Amid the turmoil, many of you, my students, turned to me in distress.

			During my first campus lecture after October 7, thoughtful Tufts students posed questions revealing that many of you resist this overpriced intellectual tyranny. “How do I explain to anti-Zionists that Zionism is a legitimate national movement without sounding like I’m lecturing them,” one asked. Another wondered, “How do I refute the dual loyalty charge, when I care about both Israel and America?” And a third added, “What do I do in classes where facts don’t count, where professors impose their ideology by spelling America and Israel contemptuously in lower case”—showing that the problem went far beyond Israel or Jews.

			Other students reported a crude Jew-hatred I never encountered. A recent Birthright participant told me about a sorority sister who saw a Jewish student passing. “I can’t stand her,” the sorority sister sneered. “I wish she were Hitlered.” When the Birthrighter objected, the sorority sister apologized—kind of. “I’m so sorry,” she replied. “I didn’t realize you were here.”

			For decades, the bile kept building. Many Americans lost faith in America. With Americans stuck in the depths of despair, deaths of despair from suicide, drug abuse, and alcoholism soared—especially among your peers. I couldn’t recognize a political world where progressives don’t believe in progress and conservatives don’t conserve institutions. I couldn’t recognize America where hope was a stranger.

			In the academic world I worshiped, the crisis felt particularly acute. When some protesters assaulted Jewish students; when college presidents, who imposed long lists of phrases they wouldn’t tolerate, suddenly championed “free speech” for Jew-bashers; and when a few billionaires finally revolted, headlines emphasized the anti-Zionist mania. Only framing it as a fight over Israel by pro-Israel forces, soft-pedaled the illiberalism and anti-Americanism. A small group of ideologues punched far above their weight—in the academic and media circles most treasured by American Jews—and by you, my students.

			How could it be that this Zionist movement involving a small people, synthesizing Eastern tribal traditions with Western enlightenment, was found guilty of most major Western crimes, including settler colonialism, racism, imperialism, apartheid, ethnic cleansing, and white supremacy? Imposing those categories on Zionism is cultural imperialism.

			I smelled another un-American phenomenon: fear. My peers, good, intelligent, impressively successful parents, feared you, their children—just as many moderate professors feared their radical students and colleagues. Dodging confrontation, parents too often let the extremists run the conversation. Few parents told their stories, their family’s Mayflower or “leaving Egypt” tale of building good lives in the New World by fleeing the Old World.

			When the loud minority of radicalized students came home from the world’s fanciest colleges excoriating “America’s systemic racism” and “Israeli Apartheid,” let alone American Jews’ “white privilege,” too many parents cowered while writing the next bank-breaking tuition check. These parents could catalog the racial progress in our lifetime or define the word “genocide” accurately. They could note that the Israeli-Palestinian conflict is a clash of nationalisms—and that injecting race demonizes Jews while making Palestinians faultless. Older Jews could tell how their parents and grandparents were not considered “white.” They could add that right-wing nationalists who value whiteness don’t consider Jews “white,” but left-wing radicals who criminalize whiteness suddenly make all Jews “white.” Instead, too many parents implicitly pled guilty to these crimes by staying silent.

			Beyond negating Jews of color, Mizrahi Jews, middle-class Jews, and poor Jews, “white privilege” rhetoric distorted Jewish history while threatening the Jewish future. It nullified the poverty, prejudice, and cultural displacement most Jewish immigrants faced when they first reached the New World. By caricaturing the sweat and smarts the lucky ones used to succeed as the wages of whiteness, the “white privilege” accusation neutralized the red-white-and-blue tool kit that built the American Jewish community—and could keep it thriving. It also cast American Jews—like their Israeli cousins—as “oppressors” forever threatening the “oppressed.”

			Defining people’s virtues by their race, gender, or religion fuels more bigotry. We’re told that “thug”—from India’s fourteenth-century thuggee criminals—is “racist” because some bigots denigrate Blacks with the word. Yet, a racist, sexist slur like “Karen,” which caricatures women of a certain age and color as whiny, is now okay. Similarly, we learned that academics who deem the word “seminal” sexist and the phrase “take a shot” too violent, judge calls for genocide against Jews “in context.”

