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 Simple Change

 

The world around you is in shambles—and
you are probably no exception. The chasm
between what you should be and what you
actually are is so vast, you cannot see
yourself changing anything.

That’s His job. Your job is to think good
thoughts. Your job is to do good deeds.

G‑d will make a bridge from your thoughts
to your deeds and together they will
become the most powerful instrument of
change in the world.



Editor's Note: What's Up on WhatsApp?
Hi,

We wrote you a few months ago about the great stuff we’ve been sharing on WhatsApp. Since then, more and
more content is being sent out (almost) every day.

Here’s what you need to know to get into the game: Our WhatsApp number is +1 (570) 543-2125. You need to
save that number in order to receive our messages. Then, message us with the word “CHABAD,” and we’ll add
you to our list.

Here is what you can then expect:

#StorySunday: a beautiful Jewish story to start your week right.
 #TorahTuesday: a video with a lesson on the Torah portion of the week.

 #WonderingWednesday: an intriguing Q&A from our Ask the Rabbi Team.
 #ThoughtfulThursday: a though-provoking message by Rabbi Tzvi Freeman.

 And every Friday, we send you a sharable poster with Shabbat times in major cities all over the
world.

We look forward to seeing you on WhatsApp!

The Chabad.org WhatsApp Team

Your Questions

Why Are There No More Prophets?
 by Yehuda Shurpin

 With the death of the latter prophets Chagai, Zechariah and
Malachi, “the spirit of prophecy departed.”

How Do I Stop Being a Slob?
 By Rosally Saltsman

 My entire diet consists of processed and junk food, my only
exercise is walking to the bus.

What Does "Shvigger" Mean?
 Many see this word is a built-in insult. It’s really anything

but.

Around the Jewish World

In Venice, Witnessing Extraordinary Activities by
(Not So) Ordinary People

 By Libby Kiszner
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Noah speaks softly, kindly, like an old friend, though we’ve
never met before. Her words are interrupted every now and
then, as she graciously greets the women who drop in to
warm themselves with a hot cup of tea, a slice of kosher
cake and the coziness of a Jewish home.

‘There Are No Kids With Special Needs Here’
 By Shmuel Loebenstein

 Innovative afterschool program brings 8- to 10-year-olds
together.

College Women Snorkel and Study in Sunny Key
Largo

 By Musia Gurevitch
 Dipping into surf, sports and some serious learning.

Parshah

Fight Evil or Do Good?
 By Mendel Kalmenson

 What of someone who awakens to the realization that he's
allowed his evil inclination to assume control, and now
wishes to reclaim the love for his G‑dly soul? How does one
shake off a well-entrenched enemy?

5 Powerful Insights From the Rebbe - Va'eira
 Compiled by Mordechai Rubin

 Enjoy four short thoughts and a video adapted from the
teachings of the Lubavitcher Rebbe on Parshat Va'eira.

Do You Volunteer?
 When something new or unexpected is added to our plate,

the first thing we slash is our volunteering.

Story

How the Simple Villager Changed His Ways
 By Asharon Baltazar

 Although the villager was a simple Jew, he hoped that his
children would one day surpass his meager knowledge of
Torah.

Superhero, Episode VI: Beyond Meditation
 By Tzvi Freeman

 

Lifestyle
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Decadent Chocolate Truffles
 By Miriam Szokovski

 

Art: The Plague of Hail
 By Yoram Raanan
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     Your Questions 
   Why Are There No More Prophets?

    by Yehuda Shurpin
 

The Talmud explains that with the death of the latter prophets Chagai, Zechariah and Malachi at the very beginning
of the Second Temple era, “the spirit of prophecy departed.”1 Why did that happen?

Maimonides: Lack of Joy

The Talmud states, “Prophecy does not come upon a prophet when he is sad or languid.”2Maimonides (1105-1204)
in his Guide for the Perplexed explains that every faculty of a person's body at times grows weak and at other times
is healthy. The “imaginative faculty,” through which the prophet receives prophecy, is no different than the other
faculties. Prophets were thus unable to prophesy when they mourned, were angry, or were similarly affected, as can
be seen with Jacob when he mourned Joseph’s perceived death. This, Maimonides explains, is the “primary reason”
why prophecy ceased during the time of exile. For what could bring a person to sadness more than being in
servitude to sinful nations?3

Although prophecy departed at the beginning of the Second Temple period, when the Jewish people were technically
not exiled, they were beholden to foreign governments.

Wickedness

Others disagree with Maimonides’ designation of prophecy as a mere “faculty of the body.”4 Instead, it is seen as a
divine gift. Thus, on an individual level, “prophecy does not rest amidst sadness,” but prophecy does not rest on the
on the nation as a whole due to the wickedness of their deeds. As G‑d says about such a time of spiritual failings, “I
hid My face from them.”5

Prophecy: Counterbalance to Idolatry

On a more positive note, Rabbi Judah the Pious (1150-1217) explains that the spirit of prophecy departed during the
Second Temple and subsequent exile (which we are still in) because the passion toward idolatry had ceased. In
earlier times, when the idolatrous priests were performing wondrous feats, if G‑d’s prophets wouldn’t have countered
them with miraculous feats, all would have turned toward idolatry. However, since idolatry is no longer much of a
temptation, there is no longer a need for prophets.6
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Did Prophecy Really End?

At first glance, the statement that the spirit of prophecy departed “with the death of the prophets Chagai, Zechariah
and Malachi” seems to contradict many other traditions.

We find numerous accounts of sages who were able to perceive beyond that which the eye can see with the divine
spirit, such as Rabban Gamliel,7 Rabbi Akiva,8 Rabbi Meir,9 and Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai.10

As late as the medieval times, we find a number of rabbis, such as Rabbi Ezra the Prophet (Moncontour, France, c.
1230)11 and Rabbi Shmuel the Pious (Speyer, Germany, 12th century),12 who were given the appellation “prophet.”
In fact, Maimonides himself, whose explanation for the departure of prophecy was quoted earlier, attests that a
contemporary of his predicted a number of future events, which “proved to all that he was most definitely a
prophet.”13

So what are we to make of the Talmudic pronouncement that prophecy has departed?

If we read the Talmud carefully, we note that it uses the term “departed” rather than “ceased.” For, in truth, prophecy
never totally left; rather, it was no longer as commonplace as it had been in earlier generations. Yet, there remained
exceptional individuals who did experience prophecy, albeit not on the level of biblical prophets.14

Preparing for the Messianic Era

The Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem M. Schneerson, of righteous memory, explains that this is a crucial step in readying
the world for the messianic era. During the age of the biblical prophets, there were wondrous miracles, but the effect
on one who witnessed such revelations wasn’t necessarily internalized and lasting. Whatever spiritual awakening
came about was almost forced by the magnitude of the revelation.

The Second Temple period, when open miracles and prophecy were diminished, was a time for the Jewish people to
mature and come close to G‑d—not from some sort of imposed revelation, but rather from within their own selves.
The same can be said, to an even greater degree, about the time of exile—without revelations, we must seek out a
connection with G‑d, which comes from a deeper place within ourselves.

On the other hand, although witnessing prophecy has the shortcoming of being an “imposed” spiritual awakening, it
does have the benefit of being a powerful, tangible experience of G‑d’s eminence.

These two stages are a preparation for the messianic era, when both of these aspects will be combined. On the one
hand, we will experience palatable wonders and prophecy with all of our senses. But at the same time, our
connection to the divine will be a natural, unimposed experience.

As the prophet Joel proclaims,15 “And it shall come to pass afterwards that I will pour out My spirit upon all flesh, and
your sons and daughters shall prophesy . . .”16

May it be speedily in our days!

Rabbi Yehuda Shurpin responds to questions for Chabad.org's Ask the Rabbi service.

Sefira Ross is a freelance designer and illustrator whose original creations grace many Chabad.org pages. Residing
in Seattle, Washington, her days are spent between multitasking illustrations and being a mom.

FOOTNOTES

1. Talmud, Yoma 9b, Sanhedrin 11a,
Sotah 48b.

2. Talmud, Shabbat 30b.

3. Maimonides, Guide for the Perplexed
2:36.

4. Abarbanel in his commentary on the
Guide for the Perplexed 2:36.

5. Deuteronomy 31:17.

6. Sefer Chassidim 544.

7. Talmud, Eruvin 64b.

8. Midrash, Vayikra Rabbah 21:8.

9. Jerusalem Talmud, Sotah 1:4.

10. Jerusalem Talmud, Shevi’it 9:1.

11. See Tosafot on Talmud Gitin 88a

12. See responsum from Rabbi Sholomo
Lura, Maharshal 29.

13. See Maimonides’ Letter to Yemen
(this part is missing in some
editions).
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     Your Questions 
   How Do I Stop Being a Slob?

