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The Piece That Remains 
By Lia M. Del Sesto 
"I am a part of all that I have met." 

I have always been touched by this quote from Tennyson. It holds such a beautiful, powerful and 
yet simple truth. It is a reminder to us all that good or bad, we are an enduring thread woven into 
the fabric of the lives of all we meet. We have left our mark and it remains. 

I think of this quote when I look back on my time with David. For four years, he was my friend, 
my boyfriend, my best friend. He was the person I turned to when times where trying and the one I 
celebrated with in times of joy. He was my soft place to fall. 

We started out like every other couple--fearless and beautiful, full of hope and future. When we 
walked together we used to say that we were the ambassadors of love and happiness unable to 
contain what we felt in our hearts. And although we were an interfaith couple, he Jewish and I 
Catholic, we courageously faced the challenges of our interfaith relationship head on. We discussed 
how we would raise our children, how and what holidays would be celebrated and we tried, as best 
we could, to assuage the fears of our families. It was often a running conversation with no hard and 
fast answers. And it was often a struggle. Both of our families had their own concerns based in 
love. And David was often haunted by what his late father, a Holocaust survivor, might have felt 
about us being together. But our love and mutual respect for each other kept us bound and 
determined… for four years. 

At the time, our breakup was almost impossible to endure. We had built a life together. Letting go 
of the dreams of our future was a seemingly impossible task. It would have been easy to blame the 
breakup of our relationship on the fact that we were an interfaith couple or to blame it on the 
pressures from family. It would have been easy to be able to point to any one thing and proclaim it 
the cause. But, like any relationship that fails, it is never just one thing. And it is never the fault of 
just one person. 

For us, the differences in religion helped to shed light on many things. The differences allowed us 
the opportunity to truly understand ourselves--as individuals as well as partners. They allowed us to 
see how we handled conflict within ourselves and with others. They made us consider the 
importance of our family heritage and its profound effect on us today. It taught us to be true to 
ourselves and that love is something to fight for. But it also taught us the hard lesson that love is 
not always enough. 
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This is not a cautionary tale about interfaith relationships. My experience would not have kept me 
from entering another had one been presented to me. This is only a small insight into the 
relationship between two people who did their best and in the process realized that despite their 
best efforts, it just wasn't meant to be. I don't regret one iota of time or one bit of energy spent. On 
the contrary, I am grateful for it and grew because of it. I learned that I am strong. I learned that I 
have a great capacity to love and to forgive. I learned how to compromise without losing myself. I 
learned that just because someone doesn't give you enough doesn't mean that they're not giving you 
all that they have. Most importantly, I learned that my relationship with David profoundly shaped 
the woman I am today. Our relationship permanently fashioned the pattern of my life and of his. 
Our histories are woven together. And, because of this, we will always be a part of each other. 

I am happy today. Happier than I ever thought I could be and I am in love with a wonderful man 
who complements me in a way that I never thought possible. David and I continue to share mutual 
friends and I know that he has also found happiness again. When I inevitably look back on our time 
together, it is with a platonic love and nostalgia. And still, as it was when we were together, I want 
only the best for him. 

I continue to trust in God's plan for me. And I continue to believe that people are put into our lives 
for a reason… to learn, to grow but perhaps not necessarily to be forever. 

Lia Del Sesto is the Director of Alumnae Relations at St. Mary Academy - Bay View; an all-
girls, Catholic high school in East Providence, R.I. In her free time, she freelances as a 
graphic designer and performs in many local theater productions. 
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The Family Business 
By Zack Kushner 
Some rabbis are strict or dogmatic, but not my father. I was a relatively normal child with a 
relatively normal home life. Perhaps I sat in the front row at temple more often than my friends, but 
otherwise we were just folks. Our religious life didn't feel excessive, either. We aimed for regular 
family Shabbos (Sabbath) dinners, but often one of us would fail to appear and it was okay. Once I 
even skipped High Holiday services to see a Rolling Stones concert. My father understood. 

