A B1g Enough Umbrella for Singing i in the Rain

by
‘ZinaHall . .

Most of what I know about Judaism I leamed from my friend Michelle. Michelle and I have been
friends for most of our lives, but the beginning of our friendship goes back to a time before I was born,
when my mother was only four. My mother lived in Bremerton, Washingon at the time. She went
outside to play one day and it was raining, and my mom had a tiny umbrella. There was another little girl
outside that my mother had never seen before, because the girl's family had only moved in the day before.
The girl had a big umbrella. The girl asked if my mom wanted to share her umbrella, so the two girls
stood together under the big umbrella in the pouring rain, and became friends.

_ ’ My mom and the other girl's friendship lasted. The girl's name was Carol and she and my mom
both grew up and got married and had children and they told their daughters the story about how they
met. "Tell us the umbrella story again, Mom," Michelle and I would ask our mothers.

Michelle lives in Washington so we mainly see each other during vacation times. When her
farmly visited us in Utah, we all piled into our van and drove up into the mountains. 'All the wayup -
Mlchelle and my sister Mary and I sang all the songs we could think of, Mary and I taught Michellé our
favorite camp songs and Primary songs, including "Popcomn Poppmg on thc Apncot Tree 5 Mlchelle

taught us more camp songs and songs in Hebrew and Yiddish. ke J. Fo

. Several times Mary and I'stayed with Mlchclle s family in BclleVue Washmgton We would stay

up all night talking and sleép in until Michelle's. mom reminded us that if we didn't get up soon we - .
wouldn't get to go to the aquarium or the Pike Place Market or the baseball game. Carol always asked .
Mary and me to help Wwith the dishes or other chores;, and it made us feel at home since it told us shc
thought of us-like family. We called her Aunt Carol and I loved to talk to Aunt Carol about our families
or just about life because she always listened:to me like I was'a grown up, and she always had interesting -
things to tell me about. When Mary and I got'in an argument one time when we were staying with .
" Michelle, she and Aunt Carol said they were glad because thiey thought we were perfect.and never

quarrelled. We'd seen-Michelle get into- spats wnh her 81sters Mehssa and Lmt, so we all felt better to
- realize we were all just human. @

Sometimes late at night Mary and Michelle and I wou]d talk about rehglon We found out that
we felt the same about a lot of things. Like us, Michelle didn't believe in drinking or smoking or sleeping -
around. We all thought we should be obedient to our parents and to God and try to live a good life. Mary
and I were excited to discover that Michelle believed in the same ancient prophets we did, like Moses and
‘Elijah. We found out that the Maslans even set a plate for Elijah every year at Passover.

_ One time I told Michelle we believed our church was the only true church. It was what I had
. been taught and in fact I did believe it, but Michelle got upset. "You mean you think that Mormons are
. the only peoplé who have the truth?" she asked. I didn't know what to answer. That must be what we
believed, yet I didn't want Michelle to feel left out. Idon't remember what I ﬁnally sald but after that I
was more cautious when I talked about religion. '

Michelle's grandma Florence lives in a big house in Seattle near Lake Washmgton a wonderful
house with hidden cubbyholes from Prohibition days and a big front porch. When Mary and I were
. staying with Michelle, sometimes we would get to go to Shabbas dinner on Friday night at the Big House.
All of Michelle's uncles and aunts and cousins would be there and they all knew us as Betsy's daughter's,
the little Mormon girls. They always had grape juice for us and the other little kids when the adults had
wine. Being with Michelle's big family reminded us of our own family at home. Mary and I would listen .
to the prayers and watch the candles being lit and sample the horseradish or chopped liver and feel warm
and cozy and at home, and we would think how much fun it must be to be Jewish.




My grandparents were also friends with Michelle's grandparents so for big religious everits
everyone was invited. My whole family came to Michelle's Bat Mitzvah celebration. It was fun to see
how the friendship between the two families, the Latter-day Saint family and the Jewish family, had
lasted all these years.

As we were growing up Michelle and Mary and I continued to have a lot in common. At home
Mary and I were in school musicals; at her school Michelle played a part in "Singing in the Rain," and she
could quote almost the whole show to us. Every year when we saw each other for our short visits it was
as though no time had passed at all. Michelle told us about how she was always the one who cleaned up
and took care of everyone who was sick at the parties she went to, since she didn't drink. Mary and I .
talked about what it was like to live in an area where almost gveryone was a member of the same church,

" but where perle ofteh seemed to treat their religion very casually and carelessly Sometrmes 1t even

seemed like we had more in comfon with Mrchelle than with our Mormon friends:"

Michelle still loved to sing. She was a counselor at Jewish youth summer camps and she would
teach the kids all the songs she knew, even "Popcom Popping on the Apricot Tree." She told Mary and
me the story of Channukah and showed us how to Write our names m Hebrew, and we stayed up until late
at night talking aboutthe boys we liked.