			My peers’ silence as elite universities degenerated from critical-thought-nurturing factories to re-education camps, made them complicit—that favorite woke accusation. Your parents were too hopped-up on Ivy League get-aheadism, yelling “mush, mush” while harnessing you to the dog sled of sky-high-GPAs, overloaded CVs, and self-promoting admissions essays. They wouldn’t dare criticize your high school teachers, our alma maters, the poisoned-ivy-college credentialing complex—they feared ruining your ever-slimming chances at acceptance. By never standing up themselves, they taught you not to rock the boat.

			To switch metaphors: we not only watched you, our kids, drink this Marxist-laced Kool-Aid, we subsidized and idolized the professorial mixologists.

			These letters are not another attack on wokeism. They don’t psychoanalyze social justice warriors who confuse politics with theology, who reject inconvenient facts and effective arguments, who blamed Israelis for being massacred on October 7th, while failing to denounce modern history’s largest, most self-publicized, act of mass rape and gendered violence. These fanatics command too much attention and resist genuine debate.

			Instead, these letters are written to you, the silenced majority, and the activists, to affirm Zionism, Americanism, and liberalism. You’re the students who, when I once said, “Israel is complicated, feel free to ask hard questions,” found this invitation so surprising, we spent half the class discussing doctrinaire professors—and how the most “woke” students—their word—social media shame moderates who deviate from the “correct” positions. You’re the students who refuse to be grievance junkies competing in the victimology Olympics, complaining about how much you’ve suffered on the way up toward your cushy campuses. You’re the curious students who want to learn from yesterday, confront today’s dilemmas, and build a less monolithic, more tolerant, and better tomorrow.

			You understand life as more complicated than partisan oversimplifications, left or right. You realize that most bad ideas start good, then go all accelerator, and no brake. You get that, even if Israel deserves certain criticisms, obsessively demonizing Zionism, meaning Jewish nationalism, is irrational—and unleashes Jew-hatred. It escalates from criticizing what Israel does to despising what Israel is. And you’re too savvy to call disagreement “violence,” confusing words with actions, to tolerate indoctrination instead of education, or to prefer robotic sloganeering over critical thought.

			You agree that patriotism means loving your country because of its politicians sometimes—but despite its politics, always. You laugh when I quote New York City’s Mayor from 1978 to 1989, Ed Koch, who said, “if you agree with me on 9 out of 12 issues, vote for me,” but; “if you agree with me on 12 of 12 issues, see a psychiatrist.” You approach me after a lecture or respond to my open invitations to go out for coffee, then confess your distress privately.

			You also refuse to make every conversation about Zionism be about Palestinians. It was Yasir Arafat’s great conceit. He wanted Israel’s story to be all about him—just as today’s mob wants to ostracize anyone associated with Israel or Zionism. Other books explore Israel’s conflict with the Palestinians. Similarly, there are many books about anti-Semitism—which tells us more about “them” than us—Jew-hatred is the Jew-haters’ disease, not the Jews.’

			In Anti-Semite and Jew, published in 1948, Jean-Paul Sartre claimed: “the Anti-Semite makes the Jew.” No. The Jew makes the Jew! These letters are about us, about me. They’re about my Zionist journey as a proud American Jew and liberal democrat. It’s a journey I invite you to join.

			I also welcome students of all ages and ideologies. I’m thinking of one Palestinian student who heard my “Zionism and Liberalism” lecture at Dalhousie University. I analyzed the centrality of socialism and other liberal ideas in Zionism’s origins, including the kibbutzim, communal farms. “I never heard anything about Zionism other than that it’s racism,” he told me afterward. We spoke at length—and he accepted my gift of my 2001 book Why I am a Zionist.

			Many of you can appreciate the letter I received shortly after October 7. It was from a teaching assistant in my American history course thirteen years earlier. “Like many young people, I found myself easily influenced by activist (dare I say radical) ideas about politics and culture,” she wrote. “I always respected you as a professor, but I quietly disagreed with your statements about Zionism”—which she read about outside the course. “I believed the Palestinians had been denied their full rights of movement and due process. Fast forward to today, and I’ve come to see how wrong I was… Now we’re in our current situation where terrorism is painted as freedom fighting, and you’re called a ‘colonizer’ if you think Jewish people have a right to a homeland. It’s appalling….”

			She concluded: “thank you for speaking out against Hamas and making such a coherent case in support of Zionism. Many years after I knew you, you’ve had a profound impact on my perspective about these recent horrible events.”

