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A Message from the Menaheles
The great influence one woman, Naomi had on another, Rus, sent into motion the chain of events which led to the founding of Malchus Bais David
and planted the seeds of Mashiach. This is the underlying theme of Megillas
Rus.
Our beloved talmidos at Manhattan High School understand the significance of conducting themselves with the utmost of respect in their interpersonal relationships. They serve as ambassadors for the school, for Klal
Yisrael and for their families.
דרך ארץ קדמה לתורה. This is the basis of chinuch that they have absorbed in
many classes, venues and modalities. May we be  זוכהto be קנין התורה,
. והמכיר את מקומו, בענוה, ביראה, באימה,שנקנית במ”ח דברים וביניהם בשמיעת האזן
A very special thank you to our Moadim Committee for a superb jobthe crowning glory of a successful year ב”ה.
בברכת חג שמח,
Mrs. T. Yanofsky

We are grateful for the exceptional efforts of
Devorah Amsel, Daniella Cohen,
Esther Mehlman, Leah Rothman

A Letter from the Editors
Devorah Amsel, Daniella Cohen, Esther Mehlman, Leah Rothman
									

 ויהושע לזקנים, ומסרה ליהושע,”משה קבל תורה מסיני
“. ונביאים מסרוה לאנשי כנסת הגדולה,וזקנים לנביאים

The first Mishnah of Pirkei Avot explains how even today, we continue to
learn the Torah that was given to Klal Yisroel more than 3,000 years ago. This
phenomenon can only be explained by our deep commitment to our Mesorah. Shavuot is the time when we celebrate Matan Torah, the greatest event
in Jewish history. Hashem chose us, Klal Yisroel as His nation and personally
gave the Torah to us. As it says in Parshas Yisro:
”וכל־העם ראים את־הקולת ואת־הלפידם ואת קול השפר ואת־ההר עשן וירא העם
“:וינעו ויעמדוּ מרחק
The entire nation saw and witnessed Matan Torah and trembled in fear
and in awe of Hashem. We have three million witnesses to Matan Torah. As
it says, “וכל־העם,” the entire nation saw; men, women and children. Our fore
bearers were there to witness the miraculous event and then proceeded to
pass it down from generation to generation until this very day. Parents relate
the story to their children and their children tell it to their children and so
on. Our Mesorah is the foundation of our Yiddishkeit. The Torah continues
to be a gift that we receive anew every single year. It is an incredible idea to
consider the sheer longevity and persistence of our legacy as we are about to
yet again celebrate Matan Torah.
For us, Moadim is our demonstration of actively perpetuating the transmission of this precious Mesorah. Please enjoy reading it as much as we
enjoyed editing. We wish you all an uplifting and joyful Shavuot.

Megillas Rus
Mrs. Devorah Koenig

In the  הקדמהto his perush on  מגלת רותentitled “עיני משה,” the Alshich explains that one who learns this megila will come to understand and appreciate
that man’s service of Hashem should be לשם שמים- independent of all external motivations and factors.  מגילת רותis indeed a powerful vehicle to teach us
just that. The story of ’אלימלךs departure from ארץ ישראל, and the dramatic
return of Rus and Naomi to בית לחם, abound with demonstrations of ” וגדלות העובד את ה’ לשם שמים,”כמה עלולים מעשי בני אדם להשפיע על ההוה והעתיד
In the twists and turns of the megila story  אמונה ובטחוןare strengthened, as
well as a fundamental awareness of “”השגחת ה׳ על יצוריו
, לא אסור ולא התר,”אמר רב זעירא מגילה זו אין בה לא טומאה ולא טהרה
“ולמה נכתבה? ללמדך כמה שכר טוב לגומלי חסדים
Rav Zeira maintains that the sole emphasis and purpose of the megila
story is to speak of the great reward of גומלי חסדים.
Through the example of Rus, a larger than life figure,we come to understand and appreciate what  חסדtruly is. “How can we do  חסדin a way that not
only benefits another, but is sensitive to their physical and emotional needs?”
How can  חסדelevate us and give us something to aspire to in our relationships with others?” By learning מגלת רות, these questions have taken on a
new meaning and become relevant as we strive to apply them to ourselves.
Rus Hamoaviah wasn’t born into greatness, rather greatness became her destiny! From her lowly origins as a  מואביהshe rose to become
“”אמא של מלכות. What a transformation! As the  מגלהtracks and tells of that
magnificeint transformation , there are countless rich and powerful lessons
that can be gleaned from its study.
Dear  תלמידותTake the time to uncover and acquaint yourself with the depth and breadth of
 מגלת רותthis שבועות- You will be enriched and inspired!
Mrs. Koenig
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בחירה
Esther Butler