    By Rosally Saltsman
 

Dear Rachel,

My name is Bob, and I’m a blob. I’m this big mass of unhealthy fat. My entire diet consists of processed and
junk food, my only exercise is walking to the bus (it stops in front of my house), I sleep either too much or
too little, I spend all day on the computer (both at work and at home), and I feel terrible. The point is, I just
can’t seem to change. I want to, but can’t. I feel worthless and hopeless. Can you do something for me?

Bob the Blob

Dear Bob,

Bob is such a perky name! Why not alliterate it with another adjective, like Bouncy Bob or Bountiful Bob or Brainy
Bob? That’s your main problem, you see—how you define yourself. If you see yourself as a blob, then that’s the
vision your brain is going to live up to; it directs your body to synch with that identity consciousness.

So first of all, you need to redefine yourself in your own mind because how you see yourself determines how you
really are and how others see you.

Now, I can’t do anything for you. But there are a lot of things that you can do for you. You are immersed in a miasma
of bad choices. You are capable of completely turning your life around simply by making different choices. And I’m
not talking about anything major, not at all.

Here are some things you can do:

Walk to the next bus stop and take the bus from there.
Get up every hour from your computer and walk around your desk.
Have one sugar less in your coffee.
Add one fruit and one vegetable a day to your diet.
Get a pedometer. It counts your daily steps. Add another 10 steps until you reach 12,000 steps a day.
Go to sleep and wake up at the same time every day.
Drink (at least) two glasses of water each day.

Change isn’t meteoric or cataclysmic. It occurs slowly, over time, in small increments. And you can make that change
happen—slowly, over time, in small increments.

The Torah speaks in several places about the importance of safeguarding your health because your body is housing
your soul (Devarim 4:9, 4:15). There is a compendium of laws that require us to guard our physical and emotional
health.

Look in the mirror every day and say something nice about yourself. It doesn’t matter what, but it has to be positive
self-appreciation. Before you go to bed at night, go over in your mind every positive and constructive thing you did,
said, ate and thought, no matter how small it seems.

14. Rabbi Reuven Margolis in his
introduction to Sha’alot Uteshuvot
Min Hashamayim; see also Likkutei
Sichot, vol. 14, p. 73.

15. Joel 3:1. 16. See Likkutei Sichot, vol. 20, p. 97, fn.
63; vol. 17, p. 94, fn. 20; and p. 97,
fn. 34.
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http://www.chabad.org/16171#v1
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By redefining yourself positively and taking small yet measurable steps to improvement, you will see positive change
and become motivated to do even more. In that way, you can transform yourself into the Best Bob you can be!

By the way, if you look up “can’t” in the dictionary, it says, “See ‘can.’”

Wishing you success on your journey, one slow but sure step at a time!

Rachel

Rosally Saltsman is a freelance writer originally from Montreal living in Israel. Click here to email Rosally.

© Copyright 2018, all rights reserved.

     Your Questions 
   What Does "Shvigger" Mean?

Shvigger: (SHVI-gehr) n. mother-in-law

Many see this word is a built-in insult. It’s really anything but.

In Jewish tradition, it is forbidden to call one’s parents by their names. Rather, they are respectfully referred to as
“Mother” and “Father.” Honoring our parents is actually one of the Ten commandments, so it ranks right up there with
revering G‑d’s name and not murdering.

This reverence extends to in-laws, who are called “shvigger” (mother-in-law) and “shver” (father-in-law) respectively.

How do we know this? We take our cue from King David, whose father in law (and primary tormentor) was King Saul.
David called Saul, avi, “my father.”

Yet generations of Borscht Belt mother-in-law jokes and the insulting ring of the word have conspired to make
“shvigger” anathematic to many English-speaking women, who just can’t imagine the term referring to them.

Note that “shvigger” bears no relation to “shveig,” the Yiddish word for “be quiet.” For that matter, neither does
“shver” have anything to do with its homonym, “shver,” which means “heavy” or “difficult.” So even if you have a
mother-in-law who you wish would be quiet and a father-in-law who is both difficult and overweight, rest assured that:
a) you are not alone, b) this has nothing to do with their Yiddish titles, which they can still bear with pride.

While we’re on the subject, here are the Yiddish terms for the other in-laws:

Brother-in-law: Shvogger
Sister-in-law: Shvegeren
Son-in-law: Eidim (the only one not to begin with “sh”)
Daughter-in-law: Shnur
In-laws: Muchutonim. This term has two uses. Narrowly defined, people whose children are married (or even
engaged) refer to each other as mechutonim (the male is a mechuton and the female is a mechuteniste). In a
broader sense, entire clans that have been joined through matrimony can be called mechutonim.

Sefira Ross is a freelance designer and illustrator whose original creations grace many Chabad.org pages. Residing
in Seattle, Washington, her days are spent between multitasking illustrations and being a mom.

© Copyright 2018, all rights reserved.
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     Around the Jewish World 
   In Venice, Witnessing Extraordinary Activities by

(Not So) Ordinary People
    By Libby Kiszner

 

Inside the friendly ambience of the Chabad House, I’m sitting across from Noah Rieber listening to her experience as
a shlucha (Chabad-Lubavitch emissary). Outside, as the sun is setting and wind is blowing, some wandering visitors
are strolling around the Jewish ghetto—the oldest one in the world. It’s off-season, and the atmosphere is leisurely
and rather quiet. Yet the sweet sounds of Torah coming from the few yeshivah boys permeates this simple, holy
room. It is not very large, this shul, maybe as big as the average living room, but there’s a serenity and holiness here
that are so inviting.

Noah speaks softly, kindly, like an old friend, though we’ve never met before. Her words are interrupted every now
and then, as she graciously greets those who drop in to warm themselves with a hot cup of tea, a slice of kosher
cake and the coziness of a Jewish home. It is fascinating to see Jews from all over the world meet here in a
welcoming embrace—the fact that you’ve never before met is irrelevant.

Our busy daily schedules sometimes keeps us “zoomed in” on lots of trivial, not to say insignificant, aspects of our
lives. Once in a while, an opportunity comes along that widens our aperture, when we “zoom out” from the narrow,
often inconsequential worries of routine life. For me, this occurred when I got the chance to travel with my sister to
Venice, that unique and charming city bursting with canals and gondolas.

One of the most valuable benefits of travel is the opportunity it offers to expand your horizons. It’s a chance to see
new things, connect with the annals of history and, of course, meet new people. Here in this room, tourists from
London, Jerusalem, Israel, France, Turkey and America from all backgrounds connect with one another, any
differences fading away. Like long-lost brothers and sisters, conversation flows naturally—one family, belonging to
our One Creator, and one Torah.

Cuddling her little girl in her arms, Noah regales me with fascinating tales about how the miniature, storefront shul
has been a beacon of light to many Jews whose lives have been touched by a taste of Shabbat, a Yom Kippur
experience, a halachic discourse.

“What do you find challenging here?” I ask.

Noah lives far away from her family in Israel. Italian and even English are not her first languages. She homeschools
her children. (That can’t be easy, even if the beautiful smile never leaves her face.) Her kids seem so carefree as
they weave playfully under and between tables and chairs, the men’s section and the hospitality corner where hot
tea, cake and salads are provided.
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Rabbi Amichay and Mrs. Noah Rieber.

Noah looks at me. “Challenging?” she asks. Her forehead creases, her eyes staring into the distance, as though
searching. “What do I find challenging?“ Obviously, she’s never thought about this before. She shrugs. “That’s a
good question. I don’t know,” she says simply. “I’ve learned to make do with what we have. It’s better that way. Gone
are the days when I wouldn’t know whether I’d have milk for my coffee or not. I just decided there’s no kosher milk
here, and that’s that. I used to bring tons of food from Israel every time I went to visit. But since I decided that we live
here, we live with what we have, and we feel a lot happier.”

She laughs; there’s music to the tone, like the sound of the guitar her son is fingering. “It’s a lot healthier, too,” she
says with a twinkle in her eyes. The family lives mostly on fruits, vegetables and fish that they purchase according to
kosher signs ensuring that they have fins and scales. “The only thing we bring back from Israel these days are
books. Any Jewish book that gets published, we’ve got it.”

Seems like food for thought is more appetizing.

Noah’s daughter, Tamar, will be celebrating her bat mitzvah soon. It was her I first met the evening before. She was
absorbed with the task of doing her homework with the only Jewish friend her age in Venice, and I was amazed at
the way she kept focused on her work, all the while checking to see if there was anything anybody needed.

Tamar attends school online, a remarkable project of the Brooklyn, N.Y.-based Shluchim Office, which provides
resources to other Chabad emissaries, serving hundreds of students who listen to lessons and interact via internet.
The heroine of a book about her called Tamar of Venice, she is completely unfazed by it all. In fact, she seems to
take it all in stride: the comings and goings, her reputation, her homework. I don’t know how she handles it all
simultaneously and so gracefully.
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A minyan in the Chabad House.

