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 News 

 Did everyone miss an antisemitic 
 campus murder? 

 By Arno Rosenfeld 

 Here  are  some  facts.  On  Yom  Kippur,  a 
 former  University  of  Arizona  graduate 
 student  named  Murad  Dervish  stormed  into 
 the  earth  sciences  building  on  campus. 
 Dervish  believed  Thomas  Meixner,  the 
 hydrology  department  head,  was  leading  a 
 Jewish  conspiracy  against  him.  “Kikes 
 should  not  be  allowed  to  exist  anywhere, 
 ever,”  Dervish  had  previously  told  one 
 faculty  member.  Dervish  allegedly  shot  and 
 killed  Meixner.  It  was  the  only  such  murder 
 in  2022,  a  year  full  of  antisemitism.  It 
 escaped  widespread  attention  until  after 
 Thanksgiving. 

 But  there  are  other  facts,  too.  Meixner 
 wasn’t  Jewish.  Dervish’s  original  grievance 
 was  over  a  bad  grade.  The  46-year-old  had 
 a  long  history  of  violence,  including  against 
 his  parents,  and  scared  some  faculty  to  the 
 point  they  had  avoided  campus.  His 
 antisemitism  didn’t  become  public  until 
 weeks  after  the  murder,  when  it  was 
 revealed  alongside  a  tirade  against  Asians. 
 And  the  national  spotlight  that  Jewish 
 groups  eventually  shined  on  the  Tucson 
 school?  Some  local  Jews  say  it  made  things 
 worse. 

 Thomas Meixner.  Photo by University of Arizona 

 Many  outside  the  region  came  to  see  the 
 murder  of  Meixner,  a  beloved  teacher  and 
 father  of  four,  as  a  blatant  act  of 
 antisemitism.  It  landed  on  the  Simon 
 Wiesenthal  Center’s  list  of  worst  antisemitic 
 incidents  of  the  year,  and  was  widely 
 covered  by  Jewish  media  in  the  United 
 States  and  Israel.  It  required  —  and 
 received  —  a  Jewish  response.  Yet  many 
 Jews  on  campus  saw  something  more 
 layered  and  grew  frustrated  when  outsiders 
 began  to  publicize  the  case  without 
 acknowledging its complexity. 

 Abigail  Simon,  a  Jewish  engineering 
 student,  noted  that  the  story  went  national 
 at  a  time  when  Jews  are  increasingly 
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 nervous  about  antisemitism  on  campus,  and 
 surmised  that  they  might  draw  conclusions 
 about fresh incidents without much thought. 

 “I  hate  to  make  it  seem  like  people  were 
 jumping  on  a  bandwagon,”  Simon  said.  “But 
 I  think  it  was  just  another  drop  in  the  bucket 
 that,  ‘Oh,  there  was  a  murder  on  campus,’ 
 and, ‘Oh, the shooter was antisemitic.’” 

 Though  Dervish’s  antisemitism,  and  the 
 location  of  the  shooting,  across  the  street 
 from  Hillel,  prompted  a  rapid  and  thorough 
 response  from  Tuscon’s  Jewish  community, 
 their  efforts  drew  little  attention  as  the  news 
 of  the  murder  spread.  Local  Jews  also 
 understood  that  the  part  of  the  tragedy  that 
 most  upset  faculty  and  students  was  that 
 Meixner  and  others  had  repeatedly  warned 
 school  officials  that  Dervish  posed  a  threat 
 and  they  had  failed  to  act.  Focusing  on 
 antisemitism,  some  feared,  might  overstate 
 the  role  it  played  in  Meixner’s  death,  and 
 present  Jews  as  more  endangered  than 
 they actually were. 

 Outside  Jewish  groups  that  tried  to  draw 
 attention  to  the  case  countered  that  there 
 was  nothing  subtle  about  Dervish’s  bigotry 
 —  no  matter  what  role  other  factors  played 
 in  his  violence  —  and  point  out  that 
 antisemitism  can  operate  in  strange  ways: 
 Its victims often aren’t Jewish. 

 A  grand  jury  indicted  Dervish  on  seven 
 charges,  including  first-degree  murder. 
 Dervish  has  pleaded  not  guilty  and  his  trial 
 is  scheduled  for  September.  Judge  Howard 
 Fell  declined  his  attorney’s  request  to  ban 
 media from the courtroom. 

 “Justice  grows  the  best  in  the  full  light  of 
 day,” Fell said. 

 A murder, and a revelation 

 When  the  shooting  first  took  place,  Simon 
 and  other  students  gathered  at  the  campus 
 Hillel  for  High  Holiday  programming  only 
 knew  that  something  very  bad  had 
 happened.  The  scream  of  police  sirens  had 
 interrupted  a  text  study.  And,  a  different 
 student  recalled,  what  seemed  like  the 
 entire  campus  police  department  came  to  a 
 screeching  halt  outside  the  academic 
 building across the street. 

 It  turned  out  that  the  police  had  responded 
 too  late,  allowing  Dervish  to  escape.  Hillel 
 went  into  lockdown.  Simon  remembered 
 feeling  grateful  that  Hillel  had  hired  armed 
 security  guards  for  the  High  Holidays. 
 Everyone  gathered  in  the  lounge.  “We  were 
 all  sitting  in  this  one  room  trying  to  act  like 
 things  were  normal,  but  obviously  nothing 
 was,”  said  Jordyn  Morris,  another  student 
 present that day. 

 Dervish  was  arrested  several  hours  later  on 
 a  highway  outside  of  Tucson  with  knives, 
 machetes,  guns  and  extra  ammunition. 
 Another  bombshell  would  come  two  weeks 
 later,  when  a  local  newspaper  columnist 
 published  an  interview  with  Eyad  Atallah,  a 
 lecturer  in  the  hydrology  department,  who 
 —  the  headline  said  —  “prepared  to  be  shot 
 on campus and barely avoided it.” 

 Tim  Steller,  the  Arizona  Daily  Star 
 columnist,  revealed  that  Atallah  and  other 
 faculty  members  had  been  hounded  for 
 months  by  Dervish,  who  was  convinced  that 
 a  bad  grade  he  received  was  the  result  of  a 
 Jewish conspiracy against him. 

 “As  Arabs  we’re  supposed  to  stick  together 
 and  I  trusted  you,  and  instead  you’re  a  filthy 
 kike  lover,”  Dervish  had  texted  Atallah  last 
 winter. 

 It  wasn’t  the  point  of  his  article,  but  based 
 on  those  messages,  Steller  was  the  first  to 
 suggest  that  Meixner’s  murder  was  driven 
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 by  bigotry  against  Jews.  “Although  Meixner 
 was  Catholic,  his  killing  could  be  considered 
 an  antisemitic  attack,”  Steller  wrote  on  Oct. 
 22. 

 The  column  emphasized  that  university 
 officials  were  aware  of  the  threats.  They  had 
 expelled  Dervish  and  banned  him  from 
 campus,  but  he  kept  returning  with  impunity. 
 And  nobody  thought  to  tell  Jewish  leaders 
 on  campus,  or  in  Tucson,  that  a  man  who 
 had  menaced  faculty  —  to  the  point  several 
 had  started  working  from  home  out  of  fear 
 — was blaming his problems on Jews. 

 After  the  column  was  published,  Jessica 
 McCormick,  director  of  the  campus  Hillel, 
 emailed  Robert  Robbins,  the  university 
 president.  Why,  McCormick  asked,  had  the 
 administration  failed  to  notify  Hillel  of 
 Dervish’s  antisemitic  comments?  Why 
 hadn’t  law  enforcement  protected  the  Hillel 
 building  while  Dervish  was  on  the  loose? 
 Why  hadn’t  any  school  officials  reached  out 
 after the shooting? 

 McCormick  forwarded  her  email  to  the  Hillel 
 community.  “Tochechah,  or  rebuke,  is  an 
 important  concept  in  Judaism,”  McCormick 
 wrote  on  Oct.  24,  explaining  why  she  had 
 reached  out  to  the  administration.  Her  note 
 was  how  many  Jewish  students  found  out 
 about  Dervish’s  antisemitic  motives.  The 
 revelation rattled some of them deeply. 

 Rachel  Borrego,  a  junior,  had  already  been 
 plenty  scared  on  the  day  of  the  shooting. 
 She  sat  next  to  an  exit  for  at  least  an  hour 
 —  ready  to  bolt  if  the  shooter  arrived.  Now, 
 it  was  as  if  her  worst  fears  had  been 
 confirmed. 

 “I  was  across  the  street  from  someone  who 
 had  murdered  someone,  was  armed,  and 
 violently  antisemitic,”  Borrego  said.  “At  any 
 point  he  could  have  just  looked  over  at  Hillel 
 and  thought,  ‘Hey,  I’m  already  here  —  I’m 

 already  at  this  point  —  why  not  go  out  with  a 
 bang?’” 

 In  her  email  to  Robbins,  McCormick  invoked 
 the  Jewish  value  of  pikuach  nefesh,  or 
 sanctity  of  life.  “We  strongly  believe  the 
 value  of  pikuach  nefesh  is  shared  between 
 the  university  and  our  Hillel,”  she  wrote. 
 McCormick  was  pleased  to  hear  back 
 almost  immediately,  and  school  officials  met 
 with  her  and  a  small  group  of  other  Jewish 
 community representatives four days later. 

 The  university  apologized  and  agreed  to 
 everything  McCormick  requested.  A  joint 
 statement  from  the  school  and  Hillel  on  Nov. 
 11  announced  that  a  new  advisory  council 
 on  Jewish  life  and  antisemitism  would  be 
 formed  with  eight  goals,  including 
 integrating  communication  between  campus 
 police  and  Hillel,  and  training  officers  on 
 how  to  address  antisemitism.  It  would  also 
 examine  issues  unrelated  to  safety,  like 
 increasing kosher food access. 

