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Respect: The basis for moving forward
Uncertainty in such an uncertain world 

W
e have been dealing with a virus that’s mutating, multiple lock-
downs, the inability to see or be with our loved ones, financial dif-
ficulties, Zoom-based school and learning, election woes with yet 
a fourth underway, and so much more. We are so very exhausted 
by it all. Who could have possibly imagined from the outset that 

it would last this long and impact us on so many different levels? 
In spite of this and maybe because 

of it, we owe it to ourselves to acknowl-
edge it out loud and pat ourselves on 
the back, being thankful that we have 
not only survived this year but have 
repeatedly made the most of a very 
difficult situation. Elated and very 
appreciative that we finally have a 
vaccine in plentiful supply and being 
administered with rapid speed, most 
of us over the age of 16 will not only 
have received the first dose, but also 
the second, if not already, very soon. 
What a truly liberating gift we hope 
this will be. This might allow each of 
us to protect ourselves, see our loved 
ones again, and to finally return to 
activities we once cherished in our 
“old” world. 

But this is not the “old” world, and 
we make a great mistake if we think 
that nothing has changed. In light 
of this, each of us should stop to re-
flect and see how we want to return to 
our old life in this new world. What 
would we like to do differently with 
respect to ourselves, our loved ones, 
our family, our friends and our great-
er community? Have you started? 
How have you changed? Do you see 
things through a different lens and with a different value system? How have you 
become a better person than you once were? 

Recently, I was asked to consult on a video conference call with a hi-tech com-
pany’s full team of employees scattered across the globe. The company had expe-
rienced a tragedy and, as is often the case, I believe I may have learned more from 
them, than they did from me. Noteworthy was witnessing the phenomenal sense 
of community. People exuded kindness and support as they listened to and were 
there for each other in so many ways. They didn’t interrupt when someone spoke, 
and they were very present both in the actual conversation and on the screen. With 
more than 100 people on the call, it appeared that only those with young children 
or with low bandwidth turned off their video. 

These employees appreciated what they did and valued their workplace 
environment. They liked going into work, enjoyed and respected the people they 
worked with and for, and clearly felt valued and respected in return by their cowork-
ers at all levels. What also was evident was the tremendous sense of isolation many 
have experienced in working from home over the last year. Usually, we think just of 
seniors as the ones being affected this way. However, for everyone – single, married, 
divorced, from young child to octogenarian, not to mention those who are ill or 

dying and their families – the pandemic has tossed everything up in the air and 
scattered the pieces seemingly randomly. 

While we may have wanted to think that we have “only” physically distanced 
ourselves from others, we inevitably have truly socially and emotionally distanced 
as well. Vision and touch, not to mention the other senses, are extremely important 
in ensuring our well-being in ways we don’t even realize. 

WE ALL NEED to see each other – more than a screenshot or in a small square in a 
Zoom call – and appreciate each other’s facial features beyond the very small area 
revealed around the eyes. We need to feel their smile and general presence without 
a mask. We ache from the pain of being restrained from connectedness to others 
and painfully crave the gentle hugs with those we love. They are crucial to our 
physical and emotional health. Deprived of touch, smell, visual cues and more for 
so long, we must now not only figuratively but literally reach out to one another in 
an honest, sincere and safe way. Our relationships are the very fabric of our society 

and depend on it.
I contrast the caring I witnessed to 

the devastation at the US Capitol in 
Washington, DC: physical violence, 
verbal abuse and total disrespect of 
people and property, without any 
regard for boundaries, which seemed 
nonexistent, or at best blurred or ig-
nored. Watching the mishandling of 
objects that were not theirs to touch 
and the crossing into areas that were 
out of bounds, I, like many, was abso-
lutely horrified. 

