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How stunning are your mighty families…. the kingly fathers who have toiled for 

thousands of centuries in the Torah of their Creator… your amazingly beautiful and 

bright children… and you, the holy mothers of Am Yisrael!  Who would have         

believed that you, Klal Yisrael, the quiet ones, would demonstrate such living great-

ness, an ancient nobility of people who have encountered our Creator! 

 Those of us who have researched thousands of pages and sweated our minds scan-

ning the peoples, countries, and religions of the world, praying desperately that the Master 

of the Universe would reveal His ways have come to you with such elation!  Joining at a 

very propitious time, we wait the grandest finale, as long-lost relatives race toward each 

other, bounding into the air with their arms outstretched.  We anticipate falling soon into 

our sweetest, eternal embrace of our beloved Heavenly Father! 

Coming from the farthest corners of the earth to observe you, we would have not have 

been surprised to find a People knocked down by thousands of years of galus, heads nearly 

to the ground, body language screaming terrorized, after all what people has been more 

misunderstood, hated and trampled?  But seemingly you portray not even the faintish 

memory of the past, the darker it is before the dawn, the more you seem to beam and 

twinkle!    

So amazing! You are a people that doesn’t passively sit on your couches, “waiting out the 

weather”- but instead you react swiftly asking, “What more can we do?” Fresh ideas to mo-

bilize your community into greater action, chessed projects and initiatives to connect us, 

are now being born so quickly it’s hard to keep up. 

An older single with the coronavirus in Beit Shemesh, shared his lockdown experience: “I’ve 

never felt so loved and nurtured in my life.  They keep knocking at my door and bringing 

food, & shopping or asking ‘what else do you need?’!” 

There are no cameras peeking in Jewish windows to catch the exceptionality of the Jew in 

regard to his parents.   

Just to contrast, I used to read about Native Americans (and about similar stories in other 

cultures). So, when they would relocate their tepees (tents) to an new area, they would 

leave behind an old parent who had now become a burden. They would simply leave the 

parent with a little food and then “ride off into the sunset”, leaving the parent to die. In 

working in the nursing homes of America, I saw many patients who were also abandoned 

by their children. We were trained to “tough talk” those elderly people into fitting 

into our schedule— no “backtalk” was allowed on their part.   
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So then, after witnessing that—how precious to see the Kibud Av Va-Eim (Honoring the parents)  of the children of 

Yisroel!   

There are those who arrive on trans-Oceanic  flights from all over the world to be near their parents living in Eretz 

Yisroel and serve them. I’ve also seen those who fly from Eretz Yisroel to take care of older parents outside of the 

country, or at great personal expense, bring a parent here to Eretz Yisroel to enjoy nachas from their multitude of 

descendants! 

 Grown children are seen serving their parents with such love and nurturing.  Bounding up the steps, coming back 

after shul on Shabbos, I watched an older child coming with such visible anticipation to “see what Mommy needs”.   

And I have also witnessed many times scenarios where adult Jewish children reason with great respect toward the 

weaking parent regarding the issue of making a life change that was needed for their continued longevity.  

On the other hand, many “civilized countries” have now deemed it politically correct to “phase out” the older folks, 

and during this time of plague we have seen much harshness in prioritizing the younger for critical care and turning 

away from the cries of the elderly.   

Baruch Hashem, here in Eretz Yisrael, as the vaccines became available, those over sixty were given first priority! 

Truly, Am Yisroel you are a People with one heart and one soul!  The loss, suffering, and pain of one— is felt excruci-

atingly to all!  For thirty-five years you groaned with the captivity of one Yid— and as he returned home, kneeling 

with his wife to kiss the land of the Jewish people and arose to proclaim shehcheyonu with our Prime Minister, who 

of us could hold back our tears, who could fail to rejoice with this holy couple?!   

It was commented that if we hadn’t been in lockdown, half of Israel would have been there to greet him.  There 

were families that had special seudos on that day to thank Hashem for Yonatan Pollard and his wife Esther’s home-

coming! 

The unbelievable eminence of one Jew!   

In the outpost community of Givat Assaf, near Beit El, there are 23 caravans housing our fellow Jews.   Some of 

them lost their homes when the government bulldozed and never replaced their homes in Givat HaUlpana, a neigh-

borhood in Beit El.  They live on a steep hill, in flimsy, wear-worn trailers, raising their beautiful, large families. Out-

side surrounding them is lots of dirt that turns to mud with the winter rains which the kinderlach constantly track in. 

 A hut housing four soldiers guards this outpost, in view of Arab villages whose territory begins across the road from 

them, and on toward the intersection to Ramallah.  The mother of one of these settlers told me that when her 

daughter, who is the mother of 8, heard that the Pollards had come home to Israel, she sang Hallel (praises to Ha-

Shem) all day long !  Such simcha of one Jew for her fellow Jews ! 

Speaking of settlers: In thousands of homes like that of this young woman, mothers are truly “holding their forts”. 

Some families have been locked in for months in small apartments, unable to make even small outdoor excursions, 

as one, and yet another one, of their children have to go into quarantine. As their children climb the walls, jump off 

the drainboards, and empty the refrigerator, they feel so, so weary, sighing “I can’t anymore.”   

We are reminded of the “Mitzrayim experience” and of the tremendous merit of the two Jewish midwives, 

Yocheved and Miriam.  As the Biala Rebbe once said, “Hashem is so grateful to the Mothers of Am Yisroel who take 

care of the legions of His Children.” Surely at the zenith of the mothers of the world are these Jewish women who 

could have made easier choices of comfort but have chosen a path that many times means pain and suffering --

building the dynasties of our people! 
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Eternal gratefulness to Hashem is the Jew’s precious lot, for our holy Torah that the Creator of the World has left us. 

He has bequeathed to us a Master Plan to grasp the greatest treasures of the universe — guiding us and satiating the 

deepest yearning of our souls!   

Someone just sent me a video of last years Siyum HaShas.  When in history has there ever been so much Torah learn-

ing? 100,000 people packed the stadium last year after finishing seven years of daily Torah study!  What pure joy was 

radiated on the faces of our Torah Warriors as they danced only to Hashem!!!  