 The  university’s  response  to  Jewish 
 concerns  seemed  to  be  one  of  the  only  tidy 
 resolutions  amid  a  mounting  furor  from 
 students  and  faculty,  who  felt  the  school  had 
 grossly  failed  to  protect  them,  and 
 community  frustration  with  the  local 
 prosecutors  who  had  declined  to  press 
 charges  against  Dervish  for  threats  made 
 before the shooting. 

 “It’s  very  hard  to  say  in  the  wake  of  a  man’s 
 murder  that  you’re  pleased  about  anything,” 
 McCormick  said  in  an  interview.  “But  I  feel 
 like  important  and  productive  change  is  now 
 being made.” 

 Weeks later, a new spotlight 

 The  calm  restored  was  short  lived.  On  Nov. 
 22,  the  Arizona  Republic,  the  state’s  largest 
 newspaper,  based  two  hours  north  in 
 Phoenix,  published  an  opinion  piece:  “UA 
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 professor  is  dead  because  no  one  took 
 antisemitic threats seriously enough.” 

 It  was  written  by  Michael  Masters,  director 
 of  the  Secure  Community  Network,  the 
 national  group  focused  on  protecting  Jewish 
 institutions  from  vandalism  and  violence. 
 The  group  had  monitored  the  shooting  since 
 it  took  place.  In  the  weeks  that  followed, 
 antisemitic  outbursts  from  Kanye  West  and 
 other  high-profile  incidents  of  antisemitism 
 put  Jews  on  edge.  But  the  October  shooting 
 stuck  with  Masters.  He  wanted  to  offer 
 advice  on  how  to  prevent  similar  tragedies 
 and  make  sure  it  wasn’t  swept  under  the 
 rug. 

 “I,  myself,  was  surprised  about  the  lack  of 
 awareness  around  this  incident,”  Masters 
 said  in  an  interview.  “I  think  that  says 
 something  about  where  we  are,  as  a 
 society,  that  something  like  this  doesn’t 
 even  rise  to  the  level  where  it’s  getting  the 
 proper attention.” 

 While  Masters’  piece,  the  first  to  focus 
 primarily  on  Dervish’s  antisemitism,  largely 
 focused  on  practical  steps  the  University  of 
 Arizona  and  local  law  enforcement  should 
 have  taken  to  prevent  the  murder,  Masters 
 was  unsparing  in  his  conclusion:  “Professor 
 Thomas  Meixner  lost  his  life  because 
 antisemitism  is  not  being  taken  seriously 
 enough.” 

 The  piece  prompted  a  new  flurry  of 
 coverage,  nearly  two  months  after  Dervish 
 had  pulled  the  trigger.  JTA  and  JNS  articles 
 based  on  Masters’  account  ran  in  Jewish 
 newspapers  across  the  United  States  and 
 Israel.  A  few  days  later,  Jewish  On  Campus, 
 an  organization  that  publicizes  incidents  of 
 antisemitism  at  colleges  and  universities, 
 summarized  Masters’  account  to  its  41,000 
 Instagram followers. 

 “When  we  say  antisemitism  kills,  we  mean 
 it,”  the  group  posted  on  Instagram, 
 alongside  a  darkened  photo  of  the 
 University of Arizona’s campus. 

 The  attention  caught  the  local  Jewish 
 community  off  guard.  The  Secure 
 Community  Network  works  closely  with 
 Hillel  International.  But  McCormick  said 
 “they  were  fully  operating  on  their  own 
 track,”  and  she  had  no  advance  notice  of 
 the  Masters’  article.  She  was  disappointed 
 that  it  didn’t  include  any  reference  to  the 
 agreement  she  had  reached  with  university 
 officials weeks earlier. 

 “I  would  have  loved  for  that  to  be  a  blip  in 
 the piece,” she said. 

 While  online  searches  about  the  case  had 
 previously  been  concentrated  in  Arizona, 
 Google  Trends  data  shows  that  immediately 
 after  national  Jewish  organizations  began 
 discussing  the  story,  interest  surged  in 
 states across the country. 

 As  the  story  spread  in  November  and 
 December,  McCormick  was  inundated  with 
 phone  calls  from  people  around  the  country 
 expressing  both  support  and  alarm. 
 Students  like  Morris,  who  had  been  at  Hillel 
 on  the  day  of  the  shooting,  suddenly  started 
 seeing  friends  outside  Arizona  posting 
 about  her  school  on  social  media.  Family 
 from  back  home  in  Texas  texted  her  about 
 it. The attention was bewildering. 

 Morris  said  the  Jewish  community  on 
 campus  had  already  processed  what  took 
 place.  Hillel  had  met  with  school  officials. 
 There  was  a  plan  in  place  to  hopefully 
 prevent  anything  like  this  from  happening 
 again.  But  none  of  that  was  clear  from  the 
 Arizona  Republic  article  or  what  Jewish  on 
 Campus posted. 
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 “A  lot  of  people  were  contacting  the 
 university  basically  to  yell  at  them  —  like, 
 ‘Why  didn’t  you  do  anything  sooner?’” 
 Morris  said.  “In  a  certain  way,  it  brought  our 
 community  back  to  square  one  of  the 
 healing process.” 

 An  antisemitic  killing  —  or  something 
 else? 

 But  even  as  it  became  clear  that  the 
 university  had  failed  to  alert  and  protect  the 
 Jewish  community  from  a  violent  antisemite, 
 Dervish’s  motive  for  killing  Meixner  seemed, 
 ironically,  more  murky.  Not  everyone  on 
 campus  was  convinced  that  the  professor’s 
 murder was antisemitic. 

 Dervish  had  sent  a  lot  of  antisemitic 
 messages  to  Atallah,  and  said  that  an  online 
 background  check  had  led  him  to  believe 
 that  Meixner,  a  devout  Catholic,  was 
 Jewish.  But  he  also  believed  the  conspiracy 
 against  him  was  being  organized  by  both 
 Jews  and  Asians,  and  after  he  was  expelled 
 he  unleashed  a  racist  tirade  against  the 
 school’s  assistant  dean  of  students,  who 
 didn’t  appear  to  be  either.  Dervish  had 
 previously  tried  to  kill  both  of  his  parents,  his 
 father  told  the  Arizona  Daily  Star.  And  while 
 attending  San  Diego  State  University,  a 
 female  undergraduate  student  took  out  a 
 restraining order against Dervish. 

 An  independent  investigation  into  the 
 shooting  commissioned  by  the  faculty 
 senate  found  that  Dervish  had  sought  to  kill 
 at  least  four  faculty  members  in  the 
 hydrology  department  but  could  only  locate 
 Meixner,  according  to  an  interim  report 
 released  in  late  January.  There  is  no 
 indication  he  believed  the  others  were 
 Jewish. 

 Dervish  had  been  a  volatile  presence  on 
 campus  since  he  enrolled  at  the  school  in 
 the  fall  of  2021.  He  screamed  obscenities  at 

 a  professor  in  the  middle  of  class,  and  after 
 he  lost  his  graduate  assistant  teaching  job 
 as  a  result,  he  sent  threats  that  terrified 
 hydrology  faculty  so  much  that  they  moved 
 classes  to  Zoom.  Expelled  and  banned  from 
 campus  in  last  February,  he  kept  coming 
 back,  and  accosted  a  professor  at  a  nearby 
 CVS.  Dervish  threatened  an  employee  at 
 the  dean’s  office:  “I  don’t  think  you  have  any 
 clue  who  you  are  dealing  with  but  you  are 
 about  to  find  out  and  I  really  don’t  think 
 you’re  going  to  like  it,”  he  wrote.  Meanwhile, 
 he  was  sexually  harassing  a  female 
 undergraduate  student  —  the  same  thing  he 
 was  accused  of  in  San  Diego  —  contacting 
 her more than 30 times. 

 Sometimes  Dervish  made  his  bigotry  clear. 
 “You  don’t  understand  how  Jews  and  Asians 
 think  and  how  they  treat  people,”  he  wrote 
 in  one  message  to  a  faculty  member. 
 “Somebody  not  very  long  ago  invested  a  lot 
 of  resources  to  nearly  eradicate  them  from 
 the world.” 

 Judging  from  media  reports,  social  media 
 commentary  and  the  faculty  investigation, 
 though,  many  in  the  community  did  not  think 
 the  most  egregious  aspect  of  Meixner’s 
 murder  was  Dervish’s  antisemitism  and 
 racism.  It  was  the  apparent  failure  of 
 university  officials  and  law  enforcement  to 
 stop  a  clear  and  present  danger  —  to  keep 
 members of the community safe. 

 The  student  harassed  by  Dervish  last  March 
 reported  that  a  campus  police  officer  offered 
 her  no  help.  “I  said,  ‘so  you  are  not  going  to 
 do  anything  until  anyone  gets  killed,  are 
 you?’”  she  told  the  faculty  committee.  “And 
 he just looked at me and said nothing.” 

 When  Dervish  showed  up  at  the  hydrology 
 department  on  Oct.  5,  people  recognized 
 him.  One  student  called  911,  another  ran  to 
 a  professor’s  office  where  together  they 
 turned  off  the  lights  and  barricaded  the  door. 
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 “I  knew  you  were  going  to  do  this,”  Meixner 
 shouted  after  Dervish  shot  him,  according  to 
 witnesses. 

 Yet  when  Paula  Balafas,  the  university 
 police  chief,  briefed  the  media  after  the 
 shooting,  she  seemed  oblivious  to  the 
 widespread  fear  of  Dervish  in  the  hydrology 
 department going back months. 

 “It’s  just  one  of  those  things  you  can’t  even 
 predict,”  she  said.  “Moving  forward,  if  you 
 see something, say something.” 

 The  University  of  Arizona  police  department 
 referred  questions  from  the  Forward  to  a 
 school  spokesperson,  who  sent  a  link  to  the 
 university’s  joint  statement  with  Hillel  and 
 said  the  administration  had  hired  an  outside 
 security firm to investigate the incident. 

 The  university’s  underwhelming  response  to 
 concerns  over  Dervish,  his  long  record  of 
 disturbing  behavior,  and  the  fact  that  those 
 mourning  Meixner  have  not  focused  on  the 
 issue  of  discrimination,  have  made  many 
 Jewish  students  on  campus  reluctant  to  see 
 the  murder  primarily  as  a  simple  case  of 
 antisemitism. 

