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 In this week's parsha we read of the 
tremendous experience of the splitting of 
the sea. The Jews, once they finally thought 
they were out of Egypt for good, began to 
be pursued by Pharaoh's men, seemingly 
trapped between a rock and a hard place 
– the sea on one side, the advancing 
Egyptian army on the other side, and did 
not know what to do. Hashem performed 
a tremendous miracle for them, which 
was the splitting of the sea, so that they 
could pass by. Upon chasing them into the 
waters, the Egyptians were consumed by 
the water. The Bnei Yisrael, exorbitant and 
excited about their miraculous escape, felt 
the need to compose and sing a song, and 
they did. The result was Az Yashir, which 
we recite every day as part of the Pesukei 
D'Zimra.

 One of the phrases in this song is the 
famous, “zeh keli v'anvehu,”  - literally, 
this is my G-d and I will beautify Him. The 
question is, how on earth can we “beautify” 
Hashem Himself who by definition is 
ultimate beauty? The Gemara explains 
to us as follows (Shabbos 133b): “Make 
beautiful before Him with Mitzvos: build 
a beautiful Succah, take a beautiful Lulav, 
use a beautiful Shofar, when writing a Sefer 
Torah, use beautiful ink, a beautiful pen, 
a talented Sofer, nicely bound with nice 
parchment. Abba Shaul said: imitate Him: 
be loving and merciful.” We thus see that 
the Gemara understands our verse to mean, 
that when we are doing Mitzvos, we should 
do them in the best and most beautiful 
way possible. This means going above and 
beyond the so-called “letter of the law”: do 
not give Hashem your minimum, give him 
the best you can possibly give.

 This can be understood with an analogy: 
imagine a class where the teacher asked 
to write a one-page report. One boy writes 
a one-page report quickly, and messily. 
Another boy writes a two page report, and 
adds illustrations, decorations, and other 
additional items, to make it as beautiful 
as possible. Although the teacher cannot 
give the first child any less than 100%, but 
the second child is sure to get much more 
appreciation and praise for the extra effort.

 We see the same with Kain and Hevel in 
Parshas Bereishis. Although Kain brought 
a Korban just like Hevel did, Hashem 
singled out Hevel's Korban, because while 
Kain brought some grain, which was not 
particularly important or dear to him, Hevel 
brought from the best of the sheep, from 
the sheep which he valued and prized the 
most. Hashem wants us to show him that 
we care, that we are willing to sacrifice 
our best for his Mitzvos. This is also the 
reason why we are told that “the Hachanah 
(preparation) for a Mitzvah is greater than 
the Mitzvah (itself),” which on a simple 

level does not seem to make sense: how 
can it be that preparing for a Mitzvah is 
more important than the Mitzvah, but now 
we understand it: because preparations 
that make the Mitzvah better and more 
wonderful are extra, it is that bonus effort 
that shows Hashem that we care.

  It is certain that this is so with the Mitzvah 
of Tzedakah as well. While theoretically, 
Tzedakah means giving money, there are 
many ways to make the Mitzvah more 
beautiful. One can give it in a nice way, 
with a smile, encouragingly. One can, if 
giving food or clothing, pack it or wrap it up 
nicely. One can try to take the best possible 
clothing, the nicest possible gift for the 
poor, instead of his old, ragged leftovers. 
There are many ways to do it, but the point 
is that it should be in a way that brings 
about and indicates our love for the other 
person in the most meaningful way.

 The Rambam brings in Hilchos Issurei 
Mizbeach, 7:11, in the context of bringing 
the best and nicest Korbanos in the Beis 
Hamikdash, that “one should subdue his 
Yetzer Hara and widen his open hand, 
and bring Korbanos from the best and the 
highest quality from the type (of animal, 
etc.) that he is supposed to bring. The Torah 
tells us that Hevel brought from the nicest 
and choicest of the flock, and 'Hashem 
was pleased with Hevel and his offering.' 
The same is with everything that is for 
Hashem, that it should be from the nicest 
and the best. If you build a synagogue, it 
should be nicer than your house. If you 
give food for the hungry, you should give 
him from the best and the sweetest food 
that is on your table. When you clothe 
those who do not have clothing, you should 
clothe them with the best of your clothing. 
When you sanctify something (for the Beis 
Hamikdash) it should be from the best of 
your possessions.”

   I want to end off with a story of the Kedushas 
Levi, R' Levi Yitzchok of Bardichev. One 
time, when he was to lead the prayers on 
Yom Kippur, the congregation waited a long 
time for him to start, and for some reason 
he could not begin. Finally, he asked if there 
was anyone in the congregation from a 
certain town. One person piped up and said 
he comes from that town. The Kedushas 
Levi asked him: “how much did the wealthy 
non-Jewish landowner Ploni in that town 
pay for the dog he bought?” The man did 
not see the relevance of the statement to 
starting the Yom Kippur davening, but he 
happened to know, and told the Kedushas 
Levi. It was an exorbitant, ridiculously 
expensive amount: it must have been 
some world-class, specially bred dog of 
some sort. Then, the Kedushas Levi started 
started Davening.