Now all over the world, as many have been mandated by law to quarantine, Hashem had already prepared for us the 

gift of Torah Technology by phone and online, to meet the challenges these quarantines posed to the continuation of 

Torah study.  Thousands of hours of shiurim continue to take place in spite of all the constrictions.  The founders of 

TorahAnytime say that going into the “first lockdown” they had, 8000 to 10,000 listeners a day, and it quickly began to 

rise to 30,000, then to 40,000, and then to 50,000 a day!   Behind the scenes, these directors were working day and 

night, since their technology kept crashing again and again, as Jews the world over flooded the airways with Kedusha!  

And for the first time— surely also a sign of what our future foretells, women are learning more 

Torah then ever before. 

How awesome to find oneself part of the happiest people on this earth as you constantly find 

reasons to sing from the deep recesses of your being, no matter what the challenges. How you 

ecstatically danced at unending celebrations and filled the shuls and streets with simcha, bub-

bling up from the deepest recess your souls. For a few moments we have been quieted, but we 

sense very soon, Yerushalayim is a city ready to burst into eternal song! 

At this early morning moment, in Beitar—from across our divinely-secured Fence—the usual pre-

dawn loudspeaker eerily echoes, beseeching the inhabitants on the other side of the fence to 

pray.   A lone motorcycle roars off into the distance.  But, sight unseen and unheard, are the most deserving of undec-

orated soldiers of the world!  

These soldiers of Hashem have been rising steadily  from midnight onward,  slipping out bedecked with tallis and tefil-

lin, joining up with other hidden tzadikim who are crying out at midnight —the prayers of Tikkun Chatzot.   “Hashem, 

bring us back to you!” they beseech.  The midnight continues on with their flames of chalicha Torah scorching the 

heavens above!  

Worldwide a Global Battle intensifies. It something much more substantial than the ongoing struggle between the Left 

and the Right.  The yiras Shamayim Jew clearly sees it as the “battle of the moral against the immoral”.  The world at 

large—whose collective pulse just seems to get progressively fainter with the passing of time—awaits the leadership 

of We Who are the “spiritual masters” of the world— to take on our predestined role as the Guiding Light to all peo-

ples! 

Last year, a Seniors’ group in Beit Shemesh was shown a video featuring the Jewish response to the suffering of other 

nations.  One clip showed a group of skeletal Africans living in such severe drought conditions that they sucked mud 

for moisture, or walked miles to drink contaminated water which made them terribly ill.  A Jewess, rising from her own 

personal suffering, channeled her efforts into bringing them an Israeli team to drill a well.  Villagers gathered around 

as the pure water burst through the pipes, laughing ecstatically as water in abundance flowed over into their cupped, 

cracked hands and filled their parched mouths.* 

Today, at this moment, on the frontlines of our battles, we are being called upon to continue to storm the Heavens 

above.  May it continue to be that the tremendous mesiras nefesh and devotion of the Jewish people in this time, will 

finally climax with you, the Jewish women, bringing forth the greatest “geyser” ever — gushing forth from 

Yerushalayim  and bringing living waters to all the earth! 

Tzirel Rus 
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presented with a very profitable business venture 

(and the key to the merchandise was under his fa-

ther's pillow)- refrained from waking his father in 

order to get the key. 

Because Damma did not dare wake his father, and 

thus lost the sale, the Talmud tells us he was re-

warded by having a red heifer (which was extremely 

valuable) born into his flock.  

Rabbi Chanina comments on this story, that if this is 

the reward for one who is not commanded to do the 

mitzvah of honoring parents — then how much 

more reward is there for one who actually is com-

manded to honor them! 

We know that a non-Jew is commanded to keep the 

laws in Torah that seem to “make sense”, and hon-

oring one’s parents do fit into this category. After all, 

it’s our parents who, with Hashem’s help, brought us 

into the world—and therefore it “makes sense” to 

honor them. 

Yet we see today, when we look at the type of inter-

actions happening in this generation between par-

ents and children— that these interactions demon-

strate a total disregard for the mitzvah of honoring 

one’s parents.  

The blame for all this rests on the parents, who un-

successfully try to relate to their children on their 

level, instead of relating to them on the level of 

“parents”.  

The direct result of this is, that the kids do not take 

the parents seriously, leading to blatant disrespect. 

So what can be learned from all this?  

We find in the end that, even though there is no Di-

vine command “per se”, stated in the Torah, for 

non-Jews to observe the mitzvah of honoring their 

parents— but there is indeed a “moral imperative” 

to honor them, and thus, they must do so.   

 

 

 

Why is it that we do not find a specific commandment men-

tioned for non-Jews—who are commanded to observe the 7 

mitzvos of Noach— to honor their parents? After all, this 

mitzvah is listed as one of the “10 basic commandments” that 

were given to Jews.  

However, we do find that there are a number of examples in 

the Torah and Midrash, that show that those who were con-

sidered to be “observers of the 7 mitzvos of Noach” did in 

fact, honor their parents.  

Here are some examples: 

We see from the story of Noach itself that, after the flood, 

when Noach became drunk and exposed himself, his son 

Cham then informed his two brothers Shem and Yefes, who 

took a garment and covered their father's nakedness, thus 

honoring him. 

Note: Rashi brings from the Midrash that it was actually Shem 

who took on this initiative, and so his descendants (the Jewish 

people) were rewarded with the mitzvah of tzitzis, which, 

measure-for-measure, is related to the wearing of a garment.  

We also see that Eisav (who was considered to have been ob-

servant of the 7 Noahide laws, before the Torah was given) 

was very meticulous in the mitzvah of honoring his father 

Yitzchak. 

When Eisav would serve his father, he would put on his best 

clothing, even though Yitzchak couldn't see what clothing he 

was wearing!  

There is a hint to this practice of Eisav’s in the Torah: We see 

that  when Rivka advised Yaakov to impersonate Eisav, she 

told him to put on Eisav’s best clothing, in order to make sure 

that Yitzchak would not know he was an imposter. From this 

we see that although Eisav had not been commanded to do 

this mitzvah, he did nevertheless honor his father.In yet an-

other example, we find that the Talmud mentions Damma 

ben Netina (Kiddushin 31a) a non-Jew from Ashkelon, who, 

Shirum Available From Rabbi Coffman- 

Q/A #255 What do rabbinical courts want from con-
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Q/A #257 Can you speak lashon hara in therapy? 
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Q/A #260 Asking rabbis questions and feminism re-
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he Hebrew month of Shevat is very much associated with the Tikun (rectification) of eating.  Let’s try to 

analyze the act of eating according to our chassidic masters to deepen our connection to Hashem by 

means of the physical act of eating, thereby elevating the mundane and transforming it into a holy ac-

tivity. 