Last year, Rabbi Amichay Rieber, Noah’s husband, took their young son to Israel for the last day of school to
participate in an end-of-year school contest. The little boy knew all the answers, moving smoothly along as questions
advanced into higher levels. Finally, he was one of the two last boys left in the contest, at which point he quietly
demurred from answering the question. Pleased that his learning was up to par with the rest of his age mates, his
parents nevertheless wondered why he didn’t pursue the exalted status of the winner. “I had two reasons,” he said.
“First, I didn’t think it was nice that I, who didn’t learn with them all year, should win; and second, the prize was only a
spinner.” (Fidget spinners was the trendiest toy last year for young people.)

It seems that others members of the shul are in the know. The reason for our impromptu meeting has circulated
amongst them, and they understand that our words will be published in an article. As such, some of them
enthusiastically approach us. They are eager to express their gratitude.

“These people are true tzaddikim,” says Isaac Havi originally from Tripoli, Libya, a tour guide by profession who lives
in Venice. “Their hospitality and kindness is incredible.”

Noah dismisses his words. “It’s not us,” she insists. “It Rabbi Rami and Mrs. Shachar Banin.”

Indeed, the Banins have worked tirelessly for the last 25 years, welcoming tourists, hosting holiday programs and
running Hebrew-school lessons for children, assisting Jewish students learning in Universities in Venice and the
surrounding cities, and providing support and counseling to all. They run a popular kosher restaurant, Gam-Gam,
which provides Shabbat hospitality, including Friday-night meals for tourists. Sometimes, hundreds attend, spilling
out into the street singing and dancing.

Despite the fact that Jews have lived in Venice since the Middle Ages—with some 5,000 Jewish residents at its
height in the 17th century—the Venice Jewish community now numbers fewer than 450. Only a handful of Jews live
in the ghetto area today, which Venetian rulers designated as Europe’s first enclosed place of Jewish segregation in
1516. Very few local Jews seek contacts with the tourists, other than as customers in their shops or men for a
minyan.

The support of the Venice Chabad House extends to those who live in the entire Veneto area, including Padova,
Verona, Treviso and Vicenza, where there are two American army bases. Both the Banins and the Riebers help the
Jewish soldiers and their families by providing them with holiday needs, circumcisions for soldiers’ sons, menorahs
during Chanukah and kosher food.

“Many travelers—visitors from all parts of the globe exploring the world—have had their first Jewish experience here
at Chabad,” says Noah. “We’re not looking for any results. We only plant seeds. We never know which seed will
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grow. But often, visitors have gone home and continued their journeys in their hometowns.”

In our golden era, when all over the world we can freely observe Torah and mitzvot, it takes some serious
determination to sacrifice the comforts that so many of us take for granted for the sake of shining the light of Judaism
in every part of the world. I can’t help but feel awed by these unpretentious families, who simply have no idea how
really great and needed they are.

Menachem Mendel (Memi) Rieber in the Chabad shul.

© Copyright 2018, all rights reserved.

     Around the Jewish World 
   ‘There Are No Kids With Special Needs Here’

    
     By Shmuel Loebenstein

 

Crêpes will burn if you don’t pour the batter evenly and quickly. On a blustery afternoon in Brooklyn, N.Y., Mussie
Procel watched as her class of budding chefs tended to their bubbling pans with the intensity and single-mindedness
that only 8-year-olds in a kitchen can possess.

Two girls worked side by side, their little chef hats and aprons askew as they laughed and peeked at each other’s
pooling messes. Theirs was a shared childhood experience—those ineffable strands of camaraderie that together
weave the fabric of friendship so strong and so tight that adulthood cannot undo it.

Like backyard baseball or a birthday party or a camping trip, the afterschool cooking class seemed typical of any of
those experiences, another shared moment whose details would get lost in the mists of time, but never its effect.

Typical, except that one child has autism, and the other does not. In fact, about half the class had a range of special
needs. But during those moments in the kitchen, those distinctions were lost.
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The goal? Work together and have fun.

What drove the Friendship Circle of Brooklyn to launch its inclusive afterschool program in 2017? It now offers karate
and ballet classes alongside cooking, and I set off in search of the nexus between martial arts, the performing arts
and the culinary arts.

I found it in the story that Chani Majesky, co-director of the Friendship Circle, tells about her son.

‘Kids Don’t Look at Each Other Differently’

The Friendship Circle generally distinguishes itself from other
organizations serving children with special needs in that it focuses on
social, and not therapeutic, needs. The immensely popular “Sunday
Circle” program, for example, pairs children with teen volunteers;
together, they share a variety of activities.

For the volunteers, these programs are often their first introduction into
the world of special needs. Their minds are already molded to maintain
strict conceptual boundaries. The volunteer is a volunteer, and the child
with special needs is a child with special needs; while the twain do meet,
they do not merge. At the program’s end, they disentangle themselves
and go back to their respective familiar places.

Chani was somewhat discomfited by conversations she had with her son,
Mendel, when he was about 6 years old. Mendel had grown up in the
embrace of the organization that his parents run (his father, Rabbi Berel
Majesky, is the other co-director), attending every program and joining
every outing. Chani would ask him: “Mendel, what do you think of the
children with special needs? Do they enjoy it? How can we make it better
for them?”

Mendel did not—could not—understand her question. What kids? Who is
“them”? Don’t we just play together every Sunday and sometimes go on
cool trips together?

Chani says that his innocent confusion led her to realize that “kids don’t naturally look at each other differently.” She
thought that if young children could experience enjoyable things together on a “level playing field” at an age when
they don’t really recognize any differences, it would help them develop an outlook of equality that would last for life.

“I want to raise a whole generation who sees things like Mendel does,” she says.

‘The Root of Learning’

That’s why the afterschool program is offered only to 8- to-10-year-olds.
“Teenagers already see children with special needs as different,” explains
Chani. “But when the children in the program become teenagers, they’ll
be able to continue to do these kinds of activities. Hopefully, they’ll see
things differently.”

Rabbi Majesky believes that the special-needs community is moving in
that direction. Inclusiveness and integration are the new goals: children
with special needs attend regular schools, go to regular camps, and now
go to the same cooking classes and karate classes as their friends. Those
who work in the field note the Willowbrook State School scandal in the
1960s as producing waves that continue to ripple through the Jewish
community. The first wave took children with special needs out of the
shadows and into the spotlight; now, the next one moves them out of the
spotlight and into the normalcy of everyday society.

Tobey Lass-Karper, BCBA, a behavior analyst who consults for the
Majeskys, explains that such inclusiveness further propels the
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Karate is on tap for young boys, who get help
from teen volunteers.

developmemt of children’s skills. “Motivation is the root of learning. Having
peers and fun activities, and being in a setting where they are simply one
of the kids just like everybody else—that feeling of belonging—could
motivate them to try something new, to communicate something they
haven’t before.”

At the Friendship Circle, the integration is likewise seamless. When Esty
Raskin’s typically-abled daughter, Chana, returned home from the
afternoon program, she told her mom about the hilarity and hi-jinx of her
cooking class. Esty fired off a “thank you” email to the Majeskys, but was
perplexed: “Were there any kids with disabilities in the girls’ class?” she
asked. “If there were, Chana didn’t know about it.”

The program is geared specifically for 8- to 10-year-olds.
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The Friendship Circle generally distinguishes itself from other organizations serving children
with special needs in that it focuses on social, and not therapeutic, needs.
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     Around the Jewish World 
   College Women Snorkel and Study in Sunny Key

Largo
    

     By Musia Gurevitch
 

Sometimes in life, you have to dive in head first. That’s especially relevant when swimming in the sea of Jewish
knowledge.

The “Snorkel & Study” winter retreat program offers college women the chance to submerge themselves in Torah
learning and growth—and in the deep waters of Key Largo, Fla. The program, founded in 2006 and run by the
Chabad-Lubavitch educational organization Bais Chana Women International, brings about 100 participants together
to explore the reefs below and beliefs above. Any graduate or undergraduate student can join; the only prerequisite
is that they be interested in learning more about Judaism.

Katie Tapper, 23, a senior at Tulane University in New Orleans, left on the
trip not knowing other participants (the program runs from Jan. 2 to Jan.
9). She met Rabbi Yochanan and Sara Rivkin, co-directors of the Rohr
Chabad Jewish Student Center at Tulane University, as a freshman, and
says she has been deeply impacted by her relationship with them. Over
the years, she has delved into Jewish study, song and prayer. The winter-
break adventure was a natural outgrowth of her exploration.

“I love the idea of being among so many women who are searching
together,” says Tapper. “I’m hoping to make friends with those who have

https://www.baischanawomen.org/about/
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Katie Tapper, a senior at Tulane University

Rabbi Manis Friedman

similar perspectives as me, who are passionate about discovering
themselves and their relationship with G‑d.”