			We historians prefer “showing” to “telling.” I won the historical lottery by being born when I was, where I was, into two rich traditions, Americanism and Zionism. My generational story needs telling. That’s why I structured these letters around my life’s story—not because I’m so special, but because it’s quite typical. My story tells a collective story of Generation Hope, born into the assumption that tomorrow would be better than today—and our lives would be better than that of our parents. Because I became a professor, then, in 2001, came out publicly as a Zionist, my story also tracks academia’s decline amid the growing assault on Israel, the Jewish people, America, and liberal democracy. It occurred over decades, not just since October 7.

			Still, these letters emphasize celebrating, not attacking, and dreaming, not defending. I prefer building up a Zionist identity to fighting Jew-hatred. Despite our troubles, I know how lucky we are to live amid America’s wonders and Israel’s miracle. I still get misty-eyed when we all sing “The Star-Spangled Banner” at Yankee games, and get goosebumps whenever we sing “Hatikvah,” the Jewish national anthem. As an historian, I delight in legions of decent Americans and Zionists who built those two democracies with a few defining ideas—and buckets of hope and grit.

			Still reeling from October 7, watching so many Jews feel connected without knowing how to express it, seeing many of you reaffirm your commitment to the Jewish people, the Jewish state and liberal democracies, observing the hostility of an increasingly influential Jew-hating, Israel-bashing minority, and feeling the support of many non-Jews of conscience, I write with the same burning feeling I had in July 2001. Zionism was becoming academics’ favorite piñata. Many of your parents had trouble articulating why they cared so much that Palestinian terrorists were blowing up buses and cafes in Israel 6,000 miles away. Many of their parents couldn’t explain it either. Just as I wrote Why I am a Zionist for my students and their parents then, I offer this follow-up for you, my students, and your parents, now—including some who were my students then.

			So…

			If you live in the land of false choices, treating complex dilemmas like black-or-white, all-or-nothing, good-versus-evil moral choices—cancel me.

			If you dismiss inconvenient truths about political allies or stances as “fake news” or “unhelpful”—cancel me.

			If you listen censoriously and refuse to listen generously—cancel me.

			If you think hearing unfashionable opinions can make you “unsafe”—cancel me.

			If you consider disagreeing with you a microaggression and debating you a macroaggression—cancel me.

			If you assume racism, sexism, and homophobia have disappeared—cancel me.

			If you use your identity to knock down others rather than build yourselves up—cancel me.

			If you think America has not improved decade by decade and cannot root today’s frustrations in how far America has advanced in reducing bigotry—cancel me.

			If you pronounce America’s problems as systemic not mechanical and thus unfixable—cancel me.

			If you deem Zionism racist, imperialist, settler-colonialist, or Jewish supremacist and don’t want to consider what Zionism and those words actually mean—cancel me.

			If you misread Judaism as only a religion, not an “Oreo cookie”—mixing belief and belonging, the Jewish faith and Jewish people—cancel me.

			If you decide Israel is irredeemably broken, rather than an historic experiment creating a Jewish-democratic state on the Jewish homeland—cancel me.

			If you concluded that 1,139 murdered Israelis and foreign nationals, 253 kidnapped victims, and more than 4,000 injured targets of Hamas marauders on October 7 deserved what they got because “that’s what decolonization looks like”—cancel me.

			If you have no room in your heart for the victims of horrific sexual violence on October 7, broadcast brazenly around the world, simply because they are Israeli and, as some New York City leaflets emblazoned with Palestinian flags claimed, “Rape is Resistance”—cancel me.

			If you assume that many of us who defend Israel’s right to defend itself also don’t mourn the loss of genuine innocents in Gaza—cancel me.

			If you can’t recognize calling for Palestine “from the river to the sea” and “burn, burn Tel Aviv,” as calls for mass murder—cancel me.

			But if you want to lean into serious concerns about problems without falling over…

			And if you realize that hope is more proactive than complacency and that hope catalyzes while despair paralyzes…

			And if you seek to be a thoughtful, critical, loyal patriot who struggles with moral dilemmas but wants to survive in an ugly world…

			And if you are open to hearing how Americanism and Zionism usually intersect, offering pathways to community and meaning, without sacrificing individuality…

			And if you appreciate how lucky many of us were to be born into the American Dream and the Zionist dream…

			And if by now you’re still reading and haven’t canceled me—read this open letter from a concerned professor to his struggling students and their parents. Engage. Enjoy. But please, don’t always agree with me.
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