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Mrs. Jackie Bitton
My Dear Friend

Let me take you back a few years…
It all began when I was in elementary school. Chana Stein, an exceptionally 
bright and lovely girl, was unfortunately picked on. She was truly a beautiful 

person, yet regrettably, we as young, immature kids didn’t see things quite like that. All 
we saw were the huge glasses, outdated clothing and big, poufy purple coat. While we 
would be talking about care bears and trolls, she would be talking about educational 
books and magazines. 

I witnessed her being made fun of throughout kindergarten, first grade and second 
grade. I myself never insulted her, yet I also never once stood by her side and defended 
her. I would watch as the kids on the playground taunted her and called her all sorts of 
names. As I looked on at the awful way she was being treated, I felt heartbroken and 
wanted to scream to my friends, “Please stop it! Just because she is a little bit different 
than you, you have to hurt her feelings!” A day did not go by without me wishing I could 
muster the courage to say something to my friends. I would even practice in front of my 
mirror what I wanted to say, but I never put my practice into action. I consistently imag-
ined myself saying, “Okay, everybody listen up! I have something very important to tell 
you…” and going on to disapprove of their actions in the hope of making them realize 
their wrongdoing. But my imaginary hopes never came to fruition. Chana remained 
alone, without receiving my open support and backing.

Just about every day after school, when class was dismissed, I would stay behind 
with Chana for a few minutes and apologize to her. “I want to ask you for forgiveness 
Chana,” I would say. “I am so sorry I didn’t say anything today.” At one point, in fact, I 
was very close to actually getting the words out of my mouth that everyone should stop 
teasing Chana. Everyone turned quiet and their attention shifted towards me. But I 
didn’t pull through. All I ended up saying was, “Okay everybody, I want to make a party 
tomorrow! Let me know what your favorite snack is!”

Eventually, towards the end of second grade, Chana looked at me and said, “Why 
don’t you spare your breath. Everyday you tell me that you want to stand up for me, but 
nothing happens. Save your speeches; don’t worry about it. This is my life, and I just 
have to deal with it.” I was heartbroken. I felt terrible that I hadn’t stood by her side 
and championed her cause. She didn’t even finish second grade. She left before the year 
ended. At that point, I sadly told my friends that it was due to our lack of respect for her 
that she left, but by that time it was too late.

I held the heaviness of this experience in my heart for the rest of my schooling career. 
When I entered 9th grade, I finally felt it was time to officially find Chana and ask her 
for forgiveness. Calling my old school secretary, I said, “Hi, this is Jackie Goldman. I 

don’t know if you remember me, but I am looking for Chana Stein. She left the school when I was in second grade.” The 
secretary sighed. “Jackie, I would love to help you, but I have enough people I am responsible for now, and I don’t keep 
tabs on students who left several years ago. Apparently, her family moved away.” As I heard that, I knew I was in for a long 
search. She could be anywhere. I looked through the yellow pages and called the 411 directory, but nothing came of it.

It was years later when I was married and living in San Diego, California, that my memories of elementary school and 
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Chana returned to me. I remember waking up in the middle of the night after a dream of me failing to stand up for Chana 
yet again. This same dream persisted for three nights in a row. I was beside myself, even many years later.

It was on the third night after my recurrent dream that I awoke at 3 am. Heading to my living room, I sat down on the 
sofa and began sobbing. Tears streamed down my cheeks. My newborn daughter was sleeping, but there I was bawling and 
didn’t know what to do with myself. It didn’t take long before my husband woke up, worrying about me. “What happened?” 
he asked. “Is everything alright?” I had never told him of my experiences and encounters with Chana and my friends grow-
ing up. 

“Is there something you want to tell me?” I nodded. I could tell that my husband was starting to become tense and ner-
vous. “How bad is it?” “Really bad,” I replied. He couldn’t figure out what could be so wrong, until I asked if he would like to 
hear the whole story from beginning to end, to which he affirmatively said yes. “Okay,” I said, “make yourself comfortable. 
This may take a few minutes.”

I began detailing the whole story from kindergarten all the way through the present. After I finished relaying the entire 
saga, he tiringly looked at me and said, “You were in second grade… you really need to let 
this go. You were a little kid and made a mistake. And besides, it sounds like you were the 
nicest of everybody.” “But,” I interjected, “I could have made a difference. People respected 
me and they would have listened to what I said. Who knows what happened to this girl 
because I didn’t stand up for her?”

My husband looked me in the eye, and then said to me in his Sephardi accent, “I give 
you a beracha that you will find Chana and make up with her. Our Sages teach us, ‘In the 
way that a person wishes to go, Hashem will guide him.’ Especially here, where you wish 
to build harmony, Hashem should allow you to reunite with Chana face to face and ask 
her for forgiveness.” I stared back at my husband, my mind in a daze. “But we live in San 

Diego! I haven’t found her anywhere else; why would I find her of all places on the other side of the country in San Diego?” 
“Sweetheart,” he said, “say Amen!” I complied and said Amen. 