In eleventh grade, Mrs. Koenig taught us Megillas Rus. Every word of the
megilla was elucidated to understand the passuk and how it connects to the
general themes of the megilla. Mrs. Koenig presented the following idea in
twelfth grade, under the topic of bechira.
Rav Reisman asks, in what merit did Rus become the am hamalchus of
Mashiach? Naomi, her husband, Elimelech, and two sons, Machlon and Kilyon, left Eretz Yisrael in the days of a famine to avoid their fellow Jews
who were begging for money and food. In Moav, Elimelech, Machlon, and
Kilyon lost their wealth and all passed away, leaving behind three widows:
Naomi, Rus, and Orpa. Naomi, a pauper, decided to return to Eretz Yisrael,
even though it would be difficult for her to be accepted by the community
she abandoned in difficult times. Naomi was successful in convincing Orpa
to remain behind as a Moavi princess, but Rus persisted. The Rogatchover
Gaon explains that Rus was moser nefesh to follow her mother-in-law, Naomi,
to Eretz Yisrael. And that is why she merited to be the mother of Mashiach.
Rav Dessler illustrates the concept of Bechira with a parable to a battleground. Any aspect of our lives that come naturally to us is like territory that
we have already conquered, is lemata minekudas habichira. While any level of
greatness beyond our current struggle point is like land that is not yet in our
possession, it is lemala minekudas habichira. And the battleground itself, the
fine point where we struggle between good and bad, is our nekudas habichira.
When one overcomes their Yetzer Hara and raises their point of bechira, they
receive tremendous sechar.
Rus truly struggled and overcame the pulling desire to live as a wealthy,
royal princess. She chose to follow Naomi and cling to the ways of Hashem.
Rus was moser nefesh, so she received the greatest reward, to be the am hamalchus.
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Interview with Rabbi Prager
Q: What yeshivos did you attend? Who were the Rashei Yeshivot and Rabbonim?
A: As a young bachor I learned in Yeshivat Rabbeinu Chaim Berlin. The
Rosh Yeshiva was of course the world renowned Rav Hutner zt”l. I was
young at the time, but the relationship between our family and Rav Hutner
went back to the cradle.
Q: Please describe the special relationship the Prager family had with Rav
Hutner.
A: My father was a close talmid of Rav Hutner. Rav Hutner was a personality from whom I gained so much, observing his greatness, brilliance, love
of Torah and depth of avodas Hashem..
Q: What was Rabbi Prager’s yeshiva experience as an older bachur?
A: I went to Eretz Yisroel to the yeshiva called Beis Hatalmud, where at
that time Rav Hutner was the Rosh Yeshiva. I was privileged to eat by him for
a lot of shabbos seudos. (As well with son in law, Rav Yonasan David shilita.)
It was a privilege to observe such a gadol and brilliant mind. He had such a
profound and deep knowledge of Divrei Torah and hanhagat hachaim. Then
I went to Lakewood for ten years. The Rosh Yeshiva was Rav Shneur Kotler
zt”l. In addition to the chavrutas and chaburos I maintained a close relationship with the mashgiach Rav Nosson Wachtfogel zt”l as well as Yerucham
Olshin and Rav Yehudah Jacobs, who gave me a lot of guidance throughout
the years. All them, great gedolei Torah who impacted me greatly.
While I was in Eretz Yisrael, 43 1/2 years ago, I had the privilege to learn
by the person who became my rebbi muvhack. I had a relationship with him
until his petira this year on Asara B’tevet. My rabbi was Rav Moshe Shapiro
zt”l and he helped to mold and fashion me, and really changed my life. Even
though I learned with him for 2 1/2 years in Eretz Yisroel, whenever I would
visit Eretz Yisrael or he would visit the states, I would attend his shiurim and
constantly listen to his recordings. He gave over to me the mesora that he got
from the Brisker Rav, Rav Dessler and all the Chachmi Hadoros.
Q: What was one clear message that Rav Hutner and Rav Shapiro really
infused in their talmidim?
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A: Rav Hutner’s main message was to have a strong talmid - Rebbi relationship, kavod of the Rebbe and kavod HaTorah; his gaonus and brilliance in all
areas of Toras Hanistar and Toras Hanigleh were inspiring and transformative to his talmidim.
Rav Moshe Shapiro too gave over a depth and brilliance of Torah. He was
a master in the world of machshava and the Torah of the Maharal and the
Gaon, (which Rav Hutner as well taught). In fact, Rav Hutner was one of
the earliest ones to be able to expand the Torah known as Machshava to the
Torah world. On a personal note, I follow and try to emulate, my rebbeim,
among them my father [zichronam livracha] who was marbitz Torah to hundreds of talmidim and this is what I strive to give over to whomever I can.

Senior Genealogy Event
MHS’s famous Historia Project done in twelfth grade explores our past.
The twelfth graders do intense research on our family, uncovering artifacts,
interviewing grandparents, and connecting to our ancestors. In this way, we,
MHS, carry on the Mesorah of the Jewish people. Learning about our grandparents Misirut Nefesh during times when Jews were being persecuted and
banned from doing Mitzvot, inspires us today.

Asher Haham Abittan
Deena Abittan

Asher Haham Abittan, my grandfather, born to
Meyer Haham Abittan and Izza Perez Abittan in
1932, in Casablanca, Morocco, was a bright, and
promising boy. Despite speaking seven languages,
Arabic was his mother tongue. Treasured in his local small school, Yeshivat Eim Habanim Smeicha,
Saba was a real treasure, an Otzar, shining in Otzar
Hatorah, the network of schools founded in 1945 to
save the Jewish children from the luring Alliance of
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secular education. Rabbi Avraham Kalmanowitz, the visionary, founder, and
pulsating heart of Otzar Hatora was in a different time zone, and although it
was more than an ocean that stood between him and his treasure, and there
was a language barrier and a cultural gap that/ was wider than the ocean. Yet,
the love and burning passion melted the ice of suspicion and distrust and
built the bridges on which Saba and fifty others crossed the ocean into the
Askenazi Yeshiva of the Mirrer in Brooklyn to ultimately go back as mature
leaders to guide their communities into a future of revival of the Jewish
spirit.
Saba was a teenager when he reached the shores of this country and spent
six months in the Mirrer Yeshiva where his Sephardic skills of memorization were enhanced with the Lomdus of the Lithuanian Yeshiva and complimented by the character improvement in light of the Mussar teachings under
the tutelage of Rav Dessler. Then Saba spent two years in Ponevez Yeshiva
in Israel. After which Saba was ready to embark on his mission of leadership
of 52 years merging the best of the two worlds to revive the unique tradition
of Sephard.
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Bubby Chanale’s Journey
Chloe Gertner

She was nine years old at the time and vividly remembers being woken up
to the screams and the horrific news that her father’s shul was burning to the
ground and the sifrei torah were now ashes. It is with this event on Kristallnacht that my Bubby, Elizabeth Chanales Gertner, pinpoints the abrupt end
of her joyous life in Klagenfurt, Austria.
After this, her parents, Rabbi Avraham and Syma Chanales knew they had
to leave.
March 1939: Bubby and her family fled Austria on the S.S Konigstein,
which was set to go to Trinidad. The passengers were given visas to enter
the British colony, located off the coast of Venezuela. While on the boat,
Great Britain annulled the visas and the passengers were denied entry into
Trinidad. Alfred Leidig, captain of the boat and a righteous gentile, knew it
would be dangerous to return the Jews to Germany. Instead, he sailed along
many ports, such as Cuba, begging for entry. As they travelled from port to
port, supplies on the boat diminished drastically; there was barely any food or
water. To this day, my grandmother is thankful when she eats fish; she recalls
that the passengers fished when there was no food to be found on the boat.
Finally, Venezuela opened its doors to the 165 refugees, and Bubby along
with her family, settled in Caracas, Venezuela. My grandmother is extremely
patriotic and thankful to Venezuela, which took her in and embraced her
when no one else would.
The Chanales family took the broken pieces and rebuilt their lives in Caracas. Initially, the refugees lived on a coffee plantation, until they were given
proper housing. Bubby started a successful linen business with her mother,
and her father once again became rabbi of his community.
Bubby met my grandfather, Rabbi Yehuda Gertner, whom we call Zaidy;
they were married in 1955 in Caracas and started a family of their own. Zaidy
was the chief rabbi of Synagogue Rabinato de Venezuela and helped establish a strong Jewish community and good relations with the government.
During their residence in Caracas, the Jews became extremely wealthy and
were some of the most benevolent donors to the state of Israel. The Gertners were known for their open home, with Zaidy always returning from shul
with guests in need of a meal, regardless of their religious affiliation. Zaidy
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was always known for arriving home from shul with the most random visitors.
This is a tradition my parents have instituted in our home today.
In 2000, Hugo Chavez, a corrupt dictator assumed power in the the country. Bubby and Zaidy moved to Miami, Florida, where they currently reside,
and continue their legacy of open doors and open hearts.