The Baal Shem Tov explains that eating is not bidieved, or an “afterthought.” Eating is an opportunity to meet Hashem. 

Rabbi Moshe Weinberger of Woodmere, New York explains that in some ways, eating is an even more remarkable en-

counter than prayer!! (This is not a “heter” to throw away your diet). 

We are placed into a body not to run away from the world, but to engage with it. Praying, by its nature, is a spiritual 

activity and yet we still are challenged at times to stay focused. We therefore pause before saying “Shema” and before 

Shemoneh Esrei (Hashem, open my lips ...). The question remains: How do we elevate eating? How can eating become 

holy?  

The teachings of the Arizal offer a suggestion. Let’s examine the verse in Devarim 8:3: 

  …לא על הלחם לבדו יחיה אדם כי על כל מוצא פיו יחיה אדם 

loosely translated: Man does not live on bread alone... 

The Arizal questions the repetition of the word lechem, bread. What is this verse teaching us? Where is the life force 

of the neshamah? It doesn’t make sense that bread should sustain a neshama; bread is physical, yet our neshamot 

cannot exist like angels without food. On the other hand, why would a neshamah leave a body if the body had been 

starved?  

The Arizal explains that we must examine the root of creation. “The world was created in ten utterances.” Hashem is 

constantly infusing the world with a life force. Every aspect of this world has a “neshamah.” From a Jewish perspec-

tive, the popular saying, “You are what you eat,” should be reframed. In my opinion, it should read, “You are HOW you 

eat!”   When we elevate our eating by following the laws of kashrut meticulously and by learning and practicing the 

laws of brachot correctly, we infuse our mundane eating with a life force that sustains our neshamah. The repetition 

of the word “adam” refers to two types of nourishment: food that is elevated and words that fuel our soul. Correct 

eating elevates us. 

Rebbe Nachman explains (Tinyana Torah 7) that eating is in fact a holy act because it ensures a person’s well-being 

and binds his body with his soul in order to be fit to serve Hashem. 

Rebbe Nachman’s advice: 

1) Think mindfully that we are eating to sustain ourselves, not to indulge but to strengthen the body, the vessel that 

contains our soul 

2) Focus on the correct brachah patiently and the correct concluding brachah 

3) Eat in a refined manner ‒ avoid gluttony or over-indulging 
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Rebbe Nosson elucidates this teaching of Rebbe Nachman by explaining that while we are eating we are filled with 

DESIRE ‒ a purely physical feeling. Picture yourself after an intense two-hour workout, after a fast day, or anytime you 

were craving a delicious meal ....Rebbe Nosson says that the recognition of that purely physical void should be a mo-

ment where we can focus on how, by filling the physical void, we are also enlivening our neshamah! How? By giving 

fuel to your neshamah. Simply put, the calories are feeding nutrients to your brain. You can think more clearly and you 

can direct your thoughts consciously to desiring to fill your spiritual void by striving for more connection to Hashem! 

As we partake of our beautiful Tu Bishevat fruits and enjoy the bounty that Hashem has 

blessed us with, let us pause to focus on our “holy eating.” Let us be more mindful of our 

eating, more patient with reciting brachot while distancing ourselves from indulgent eating. 

This way, we will be fusing this mundane physical act with holiness, binding our bodies and 

souls and directing our minds to true service of Hashem. Let us remember the Baal Shem Tov’s 

teaching: Eating is not an afterthought! 

May we merit to fulfill the words of our Sages in Pirkei Avot (2:12): “May all your deeds be for the honor of Heaven,” 

elaborated by Rambam (Maimonides )  “...Even when you eat and drink, don’t focus on pleasure of your body, but that 

you are eating to be healthy to serve Hashem ....Halevai (If only) .....May we be worthy ....Happy Tu Bishevat! 

With warmest regards, 

 

 

 

 

* Kesubos (110b), Rambam (chapter 8 of hilchos Ahvadim, halacha 9),  

Shu”t Rashbash (siman 1) discusses at length the physical dangers involved with emigrating to Eretz Yis-

roel; all the more so does one need to consider the spiritual dangers.  

In Egros Moshe (Even HaAzer, chelek 1, siman 102) R’ Moshe writes that one fulfills a mitzvah by living in 

Eretz Yisroel, although one is not obligated to live there.  

R’ Sternbauch (Teshuvos v’Hanhagos, chelek 1, siman 900) quotes his father as saying “Better to be a 

Jew in the Diaspora, longing for Eretz Yisroel, then to be a Jew in Eretz Yisroel, longing for a more com-

fortable life in the Diaspora.” Based on the Meiri (Kesubos 111a, ‘k’shem sh’asur’), 

R’ Sternbauch explains that the essence of living in Eretz Yisroel is due to the fact 

that there is to be found the wisdom of Torah, and the fear of transgressions. 

Therefore, if one achieves this in the Diaspora, it is as if he is located in Eretz Yis-

roel.  
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  Heart Inflamed & Action        
  How inspired you were at your first encounter with the Jewish people!  Maybe it 

was a first Shabbos meal, meeting a special Jew, having a spiritual encounter on in the Neg-

ev on a starry night when you came with Birthright? Or the top of the mountain-ecstasy of 

crossing that line and becoming Jewish?!!  How you raced on filling yourself with Jewish in-

spiration, taking on mitzvos, making Shabboses beautiful; talking the talk, walking the walk 

and dressing the dress. 

Testing                      
Rabbi Tiomkin, examines on a deeper level the phenomena of this journey.  Uh-oh, after the initial enthu-

siasm, a newcomer may go through a cooling down process as he encounters the tests: Raising a family, 

interacting with the religious community and maybe a financial distress.  This may create a such a heavy 

load on a his heart , engendering an ever-deepening feeling of unrest.  Sometimes, as time goes by, for-

gotten desires begin to reappear.  And even though outwardly, the returnee continues to advance on the 

path of Teshuva, his heart is no longer into it. 

Heart Cooled & Robotic Actions                 
What happened? Becoming a robotic creature when the brain works on autopilot while praying and doing 

mitzvos was certainly was not the goal he had in mind. 

Parenting without Warmth                  
Tragically, a parent holding with only intellectual dominance, may be excessively strict with his children 

forcing mitzvas and actually preventing him from fostering a deep, inner bond with Hashem. 