“It’s not about the snorkeling; I’ve done that before,” she notes. “I can’t
wait for the full experience of keeping Shabbat, and learning Torah and
Jewish philosophy in a practical way that can impact my life.”

The retreat includes all sorts of adventures a Florida resort would offer. In
addition to snorkeling, students can go wave-running, parasailing,
canoeing and even swim with dolphins.

Program’s Bat Mitzvah Year

Still, the emphasis is on motivating each woman to embrace her Jewish
identity with pride.

The study part of the program includes classes and conversations that
prompt participants to voice their thoughts and queries. “No question is
too controversial,” states Hinda Leah Sharfstein, the director of Bais Chana. “What does Judaism say about gender?
About Jewish medical ethics? What do Jews believe about souls and the afterlife, and about how to find your
soulmate? Why does anti-Semitism exist? What’s the key to happiness? All of that and more are up for discussion.

“At this age, these women are just about to make the biggest decisions of
their lives: what their life’s work will be, who they’ll marry, how they’ll raise
their kids,” continues Sharfstein. “They’re learning about relationships,
about living a more purposeful, G‑d-centered Jewish life—and that has a
direct impact on those big decisions. It’s such an important age to be
mentored by strong women who can guide them now and set an example
for the years to come.”

The teaching staff includes longtime educator and one of the founders of
Bais Chana, Rabbi Manis Friedman of Lubavitch of Minnesota; Miriam
Lipskier, co-director of Chabad at Emory University in Atlanta; Rivkah
Slonim, education director at the Rohr Chabad Center for Jewish Life at
Binghamton University in New York; and Shifra Sharfstein, co-director of
the Rohr Chabad House at Georgia Tech and Georgia State. The
program is made possible due to the support of Barbara Hines of
Houston.

Slonim, who has served as a campus emissary for more than 30 years
has taught for “Snorkel & Study” since it began 12 years ago. She points
out the bat mitzvah year milestone and what she has gotten out of it all
herself.

“Year after year, I am inspired anew by the singular energy and synergy
generated by this program,” she says. “While I attend in the role of
instructor, I always feel that I gain more than the participants. Its
incredible impact can easily be tracked.”

Lipskier has also been an instructor from the get-go and a campus emissary since the year 2000. She focuses on
“universal subjects, no matter what the background or knowledge level of participants. Subjects relatable to all.”

She thinks that “it’s incredible that of all the places to be and things to do to usher in 2018, so many Jewish college
women chose to invest their time here,” she says. It speaks to both the program itself, and what young women seek
today in terms of activities and soul-searching.
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The study part of the program includes classes, conversations and one-on-one learning.

‘We Became a Sisterhood’

Chaya Bracha Rubin participated in the program during her junior year of college. She says back then, she “didn’t
even know the aleph-bet”—the Hebrew alphabet.

She adds that she had no formal Jewish education and was hardly aware of her Jewish identity. After meeting Sarah
Meretsky, co-director of Chabad of Penn State in State College, Pa., she began learning the basics of Judaism. A
poster advertising a meaningful winter vacation enticed her to join “Snorkel & Study.” Sun and spirituality in one
sweet package . . . she says “it sounded incredible.” That January, she packed her bags and flew to Florida.

“There are no words for the positive energy I felt when I got there,” says Chaya Bracha, who at the time used her
given English name, Bonnie. “The diversity was unbelievable. Everyone came from different backgrounds—from all
across the world and from a wide range of religious levels. But in one short week, we became a sisterhood.”

What she really appreciated was that there was nopressure or stress
involved when it came to the studies. The learning happened casually,
through an impromptu farbrengen (informal get-together), one-on-one
partnered (chavruta) study or a late-night talk. “You didn’t have to be at
classes, but you wanted to be there. The pool was inviting,” but so was
the education, she says. “The teachers were answering all my questions,
plus so many new questions I never knew I had.”

One morning while preparing for class, she asked her roommate about
dating. A quick question spilled into a long discussion about the
matchmaking system and why religious Jews observe it. It was one more
instance of Rubin wanting to learn more about her heritage and traditions.

“The program that made me realize it wasn’t yet time to cap my Jewish
growth,” says Rubin, now married and the mother of three. “After the
retreat, it became clear to me that my Jewish journey was only beginning.
The more you know, the more you want to know—and there was so much
about G‑d and Judaism that I still wanted to know.”
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Penn State graduate Chaya Bracha Rubin

Making challah before the celebration of a traditional Shabbat.
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Lighting candles before Shabbat.

Lasting friendships are made during the experience.
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Women come from all backgrounds and educational institutions.

Key Largo is the serene backdrop for a week of sun, sports and study.

© Copyright 2018, all rights reserved.

     Parshah 
   Fight Evil or Do Good?
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At the crux of the
struggle is the fight for
total control over the
reservoir of love we each
possess

    By Mendel Kalmenson
 

I recently stumbled upon an article titled: "Seven Tips for Fighting Fairly in Marriage."

It opened by saying that, "Fighting fairly is one of the most important skills you can learn in order to keep your
marriage healthy and strong…"

I hear the logic. If you're going to end up fighting anyways, why not learn to fight fairly?

At the risk of sounding youthful and newly married (which I am), I believe the premise is faulty. Not based on my own
limited experience and knowledge of marriage, but based on the very first model of matrimony—between G‑d and
His people, who have lovingly celebrated together thousands of anniversaries.1

The Great Debate

Life can be categorized as one long struggle. The particulars of the battle are unique to each individual, but the
concept of fighting is not. The common enemy we share is the "evil inclination." It comes in various colors, shapes,
and sizes, but ultimately it wants the same thing from us all. It wants our undivided attention, it wants to employ all
our energies in the pursuit of selfish desires.

On the flipside, we each possess a G‑dly, or goodly, inclination whose
agenda is the exact opposite. It wants to corral all our resources and talents
in the interest of developing a relationship with G‑d helping our fellows.

At the crux of the struggle, however, is the fight for total control over the
reservoir of love we each possess—the human capacity to love
unconditionally. The love which in its natural form is directed towards G‑d.

If there is one thing that generates the life-long tug-of-war we experience, it
is the struggle for ownership of that love. Will that love remain directed towards G‑d, or will it, G‑d forbid, be re-
channeled towards oneself and lead to an egocentric and hedonistic lifestyle?

But how is this war best fought? How does one outwit the enemy? How is the side of good to maintain ownership
over this fountain of love?

And what of someone who awakens one day to the realization that he's allowed his evil inclination to assume control,
and now wishes to reclaim the love for his G‑dly soul? How does one shake off a well-entrenched enemy?

This was the subject of debate between two eighteenth century great Chasidic masters: the founder of Chabad,
Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi, and his contemporary, Rabbi Aryeh Leib of Shpole (affectionately known as the
"Shpoler Zeide").

Defense or Offense?

There are two components to every war: defense and offense. Both are necessary in order to win—but which is
more necessary? Where should the emphasis be?

The Zeide insisted that the way to eliminate the voice of evil is by terminating any relationship with it. Only after
expelling any and every impious thought, word, and deed, could one devote time and energy to the performance of
good.

In sports terms, he advocated a "good D." Only after securing your own goalposts could you think of scoring
touchdowns.

He quoted King David: "Turn from evil and [only then] do good."2

A simple analogy accompanied his scriptural proof: Does it make sense to bring ornate furniture into a home before
cleaning it first? What's the point of beautiful furnishings if they sit in filth?

javascript:doFootnote('1a1084349');
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Night is banished
through the process of
illumination, not
elimination

The bride was not ready
to join her Beloved. Her
love had been hijacked
by Egyptian forces

Rabbi Schneur Zalman disagreed. "One who wrestles with a dirty opponent
becomes dirty himself," he taught.3 (Most political campaign can attest to
this.) That's how it is with dirt: it schleps you down with it.

Try terminating a bad thought, and you'll only get more stuck in it. But if you
actively exchange the thought for another "track," it will cease to exist. Not
because you've won it over, but because you moved on to something better.

The famed Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Kotsk put it this way: "I don't expect my chassidim not to sin. I expect them
not to have time to sin."

Moreover, a person constantly involved with good eventually reaches the point where he ceases to sin not only due
to a lack of time, but due to a lack of interest; not just in practice, but in principle.4

Our sages put it so eloquently when they said that the way to dispel darkness is by adding light. Night is banished
through the process of illumination, not elimination.

Back to sports: Rabbi Schneur Zalman was clearly offensively minded.

A Study in Love

To solidify his case, Rabbi Schneur Zalman looked to the Talmud—through the lens of mystical interpretation.

There he found a Mishnah5 that demonstrated that his argument with the Zeide was an old one. In this Mishnah the
Sages discuss the appropriate song for a wedding celebration:

"How does one dance before the bride? Shammai said: 'The bride as she is.'"

