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I recently wrote an article for The Jewish Advocate titled “Judaism is your essence,” trying to 

persuade the reader that a Jew should choose Jewish activities and Jewish expression over 

secular interests. One of my arguments was that nothing is more important than a Jew’s 3,000-

year-old inheritance of Judaism; a family heirloom is treasured far above that of politics or art, 

for example. 

 

A friend responded with constructive criticism: “You’re not going to win over people by laying a 

guilt trip on them about having to carry on a 3,000-year-old tradition, especially today’s young 

people who are more than half a century removed from the Holocaust.” 

 

The more I think about my friend’s response, the sadder I become. It profoundly troubles me, to 

say the least, that any Jew would feel “removed” from the Holocaust. A Jew’s perspective should 

be such that h/she is never removed from our past: We are all embodiments of the Holocaust, 

pogroms, inquisition, etc., and the Egyptian slavery itself. Every year at Seders, we are adjured 

not to remember the exodus as an ancient tale, but to relive it. My friend’s statement really 

disturbs me. 

 

If there really is a Jew out there who feels removed from his Jewish history or removed from 

Judaism as life’s central focus, or feels that Judaism is nice but not necessarily pertinent, I feel 

obligated to respond. My above-referenced article spoke not only of Judaism’s historical 

relevancy, but also of the depths of one’s spirituality and G-dly connection. My fellow Jew, if I 

can’t appeal to you with an all-encompassing spiritual or historical perspective, I still feel 

obligated to answer my friend’s question to an even further extent. 

 

I’m only left with my personal experience of Judaism, and I’m about to open myself up to you 

with very sensitive and personal details about my life, but I feel it’s my last resort. If there is one 

Jew who after reading my words will even contemplate a tiny bit more about his or her Jewish 

connectivity, then my words will not have been in vain. 

 

I’m not trying to win your pity or say I’ve had a rougher life than someone else. Thank G-d, I in 

fact have always had a loving and privileged life. Yet no one is immune to life’s bumps, me 

included. In my 34 years, I’ve lived through several bouts of depression (my first beginning in 

high school), a mental disorder, a son who has special needs, and a casualty of today’s economy. 

I argue with G-d. When the Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur prayerbook reads, “You, G-d, have 

acted justly in all that has happened to me,” it’s hard for me to accept. 

 

I can’t tell you that there are any particular Jewish texts that comfort me. I can’t tell you that a 

certain chapter of Psalms helps me through life, or that my tallis always enwraps me during 

times of trouble, or that I always feel my Tefillin protect me. In childhood, I can’t tell you that 



Sunday School was particularly fulfilling, and I’d be lying if I told you Judaism was always 

more important to me than soccer. 

 

What I can tell you is that inevitably, Judaism has always and continues to play an essential role 

in the healing process. My first depression was cured by a trip to Israel, which was initially 

prompted by my parents and their “conspirator,” the rabbi. 

 

My battle with a mental disorder and another bout of depression during college were treated 

largely by secular therapists and a psychiatric hospital. These issues resulted in my dropping out 

of my first university and attending a much smaller college closer to home, a college where I 

thrived and lived some of the happiest years of my life. Ironically, it was at a Catholic university 

but nonetheless back in my hometown, during which time I became more steeped in Jewish 

tradition thanks to my Chabad cousin, someone whom I almost never spoke with, yet who by 

divine providence “happened upon” at a Jewish Community Center. 

 

Thanks to a former Sunday School teacher, during high school I was introduced to a camp 

director, who ran a secular day camp, literally across the street from my home. I flourished as a 

camp counselor, and followed the camp when it merged with a Jewish camp – and I emphasize 

“Jewish.” I spent many summers under the camp director’s tutelage and later became a counselor 

at another out-of-state Jewish overnight camp. Like Israel, camp was a respite and a healing 

power from high school and college woes, especially that of my first university. By virtue of the 

camp’s being Jewish, it increased my connection to Judaism. 

 

I majored in education. A Jewish employee of the Catholic university recommended a job to me, 

where I currently have the privilege of teaching. During my first few years of teaching and 

during my college years at my second college, I frequented the city’s Hillel House, where I met 

my wife, my beshert. 

 

I love my son more than I could ever explain, yet his special needs, mixed with my mental 

disorder, have been a tremendous challenge. A Chabad synagogue has been essential to meeting 

my spiritual and emotional needs. I’ve been privileged with mentors, living examples of what it 

means to be Jewish. My synagogue family keeps me grounded and at the same time, uplifted. 

During the last school year I also battled with another depression, which has been greatly 

alleviated thanks to my rabbi and my mentor, whose concern and prompting led me to seek a 

therapist’s help. My rabbi and mentor did not recommend someone specifically, so I asked my 

son’s behavioral therapist, who’s also Jewish, to recommend a therapist for me. He 

recommended his colleague – you guessed it, another Jew. I can happily report that I am doing 

much better today. 

 

I’m sure if I dig back in my mind a little further, I’d be able to provide many more examples of 

how Judaism, whether overtly or through what seemed to be natural means, shapes and heals my 

life, to my ultimate benefit. My dear fellow Jew, I don’t know what else to tell you. I’m not a 

rabbi nor do I have a degree in Jewish studies, so what right do I have to tell you that Judaism 

should always be essential to living? 

 

I guess it’s the same right that connects me to you, through history, through spirituality, through 



G-d, and my last attempt, through a personal narrative, where Judaism “happens” to find its way 

through my life. If you create a path for Judaism, you too can feel Judaism sprout ever more for 

your ultimate benefit – I hope it already does. 

 

Thank you, Mom and Dad – you always encouraged Judaism. It is my privilege, my duty, and 

my honor to uphold your generous gift through my own wife and child. 

 

Just like I lit the menorah with my parents, I will do so with my own family – for what I hope, 

please G-d, will be generations to come.  

 

Advocate subscriber Joshua Becker is a freelance writer, Spanish teacher and paralegal. 