Two weeks later, Rabbi Simcha Weiser, headmaster of the Soille San Diego Hebrew Day School, married off his daugh-
ter. It was not every day that such a large, beautiful wedding was held close to where I lived. But my husband and I were 
invited and decided to go.

As we arrived at the wedding hall and I wheeled my baby inside in her stroller, I suddenly stopped short and gasped. 
There she was. Chana, the girl I had been looking all around for, stood straight ahead of me. I turned to my husband. “You’re 
a holy man!” I exclaimed. “Why thank you. What did I do though?” “Do you remember Chana, the girl I was telling you 
about a couple of weeks ago?” “Sure I remember,” he said. “She’s over there…” I said with both excitement and angst. “I 
recognize her. She has the same face as she did years ago. And she is so beautiful. I can’t let this opportunity slip away…” 
Handing the baby to my husband, I began making my way over to Chana.

When I finally reached her, I looked her in the face, took her hands in my hands and said, “Hi, Mazel Tov! Chana, right?” 
“Yes, hi,” she gently replied. “If you don’t remember me, my name is…” “Sure I remember you!” interrupted Chana, “Jackie 
Goldman. I went to school with you.” “How much do you remember me?” I asked. “I remember a lot of you,” Chana said. 
“You were so fun and nice.” At that point, I knew I needed to get to work and address why I had come over to her.

“Chana,” I said, “I need to ask you something.” “Sure, what do you like to ask?” “I need to ask you for forgiveness.” 
“Forgiveness? Jackie, for what?” “Chana,” I said, “our elementary class was really mean to you for a long time.” “Jackie,” she 
interjected, “you were the nicest of everyone. And besides, it was so long ago.” “It doesn’t matter that it was so long ago,” I 
added. “You still remember it, don’t you?” “I do remember it,” she solemnly replied. “It was very difficult for my parents and 
siblings to live there. They felt, for various reasons, that we needed to move elsewhere. And that is what we did. We moved to 
San Diego. But it was the best thing for us, and we are all, thank G-d, doing great.” I was happy to hear that she was doing 
well, but I was still fixated on getting my point across.

“Please just tell me that you forgive me,” I reiterated. “Please, I am begging. I have tried to find you for years.” Chana 
looked at me one last time. “I forgive you.” The two of us remained embraced in each other’s arms, sobbing in the middle of 

“I recognize 
her. 

She has the 
same face as she 
did years ago.”
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the San Diego Marriot. “I’m so sorry,” I said again, between my tears. “Jackie,” Chana soothingly said, “let it go, let it go. It’s 
a pleasure to see you. Let’s keep in touch.”

At that moment, I felt as if a noose had been untied and released from my neck. I had so deeply wished to make amends 
with her, and indeed, as my husband had reminded me, Hashem would guide me along the way. Standing there together 
with her, after many years of waiting and searching, was one of the greatest feelings I have ever experienced.

Throughout our lives, there are numerous events, encounters and conversations which we wish would never have trans-
pired or would have been dealt with in a different way. We may have slighted someone, failed to be sensitive to their feelings 
or simply ignored them when they most needed attention. But all hope is not lost and it is never too late. We can mend 
our mistakes and seek reconciliation. It may take much time and require significant effort, but without question, it is surely 
worth it.

Mrs. Chaya Reich
Choose Wisely

Arguably so, the most important life decision a person will make is who he or she will marry. To find the right person 
with whom you are ready to make a lifelong commitment to always love and support is no simple task. Yet there are 
many tactics which can help one navigate through this oftentimes confusing maze. 

And one of those very important ways is learning what we should avoid and be careful of. 
If we can prepare our hearts and minds for what may catch our attention, yet may be best to 
steer away from, we are one step ahead of the game.

Let me share with you one example.
A girl once came to me in desperate need of marital coaching and counseling. She was 

23 years old with three children and needed some crucial guidance and advice. As I often do 
when faced with such a situation, I inquired as to how her dating process went. I have found 
that rewinding and reviewing one’s attitude as they went about the process of looking for a 
prospective spouse is very telling. And so, the girl began with two stories.

She was very young when she began considering marriage. Her parents were unsure if 
she was ready to embark on this new phase of life, yet her grandmother knew someone whom she believed would be a 
perfect match. And so, after discussing it with her parents, the girl proceeded to meet the boy.

The boy was known to be sweet, gentle and considerate. He was in his last year of earning his degree towards psychology, 
and spent his nights learning with another boy. As he entered inside to meet the girl for the first time, he presented himself 
just as she was informed: sweet, gentle and considerate. He proceeded to walk with her to his car and, like a gentleman, 
politely open and close the door for her.