Praise her according to the qualities she possesses, Shammai contended, but not more than that.

Hillel disagreed, regardless of the qualities the bride possesses, we sing: "A beautiful and graceful bride!"

Aside for the literal issue being discussed, the Mishnah is alluding to a deeper question: In the context of the
marriage between G‑d and His people, how does one endear the bride to her Groom? How does one reveal and
properly channel the gift of pure love that G‑d gave us, in order to evoke a reciprocal love on His part?

Shammai says: "The bride as she is." Only when she is flawless, can she love and be loved.

Hillel argues: "She is a kind and beautiful bride." She doesn't need to wait
until she's perfect to love and be loved. Her beauty can transcend her
imperfections, if she takes her love to the next level, by adding in charm and
grace.

By adding in the realm of good, the bad matters less, if at all. And when one
lives a life consumed with goodness, he eventually ascends to a plane
where bad ceases to exist altogether.6

But what is the source for Hillel's radical idea?

The Wayward Bride

The Israelites were far from pretty when Moses was sent to redeem them. In fact they were deeply steeped in the
ugliness of Egypt. They had fallen so low, say the kabbalists,7 that one more moment in that evil environment and
they would have been finished forever.

The bride was far from ready to join her Beloved beneath the wedding canopy. Her love had been compromised;
hijacked by Egyptian forces.

Upon being notified by Moses that G‑d, her fiancé, was on His way to redeem and marry her, she desperately
needed to shape up in preparation.
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Don't worry about your
lingering attraction to the
pyramids; fire yourself
up for the mountains of
Sinai

Short on time and energy, however, she found herself at a crossroads: To break up with her new love, or to rekindle
the sparks of old? To forget or to remember?

Hot and Cold

An esoteric reading of the plagues brought upon Egypt produces the answer to the Israelites' question. For these
were not only ten phases of destruction for Pharaoh and his people; on a deeper level, they represented a ten-step
rehabilitation program for the Jews.

Of the ten, we will discuss the first two: Blood and Frogs. Both of them centered on the Nile, a body of water that
embodied the root of the Israelites' sacrilegious sentiment. Since little to no rain fell in Egypt, the Nile was the source
of nourishment in that region. Thus, instead of turning heavenward for sustenance, in the absence of rain they
looked earthward.8

The Nile represented the worship of nature, as opposed to the worship of G‑d. (Accordingly, Pharaoh's decree to
drown Jewish children in the Nile was also his desire to see the Jewish future immersed in Egypt's culture of heresy.)

Back to the first plague:

Water is cold and represents apathy; blood is warm and symbolizes passion. Passion and apathy can be good or
bad, depending on where they are directed.

"I am now going to strike the water… and it will turn into blood," said G‑d.9 The cool waters of the Nile would become
waves of warm, churning blood.

The first step to recovery, G‑d was saying, is to transform indifference,
embodied by the Nile, into enthusiasm for all things holy. The first move one
must make when held captive by Pharaoh is to create a desire for freedom.
Don't worry about your lingering attraction to the pyramids. That's not your
first priority. Fire yourself up for the mountains of Sinai, and the other fires
will soon die on their own.

Step two is Frogs.

"The river will swarm with frogs, and when they emerge they will go into your palace and bedroom and on your bed
and into your ovens and kneading bowls…"10

Once the Jew has decided to leave Egypt it is time for Egypt to leave the Jew.

The time had come to let the cold amphibians loose. Wherever they hopped, a stream of cold droplets packed with
sarcasm and cynicism was released—directed at the fires of Egypt.

Wherever passion for Egyptian culture had loitered, "in the palace [materialism], the bedroom [loose morals], in the
ovens and in the kneading bowls [cuisine]," coldness now reigned. The fires of Egypt had been put out.

At long last the bride was ready to be swept into the arms of her Beloved. Finally, our ancestors were ready to love
and be loved.

What's in It for Me?

If you're bogged down by negativity, surround yourself with goodness and kindness. The first step out, is up.

Do you become Superman when you fly, or do you fly when you become Superman?

The path to G‑d is through doing good, not just not-bad. The way to spiritually advance is to redirect your spirit, not
kill it. Begin your journey by creating new fires, not destroying old ones.

Back to Fair Fighting
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A good marriage doesn't
take place in a boxing
ring; no matter how fair
the fight

A good marriage doesn't take place in a boxing ring; no matter how fair the
fight. Because the glue that holds spouses together isn't the pursuit of
focusing upon and fixing faults (and especially not the other's).

Strengthen the good, and the bad will matter less.

Eventually it will pale into oblivion, or you might just be blinded by love.

Same difference.

Rabbi Mendel Kalmenson is the rabbi of Beit Baruch and executive director of Chabad of Belgravia, London, where
he lives with his wife, Chana, and children. 

 Mendel was an editor at the Judaism Website—Chabad.org, and is also the author of the popular books Seeds of
Wisdom and A Time to Heal.

FOOTNOTES

1. The following was adapted from a
chasidic discourse by Rabbi Schneur
Zalman of Liadi, Keitzad Mirakdin,
printed in Likutei Torah.

2. Psalms 34:15.

3. Tanya, ch. 28.

4. A well-known Jewish educator points
to the following incident in his youth
that deeply impacted him: Once, after
doing something wrong, his father
summoned him. Apprehensive about
his father's reaction, he nevertheless
entered his father's study. The three
Yiddish words his father gently told
him have remained with him since:
"Es past nisht." Loosely translated
that means: "You're better than that."
Instead of focusing on the bad, he
lifted his child to a higher place
where bad simply didn't exist.

5. Ketubot 16b.

6. It is known that until Moshiach
comes, we follow the rulings of the
school of Hillel. It therefore stands to
say that the same is true regarding
the mystical interpretation, in which
case the "law" in this matter remains
like Rabbi Schneur Zalman. The
Rebbe's philosophy was
(understandably) identical to that of
Rabbi Schneur Zalman, his
predecessor. A young man who had
recently returned to Jewish
observance once asked the Rebbe
for a path of penitence. The Rebbe
told him, "To begin with, don't focus
on your past; concern yourself,
rather, with serving G‑d through joy.
And you'll take care of the past at a
different time."

7. See Zohar Parshat Yitro.

8. See Likutei Sichot, vol. 6 pg. 30.

9. Exodus 7:17.

10. Ibid. verse 28.
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     Parshah 
   5 Powerful Insights From the Rebbe - Va'eira

    Compiled by Mordechai Rubin
 

Enjoy four short thoughts and a video adapted from the teachings of the Lubavitcher Rebbe on Parshat Va'eira.

Miracles

Seven of the ten plagues are described in this week’s Torah reading.

Pharaoh claims of: “I do not know G‑d,” and “the river is mine, I have fashioned it,” deny G‑d’s influence in our world.
The fundamental purpose of the plagues was to negate this approach, to manifest G‑dliness openly so that all could
see.

The miracles of the exodus serve as testimony to G‑d’s control of the natural order. In Egypt, even Pharaoh had no
choice but to acknowledge G‑dliness. At other times however, G‑d’s influence may not be as evident, still, it is always
He who is ordering our world and our destiny.

This is the message of the miracles of the plagues: to probe beneath the surface and become conscious of G‑d’s
involvement in our lives. The only difference between the plagues in Egypt and our present situation is the degree in
which G‑d’s hand is manifest.

 Read more

Infinity Revealed

http://www.chabad.org/parshah/article_cdo/aid/2524629/jewish/Vaeira.htm
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This week’s Torah reading opens with the verse: “And I appeared to Abraham, to Isaac, and to Jacob as the A-
lmighty Shadai, but My name Y-H-V-H (י-ה-ו-ה) I did not make known to them.”

Why are there different names for G‑d? And what is the significance in using one name over the other?

The Midrash asks these questions and quotes G‑d as saying: “I am called according to My deeds,” i.e., each of the
different names of G‑d is associated with a particular quality or attribute. The Zohar and the texts of the Kabbalah
expand further on this concept, deriving different insights from the letters of the names and their vocalizations.

The name Shadai contains the Hebrew world dai which means “enough.” Shadai refers to the aspect of G‑dliness
that establishes the limitations of the world’s existence, concentrating G‑d’s infinite light in a measured manner that
will enable the creation of a world in which G‑dliness is hidden.

G‑d’s name Y-H-V-H, by contrast, represents the revelation of G‑dliness in all its infinity. For that reason, the name Y-
H-V-H is not pronounced. Its light is too powerful and all-encompassing to be expressed in speech.

Until this time, even spiritual giants like the Patriarchs received only a limited revelation of G‑dliness, for G‑dliness
was meted out within the context of the name Shadai, according to the limitations that prevailed in the world.

In the future, Giving of the Torah, the Jewish people and the world at large would receive a revelation of the name Y-
H-V-H, revealing G‑d’s infinity. From that point onward, every time a Jew performs a mitzvah, he establishes an
essential bond with G‑d, relating to a higher rung of G‑dliness than the Patriarchs could access.

