
Am Yisrael were redeemed from Mitzrayim for four 
reasons: They did not change their name and 
language and did not speak lashon hara…”
(Midrash Vayikra Rabbah 32)
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Is Someone
Following Us?!
That’s it. The entire group is inside 
and the heavy wooden door is 
locked tight. They look at each other, 
trying to catch their breath and relax 
after the moments of drama. 

04

Unconditional
Friendship
We raised our kids 
together, experienced so 
many events together. 
Even our husbands learn 
together b’chavrusa 
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The Bank Situation
Doesn’t Allow It
Our seven-year-old was 
diagnosed with substantial 
learning di�culties and 
the school sent us for a 
series of evaluations.
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 the Mishmeres
HaSholom kids

In Their Footste
ps

Aquarium for Erev Pesach

By Harav 
Hagaon R’ 

Menachem 

Mendel 

Fuchs shlita,
Rav of 

Mishmeres 
HaSholom

STORY
BY L. Yerushalmi

Escaping steam. Exploding energy. And 

an unending hissssss…

That’s how our house looks before Pesach. 

A pressure cooker!!

“Tamari,” Ima tells me. “You’ll see. B’ezras 

Hashem, we’ll sit down to the Seder like 

royalty. Don’t worry so much.”

But I keep worrying, and that worry 

translates into repeated nudges to Chaim 

to finish shaking out the sefarim and to Miri 

to take the little ones out to the park already…

That annoying Miri… How many times 

can I ask one super-spoiled girl to help??

Doesn’t she understand that the house has 

to be even more spotless this year than usual, 

in honor of Tante Kreindy, who’s coming 

from Manchester?

Ima comes out of the kitchen and listens 

wordlessly to my outbursts.

“I want to have time to paint the dining 

room and spruce 

up the bedrooms. 

Tanta Kreindy 

is an important 

guest. I don’t want us 

to be put to shame…”

Ima laughs. “Tanta Kreindy knows that we 

live in a Torah home, not a stylish mansion. 

She’s coming to us because Bubby will be 

with us. What’s most important is to keep 

the atmosphere at home happy, Tamar.

A happy atmosphere can’t clean the house 

or make it pretty. That’s what I think, but 

don’t say it aloud.

Suddenly the phone rings. It’s Tanta 

Kreindy. “You not work too hard, yah…? 

Tomorrow I send a big present… You will 

see…”

A present??? I perk up. Maybe the Tante 

is sending a cleaning lady? Or a babysitter 

for the kids? I can’t imagine what present 

she could be sending.

The next day at four, we hear knocking.

When we open the door --- 

A huge aquarium comes rolling inside. 

Behind it peeks the installer, an energetic 

fellow who strides in confidently. “I need 

a strong outlet for the electric filter, the 

thermostat, and the air pump. I’ll soon pour in 

the gravel, the greenery, and the decorations. 

It’ll look beautiful.”

The aquarium is placed in the dining 

room, taking up about half of the 

space.

I’m plotzing. How in 

the world will we open 

up the Seder table? What 

was this Tante thinking?

The installer has 

already managed to 

fill the aquarium with 

water and slip in four 

beautiful gold fish. 

Ima scrutinizes the 

new arrival. “We’ll have 

to live in peace with the 

fish until after Pesach,” 

she sighs. “Tanta Kreindy 

will want to see the fish 

she ordered 

for us…”

Over the next few days, I find the children 

glued to the glass, watching the little fish, 

giving them names.

The biggest was named “Goldy,” the 

medium one, Zehava, and the two little ones 

— Silvy and Kaspi. I guess that our English 

Tante did send us a babysitter…

That night, I fall asleep on the couch in 

my clothes; that’s how tired I am.

When I wake up, it’s half dark. The children 

are sleeping. I don’t see Abba or Ima, but I 

hear the sound of soft talking.

Miri.

Who is she talking to???

“Zehavale… Only you know how to listen…” 

Miri whispers to the aquarium. “I wish Tamar 

would listen to me like you do, just once…”

I hold my breath. Miri turns in my 

direction. I quickly close my eyes.

“She doesn’t pay attention to me,” the girl 

sobs. “Never ever. I can help a million ways. 

