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L’Maaseh…A Tale to Remember

The Scarf of the Ksav Sofer


Rav Yitzchak Zilberstein once related a story that happened with the Ksav Sofer. A Jew in the city of Pressburg became gravely ill and it became clear that there was not much time left for him. The most prominent physicians were consulted and various drugs were administered, but it was to no avail and his condition did not get better.


The members of the family were G-d-fearing Jews who understood that one does not give up hope, but rather he places his trust in Hashem, the Healer of all flesh. The children of this sick individual went to the Rav of the city, the venerable Ksav Sofer, and after relating the patient's history and the present situation, they implored him for a brachah, a blessing that would intercede in the Heavenly Tribunal, so that their father would live.


The Ksav Sofer listened, and suddenly took off the scarf that was wrapped around his neck, and handed it to the family members. He said, “Here, take this scarf and place it on the forehead of the patient, and with the help of Hashem, he will arise from his illness!”


The family did as the Ksav Sofer advised them, and soon enough, with the help of Hashem, the patient was completely cured! It was a miracle! The students who were always present in the Ksav Sofer’s home questioned him concerning the "holy" scarf. Did he perhaps "treat" it with the holy Names of Hashem? Was it immersed in Kabbalah, Mysticism?


The Ksav Sofer shook his head and said, “I have been wearing this scarf for a long time. It rests on my shoulders, as I constantly study Torah. It is a part of my ritual of Torah study, and Torah is the greatest healer of all ills. I felt that the scarf contained within it enough kedushah, holiness, to provide the medicinal and therapeutic qualities that were necessary to heal the patient. It has soaked up and absorbed so much Torah that it can heal!” 

Reprinted from last week’s email of Torah U Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
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From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

During the month of Elul, a maggid (traveling preacher) came to Beshenkovitz, where Reb Shmuel Munkes lived. Reb Shmuel was a beloved chasid of Rabbi Shneur Zalman, founder of Chabad Chasidism. Though known for his sharp wit and "chasidic pranks," Reb Shmuel was no empty joker. He was a deep personality, one who could abide no falsehood, and whose own ego was completely nullified to perform the will of his Creator.


The townspeople saw the maggid's letter of introduction which referred to him as a great tzaddik (righteous person), who traveled from town to town only to arouse and inspire Jews. Being G-d-fearing people, they immediately invited him to speak and inspire them to serve G-d better.


The maggid began his speech. Over and over again, he accused his audience of committing terrible sins. His entire speech was filled with accusations and descriptions of the terrible punishments awaiting them because their evil behavior had aroused G-d's anger. Only if they would wholeheartedly repent would they possibly have a chance to be spared. The townspeople were utterly broken by the maggid's harsh words, and they cried bitterly, fearing the awesome punishment.


After his speech, the maggid, satisfied with himself, retired to the room that the community had arranged for him.


A short while later, Reb Shmuel entered the maggid's room. He carried with him a long knife and a stone with which to sharpen it. Reb Shmuel closed the door behind him and then bolted it. Without saying a word, Reb Shmuel began to sharpen his knife.


A few tense moments passed. Finally the maggid broke the silence and asked in astonishment, "Sir, could you please tell me what you are doing?"


Without glancing up from the knife he was sharpening, Reb Shmuel answered, "As the honorable, great maggid knows, we are very simple people in this town. Perhaps, it is because of our unintentional sins that we have never merited to have a great, righteous, G-d-fearing scholar in our midst."


Not knowing what to make of this answer, the maggid replied, "Yes, that is true. Nevertheless, what does that have to do with sharpening the knife?"


Reb Shmuel answered simply, "We were taught by our parents that before Rosh Hashana, one is supposed to pray at the graves of the righteous."


Still unsure of what Reb Shmuel's point was, the maggid asked, "That is correct. But why are you sharpening that knife?"


"Oh, that is very simple," explained Reb Shmuel. "The nearest grave site of a righteous person is very far from our town. For some of us it is extremely troublesome and difficult to make such a long journey."


With these additional words, the maggid began to feel uneasy. He started sweating and ventured, "But you still have not explained why you are sharpening your knife in this room!"


Reb Shmuel answered, "Quite simply, I am sharpening my knife here because the townspeople want a very righteous person buried in this town."