 Read more

The Future is Now

http://www.chabad.org/parshah/article_cdo/aid/2524632/jewish/Vaeira.htm
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The Torah portion of Va’eira contains four expressions of redemption: “I will release you… I will save you… I will
liberate you… I will take you….”

The expression that follows, “and I will bring you” implies a special, superior quality. This refers to the future
Redemption. Yet, since this fifth expression is mentioned in the context of the redemption from Egypt, it follows that
the future Redemption in fact began (in some way) with the exodus from Egypt.

There is an important lesson here in terms of our spiritual service:

When a person realizes that the loftiest levels of the future Redemption, already exist, though unrevealed, then the
person’s service becomes much easier. The individual can more easily overcome all obstructions and hindrances in
this world in general, and during the conclusion of this final exile in particular.

In reality, all obstructions and hindrances to Torah and mitzvot are ultimately unreal — concealments which serve to
arouse man’s latent abilities to serve G‑d.

When we realize that we are dealing with mere illusion, we will act with vigor and holiness, and such action will
remove even the appearance of concealment. We will then realize how everything that happened, even things that
seemed adverse at the time, were for the good, and ultimately even “for the best.”

 Read more

Wine & Matzah

http://www.chabad.org/parshah/article_cdo/aid/2526761/jewish/Chassidic-Dimension-Volume-4-Vaeira.htm
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Concerning the four expressions used with regard to the redemption from Egypt: “I will release you… I will save
you… I will liberate you… I will take you….”, our Sages note that the four cups of wine which we drink during the
Pesach Seder correspond to these four expressions.

However, bearing in mind that we eat matzah on Pesach “because our ancestors were liberated from Egypt,” why do
we not eat four matzos?

Matzah emphasizes the aspect of the exodus that came about as a result of G‑d’s redemption. It is for this reason
that matzah is called “impoverished bread” — bread that lacks taste — for it is a remembrance of spiritual
impoverishment. Wine, however, has taste and is enjoyable. It is a “remembrance of the liberation and freedom ”
ultimately achieved by the Jews, i.e., it was through their own service that they were redeemed from the evil of
Egypt.

There is a difference between the first three expressions of liberation and the fourth, in that the first three — “I will
release you… I will save you… I will liberate you” — are aspects of redemption that came from Above. The fourth
expression — “I will take you unto Me as a Nation” — however, depended on the Jewish people; they had to become
worthy of being called G‑d’s nation. This was accomplished when they received the Torah. Thus, matzah is equated
with the number three, corresponding to the first three expressions of liberation, inasmuch as matzah
commemorates the redemption as it came from Above.

The cups of wine, however, allude to the liberation accomplished by and within the Jewish people. The cups are
therefore equated with the number four, for they denote the fourth expression of redemption — “I will take you unto
Me as a Nation."

 Read more

Lessons from the Exodus

Pharaoh, the mightiest king in the world, ruthlessly oppressed the Jewish People. Nevertheless, when G‑d’s
appointed time came, his behavior completely reversed, and, instead of afflicting the Jews, “Pharaoh sent the people
away...” – he helped them leave Egypt, even giving them his own wealth to take along with them:

© Copyright 2018, all rights reserved.

     Parshah 
   Do You Volunteer?
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For many of us,
volunteering comes only
in our spare time

Why don't we have
enough money?

Too Busy to Volunteer

Volunteering is a way of life for many people. We derive so much pleasure from sharing our time, energy and
resources with those in need. The sight of a grateful smile gladdens the
heart and inspires the soul. It motivates us to volunteer even more.

But for many of us, volunteering comes only in our spare time. By “spare
time,” I mean after we have filled our quota of downtime or “me time.” Only
after we have tended to our needs and provided for our leisure do we give of
ourselves to others.

This results in a drop off in volunteer hours when our lives grow hectic. When something new or unexpected is
added to our plate, the first thing we slash is our volunteering. This makes sense. There are only so many hours in
the day; when our day fills up, there isn’t enough time left for others.

Making Time to Volunteer

But there is another approach. The old saying goes, “If you want something to get done, ask a busy person to do it.”
Busy people have time for additional projects because they enjoy being busy. If you add another item to their
agenda, it often makes them happier. They don’t feel overburdened—they feel more alive when they are challenged,
when they have lots on their plate.

Busy people don’t know the term “too much.” If they run out of time, they seek creative ways to stretch their time.
They might delegate or recruit, but they don’t back away from a task. They get it done.

The rationalists clear space in their schedule for new tasks. The busy people squeeze more out of their schedule to
make space for new tasks. Which is healthier? On the surface, the rationalists are healthier; they don’t overextend
themselves. They cut out what they consider secondary or superfluous tasks to make space for their needs. The
problem is the slippery slope; once on the road toward compromise, it’s hard to stop. Today they cut back on
volunteering for others, tomorrow they cut back on helping their mother, and before long, there is no room in their
lives for anyone. The result is lethargy, boredom, loneliness and often sadness, if not depression.

This is not to say that we should stretch beyond our limits. Burnout won’t help anyone. But our limits are usually
looser than we think. People who push against their limits to get more tasks done are filled with energy, drive and
ambition. Their days are full, and they feel good about themselves as they find creative ways to accomplish their
goals.

Time is elastic. It stretches to accommodate many tasks and shrinks to accommodate fewer. If we fill our schedule
with many tasks, our days are full. If we pare down the tasks that we don’t feel we can accommodate, our days will
still be full, only with fewer tasks. We plod along sedately as we fill our few laborious tasks, and have little to show for
the time we invest.

The G‑d Factor

A separate dimension enters the equation when we discuss taking on tasks that G‑d wants us to do. When finances
grow tight, the first expense we cut is often charity. When we make a commitment to keep kosher and we move
away from the kosher grocery store, the first commitment we let go of is
kosher. If we volunteer for a G‑dly cause, it is the first thing we jettison when
we run out of time. And so it goes, if we need more space in our wallet or
day we let go of what G‑d wants first.

Now think about it. Why don’t we have enough money? Is it because we aren’t making enough money? What does it
mean when we say, “I’m making a living”? We don’t make our living, G‑d makes our living. G‑d is in charge of our
finances. If we need more money to give our children a Jewish education, it behooves us to put them in a Jewish



1/10/2018 Va'eira - Magazine

http://www.chabad.org/magazine/default_cdo/aid/3893310/print/true 28/41

When life becomes
overwhelming, we
shouldn't pull back from
G‑d's agenda

school and say, “Dear G‑d, I am going to need you to give me more money.” If we demonstrate commitment to G‑d,
we give Him reason to take care of our needs.

The same is true of time. The only reason we run out of time is because our day is filled with distraction. If we caught
every green light, if we reached people over the phone on our first attempt, if our errands and projects went off
without a hitch, we would find ourselves with much more time. And with G‑d in charge of these vicissitudes, it is
worth our while to prioritize G‑d. If we put G‑d at the top of our list, we can legitimately turn to Him and say, “Dear
G‑d, I’m going to need you make more time in my day.”

The Tribe of Levi

This is precisely what happened to the tribe of Levi. Have you ever wondered why Moses was free to wander in and
out of Pharaoh’s palace with impunity? Wasn’t he a Jewish slave?

The answer, as you may know, is that Moses was a member of the tribe of Levi. Initially, when Pharaoh merely
“invited” the Jews to perform their civic duty and help build the cities of Egypt, the tribe of Levi refused to participate.
Later, Pharaoh forced those willing volunteers to become his slaves. Thus, the tribe of Levi was exempt from slavery
in Egypt.

But how did they get away with it?

There was another difference between the Levites and the rest of the nation. The Jews that came to Egypt were all
practicing and observant. With time, Jews began to drop their religious practices. First, they cut out the little things,
then the larger things, until, before long, they became as pagan as the Egyptians.

The Levites held fast to all the traditions handed down by Abraham. They never compromised on any of it. When life
got tough and Pharaoh became more and more demanding, the Levites never pulled back from their commitments to
G‑d. They never even pulled back from the optional customs and non-obligatory rituals. They remained steadfast.

According to at least one commentator, this is precisely why they were
spared from slavery. They showed G‑d that they needed their time to
worship Him, so G‑d granted them time. The other Jews showed G‑d that
they didn’t need more time, they were content to cut back on their
commitments to G‑d, so G‑d did not provide them with more time.