As they arrived at an ice cream parlor, the boy once again opened the door and brought her inside. Handing her a list of 
the different ice creams available, he told her to please choose anything she would like. “They even have an option of ‘making 
your own ice cream sundae,” he told her. Excitedly, she took the boy up on the offer and happily took a seat. “Tell me about 
yourself and your family,” he began. After she gave a brief description of herself and her parents and siblings, the boy began 
telling her about his life’s dream.

“I’ve always dreamed of opening a center for children ages seven through ten for play therapy. I think I would call it ‘The 
Wisdom of Oz,’” he said with a smile. “Those ages are often lost in the shuffle and if I could be someone who could help 
those children during these formative years, I would love to do so.” 

The two of them then headed to a park, where the boy proceeded to teach the young lady had to skip rocks. It appeared 
as if they both were having a great time. 

Now comes  
the question. 
Who do you 

think she 
married?
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That was one boy. Now, the second. It was also arranged by the girl’s grandmother, 
except from the other side of her family.

The boy walked inside to pick her up… Taking a casual look around, he made eye 
contact with the parents and extended a firm handshake to the father. He was looking 
sharp. From top to bottom, he was dressed to kill. His pair of Ferragamo shoes and 
matching belt only complimented his slim-fit suit and trendy tie. Showing the girl out-
side, he led her to his Lexus and pointed her to the door. “It’s open,” he said, as the girl 
got into the car herself.

“I’m going to take you to my favorite restaurant,” the boy remarked, with an air of 
pride and confidence. The restaurant was a forty-minute drive away. As the boy contin-
ued racing down the street in his sporty Lexus, he pointed to a number of properties 
along the way which his family planned on purchasing. “I think we’ll be putting up four 
high-rises here,” he said. “Just like that one over there,” he added, pointing to a tall, plush 
building. The boy planned on entering his father’s business, and he would be ready to 
start in a few years’ time.

Upon arriving at the restaurant, the two of them were led to a table and handed 
menus. As soon as the girl’s eyes met the prices for the side dishes, let alone the main 
courses, her eyes nearly fell out of their sockets. The boy proceeded to order something 
for himself as well as for the girl, not asking if she had anything particular in mind which 
she wanted. For the next several minutes, he went on to tell her about his past summer 
vacation and summer house as well as the five-star hotels in Greece and Italy that his 
family planned on staying at for the upcoming holiday of Pesach. After the extravagant 
meal, he took her home.

Now comes the question. Who do you think she married?
If you guessed boy #2, you’re correct. She went on to live in a huge mansion, have 

full-time cleaning help and enjoy a life of luxury. When she later came to me, her children were ages four, two and just a 
few months old. Yet her husband was completely unavailable. He had become so absorbed in his job that seldom, if any, did 
he spend time with the family. The wife was beside herself. She may have been holding her Prada pocketbook, wearing her 
Chanel shoes and carrying her custom-made purse, but her eyes didn’t shine with that same glitter and glee. 

She went on to detail the above two tales and explained how she felt after meeting each boy. “After I was dropped off by 
the first boy, I said to my mother, ‘I can’t believe it! He was wearing this old brand of clothing, his car wasn’t so elegant and 
he helped quiet down a young boy in the ice cream store! I don’t think he’s for me…’”

When it came to the second boy, however, she felt quite different. “He dressed so nicely and had such a comfortable car, 
and bought be a full-course delicious meal!” 

The girl herself loved style and fashion and was taken by the boy’s class and elegance. But as she rather quickly realized, 
she had forgotten to note how his mannerisms and behaviors could use some refining. Only once she was married with 
children did this reality set in. She was ready and willing to work with her husband to improve their marriage, but one thing 
was clear: she was past the shidduch phase. 

If there is one tip of advice to take away: choose wisely. Closely examine the person’s character and consider how he or 
she speaks, acts and carries themselves. If you make the right decision and find the right spouse, G-d willing, you can an-
ticipate a wonderful marriage. But it all begins with a smart and contemplative decision as to who you wish to spend your 
life with. Think, think and think again. And after that is done, you will be on your way to building a beautiful bayis ne’eman 
b’yisrael.

TORAHANYTIME is the world’s largest yeshiva without walls currently spreading 6 million+ hours of Torah learning every year through web and 
mobile app (Android+iOS). TorahAnytime is free for all users and exists solely on donations from great people just like you.  
To share in this great merit, donate online at www.torahanytime.com/#/donate. By check: TorahAnytime 108 - 42 66 Ave Forest Hills, NY 11375

A SHORT 
MESSAGE 

FROM
Rabbi Asher Vaknin

I once came across 
an important line 
which sends a subtle, 
yet important life 
lesson. “Bad things 
don’t happen to you; 
they happen for you.” 
While no human being 
enjoys a completely 
perfect life without 
any difficulty, we must 
always remember that 
Hashem knows what is 
best for us. Our Father 
in Heaven dearly loves 
us, and if He places a 
test before us, it is only 
for our own good.