 Later, he expressed to the congregation 
the reason for the whole exchange. There 
was a heavy decree upon the Jewish 
people: there was a certain Jewish man 
wrongly thrown in prison, and when 
people went around collecting money 
for his release, the Jewish people gave 
very minimally, whereas the non-Jewish 
philanthropist Ploni gave the entire amount 
for his release. A non-Jew gave more than 
all the Jews combined! The Kedushas Levi, 
however, pointed out in Shamayim that this 
amount was hardly impressive for Ploni. 
This non-Jewish man was so wealthy, that 
he bought a dog for far more than the price 
of the release. Therefore, comparatively 
speaking, his money was hardly impressive.

 Let us always try to give the best and 
the nicest of what we have, and the most 
relative to our situation, to perform the 
Mitzvah of Ahavas Yisrael in the best 
possible way, to fulfill the verse, “this is my 
G-d, and I will beautify before Him.”

Judge My Children Favorably:
Remember the uncomfortable incident 
at the judge's bench, which opened our 
chapter? Imagine if your reaction to the toe-
crushing pain had been different: "That's all 
right. I'm sure you're rushing to somewhere 
important, and you never meant to cause 
harm. It could happen to anyone." Surely 
his father, the judge, would have given 
you a much warmer welcome, knowing 
that you gave his careless son the benefit 
of the doubt. There are times when we 
have no choice but to publicly denigrate 
someone who is violating the Torah, for 
the constructive purpose of warning others 
against such behavior, or to cause the sinner 
to regret his ways. Still, we should take care 
not to denigrate these wrongdoers in our 
tefillah, because Hashem — like every father 
— loves those who speak in defense of His 
children, even the errant ones. 
In summary: The mitzvah of "judging 
with righteousness" obliges us to judge 
questionable actions of others favorably, 
in keeping with the guidelines of halachah, 
which take into consideration the person in 
question, the circumstances and the risk of 
damage. At the same time we should conduct 
ourselves in ways that will not rouse the 
suspicion of others. 

THE CODE OF
JEWISH CONDUCT

GIVE THE BEST TO THE NEEDY

Rabbi Yitzchok Silver

CONTINUED 
NEXT WEEK...



Today had been 
the coldest 
Shabbos of the 
winter so far. The 
temperature had 
hit -12, with the 
windchill making if 
feel like -18. Although 
the Pardos family 
usually went ice skating on 
Motzei Shabbos, they figured 
that the best thing to do this Motzei Shabbos 
was to stay home and keep warm. 

“Let’s play Pie Face,” Yoni suggested. Everyone 
loved the idea and Zalmy ran off to get the game. 
He came back with the large big red hand and the 
container of whipped cream.

“Pie Face?” asked Sara. “What in the world is this 
big hand for? And what are you going to do with 
the cream? How come I don’t know what this is?” 
Sara felt a little better when Yoni reminded her 
that she had not been home for Chanukah, when 
they got the new game.

Yoni tried to explain how the game worked, but 
Sara said that she would figure it out by watching. 
Zalmy was the first to start. He pushed the hand 
down so that it lay flat, with the palm facing 
upwards. He put a glob of whipped cream onto the 
palm, placed the hand close to him, and turned on 
the timer. Not knowing when the timer will turn off, 
the hand then popped up and the whipped cream 
flew right into his mouth. “That was great,” Sara 
said as she watched Zalmy lick some the whipped 
cream that had landed on his lips. 

Mr. Pardo was next. He set up the hand just like 
Zalmy did, but this time the whipped cream landed 
on his nose. Everyone was hysterical as he wiped 
the cream from his face. So as not to waste the 
delicious cream, he carefully took it off his face 
with a tissue, and then ate the cream. 

Just as Sara started to set up the big red hand, they 
heard the sound of a fire truck rushing past their 
house. They were surprised when they realized 
that the fire truck had stopped a few houses away 
from them. Everyone ran to the window to see 
what had happened. 

But what they saw horrified them. The Levin house, 
which was right across the street from theirs, was 
engulfed in fire. Pillars of smoke and streams of 
yellow, orange and red flames were blasting out 
of the windows and the roof. Within a very short 
time, four more fire trucks and 2 ambulances were 
rushing down the street. 

The twins, Shimmi and Chani, were so scared they 
began to cry. Mrs. Pardo took them away from the 
window and kept them busy making hot drinks for 
the fire fighters.  

Mr. Pardo ran out of the house to tell the fire chief 

that the house was empty. He explained that the 
Levin’s had left Friday afternoon and weren’t 
expected back until early Sunday morning. “I 
actually saw them leave, and since their car isn’t in 
the driveway, they haven’t come home yet,” he told 
the chief, who was relieved to hear this. 

Mr. Pardo then went home to call Rabbi Weissfield, 
the Rav of their shul. It seemed that someone else 
had called the Rav earlier, and the kehilla 
was going to figure out the best way 
to help. Rabbi Weissfield eagerly 
accepted the Pardo’s offer to 
accommodate the Levin family until 
they could find a more permanent 
place. The Rav told Mr. Pardo that 
someone was sending out a notice 
for a clothing collection so that the 
Levin’s would have clothing as soon as 
they came home the next day. Mr. Pardo 
suggested that they should bring the clothing to 
his house as soon as it was available.

