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Back to normal? 
Today is a new day

L
ast month I proudly got my column 
in to my editor three weeks early, 
allowing me to leave my work be-
hind and finally travel to visit family 
abroad. I usually submit my column 

in advance to reduce the stress of last-minute 
deadlines. 

In doing so, I try and anticipate what issues 
we might face in the weeks ahead. Today I ask 
myself what planet I was on. After dissect-
ing COVID from so many angles all year, like 
others, I was very ready to leave this difficult 
topic behind and move on to more exciting 
topics. 

Little though did I anticipate that a mass 
casualty incident would be declared in Meron 
and while taking the lives of 45 people, 
involved me professionally thousands of miles 
away. Nor did I anticipate a war, all the while 
wanting and trying to get home to face both 
missiles and political turmoil. Our country’s 
collective mood was so incredibly sad. The list 
of tragedies continued and all I could do was 
wish my editor in all seriousness a boring week 
as I planned for this column.

At times like these, it’s important to remind 
yourself that grief is cumulative. Grief involves 
not only death but also non-death losses and 
if you are wondering why you lack energy, 
feel somewhat disconnected, sleep poorly and 
aren’t completely ecstatic at the prospect of 
returning to your former life, this may in part 
explain it. It is hard to jump for joy when in the 
pit of your stomach you feel pain, anxiety and fear 
about leaving the comfort and presumed safety of your 
home, and experience stress over what was and what 
might be. 

All these changes, involving uncertainty on top of 
uncertainty, can bring on an unwanted sense of doom 
and gloom for even the most relaxed among us. They 
impinge on your level of enthusiasm and motivation, 
leaving you feeling lethargic and lost. Not to mention 
the rapid cycling of one minute you are in COVID, 
the next you aren’t, one minute there is a war with 
hundreds of missiles coming your way and the next 
– silence, it’s purportedly over. One day you seem not 
to have a government, and the next, you don’t know 
what you have and how you feel. 

This ongoing anger and lack of stability has had 
many searching for normalcy and at the very least 
some sense of comfort. You reach for food or drink, 
your smart phones and other form of passive enter-
tainment to reduce your anxiety and quell your sense 
of being overwhelmed, allowing yourself to dumb 
down and zone out. Now however, is your opportuni-
ty to return to a healthier and happier lifestyle. Get rid 
of what hasn’t worked and make changes that will take 
you to a much better place.

Here are some suggestions for moving forward. 
Maybe not all will apply for you right now. That’s okay. 
Pick what works for you, embrace your new post pan-
demic lifestyle and get started!

• Note the blessings of everyday life. Life is what 

you choose to make of it. Notice and appreciate the 
positive and let go of the negative. Do you focus on 
what you have or on what is missing? Do you see the 
gifts around you or find yourself complaining con-
stantly? We got a vaccine in only nine months and it 
works very well. Life has opened up again. Quite a feat, 
given there has been a worldwide pandemic. We seem 
to have a government and hopefully are working to-
ward unity (at least at the time this was written!).

• Examine past routines and rituals and select 
one small aspect and make it work for you. Challenge 
yourself to try it for a day a week, or a month. It could 
be going to bed earlier, returning to synagogue as a 
family, planning healthier meals. You might be sur-
prised how grounding it feels to have a routine and es-

tablish a sense of balance in your everyday life.
• Check out your values. Are you the person, 

partner and parent that you’d like to be? Respectful 
and kind? Honest and full of integrity? Do you show 
up on time and keep your promises? Do you make 
choices that you are proud of and honor the person 
that you want to be? Are you a mensch or have a sense 

of entitlement?
• Check out your habits and consider a 

change. Something so small as separating 
mood from food or spending 20 minutes of talk 
time alone with your partner, for example, can 
make a huge difference.

• Get out of your shell. Schedule outdoor 
time during daylight hours. Take a walk, visit a 
friend or sit in nature. These can elevate your 
mood.

• Evaluate how you’d like to divide your 
time with family, friends, work and leisure. 
What would you do differently, and how can 
you reorganize your priorities and find a way to 
make this happen?

• Get back to basics. Embrace the concept 
of simplicity and the idea of less being more. 
The pandemic has taught us that there is so 
much that we can do without. Simplify your 
life whether with respect to menu planning, 
your wardrobe, or entertaining. Recognize 
that there is a difference between needing and 
wanting something. Do you really need to try 
everything and then return again to the all-
you-can-eat buffet? Think about the world’s 
emphasis on “sustainability.” How can you 
apply that to your life? What kind of footprint 
are you leaving on the world?

• Think about taking a three-week holiday. 
What would you pack? What else is important 
to you? Now declutter the entire contents of 
your house – everything – your clothes, pos-
sessions that you neither need nor enjoy, your 
relationships that are not healthy. You will be 
surprised at how much lighter you feel and 
how much easier it will be to move forward. 

• Dare to dream for your future. Think of 
that three-week trip we just discussed. Where 
would you go and what would you want to see? 

What is on your bucket and “to do” list? 
• Volunteer. Doing and giving to others will in-

crease your sense of well-being and enable you to feel 
more motivated.

• Be kind to yourself. Let go of the past and move 
on. Be kind to others and give them the benefit of the 
doubt. This is especially important now.

• Try and find other ways for dealing with bore-
dom or feeling overwhelmed. We have gotten used to 
having everything in a matter of minutes and in do-
ing so have lost the ability to wait. Read a book. Call 
a friend. Start a project. Get back into exercise, spend 
quality time with the children. Start that diet and shut 
off the news. 