Now the maggid had not even a shadow of a doubt as to what Reb Shmuel's intentions seemed to be. The maggid stammered, "But I am not completely righteous. I have also done some small sins, such as ..."


Reb Shmuel dismissed the maggid's revelation, saying, "Honored maggid, you are still a very righteous and learned person. As for the sins that you mentioned, I did not even know that they were transgressions."


The maggid trembled and stuttered, "But I did some transgressions that were much more serious, such as ..."


Concerning this revelation, as well, Reb Shmuel shrugged, insisting, "But to us you are still a tzaddik; for us, you are quite good enough."


This strange dialogue continued for some time with the maggid, mentioning more and more severe transgressions and Reb Shmuel telling him, "But you are still acceptable to us, since you are far better than we are."


Finally, the maggid admitted to some extremely serious transgressions and that he was not really the great righteous man that his letter of introduction and credentials claimed him to be. In essence, he was saying, "I am an impostor."


Now, Reb Shmuel no longer played the simpleton. After putting away the knife, he began chastising the maggid for causing the Jews of the town so much pain and sorrow. After making sure the maggid fully understood how one is to talk to and treat another Jew, Reb Shmuel unbolted the door and let the maggid go on his way, much the wiser and more sensitive than before. 


Source: Supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from //lchaimweekly.org (#986).


Biographical note: Rabbi Shmuel Munkes (1834-1882)], an elder disciple of Rabbi Shneur Zalman of Chabad, was known for his fervent and creative Chasidic service. Stories abound of his sharp wit and "chasidic pranks". He lived in Beshenkovitz and then in Kalisk (or the reverse?) in (or near?) the district of Polotz.


Connection: Seasonal-This is the first full week of Elul, the final month of the Jewish year.

Reprinted from last week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed   www.ascentofsafed.com      ascent@ascentofsafed.com
It Once Happened

The Tale of the Ugly Girl


Many years ago in the village of Aziz in Israel there lived a poor family with a daughter named Rachel. The girlish happiness of a new dress was far out of Rachel's reach, but she had a fine character and a sharp mind, which she used to help her beleaguered family. 


One day Rachel and her siblings were outside when Rachel reached up to get a pot down from the top of the roof. Suddenly she lost her footing and slipped from the shaky wooden ladder. She came toppling down onto the stone pavement and struck her mouth on a rock. 


Her little siblings fluttered around her, but she calmly brushed them away and went into the house. Her mother heard the commotion and approached her daughter in alarm. After wiping away the blood, they found to their horror, that one of Rachel's front teeth had been knocked out. 


This seemingly insignificant event caused her life to take an unhappy turn. Always a sensitive girl, Rachel suffered terribly from the teasing of her friends who giggled at the wide gap in her mouth. She no longer wanted to join with the other girls in their activities. Her despair deepened as time went on, and her distraught parents were at a loss of what to do. 


Although they had barely enough money for food, Rachel's parents managed to gather enough money to make a false tooth. But the craftsman they hired was not very skilled, and the tooth didn't fit properly and was a dark color. Instead of improving her appearance, it made her look much worse. In her attempt to hide the tooth, she kept her mouth closed most of the time. She soon looked like a bitter, dejected old woman. 


Time went by. All of her old friends married one by one; only Rachel was left without a suitor, for no one was interested in the sad, withdrawn, unsmiling girl. Her heartbroken parents knew that they must do something, but a dowry was far beyond their means and besides, no one wanted her. 


Finally they came up with an idea. The girl's mother had a younger brother who lived in a village outside of Jerusalem. He was also poor and worked hard for a living, but he was a fine man and would make a good husband for his niece. Pleased with their idea, the parents sent a messenger to their relative, and he agreed to the suggestion. Although he hadn't seen his niece in many years he remembered her as a sunny, cheerful little girl. 


He travelled to their home and stood expectantly at the door as he waited for someone to answer his knock. The door opened and a dishevelled, worn-looking woman stood on the other side. He was shocked to learn that this was his betrothed, and he flatly refused to honor his promise and left the town at once. 


Finally word of the debacle came to the ears of Rabbi Yishmael ben Elisha. This rabbi loved his fellow Jews, and was especially attached to the mitzva (commandment) of helping poor Jewish girls get married. And when poverty was an obstacle he expended tremendous effort in helping them. His warm heart was touched by the tragic story and he summoned the girl's parents, offering to take Rachel into his home. "Bring your daughter to us, and my wife will take good care of her. I promise you that before long that young man will sorely regret having refused her." 