Make puppet shows for the little kids. Clean 

with them. Polish the silver. I just don’t want 

to go to the park. It’s too hot for me there, 

and the kids don’t like it either. I don’t want 

to “help” that way, with no one asking 

me or listening to my opinion. What a 

neis that I have you, Zahavale.”

My eyes are closed, but my heart 

is open.

Tomorrow, my sweet sister Miri, 

I’m going to listen to you. We’ll 

brainstorm together and see 

which jobs you want. 

Thank you, Hashem. And 

thank you, Zahavale.

I think that you can make 

a house beautiful with 

a happy atmosphere… 

Definitely.

About forty years ago, when the Chassidus of Nadvorna occupied a small, crowded 

shtibel, a wealthy donor named Mr. Meir Rosenthal came and offered the Rebbe a 

huge sum to build the Nadvorna institutions. An elaborate event was held in his 

honor in a huge hall. At the event, they started writing a sefer Torah and announced 

the construction of a new building for the Nadvorna Chassidus.

When the event was over and the Rebbe stepped out of 

the hall, he noticed Rav M., a yungerman whose 

family member was very ill. The 

Rebbe invited Rav M. into his 

house, sat with him, and 

inquired how the patient 

was doing, as if he had 

all the time in the world.

The yungerman was 

surprised. He knew that 

all the Nadvorna institution 

directors were sitting now in the 

fancy hall and having a dinner in honor of the 

gigantic donation, and here, the Rebbe was 

sitting with him… But the Rebbe explained; 

“What is going on with you at home is of 

greater interest to me than all that…”

Question: I have a friend who bothers 

me a lot. I asked him many times to stop, but 

it doesn’t help. I want to tell the Rebbi about 

it so he’ll take care of the problem, but this 

friend is an orphan, so I don’t know what to 

do, because I don’t want to make him feel bad.

Answer: First of all, the questioner deserves 

a “yasher koach” for caring more about his orphan 

friend’s welfare than his own. The Chofetz Chaim 

(asin 15, and BMC ibid) explains at length, in the 

name of the Rambam (Hilchos Dei’os 6:10) how 

serious is the prohibition against causing pain to 

an orphan and how to deal with an orphan 

when being mechanech him.

The questioner may tell the rebbi about the 

friend who is bothering him, while emphasizing 

his concern not to cause the boy pain, since he’s an 

orphan. The rebbi will b’ezras Hashem 

find the right way to deal with the 

matter without being guilty of inuy yasom.

If the questioner does so, he will also 

have fulfilled the mitzvah in the Torah 

(Shemos 22:21) “You shall not cause pain 

to any widow or orphan,” for which the 

reward is great.

A Friend Who Is an Orphan 
Is Bothering Me

And this time: 

The Rebbe of 
Nadvorna zt”l, 
author of the 
Beer Yaakov

What Interests 
the Rebbe?

Ask 
the 
Rav

Taking 
interest in a 

friend sometimes 
means just calling him 
up… or noticing that 
he’s sad and saying a 

good word to him.

3 חה  שלו  072-33
7-
22

12
ם: 

רי
ב

ח
ו 

ק

ב-
ם 

החברי

בפעולה>

ב-
ם 

החברי

בפעולה>

Mishmeres - NISSAN 5783       11 10       Mishmeres - NISSAN 5783 





Note-
Worthy
Note-
Worthy

Until Ninety-One
Mazel tov!

Bentzie Schiff has a new baby sister, so he 

came to stay with us for a while.

Bentzie is our cousin. He’s an interesting, 

creative type, and a bit of a daydreamer, too. 

He always has an inexhaustible fountain of 

ideas in his head. Every day, he pulls out a 

few and tries to carry them out. One thing is 

for sure: It’s never boring with Bentzie around.

In the busy days of Erev Pesach, he turned 

out to be a real asset. Anytime anyone asked for 

help, he was happy to do it: to deliver, organize, 

schlep, or sort. Most of all, he liked to clean 

with a lot of water and soap bubbles.

Bentzie’s energy was contagious. More and 

more territory was “conquered” and became 

sparkling clean. We were approaching the 

finish line. In another two hours, Abba would 

do bedikas chametz and the house would be 

deemed absolutely clean.