Discovery
Estee Gerber

Anne Arbor, Michigan. 1960’s. My father is born into a family proud to
be Jewish, yet which has seen little religious observance for 4 generations. In
1986, while studying at the University of Pennsylvania, he was desperate to
get out of his foreign language requirement, and opted to travel to Jerusalem
where he enrolled in an ULPAN course. Just to learn Hebrew and earn the
credits.
One day, as my father was wandering around in the Old City, he was approached by a man who offered to teach him Talmud. Intrigued by the opportunity to get a glimpse of ancient texts, he accepted the offer. Together,
the 2 men walked to Yeshivat AishHaTorah at dinnertime, and joined the
many students who filled the dining room. Fortuitously, my father recognized
an acquaintance from college who invited him to join him for dinner. A week
later, this same friend encouraged my father to take a one-day DISCOVERY
course. At the end of the class, my dad took the instructor out for drinks
(soda, that is!) and they argued all night. In spite of himself, he found the
arguments for the truth of Judaism quite compelling, and when he returned
to Penn, he arranged to meet with the Reform, Conservative, and Orthodox
rabbis on campus. While they were all passionate, he was most taken with the
logic of the Orthodox approach, and found
himself gravitating to the observance of the
עשרת הדברות, beginning with שמירת שבת.
Being the daughter of two baeli teshuva
has impacted me positively in many ways.
Most importantly, it has allowed me to see
genuine and unabashed conviction in the
truth of Judaism. Through my father’s involvement in politics I hear stories of how
he defends and proves the legitimacy of the
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Torah’s moral laws, regardless of the opposition. He has an unwavering belief in the Torah and Hashem that is the product of his own journey of self
discovery and search for truth. He and my mother have taught me to cherish,
honor, and protect our timeless mesorah.

My Baalas Teshuva
Esther Butler

She celebrated her Bas Mitzvah at the age of 13. She led the prayer
services and leined Parshas Parah at the Reform Temple in Croton, NY. She
remembers coming to Saturday school with a few pennies for charity- collections for Ethiopian and Soviet Jewry. And, later on the Bnei Brith shabbatons
where she met other Jewish boys and girls.
My mother is the youngest, and only daughter in the Kraft family. The
Krafts celebrated holidays in a traditional manner with foods her mother
and paternal grandmother, Oma, cooked. Passover was always Ima’s favorite
holiday. They had five or six small cups of red wine at the sedarim, the classic
four, and, two more to remember the Soviet and Ethiopian Jews who were
not free. They always had two sedarim at home and followed a Reconstructionist haggadah with the essential story and rituals. Her parents encouraged
them to invite non- Jewish friends to share the Passover story with them.
She attended school on all eight days of Passover, but refrained from eating
bread, pasta, rice, corn syrup, and legumes, all the while.
When she was a senior at Princeton University, her brother Mark went
through a journey of his own which culminated in his Orthodox rabbinic
ordination. Once a year Ima visited her brother for Shabbos and followed his
customs just for that weekend. She found herself defending her brother to
fellow members of her Reform Temple who insisted that Mark had joined
a cult.
Fast forward five years. In her second year of Medical School, Ima participated in an exchange program with the medical school in Leningrad, part
of the former Soviet Union. On Passover Eve, she arranged to attend a
Chabad Seder which was conducted in Hebrew and Russian, and she was
lost. She returned to America determined to further her Jewish education,
and at the suggestion of my Uncle Mark- now- Mordechai, she attended a
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summer program, in Moodus, Connecticut. It was eye-opening.
But Medical school continued, and there was little time for momentous
change. In 1990 my mother injured her knee playing rugby. At the same time
Uncle Mordechai and Aunt Monica welcomed a baby girl, Sara Yehudis, into
their lives. The result of these two events: more Shabbasos in her brother’s
home.
Pesach that year was the turning point. Ima attended a seder with friends
and family. When the conversations turned to recent television shows, she
felt empty, and decided to join Uncle Mordechai for the final days. It was on
that last day of Pesach that Ima took on her first mitzvah, Shemiras Shabbos.
---Ima’s commitment to Shabbos had huge implications. As a physician
dealing with life and death situations, she had to master the fine balance
between guarding human life on the one hand, and the sanctity of shabbos
on the other. Through her devotion, she has transmitted her reverence for
both, to me.
Ima continues to give to the Jewish People each day. Many Shabbos
meals include neighbors and friends seeking medical advice from my mother.
Rabbanim consult with her before answering halachic questions in the medical field. In 1997, Ima, my model of all that a Jewish woman should be, was
honored at the Neve diner, and received an Eishes Chayil plaque which reads:
Alumna of the Year
In appreciation for her outstanding
Contribution to Klal Yisroel
Thank you, Ima, for taking the journey.

Pink Tinted Glasses
Serene Klapper

As I stood with my friends on the pavement facing the Senior Center, I was nothing short of apprehensive. I remained anxious as we silently
climbed the staircase and entered a large, populated room. It was uncomfortable to be placed in such stark contrast before a group of people. As
compared to the people in the room I felt young and childish, and placed
next to us, they felt worn out. Although we mingled, there was a certain ten-
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sion in the room. At the start of each conversation I relived the struggle to
find common ground. It felt immensely difficult to find conversation topics
that spanned more than one generation. One woman sang beautifully, but
none of us recognized the music. Another man spoke of events that I could
hardly remember hearing about. We spoke and smiled politely, but we didn’t
feel like we belonged.
About a half hour into our visit, an art teacher arrived carrying a large
case of patterned paper and tempera sticks. As she laid out her supplies on
a table, center members began to crowd around her station. A couple of my
peers went to join in on the activity, and awkwardly took seats around the
table. At first we adhered rigidly to the project guidelines. We had a great
time thinking of inspirational quotes and decorating them. I have always
been artistically inclined, and later began to draw the woman sitting opposite
me. Her clothing fascinated me. I had truly never seen anything like them;
tinted glasses, a knit beret, and various patterns on her skirt and top.
The small, round table was much more conducive to conversation than
wandering around the large room had been. I discussed complimentary colors with the woman sitting beside me, who had been reluctant to use both
blue and orange in her drawing. A man passing by asked me what my parents did, and we spoke about the current teaching styles, as opposed to what
they used to be. I asked the woman I was drawing about her clothing, and
she spoke to me about styles I had never before encountered, and made
jokes that had me laughing far louder than I had expected to. Participating
together in an art activity had accomplished what we had had difficulty with
before. The conversation flowed between members of different generations.
The years between us seemed to be bridged smoothly and effortlessly by
comfortable conversation.
When I had finished my drawing, I held it up to show the model. She
laughed in delight at how I had blocked out her eyes with her pink glasses,
and then spelled her name out clearly so that I could write it above her por-
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trait. I began to stand up and say goodbye to everybody sitting at the table,
but a friend of mine called for me to stay put. I looked around confusedly,
and she nodded toward another man sitting at the table. He was holding
a brown tempera stick in his hand, and concentrating hard upon me as he
slowly moved it up and down the paper. Having had plenty of experience
drawing people, I immediately froze, so as not to confuse his drawing. It felt
as though everybody at the table held their breath, not wanting to disrupt his
unwavering concentration.
As I sat there, immobile, my eyes scanned the room around me. Each
of the ten girls who had come with me that afternoon was immersed in
conversation. Throughout the room I saw examples of the young interacting
with the elderly. A small group of about four seniors were huddled by a map,
pointing out their homelands to one of my peers. Two tables over, a friend
of mine was roaring with laughter at something that a center member had
said. I looked back at my table, and saw the woman sitting across from me
admiring the drawing I had made her. The man beside her was still focused
intently upon capturing the angle of my nose.
It was nearly time to leave the center when the portrait of me was complete. The seniors and young women alike gathered to see the drawing. It
was beautifully done, and as I looked at it, I thought about how little the differences in style, taste, and age meant to me now. I might not recognize the
music the seniors sang, or the clothing they wore, or even the different techniques they used while drawing. But by the time I left the center, they had
become familiar and beautiful. While I may not view things from behind a
pair of pink tinted glasses, bonding with people who are at a vastly different
stage of life than my own has certainly my world a brighter place.
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Yeshivat Hatimidim
Noa Hacker