So, Rachel went to live with this kind family who spared no effort to make her comfortable. For the first time in her life she ate nourishing meals each day, and was pampered with fine soaps and ointments. Her hair was groomed and festooned with stylish ribbons. Soon, her cheeks glowed with health and her newfound happiness radiated outward. Still, there was the problem of the tooth. Rabbi Yishmael ordered an expert craftsman to make her a new tooth, this time of gold.


Rachel was overwhelmed with joy and gratitude. In those days gold teeth were a mark of beauty as well as high station. Rachel couldn't help but stare at her reflection in the mirror, but it was hard to recognize the beautiful young woman who stared back at her. 


The following week Rabbi Yishmael sent for the young man who recently had refused to marry her, saying, "There is a lovely young woman I would like you to meet. I think she would be a fine wife for you. Why don't you come and meet her and see what you think." 


He was pleased to accept the proposal and lost no time in showing up at Rabbi Yishmael's house. When he entered the room and saw the attractive woman who sat next to Rabbi Yishmael's wife, a smile crept across his face, for he immediately recognized his niece, but she was completely changed. How could it be that the girl who had seemed so ugly and repulsive had now become so beautiful? His thoughts were interrupted by Rabbi Yishmael's voice saying, "Isn't this the same young woman you vowed not to marry?" 


The man was caught off guard and protested, "I made a mistake. I would really like very much to marry her." 


Rabbi Yishmael felt a sudden pang of sorrow, sorrow for all the other Rachels he was unable to help, and he responded softly, "I absolve you of the vow which you made by mistake. You may marry, and G-d grant that your years be filled with happiness and peace." And so it was.

Reprinted from last week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization of Brooklyn, NY.

The Child and the Slave
(Talmud, Bava Batra 10a)


Turnusrufus asked Rabbi Akiva: "If your G-d loves the poor, why doesn't He feed them?"

Said Rabbi Akiva to him: "So that we should be saved from purgatory (in the merit of the charity we give)."


Said he to him: "On the contrary: for this you deserve to be punished.


"I'll give you an analogy. This is analogous to a king who got angry at his slave and locked him away in a dungeon, and commanded that he not be given to eat or to drink; and a person came along and gave him to eat and to drink. When the king hears of this, is he not angry at that person? And you are called slaves, as it is written (Leviticus 25:55) 'The Children of Israel are My slaves.'"


Said Rabbi Akiva to him: "I'll give you an analogy.


"This is analogous to a king who got angry at his child and locked him away in a dungeon, and commanded that he not be given to eat or to drink; and a person came along and gave him to eat and to drink. When the king hears of this, does he not reward that person?


"And we are G-d's children, as it is written (Deuteronomy 14:1) 'You are children of the L-rd your G-d.'"

Reprinted from last week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine
A Life-Changing 
African Experience

By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“And the nations will see Hashem’s Name called upon you.” (Debarim 28:10)

We read in the perashah about who we are in the eyes of the nations of the world. Rabbi Dovid Kaplan has an amazing story.


What could be better than venturing out to the jungles of Africa? In the mind of Yotam Dayan, nothing. So the young Israeli, fresh out of the army, packed his stuff and set off on his own in an effort to get away from it all.�


At one point he rented a jeep and started driving though the villages in the surrounding area. The locals were unbelievably poor, so it was only natural that when he saw a little kid on the side of the road pointing to his mouth in a gesture meaning, “I’m hungry,” he stopped the jeep. He started looking through his backpack to find a candy bar for him. When he looked up again, he saw to his very unpleasant surprise that his jeep was surrounded by about twenty-five unfriendly looking natives. Very unfriendly! Extremely unfriendly!

This was a standard trick employed by the locals. They would send out a pathetic looking kid, the vehicle would stop and then they would rob the driver of all his money, or worse. Usually worse. Yotam had served in one of the elite Israeli army units and was normally fearless. Right now he was scared. Very scared. Extremely scared.


One of the men asked him in broken English where he was from. “Israel,” Yotam answered hesitatingly. And then something totally unexpected happened. The men all slowly backed away from the jeep in what was unmistakably a state of awe, bowed slightly, and started chanting, “You the Chosen Piple. You the Chosen Piple.”�They apologized for inconveniencing him and sent him off on his much relieved way.


