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Illustration by Sefira Ross


Every so often the czar would dress up as an ordinary Russian citizen. In this disguise he socialized with the public, and received an unbiased and candid report about what transpired in his kingdom.


On one of these undercover ventures, the czar decided to visit a local inn. The inn was crowded with soldiers sitting around tables and drinking, their laughter hanging in the air like thick smoke.


Sitting among his friends was a Jewish soldier who, other than his own identity as a Jew, knew nothing about his heritage. He was a cantonist, kidnapped from his family as a young boy, and forced into 25 years of service in the czar’s army.


Noticing the man who had walked into the inn, the Jewish soldier approached him and offered to share a drink.


Unable to refuse such an invitation, the czar agreed. They both sat down at a worn table, and the Jewish soldier procured two cups and a bottle of Russia’s finest vodka. The czar thanked him and guzzled the vodka down, placing the cup on the table as he smacked his lips. Without warning, the Jewish soldier reached over and slapped the czar’s cheek, leaving the confused czar with an expression of shock on his face.


“Why?” the czar blurted out, unable to utter anything else.


The Jewish soldier glowered at him. “Don’t you know the drinker’s rule? You were supposed to fill my glass before putting yours down.”


Aware of his ignorance of local customs, the czar apologized and filled the soldier’s cup to the brim. The pair continued drinking together, each one responsible for his friend’s cup, until they finally finished the bottle. Still thirsty, the Jewish soldier fruitlessly rummaged through his pockets for some kopeks before turning to the czar.


“I’ll be right back,” he breathed tipsily.


Under the czar’s attentive gaze, the Jewish soldier lumbered over to the innkeeper and spoke to him for a few minutes, occasionally gesturing to his side while the innkeeper nodded his head.


Triumphantly, and to the czar’s horror, the soldier tugged his curved sword out from its sheath and presented it to the innkeeper, who produced a bottle of vodka from underneath the bar and swapped it for the sword.


Seething at the sheer audacity of this soldier, who was willing to forsake his sword even temporarily for a bottle of vodka, the czar quickly made a note of the soldier’s battalion before he could return to the table.


When the czar returned home, he ordered his officers to notify a certain military camp that he himself would conduct an inspection there. He planned to catch the soldier red-handed without his weapon.


Having received notification of the czar’s visit, the military camp underwent rigorous preparations so that it would please the critical eye of the czar. Soldiers darted around the camp as though it were a colony of ants, their tension palpable as they performed their given tasks with extra alacrity.


In the middle of all the frenzied excitement, the Jewish soldier sat on his cot, slowly fashioning a sword out of a block of wood. To appear for an inspection without one’s sword was to appear for one’s death sentence. Masterfully, he managed to produce an exact replica, from the hilt down to the curved blade. Pleased with his handiwork, the soldier sheathed the sword and began preparing for the czar’s visit.


On schedule, a loud call heralded the arrival of the czar, and all the soldiers assembled in the camp’s center in symmetrical rows, their faces expressionless. Only the chirping of some birds interrupted the silence. The czar sprang from his horse and landed neatly in his glossy boots, scanning the faces for the one he remembered from the day before. The soldiers stiffened and held their breaths as the czar strode by aloofly, his hands clasped behind his back.


Finally he spotted the soldier standing in the ranks, and was surprised to see the hilt of a sword jutting out from the sheath at the soldier’s side. The soldier could have fooled him under different circumstances, but now he knew the truth: the real sword was at an inn on the side of some road, exchanged for a bottle of vodka. The czar suppressed a smile. An idea had already formed in his mind.


Turning to the Jewish soldier’s neighbor, the czar breathed in and eyed the soldier with a feigned disgust, a convincing frown playing on his lips. “Since when did soldiers dare to appear before me dressed like this?” the czar challenged loudly, looking around. The soldier bowed his head in terrified shame, shrinking in his uniform.


The czar knew there was nothing wrong with the soldier’s uniform, but he needed a justification for what he was going to do next.


“Forgive me, Your Majesty,” the soldier pleaded, his voice nearly carried away in the breeze.


But the czar would hear none of it. “Have you no shame in appearing like this before me? You!” the czar bellowed and pointed to the Jewish soldier, whose hair bristled at the czar’s words. “I want you to take out your sword and behead him immediately!”