Social psychology studies have 
suggested that under the right con-
ditions, most of us have the potential 
to cause devastation and harm. Who 
are we, what values do we have, what 
are we capable of - both good and 
bad, and how do we want to honor 
and respect who we choose to be and 
how we want to be seen by others? 
Now, perhaps more than ever before, 
as we exit this lockdown and spread 
our wings again, we must look at 
each and every relationship, and our 
behavior towards our partner, our 
family, our friends, our community 
and on a global level. We must decide 
if we choose to look after each other 

or to be selfishly absorbed in our own life. 
While the American situation appears so extreme, it is no less relevant to life 

here in Israel. We have all witnessed horrific vitriol as nasty epithets were slung 
at political opponents. Maybe we need to let our contenders know that the time 
has come for unity and community and that they will lose our votes for such dis-
respectful behavior towards their opponents. Each candidate, and each person in 
general, deserves respect, regardless of whether or not we agree with them. Feeling 
good at the expense of another reflects poor judgment and speaks volumes about 
those involved. 

Where is the respect we showed back in March for the healthcare professionals 
who have worked tirelessly day and night to look after all of us, sacrificing themselves 
and their families in every which way possible, when some of the very people they 
look after have not taken the steps they needed to avoid catching COVID? The time 
for healing is now. Despite being home with our families for almost a year, many 
couples and parents and children are less connected with each other than ever 
before, threatening the very cornerstone of relationships. Domestic violence and 
abuse have increased, tolerance and kindness toward each other have decreased, 
and few want to listen, let alone be available to hear someone else. Respect comes 
from listening to the other person even when we may disagree. 

We have come together to fight the pandemic over these past many months. Now 
our job is to come together and invest in those relationships we care about.  � 

The writer is a licensed clinical psychologist in private practice in Ra’anana, and au-
thor of Life’s Journey: Exploring Relationships – Resolving Conflicts. She has 
written about psychology in The Jerusalem Post since 2000. ludman@netvision.net.il  
www.drbatyaludman.com

PERSPECTIVES

Customer service (or not?)
• DEBRAH MARCUS

I
srael is not renowned for its customer service, 
nor any other type of service. Many feel that 
Israelis for the most part are sadly unaware of 
what customer service is really about, both on 
the part of those receiving the service, as well as 

on the part of the service providers. 
In this column, I hope to share with you my ongoing 

personal experiences both good and not so good and 
would be happy to include any stories you may wish 
to share.

Supermarket – not skinned alive
On one of my trips to the local branch of a large su-

permarket chain – Shufersal’s Tagore Street branch in 
Tel Aviv – I bought a packet of their house-brand pre-
packaged veal schnitzel. Having bought it before as 
a lockdown treat (and it was indeed delicious), I was 
overjoyed to find it in the refrigerator section again. 

A day or two later, I decided to make it for lunch 
and opened the packaging. Unfortunately, one of the 
slices still had a thin skin across one side, while all the 
other slices were perfect. My knife skills are not the 
greatest, and by the time I had removed the skin, there 
was not much left of the slice. I took several before and 
after photos and after speaking to a customer service 
representative, emailed the photos to them.  

Within 24 hours I received an apology stating that 
they were looking into my complaint, and within 48 
hours I received an email thanking me for bringing 
this matter to their attention and an assurance that 
a credit for almost the entire amount of the package 
would be given automatically the next time that I pur-
chased anything at any of the chain’s branches. 

Sure enough, on my next visit to the supermarket, 
this amount was automatically credited at the till 
without any further ado. 

What a pleasure!

To spit it out or not – that is the question
And yet another lockdown story.
While shopkeepers were crying out that their busi-

nesses were suffering (understandably so), I had this 
surreal experience.

This happened at the local branch of a small chain 
that stocks dried fruit, spices, cheese, nuts, oil and 
the like. A friend had mentioned that she had bought 
a delicious cheese at the neighborhood branch of 
this chain. In order to break the monotony of the 
lockdown, I decided to put together a cheese board as 
a light Saturday evening meal. On Friday morning, I 
bought two types of cheese there to complement the 
other cheeses that I had at home. On Saturday evening 
I served the cheese. One of the cheeses purchased from 
this shop was indeed delicious, but the other was de-
cidedly off. My guest and I both spat it out rather un-
ceremoniously and then threw it away. I later wrapped 
the cheese (minus what had been thrown away) 
placed it in the original bag, and put it back in the 
fridge. On Sunday morning, I went back to the shop 
and explained that the cheese was off. 