Mitzvahs with Kavanah                     
Our goal should be to excel in the practical fulfillment of mitzvas as well as inner spiritual growth.  How 

can a person fill his heart with feeling of love, reverence, faith, devotion, and 

enthusiasm?  Our goal is not to be satisfied with a basic level, but to ascend the 

ladder of personal development to the point where our hearts overflow with a 

clear and constant feeling of closeness to Hashem.  
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I still have the scrap of paper, when I received the phone 

call regarding the girl who would become my wife.  There 

are simply a few scribbles that include her name, where 

she went to school, what she had done that summer, 

and some of her qualities and personality features.  I 

knew & trusted the person. She knew Yocheved, and that 

was good enough for me to go out with her.  There was 

no resume, no picture, no forensic investigation.   
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A few weeks ago I was in shul Shabbat morning and in between the end of Shacharit and the reading of 

the Torah, a religious-looking woman who appeared to be in her fifties, entered the ladies section of the 

shul and found a seat in the section around the corner from where I was sitting.  

Soon she appeared and approached me, siddur in hand, gesturing that she wanted to know at what point 

in the Shacharit they were up to. I showed her that we had just finished Shemonah Esrai of Shacharit. She 

then blurted out, “Then... it’s over!”, and quickly returned to her area.   I didn’t think anything about it, 

until I noticed a minute later that she had taken her things and suddenly exited the shul.  My friend who was davening 

next to me, remarked, in a surprised (but subdued) voice, “She just left!” 

 

At that point it hit me: this woman must have been new to religious observance, and perhaps, to the Shabbat shul ex-

perience, because why else would she think that “it’s over” and leave, before the Torah was even removed from the 

ark, and the weekly Torah portion was even read?  And before the Musaf service, with its Priestly Blessings, recited by 

the Kohanim, as is our custom here in Israel— also a special experience not to be missed!  So no, the service was defi-

nitely not yet over—and yet this woman  somehow thought that it was, and left. 

 

As the Torah scroll was brought out and the congregation prepared to read the weekly Parsha, the scene that had just 

transpired continued to play in my head.  Who was this woman, and why did she think the service was over? I berated 

myself for not realizing that she hadn’t comprehended that there was much more to come—actually, one of the best 

parts of the service—and hadn’t stopped her from leaving. But it was all “basherte”, of course. It happened the way it 

was meant to. 

 

As the Torah reading commenced, it hit me that this must have been some kind of message Hashem was sending me. 

There must be a “mashal”, a deeper meaning, behind the woman who fled, thinking everything was “over” before the 

best part was yet to come. I just couldn’t think of what it could be.  Now, a couple of weeks later, I think I might under-

stand. 

 

During those intervening weeks, the world has watched with baited breath, as transfers of power have played them-

selves out.  In fact, these last several months, rapid physical and socioeconomic changes have swept through America 

and the whole world, amidst a population staggering under the burdens of a seemingly unstoppable pandemic.  The 

America that my family now lives in—indeed, the world we now live in—seems unrecognizable from the one in which 

we grew up. 

 

That world— that until just recently, had at least given lip service to moral values and the sanctity and centrality of 

family life— seems, for all intents and purposes, to have suddenly disappeared before our eyes, while we were blink-

ing.  Some family members, who grew up on simple, wholesome values, in a world that at least, at face value, seemed 

more innocent— lament to me, tearfully, “It’s gone, it’s OVER!” 

I, too, mourn the world of my youth. When I hear the expression, “American as apple pie”, it has a more literal mean-

ing for me, since “apple pie á la mode”—(pie served smothered with ice cream) was the favorite desert of my father, 

Harry M. Harris, who served as a Navy commander in the Atlantic during WWII.  The memories... 
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Every Fourth of July found my father organizing all the neighbors to meet in someone’s backyard, where he read 

aloud the Declaration of Independence.  Once, when as a teen, our class had to memorize the opening paragraphs 

of the US Constitution, and my friend and I amused ourselves by substituting certain words, so as to produce hu-

morous results— my Navy veteran father got very upset. 

 

“You girls have nothing better to do than make fun of the Constitution? The document that makes this country 

great, a haven for those who are seeking freedom? America is the most powerful country in the world, because we 

believe in equality and freedom and justice for all. And you’re making light of the Constitution that gives us that 

freedom?”  My father, may he rest In peace, passed on in 1995, and although I miss him very much—but in a way, 

it’s good he isn’t living in these days. It would have done him in, to see what has become of the country— actually, 

the world— that he fought so bravely for.  So yes, on a certain level, it looks like the world we all knew, is over. 

 

At the exact same time as everyone was anxiously watching the events leading up to the recent changes in leader-

ship in America, a different scenario was unfolding below my balcony.  I could see, from my 7th floor apartment in 

the Har Nof section of Jerusalem, that overlooks the rear of a boy’s elementary yeshiva, that some sort of major 

construction project is being carried out on the strip of land behind the yeshiva building—which is located two 

street-levels below mine on the mountain which comprises Har Nof. Located higher up on the mountain and on the 

top floor of my building, I have a bird’s eye view of everything that’s going on down there. 

 

A little background: This nameless [to me at least] boys elementary yeshiva was built two years ago. It borders a cliff 

leading down the mountainside into the Jerusalem Forest.  As part of the construction, a brick wall was put up be-

hind the yeshiva to protect the newly-sculpted landscape that had been bulldozed of its protective forest foliage 

that normally serves to prevent the soil on the cliff (which turns into mud during the rainy season) from sliding 

down the side of the mountain. Since there was now only dirt and dust, the wall erected behind the yeshiva was to 

protect the whole piece of land- including the yeshiva- from collapsing down the cliff. 

 

There was a protective fence surrounding the yeshiva playground, which extended almost till the area of the wall on 

the side of the cliff. I enjoyed watching the little boys play tag during recess, and echoes of the prophesy that pre-

dicts that “children will once again play in the courtyards of Jerusalem”, filled my heart with hope and happiness. 

 

Then, the winter rains came, an unexpected deluge. The constant onslaught of torrential downpours, occurring eve-

ry few days throughout the rainy season (November till May)— came as a true blessing to a Land that had been ex-

periencing drought for several years in a row, and drank up the gishmei bracha— the rains of blessing—thirstily. 