 “It  just  adds  another  layer  to  all  of  the  other 
 reasons  that  the  shooting  occurred,”  Simon 
 said.  “The  reality  of  the  situation  is,  Dr. 
 Meixner’s  not  Jewish  and  I  feel  personally 
 that  we  should  be  focusing  on  his  family  and 
 his  community  and  just  privately  dealing 
 with the university about the antisemitism.” 

 Kate  Herreras-Zinman,  a  Jewish  film  major, 
 said  Dervish’s  reported  mental  illness  has 
 shaped  her  view  of  the  shooting.  “I  look  at  it 
 as  if  some  crazy  person  did  a  mass 
 shooting  and  that’s  unfortunately  kind  of 
 commonplace,”  she  said.  “On  the  other 
 hand,  it  was  still  motivated  because  he  felt 
 that guy was Jewish.” 

 Context collapses 

 Dervish,  of  course,  is  hardly  the  first  person 
 to  unleash  his  antisemitism  against  targets 
 who  weren’t  Jewish.  Many  of  the  people 
 identified  on  antisemitic  flyers  distributed  by 
 the  Goyim  Defense  League,  lists  of  Jews 
 who  supposedly  control  various  industries 
 are  not,  actually,  Jewish.  The  2017  Unite 
 the  Right  rally  in  Charlottesville,  Virginia, 
 was  ostensibly  about  protecting  a 
 Confederate  monument,  although  the 
 organizers  were  viciously  antisemitic.  And 
 the  white  supremacist  who  killed  10  people 
 at  a  Buffalo,  New  York,  grocery  store  last 
 year  targeted  African-Americans,  despite  a 
 manifesto  in  which  he  focused  his  ire  on 
 Jews. 

 Jews  often  struggle  to  respond  to  such 
 incidents  in  a  way  that  recognizes  the  role 
 antisemitism  plays  in  these  events,  without 
 taking  attention  away  from  the  actual 
 victims.  “The  situation  was  a  lot  more 
 complex  than  could  be  fit  into  one  Instagram 
 post,”  said  Morris,  a  sophomore  studying 
 politics and music. 

 Amid  the  hundreds  of  comments  on  the 
 Jewish  On  Campus  Instagram  post, 
 University  of  Arizona  students  tried  to  inject 
 context.  “There  are  so  many  layers  to  what 
 happened  and  how  it  affected  the  Jewish 
 community,”  Morris  wrote.  @HillelArizona 
 also  commented,  pointing  out  that  the 
 university  was  working  with  them.  The 
 account  was  quickly  assailed  for  not  having 
 posted about the murder. 

 “We  heard  people  reaching  out  and  saying 
 it’s  a  shanda  that  you  haven’t  posted  about 
 this,”  McCormick  said.  She  had,  in  fact, 
 posted  about  the  incident  several  times,  but 
 all  back  in  October  when  it  had  unfolded  on 
 campus. 
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 As  at  least  two  dozen  new  organizations 
 have  sprung  up  in  recent  years  to  fight 
 antisemitism,  often  with  a  focus  on  college 
 campuses.  But  Jewish  students  have 
 sometimes  felt  left  behind  by  the  advocacy 
 ostensibly  done  on  their  behalf.  Leaders  of 
 the  pro-Israel  club  at  George  Washington 
 University  said  they  were  confused  this  fall 
 after  StopAntisemitism  released  a  report 
 card  that  said  Jews  felt  unsafe  at  the 
 school.  Later  that  semester,  Accuracy  in 
 Media  drove  a  billboard  truck  featuring  an 
 image  of  Hitler  around  UC  Berkeley’s 
 campus  in  October  that  was  meant  to 
 criticize  anti-Zionist  clubs  on  campus  but 
 ended up alarming Jewish students. 

 Julia  Jassey,  who  runs  Jewish  on  Campus, 
 said  that  the  organization  aims  to  speak  out 
 against  antisemitism  while  “bearing  in  mind 
 the  experiences  on  the  ground  with  respect 
 and caution.” 

 She  said  the  murder  was  an  example  of 
 how  antisemitic  conspiracy  theories  can 
 lead  to  violence.  “We  offer  our  sincere 
 condolences  to  both  Professor  Mexiner’s 
 family  and  the  University  of  Alabama 
 community,”  she  said  in  an  email,  referring 
 to the wrong school. 

 A  distorted  version  of  Meixner’s  killing  has 
 started  seeping  into  the  Jewish  discourse  in 
 the  months  since  it  first  made  national 
 rounds.  David  Nirenberg,  author  of 
 Anti-Judaism:  The  Western  Tradition,  wrote 
 in  a  January  op-ed  for  The  Wall  Street 
 Journal  that  Meixner  was  murdered 
 because  Dervish  thought  he  was  “the 
 Jewish  leader  of  a  Zionist  plot  against  him,” 
 though  nothing  suggests  Dervish  ever 
 referenced  Israel  or  Zionism.  The 
 Wiesenthal  Center  included  Meixner’s  death 
 in  its  list  of  last  year’s  worst  cases  of 
 antisemitism,  saying  only  that  he  was  killed 
 because  Dervish  “mistakenly  thought 

 Meixner  was  Jewish.”  That  claim  was  also 
 made  by  a  newspaper  in  suburban  Phoenix 
 when they profiled a local rabbi. 

 There  has  also  been  a  scattered  backlash 
 to  these  accounts.  Michael  Tracey,  a 
 contrarian  political  pundit,  lambasted  the 
 Wiesenthal  Center’s  decision  to  include  the 
 murder  on  its  list  of  top  antisemitic  incidents. 
 Tracey  told  his  300,000  Twitter  followers  in 
 January  that  the  organization  had  ignored 
 “mountains  of  countervailing  evidence”  in 
 classifying  Meixner’s  death  as  a  case  of 
 antisemitism.  And  a  right-wing  local  news 
 outlet,  the  AZ  Free  News,  declared:  “Jewish 
 rights  group  falsely  claims  UArizona 
 professor murdered due to antisemitism.” 

 Still,  despite  the  difficulty  of  capturing  the 
 full  context  of  local  antisemitic  incidents,  like 
 what  happened  in  the  case  of  Meixner, 
 national  organizations  like  Secure 
 Community  Network  and  Jewish  on 
 Campus  sometimes  feel  that  their  distance 
 from  these  events  is  helpful.  Universities, 
 concerned  about  their  reputations,  often 
 downplay  hate  crimes,  while  local  Hillels 
 rarely  want  their  schools  to  be  known  as 
 dangerous  places  for  Jewish  students.  At 
 the  University  of  Arizona,  Jews  were 
 sensitive  about  taking  the  spotlight  away 
 from  Meixner’s  family  —  and  focused  on 
 practical steps to prevent future tragedies. 

 Sometimes,  Masters  said,  the  simplest 
 explanation  is  the  correct  one:  Dervish 
 made  antisemitic  threats,  thought  Meixner 
 was  a  Jew  orchestrating  a  Jewish 
 conspiracy  against  him,  “and  Professor 
 Meixner is now dead.” 

 “We  seem  to  be  lost  in  an  academic 
 discussion  about  motive,”  Masters  said. 
 “The  reality  is  that  we  need  to  take  Murad 
 Dervish at his word.” 
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 Culture 

 Twitter re-platformed extremists — 
 and it’s paying o� in ad money 

 By Mira Fox 

 Under  Elon  Musk’s  leadership,  Twitter  has 
 reinstated  numerous  accounts  that  had 
 previously  been  banned  for  violating 
 Twitter’s  rules  —  usually  by  posting  hate 
 speech,  disinformation  or  incitement  to 
 violence.  Now,  apparently,  hate  speech  and 
 disinformation  are  making  Twitter  a  lot  of 
 money. 

 Social  media  encourages  extremism.  In  a 
 world  where  clicks  and  shares  are  the  going 
 currency,  outrage  and  sensationalism  pay 
 off  in  engagement.  Studies  show  that 
 people  engage  most  highly  with  posts  that 
 have  a  negative  emotional  bent,  especially 
 those that frame politics in terms of morality. 

 Meanwhile,  those  clicks,  shares  and  views 
 —  which  are  called  “impressions”  —  are 
 what  social  media  companies  sell  to 
 advertisers;  in  an  attention  economy,  that 
 engagement  is  a  valuable  product. 
 Advertisers  are  eager  to  get  eyes  on  their 
 ads,  and  they’re  willing  to  pay  for  a  captive 
 audience. 

 The  accounts  Twitter  has  reinstated  include 
 those  of  former  president  Donald  Trump 
 along  with  numerous  white  supremacists 
 and  far-right  figures  such  as  manosphere 
 extremist  Andrew  Tate  —  who  is  under 

 arrest  for  human  trafficking,  yet  still  tweeting 
 from  his  Romanian  jail  cell  —  the  antisemitic 
 streamer  known  as  Baked  Alaska  and 
 YouTube  philosopher  Stefan  Molyneux,  who 
 promotes  a  range  of  conspiracy  theories  in 
 addition  to  hosting  other  extremists  on  his 
 podcast. 

 Many  of  the  accounts  have  hundreds  of 
 thousands  of  followers,  and  nearly  all  of 
 them  have  made  their  names  off  of  mining 
 the  same  shock  and  outrage  that  got  them 
 banned  for  content.  That  means  that  their 
 return  to  Twitter  drives  the  platform’s 
 statistics  on  engagement  way  up  —  and 
 increases their ad revenue. 

 A  new  report  from  the  Center  for  Countering 
 Digital  Hate  estimates  that  Twitter  currently 
 is  on  track  to  make  $19  million  off  of  just  10 
 of  the  reinstated  accounts,  which  include 
 Tate,  Baked  Alaska  and  Andrew  Anglin, 
 founder  of  neo-Nazi  site  The  Daily  Stormer. 
 But  since  Twitter  has  reinstated  thousands 
 of  accounts,  the  real  profit  is  sure  to  be 
 much higher. 