Michelle and I loved each. others grandparents One summer my grandpa took Michelle and
Mary and me fishing on the Pugef Sound along with my step-grandma Marie. My grandma Marie is very
cute and energetic and lively and $ays.things like "Land's sakes!" and Michelle loved to be around her.
Mary and I were used to Mormon grandmas so. e in our tumn loved Michelle's grandma Laura Weiss for
being frank and a little sarcastrc and opmronated Grandma Laura was always telling Michelle and her
srster erit torcomB* tl?éir ‘hair,” To Mche]le this’ Was annoying but Mary and I thought it was funny.

The sumrﬁef that- Mfch‘elie S Grandma Laura passed away my whole family had been visiting in
Washmgton ‘Aunt Catol said sheé was glad that Mary and I were there to be with Michelle at that time.
We reall! behe\fedlﬁxat we would see Grandma Laura again and that comforted us. Although it's not
taught as, art”of ‘their religron ;Ehe Maslans told us that as a family they also believe in a life after this life.

“Conservativi Jews: “Tike? fhie Maslans don't believe in proselyting, so when I received a mission call
fwas ittle'n 'N’ehs o' &l t'heMaslans to tell them about it. Aunt Carol was very nice about it, though.

. She said the} LWere happy ?orme beca‘use they knew that was something I had wanted to do. My older
~ brother had’ erea‘dy"ser{/éd a‘rmssron and we had talked about it a lot, but this was drffenent since I was

t\-

the ﬁrst of the girls'to go.”
T kne‘w aft?:fl lefton’ my mrSsron 1 wouldn’t hear from Michelle very often because a.hhough she

. wasa greaf’one to talk on the phone or in' person she wasn't much of a letter writer. (Every time we

visited. she’d Show s one’or twc/ finished but unsent letters that she found when she cleaned out her

. roorn) q wasn’t reQﬁy godd bout‘Wntmg, elther but 1 thought about Michelle often while I was in

Belglum "Because of rny fnendshxp with Michelle, many of my ideas about Judaism were in the form of

" vague’ assoc1ét10ns* 1 thought ‘of ‘warmith, humor, strong family bonds, devotion to God; comfort, and

love. 1 h‘ad “read some- thmgs and Ialso knew that the Jewish people had suffered. Michelle and I pointed
it out as another snmlanty between Jews and Latter—day Saints that both groups of people had undergone

. persecutlon “for thefr behefs Al couple of expenences that I had on my mission made me more aware of

WCIT nssd tranorm:

thrs reahty
' “In one" cxt} where 1 spent four months of my mlssmn I made friends with a Cathohc lady who
rode the bus'witt ds on Sunday‘mommgs when we were on our way to church. Every week she went to
pick up friends'who'were }n a rest home, to help them attend Mass. - Since people in that area had told me
of the drfﬁcultres they'd had when the war swept through Belglum and they were forced to flee into the
Ardennes mcruntams ong vu)eeki asked my Catholic friend whether times had been hard during the war.
"No," she rephed *"Not really " But the question must have weighed on her mind because the next week
she came back to the sariic topxc "I told you last week that it wasn't hard to live here dunng the war,' she
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said. "I was talking about the ordinary people -- but for others it was dlfﬁcult " She told me of Catholic
priests whose lives had been endangered because they protected Jews and hid them in the churches. "One
 priest," she said, "was shot down in the street not far from here." It surprised me that she had
) remembered my question for a whole week and thought it important enough to bring up again.
! ‘In the same city we met a man who said that because of differences with the Catholic Church, his
: fémily}xad been atheist for several generations. Because he was an atheist, he said, he could not accept
what hie saw happening during World War II, so he became a spy against the Germans. Six other of his
friends also were spies. All six of them, he said, were killed. He was the only survivor of their group.
. When he told us this story we were sitting in his quiet front room in the quiet suburb where he hved, but
hie told us that years before that street had been at the front of a war zone.

* Another time we met an elderly gentleman who said that both of his parents had died in

e concentratlon camps, one at Treblinka and the other at Auschwitz. Ihad met several people who knew of

- Jewsin the country during the war but I had met few personally He was a very polite man, and he also

'-_.seelped very tited to.me,. . 7" -

o " - About a month before I was scheduled to.come home from my mission, I was serving in the city
. ,'of Bruxelles. It was J anuary and it was dark and cold and rained most of the time, but I was full of joy to
be where I was and doing what God wanted me to do. People of all nationalities filled the buses and
streets of Bruxelles and I wanted to meet as many as I could and share with them the message of what
brought me so much happiness. :