“I want to hide the morsels 

of bread!” Bentzie asked.

Mendy,  Sr uli ,  and 

Shalom were happy to 

give him the job. They 

showed him where the 

bread was, gave him 

ten sandwich bags, and 

went to tend to other 

things. 

I was the only one 

bothered by this arrangement. 

Bentzie and the morsels were a 

combination that reminded me of 

something not particularly pleasant 

from last year …

It was nighttime. That evening, we’d gone 

to help Savta. She was weak, after a bout of 

the flu, and we tried to make ourselves useful. 

I’d planned to sleep over and help her in the 

morning, too, so she could bring in Yom Tov 

calmly, as she was used to.

Saba had finished bedikas chametz long 

before. The house was clean and organized, 

and we were working in the 

kitchen. Suddenly the phone 

rang.

It was my uncle, Bentzie’s 

father. “How are you, 

Tzvi?” he asked. “Good 

for you for helping Savta. Is 

Saba available? I need to ask 

him something urgently.”

I passed the phone to 

Saba and returned to 

the kitchen to continue 

peeling vegetables. From 

the bits of conversation I 

heard, I understood what had 

happened:

Bentzie had hidden the ten 

morsels in unusual hiding 

places. Nine were found, but the 

tenth one seemed to have been 

swallowed up in the ground and 

Bentzie couldn’t remember where 

he’d put it. What should they do?

Saba suggested places to look. 

He spoke to Bentzie and tried to 

jog his memory. Nothing helped.

At the end, it was Savta who saved 

the day. She asked: “Maybe there were 

only nine, all along?”

Baruch Hashem, it turned out that 

Bentzie had opened a new package of bags 

to use for the morsels. Another job was added 

to the urgent list of Erev Pesach chores: to 

patiently count how many bags remained in 

the package. Everyone heaved a sigh of relief: 

There were 91 bags inside. In other words, 

Bentzie had used just nine bags. That meant 

that no morsel had disappeared and everyone 

could relax and go to sleep.

Now I was nervous. Would last 

year’s drama repeat itself in our 

house? Bentzie insisted that no 

one should join him in his 

assignment. It was important for 

him to surprise everyone 

with original hiding places. 

But… what if one morsel or 

more would disappear?

I couldn’t tell anyone 

what had happened last 

year. It would be lashon 

hara. If Bentzie would 

be insulted, that would 

be no less serious than a 

disappearing morsel. On 

the other hand, the problem remained. 

How to solve it?

“Nu, Tzvi. Answer me!” Sruli tried to bring 

me back to earth.

“Sorry, I didn’t hear you. What do you want?”

“Bentzie needs a paper and pen!”

“Why?”

“I want to write down where I’m hiding the 

bread.” Bentzie appeared and explained simply. 

“It’ll save problems if we end up not finding one 

or more of the morsels. Understand?”

“I sure do” — I smiled. Baruch Hashem, the 

problem was solved, without my involvement. 

“Here’s a paper and pen. And… Bentzie--- 

Thanks for doing the hiding  for us!” 
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Raffle winners for the puzzle section:

Nechama Barlev, Jerusalem

Send solutions to Mishmeres HaSholom 

11 Sdei Chemed St. Jerusalem or fax: 02-650-6107

Raffles follow the protocol  at Mishmeres 

HaSholom offices. Winners will be informed

Name:

Address:

Phone: City:

In each line, there is a pair of clues. Turn around the answer 
to the first clue to get the answer to the second clue. We’ve 

given you the first answer as an example.

When you finish filling in the puzzle, insert the letters from 
the numbered squares in the blanks, in numerical order and 

you’ll get the translation of familiar words in Tehillim.

Turnabout

Clues:

1. Brief written message – famous English school

2. Hospital section – attract

3. Shock – Pecans, cashews, etc.

4. Small annoying insect – sharp flavor
5. Swallow – stopper

6. String toy – cry of distress

7. Den – Iranian currency

8. Stair- strokes

9. Cooking utensils – halt

10. Weapons - cozy

Words from
Tehillim

(translation): 

1.On the tracks of the win-
dow in the storeroom

2.Inside the box of Clicks

3. Behind the trash bin

4. Between the picture of 
the Kosel and the wall
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