 Advertisers  often  specify  where  their  ads 
 can  appear;  during  the  early  days  of  the 
 pandemic,  many  newspaper  advertisers 
 refused  to  place  ads  near  coronavirus 
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 content,  tanking  ad  revenue  in  the  media 
 industry. 

 On  Twitter,  advertisers  can  target  ads  to 
 interests,  like  basketball.  There’s  some 
 ability  to  limit  ad  targeting  —  e.g.  only  to 
 someone  who  uses  an  iOS  device  —  but 
 those  boundaries  limit  which  users  see  the 
 ads,  not  where  they  see  them.  On  its  ad 
 page,  Twitter  does  not  offer  advertisers  the 
 ability  to  block  their  content  from  appearing 
 on  specific  accounts;  advertisers  have  no 
 control  as  to  whether  their  products  appear 
 next  to  a  cute  dog  video,  an  antivax  post  or 
 a Rothschild conspiracy theory. 

 It’s  not  just  Twitter  that  profits  off  of  those  ad 
 placements;  Musk  recently  announced  a 
 program  in  which  subscribers  to  Twitter’s 
 new  paid  blue  check  program,  Twitter  Blue, 
 can  share  profits  for  ads  which  appear  in 
 the  replies  to  their  tweets.  And  a  new  report 
 from  watchdog  organization  Media  Matters 
 shows  that  ads  for  companies  including  The 
 Wall  Street  Journal,  Nokia  and  MailChimp 
 —  all  of  whom  have  spent  millions  of  dollars 
 on  Twitter  ad  campaigns  —  are  appearing  in 
 the  threads  of  Twitter  Blue  white 
 supremacists  and  antisemites  including  E. 
 Michael Jones. 

 Companies  have  been  pulling  ads  from  the 
 platform  since  Musk  took  over,  and  Twitter’s 
 ad  revenue  had  already  fallen  40%  by 
 mid-January.  At  least  500  advertisers  left 
 the  platform  due  to  its  lax  content 
 moderation  under  Musk’s  leadership.  Since 
 the  CCDH  released  its  report,  at  least  one 
 more  company,  Fiverr,  has  ceased 
 advertising on the platform. 

 “Our  research  shows  that  there  is  a 
 depressingly  banal  answer  to  why  Elon 
 Musk  would  reinstate  the  accounts  of 
 self-professed  Nazis,  disinformation  actors, 
 misogynists  and  homophobes,”  Imran 
 Ahmed,  CCDH’s  chief  executive,  told  The 
 Washington Post. “It’s highly profitable.” 

 But  if  all  the  advertisers  pull  their  dollars 
 because  of  the  white  supremacy  on  the 
 platform,  Musk’s  plan  will  backfire.  While 
 some  advertisers  are  likely  to  stay  —  and 
 perhaps  some  more  extremist  products  will 
 be  drawn  to  the  new  extremist  audience  on 
 Twitter  —  they  are  unlikely  to  spend  as 
 much  as  the  biggest  companies  pulling  their 
 money.  Hatred  and  outrage  may  draw 
 clicks, but they don’t draw dollars. 
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 Film 

 How Hollywood found its Anne 
 Frank — and why it wasn’t Audrey 

 Hepburn 
 By Adam Langer 

 The  role  of  Anne  Frank  was  originated  on 
 Broadway  by  Susan  Strasberg.  When 
 Strasberg  left  the  cast,  the  Israeli  actress 
 Dina  Doron  took  over.  On  the  national  tour 
 and  the  “bus  and  truck  tour,”  Abigail  Kellogg 
 and Pauline Hahn played Anne. 

 But  when  the  Hollywood  director  George 
 Stevens  began  the  process  of  casting  the 
 movie  adaptation  of  The  Diary  of  Anne 
 Frank,  he  had  another  actress  in  mind  — 
 Audrey Hepburn. 

 George  Stevens  “has  a  one-track  mind,”  the 
 gossip  columnist  Louella  Parsons  wrote  in 
 March  1957,  “and  has  always  held  out  for 
 her  through  thick  and  thin.  She  will  certainly 
 bring  a  real  knowledge  of  this  role  because 
 she  was  in  Holland  during  part  of  the  Nazi 
 occupation.” 

 Anne’s  father,  Otto  Frank,  was  also  said  to 
 favor Hepburn. 

 It’s  certainly  intriguing  to  imagine  how  the 
 film  might  have  turned  out  differently  with 
 Hepburn  in  the  title  role.  With  her  elegance, 
 her  intellect,  and  her  seemingly  eternal 
 youthfulness,  you  can  see  why  Otto  Frank 

 and  George  Stevens  would  have  wanted 
 her.  Hepburn,  however,  politely  demurred; 
 she  said  she  felt  too  close  to  the  material, 
 and  also  that  she  was  nearly  30  —  too  old 
 to play a girl who died at 16. 

 So,  Stevens  changed  directions,  deciding 
 that  he  wanted  an  unknown  actor  to  star.  “It 
 would  be  better  to  get  a  completely  new 
 girl,” he told the columnist Sheilah Graham. 

 Over  the  course  of  researching  Playing 
 Anne  Frank,  the  podcast  series  about  how 
 Anne  Frank’s  diary  was  turned  into  a 
 Pulitzer  Prize-winning  drama  and  an 
 Oscar-winning  film,  I  learned  of  how  the 
 process  of  casting  Anne  Frank  became  an 
 intensive  international  search,  one  that 
 recalled  the  frenzy  that  surrounded  casting 
 calls  for  Scarlett  O’Hara  in  Gone  With  the 
 Wind and Joan of Arc in Saint Joan. 

 Among  the  people  I  spoke  to  for  Playing 
 Anne  Frank  was  George  Stevens  Jr.,  the 
 director’s  son,  who  led  the  search  for  the 
 movie’s  star  and  served  as  second  unit 
 director  on  the  film.  He  later  went  on  to 
 become  a  writer,  a  producer,  a  director  and 
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 the  founder  of  the  American  Film  Institute. 
 In  2022,  Stevens  Jr.  published  My  Place  in 
 the  Sun,  a  memoir  about  his  life  in 
 Hollywood and Washington, D.C. 

 “We  had  letters  and  letters  and  letters, 
 many  from  Amsterdam  and  from  the 
 Netherlands,”  Stevens  Jr.  told  me.  “We  went 
 through  every  letter  and  all  the  pictures.  And 
 then  we  had  people  in  different  cities 
 assigned  to  put  the  word  out.  We  had  quite 
 an  array  of  people  interested  in  playing  the 
 role.” 

 “The  girl  we  hope  to  find,”  the  director 
 George  Stevens  told  the  press  at  the  time, 
 “must  be  a  personality  approximation  of  the 
 young  Anne  Frank  herself.  She  must  be  at 
 once  appealing,  sympathetic,  gay  and 
 optimistic,  thoughtful  and  sensitive.”  He 
 asked  anyone  who  knew  an  actress 
 between  13  and  18  who  embodied  those 
 qualities  to  write  to  him  in  care  of  20th 
 Century Fox. 

 The  search  focused  initially  on  Amsterdam, 
 Israel  and  New  York.  Then,  it  broadened. 
 Newspapers  breathlessly  recounted  the 
 progress  —  how  many  applicants,  where 
 they  came  from,  who  was  the  current 
 favorite.  Stevens  estimated  that  more  than 
 10,000  letters  reached  him;  his  son’s  team 
 conducted  approximately  3,000  interviews. 
 Among  those  who  wrote  in  was  Leonora  de 
 Heer,  a  dancer  who  had  survived 
 Bergen-Belsen  and  had  been  a  companion 
 of  Anne  Frank’s  there.  “Anne  and  I  were  too 
 young  to  be  put  out  to  work,  so  we  took  care 
 of  the  smaller  children  in  our  group,”  de 
 Heer wrote in her letter. 

 By  January  1958,  the  competition  had  been 
 narrowed  down  to  a  handful  of  teenagers 
 from  Europe,  Israel  and  the  U.S.  True  to  the 
 production  team’s  stated  attention,  these 
 were  not  household  names.  Sabine  Sinjen, 
 14,  had  acted  in  a  couple  of  movies  in 
 Germany.  Marianne  Sarstadt  was  a 
 15-year-old  Dutch  dancer.  And  there  was  an 
 18-year-old  fashion  model  from  Fair  Lawn, 
 New Jersey, named Millie Perkins. 

 When  she  spoke  to  me,  Perkins  told  me  that 
 she  had  never  acted  before,  never  really 
 considered  it,  and  hadn’t  known  much  about 
 Anne  Frank.  She  said  she  hadn’t  even  sent 
 in  a  letter  expressing  interested  in  being 
 considered;  the  production  team  had 
 spotted  her  picture  on  the  cover  of  a 
 magazine,  and  contacted  her  while  she  was 
 modeling  in  Paris.  She  had  had  plans  to  see 
 the  French  production  of  The  Diary  of  Anne 
 Frank,  but  before  she  could,  she  was  on  a 
 flight  back  to  America.  She  did  an  interview 
 for  the  role  in  New  York  and  then  flew  to 
 California for a screen test. 

 “I  read  the  diary  on  the  plane  to  California,” 
 Perkins  told  me.  “It’s  the  first  time  I  ever 
 read  it  or  knew  anything  about  it.  And  I  cried 
 as  I  read  it  and  I  said,  ‘Oh,  my  gosh,  this  is 
 something  wonderful.  This  is  something  that 
 that  I  understand.  Oh,  my  goodness,  I  could 
 do  this.’  That’s  when  I  realized  that  I  could 
 do  it  —  on  the  way  to  California  to  test  for 
 it.” 

 By  the  end  of  1957,  newspapers  were 
 reporting  that  the  role  was  still  up  for  grabs, 
 but  when  20th  Century  Fox  let  reporters  into 
 the  studio  to  watch  one  of  the  finalists 
 auditioning  on  a  soundstage,  Millie  Perkins 
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 was  the  one  they  saw.  A  reporter  described 
 her  as  “a  mere  sprite  of  a  girl”  whose  voice 
 hardly rose above “a bare whisper.” 