But, the first thing that happened when the rains hit, was that the brick wall behind the yeshiva came tumbling 

down the cliff. The mountainside was covered with mud.  Immediately, the cliffside area was made off-limits of 

course, and the playground fence was moved to stand right next to the back wall of the yeshiva, and the boys now 

played in the empty space between the two branches of the building. I now could barely see them as they played 

during recess—but at least, Baruch Hashem, they were safe. 

 

As soon as the heavy rains let up, a new wall was rebuilt, which held up better than the first wall, although part of 

this one got washed down the cliff as well.  This summer I noticed with excitement that, for the first time, a new 

growth of foliage began to grow along the bare strip of land behind the yeshiva, next to the brick wall. As the sum-

mer wore on, I watched with happiness as the whole strip of land next to the wall became covered with green grass 

and bushes. Now the roots of the new green foliage would creep into the earth, and prevent the soil and the wall 

with it— from being washed away. 
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Not only was the wall much safer now, but the greenery was much more aesthetically pleasing than the dry dirt and 

dust that had covered the ground up till this point. 

 

Even though it took time for the whole entire strip to be fully covered in foliage, I patiently waited each day as more 

and more dirt gave way to greenery. I even imagined that perhaps, when the whole strip would become covered, Ma-

shiach would finally come! Such were my musings. 

 

But imagine my shock when, a couple weeks ago, (just as the projected transfer of power was approaching in the 

US)— a bulldozer suddenly appeared on the grounds of the strip behind the yeshiva, and began bulldozing and up-

rooting all the nice green foliage that had taken the whole summer to grow! I couldn’t believe it! 

 

Day after day, I watched in amazement as the bulldozer made short work of destroying all the bushes and grass, leav-

ing behind bare dust and dirt once again. 

What in the world were they doing? It seemed crazy. 

 

I continued to watch in bewilderment as the bulldozer now began to dig, lowering the level of the strip of land by sev-

eral feet, until the top of the wall now rose higher than the ground next to it. They continued to dig, and spread sand 

everywhere. For what purpose? I can’t make out what they are doing. My guess is as good as anyone else’s. This has 

been going on for a few weeks now, and it’s still a mystery. 

 

But one thing did sink in, besides the ground level: even though it doesn’t seem to make sense to bulldoze and de-

stroy protective vegetation, there must be a plan that justifies it. I’m sure there’s an ultimate purpose to all the seem-

ing destruction. I just have to wait and watch and be patient. 

 

So too, with us and the new world we find ourselves in at present. On the surface, our old “safe” world seems to have 

been bulldozed, and we watch in great consternation as the values we thought would always be there in the world, 

are toppling down around us. Powerful changes are sweeping across my beloved “old country” and across the world, 

which is morphing faster and faster into something that seems out of control. 

And yet— even though we might be tempted to think “It’s OVER!”... but we would be just like that woman who ran 

out of the shul before the reading of the Torah. 

 

It’s not over. Just like there is a plan, although we can’t fathom it, behind the seeming destruction of protective vege-

tation, so too, there’s a Master Plan that our Creator has for the whole world, and it’s being carried out right now. 

Even though there looks, on the surface, to be a lot of destruction of values and chaos, we must be patient. The de-

struction is nothing less than “preparing the ground” for a New World— the World of Mashiach, which we will     

be’ezrat Hashem have the merit to see. 

 

There will be new growth, new construction, a shining new Edifice, and all this bulldozing is only to prepare the way 

for something truly more magnificent than our mind could ever imagine. And it’s happening before our very eyes. 

 

Just be patient and believe. 
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 “A nephew of Harav Chaim Kanievsky’s, Rav Lipa       

Yisraelson, related to me that he recently asked Rav 

Chaim, “The uncle keeps saying that ‘Mashiach is around 

the corner,’ ‘Mashiach is dreying in the streets…’So why  

don’t we see Mashiach? 

Rav Chaim responded,  “Did someone ever come into your 

house uninvited?  A guest might be standing right at your 

doorstep, but you have to ask him to come inside!  We 

have to daven for Mashiach.” 

 

 “Why does preparation make such a difference 

in our Mashiach experience? 

When Mashiach comes, the neshamah (soul) of a per-

son will not automatically be transformed into some-

thing higher then it was beforehand.  That means that 

if we want to experience yemos haMahiach on the 

highest level possible, we have to prepare ourselves 

now, in galus.  If we don’t, ch”v, we may gain very little 

when Mashiach comes.” 

    “We must not think that it is necessary for eve-

ryone to do teshuvah or daven.  The Peleh Yo’etz writes 

that one person doing teshuvah with sincerity can bring 

the Geulah.  The Targum says that one person davening 

with sincerity can bring the Geulah.  

  Individually and collectively, we can rise to the special 

challenges, which are, in reality, the special opportuni-

ties of these time. And, halevai, we will then be zocheh, 

b’karov b’yameinu, to see the results of our prepara-

tions-Pisom yavo el heichalo.”* 

 ( *In the End of Days, HaKadosh Baruch Hu will also reveal 

Himself to us “pisom, suddenly” as the passuk states 

(Malachi 3:1) 

“Thus, in Galus, Eisav (Christanity) and Yishmael 

(Islam) serve a dual purpose.  For the rest of the world, 

their religions spread fragments of the ultimate truth of ein 

od milvado.  At the same time, their existence is the source 

of the terrible tzaros inflicted on the Klal Yisrael, and these 

tzaros bring us to a recognition of ein od milvado as well.” 

 

“The Midrash says that it is the job of Edom to 

return the malchus to Yisrael.  It is likewise written in 

the Rashba that the Jewish nation is going to receive 

the malchus from the hands of Edom.  Rabbeinu, based 

on the Midrash Tanchuma, adds that in the final period 

of the galus,  Edom will rectify the pain and suffering 

that they caused us during the galus by helping and 

supporting Klal Yisrael.  The Midrash Tanchuma teach-

es that Edom will help in the actual building of the third 

Beis Hamikdash to rectify their destruction of the sec-

ond Beis Hamikdash.” 

Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky, shilta, said that we are cur-

rently living in the Keitz Meguleh (End signs of birth). 

“5779 (2019) marked seventy years since the first elections 

of the State of Israel.  In this year, Israel’s Labor party splin-

tered.  Ever since, there has been a constant struggle to 

formulate a stable government.  This may signify that the 

chevlei Mashiach have come to a close,, corresponding with 

the tradition that chevlei Mashiach will last seventy years. 

In 5780 (2019) (COVID-19 [In Yisrael we call it Corona]) 

emerged around the world.  Sources point to the fact that 

Milchemes Gog U’Magog will manifest as a mageifah, a 

plague. 