• Set realistic expectations. We all know what we 
need to do. Finding the balance is not always easy and 
in being your own best friend, don’t set the bar higher 
for you than you would for others.

• Today is a great time for a new beginning. By 
challenging yourself to break the cycle, you’ll be 
amazed at how much better you can feel. This is your 
opportunity to define who you want to be post-pan-
demic and in doing so to better appreciate a more re-
laxed way of life.  

The writer is a licensed clinical psychologist in private 
practice in Ra’anana, and author of Life’s Journey: Ex-
ploring Relationships - Resolving Conflicts. She has 
written about psychology in The Jerusalem Post since 
2000. ludman@netvision.net.il www.drbatyaludman.com
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‘This is my queen, 
and I’m taking her 
home’

Polite police
Yet another change: Israel’s 
perfectly polite and considerate 
police unit

• GREER FAY CASHMAN

S
ix years ago, teenager Shira Banki was stabbed to death 
by a religious fanatic who somehow circumvented 
police security during a gay pride parade in Jerusalem. 
The police were determined to never be caught nap-
ping again, and security got tighter from year to year.

This year, security at the Jerusalem march – held last Thurs-
day – was out of all proportion. Not only were main roads 
cordoned off from traffic by regular police barriers, but huge 
trucks and buses were parked across intersections, in addition 
to linked barriers on numerous sidewalks. One of the more up-
market areas in Jerusalem became a fortress.

Worse than that, pedestrians were not allowed to walk freely, 
and the only excuse for being permitted to pass a barrier was 
that the pedestrian was going home or to a doctor’s appoint-
ment. Even then, the person in question could not proceed 
without a police, Border Police or army escort.

There were more people engaged in security than there are 
for the visit of a US president.

Pedestrians were escorted a short distance so that no point 
would be left unguarded for more than a few minutes. It was 
almost like a relay race as pedestrians were passed from one 
security officer to another.

I had left home to go shopping nearly three hours before the 
gay pride festivities were due to start. I boarded a bus to go back 
home an hour-and-a-half later. After the bus had traveled only 
one stop, the driver announced that he would have to detour 
because the main road was already barricaded.

Most passengers had not heard or read about the gay pride 
parade (officially, the “Jerusalem March for Pride and Toler-
ance”), and thought the barricades were there because there 
had been a terrorist attack or because someone had found a 
suspicious object.

Indeed, there was insufficient publicity about the parade to 
alert the public. Some people also thought that it might be a 
demonstration against the proposed new government. I stayed 
on board the bus, thinking from previous experience that the 
first stop on the detour would be nearer my home. But the driv-
er took another convoluted route in which there were no bus 
stops for 45 minutes. We went through a part of Jerusalem in 
which I had been only twice before, a very long time ago, so 
there was some compensation in seeing how the outer city has 
developed, though it could certainly do with some more shop-
ping outlets

Eventually, I alighted at the last stop and crossed the road to 
take the first bus back to town. It took a long time to come, but 
the journey back on the regular route was much faster, until 
we hit the corner of Hebron Road and David Remez Street. The 
driver explained that he was going to Mamilla because he could 
no longer continue on the regular route. 

By then, there was a huge traffic pile-up, and I asked the driv-
er to let me get off at the Cinematheque. He asked where I was 
going, and I told him which neighborhood. He thought it was 
too far to walk. I pointed out that I could cut across the bridge, 
so against the rules, he opened the door of the bus.

COMING OFF the bridge, I had barely walked three meters 
before I was stopped by a policewoman.

“Where are you going?”
“Home.”
“What street?”
“3 Smolenskin.”
“Where is that?”
“Near the Prime Minister’s Residence.”

She downloaded the map on her phone, and satisfied that 
the street existed, walked me another few meters to the next 
policewoman, who again took my details, told me to wait a 
minute, then called a soldier to escort me.

“This is crazy,” I said. “I can understand you closing the road 
to traffic, but to pedestrians when there’s hardly anyone except 
security personnel in the street – it doesn’t make sense.”

“That’s what the orders are,” was the response. 
The soldier escorted me for some 20 meters, offered to car-

ry my shopping and politely stopped when I was out of breath 
from walking uphill.

He then tried to pass me off to a rather stout policewoman 
who knew the area very well and said it was too far to walk to 
my street. She insisted on taking me to a nearby shady spot, 
then went to speak to the officer sitting in a police car across 
the road. She came back to me, walked me across the road to 
where he would be driving, put me in the front seat, made sure 
I was comfortable, and told her fellow officer to take me straight 
home. 

At no stage was I asked to produce my ID. I guess my wrinkles 
sufficed.

Another barrier was pulled aside in Keren Hayesod Street, and 
as we passed it, we were stopped by more security people.

“This is my queen, and I’m taking her home,” said the driver.
Another officer, who is often on duty in the street where I 

live, recognized me and waved us on.
When we reached the corner of Keren Hayesod and Smo-

lenskin, the entrance to my street was cordoned off and top-
heavy with security personnel. The officer who had driven me 
got out of the car to ensure that I would have no hassles. I was 
permitted to walk to my apartment building without an escort, 
but as I turned into the entrance, one of the security people po-
litely asked if I lived there, and was satisfied with an affirmative 
reply.

There has been so much written about insensitive, cruel and 
racist police behavior and the excessive use of force that it was 
an extraordinarily pleasant surprise to find that every police 
officer and soldier I encountered from the Cinematheque to 
my home – approximately nine or 10 – was polite and courte-
ous. 

We are so quick to criticize. We should be equally quick to 
praise when it’s due.  

SECURITY AT Jerusalem’s Pride 
Parade, June 3. 
(Noam Revkin Fenton/Flash90)