It was a real Kiddush Hashem when Mrs. Pardo 
and the older children brought hot chocolate and 
cookies out to the firemen. Although the fire was 
totally under control at this point, what they saw 
devastated them. The entire house was a burned 
out shell. Baruch Hashem, no one was home, 
but everything that the Levin’s owned had been 
burned to a crisp.

When they went back to their house, Mrs. Pardo 
was pleased to see that the twins and Mr. Pardo 
had started to fix up the guest rooms. “Tatty told us 
that we should try and have everything ready when 
the Levin’s get home tomorrow,”  Shimmy said as 
he brought some of the linen downstairs. 

Once they had been finished with the guest rooms, 
Mrs. Pardo asked Sara, Zalmy, and Yoni to go 
through their closets to find clothes that the Levin 
children would be able to wear. She helped the 
twins do the same thing.

Sara found some school uniforms as well as 
everyday clothes that were a little small on her but 
would be perfect for Leah Levin. Yoni picked out a 
bunch of white shirts, dark pants, sweaters and a 
pair of pajamas for Yehudah Levin. 

Zalmy came in and put down a black garbage bag 
of clothes that he thought would be good for Asher 
Levin. Mrs. Pardo looked into the garbage bags 

and said, “But Zalmy, these are the clothes you 
were going to throw out. They’re the ones that you 
said you wouldn’t wear because they were torn or 
stained. Do you really think that Asher would be 
willing to wear them?”

“I guess not,” Zalmy said, somewhat embarrassed. 
“But everything else in my closet are really good. 
There’s really nothing I want to give away.”

“I can understand that,” Mr. Pardes remarked. 
“But what would you expect Asher to do if 
this had happened to you? Maybe you need 
to take some time to think about this”

Zalmy went back to his room, feeling 
somewhat downcast. He knew his father 

was right, but he really didn’t want to give 
away any of his good clothes. He liked them 

too much. Reluctantly, he went to the closet to 
see if there was anything to give away. 

When he opened closet doors, he stood staring 
at his clothes for a few moments.. He was really 
astounded by how much clothing was hanging 
there. He never realized how much he had. True, 
a lot of it were hand-me-downs from his older 
brothers and cousins, but they were all in good 
condition and he liked them a lot. But, he realized 
that he really didn’t need all that he had.

Within a few minutes, he had two large, black 
shopping bags filled with pants, shirts, pajamas, 
kippas, and sweaters. He even included one of 
his new pairs of tzitsis that he had gotten for 
Chanukah.

His mother was really pleased, when she saw what 
he had put into those bags. “You were right, Mom,” 
Zalmy admitted. “After what Asher will be going 
through for the next while, the least I can do is 
make him feel good about the clothes he will be 
wearing.”  

Zalmy stopped for a minute and then turned to 
go back to his room. When his mother asked if 
everything was alright, Zalmy responded, “I just 
remembered that Asher is a reader just like I am. 
I’m going to put a pile of my favorite books into his 
room. Maybe, even for a little while, they will help 
him keep his mind off of what happened today.”

When Bnai Yisrael crossed the Yam Suf, they sang 
a song of praise to Hashem. They said, "This is 
Hashem, and I will glorify Him." (Shemos 15:2) The 
Talmud tells us: “When you do Hashem’s mitzvos, 
glorify the mitzvah. Have a beautiful sukkah, a 
beautiful lulav…” We find the same idea regarding 
tzedakah. The Ramban tells us that when you are 
giving food or clothing to a 
poor person,
it has to be the best 
we can give.

A poor man once came to Rabbi Seligman Baer Bamberger, 
Rabbi of Wuerzburg, while he was in the middle of a shiur, and told him 

that he needed shoes. Rabi Bamberger interrupted his shiur and brought 
out a paid of his own shoes for the needy person. One of the students 

remarked to Rabbi Bamberger that the shoes he gave away had just been 
recently bought and were the best that the Rav owned. “Why didn’t you 

give him an old pair?” asked the student. “The poor man already has torn 
shoes. I should give him only the best,” was the reply.
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“But what
 would 

you expect 
Asher to do 
if this had 
happened 

to you?
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CHESED CHALLENGE: When your parent asks you to give a poor person a fruit or a piece of cake, make sure that you give them the best fruit or the nicest piece of cake. 

GIVE THE BEST

TO THE NEEDY
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RECOLLECTION OF CHESED NOTES GIVEN IN FROM OUR LAST CHESED JAR PROJECT :)

I BROUGHT MY MOTHER 
HER LUNCH BAG WHEN 
SHE ASKED.
- SHALOM CHAIM N.

I DID SOMETHING FOR MY MOTHER WHEN I DID NOT FEEL LIKE IT. 
-DOVY M.

I HELPED MY YOUNGER SISTER 
GET READY FOR SCHOOL.
YOSEF NOAM K.

I TOOK MY BROTHER BIKE RIDING. 
-YAAKOV P.

I HELPED MY FRIEND WITH A 
PROJECT.   -ELI C.