This must be our thought process during the time of Ikvesa 

d’Meshicha.  When all that we used to rely upon has fallen 

away, we are left with nothing but Hashem.  When every-

thing else disintegrates, our avodah is to turn directly to 

Hashem and rely on Him for everything that we need.” 
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ur whole locker room had to be treated to these grandiose announcements.   

“He is everything I ever dreamed of,  (handsome, macho, great personality), has his own car (wealthy), and 

next week he’s going to give me his varsity football sweater with three orange stripes, (muscle man, football star, eat 

your eyes out girls)!” 

Usually, only a few weeks later, it went something like the details permeating the atmosphere between the sobs as to 

why they had broken up.  He said such awful things to me… sob, sob, and did... "I can’t believe he …” I gave him back 

his sweater...sniffle, sniffle… “I hate him!” 

If this had just happened once, so maybe I wouldn’t have given it that much attention but over and over to the point 

where I had to think something crazy is going on here.  These girls are getting exactly what they want —their dream 

guy, what in the world is going wrong?  And how can it turn so quickly to hate? 

A clue came from my Mother who never read anything but the Bible.  How in the world she came up with such infor-

mation is something I wish I had asked her.  Maybe it was just because we lived in the center of “Movie Star Califor-

nia”  and actors were idolized as the pinnacle of success in our culture— their lives  just permeated the scene. A few 

times she updated us on this one very famous movie star, Elizabeth who ended up getting divorced eight or ten 

times—I don’t remember which name she ended up with.  My Mother was outraged that she had even broken up a 

young couple’s marriage with two children and gave over the wrongness of this horrific act.  But the movie stars had 

become the coveted role models and as such had the “top recipe” for great marriages “seize the most rich, beautiful, 

and “I fell in love”".  

My father had the best story, on the “falling in love bit”.  His professor told of once being on a long bus ride across the 

plains of America and falling madly in love with a young woman seated ahead of him. The longer the ride, the more 

this rapturous gift from above was falling on him, encompassing his whole heart.  “Surely this is the one I will ride off 

into the sunset with."   Floating off on cloud nine he waits to seal his dream.  Descending the steps, his anticipation 

mountain-topped, she makes a disgusting growly sound spitting out a black saliva-mixed wad of tobacco!  

He loved to shock his young college students telling them “My love instantly vanished!” 

About this time, John Paul Getty the big oil tycoon, once the richest man in the world, after five unsuccessful marriag-

es was quoted as wistfully saying, “I would give all of my millions, just to have one happy marriage.”  It seemed to be 

the most coveted of relationships romancing with the most ideal person, but why so elusive? 

And back into the news again came Elizabeth. She and maybe her “number fifth or sixth guy?” wanted to re-start their 

failing marriage.  As the headlines screamed their every move, their followers held their breath.  Off the jet-setters 

flew to South Africa.  This ultimate “have everything couple”?!  Surely they will make it work!  Mr. & Mrs. Beautiful, 

fabulously wealthy, reclused in the magnificent intimate vacation environment, leaving the past, with the strongest 

desire they sought to re-bond the most for all of the world to see, “thee perfect marriage”.  “They will show us again 

the model marriage!” And for starters he was wooing her with one of the worlds' most astounding massive diamond, 

the quintessential gift! 

 What went wrong?  So puzzling?  These, the greatest actors of marital bliss couldn't even fake it with the one they 

wanted the most?!  And in the eyes of all their followers…  Evidently they just didn’t have the answers. In fact none of 

these, the greatest “achievers” in the world seemed to have the answers.  As we watched they began to lead Southern 

California with the most divorces, most marriages... 
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One wondered why couldn't they just use their greatest talent—acting.  They prioritized their packaging, not what was 

inside.  So I was learning that one couldn't tell what was inside the package by just looking at the ribbons & wrapping. 

Another thought was that if one spends a lot of time talking and getting to know him better—I’ll know who he really is. 

Again my Mother cut us off from this popular fantasy.   She and my father had gone out for three years, lots of daily 

letter writing, between Oregon & California, a few times one traveled to meet the other. Her summary of all her efforts 

were, “I learned more about who he was in the first 24 hours after we were married then I had learned in the three 

years of trying to get to know him”. 

Reality was, a guy could put his best foot forward for a few times a week. It is not really so hard to swallow his true per-

sonality, with pleasant moments, eating out, entertainment, miniature golf and a lady could still get a surprise pack-

age!  They were stuck on getting to know who the other one was.  What, they thought people had like set-in-concrete 

personalities, they could never change.  The gentile world, even the religious goyisher world, had no concept of middos 

(good personality traits). 

”For years I devoured the adventurous stories of early America.  Life was rugged as newcomers rolled up their sleeves 

and went to work establishing roots in the new country.  Some left the east coast dreaming of better land out west be-

coming pioneers.   In the early spring they left the east with their covered wagons and with a team of oxen, risked their 

lives to make it to the west coast for better land and a fresh start.  Many died of diseases, and other hazards of this 

time.  Often as a man lost his wife he was left with the almost impossible job of taking care of his children, managing 

the farm and now the added responsibilities of feeding, and caring for the “youngins”. There was no way he could also 

manage to take on the tasks of a woman.  These were the days of no fast foods, take outs, or even stores—everything 

had to be made from scratch, there was soap to made, laundry to scrub,  candles to make, eggs to be collected, spin-

ning the wool, cows to be milked, a fire to keep, flour to be ground, ... 

Inquiries were made, “Yes I know of a widow... McGuffey's woman.  Cross the river over yonder, take the first left fork 

in the road and it’s the third log cabin.  With little fanfare they agreed to a merger, they needed each other.  She also 

couldn’t manage to take care of a farm and do the heavy man’s work that was needed for her family’s survival. The fa-

mous Abe Lincoln’s father got his second one this way.  After losing his wife he left for a week and came back with his 

new wife in a covered wagon. 

I was throwing out the popular, “California movie star examples”.  In analyzing the simple farming folks the proof 

seemed to be in the pudding, wasn’t this interesting that ‘ole country folks seemed to know something that our super-

duper Hollywood role models didn’t know?! 

Many times in my journey for truth, I came away with just one solid word: the most powerful relationship builder from 

these simple folks, seemed to be “giving”.  

