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It's Good to be Home, or Is It? 

   

I was talking to my daughters, Hadassa and Dena, and told them I needed to come up with 

an idea to write my Ramble about. “Write about me!” one of them said. So, without knowing 

exactly what to write about her, I decided to give it a shot. Well, here you go Dina (spelling 

of the name has been changed to protect her privacy). Be careful what you wish for! 

 

Dina spent the past school year in Israel for a year of post-high school graduate studies. It 

was, thank G-d, an incredible year on all accounts. She had amazing classes and 

experienced much of the fantastic sights and sounds of our Holy Land. 

 

Understandably, after being away from us for 10 months, Dina was excited to finally come 

home. Sure enough, the long-awaited day arrived and with great amounts of hugs and 

kisses we welcomed her back to home sweet home. 

 

For the first few days Dina was just happy to be back in her own bed and living in her 

comfortable (compared to Israeli standards anyhow) home. She had no need to go out and 

have fun, as she was content basking in the four walls of her house with her loving family. 

 

That lasted for about a week. 

 

With the excitement of being home beginning to wane, Dina heard of a ride heading to New 

Jersey and, having a number of close friends who live there, decided to hop in and off she 

went. She spent a week-and-a-half there and came back home. 

 

A few weeks later she was off again, this time to do some training for a new job. Once 

again, she headed to New Jersey to train and hang out with her friends, only this time she 

took my car. “No problem,” I said when she asked for my car. “You’ll be back soon, and I’ll 

try and manage without it until you return.” 

 

Her one-week training soon turned to a two-week training and then, mysteriously, a third 

week was “added” to the course. Now don’t get me wrong, I was thrilled for her to have the 

job and happy to help her out. And as much as I missed my daughter at home, especially 

after her being away for almost a year, I was very supportive of her. I did, however, long for 

her to return, not in small part simply so I could get my car back. (I am reminded of when 



my older daughter got married a few years ago I spoke at the reception and remarked at the 

time, “In marrying off my child I don’t feel like I lost a daughter, rather I feel like I gained 

a…car.”) 

 

Of course, I harbored no ill feelings and I completely understood Dina’s perspective. Besides 

for the responsibility she had to her new employer, she was having much more fun in the 

company of her friends than at home with her boring parents. Being honest with myself, I 

know, as much as I consider myself and my wife pretty fun and hip parents who are a blast 

to be around, no teenage girl – our own flesh and blood included – is going to choose to be 

around us when they can be running around a large Jewish metropolis in NJ with their close 

friends. Still, I was excited for her to return home already. (Did I mention I also needed my 

car back?) 

 

Well, earlier this week she finally returned home, thank G-d, and will hopefully stick around 

for at least a few weeks before being inexorably drawn to the allure of her buddies once 

again. At the risk of sounding mushy, I am so happy to have her around the house once 

again. Her infectious happy personality, ever-present smile, easygoing manner, and 

constant helping out around the house endears her to all of us and the house is so much 

happier and more fun when she is in it. (By the way, I also have my car back.) 

 

The joy a parent experiences when their children are with them cannot be understood by 

the child until the child herself grows up and becomes a parent. Knowing that all-too-soon 

our children will grow up and move on to build their own homes and we will eventually be 

empty-nesting makes it all the more meaningful when we can focus and enjoy the time, we 

now are blessed with to be under one roof with them. 

 

So why am I mentioning this now? I think it is in fact quite an appropriate metaphor for the 

time we now find ourselves in on the Jewish calendar. 

 

We now stand just over a week before Rosh Hashanah and the High Holidays. Every year I 

have the same feeling at this time of the year. I am anxious and apprehensive about the 

next several weeks. About the need to engage in self-introspection and reflection. Of 

honing in on my shortcomings and thinking of ways to improve myself. Of recognizing 

where I have fallen short in my relationship with the Almighty and steps I can take to come 

closer to Him this year. 

 

Inevitably, by the end of the process, when the last moments of Yom Kippur fade into the 

night, I have usually managed to succeed to some level in connecting with G-d and making 

strides to make this year a more spiritual one for myself. 



 

The problem is how to keep that feeling going throughout the year? G-d, as our loving 

parent, is thrilled with that moment that we successfully connect with Him and have the 

sentiment that “this year will be different.” No more leaving His presence to go run after the 

allure of things that we find more fun and exciting. No more feeling the urge to chase 

physical and material pursuits but rather to prioritize our spiritual yearnings. And yet, 

inevitably, only a short time after the High Holidays end I “leave my Father’s home” to some 

degree in order to run after the more fun things in life and go hang out with my friends. 

 

What is the solution? I honestly don’t have a perfect one and I suppose that is why each year 

we always can find room for improvement and change over the past year’s action. But I 

think there are small steps to take. First and foremost, to internalize the idea that more 

than we realize it, G-d truly craves our coming close to Him. If we know it as parents vis-à-

vis our children, we can certainly understand it vis-à- vis our relationship with our Father in 

Heaven who loves each and every one of us with an infinitely greater love than we as 

humans are capable of loving. 

 

Second, to try and single out a few times during the upcoming year to tap into the feelings 

of closeness to Him that we felt back on the solemn day of Yom Kippur. To re-create, even 

in a small way, that connection and lost feeling. Personally, I choose every Rosh Chodesh 

(first day of the Jewish month) to incorporate a few practices I engaged in during the High 

Holidays into my daily routine as a way of reconnecting to that time. 

 

So, as I head towards the stretch run leading up to Rosh Hashanah and culminating a few 

days later with Yom Kippur, I hope to appreciate how good it truly is to “be at home with my 

Father” and strategize some more ways to reconnect with Him throughout the year, even as 

I go running off to my “friends” to have some fun. 

 

Because to G-d, there is truly no greater joy than being surrounded by His children. And He, 

unlike me, isn’t even waiting for a car. 

 