Rav Yosef Eichler, a young man growing up in Old Yerushalayim in
pre-state Israel, recognized that young souls were tender and confused and
that the surrounding atmosphere was detrimental to their spiritual development. In response, he opened Yeshivat Hamatmidim, a night Yeshiva for young
bachurim who had been brought to the depth of despair by the ravages of war,
and had lost both hope and hatmada.
People were murmuring things like, “Eitzel is planning an attack on the
nearby blocks” or, “The British are conducting searches in the residential
neighborhoods.” All the rumblings created a worrisome undercurrent which
distracted the boys from their learning routines. Additionally, 1948 was the
year of the War of Independence and many families spent months in shelters. Going to cheider was not an option during these rough years.
Rav Yosef understood that the alluring moral temptations presented
themselves at night,
and for that reason, he
specifically opened a
night Yeshiva. Rav Yosef was determined to
bring every single Jewish boy from the street
into the building. He
had no rulebooks or
procedures; instead, he
let Hashem guide him
in every situation. He did everything in his power to maintain an energized,
warm and positive atmosphere at the yeshiva; that the boys not feel stifled
or suppressed.
Rav Yosef took advantage of every opportunity to get the young men
excited about learning. He planned treats and trips as incentives. The incentive system worked and the learning was successful. The first prize awarded
to the best learner was an alarm clock. Over time, the Roshei Yeshiva started
distributing sets of Mishnayot, Mishna Bruras and Chumashim. The bachurim
grew to appreciate their gifts and many rose steadily in their levels of ruchnius.
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The Masmidim “movement” developed during a time of intense poverty. For some boys, night yeshiva was the only place where they felt loved
and taken care of. If someone wore torn clothing, Rav Yosef would send him
to the tailor and absorb the entire cost of a new suit.
Rav Yosef scheduled many enjoyable outings which he always integrated
with Torah learning. Before Sukkos they would gather sechach onto trucks, and
on chol hamoed they would load a few trucks with benches, and go on excursions, singing together all the while.
They stopped at the kevari tzadikim and slept in bungalows. Rav Yosef
made sure to have fresh hot food for all the talmidim. He served expensive
delicacies they never received at home. They had eggs, rolls, ices, hot cocoa,
milk, fish and meat.
Rav Yosef also arranged a simchat beit hashoeva festivities every Sukkot.
The entire neighborhood
joined in the celebrations.
One of the participants
at a particular simchat
beit hashoeva was a young
Holocaust survivor. The
survivor pulled Rav Yosef to the side and said,
“It was all worth it just
for this.” These types of
statements are what inspired Rav Yosef to continue doing what he was
doing. His tireless efforts
were slowly but surely changing the face of Yerushalayim.
Yeshivat Hamatmidim is credited with having saved the Kehilat Yerushalayim
from rampant secularism. He embraced the boys with love in a world suffused with hatred, and began to lay the groundwork for the sacred space in
which he might return their souls to yiddishkeit. He always carried the young
holocaust survivor’s message- “It was all worth it for this,”- in his heart, and
became the model of a man who put his love for Hashem and yiddishkeit
above all else.
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My Grandparents
Rachel Retter

Although my great grandfather passed away before I was born, growing
up, I had the privilege of spending a lot of time with my great grandmother,
Susan Rapaport. I would always hear stories about how she survived Birkenau-Auschwitz, and how she and my great grandfather, Leo Rapaport, came
to America to rebuild their lives. But it was always hard for me to internalize
the fact that something so horrible had happened to people so close to me.
It never really felt real.
During this project, I went through boxes and boxes of old papers carefully preserved and stored by their daughter, my maternal grandmother, Margaret (Rapaport) Retter. I was able to actually map out my great grandparent’s
lives in documents and pictures on the table in my grandmother’s study. I was
able to see their ID cards from during and before the war, and their immigration papers from Europe to America; pictures of them opening their homes
to dozens of survivors who had nowhere else to go, and of them accepting
awards and supporting and building Jewish institutions in America.
Being able to actually hold these pictures and documents in my hands, and
see them in front of me with my own eyes, made the stories become so tangible and real. That part of my family history project was really transformative for me; in my understanding of what it means to be the descendant of a
Holocaust survivor, and how important it is for me to make sure that these
stories are always remembered.