 “She  has  a  wonderful  face.  Never  acted 
 before  in  her  life,  but  I  thought  she  did  very 
 well,” George Stevens said at the time. 

 “I  really  wouldn’t  want  to  try  and 
 characterize  it  too  much,”  Stevens  Jr.  told 
 me.  “She  just  seemed  like  the  right  person 
 weighed against the others.” 

 Before  the  decision  could  be  finalized, 
 though,  Millie  Perkins  had  to  receive  the 
 seal  of  approval  from  Otto  Frank,  who  had 
 been  intimately  involved  in  all  steps  of  the 
 process  of  bringing  his  family’s  story  to  the 
 stage  and  now  to  motion  pictures.  Perkins 
 told  me  that  she  met  Mr.  Frank  at  his  home 
 for  dinner,  and  then  the  two  of  them  went 
 into  the  library  to  talk.  At  first,  they  were 
 “shy  with  each  other,”  Perkins  said,  but 
 then,  when  he  saw  the  way  she  was  holding 
 her  hands  —  thumb  inside  her  four  fingers 
 —  he  recognized  something  of  his  daughter 
 within  her.  “Oh  my  goodness,  Anna  used  to 
 sit that way all the time,” he said. 

 “He  recognized  who  I  was  and  I  knew  that  it 
 was  going  to  be  OK,”  Perkins  said. 
 “Growing  up  with  four  sisters  and  a  brother, 
 I  had  a  secret  life.  I  was  my  own  boss.  I  had 
 a  secret  place  upstairs  in  the  attic  of  my 
 section  of  the  bedroom,  and  nobody  could 
 come  into  that  bedroom  or  go  touch  my 
 things. You know, it was just meant to be.” 

 At  the  end  of  January  1958,  the  decision 
 was  announced  over  roast  beef  and  mugs 
 of  Dutch  beer  at  a  luncheon  at  20th  Century 
 Fox  —  Millie  Perkins,  who  at  18  had  never 

 acted  before  in  her  life,  was  going  to  star  in 
 George  Stevens’  adaptation  of  The  Diary  of 
 Anne  Frank.  Reporters  referred  to  her  as 
 “the  screen’s  new  Cinderella.”  The  headline 
 of  her  local  paper  read  “Jersey  Girl  Gets 
 Top Role!” 

 At  the  time,  Perkins  told  reporters  that  she 
 was  still  trying  to  make  sense  of  her 
 newfound  fame  and  responsibility.  “I  have 
 to  pinch  myself  sometimes  to  make  myself 
 believe it’s really me,” she said. 
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 Art 

 It was the biggest painting in the 
 world — how could it just disappear? 
 By Laurie Gwen Shapiro 

 Big. Big, big, big. 

 That’s  what  Gina  Lollobrigida  was  in  1959 
 when  she  was  the  hottest,  sexiest,  most 
 talked-about  actress  in  the  world.  That’s 
 what  the  movie  Solomon  and  Sheba  was 
 too:  a  $6  million  biblical  spectacle  directed 
 by  the  legendary  King  Vidor,  with  grandiose 
 sets,  sumptuous  costumes,  and  a 
 star-studded  cast.  United  Artists’  publicity 
 budget  alone  for  this  extravaganza  was  $2 
 million (more than $20 million today). 

 But  the  biggest  big  was  actually  an  oil 
 painting, 40 feet wide and 11 feet high. 

 On  a  bitterly  cold  day  in  mid-November 
 1959  —  before  it  wowed  the  Hollywood 
 elite,  before  it  toured  the  world,  and  before  it 
 mysteriously  vanished  —  the  largest  single 
 canvas  oil  painting  in  the  world  sat  snugly 
 behind  red  velvet  curtains  in  the  Grand 
 Ballroom  of  Chicago’s  757-room  Sherman 
 Hotel.  Clinks  of  glasses  and  murmurs  of 
 deal-making  were  heard  in  a  haze  of  cigar 
 smoke  as  models  in  clingy  outfits  inspired 
 by  the  film  mingled  with  married  men. 
 Everyone  there  agreed  that  UA’s  costume 
 designers  had  worked  hard  to  get  the  very 
 most out of the very least. 

 The  film  had  had  its  70mm  grand  premiere 
 at  the  Astoria  Theatre  in  London  on  Oct.  27, 
 and  now  the  promotional  team  had  devised 
 an  innovative  strategy  to  generate  buzz  for 

 the  American  release:  a  colossal  traveling 
 painting  that  would  be  revealed  at  the  11th 
 annual  Theater  Owners  of  America 
 convention.  Entertainment  reporters  were 
 awarded  solid  gold  Tiffany  medallions  with 
 their  names  engraved  for  “unbiased” 
 reporting.  Prior  to  the  convention,  photos 
 had  been  leaked  of  The  World’s  Most 
 Beautiful  Woman  sitting  for  the  artist  in  his 
 Greenwich Village studio. 

 The  unveiling  came  after  the  last  bite  of 
 cheesecake.  United  Artists’  46-year-old  vice 
 president  Max  Youngstein  stepped  forward 
 as  the  lights  dimmed.  This  would  be  the 
 mightiest  motion  picture  ever  made,  he 
 declared,  the  first  live-action  film  to  use 
 Super  Technirama  70,  which  would  provide 
 a  more  cinematic  experience.  Youngstein 
 pulled  a  cord  and  revealed  the  colossal 
 canvas,  a  rich  tableau  featuring  Yul  Brenner 
 as  Solomon,  the  Israelite  king,  preparing  to 
 enter  battle,  and  Gina  Lollobrigida  as  the 
 seductive  queen  Sheba,  in  a  moment  of 
 intimate  contemplation.  Applause  broke  out 
 in the room. 

 The  following  day,  the  public  was  permitted 
 into  the  hotel,  allowing  Chicagoans  to  see 
 the  canvas  before  anyone  else  in  the 
 country.  It  would  travel  around  the  U.S.  for 
 about half a year. 

 Italian  bombshell  Gina  Lollobrigida  died  this 
 month  at  95,  and  her  lusty  portrayal  of 
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 Sheba  was  forever  captured  in  the  movie 
 and  the  mural.  But  what  about  the  tortured 
 artist  who  painted  that  mural?  And  what 
 became of the mural itself? 

 How  could  the  world’s  largest  oil  painting 
 just disappear? 

 The man behind the mural 

 Symeon  Shimin  was  a  57-year-old 
 bohemian  Jewish  man  haunted  by  his  past. 
 Six  feet  tall,  lean  and  mustached,  Shimin 
 had  spent  his  early  childhood  in  the  Russian 
 city  of  Astrakhan,  a  thriving  hub  of  trade  and 
 industry  at  the  mouth  of  the  Volga  river. 
 Here,  east  met  west,  and  he  later  recalled 
 caravans  of  camels  plowing  through  the 
 streets  and  streetcars  that  ran  on  electricity. 
 The  Shimins  were  wealthy;  he  lived  in  a 
 large  three-story  European-style  house  with 
 his  grandparents,  parents,  two  younger 
 brothers,  an  infant  sister,  his  two  uncles, 
 and his family’s household staff. 

 The  early  1900s  in  Europe  were  terrifying 
 times  for  Jews,  even  those  with  money. 
 Symeon’s  father,  Nachman,  a  skilled 
 cabinetmaker  with  a  store,  used  antiques  as 
 bribes  to  protect  his  family  and  friends  from 
 conscription.  His  vzyatki  (kickbacks)  did  the 
 trick. 

 Symeon  left  his  childhood  home  for  good  at 
 the  end  of  May  1912.  After  two  weeks  of 
 cramped  train  travel  to  Latvia,  the  family 
 boarded  their  ship  with  their  steerage  class 
 tickets  at  Libau  on  the  Baltic  Sea  (now 
 Liepāja).  A  band  played  marches  as  the 
 vessel  slipped  out  onto  the  open  sea.  It  was 
 only  weeks  after  the  Titanic  crash,  and 
 onboard,  passengers  were  still  anxious  and 
 talking  about  the  disaster.  When  the  sea 
 misbehaved,  it  didn’t  help.  But  after  14 
 rough  days,  the  SS  Russia  arrived  in  New 
 York  at  5  a.m.  on  Jun.  26,  1912.  Symeon 
 and  his  family  were  greeted  by  his  uncles  — 

 jeweler  Paul  and  the  musical  Eli,  bachelors 
 who had served as the advance party. 

 The  lives  the  family  had  led  before  were 
 privileged,  but  not  anymore.  After  tickets 
 and  bribes,  all  32-year-old  Nachman  had 
 was  $150.  The  family  moved  into  a 
 miserable  Lower  East  Side  railroad  flat. 
 Nachman  Shimin  became  Nathan  Simkin, 
 and  Symeon  Shimin  became  Samuel 
 Simkin on his first day of public school. 

 Although  demoralized  and  determined  to 
 return  to  Russia,  Nachman’s  relatives  urged 
 him  to  try  a  new  career.  He  opened  a 
 delicatessen  in  Bushwick,  Brooklyn.  On  the 
 second  day  of  the  operation,  Symeon’s 
 baby  sister  Chaye  died  of  the  lingering 
 pneumonia she had contracted on the ship. 

 Symeon’s  orthodox  education  at  the  cheder 
 had  been  devoid  of  math  and  other 
 essential  skills,  and  when  he  entered  first 
 grade  at  the  age  of  10,  he  towered  over  his 
 classmates.  Bullies  in  older  grades  were 
 eager  to  humiliate  him,  but  one  teacher 
 gave  up  her  lunch  period  to  tutor  him,  and 
 because  he  was  such  a  quick  learner,  he 
 skipped five grades in one semester. 