One young girl landed one of these massive, muscular football stars.  As the years went by she acquired degree after 

degree with prestigious positions climbing up in a famous corporation.  He remained behind in the intellectual race and 

prestige prizes.  She grew to despise him and eventually they went their separate ways.  Years later after a tragic mis-

hap she became partially paralyzed and remarked to a friend, “He would have been so perfect for me now”… 

How impossible it was to think ahead to a whole long life and know what the future holds… “kinda” scary if you don’t 

want to make mistakes.   So I wondered how can one scrutinize the package, deciding what’s exactly perfect for your 

life and yet not know where your journey will lead and who will make the best partner for all of your life’s episodes?   

 The joke (mission statement) of our culture was whoever gets the most toys, wins! 

Did they really believe that all that they gathered and stored in their garages, attics, and basements would make them 

a winner of life?  The streets certainly influenced each other.  On one street, everyone competed for the most flamboy-

ant car.  On another street, everyone outdid each other with boats, campers…  The exotic yards with manicured 

grass and clover lawns that no one was supposed to step on as well as the most gorgeous spouse, and the  
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  most degrees that led to the most bags of money.  It was a well known & published fact in California circles that the 

number one argument couples had was over money, no matter the social strata no one seemed to ever have 

enough. 

It was common for a woman in a conversational circle to brag about how much her husband did for her. After work, 
he cooked supper, washed the dishes, took out the trash, walked the dog, bathed and put the children to bed.  As 
these circle conversations moved from woman to woman, each tried to outdo the others as to what she had got 
her husband to do.  “At first Mike wouldn’t... but then…. And now…   But tragically, no one seemed happy with their 
man.  In fact, they really seemed to be relationship losers! 

One big, bold man in our social religious circles, used to say, “I’m going to write a one-word marriage manual.”  And 
as everyone quieted a bit, he boisterously proclaimed, “Don’t!” slapping his knee and laughing uproariously! 

Feminism emboldened the “getter/ gimmie” mentality helping to encourage “bonding and relationship fiasco's”  
After the woman squeezed all she could out of her man, she lost all respect for her servant, despising what she had 
created and then discarded him.  The feminists clapped, “Yeah, you gave him just what he deserved!” 

Truthfully, there was a flip side.  There had been, and was also a lot of selfishness and cruelty on the part of the 

menfolk.  The World Book Encyclopedia on the subject of women’s rights stated years ago, “Women’s lot became 

much more oppressive when Christianity came upon the world scene.”  The NT taught that men were to rule over 

their women and the wife was to submit.  In the name of religion, many goyisher men used it not only as a right 

but as a means of becoming extremely oppressive. 

So the backlash of women rising up against male domination reared its head in a movement called Feminism.  

That’s a whole story.  But how did it play out in the marriages of our culture?  Even though he may have initially 

been mesmerized with the gorgeous package he got in a wife, a power struggle was usually a big part of the rela-

tionship as soon as they lived together under one roof.  The man winning this war was able to impress the other 

machos with how fast his wife would move when he barked and how low he could push her down.  A mountain 

man must have felt a certain level of kingship when his wife brought him his boots and she knelt down to put them 

on.  In his conversational circle, he could brag how he never did woman’s work, never changed a diaper, never 

washed a dish…  “I once was at the park with another young mother, her husband walked by on his way home from 

work, she asked him, “Could you stir the pot of noodles on the stove as you go in the house?” 

He refused.  Thirty seconds to maybe get a spoon and stir the noodles?  It couldn’t have been that he was lazy, he 

was a working man.  I believe based on the norm of that time, that most likely the reason he refused was he was 

living a life driven to build a macho image something to brag about, not on how to build his relationship with his 

wife. 

As most Jewish men, even if non-religious, were not of this persuasion and were also of a different genetic code,  

they had a better reputation.  Among gentile women, it was considered a good move to catch a Jewish man as they 

were reputed to make kinder husbands. 

       * * * 

For two weeks, I followed the path of the Southern California crowd.  It was all handed to me on a silver platter.  
Someone had given my father a little red sports car and off I went to college, with my blondish long hair, probably 
sandals & sunglasses.  I knew I ranked high on the beauty scale (my pimples were mostly gone).  I was intelligent 
(always top scores on our California achievement tests), personable  (An avid student of Dale Carnegie’s, How to 
win friends and influence people), and yes, I could go after a doctor or lawyer.  I could grasp the California dream.  
Yes, I could be successful! 

But my seven years of shepherding my flock of goats had developed within me the sublime pleasure of simple soli-
tude. What a miracle that the same One that dropped me down into such a lowly part of the earth had also given 
me the tools to break through the barriers of a most materialistic and atheistic society. Between the lemon groves 
& the four-lane boulevard, and beyond & above the inspirational snow capped Mount Baldy.  What a gift that I 
learned to sit quietly, recluse, pull myself away and listen to my inner voice. 

 



  

 17 

 

Did I really understand completely what I was doing?  I had said “yes” to a job in a nursing home— and promptly ended 

up, a few weeks later, taking care, on a nightly basis, of the incontinence care of half of the nursing home’s one hun-

dred patients, such a smelly job!   Yet I was so much more satisfied with my new life of caring for others, than I had 

ever been up to that point. Could I have even understood, myself, that this was the beginning of “real life”?  Did I have 

any idea of the great things that would eventually arise from this life choice?   

Hashem would eventually grant me a “cup running over with brachos”.  Among those, would be the privilege to live as 

a Jew in the Holy Land of Israel—and become, together with my family, a small, link in the Eternal Chain that is Klal Yis-

rael.  

               *    *     * 

Fast forward. After marrying and being blessed with a large family (bli ayin hara), I once found myself facing the begin-

ning of a new life— as a geyores in the Holy Land & “single again”.   In looking for a new husband,  my strategy of 

choice was mostly just to wait for Hashem to lead someone to me— the idea being, that Hashem wouldn’t want me, a 

mother with many children still at home, to spend too much time “running around” looking for a shidduch.  What was I 

looking for, actually?  My “wish list” was short: I was looking for someone with prior experience with children, and a 

man who wanted to learn Torah full time. I said, “Let Hashem fill in the missing blanks”.  

Then, an unbelievable shidduch was suggested to me, a man from a very “established” family. I arrived to meet him in 

someone’s home.  In these early moments of our meeting, as we sat across from each other at a table to speak, I 

couldn’t help noticing that as he spoke, saliva drooled down on his beard. I didn't know it then, but it turned out that 

he had a chronic illness. One of the symptoms of his illness was, that he didn’t have normal “feelings of sensations”, as 

most people do.  