The upshot is that when life becomes overwhelming and we need more time
in our day, we shouldn’t pull back from G‑d’s agenda. We can make
alternate arrangements for anyone else, but G‑d should receive our time and attention. If we give our money and
time to G‑d, He will give money and time back to us.1

FOOTNOTES
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     Story 
   How the Simple Villager Changed His Ways

    By Asharon Baltazar
 

1. This essay is based on Torat
Menachem, vol. 16, p. 16; Exodus
5:4, 1:11; Panim Yafot ad loc.; and
Shemot Rabbah 5:16.
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Our story takes us back 200 years to a small town in Russia. There was a simple villager who had hired a Torah
scholar to tutor his children, a common arrangement for people of means living far from large cities or towns with
organized Torah schools. Although the villager was a simple Jew, he hoped that his children would one day surpass
his meager knowledge of Torah and Judaism. The tutor was a devoted student of the first Chabad Rebbe, known as
the Alter Rebbe. A short while before the High Holidays, the teacher told his employer that he was traveling and
would not be available for the season.

“What? Why?” asked the villager. “People are arriving from the other hamlets, and I thought you would join us here
for services. In fact, we would be honored if you could be our cantor and shofar blower. We are simple villagers and
can’t do any of that.”

“I am going to my rebbe,” explained the chassid, further stumping the villager.

“Your rebbe? How could you have your own rebbe?” asked the villager, who was accustomed to referring to the
teacher as “Rebbe.” How could the rebbe have a rebbe of his own?

Seeing his employer’s confusion, the tutor described the uniqueness of a chassidic rebbe, someone who is righteous
and cares dearly for others, like a shepherd for his flock. Since the rebbe is the head of the Jewish people, he
continued, it is appropriate to visit him at the head of the New Year.

Curious, the villager said, “I want to come too!”

The prospect of a travel companion brightened the tutor’s mood. Being a teacher, he barely eked out a living, and
was glad to ride in the comfort of a cart rather than make the long trip on foot. Having packed provisions for the
journey, the pair set out for the Alter Rebbe’s court.

Immediately after their wagon came to a stop outside the Alter Rebbe’s synagogue, an enthusiastic crowd formed
around the newcomers, and the tutor was greeted with joy. Everyone wanted to shake his hand or exchange a
friendly word. However, no one approached the villager. Upset, he watched from the side and sulkily observed the
warmhearted welcome he did not receive.

In time, the holiday guests began queuing for their annual audience with the Alter Rebbe, during which they would
receive personalized directives in the privacy of the rebbe’s room. Seeing that even his rebbe was standing in line to
speak with the rebbe, the villager asked to be admitted as well.

Stepping through the door of the Alter Rebbe’s study, the villager was greeted by an imposing man with a white
beard. The rebbe did not say anything. The villager, unsure of what to say, also stood by wordlessly. For a few
moments, the two stared at each other in silence.

“Nu?” questioned the Alter Rebbe.

The villager still did not say anything.

“Nu?” repeated the Alter Rebbe.

Nothing.

“Nu?”

Unable to hold back, the villager finally blurted out angrily, “Why are you repeating ‘Nu’”?

The Alter Rebbe calmly replied to the villager, speaking in a sing-song, as was his wont: “Sometimes it happens that
a Jew sins. He committed this sin and this sort of sin….” And the Alter Rebbe listed all of the villager’s misdoings.

The villager was stunned. How did the Alter Rebbe know what he had done in the privacy of his home?

His suspicion turned to his rebbe, the tutor, who had been admitted to the Alter Rebbe before him. He must have told
him.

Fuming, the villager left the rebbe’s presence and located the teacher, who suddenly found himself being berated
and accused by his employer.
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I am there within him. All
I am and all I have ever
done. Good. Bad.
Beautiful. Not so
beautiful.

“You comfortably live in my home to the point where you lack nothing,” the villager fumed, “and yet you run to your
rebbe and shamelessly tell him everything there is to know about me! Imagine that! From today you can begin
looking for work someplace else. I don’t want to see you anywhere near my doorstep.”

The villager’s tirade left the teacher surprised and hurt. But the teacher also felt bad for his employer’s distress and
embarrassment. After all, he had brought him to the rebbe, and his employer had always treated him kindly.

Entering the rebbe’s room for a second time, the teacher asked the Alter Rebbe to assure the villager that he never
said a word about him. The Alter Rebbe quickly summoned the villager.

“There was no reason to get angry with him,” the Alter Rebbe said to the villager. “He never told me a thing.”

“So how did you know?” the villager asked.

“When did I say it was you who did those things?” said the Alter Rebbe. “I simply stated that a Jew is liable to commit
those sins. How am I supposed to know if you’ve actually done them?”

The Alter Rebbe’s words shook the villager to his core. “Rebbe! What you’ve said is true. All the sins you’ve listed
are in fact true about me!”

Hearing the villager’s sincere wish to repent, the Alter Rebbe wrote up a series of steps for spiritual growth for the
simple villager who then, in time, became one of the Alter Rebbe’s closest followers.

Adapted from Shemu’ot Vesippurim Vol. 1, page 34

Adapted and translated by Asharon Baltazar from Rabbi Rephael Nachman Kahan's Shemuot Vesippurim.

Sefira Ross is a freelance designer and illustrator whose original creations grace many Chabad.org pages. Residing
in Seattle, Washington, her days are spent between multitasking illustrations and being a mom.
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     Story 
   Superhero, Episode VI: Beyond Meditation

    Part Six in a Kabbalistic SciFi Fantasy
     By Tzvi Freeman

 

Click Here If You Missed Part V

My head crashes on the table, and it’s a dream, a vivid dream.

I’m back on the canyon floor, after that fall. There’s a little boy standing over me, crying. I pull myself up.

Small, wide eyes look up to me. My reflection stares back from within the dark of those pupils. I am there within him.
All I am and all I have ever done. Good. Bad. Beautiful. Not so beautiful.

I put out my hand. His trembling hand grasps it tight. I feel his cold little
fingers within mine.

“Come,” I say. “Let’s find your mom and dad.”

We walk together. Around the corner, perhaps we will find them. We wander.

Then I awoke.

http://www.chabad.org/3159160
http://www.chabad.org/library/article_cdo/aid/3895558/jewish/Episode-V-Meditation-on-a-Squirrel.htm
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I was increasingly
isolating myself from the
whole world. Lonely, but I
figured that’s the price.

“Just a dumb dream,” I thought.

A week passed and morning meditations were getting difficult. Junk from brain-dulling TV shows kept popping into
my mind. I cut out the TV. All the racket from FaceBook kept coming up. I cut out FB. Friends were bugging me. I
was increasingly isolating myself from the whole world.

Lonely, but I figured that’s the price.

You can only get so far with your own mind. I’m not a big reader, but I
downloaded books. Some were stupid, some were okay, but none of them
seemed to talk about what I had seen.

I needed guidance. I missed Hi. I wasn’t yet up to doing the canyon. But then, why should someone like Hi be locked
in to canyon scenes?

Then, one frustrating morning, the old man next door discovered me on my balcony. Of course, his balcony was
smack next to mine.

“Josh boy!” he called out. “Watcha doin’ up this time of day?”

I just waved politely and tried to get back to my thoughts and staring at the trees.

“Well, it’s a good thing you’re up so early. Early to bed and early to rise … hey, you know the rest!”

And then he starts babbling on about how he never managed to get out of bed as a young man and messed up his
life. On and on. Stuff I had heard a thousand times.

Now, along with loneliness, I was angry. I’m trying to meditate and this old geezer is messing it up. I thought maybe
I’ll just ignore him and escape into my meditation. I could have done it, except for my memory of the vision Hi had
showed me.

“Old man, that’s cool.” I struggled to sound polite. “I need some quiet time right now. That okay?”

I figured that would do it. But no. Now he started going in and out of his balcony door, moving things around,
checking on me every two minutes.

Look, I guess he’s lonely too, I thought. And I tried harder to focus on my meditation.

Couldn’t. The anger was still there. I could run from the anger. But those words … “Josh, don’t run from the beast.
Face it, head on, from a place of strength and mastery.”

I didn’t know how to face it head on. I was not in a place of strength and mastery. I was weak. I was tired. I was the
beast. I was not the master.
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Anger at dumb teachers
who told me I was stupid
because I couldn’t sit
there and listen to them
while all those angry
voices were echoing in
my head.

The anger runs deep. There’s anger from the abuse of my parents’ anger. There’s anger from school. Anger at dumb
teachers who told me I was stupid because I couldn’t sit there and listen to
them while all those angry voices were echoing in my head. Anger at friends
who were never there when I needed them. Anger at all the anger in life.
And this old man is just letting it all out of me.

Forget the meditation. I tried to go for a walk. Couldn’t do it. Still too weak
from the fall. Just sitting at home. Alone.

Next morning and the old man is there again. For the first time, I got his
name straight. It was Mitchell. Except he used a guttural “h” inside of the
“tch”—something like that “H” in Hi’s name.
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He’s bugging me again. Sure, try to explain to him that I’m meditating. He hasn’t a clue.

Then he’s telling me how he saw me once putting on those leather boxes, those tefillin. He starts ranting about how
his dad never got him a pair.