 Instead  of  playing  a  real  instrument, 
 Symeon  carved  a  cross  between  a  violin 
 and  a  guitar  out  of  wood,  a  Frankenstein  of 
 bow  and  strings.  At  12,  he  finally  dared  to 
 tell  his  parents  he  wanted  to  study  music, 
 but  Uncle  Eli,  whom  he  idolized,  had  a  fit. 
 What  was  the  point  of  being  poor  like  him? 
 The  family  needed  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer!  His 
 parents  agreed.  The  despondent  child,  who 
 never  had  an  interest  in  art,  began  drawing 
 on  brown  paper  bags  from  the  delicatessen, 
 and  his  sophisticated  doodling  stunned  his 
 family. 

 Symeon  Shimin  abandoned  high  school  at 
 16  and  apprenticed  with  a  commercial  artist. 
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 He  received  a  scholarship  to  Cooper  Union, 
 where he studied for free. 

 While  his  family  continued  to  use  the 
 anglicized  name  Simkin,  at  21,  he  changed 
 his  name  back  to  Symeon  Shimin  to  reclaim 
 his  early  Russian-Jewish  identity.  He  used 
 art  school  connections  to  get  assignments 
 to  design  Jazz  Age  magazine  covers;  one 
 featured  a  lean-legged  lady  dancer  on  the 
 January  1929  cover  of  Vanity  Fair  just 
 months before the crash. 

 Although  he  dreamed  of  being  a  “real  artist,” 
 he  was  by  no  means  the  only  tortured  talent 
 who  relied  on  selling  commercial  art  to 
 make  ends  meet.  Dutch  stowaway  Willem 
 de  Kooning  also  trained  as  a  commercial 
 artist  and  worked  as  a  billboard  painter  and 
 illustrator.  Mark  Rothko  began  commercially 
 too. 

 Shimin  befriended  the  titans  of  20th-century 
 American  art,  frolicking  on  the  beach  at 
 Amagansett  with  the  likes  of  Willem  and 
 Elaine  de  Kooning.  At  the  same  time,  he 
 forged  close  relationships  with  three 
 frequently  forgotten  Jewish  brothers, 
 Raphael,  Isaac,  and  Moses  Soyer,  whose 
 realistic work better matched Shimin’s own. 

 During  the  late  1930s,  he  painted  the 
 stirring  mural  Contemporary  Justice  and  the 
 Child  for  the  U.S.  Department  of  Justice 
 building  in  Washington,  D.C.  This  work  was 
 commissioned  by  the  Public  Works  Art 
 Project  and  can  be  seen  today  on  the  third 
 floor, behind the Great Hall. 

 Though  he  was  a  lifelong  pacifist,  when  he 
 was  asked  to  do  recruitment  and  war  bond 
 posters  during  World  War  II,  he  obliged, 
 particularly  since  Eleanor  Roosevelt  was 
 involved. 

 But  mural  commissions  and  government 
 work  weren’t  enough,  and  he  had  to 

 continue  to  rely  on  his  commercial  skills, 
 even  producing  perhaps  the  most  iconic  film 
 poster  for  Gone  With  the  Wind.  During  one 
 miserable  stint  in  the  early  1940s,  he 
 worked  as  Howard  Hughes’  personal  artist 
 and  soon  learned  that  Hughes  always 
 wanted  more  cleavage  in  his  work.  As  a 
 result,  he  routinely  painted  two  paintings  for 
 his  eccentric  boss.  If  Hughes  didn’t  like  the 
 first  one,  Shimin  would  whip  out  a  second 
 painting with more boob. 

 But  when  Hughes  asked  him  to  do  some 
 private  pornography,  Shimin  had  enough 
 and  returned  to  freelancing  film  posters.  He 
 quickly  became  one  of  the  country’s 
 highest-paid  artists,  but  the  fact  that  his 
 money  came  from  film  posters,  while  his 
 formerly  broke  old  drinking  buddies  were 
 commanding  top  fees  at  galleries  like  Betty 
 Parsons,  Sidney  Janis,  and  Art  of  This 
 Century, shamed him. 

 The artist confronts a dilemma 

 By  1959,  Shimin  faced  an  artistic  dilemma 
 that  came  in  the  form  of  two  phone  calls.  In 
 one,  the  Whitney  Museum  called  asking  if 
 they  could  display  a  current  work  in 
 progress,  The  Pack  (1959),  for  their  Annual 
 Exhibition  of  American  Art.  The  oil  painting 
 was  based  on  his  experiences  of  being 
 attacked  by  a  pack  of  thugs  on  a  New  York 
 street  after  intervening  in  a  helpless  boy’s 
 defense.  Somewhere  between  abstract  and 
 realist,  entangled  figures  appear  to  be 
 metamorphosing into hyenas and jackals. 

 The  second  call  came  from  United  Artists 
 offering  an  enormous  commission  for  a 
 mural  for  their  upcoming  blockbuster 
 Solomon  and  Sheba  and  the  poster  for  the 
 movie. 

 Much  of  the  film  had  been  shot  in  Spain  in 
 1958,  but  the  original  actor  playing  King 
 Solomon,  44-year-old  heartthrob  Tyrone 
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 Power,  had  a  heart  attack  after  a  Nov.  10 
 dueling  scene  and  died  five  days  later.  Now, 
 the  studio  had  decided  to  reshoot  the  movie 
 with  Yul  Brynner  at  the  cost  of  an  additional 
 $2  million,  and  a  sizable  portion  of  that 
 budget would flow directly to Shimin. 

 This  news  wowed  Shimin’s  new  bride,  Rosa 
 Rosenblatt,  a  35-year-old  newly  divorced 
 copy  editor.  Yes,  she  wanted  to  encourage 
 his  art,  but  he  owed  alimony  to  two  other 
 wives,  didn’t  he?  He  decided  to  accept  the 
 commission  and  also  finish  his  work  for  the 
 Whitney. 

 After  buying  the  largest  available  piece  of 
 blank  canvas  available  in  the  world,  he 
 assembled  a  team  of  five  assistants  to  help 
 him  with  background  and  fill-in  work.  He 
 also  hired  10  live  models.  In  a  manner 
 reminiscent  of  the  Renaissance,  Shimin  and 
 his  team  clocked  over  4,000  hours. 
 Reportedly,  he  worked  for  145  days,  using 
 472  brushes,  as  well  as  215  pounds  of 
 paint.  Shimin  worked  16-hour  days  to 
 complete  the  painting  in  time  for  its  tour,  as 
 he  was  desperate  to  return  to  his  “serious” 
 art. 

 By  Oct.  4,  1959,  the  mural  was  nearly 
 finished.  That’s  the  day  when  32-year-old 
 Gina  Lollobrigida  and  her  posse  came  to 
 Shimin’s  West  11th  Street  studio,  wearing  a 
 flowing  pearly  pink  day  dress  tight  at  the 
 bosom,  a  glamour  girl’s  civilian  attire.  The 
 57-year-old  Shimin  posed  theatrically  over 
 the  actress  with  a  palette  and  easel.  “I  used 
 some  of  the  script  and  some  still  shots  for 
 ideas,” he told a reporter. 

 There  was  still,  however,  the  question  of 
 how  to  get  the  mural  out  of  his  studio.  On 
 Nov.  7,  the  artist  seemed  near  tears;  ten 
 teamsters  had  arrived  at  his  Greenwich 
 Village  studio,  but  they  couldn’t  get  the 
 mural,  rolled  up  and  tucked  in  an  enormous 
 crate,  out  the  door.  As  was  the  case  with 

 some  of  the  giant  abstract  paintings  of  the 
 day,  the  only  way  out  was  through  the 
 window.  The  mural  was  swung  from  the 
 second-story  window  and  lowered  in  a  sling 
 of ropes to a truck. 

 With  the  mural  out  of  the  way,  Shimin  went 
 back  to  work  on  his  painting  for  his 
 upcoming  Whitney  show,  where  his  work 
 would  be  shown  in  December  alongside  that 
 of  Edward  Hopper,  de  Kooning,  Joan 
 Mitchell,  Georgia  O’Keeffe  and  Jasper 
 Johns. 

 Meanwhile,  the  giant  mural  was  on  its  way 
 to  Chicago  for  the  TOA  trade  show  with  a 
 quarter-million-dollar  insurance  policy.  With 
 two  armored  guards  by  its  side,  the  canvas, 
 along  with  its  case,  weighed  half  a  ton.  After 
 Chicago,  it  would  embark  on  a  tour  of  other 
 cities,  including  Boston’s  South  Station, 
 Philadelphia’s  30th  Street  Station,  and 
 Pittsburgh’s  Alcoa  Building  lobby,  before 
 arriving  at  New  York  City’s  Penn  Station  on 
 Dec.  2.  It  was  displayed  on  the  newly 
 renovated  Long  Island  Railroad  level,  where 
 it  was  seen  by  1  million  commuters.  Since 
 the  mural  was  too  heavy  to  hang,  it  was 
 placed on a platform adjacent to the clock. 

 Viewers  stared  in  amazement.  Al  Bauer,  a 
 construction  worker  from  North  Merrick,  and 
 Mitch  Cotton,  a  salesman  from  Syosset, 
 said  they  wished  they  could  take  the  mural 
 home.  A  roving  reporter  spotted  veteran 
 Knicks  player  Ernie  Vandeweghe,  who 
 expressed  surprise  at  seeing  Yul  Brynner’s 
 arms  around  an  eight-foot-tall  Lollo.  “For 
 that,  they  blew  the  whistle  in  our  league,”  he 
 said. 

 “Choice  Italian  Dish  Dominates  the  Station” 
 was  the  headline  of  New  York’s  Weekend 
 Sun. 

 Following  its  Christmas  debut  in  New  York, 
 Shimin’s  painting  toured  smaller  American 
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 markets  and  Canada  up  until  spring  1960. 
 Though  it  would  later  be  included  in  the 
 1978  book  The  Fifty  Worst  Films  of  All  Time, 
 Solomon  and  Sheba  grossed  over  $12.2 
 million, thanks in large part to Lollo. 

 Gina  was  ecstatic  about  her  payout.  And, 
 given  his  alimony  bills,  so  was  Shimin.  Like 
 many  enmeshed  in  Hollywood,  he  hated  the 
 work but loved the money. 