But this man’s “shidduch resumé” contained far more “pluses” than I had originally hoped for. For instance, he had a 

very strong, religious background.  This meant that I would have the potential to be nurtured in my growth, by some-

one who basically lived in the “inner circle”.   I already had forged connections and was close to other members of this  

family, and it I really wanted to be part of them!   

So here I was, sitting across from this man with the “drooling issue”. What to do? I  asked myself, on the spot, “Can you 

‘get past’ this physical limitation of his?” And in my heart, came the resounding answer: “Yes”!   What he looked like on 

the outside—wasn’t of primary importance to me.  I knew in the “long haul”,  in the inner interactions of the home, his 

true essence, would be most important.  Before his first marriage, this man had previously met with fifty potential shid-

duchim— and none of those meetings were successful. None of the people he had met, were able to “see him for who 

he really was”.  The first week we were married, I came to realize that my new husband had an unbelievable emotion-

ally-sensitive side to him— a quality that many women value above all else, in a married relationship. 

In our community, many shidduch matches are made with someone “right around the corner”.   In this setting, those 

who have grown up together and with such similar backgrounds, only need to meet for just a few times.  As these fam-

ilies are all Torah-based, and having had around twenty years of being educated in the priorities of building a Jewish 

home its not a goal to figure out all of the other person’s complexities, they can look forward to many years of knowing 

each other on many different levels and deminisions as they live many different chapters of their life. 

Does any couple really know what their life challenges will be after marriage?  So because of this mindset, they are able 

to “seal their decision” quickly, relying on their trust of the “One Above”! 

How awesome to see the blessed fruits of this relationship, as it’s actualized on Shabbos Kodesh, when the man sits 

like a King at the head of his table, and sings to his wife, “You are an “Eishes Chayil- a “Woman above all Women”.   

There doesn’t exist even a close counterpart to this type of marriage relationship, in the Secular World.                       

The kavod/respect, and mutual giving that these surreal “Children of Avraham” give each other at the Shabbos table, 

has no comparison!   The husband selects and gives over from his repertoire of the Highest Thoughts of  
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the Universe, as the wife, gives lovingly of the Shabbos 

foods, the work of her hands!   Their hearts overflow 

with unending mutual chessed…  becoming  an inter-

twining of physical, emotional, & spiritual bonding, of 

private, personal exultation— totally inaccessible to 

the other world! 

    No big “surprise” in store for these upon marriage—

their goals are the same: Building a Jewish home.  As 

their ancestors, the matriarchs and patriarchs be-

fore. Unlike in the secular world, their primary goal is 

not “acquiring mankind's toys”, but rather, a lifetime 

of collecting Torah and mitzvos, and thus, their mar-

ried life begins at a glorious mountain peak...  

   Standing under an ivory chuppah, celebrated amidst 

the circle of the Ancient Ones above and below, we 

perceive that our rare and holy couple traveling the 

path of purity are entering a heavenly door of spiritu-

ality and bracha….  We watch as he, the Chasson da-

vens furiously…  long peyos flying — following in the 

legacy of the myriads of Jewish homes down through 

all the vicissitudes of galus,  ...begging for the merit to 

build a fortress, “A Bayis Ne’eman B’Yisroel!”  

Tzirel Rus 
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     A non-observant sabra (native Israeli) in our neighborhood 

was battling cancer. The day she collapsed and her soul returned 

to her maker, she was accompanied by a minyan of the husbands 

of the righteous women who had so carefully cared for her. 

    Another neighbor who participated in the funeral, a convert, 

who struggled year after year to make ends meet, made the 

comment, "Look at the beautiful minyan that accompanied this 

woman to her grave. I can't imagine that I will merit such a fu-

neral."  My friend, who heard that comment, did not for-

get. Although this convert was not much more than 50 years old, 

she passed away from a sudden heart attack one night.   

     Word spread on the Friday morning through my friend who 

had heard her pained comment and an honorable minyan of 

seasoned Rabbis and Torah scholars was gathered to accompany 

her to her resting place.  Another convert who had known her 

longer than the rest of us and had not merited to bear any chil-

dren later told me that she and her husband had always won-

dered who would say Kaddish for them when their time came.   

    Now that this friend had passed away, her husband took it 

upon himself to say kaddish for her soul. His willingness to com-

mit himself to the responsibility, gave the two of them the faith 

that someone, out of somewhere, would surely do the same for 

them and they were comforted in this. 
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     When NYC locked down and students were subjected to 

learning from home I was fraught with anxiety.  How will 

this EVER WORK?   But thanks to the outstanding efforts of 

Yehuda’s yeshiva, it was a lifesaver.  

     My son sat glued to his computer from 10:30-5:00pm 

with some breaks in between.  I, along with the rest of the 

world had no idea how long this lockdown would last.  At 

times I sensed Yehuda was lonely.  Unfortunately, some of 

his friends were hospital with the virus.  There was a  

sense of uncertainty and sadness hovering around.  As for 

school, the weeks morphed into months.  Everyone I knew 

was exhibiting anxiety from the pandemic, but not Yehuda, 

he was content to be zooming. 

   As June rolled around and ‘school year’ was closing the 

yeshiva was inviting all the boys to an end-of-the year 

event to be held in the parking lot of the yeshiva.  We 

went. 

  And then I broke.  I completely fell apart.  I stood watch-

ing while all the boys ran to each other embracing their 

friends and hugging their beloved Rabbeim.  They couldn’t 

let go.  They just kept hugging and hugging.  They had 

missed each other so much!  There smiles were as wide as 

the ocean. 

  I was shaking.  I couldn’t stop crying!  As I thanked every 

Rebbe personally I broke into tears.  I couldn’t hold back 

my emotions.  They worked so hard! 

 It was then, while watching the boys dancing together to 

the lively blaring music and enjoying their ice creams did I 

fully appreciate what was stolen from us during those diffi-

cult months: love, hugs, laughter, friendship, plain old nor-

mal human connections.  All that had been taken from us. 

  I don’t think I will ever forget that day. 

  I, along with the other mother witnessed the most beau-

tiful scene imaginable.  Our boys with Down syndrome 

were doing what they were created to do– loving each 

other, embracing life, spreading Simcha, and dancing, 

dancing...dancing through the darkness. 
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