“Okay,” I said. “Come in and use them.”

Which he did. He was crying. He’s that kind of old man. Then he helped himself to coffee. And then he started going
on about his crummy childhood.

Look, I had enough of my own crummy childhood. Now I have to hear his. I figured I just have to get back to my
meditation. But there’s no way.

Another morning down the drain.

Next morning and he’s back again. I’m screaming inside, “Will this ever stop?”

And he’s talking about those tefillin. He says he’s not doing it again. He’s too angry at his dad.

Seventy years ago, and he’s still angry at his dad.

Hey, I’m angry, too. Am I going to be angry for the rest of my life, like this old Mitchell dude?

Walked away, slammed the french sliding door shut, and sat in front of a blank tv.

Can’t meditate in front of a blank tv.

Turned it on.

Turned it off.

Eventually it was on. Forgot about anger and watched people shooting each other.

Next morning, he’s there again. Unbelievable. Like nothing happened. He didn’t get the hint. He wants to come over
and borrow the tefillin again.

By now, I’ve got an ugly deck of emoto-cards. One marked loneliness, another anger. Now depression. Might as well
have stayed in the hospital.

And it’s all bad. It’s all wrong. It’s a beast.
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The sky is awesome.
Clouds on the horizon
slow the arrival of a deep
red sun. But the pale,
white face is still there.

Not a beast inside me. I am the beast.

I am the beast.

Wake up next morning. Might as well stay in bed. Naah. Gotta try again. One more morning. One more dawn..

Bed is good. I turn over to sleep.

“What’s with you, Josh? Give up so easily?”

So I’m up. I’m outside.

And this time, it’s peaceful. The sky is awesome. Clouds on the horizon slow the arrival of a deep red sun. An ocean
breeze rustles through the palms. Flocks of Canada geese are flying north
already through the dark blue sky.

It’s serene again. No one bothering me. My mind magically falls deep into
union with the serenity about me.

And there, in those thoughts, I see old man Mitchell’s face. Not a happy
face. Not an angry face. A pale, white face.

Open my eyes. Shake my head. Look out at the sky. The face is still there.

“I gotta go check on him.”

But I don’t want to. I finally have peace. Why wreck a good thing?

“I’m sitting here. I’m not moving.”

My gut doesn’t say anything. It’s just hurting.

“No way to get into his place anyways.”

“Damn it!” I shouted out. Leapt over the balcony edge, yanked open Mitchell’s sliding door, pulling it off its runners.
He’s not there.

“What the heck am I doing here?” I asked myself. Looked at the doorknob of his bedroom. “I can’t go in there.”

I went in there.

Old man Mitchell was drooling over the side of his bed. He looked up at me, tried to say something. He coughed up
blood.

I just grabbed him. No thoughts. Grabbed him and carried him in my arms down to my old Mustang. No clue how I
did that.

Slammed on the gas. Ran every red light.

Lights flashing behind me. “Just what I need,” I thought. Screeched around the corner. Slam that pedal again. One
more fast turn and I’m at emergency.

The cops behind me jump out of their car.. “Take this old man in fast!” I yelled.

They got him. My head was spinning too fast. Collapsed back into my car seat.

Couldn’t have been out for long. Next thing I know, some security guard is tapping my shoulder. “You can’t stay
parked here,” he says.

Could hardly think. Managed to pull into a spot somewhere.

Sat there. “What’s happened to old man Mitch?” I thought.

“What do I care?”
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“I care.”

So I’m there at the emergency desk. Just walked past the line and stuck in my head straight to the triage lady.

“Sir, you’ll have to stand in line like everyone else”

“What happened to the old man I brought in this morning?”

She looked at me, kind of stunned. “The gentleman the police officers brought in at 6AM?” she asked.

“Yeah, around then.”

Her face didn’t look good.

“He was dead on arrival.”

An arm was over my shoulder. It’s the cop.

“Buddy, we’ve got a few questions to ask you.”

“Me? I was saving a life!”

“We need to establish that.”
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When eventually I got back home, I just threw myself on the couch. I wanted to cry. But I couldn’t cry. I was too angry
to cry.

Those black leather straps and boxes, those tefillin, they’re still lying on the table. They’re waiting for me. The sun is
going down. If I don’t wrap them now, the day is gone. So I do.

I start wrapping them with a fury. Like, why do I have to do this? And then, with a passion. And then, I cover my eyes
to say the prayer. And I feel that calm again.

My eyes are closed. I see the geese flying home. I open my eyes. There he was, finally.

“Hi! Why are you here now? I needed you before!”

”I was there for you, Josh. Like I promised you.”
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“Hi, why are you smiling? I messed up. Messed up bad.”

“I’m here because you did good, Josh. Real good.”

“He died, Hi. The old man died.”

And then the tears started pouring, uncontrollably. Why? Hey, this is not me! I’m not a guy to cry about some old man
dying! I’m not a person who cares!

“He died,” said Hi. “You’ve started to live. You won your first battle.”

His hand held mine. My cold fingers within his warm hand.

”Come,” he said. “It’s time to start your journey home.”

Rabbi Tzvi Freeman, a senior editor at Chabad.org, also heads our Ask The Rabbi team. He is the author of Bringing
Heaven Down to Earth. To subscribe to regular updates of Rabbi Freeman's writing, visit Freeman Files subscription.
FaceBook @RabbiTzviFreeman Periscope @Tzvi_Freeman .
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     Lifestyle 
   Decadent Chocolate Truffles

    By Miriam Szokovski
 

It’s been a full five years since I started blogging here, and I’m celebrating with these simple but show-stopping,
decadent chocolate truffles.

Chocolate truffles are basically a stiff ganache which is formed into balls and rolled in various toppings. Because the
chocolate is front and center, make sure you use a good quality chocolate. Definitely stay away from anything
“chocolate flavored”.

http://www.chabad.org/article.asp?aid=3009
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I’ve used coconut, cocoa powder, freeze dried raspberries, and finely ground pistachios. Chocolate-coconut is a
classic combination, as is chocolate-raspberry. By using the freeze-dried raspberries (which I blitzed into a powder),
the topping adds a remarkable tartness that works well with the richness of the chocolate. The coconut and the
raspberry are definitely the ones I would most recommend.
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With some simple boxes, these truffles can also make elegant gifts. Perhaps for a Chanukah party, or in a few
months’ time for Purim.

Truffle Ingredients

3 cups dark chocolate chips, or chopped chocolate
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1½ cups heavy cream
2 tsp. vanilla extract
½ tsp. kosher salt

Toppings

Freeze-dried raspberries, blitzed into a powder in a food processor or blender
Cocoa powder
Desiccated coconut
Finely ground salted pistachios

Directions

1. Pour the chocolate chips into a large bowl.
2. Heat the cream over medium heat until just below boiling.
3. Pour the cream over the chocolate chips and let sit for five minutes.
4. Whisk the mixture until smooth. Whisk in the vanilla and salt and freeze for about two hours until firm. If the

mixture is still too soft to roll into balls, freeze for another hour or two.
5. Use a melon-baller or measuring spoon to scoop out evenly sized amounts of chocolate and roll into round

balls.
6. Dip the balls into the toppings, place on a plate or baking sheet in a single layer and return to freezer to firm

up. Store in the fridge or freezer.
7. It’s important to work quickly and efficiently so the mixture doesn’t warm up and become too soft work with. Try

to roll the truffles quickly, and work in small batches if necessary, so that they get back into the fridge or
freezer quickly.

Yields: 30-40 truffles

Miriam Szokovski is the author of the historical novel Exiled Down Under, and a member of the Chabad.org editorial
team. She shares her love of cooking, baking and food photography on Chabad.org’s food blog, Cook It Kosher.
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     Lifestyle 
   Art: The Plague of Hail

    By Yoram Raanan
 

So Moses stretched forth his staff heavenward, and the L‑rd gave forth thunder and hail, and fire came down to the
earth, and the L‑rd rained down hail upon the land of Egypt. And there was hail, and fire flaming within the hail, very
heavy, the likes of which had never been throughout the entire land of Egypt since it had become a nation. (Exodus
9:23-4)

In the painting Moses, stands with his arms stretched up to a sky filled with fire and brimstone, heralding in the
seventh plague of hail. The painting captures the feeling of both fire and ice. The hail stones, which on the outside
with ice, contained a flame of fire that burned within the ice. In a simple palette of ochre and burnt sienna, the hail
stones light up the somber sky as they begin to rain down to destroy the crops of the Egyptians.

Yoram Raanan takes inspiration from living in Israel, where he can fully explore and express his Jewish
consciousness. The light, the air, the spirit of the people and the land energize and inspire him. His paintings include
modern Jewish expressionism with a wide range of subjects ranging from abstract to landscape, biblical and Judaic.

http://www.chabad.org/1764555
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