As a family, we saw that Dad was no holier than any other thoughtful person. Members of the 
community did not always concur, however. My father served as their emissary to God. This made 
him mysterious and powerful and they looked to me as his eldest son to follow his lead. 

In short, people expected me to date Jews. To do otherwise would reflect poorly on the family 
business. And I started reflecting poorly on the family business in high school. It wasn't because I 
didn't care about my father's reputation or about being Jewish. I just cared more about girls. I 
suspect this admission surprises no one. 

My priorities aside, people require rabbi's sons to date Jewish women just as they require the sons 
of Ford dealers to drive American cars. When the child strays, the more outspoken community 
members grumble and huff. While this sounds icky, for me it usually wasn't too terrible. People 
who thought my status as the rabbi's son gave them the right to interfere typically were generally 
nutty, harmless, or just as overbearing with everyone else. Their children had a much harder time 
than I did. 

When I started dating as a teenager, I courted the nice Jewish girls in my Jewish youth group. My 
father's status did not work in my favor. At 16, offering good seats to Yom Kippur services does 
not work well as a pick-up line. To my girlfriends' mothers, however, my father's status meant 
quite a bit. 

“That Zack, such a nice boy. And you know who his father is!” 

It was the kiss of death. High school girls find nothing less attractive than having their mother 
heartily approve of their romantic taste. Doing something your parents don't approve of, that's 
attractive. 
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Not that my father forbade me from dating non-Jews. I cannot recall him even actively 
discouraging it. My parents were too smart for that. And so I met a girl at a party; we went on a 
few dates. She wasn't Jewish and I felt myself come to no harm. 

In university, distanced from my Jewish youth group, I found myself less and less involved with 
religion. The women around me did not know my father's line of work and their mothers, who 
might have asked and cared, were as far away as mine. 

I remained my father's son, but his shadow faded and so did the desire to rebel against it. I wanted 
to meet nice Jewish girls; I knew that marrying a Jewish girl would work best for me. The Jewish 
girls were not, however, always so cooperative. I continued to date women regardless of their 
religion. When my sister broke up with her boyfriend because he was not Jewish, it made me 
reconsider, but I decided that for me love trumps matters of religion. 

Only once since I left my father's house did being a rabbi's son interfere with my love life. I 
became involved with a woman who was in the process of converting to Judaism; she converted 
not for a partner or for her family, but for herself. She felt Jewish. She wanted to be Jewish and in 
fact now is. 

For this woman, my relation to a rabbi meant quite a lot. It made me more attractive but I felt 
slightly uncomfortable about it. Should a Jewish woman find me more suitable simply because of 
my father? Our relationship ended for reasons outside of religion and family. 

I married a non-Jew in a Jewish ceremony. There were parts of the wedding planning that were 
difficult to navigate, but I felt supported through them. On the wedding day, there must have been 
close to a dozen rabbis present--guests of my father, friends of my family--and if you are 
wondering what they said about my romantic involvement with non-Jews, I'll tell you. 

They said mazel tov. 

Zack Kushner chose writing over joining the rabbinate but happily shares his love for 
words with his father. He lives with his wife in Melbourne, Australia where he is busy 
learning to tell a wallaby from a kangaroo. 
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The Beastie Boys, Jesus and Me 
By Ezra Werb 
Reprinted from The Jewish Journal of Greater Los Angeles with permission of the author. 

June 23, 2006 

I had been dating my girlfriend for a month when I told her that my parents were coming to town 
for their yearly visit from the East Coast. 

"Do your parents know I'm a shiksa?" Laura asked, smirking sincerely. 

"Not yet," I said. "I haven't told them about you yet. But don't worry, they'll be cool with you not 
being Jewish." 

I said this, unsure if that last statement was completely true. 

That night I sat on my couch, grinding my feet into the rug, my palm gripping my cellular. 

"So where is she from?" my mom asked. 