Just Listen
Elisheva Rosensweig

I knock gently, but with enough force for my grandfather to hear. I
wait until I hear the slow shuffle, shuffle pause for his cane to catch up with
him and he opens the door. As he approaches the door I hear his reassuring
“coming, coming, coming” notifying me that although it takes time he is on
his way.
“Shalom Elisheva!”
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“Shalom Sabba, how are you?”
His voice is soft, smoothed with age like stones in rushing water. I smile
at his greeting and follow him to the table where he regales me with his gourmet cooking. He loves playing host despite the fact that he is far past the age
when it is expected. He could have shirked the responsibility years ago, but
he is still going strong at 94.
I offer to get the plates. He is reluctant at first, although relieved to accept. Armed with his vintage stoneware dishes and matching cups I set the
table and we dine on his yerushalmi cuisine and hearty vegetable soup, his
specialty and my favorite.
As we eat he asks me about school. His questions have the feel of an
interrogation. I try to find something worthy enough to relay to him, something sophisticated, that a man who was a principal for over 50 years of his
life could appreciate or approve of. I wrack my brains trying to formulate
a lesson from a class. We discuss it, me repeating my English phrases and
trying to enunciate the words so he can hear them, sometimes pursuing a
different method of bilingual mush, in order to get the proper word across.
He responds in Hebrew. English is used as well -for the key points- to make
sure I truly understand the descriptions and information he is passing on to
me. Whenever I ask what a word means he looks at me skeptically, as he has
countless times before, and asks if I know Hebrew. I laugh and reassure him.
After our plates are scraped clean, I return from the kitchen with the
anticipated and traditional cup of Earl Gray tea and a plate of cookies, crucial for the necessary tea drinking experience. “Ahh” he sighs with pleasure.
“You added sugar?”
“Two spoonfuls, just how you like it” I smile.
Over tea and pastries we begin our work.
His apartment is filled to the brim with books and paintings. Each represents a memory, a beacon of the past and he explains every one to me. Today
we talk about three treasures: one is a picture which depicts a museum exhibit
that fascinated him years earlier; another is a portrait of Sabba presented to
him in honor of decades of service as a High School principal, and a third is
a two foot tall hand written and illustrated Ethics of the Fathers. Each of these
is introduced with a rich story, and an even richer expression of ideas and
idealism. With every visit new pieces are discovered and discussed, and old
ones are revisited. Stories, ideas, and opinions emerge from all these works to
create a pulsating undercurrent of history in his hands. He speaks with pride,
passion, and humor about each one. He shares with me his accomplishments
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from the past; often pausing for my look of shock at the circumstances he
confronted and endured. I listen, inserting my oohs, aahs, and accompanying
comments if I judge them to be worthy enough.
Sometimes the most valuable use of our time is to listen and observe.
When I go and visit my grandfather I glean more and more snippets of his
life story, his life experience. These continue to blend together to form a
tapestry that allows me to increasingly understand and respect him more each
time I come. If we merely took the time to listen to the people in our lives
we would be amazed at what they can teach us, and what we can discover,
through these insights, about ourselves and our surroundings. There are
few endeavors as important as forging human relationships, and there is no
limit to what we might gain from someone with as much to tell and as much
experience to share as the elder patriarchs whom we are privileged to know.

קשר שקיימא
Nina Melohn

I was raised in a home embedded with strong Torah values. At every turn,
my parents instilled in my siblings and me strong convictions and a deepseated faith in Hashem. It is clear that my parents’ strength in Yiddishkeit was
rooted in the education that they received from their parents. When thinking
about this, an excerpt from Gemara comes to mind:
! הרי פירותיך מתוקין, במה אברכך? אם אומר לך שיהו פירותיך מתוקין,אילן אילן
. שכל נטיעות שנוטעין ממך יהיו כמותך, הרי צילך נאה!! אלא יהי רצון, שיהא צילך נאה-

Tree tree, with what shall I bless you? If I bless you that your fruit should be sweet,
behold your fruit are sweet. If I bless you that your shade should be pleasant behold your
shade is pleasant. However may it be that all of the offspring that comes forth
from you be like you.
A Gemara in Taanis (5b-6a) cites a parable about a man who wants to
bless a tree. He begins by blessing the tree with sweet fruit, shade and a spring
nearby. After determining that the tree is lacking nothing, he concludes “I
will bless you that all the trees that come forth from you will be like you.” He
realizes that there is no greater blessing to give the tree.
Growing up, I was constantly reminded about the prestigious yichus on
both sides of my family. My mother, a descendent of the Noam Elimelech
and the Arugas HaBosem, spoke about her heritage with awe and yearning. My
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father, a descendent of the
Chasam Sofer, Yismach Moshe,
and Bnei Yissoschor, spends
every day striving to live up
to his ancestors. As a result, I
grew up with many pictures
of these very gedolim adorning my walls. At times, my
parents would point to these
pictures and reminisce about
the days in which they were
taken. By the age of 7, I was
able to point to each picture and name the person photographed within.
My desire for knowledge and depth started at a young age and continues to
shape my essence and dictate my everyday choices. When facing monumental
decisions throughout my life, I make sure never to lose sight of whom I was
coming from and whom I was destined to become. It is my fervent wish to
emulate the attributes exhibited by my ancestors.
While my Yichus extends many generations back, I am proud that my
parents portray this greatness in their own right. This is clearly a result of
the homes in which they grew up. My father’s parents, Joseph and Martha
Melohn, were pillars of their community, helping everyone in need. While
they are no longer alive their legacy lives on through the many schools and
shuls that brandish their name. My maternal grandparents, the focus of this
project, created a home based on Torah, Yiras Shamayim and Gemilas Chessed.
Despite the fact that they live in Brooklyn, an hour away from my home in
Manhattan distance was never a factor. Growing up we visited weekly, spent
Shabbasim and Yamim Tovim together. They truly stop at nothing to show us
how much they care, demonstrating the importance of family.
An Everlasting Bond; the commandment in Devarim states “You shall bind them
as a sign upon your hand, and they should be for a reminder between your eyes.” Tefillin
consists of two small boxes, each containing four sections of Torah. These boxes are worn
around the head and left arm, opposite the heart. The purpose of tefillin is to remind us to
dedicate ourselves to serving Hashem in all that we think, feel and do.
Auschwitz, 1944
My hand is halfway through the window as I reach for my brother. Too
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weak to meet my touch, I lay my hand on his chest, aching for a response.
His breathing is labored, and his complexion is pale. He turns to me and as
our eyes meet, I know that his end is near. With every ounce of energy he has
left, he reaches beneath the straw covering and hands me the precious tefillin.
Amram weakly explains that these tefillin will protect me, ensuring I will survive the war. Few words are exchanged that night, but the message is clear. I
will hold onto these tefillin with every fiber of my being and in return they will
protect me. Two days my brother Amram died in the infirmary of Auschwitz.
Amram had received these tefillin from another inmate, the Sanzer Rebbe’s
grandson, who over time became too weak to daven. Knowing how eager
Amram was to obtain the tefillin, the Rebbe’s grandson told Amram he could
purchase them with each day’s bread ration. Amram replied, “If I give you
that, I won’t need the tefillin, I will be dead in a week.” The two created an
agreement where Amram would give him half of his daily ration in exchange
for the tefillin. These were the tefillin that Amram handed me on this cold
winter night.
Two days later the news hit me like a blow to my inner gut. My brother
Amram died. I immediately felt a yearning to connect to the last physical
remnant of my brother. I headed back to the barrack completely unaware
of my surroundings and the nearby window, I grabbed the tefillin from under
the straw and began to put them on. They were wrapped halfway around
my arm as a sudden burst of cold air nearly knocked my frail body down. I
looked up, staring straight into the eyes of a Nazi officer. He stood in front
me, filled with hatred, his rifle pointed directly at my chest. With every last
bit of strength I had left, I began screaming, “Shema Yisroel Hashem Elokainu
Hashem Echad.” The silence nearly suffocated me as I waited for my death.
Glaring at me with disgust, the Nazi spat, “Just get rid of them and I’ll look
away,” slamming the barrack door behind him. This is just one clear example
of how my brother’s promise came true.
I did not allow this event to deter me. Each morning, after returning
to my barrack from the infamous Appel, I would carefully wrap the tefillin
around my arms. Understanding the greatness of he who once wore this holy
tefillin filled me with awe and trepidation. Scared for my life but willing to
take the risk, I closed my eyes and imagined the lips that spoke to the Ribbono
Shel Olam while enveloped in these holy straps. Silent tears streamed down
my face. I wore the tefillin with pride. Who would have thought that in the
middle of Auschwitz, a Jew would still praise his Creator? While they beat me
physically, my inner conviction would not crack. Throughout the unbearable
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months that ensued, I marched half of Europe by foot, keeping my tefillin
with me, holding onto the promise my brother and I shared.
The remaining 1,800 Jews were roughly rounded up and violently pushed
out of their bunkers into the snowy winter in which we would march nine
weeks. The winter conditions were treacherous and unbearable. There was
no way to survive the death march, without relying on our animalistic instincts of survival. Though reduced to less than a dog, I kept my tefillin hidden in my pants pocket, the soothing sensation of the tefillin knocking against
my bony leg a constant reminder of my humanity. While I was unable to use
the tefillin throughout the march, the knowledge that it was linking me to my
Creator instilled me with an ability to surge forward.
Nine weeks later I stumbled
through the gate of Buchenwald with
the other inmates who survived the
march. The torture grew worse as the
Nazis tried to annihilate us, knowing
that the Americans were approaching.
The Nazis gathered 150 Jews each day
and murdered them in the darkness of
night. I was selected to be murdered
on the fourth day of the round ups.
When I was selected I understood full
well what my fate would be. I understood that after fighting the battle to
the end, I would not be fortunate to
rebuild. However Hashem had other plans and Buchenwald was liberated the
morning in which my group was designated to be shot. Zeidy shakes his head
and says, “I never shared these memories because to everyone they would
just be stories. No one can comprehend what we went through.”
When the Americans liberated the Jews of Buchenwald my Zeidy was
amongst the dead. He laid on the floor near a pile of corpses, unable to
move. By chance, an American soldier bent down to see if he was alive and
found a weak pulse. The Americans transported Zeidy to an army camp.
Once there, he was stripped of his clothes and sprayed with an insecticide
to get rid of the hundreds of lice that clung to his body. Days later, Zeidy
awoke startled and confused by his surroundings. Immediately he noticed
that his tefillin were gone. With a sudden panic, he motioned over a doctor
who sensed the concern in his eyes and pointed to his pillow. Lifting the pil-
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low, Zeidy saw the two small black boxes and breathed a heavy sigh of relief.
The doctor explained that when Zeidy was found, the tefillin were frozen to
his hands. They had to carefully extract them.
These are the tefillin that I still wear to this day. These tefillin imbue the
last promise I made to my brother. My Zeidy attributes his life to this pair of
tefillin and the bracha his brother gave him with it. While the outside has been
replaced many times, the inside scroll never been changed.