With the czar’s order still ringing in his ears, the Jewish soldier hesitated, mindful of the fact that he was not capable of carrying out the czar’s wish because his sword was made out of wood.


Quickly gathering his courage, the Jewish soldier spoke up. “Your Majesty! Here I am, eager and willing to fulfill your command. I have no right to dispute your words, but forgive me, Your Majesty, my belief is that this man is innocent. But who am I to challenge you and your orders? I stand by, ready to carry them out. G‑d Almighty, however, is the One who judges all of mankind, and if He does not agree with your sentence, let Him transform a sword of steel into one of wood!”


And with those words the Jewish soldier pulled his sword out of its sheath and held it up high in the air in front of hundreds of stunned pairs of eyes. Indeed his sword had “changed” into wood.


The czar was impressed by the Jewish soldier’s courage and ingenuity. Leaning in closely to the Jewish soldier so that no one could overhear, the czar whispered softly, “You may not know this, but I know the truth, and in light of your courage, I promote you to a higher rank.”


Over time, bolstered to the upper echelons of Russian society by a series of steady promotions in the military, the Jewish soldier became a very close acquaintance of the czar and his family. He never mentioned his religion, and the czar never thought to inquire. But because of the Jewish soldier’s high-ranking position, the czar was finally forced to ask.


“I’m Jewish,” declared the soldier truthfully.


The czar could not believe his ears. “All this time,” asserted the czar angrily, “I’ve helped you rise to prominence and treated you like one of my own. Yet you kept this dark secret behind my back. Renounce your faith, as it will not benefit you in your pursuit of glory. If not, the consequence of misleading me is death. If you do accept our faith, the queen and I will support you like parents. There is practically no greater honor than us ushering you towards your noble assimilation.”


And slowly the czar tempted the Jewish soldier’s heart with illusions of grandeur, waving off any hesitancies, and eventually getting the soldier to agree to his proposal.


The ceremony was set to take place in a cathedral in the city of Kiev under the guidance of the archbishop of Ukraine. True to the czar’s word, a large and ostentatious procession of soldiers accompanied the royal carriage, which slowly rolled its way through the city.


Sitting between the czar and his queen, the soldier was suddenly overtaken by a powerful arousal of his Jewish soul, and he was cast into deep spiritual turmoil. A relentless storm of thoughts gave him no rest and scoured him raw from inside. What have I done? The Jewish soldier stole a glance at the czar. Am I willing to give up my faith for this? Never!

The Jewish soldier’s mind was filled with this resolute thought just as they were passing over a bridge. He asked for the carriage to be stopped, explaining that he needed to attend the call of nature.


Standing by the raging river, the Jewish soldier looked heavenward and cried out, “Shema Yisrael . . . Echad!” (“Hear O Israel: G‑d is our L‑rd, G‑d is One”). Then he jumped and disappeared beneath the dark waters.


The czar was still sitting in the carriage when the news of the Jewish soldier’s drowning reached him. After mulling it over in silence for moment, the czar remarked, “What a fool.”


And as the soldier’s body descended toward the murky depths, the brave soldier’s soul ascended ever higher.


“There are some,” say the sages of the Talmud, “who acquire their portion of the world to come in but one moment.” And such was surely the case of this soldier, torn from his heritage as a young boy, yet willing to give his life rather than renounce his identity. (Adapted from Shemuot Vesippurim, vol. 1, p. 284)

Reprinted from the Parshat Ki Seitzei 5777 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Six Million Dollar Painting of the Kinneret

Rav Yitzchak Hershkowitz relates a story. A Jew who had wandered off from the path of religious observance once came to a Tzaddik to ask for a Brachah. The Tzaddik asked him, “Do you observe the Torah and Mitzvos?” 

The man answered that he did not, but he didn’t want to just end the conversation with that response, and he decided to give his explanation to justify himself and his lack of observance. 

“Rebbe, Hashem has millions of Malachim available to Him. They carry out His commands to the fullest extent. Does it really matter to Hashem if one simple Jew like me performs the Mitzvos or not? Will it really make a difference if I keep Shabbos or not?” 

The Tzaddik was not flustered. He said, “Tell me, what is your profession?” 
The man replied, “I am an artist.” 

