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Any day I get out of bed is a good day 
 
      As a rabbi, I often find myself inquiring as to how someone is doing. Like, “How ya 
doing?” And it’s not uncommon to receive the reply, “Any day I get out of bed is a good day.” 
 
      No matter how many times I’ve heard that response, I give a knowing smile and, if it’s been just a casual encounter, we both get on with our days. 
 
      That response, usually coming from an older adult, represents the acknowledgement 
that we’ve been through a lot of years, with perhaps a lot of uncomfortable moments in our lives. Nonetheless we retain the capacity to get out of bed 
and go about our business. 
 
      In the Jewish tradition we acknowledge this accomplishment in the morning service by thanking God for giving us pipes and channels that continue 
more or less to function, that without their functioning, we cannot serve God. And then in the very next prayer we thank God for restoring our souls to 
us which were pure at birth, and which remain pure today. That is, regardless of the condition of our body, we are blessed with a purity of soul that 
remains with us until the very end, until that morning when we do not get out of bed. 
 
      Now I imagine as you’ve been reading this (and thank you for coming thus far!), you’re wondering about folks you know who do not get out of bed 
every morning, or if they do they have one kind of affliction or another, some serious, some less so that does not permit them a cheerful day. Is the day 
they are greeting a good day? 
 
      This is difficult to answer. People in physical difficulty, on top of their pain, are often 
depressed and cannot greet the day with vim and vigor. Without having the chutzpah to offer a complete answer, I repeat here an important anecdote I 
shared on the bima not too long ago, because I find it helpful. 
 
      It was sometime after my father-in-law, Sam Gamburg, was diagnosed with colon cancer and his capacities had begun to wane. We were strolling 
around his property chit chatting about this or that. At one point he bemoaned the fact that he could no longer do the things he once could do. I recall in 
particular that he no longer could mow the lawn, a physical activity he once enjoyed. 
 
      My response to him was something like this. Jewish tradition respects the human body, granting equality to all other human beings, regardless of 
age or physical condition. As it were, we’re all equal in the eyes of the Almighty. In this way it matters not whether one is a baby, a college grad, a 
retiree, or someone suffering from a terminal illness. We all share our humanity and in God’s eyes, that humanity does not vary in spite of what our 
own eyes might tell us about this or that person. 
 
      It’s much more difficult to expect a disabled person to say cheerfully, or as cheerfully as another, every day I get out of bed is a good day. But the 
person who believes that their life is as important as everyone else’s, that their life possesses intrinsic worth, can experience a certain sense of 
belonging in this world, a sense that makes all life worth living. 
 
Shalom u’v’rachah, 
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