- 23 -

Reliving Matan Torah
Avigail Deutsch, Passaic

The very first commandment of Matan Torah was “Anochi Hashem Elokecha”
which teaches us Emuna. When we received the Torah, it was following the
great miracles of Yetzias Mitzrayim and Kriyas Yam Suf. Matan Torah itself had
many miracles, and Hashem spoke to us directly. These miracles built our
Emuna, which is clarity that leads us to serve Hashem and do His mitzvos out
of love.
By looking out for Hashem’s hashgacha in our lives, we gain clarity and Emuna, therefore reliving a part of Matan Torah that our neshamos experienced in
the midbar. When we open our eyes to Hashem’s presence, we carry a part of
Matan Torah in our hearts.

Reliving Matan Torah
Avigail Spira

The Medrash gives the following mashal about the giving of the Torah.
There was once a king who wanted to build himself a palace. He went from
place to place to try and find the site to build his palace. In each city the
people ran away, since they did not want the palace to be built where they
lived. Finally, the king came to a deserted town where the people welcomed
him and allowed the king to build his palace there.
The nimshal is that when Hashem wanted to give the Torah He went
to the sea and the mountains, but they both fled. As it says in Tehillim,
“ ההרים רקדו כאילים...”הים ראה וינס- The sea saw and fled… the mountains
skipped like rams. Then Hashem came to the deserted Sinai where the Torah
was accepted with open arms.
The reason why all the cities didn’t want the king to build his palace on
their land was because they weren’t willing to change. They were happy and
content with their way of life and customs and they knew the palace would
bring changes. On the other hand, the people living in the deserted land were
desperate for change and therefore they welcomed the king and his palace.
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If someone wants to fully accept the Torah, he has to be like the deserted
land who was willing to change himself for the king’s palace. We have to be
open and ready for the Torah to transform our lives for the better. The Torah
has the ability to elevate our lives to the highest of heights, but we have to be
willing to allow for change.
- Source: Rabbi Frand