The Tzaddik asked, “What is the most beautiful piece of art that you have ever seen? What captivated you the most?” 

After a few moments, the artist replied, “I once saw a breathtaking painting of a sunset across the Kinneret. It was absolutely the most life-like imagery I had ever seen.” 

The Rabbi asked, “And how much was the price on that painting?” 

The man said, “Six million dollars.” 

The Tzaddik declared, “Incredible! A picture that sells for six million dollars! What is there about this picture that would get someone to pay such a large amount of money to own it? Why, we could go together to the seashore and shoot countless digital photos of the sunset, which would cost us just a fraction of the money! What is it about this painting that is so special? What is the difference between a painting done by an artist and a picture taken by a photographer?” 

The man explained, “The artist spends hours, days, and even weeks at a time, and sometimes working under difficult conditions to paint such a perfect picture.” 

The Rabbi persisted, “All of this work, together with the artist’s skill and expertise, is worth hundreds, perhaps even thousands, of dollars. Six million dollars, however, is an outrageous amount of money to ask for a picture which can be taken with a camera. You still have not explained to me why the price should be so exorbitantly high.” 

The Rav continued, “Let me explain to you why the painting is so expensive. A photograph cannot lie. The photographer cannot alter the image that is before him. His camera simply captures what he sees. He focuses his camera lens on the subject and presses a button. What he captures is then printed on paper. 

“An artist is different. He has the ability and talent to alter the scene, to darken the sky, change the hue of the water’s color, or present a different texture to the sand. Indeed, he can do anything, but he does not. He suppresses his instincts to innovate, to change, or express his inner personal feelings, because he wants the painting to be true to its reality. He wants to present a picture that is a perfect image of the sun setting on the Kinneret, without personal embellishment of any kind. 

“This is why the painting is so expensive. It is the product of extraordinary talent and exceptional devotion to a goal of presenting the scene as it existed at that time. Almost anyone can take a photograph, and that takes skill as well, but it takes a unique and dedicated artist to prepare such a painting.” 

The Tzaddik concluded, “You asked what impact a simple human being can have in the Heavenly scheme of things? The answer is that Malachim are programmed to follow Hashem’s Divine Will. They have no Yetzer Hara to deter them from their goals. People have to overcome so much in order to perform a Mitzvah properly, in accordance with Hashem’s Will. 

“It takes enormous effort, enthusiasm, and joy to overcome the challenges and obstacles presented by the Yetzer Hara, who is quite clever. Yet, all of this effort pays off when a Mitzvah is performed properly. It means so much to Hashem — much more than the six million dollar painting. A true servant of Hashem allows nothing to stand in the way of him serving Hashem to the fullest!” (Peninim Al HaTorah)

Reprinted from the December 8, 2016 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Chofetz Chaim’s Warning About the One Who Sees

The Chofetz Chaim, O”BM, used to travel across Poland to distribute his Torah works. He recounted that once he was going in a wagon, when the driver saw an orchard with delicious fruit trees. The driver turned to his passenger and schemed: 


“Listen, my friend. I am making a short detour. I am going into the field to help myself to some of that fruit. If anybody is watching me, let me know immediately. I don’t want to get into trouble here!” 


The man parked the wagon on the side of the road and stealthily moved toward the orchard with a small sack in his hand. He was about to fill it with the fine, pilfered fruit when the Chofetz Chaim shouted from the wagon, “Someone is watching!” 

The Chofetz Chaim, zt:l


The man quickly ran back to the carriage and meandered around as if he were just taking a rest. A few moments later, he snuck back into the orchard, and slowly made his way toward the fruit-laden trees. 


Once again, as he was about to snatch the fruit off the tree, he heard the Rabbi shout. “They’re watching! They’re watching!” This time, the man dropped his sack and looked all around. He saw no one. Hands on his hips, he approached the wagon. 


“I don’t see anyone! Who’s watching?” he demanded. At that, The Chofetz Chaim shrugged, smiled, and rolled his eyes heavenward as he pointed his finger upwards and exclaimed: 


“He is!” 


Comment: [Last] week’s portion discusses the famous Mitzvah or returning a lost object: “…you shall surely return to your brother…and you will not be able to hide yourself.” 