 Soon,  though,  with  the  rise  of  television,  big 
 money  for  film  promotion  dried  up.  Shimin 
 soon  became  desperate  for  work,  and 
 friends  connected  him  to  book  projects  that 
 paid  him  enough  to  live  on.  And  illustrating 
 children’s  literature  did  not  offend  him  in  the 
 same way as painting va-va-voom. 

 During  this  time,  Symeon  became  a  father 
 again.  Toby  Shimin,  Symeon’s  second 
 daughter  from  his  third  marriage, 
 remembers  him  as  an  older  parent  smelling 
 of  turpentine.  He  was  always  in  jeans,  black 
 turtlenecks, and corduroy. 

 Tonia  Shimin,  his  older  daughter,  a  dance 
 professor,  recalls  much  more,  including  the 
 ugliness  of  the  earlier  divorce.  Despite 
 being  18  years  apart,  the  half-sisters  have 
 always  gotten  along  well.  In  separate  phone 
 interviews  on  different  coasts,  they 
 described  their  father  as  warm  with  a 
 magnetic  personality  —  and  a  ladies’  man. 
 (When  he  was  in  his  80s,  he  had  a  girlfriend 
 in her 30s.) 

 Though  he  never  became  a  household 
 name  as  a  “serious  artist  in  museums,”  he 
 illustrated  57  children’s  books,  and  won  two 
 prestigious  Christopher  Awards,  for  work 
 exemplifying the “highest human spirit.” 

 Despite  plans  in  his  eighth  decade  for 
 another  serious  painting  themed  on 
 liberation,  Shimin  died  of  cancer  in  1984  at 
 82.  After  the  funeral,  his  daughters  sorted 

 through  his  belongings  and  surviving 
 artwork, which did not include the mural. 

 And then it vanished 

 Years  ago,  Toby  Shimin,  a  film  editor  I  knew 
 from  the  documentary  world,  told  me  about 
 the  World’s  Largest  Oil  Painting,  but  she 
 didn’t  tell  me  the  whole  story  about  it  until 
 now, after Gina Lollobrigida’s death. 

 In  1960,  the  painting  was  rolled  one  last 
 time  over  a  steel  tube,  then  encased  in  a 
 larger,  unique  three-quarters-inch-thick 
 plywood  tube  with  a  collapsible  metal 
 framework,  all  contained  within  an 
 enormous plywood crate. 

 Did  the  artist  know  the  painting’s 
 whereabouts  after  that?  Did  he  even  know 
 where  it  was  stashed?  From  1960  until 
 1983,  Shimin’s  mural  was  likely  on  the 
 property  of  United  Artists,  who  sold  their 
 company  to  MGM  in  1981.  But  that’s  just  a 
 guess.  Even  though  his  daughters  have 
 some  of  his  finest  paintings  and  an  archive 
 holds  his  children’s  book  artwork,  no  one  in 
 the family knew where the mural was. 

 In  early  2019,  Shimin’s  grandson  Shamus 
 Donlon  was  internet  surfing  when  he 
 discovered  a  picture  of  the  mural  hanging  in 
 the  Detour  Gallery,  a  contemporary  art 
 gallery  in  Red  Bank,  New  Jersey.  But  the 
 photos  had  been  taken  a  few  weeks  earlier, 
 the  mural  had  been  put  back  into  storage, 
 and  the  owner  was  overseas.  Tonia  Shimin, 
 his  mother,  wanted  to  include  the  mural  in  a 
 coffee  table  work,  The  Art  of  Symeon 
 Shimin.  The  gallery  assistant  provided  some 
 excellent  photos  of  the  mural,  but  it  was 
 different from seeing it in person. 

 Was  it  doomed  to  remain  in  storage 
 indefinitely? And where was it now? 

 How  the  World  Tour  stopped  in  New 
 Jersey 
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 Turns  out  that  Solomon  and  Sheba  are  alive 
 and well, and living in a crate in New Jersey. 

 I  got  a  call  back  this  week  from  Kenny 
 Schwartz,  71,  who  owns  the  Detour  Gallery. 
 “When  you  grow  up  in  pain,”  he  told  me 
 over  the  phone  while  he  was  driving  home 
 on  the  New  Jersey  Turnpike,  “you  find  relief 
 in  acquiring  things  and  opening  boxes.  I 
 used  to  own  a  Jeep  dealership  and  now 
 own  several  restaurants.  I’m  a  fucking  nut,  a 
 compulsive  entrepreneur.  There’s  so  much 
 stuff  I’ve  collected  over  the  years.  Some  of  it 
 is  on  the  wall,  and  the  pricey  stuff  is  in  the 
 vault.  I  got  a  Mary  Cassatt,  early  Basquiat 
 work,  and  what  I  think  is  the  biggest 
 collection of letters written by Billie Holiday.” 

 Gallery  owner  Kenny  Schwartz  acquired  the  mural  in  the 
 1980s.  Courtesy of Laurie Gwen Shapiro 

 I  laughed  when  he  told  me  he  had  Lex 
 Luthor’s  dystopian  paintings  from  one  of  the 
 Batman  movies  in  storage.  “When  I  bought 
 those,  I  was  on  a  collecting  high,”  he  said  in 
 his  thick  Brooklyn  accent.  “I’m  sure  they’re 
 somewhere.  Searching  through  all  6,000 
 artworks  would  take  a  long  time.  I  may  even 
 have some Shimin paintings I got on eBay.” 

 Could  he  recall  the  day  he  bought  the 
 mural? 

 Yes and no. 

 “It  was  40  years  ago,  probably  around 
 1983,”  he  said.  “Everything  before  I  got 
 clean  from  drugs  and  alcohol  in  1987  is 
 fuzzy.  Man,  I  was  so  fucked  up  on 
 something  that  day,  who  knows  what,  and  I 
 was  a  compulsive  buyer  at  an  auction.  I 
 peeked  at  this  crazy  crate  and  rolled  out  a 
 bit  of  mural,  just  a  few  inches.  Whatever  it 
 was,  it  was  interesting,  and  I  wanted  it  and 
 didn’t  want  to  draw  attention  to  it  and  have 
 other  buyers  interested.  I  was  the  only  one 
 bidding  on  it,  and  then  I  worried  about  how 
 the  hell  I  would  get  the  thing  home.  Even 
 though  I  was  drinking,  stoned,  or  possibly 
 both,  I  called  for  a  flatbed  at  the  closest  gas 
 station.  After  I  got  it  home,  I  stored  it  for 
 decades,  never  hanging  it  until  2012  for  a 
 few  weeks  in  Neptune,  New  Jersey.”  This 
 was  in  another  one  of  his  “crazy”  spaces 
 called  American  Antiques  Company.  It  was 
 briefly  hung  again  in  his  gallery  in  Red  Bank 
 in 2017. 

 Schwartz  said  he  keeps  the  mural  in  its 
 crate  in  his  gallery  and  covers  it  with 
 marble.  “It’s  our  coffee  table!”  Last  month, 
 when  he  read  about  Gina  Lollobrigida’s 
 death,  the  fact  that  he  owned  a  mural  with 
 an eight-foot Gina didn’t even occur to him. 

 Schwartz  also  told  me  he  believed  this 
 painting  deserves  to  be  seen  by  many 
 people  —  maybe  in  an  offshoot  of  Detour 
 Gallery  that  he  plans  to  open  next  year  in 
 Chelsea. 

 “I  think  I  need  a  space  with  walls  tall  enough 
 to  hang  the  mural,”  he  said.  “What  do  you 
 think?” 

 So  yes,  God  willing,  it  seems  Gina 
 Lollobrigida  will  take  a  final  bow!  And 
 perhaps,  though  Symeon  Shimin  might  be 
 appalled  to  be  remembered  by  a  crass 
 promotional  stunt,  it  will  finally  draw  more 
 attention to his beloved serious art. 
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 Music 

 How one of the giants of jazz composed 
 a hymn for Black-Jewish unity 

 By PJ Grisar 

 Shortly  after  Martin  Luther  King,  Jr.  was 
 assassinated  in  1968,  Dave  and  Iola 
 Brubeck  hosted  four  rabbis  at  their  home  in 
 Connecticut  to  discuss  a  new  classical 
 work. 

 The  idea  was  to  connect  the  Black 
 American  and  Jewish  experience  at  a 
 moment  when  the  groups’  historic  coalition 
 was  showing  signs  of  fraying.  Brubeck,  a 
 celebrated  jazz  pianist  and  composer 
 known  for  his  hits  “Take  Five”  and  “Blue 
 Rondo  a  La  Turk,”  wasn’t  Black  or  Jewish. 
 He  took  the  job  anyway  and,  in  1969,  The 
 Gates  of  Justice,  a  blend  of  gospel, 
 cantorial  motifs  and  jazz  improvisation, 
 drawing  from  biblical  texts  and  the  words  of 
 Dr.  King,  debuted  at  the  Rockdale  Temple  in 
 Cincinnati. 

 The  work,  which  incorporates  a  choir,  two 
 soloists,  a  jazz  trio  and  brass  ensemble,  has 
 been  performed  just  over  100  times,  but  not 
 always  as  ambitiously  as  Brubeck  intended. 
 Even  in  the  2001  recording  for  the  Milken 
 Archive,  which  preserves  recordings  of 
 music  related  to  the  American  Jewish 
 experience,  the  opening  calls  of  the  shofar 
 were played by a French horn. 

 “Sometimes  there’d  be  a  great  shofar  player 
 that  you  could  trust,”  Brubeck,  who  kept 
 multiple  shofars  in  his  basement,  said  in  a 
 2003  interview  with  the  Milken  Archive.  “Not 
 too often.” 

 On  Feb.  26,  at  UCLA,  audiences  will  hear  a 
 trumpet  major  play  the  shofar  blast  as  part 
 of  a  three-day  event  coordinated  by  the 
 Herb  Alpert  School  of  Music  and  the  Lowell 
 Milken  Center  for  Music  of  American  Jewish 
 Experience.  Brubeck’s  cantata  will  be  heard 
 alongside  world  premieres  meditating  on 
 themes  of  racial  justice;  it  will  bookend  a 
 day-long  conference  about  racial  justice.  In 
 a  first,  Brubeck’s  three  sons  will  make  up 
 the  jazz  trio  and  the  music  will  be  brought  to 
 Holman United Methodist, a Black church. 

