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I was born in Jerusalem; I'm Jewish and proud of it. As much as Jewishness, I mean belonging to a people and its perpetual existence on this earth, is of vital importance to me, Judaism, its shortcomings and above all, its extremisms, which today are taking on unimaginable and uncontrollable forms and proportions, are dangerous to all Jews and non-Jews throughout the world. One of the most harmful aspects of Judaism is its orthodoxy due to its immense influence in Israel and the US.

The reader can rest assured that the lines that follow have a single aim: to highlight a disease, a cancer, that has phagocytised the Jewish people and is using its life force for its ends. The sect is causing psychological disasters, spiritual deaths, human tragedies, drama and damage throughout the world. It also endangers millions of people, and today seems to be above suspicion. Yet the sect is one of the leading causes of the hatred that Jewish people are continually the target of. Everything you are about to read is the fruit of my personal experience, and I have added references so that no doubt remains. If my words and my good faith would not be sufficient in your eyes, you are entirely free to consult and verify them. Many of these "religious" works I refer to are available online.

Now that that's out of the way, here's part of my story, from the day it all began to the day I wrote the first lines, from 18 to 33 (I wrote the first draft at 33 and finished the chapter in a hurry at 39, running from one village to another in Sri Lanka, after several years of harassment throughout the world by several secret agencies).
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I was eighteen years old, spending my days at school, in my junior year of high school in economic and social sciences, but I had no experience in any field, no tools in my hand, and I still ignored that my pen could do more than a nuclear bomb. I was searching for the divine. I had an immeasurable thirst for spirituality, accompanied by a fundamental and necessary search, that of a father. Mine hadn't been at home since my parents divorced when I was ten. My father-in-law accepted to be a faithful friend, a confidant and a good adviser but refused to take the seat and the burden of paternal authority that went with it. The father figure remained absent from my life, and I developed without it. 

The first days of the Jewish New Year were beginning, and at my mother's request, I dressed up, put on perfume and went to the synagogue to pray. I didn't show much interest in religious practice at the time, and I refused any exhortation or psychological pressure. After the prayer and the good wishes for material prosperity, which are, incidentally, the most desired and sought-after, I headed for the road home. Halfway along, a man dressed in a black suit, black hat, white shirt and beard called out to me. When I saw him, I immediately recognised that he belonged to Jewish Orthodoxy. I had no prejudices then; I knew nothing about their battles or purpose; I just considered that they were more observant and rigorous. He lived a few steps from me, and we got to know each other as we walked towards our homes. He was four or five years older than me, and his life was so different from mine that I was amazed by what he told me. In France, well before he came of age, in his teens, he left the family home for a religious boarding school, a centre for religious studies where only the laws of Judaism were taught. History, geography, mathematics, biology, French - though it was his mother tongue, the language of his culture, his homeland, and his parents - he knew absolutely nothing about it and was not accountable to anyone. He lived a stone's throw from me and had a completely different rhythm from mine, from my school routines. Before going home, he came to my house, and when he arrived at the table amid my family, he was invited to say the prayer over the wine and bread. So many compliments and so many good wishes were expressed that day. All my family members showed him signs of respect and kindness; I had made a new friend, and I was delighted. 

About ten days later, he came back to my house after Shabbat prayers and asked my mother's permission for me to spend the following Jewish holidays in New York. Yes, his master, his rabbi, 'the rabbi' as he called him, had his headquarters in Brooklyn, New York, and I was invited to spend the next few festive days there. What a surprise! Me? Really?  Going to New York, leaving my grey and lost Parisian suburb for this extraordinary city of all dreams and achievements. Yes, it was real; my friend had arranged everything, I had a bed in a guest room waiting for me for ten days, and the hosts offered festive meals. What better could I have hoped for? My mother paid for the flight ticket despite her difficulties; she put money in my pocket and sent me to a community, a movement respected by everyone. No Jew in the world was unaware of who this man was, this rabbi, this figure, his celebrity knew no bounds; the people around me spoke of him as a living person, a superhuman, a legend. For my part, I only knew his name and some of the miracles that surrounded him. 

When I got there, in the grand central hall of the synagogue, I saw an assembly of thousands of men dressed in black, like their master. There were so many of them that they were standing on chairs, the high walls were black too, it was as if one person had been multiplied into thousands, it was striking! I was bewildered; all they could talk about was him; it was 'the rabbi' here, 'the rabbi' there; he wasn't alive; this man had died a decade earlier, and his tomb was a daily pilgrimage for the movement he had inherited and taken over in 1951. In the large synagogue to my left, huge framed photos of him hung on the walls; they were on sale along with other books and religious items. A huge slogan hung on one of the walls, which was also their chorus, their leitmotiv, their mantra, their war cry, the one that all the men, women and children of this sect repeated all day long, after every prayer, raising their clenched fists to the sky as a sign of battle: 

“Long Live our Master, our Teacher, and our Rabbi, King Messiah, Forever.” 

They wore Kippot on their heads with their war cry written on them. Beyond the doors of this temple devoted to the worship of God through a man, outside, a few metres away, a whole business of suits, hats, shoes, shirts, religious belts, coats, and jackets had been created around his personality, his movement, the brands he had distinguished from the others, his tastes acted as custom or should I say law. They dressed like him, wore the same silk garment and the same silk belt as him, wore the same type of hat, ate and drank, or, conversely, restricted or deprived themselves, depending on the days of the past events in the life of the master and his predecessors. 

The master's habits were practised day and night, from the cradle to the grave, by all his subjects, or should I call them as they considered themselves, in their own words, “soldiers of the rabbi”​[1]. Their master had added his wishes, explanations, imposing figure, personality, mark and those of his Hassidic orthodox predecessors to the teachings of the Bible and the practices of Judaism. All this formed more than an identity, a mark circumscribed to a place or a belief; he had become THE leader, the one who possessed the “global soul” or “collective soul”​[2], the source from which all the others were emanations, “The Moses”​[3], the leader of the generation and the Jews came to honour him, to ask him questions, he corresponded in writing with Jews from all over the world, and many of them accepted his place as undisputed king. In his own words, he called himself the leader of the generation to express that he was king in the spiritual and religious domains, which are related to the material domains, and that, consequently, everyone owed him allegiance. After his death, his old daily speeches became objects of study. Every day of the year, they had to study his teachings and the customs he had attached to them. 

Unfortunately, at eighteen, that's not what I saw or recognised; it did not wrinkle my nose, and I didn't say to myself, "Hey, there's something wrong here!" I was a child in the lion's den, blinded by my emotions and perpetual search for a spiritual path and guide. I saw joy, I saw the figure of a father, I saw a protector, I saw a scholar, a religious and spiritual master whose knowledge was
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