The first question was, “Do you have the receipt?” 
Fortunately, I always keep my receipts and handed the 
receipt over to the saleslady for inspection. No apolo-
gy, no reticence. She then took the cheese, weighed it, 
and asked if I would like anything else instead. I replied 
in the negative, and asked that the amount be credited 
to my card. I don’t usually have a head for figures, but 
the amount on the receipt was NIS 44.10 – something 
which was easy to remember. 

The saleslady then informed me that she would 

be refunding NIS40 – in accordance with the current 
weight. I asked her whether she honestly expected 
me to return pieces of cheese that had been spat out, 
especially during this period of corona, to which 
she replied that I was free to take something else in 
exchange, to the amount of NIS 40.

This was one step too far for me, and I politely in-
formed her that if she did not refund the entire amount 
I would not be visiting their shop again.

Eventually, grudgingly, the full amount was refund-
ed.  Never forget, the customer is always wrong. What 
a shame! 

Post office blues
With the shops closed here, I decided to explore 

online shopping. I happily found the baking tin I 
wanted online and ordered it from the UK.

After a week or so, I received an SMS (on a Sunday), 
that my parcel had arrived. I was not able to get to the 
post office the next day (Monday), so immediately 
went online and booked a time to pick it up on Tues-
day. I could have chosen almost any time up to and 
including 2 p.m. I chose 12:45 p.m. The following day, 
I received another SMS informing me that I had not 
yet picked up my parcel. I was well aware of this, and as 
I’d booked a time to do so via their website, so should 
the Israel Post. I also received an SMS reminding me 
that I had booked to be at the post office at 12:45 the 
following day.

Tuesday morning I again received an SMS that I had 
not yet picked up my parcel. OK guys, I get it! Give me 
a chance! This was followed by another SMS remind-
ing me that I had booked to be at the post office at 
12:45pm.

On Tuesday, not wanting to be late, around 12:30 

p.m. I was almost at the post office when I recognized 
one of the employees walking in the opposite 
direction. I presumed that she had probably left ear-
ly, and continued walking. Imagine my surprise when 
I reached the post office, only to find it in complete 
darkness, with a sign on the door that due to corona, 
they were only open till 12:30 p.m. 

Now I had booked online for 12:45 and received 
several reminders in this regard. How exactly could 
this happen? Israel Post has numerous employees, IT 
people, other people, managers and the rest, so why 
could they not manage to a) update their website with 
the correct opening times (really not that complicated 
in this day and age) and b) update the times that one 
could book an appointment, accordingly.

So naturally, I had to return the next day to pick up 
my parcel. 

Feeling like an unwilling participant in a scene taken 
directly from Chelm, I wrote a detailed letter to the 
Israel Post. After almost a month, I received a totally ir-
relevant reply informing me that the matter had been 
forwarded to the branch in question. The entire fiasco 
was not the fault of the branch, but rather of the Israel 
Post as a whole. This is what is known in Hebrew as 
kastach (covering one’s backside)!

Customer service? Not an expression that the Israel 
Post would be familiar with. 

Since first penning this article, after booking an ap-
pointment at a post office branch (by selecting an 
available time slot at that specific branch), an SMS is sent 
to the person who booked the appointment, advising 
them to check the opening times of the actual branch. 
Again a case of sheer “kastach”, as the responsibility is 
placed firmly on the shoulders of the customer. If the 
website indicates that the branch is open at certain 
times and the website allows the customer to book 
times outside these times, well of course this is the cus-
tomers’ problem and not that of Israel Post. 

Plus ca change, plus c’est la meme chose – or loosely 
translated: Come on guys, this is Israel, what were you 
thinking! � 

Share your stories: debrahme@gmail.com

Imagine my surprise when I 
reached the post office, only to 
find it in complete darkness
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We all need to see each other – more than in a 
screenshot or a small Zoom square

WE NEED to feel their smile and general presence without a mask. (Chen Leopold/Flash90)

THE DOCTOR IS IN‏
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CHEESE, PLEASE? (Illustrative; Moshe Shai/Flash90)