 Mark  Kligman,  director  of  the  Milken  Center, 
 had  been  meaning  to  perform  Gates  of 
 Justice  as  early  as  2020,  Brubeck’s 
 centennial  (he  died  in  2012  at  the  age  of 
 91).  The  pandemic  delayed  the 
 presentation,  but  Kligman  finds  the 
 material’s  call  for  Black  and  Jewish  unity 
 even more relevant now. 

 “Whenever  we  see  in  the  news  on  a  daily 
 basis,  these  horrific,  antisemitic,  anti-Black, 
 highly  discriminatory,  racist  comments,  it’s 
 hard  not  to  do  anything  related  to  it,” 
 Kligman  said.  “A  work  like  this  gets  us  to 
 that  profound  level  to  really  evaluate  who 
 we  are  as  human  beings  to  really  make  a 
 difference.” 

 Brubeck  described  the  intricate  structure  of 
 Gates  of  Justice  as  “a  bridge,”  with  three 
 related  choral  pieces,  drawing  its  text  from 
 the Union Prayer Book and Psalms. 
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 Anchoring  the  sections  are  two  voices,  a 
 cantor,  who  sings  the  prophetic,  melismatic 
 tenor  parts,  and  a  Black  baritone,  imagined 
 as  “the  newly  awakened  conscience  of 
 modern man.” 

 Phillip  Bullock,  who  will  sing  the  baritone 
 part,  said  his  research  for  the  piece  has 
 helped  him  to  make  connections  between 
 the  Black  and  Jewish  experience  in 
 America. 

 “I’ve  often  noticed  that,  for  a  lot  of  Black 
 communities,  it’s  very  common  that  you 
 hear  references  to  previous  struggles  and 
 how  they  mirror  almost  identically  things 
 that  are  happening  now,”  Bullock  said  in  a 
 phone  call  from  LA.  “It’s  also  interesting  to 
 me  listening  to  some  older  people  in  Jewish 
 communities  speaking  in  a  very  similar  way. 
 Hearing  antisemitism  now,  but  then 
 connecting  it  very  quickly  to  things  that 
 happened  10  years  ago,  or  50  years  ago,  or 
 100 years ago.” 

 Azi  Schwartz,  cantor  at  Park  Avenue 
 Synagogue,  sees  Brubeck’s  cantata  as  an 
 extension  of  his  interfaith  work,  and 
 surprisingly  accomplished  in  its 
 encapsulation  of  cantorial  motifs.  What 
 struck  him  as  different  was  the  text  he’s 
 singing,  and  its  prophetic  weight.  Instead  of 
 the  usual  liturgy  cantors  have  in  their 
 repertoire,  Brubeck,  guided  by  Rabbi 
 Charles  Mintz,  who  commissioned  the  work, 
 drew  from  Solomon’s  dedication  of  the 
 Temple  from  the  Book  of  Kings,  which 
 suggests  the  hope  to  start  something  new 
 on old foundations. 

 “He  wrote  it  in  the  ’60s,  but  there  is  a  reason 
 why  it’s  still  very  much  relevant,  and  it’s 
 actually  relevant  more  than  ever,”  Schwartz 
 said.  “My  hope  is  that  there  are  more  love 
 stories  that  are  created  between  people 
 who  say,  ‘I  never  thought  that  this  is  how  it 

 is.  I  never  really  understood  your  community 
 and  what  you’re  going  through  every  day 
 and your struggles and your triumphs.” 

 Brubeck’s  work  shows  its  age  in 
 establishing  a  clear  binary  between  Black 
 and  Jewish,  at  a  time  when  a  growing 
 number  of  American  Jews  are  people  of 
 color.  The  programmers  acknowledged  this, 
 but  emphasized  that  their  goal  in  this 
 performance  wasn’t  Jewish  diversity,  but 
 Black inclusion. 

 “This  was  commissioned  by  a  Jewish 
 organization,”  Jeff  Janeczko,  curator  of  the 
 Milken  Archive,  said  of  the  piece.  “It  doesn’t 
 seem  to  have  involved  a  large  segment  of 
 the  African  American  population.  So  we 
 thought we wanted to really do that.” 

 The  performance  is  drawing  from  within  the 
 greater  community  of  Los  Angeles, 
 including  the  professional  choir  Tonality, 
 UCLA  students,  members  of  local 
 synagogues  and  Black  singers  in  the  choir. 
 Tonality  will  also  sing  contemporary 
 compositions,  like  Gerald  Cohen’s  I  felt  my 
 legs  were  praying,  which  includes  Hebrew 
 and  quotes  from  Abraham  Joshua  Heschel, 
 and  Jared  Jenkins’  Democracy,  with  text  by 
 Langston Hughes. 

 Tonality’s  founder  and  conductor,  Alexander 
 Lloyd  Blake,  said  Brubeck’s  piece  is  a 
 unique  opportunity  to  showcase  the  range 
 of  his  choir  —  who  can  sing  R&B,  jazz  and 
 classical  music  —  all  in  one  work.  He  also 
 sees  it  fitting  well  with  Tonality’s  mission  to 
 activate people to make change. 

 “What  I  have  really  loved  about  pieces  like 
 this  is  that  it  allows  us  to  really,  I  think, 
 engage  realistically  with  what’s  happening,” 
 he  said.  “You  can’t  really  sing  about  beauty 
 and  peace  if  you’re  not  singing  about  war 
 and  divisiveness  and  hate.  In  the  piece  we 
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 are  asked  as  artists  and  singers  to  embody 
 both of those extremes.” 

 A  striking  moment  in  the  piece  in  the  fifth 
 movement,  “Lord,  Lord,”  was  originally  a 
 standalone  composition.  In  it,  the  choir 
 shouts  racial  epithets,  which,  conductor 
 Neal  Stulberg  says,  will  be  altered  to  a  more 
 universal  “language  of  the  mob”  for  our 
 current moment. 

 Following  the  anti-Jewish  and  anti-Black 
 outbursts,  which  interrupt  a  haunting,  quiet 
 melody,  the  baritone  sings  “Lord,  when  will 
 the  ill  wind  change?  We’re  all  just  little 
 children  crying  in  a  world  of  hate  for  love, 
 and still we wait for love, and still we wait!” 

 “My  dad  felt  like  it  really  was  at  the  core 
 heart  of  the  dramatic  curve  of  The  Gates  of 
 Justice,”  said  Chris  Brubeck,  who 
 accompanied  his  father  on  bass  for  a 
 number  of  performances.  In  its  place  in  the 
 cantata,  “Lord,  Lord”  brings  the  Psalmist’s 
 lofty  words,  pleading  for  God  to  open  the 
 gates of justice, down to a place of real hurt. 

 Chris  Brubeck  said  that  his  father’s  deep 
 concerns  for  civil  rights  followed  him  his 
 entire  life.  While  in  the  Army  during  the 
 Battle  of  the  Bulge,  Brubeck  was  spared 
 combat  for  his  musical  skills,  and  helped 
 form  an  integrated  band  called  the  Wolf 
 Pack. 

 When  the  bass  player  in  Brubeck’s  quartet, 
 Eugene  Wright,  who  was  Black,  wasn’t 
 allowed  to  play  most  of  the  shows  in  their 
 tour  of  the  South,  they  canceled  23  out  of 
 25  performances.  Brubeck  studied 
 composition  under  Darius  Milhaud,  a 
 French-Jewish  refugee  and  the  namesake 
 of Brubeck’s eldest son. 

 Chris  Brubeck,  who  is  bringing  his  father’s 
 shofars  to  be  used  in  the  performance,  is 

 excited  to  find  new  places  to  improvise  with 
 his  brothers,  and  to  see  how  an  audience 
 will receive the composition now. 

 “Are  they  gonna  say,  ‘Well,  it’s  just  a 
 historical  piece,  it’s  a  museum  piece,  you 
 might  as  well  be  doing  the  Nutcracker?’  Or 
 someone  will  say  ‘Wow,  that’s  surprisingly 
 on  target’  or  ‘Oh  my  God,  this  is  still  totally 
 relevant.  I  thought  we  had  changed  for  the 
 better.’” 

 Chris  Brubeck,  a  composer  and  musician, 
 said  he  loved  the  “naiveté  and  sincerity”  of 
 his  father’s  music  —  the  insistence  that, 
 wherever  possible,  the  baritone  for  Gates  of 
 Justice,  a  Jewish  commission  that  debuted 
 at  Jewish  venues,  be  Black,  and  his 
 conviction  that  music  can  actually  change 
 hearts and minds. 

 After  his  father  died  in  2012,  Brubeck 
 recalled  a  moment  where  the  Brubeck 
 Brothers  Quartet  played  his  mass,  To  Hope, 
 at the Detroit Jazz Festival. 

 “I  looked  at  the  sky,  and  the  clouds  were 
 just  rolling  by,  and  I  know  it’s  corny  as  hell, 
 but  it  just  really  had  this  feeling  that  Dave 
 was  lying  on  top  of  the  piano  in  a  cloud,  on 
 his  elbow  and  watching  from  above,” 
 Brubeck  said.  “This  great  feeling  he  had  for 
 humanity  and  mankind  and  the  greatest 
 higher  aspirations  of  the  thoughts  that  are  in 
 the  Bible  were  being  projected  all  over 
 downtown Detroit with a great celebration.” 

 “I  always  think  that  God  probably  thought 
 what  he  was  getting  when  he  created 
 mankind  was  that  kind  of  vibe:  a  great 
 concert,  people  gathered  to  love  music, 
 instead  of  all  the  other  crap  that  he  got.  And 
 that’s  what’s  so  beautiful  about  music:  It 
 helps  affirm  —  nevermind  the  notes  —  the 
 possibility  of  who  we  are  as  humanity,  what 
 we can do.” 
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