At one Bar Mitzvah, the rabbi stacked a bunch of apples on one end of a table with a sign, “Take only one apple please; G-d’s watching.” On the other end of the table was a pile of cookies where a friend of the bar-mitzvah boy had placed a sign saying, “Take all the cookies you want; G-d’s watching the apples.” 


People who think they can conceal what they do are like kids. Hashem gives people the illusion that no one is watching to maintain the idea of free will. However, don’t forget: He’s watching!
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, an email sent out by Reb Mendel Berlin.

Judge Meritoriously

By Rabbi Sholom Avtzon


My friend Pinchus related the following personal story to me:


“Last year at Elul time, my wife and I flew from New York to Los Angeles to celebrate the upsherinish of our grandson. On the plane, a young man came over and introduced himself as a Jew from Yerushalayim. Having noticed me learning, he asked if he could borrow a sefer since he mistakenly packed all of his seforim in his suitcase.


“I replied that the only sefer I have is this Chayeinu, and after my wife studies her chitas (daily portions of Chumash, Tanya and Tehillim), I will happily bring it over. The man thanked me and returned to his seat. About an hour later, I walked over and gave it to him even though I still hadn’t completed learning from the sefer.


“A little while later I see this Yid standing a few rows ahead of me in an animated conversation with another Jewish passenger all the while holding onto my sefer. It peeved me somewhat since I wanted to complete my studies, but I let it go. He finally returned my sefer to me after what seemed to be an eternity.


“He then asked me where I was going in LA and how I was going to get there. I replied I am going to the Pico Robertson area and I am renting a car. He asked if I would mind giving him a lift since he was also going to that area. ‘Absolutely, my pleasure,’ I responded. He thanked me and returned to his seat.


“When the plane landed, I quickly took the few carry-on-pieces that we had. I glanced at my guest and noticed he had two hat boxes, a small suitcase, and a personal bag. He was struggling to get a grip on everything. One of the hat boxes continued to fall onto the seat until he finally got hold of it.


“Passing by, I told him that I would meet him by the luggage carousal and went there with my wife. We picked up our luggage and saw he had managed to obtain a cart but was still struggling to remove his luggage from the carousel and place it in his cart. Although I felt this person was a little bit of a shlimazel, I graciously went over and helped him take his remaining suitcases off the carousel and place them on his cart. I then told him we were going to catch the shuttle to the car rental and he should follow me.


“After waiting a few minutes by the shuttle stop, I felt uneasy. I gave this Yid my sefer and he held onto it while holding a lengthy conversation. I offered him a ride and he was nowhere to be seen. Begrudgingly, I retraced my steps to look for him. The shuttle area in LA airport has these huge cement columns that makes it difficult to see around them. As I walked around the first column, I noticed him pushing his belongings on the airport cart, advancing at a snail’s pace. I saw that there was a lip to the sidewalk that he needed to negotiate to get to our side. Low and behold as he pushed his cart over the lip, it overturned and the contents of the cart scattered around him.


“Immediately there was a flurry of people running to his aid and in a moment his cart was upright again with all his belongings arranged neatly for him to proceed. I hurried to him and took over the navigation of the cart very much not wanting to miss our shuttle ride. I just wanted to be in control of the situation without being at his mercy.


“When the shuttle bus came, I put on our suitcases and noticed that he was once again struggling. By now I was becoming irritated and, taking control of the situation, I loaded his belongings onto the shuttle. He thanked me and we drove in silence.


“When we arrived at the car rental, I helped him once again with his luggage and advised him that my car was preassigned and we just had to take our belongings and proceed to the car. He asked if the car is far away from where we stood. I estimated it was a 2 or 3 minute walk. 

“He requested that I please bring the car over to him. We were standing on a sidewalk that clearly indicated with a neon yellow line and a sign, :No parking or standing in this area.”�

“Now I was annoyed. I didn’t want to make a chillul Hashem and demonstrate that Yidden disregard rules and regulations especially ones so clearly defined. Yet I also knew that Mincha was fast approaching and there would be traffic. So I quickly went to the car’s location and brought it to where he stood. I jumped out of the car and swiftly put everything in the trunk before anyone could comment or point out that I was breaking the rules.


“Shortly after I began driving, he said that he forgot to charge his phone and could I please hook it up into the USB connector. In the meantime, he asked if he could please use my cell phone to call his host to mention that he was on his way. So what else is new? I gave him my phone, wondering what my guest will offer as his next challenge to my ever-thinning patience.