"Uh, Utah," I replied, then proceeded with caution. "Actually, she was raised Mormon, but she isn't 
Mormon anymore ... I mean, she's nothing. I mean, she's not with any religion." 

I was uncomfortable saying these things to my mother, and the silence that ensued was worse, even 
if only for a few seconds. 

"Oh," my mom said. 

"She went to Brandeis," I added in haste. "She loves Jews." 

"Oh," she repeated, "that's nice." 

It was then that I sensed trouble. 

It sounds silly, but my girlfriend Laura does indeed love Jews. Raised Mormon in Utah, she 
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developed a distaste for the faith's dogma at an early age and never looked back. When her parents 
divorced, she moved to New Mexico with her mother, to a tiny town dominated by devout 
Christians. When the time came to pick a college, her favorite teacher referred her to Brandeis 
University, from which she earned a full scholarship. She had never known a Jew, but she was 
anxious for the new experience. 

As she describes Brandeis, she was so relieved to be in a place where people were openly religious 
but not trying to convert her or push their values on her. It was there that she fell in love with Jews-
-Jewish men in particular. Among her favorites: her now ex-husband, the Beastie Boys and Jesus. 
That's right, Jesus. Laura is one of those rare people who loves Jesus and the spirit of his teachings, 
even decorating her home with his images, while remaining religiously unaffiliated. 

"So, when you think of God, do you picture Jesus?" I once asked her. 

"I'm not sure," she said. 

My gut reaction was to be bothered by this. Not that I believe in the God of the Torah either, or any 
other religious representation of the divine, but I feel like my Jewish upbringing has led me to find 
the concept of Jesus inconceivable. I'm sure that Jesus was a nice guy, clearly a forward thinker, 
but come on. 

On the ride to meet my parents, I interpreted Laura's calm demeanor as restrained stress. 

"There's no reason to be nervous," I said. 

"So they don't care that I'm a shiksa?" 

"No... I don't think so." 

Clearly, I still wasn't certain. 

My parents should be used to it by now. They had an unmarried daughter come home pregnant and 
a few years later, their oldest son married a Catholic woman. They were initially distraught, then 
disappointed, confused I'm sure. The possibility of having non-Jewish grandchildren is a difficult 
one for devout Jews. But it didn't take long for them to understand the situations and, more 
importantly, accept them. 

Ironically, our parents never forced religion upon us--aside from sending all of us to yeshiva, that 
is. As Conservative Jews, our household was secular compared to those of our classmates. Sure, we 
had Shabbat dinner on Friday nights, refrained from writing and driving on Saturdays, but religion 
was rarely discussed in our home. Most indicative of how my parents raised us, they gave us a 
choice when we reached high school whether we wanted to transfer from the yeshiva to public 
school. Each of us did. 

I am not a religious person, but I love being Jewish. I spent the majority of my childhood in Jewish 
environments and at various points in my adult life, I have chosen to study and work strictly with 
Jews; I feel a comfort with them that's hard to describe. It feels strange to be so unaffected by the 
rituals and beliefs of Judaism while continuing to experience such a love for it. 
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My parents never forced dogma upon me, and they constantly encouraged me to think for myself 
and make my own decisions about my religion. I consider them symbols of the beauty of Judaism 
itself, a religion that pushes its people to persistently consider their own thoughts and feelings. 

Laura and I joined my parents at one of the kosher restaurants on Pico Boulevard. It was truly 
affirming to watch my mother and father show great interest in my girlfriend's religious history. 
They asked her about being raised Mormon, and they listened intently to her stories. I felt an 
enormous feeling of elation realizing that my parents weren't judging me or my mate. 

I continue to wrestle with my religion, but I am eternally grateful to my parents for teaching me to 
think for myself, independent of them. I am also grateful to them for welcoming a special person 
like Laura into our lives. 

And if Laura does picture Jesus as God, it doesn't really bother me. 

"At least he's Jewish," I tell her. 

 Ezra Werb is a behaviorist who works with autistic children. He writes fiction in his free 
time. 
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