The Beginning of our Mesorah
Devorah Amsel

In Parshas Behaaloscha, we find a drastic change in Moshe’s behaviour, towards the complaints of Bnei Yisroel. In all other issues, Moshe was armed
and ready to negotiate and/or calm down Klal Yisroel. For example, by the
Korach rebellion, Moshe was willing to fight back to prove that Hashem
chose Aharon as kohen gadol. Similarly, by Chait Haegel, Moshe wasted no time
in destroying the golden calf and immediately proclaimed “mi laashem eli”“who is with me in serving Hashem.” This pattern is consistent by the Yam
Suf and the Meraglim as well. Moshe was always willing to prove and defend
the unity of Klal Yisroel to Hashem.
Here we see a drastic shift. Clal Yisrael say ( Bamidbar 11.5.) “zacharnu
es hadaga asher nochal bmitzrayim”- we remember the fish (pasuk goes on to say
cucumbers, leeks, garlic etc.) that we ate in mitzrayim.
One would expect Moshe to quicky reason with Yisroel or ask Hashem
to grant their request. Instead, Moshe turns to Hashem and pretty much says
“how am I supposed to give them what they want?” he then tries to resign his
position as leader and goes as far as to suggest that Hashem kill him rather
than keep his position.
This reaction seems to be a little misplaced. Why is it that Moshe had
such an abundance of patience when dealing with huge issues, but for a small
request of vegetables he gives up?
Furthermore, the response of Hashem is equally perplexing. Hashem
tells him to take seventy elders to teach the people. How does this answer
the question? Wouldn’t it seem more appropriate for Hashem to tell Moshe
to get chefs and bakers to start cooking gourmet meals for Yisrael? Isn’t that
what they wanted?
The answer is, that Moshe was willing to negotiate anything with Yisroel
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to bring them closer to Hashem, and to prove to them that the Torah and
Hashem are one. But a mere few days after Matan Torah, Bnei Yisrael came
to Moshe with their request for vegetables, and Moshe thought “they just
don’t get it”. If so soon after receiving the Torah, the only thing on their
mind was cucumbers, it must be they’re not understanding everything I am
teaching them about the greatness of the Torah! Therefore, Moshe reasoned,
I am obviously the wrong person for this job.
When we understand the question like this, Hashem’s answer seems more
fitting. He was telling Moshe to get seventy elders so they could each teach
Torah in their own method. Each one would be able to teach in a different
way, therefore each person would be able to connect to the Torah through
one of the individual teachings (for example, maybe one would teach with
more musser and another with more humor, or kabbalah or halacha etc). This
way every person will be able to understand and connect with the Torah in
his own life through his prefered method of understanding. Hashem was
reassuring Moshe that he was perfectly suited for the job. The issue was that
not everyone was able to connect to Torah on the same level and through the
same methods as Moshe. Therefore Moshe needed to appoint the seventy
elders to teach in order to get every single Jew to connect.
This lesson is prominent throughout our history. There have been thousands of Gedolim, and countless Yeshivos, each one with its own hadracha
and style of learning. But the underlying goal of each of these very different
Gedolim has always been to reach every Jew and help them to connect with
Hashem in whichever way touched them.

A Prerequisite to Torah
Devorah Pinczower

The Nesivas Shalom points out that while we often refer to Hashem
as our Father, we are never called His child individually, only as a whole,
בנים אתם לה’ אלוקיכם. Throughout the Torah we see this theme of not being able to truly attach ourselves to Hashem without being unified. For example, when Hashem tells us,  קדש את עצמכםin the plural form. With regard to Shavuos, this idea is very obvious, as the pasuk famously states
ויחן שם ישראל נגד ההר, which Rashi explains as כאיש אחד בלב אחד. It was this
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unity that enabled us to say naaseh v’nishma, as we know נעשה ונשמע אמרו כאחד.
What is the connection between unity and saying naaseh v’nishma, and how did
our unity enable us to say it? The Nesivos Shalom explains that both actions require overlooking one’s personal self and looking at the bigger picture. Only
when one completely disregards his personal needs can one truly become
completely devoted to the needs of the group. The same is true of serving
Hashem. When we said naaseh v’nishma, Hashem asked, “who revealed to them
the secret of the malachim?” Naaseh v’nishma is synonymous with the malachim
as they have no self, and therefore have no problem completely doing the
ratzon Hashem without any personal motives.
In order to reach this level of selflessness, we have sefira leading up to the
time of kaballas hatorah. The Shem Mishmuel explains that the omer, made of
barley, which is animal’s food, is symbolic of the fact that we are extinguishing our animalistic needs and becoming totally selfless for Hashem. We bring
the omer on chol hamoed, a time where we enjoy physicality, to demonstrate
that we are elevating the physical and using it for Hashem. When we use our
physical bodies and possessions for Hashem, we are getting rid of our sense
of self, demonstrating our selflessness.
The Kotzka Rebbe explains that  אנכי עמד בין ה’ וביניכםmeans that the
אנכי, our sense of selfishness, is what stands between our proper service of
Hashem and fulfillment of the Torah.
Rashi explains kohein as someone who serves. Rabbi Mordechai Willig expounds on this concept saying that  ממלכת כוהניםseems strange, as
someone who has kingship, ממלכת, is not someone who serves, כוהנים.
But according to the Torah, true rulership and greatness is found in someone who gives of himself to others. This is required of all of us, as it says
ואתם תהיו לי ממלכת כוהנים.
Rebbetzin Eisenberger explained that this clarifies why Rabbi Akiva said
v’ahavta lirayacha kamocha is a klal gadol batorah. When one can disregard himself for another person, he becomes selfless. Once one becomes selfless,
he accessed the key to being an eved Hashem. An eved is someone who has
no sense of self and is able to בטל רצונך מפני רצונו. When Naami told Rus
היטבת חסדך האחרון מן הראשון, the second chesed was doing yibum by marrying
Boaz, and the first one was becoming a giyores. How is becoming a giyores considered a chesed? When Rus was proving her devotion to Naami, she started
off with telling Naami that she will follow her and live with her no matter
what. This act of selflessness meant that she was willing to give up her comfortable life and live in poverty with Naami. Only because she was selfless,
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was she ultimately able to say, “your G-d is my G-d,” as serving Hashem
requires one to be selfless and completely devote themselves to Hashem.
After counting the omer, a time when we work on selflessly using our
physicality for Hashem as opposed to ourselves, and as we read Megillas Rus,
and learn from her selflessness, we are truly ready to accept the Torah and
become true ovdei Hashem.

Matan Torah
Kayla Landau

The medrash Shemos Rabbah comments on the stillness of the world during Matan Torah:
 שרפים לא אמרו, עוף לא עפו, צפור לא צוח,”כשנתן הקדוש ברוך הוא את התורה
“קדושת הים לא נזדעזעת הבריות לא דברו אלה העולם שותק ומחריש
The Gemara in Shabbos writes that after Moshe took the Torah down from
Har Sinai the Satan asked Hashem where the Torah had gone. The obvious
question is; how is it possible the Satan, who is privy to everything that goes
on in shamayim completely missed the entire episode of matan Torah while
every creature on earth stood still as they witnessed this cataclysmic event?
Tosfos answers that Hashem distracted the Satan during matan Torah in
order to prevent him from claiming that Bnei Yisrael aren’t worthy of receiving the Torah because they will sin with Cheit Haegel forty days later. Rav
Chaim Zaitchek expands on Tosfos’ answer. He explains that the Torah is
light. During matan Torah the light overshadowed all darkness and illuminated the world. Every creature saw this light. The moment Hashem announced
the words ‘ אנכי הthe entire world witnessed a state of clarity and truth. The
Satan exemplifies darkness and casts it on the rest of the world, covering the
truth. Consequently, even the most powerful light could not penetrate his
darkness. When a person is stuck in utter darkness he is unable to see the
truth, even when it is right in front of him. Our goal on Shavuos is to bask in
the light of the Torah and appreciate the mitzvot. If we work hard to achieve
this on Shavuos the light will overflow into the entire year.
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Tzadikim in this World
Lele Book