“When he finished his conversation, he mentioned to me that he had not yet davened Mincha and and as an ovel he had to say kaddish for his father. I told him that I would drive him directly to a shul in the Pico area and from there he can arrange a ride to his host’s place.


“I didn’t need to wait very long for the next challenge. When I pulled up to the shul, I eagerly pulled out his suitcases placed them on the curb and sat in the driver’s seat, letting out a sigh of relief. I did my mitzvah and held my feelings to myself without saying anything hurtful. Now I could take my wife and our belongings to my son and get settled in.


“Much to my surprise, my wife exclaimed, “Aren’t you going to help him with the suitcases?!” And I replied, “Definitely not!” She was taken aback, but decided not to say anything and she got into the car. We drove around the block, unloaded the car and I went back to the same shul to daven Mincha.


“When I entered the entranceway of the shul I saw all of his luggage neatly packed under a table that had one of those Moroccan-looking arches. It was as if the shul was waiting for his arrival. It was a perfect fit. So he really can manage when he needs to, I thought.


“After Mincha, he came over to me and asked if by any chance I noticed his charger in the back seat? I can’t find it, he exclaimed. So the saga wasn’t over yet. Keeping my thoughts to myself, I replied, “I didn’t notice it, but the car is a block away and you can come and take a look for yourself between Mincha and Maariv.�


“We arrived at the car and after noticing it was not there he said, “Maybe I packed the charger in another suitcase.�


“He then turned to me and said, “I am coming from Yerushayim to America in order to raise funds for a chesed organization that my father- of blessed memory, founded. Would you be so kind and participate with a donation in honor of your grandson’s upsherinish?”�


“What should I tell you? At that point, he was just pushing all the wrong buttons, but I decided I would give him something. So I took out a twenty dollar bill and asked him for ten dollars back.


“He took out a wad of bills with one hand and began rumbling through the bills looking for a ten with the other. At that point my eyes almost popped out of my head. I stood there aghast. His second hand was missing all of his fingers and thumb up to the knuckles adjoining the palm of his hand.


“I immediately went into instant replay mode, and in a number of milliseconds reviewed the entire interaction with this Yid from the time he first approached me on the plane. Everything he did to draw my ire now made perfect sense. He was handicapped and he was doing the best he could. Fumbling with his two hat boxes and suitcases, the overturning of his cart, the immediate response of the people to come to his aid, the inability to take the luggage to the car, my wife’s incredulity when I refused to help him take his belongings into shul, all this and more, my opinion that he was nothing but a shlimazel. How embarrassed I felt that I so easily prejudged another Yid, a fellow human being.


“Now I understood that here was a person of tremendous determination. In spite of his handicap he took himself to America to continue his late father’s work; an ordinary person surmounting tremendous difficulties.


“Entering my son’s house after maariv, I mentioned my discovery to my wife. In reply, she expressed disbelief at my refusal to help him with the suitcases at the curb of the shul. She hadn’t realized I was unaware of his predicament. But for the sake of shalom bayis she held herself back in shock that I wasn’t lending him a hand.


“This is what I took away from my encounter with this Yid. We are proceeding through the days of Elul, the ultimate time to prepare for the Days of Awe, Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. May we all understand that each and every one of us is handicapped in one way or the other. May our Father in heaven judge us with compassion and with mercy, He who knows all our flaws. May we all be judged meritoriously with a shana tova umesuka and the fulfillment of all of our desires, including, of course, the coming of Moshiach speedily in our days.

Reprinted from an email sent by Rabbi Sholom Avtzon.

The Lubavitcher Rebbe’s Bottle of Vodka that Seemed To Show He Wasn’t Infallible

Several years ago, thousands of Jews were crowded into the huge shul at 770 Eastern Parkway, the shul of the Chabad Chassidim in Brooklyn, New York to hear the Lubavitcher Rebbe speak. Not only religious Chassidim but all sorts of Jews were there and even those who didn't understand a word of Yiddish were hypnotized by the awesomeness of the man. 