One day we got on a bus near the train station. I don't remember where we were going that day,
~ but it was only about a twenty minute bus ride. As I got on the bus, I smiled at a very old woman who
was sitting in one of the front seats. She was tiny and wrinkled and was huddled into the seat. She
smiled back at me and then beckoned me to sit down in the seat opposite her. "It's so nice for someone to
smile," she said. “'People don't ever smile anymore these days." I started to answer but she took my arm
and interrupted me.. "Since you smiled so nicely," she said, "I want to tell you my story. I don't tell
people very often because it's hard for me to tell it, but I want you to hear it." She started to tell me about
her life in Poland when she was young. She lived in a ghetto and had participated in several uprisings,
but then one day the soldiers came in and started bumning everything.. They told the people to come out of

the buildings with their arms up. "What could I do?" she asked. "I had to obey them or they would kill
~ me." The soldiers put everyone on a train. The train was packed and as it started to roll several people
. Jumped from doorways, but soldiers shot at them as they jumped. "I knew I had to get out of that train,"
my friend told me. "There was a little tiny window up at the top and I squeezed my body through it. I
knew if I jumped I might die, but I had to get out of that train." She did jump, and she did survive, and

she lived to raise a son in Belgium, but during the war she lost many friends and family members and a
beautiful little daughter. She told me that for years she couldn't smile, and she couldn't talk about what
had happened during the war.. "I was too ashamed," she told me. "I wasn't ashamed for myself, I was
ashamed for humanity -- ashamed that people could do those things to other people."

. T'hadn't noticed any time passing, but iny bus had arrived at its destination. I wanted to spend -
much more time with this woman, but I had to leave. I thanked my new fnend for sharing her story with
me, knowing that in that large city I would probably never see her again.

A few months later I was in Washington State, attending my friend Michelle's wedding. I felt as
if I'd been away for much more than just a couple of years. Michelle was the same as ever, laughing and
full of life, and she had become a professional singer, performing traditional songs with her own group.
She remembered all the songs we leamed when we were kids and even the words to a couple of songs
~ that we made up. We talked about the things we did together when we were kids and we talked about my
sister Mary, who is away on a mission in Japan. We all missed having Mary there for the weddmg, but
Aunt Carol reminded us that Mary was there in spirit, if not in body.

The wedding ceremony was at the synagogue on Mercer Island. Michelle and Joel were married
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under a canopy and then afterwards there was a big reception and everyone danced to klesmer music and
later, at the dinner, Michelle even.sang for us. My sisters.and brothers and I leamned how to do the dances
quickly and one of Aunt Carol's friends said to her "Your friend Betsy's children are such good Jewish '
children - they eyen know all the Jewish dances." My sister Susanna and I decided that Mormon
- wedding receptions are boring and we joked about marrying one of Michelle's cousins so we could have a

* big Mormon-Jewish wedding.

- The' day before the wedding, we attended worship services at the synagogue Joel's parents go to.

" . Michelle wasn't there because the bride's not supposed to see the groom the day before the wedding.

. Joel's father is Orthodox, so in this synagogue the women sat separate from the men. At one point during

-, the’'service , when Joel came up to the stand to read from the Torah, the women passed around a basket of

¢ ‘candy which -we threw at him so that he and Michelle will have a sweet life. The Cantor also read from

- . the Hafforah, which are the writings of the other prophets. The passage that was read on the day before

Joel's-and Michelle's wedding was from Isaiah. In the King James Translation of the Bible it's found in
Isaiah 52 'zin_dthre‘e verses of it have been among my favorites for a long time, because they talk about
singing:-* .. ) .

- . Thy watchmen shall lift up the voice; with the voice together shall they sing: for they
- shall see eye to eye, when the Lord shall bring again Zion.
Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste places of Jerusalem: for the Lord hath
. comforted his people, he hath redeemed Jerusalem. B :
_ The Lord hath made bare his holy arm in the eyes of all the nations; and all the ends of

 the earth $hll see the salvation of our God.
LG s R

: Sitting in synagogue and hearing these familiar words read in an unfamiliar language, I thought
about how Michelle'and I have sung together for all of our lives. I thought of my friend in the bus in ,
Bruxelles and how for a few minutes as she told me her story we looked past differences of language and
background and saw eye to eye. I thought again of Michelle's question to-me years ago: "Do you think
that Mormons ar¢ the only people who have the truth?" :

I know that I need to be true to the things I believe, and follow them. I also know that God -
'knows much more than I do, and his love is an umbrella big enough to cover all his children: all the ends

" of the'earth will see his salvation. To truly follow his teachings will provide me with the kind of love

only he can'offer, love that respects others' beliefs and loves them unconditionally. Iam glad that
Michelle has been willing to share with me so much of her life and what's important to her. Iam happy
that she is faithful to her beliefs. I hope that I will also live up to my beliefs, so that I can be worthy of

the good friends that God has blessed me with - and Michelle and I will always sing together.