When Moshe went up to  שמיםto receive the Torah, the מלאכי השרת
wanted to attack him. Hashem made Moshe look like  אברהםand said to the
“ מלאכיםIsn’t he the man that gave you a meal?” Will you give up the beautiful treasure of the Torah to him? We know that Hashem’s quality is אמת, so
how can Hashem trick the  ?מלאכיםThere are two different types of צדיקים
in this world:
1. Someone who locks himself up in his room all day all alone and learns.
Nobody is in his way and he can go higher and become closer to Hashem.
The people around him don’t get influenced by him or benefit from him because he is never around them.
2. This person, in addition to his learning, teaches all those around him.
He loves Torah and is  מקרבmany people. He answers questions and gives his
advice. He gives up his learning time to help others grow and have a connection with Hashem. It is worth it for him because he cares that others grow
too.
We have a  קבלהthat although the first person seems like such an amazing
person, the second person is better because he influences others too. Someone who teaches  בני ישראלkeeps them going.
There is a  משלto further explain this idea. A group of men are outside
in the freezing cold so they enter a home to warm up. When one man cannot
bear the cold, he goes and gets himself a fur coat. He is warm and cozy but
everyone else around him is still shivering. Another man gets up and goes to
collect firewood. He then assembles the wood and lights a fire warming the
whole house. So, the second man helped himself while also helping everyone
else.
The  פסוקsays “וירד משה מן ההר אל העם,” “and Moshe came down from
the mountain to the people.” Rashi explains that when it says  ״אל העם״it
means that Moshe didn’t go do his own business, rather he went straight to
the people. The  תפארת שלמהasks: what did Moshe have to do that was busy?
When Moshe went up to receive the Torah he was taught all the secrets of the
Torah. When he descended, he could have gone and sat all alone and learnt,
reaching higher and higher levels. Instead he went straight to the nation and
taught them the Torah. When Moshe was in  שמיםthe  מלאכיםsaid that they
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are greater and can reach greater potential than a flesh and blood. Because of
what they said Hashem changed Moshe to look like אברהם. Not to trick them,
but to show them Moshe’s greatness. Moshe served Hashem like  אברהםdid.
 אברהםspent his whole life being  מקרבpeople. When the  מלאכיםcame to him,
he was in the middle of a conversation with Hashem. He stopped and left
his height of greatness to do the mitzvah of הכנסת אורחים. He saw 3 Arab
merchants walking down the road and could have easily ignored them. But
that wasn’t his purpose. It was to influence others and bring them close to
Hashem. So too Moshe went straight to teach בני ישראל. A true  צדיקhas to
learn with others and influence them. That’s why humans received the Torah
and not the מלאכים.

Sefira
Odelya Barsky

Shavuot is fast approaching, which means Sefira is almost over. A lot
of the time we get caught up in the count until Shavuot and the cheesecake
that we forget about another important time within these 7 weeks. That time
is Lag B’aomer, which marks both the passing of Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai, as well as the day Rabbi Akiva’s talmidim stopped dying. For 33 tragic
days, from Leil Sheni of Pesach until Lag B’aomer, 24,000 of Rabbi Akiva’s
talmidim died. The Gemara tells us that the reason they died was because
‘Lo nahagu kavod zeh bazeh’, they simply didn’t respect one another. This
is puzzling, because they were the talmidim of Rabbi Akiva, who said the
famous words ‘Ve’ahavta Lereiacha Kamocha’, love your friend like you love
yourself. How is it possible that his very talmidim died by not doing the thing
that was considered a Klal Gadol Batorah?
We must understand what exactly Rabbi Akiva meant, and what went
wrong. Love your friend as you love yourself, which practically applies to us
as treating our friends how we want to be treated. It sounds beautiful, but
there is one problem. If you want to be treated a certain way and you therefore treat your friend the same way, who says they wanted to be treated that
way? Just because I want it, does that mean so does my friend? Sometimes,
we forget to look outside of ourselves, and to shift our perspective. This is
why the Gemara states ‘Lo nahagu kavod zeh b’zeh,’ and not l’zeh. It wasn’t
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necessarily that they didn’t accord the proper respect to another, rather that
they forgot to look in to the other person and see what they want. This also
explains why instead of saying 24,000 students died, the Gemara says 12,000
pairs died. They didn’t die from their individual sins, they died because their
interactions in their relationships was lacking. They were otherwise so good
to one another, but they forgot to look into the other person, and because
of this, they are considered dying in pairs. Sometimes, we get caught up with
our desires and our own perspective, and we forget to step out of ourselves
and ask what the other person would want. May we all be zocheh to build our
relationships by remembering to go beyond ourselves, and hopefully we can
bring the final Geula together.
- Adapted from Rabbi Gavriel Friedman

כאיש אחד בלב אחד
Zahava Giloni

In פרשת בשלח, the  פסוקstates, ״והנה מצרים נוסע אחריהם״. Rashi comments
and explains that  נוסעis written in  לשון יחידbecause the Mitzriyim were
“בלב אחד כאיש אחד.” However, in פרשת יתרו, the  פּסוקstates,
“ויחן שם יׂשראל נגד ההר,” Rashi comments here and explains that  ויחןis written
in  לשון יחידbecause they were “”כאיש אחד בלב אחד. Why is there a difference
in the order of Rashi’s comments of these two scenarios?
In פרשת ויגש, Rashi explains that by Esav it writes בלשון רּבים:
״נפׁשות ּביתו״. But, the  פסוקby Yaakov states, בלשון יחיד- “שבעים נפש.” Why is
there a difference in describing the household/number of people of Yaakov
and Esav, one plural and one singular?
By Yaakov, it refers to the number of people going down to Mitzrayim
in singular, as “נפש,” because they were united as one in serving the One
and Only Hashem. However, by Esav this was not the case as they were
עובדי עבודה זרה, serving many gods. That is why by Esav it is written in plural.
Similarly, by the Mitzriyim, it would not be correct to refer to them primarily
as ״איש אחד״, because they were not united in serving Hashem, as they also
were עובדי עבודה זרה. However, the Mitzriyim were “ ”בלב אחדin one area: the
feeling of hatred towards Bnei Yisrael. Their hatred of Bnei Yisrael brought
them together “כאיש אחד.”
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However, Bnei Yisrael are different. We are “כאיש אחד,” united in
עבודת הבורא. Our Achdus is through serving הקב״ה. Together as we serve
Hashem, we become, “בלב אחד,” united in our hearts, as well.
In preparation towards Matan Torah, we should realize that by joining
together to serve הקב״ה, we are have the opportunity to unite Klal Yisrael
“ ”בלב אחדas well.
- Source: Rabbi Aryeh Leib Baron, Sefer Das Yehudis

- 32 -

Elisheva Rosensweig

- 33 -

Ahuva Lisker

Rachel Liebling

- 34 -

Chaviva Berger

- 35 -

Manhattan High School for Girls
מכון יעקב לבנות