Mr. Dovid Asulin came to see for himself and, although he didn't exactly belive all the stories, he was glad he came. He had been born in Morocco. There everyone believed in Tzadikim; unique Jews who were very G-dly. So all this wasn't completely new to him. In fact since he moved to France twenty years ago he had almost forgotten about the Tzadikim and now he felt at home. This was his first visit to America, he was going for business, and his friends told him that if he wanted an unforgettable experience he had to see the Lubavitcher Rebbe. 


And it was just as they said. After about two hours of listening, with ten minute pauses between topics people began to stand up and form lines to the Rebbe which eventually became one line and when they reached him he would give each one a bottle of vodka.


Mr. Asulin didn't understand that the bottles were only for those people that were making simchas (such as weddings or bar mitzvahs) throughout the world, he thought that everyone was entitled to a bottle. So he got in line as well!


When it came his turn and he was face to face with the Rebbe, the Rebbe smiled, gave him a large bottle and said in French "This is for the wedding." 

He was amazed; how did the Rebbe knew he spoke French! That was astounding, it just verified all the other stories he had heard. The Rebbe certainly had uncanny powers of perception! But one thing for sure...it also proved he wasn't infallible. Dovid had been happily married for years! What he said about the wedding was clearly wrong.


A week later he returned to France, unpacked, and when he showed his wife the bottle they had a good laugh over what the Rebbe said. But when he visited his local Chabad house (Rabbi Chaim Malul in Cartel, France) the Rabbi didn't agree with Dovid's conclusion and assured him that in time he would see that it was no mistake.


"The Rabbi is certainly a bit out of it..." David laughed to himself, "But he is a nice man, very dedicated. So what if the Rebbe made a little mistake" and Dovid promptly forgot the entire incident.


Months later he happened to open the cabinet where he had put the bottle and it reminded him of his experience in Brooklyn. "You know" he said to his wife, "It's a shame that this should just remain unused. Let's make a party, invite all our friends and family and give them all to drink a Le'chiam. It will be fun for everyone and a blessing as well. And I'm sure they will all come."


They began making plans. At first they thought of making the party at their home but at the last moment decided it would be less trouble to move it to the small wedding hall of the local shul (in Rancee near Paris) and to have it catered by a local kosher restaurant.


The day of the party arrived and the guests began arriving in good spirits. A small band played happy music and people were exchanging greetings and handshakes. But as they were sitting down to begin the meal the Rabbi of the synagogue entered the room with a smile, looked around for Dovid and when he found him took him aside and whispered something in his ear.


Dovid turned to the crowd and said: "The Rabbi needs nine men to join him to make a minyan. It will only take a few minutes, who wants to come? I'm going to go."


In no time he had the required number following the Rabbi to the next room for what they thought would be prayer (Jews are supposed to pray in groups of at least ten adult males) but they were in for a surprise.


In the room stood a bride and groom alone; it was a wedding! In fifteen minutes the entire ceremony was over. Dovid and the other men shook the groom's hand, wished the newlyweds 'Mazal Tov' and gingerly asked where the wedding meal would be (they also were wondering why there were no guests but were embarrassed to ask).


When the groom answered that no meal had been arranged Dovid joyously announced that they were invited to his. Dovid's informal party suddenly became a real wedding party. The band played merrily and the men began to dance on one side of the room with the groom, while the women on the other side danced with the bride.


When the dancing finished they all sat down to eat. Then in the middle of the meal Dovid stood, held up the Rebbe's bottle, cleared his throat for silence and told the story of the Rebbe saying it was "For the Wedding!"


Now he understood that the Rebbe wasn't mistaken at all. 

"What!" exclaimed the bride. "That bottle is from the Lubavitcher Rebbe for my wedding?" and she burst into tears; she was weeping from sheer joy. When she calmed down she explained.


This was her second marriage. Her first ended in a bitter divorce that, coupled with the fact that she decided to be an observant Jew, resulted in a major rift in her family and none of her relatives showed up. No one came from her husband's side either but his reason was more simple. He converted to Judaism and simply had no family. 

She felt so uncertain and alone that she felt she was bothered to no end. Then someone suggested she write a letter to the Lubavitcher Rebbe.


And a few weeks previous she did it and in the letter she asked for some sign that the marriage would succeed. 

"And here you are with the Rebbe's blessing!!"

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzeri 5777 email of Good Shabbos Everyone. 
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