Upon his return to Israel, Yotam decided to investigate why it is that we’re referred to as the “Chosen Piple.” Predictably, he became a complete Ba’al Teshubah.. Today he learns full time and runs a night kollel. 
Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin

How Kosher Food 
Came To Montana

Invigorating Jewish Life in Big Sky Country, One Meal at a Time

By Aruna D’Souza
When Rabbi Chaim Bruk and his wife Chavie Bruk arrived in Montana in 2007, they found a culinary desert, kosher food-wise. “Other than the generic food on the supermarket shelves, it was really difficult to find any kosher food — no frozen items, not a lot of dry goods,” the rabbi said. “It was a challenge.”
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Pioneers: Rabbi Chaim and Chavie Bruk moved to Montana in 2007.

So Rabbi Bruk decided to do something about it: He established the state’s first kosher certification program.

The Bruks, members of the Chabad movement, had moved from Brooklyn, New York, to Bozeman, Montana, in hopes of sparking a revival of Jewish culture in the state. This was no small task, given the few Jews living there.

A vibrant Jewish community composed of bankers, merchants and peddlers — in addition to fur trappers and ranchers — along with their families, had settled in the state in the 19th century, drawn by the mining boom. Their numbers — estimated at around 2,500 at the height of their settlement — dwindled over the next hundred-odd years. Now, according to official records, Montana has only 850 Jewish residents among a population of around one million.

Rabbi Bruk believes that the actual number is higher than the official count might suggest — he estimates as many as 2,500 Jewish households in the state. He and his wife have made it their mission to encourage them all to find community and practice their Jewish faith. The Chabad-Lubavitch center that they established in their house now includes a synagogue in their converted garage and a recently opened mikveh.

Determined to show that it was indeed possible to live by the dietary guidelines of kashrut even in Montana, the rabbi and his wife made a point to cook kosher meals for their growing congregation who met at the Chabad House.

Chavie Bruk recalls that their early Shabbat dinners at the Chabad House required some advanced planning and resourcefulness. “We brought a lot of things with us when we first moved, because we knew it would be difficult to find kosher food here. When my husband would go to New York, he would bring chickens back for us. We also had to make substitutions — instead of gefilte fish, I would serve salmon at the dinners, and when we ran out of chicken I would have to be creative. I could always turn to things like boxed pasta which are always around on the grocery store shelves.”

“I grew up in Texas,” she continued. “I was used to having to make an effort to find kosher food. I’ve never lived in a place where you could just go to the store down the block to buy a chicken. I think it was a bigger change for my husband than me.”

In the end, the challenge was as much about living in a small town (population 30,000) as it was about living in Montana.

Chaim Bruk approached the local Albertson’s supermarket, suggesting that stocking frozen chicken and some other kosher items might be a good idea, and the store eventually installed a kosher freezer with a variety of products. The local Safeway also began to sell some staples.

The Bruks also began to place community food orders with The Kosher Spot, a company out of Minnesota, which makes deliveries to Montana every few months to supply 15 to 20 families in the area who take part in the program.

“You should see us on Saturday nights after Shabbos,” said Rabbi Bruk. “It looks like a shady operation. A bunch of cars pull up next to a semi parked at the truck stop outside Bozeman and transfer a pallet’s worth of boxes into our cars, then drive away. But it’s really only brisket and gefilte fish.”

“We just added a stop at Missoula; the rabbi there has to meet the truck at around 2 a.m. I wonder what people think he’s doing.”

But it was the launch of the Va’ad Hakashrus certification agency in 2010 that has had the greatest impact on the community.

 “Up until 2010, food companies in Montana interested in getting into the kosher food business would have to use mostly East Coast-based certification agencies to supervise their operations, which added to the costs exponentially. Having someone local who can provide a personal touch was important to a lot of business owners.”

Bruk started his venture with one client, and now has six or seven companies who rely on his advice. These range from Wheat Montana, a family-run wheat farm and mill that manufactures flours and baked products, to Tipu’s Chai, an enterprise established by the owner of a local Indian restaurant which now sells its tea blends to Whole Foods and other stores. Another client, Blue Marble Biomaterials, manufactures chemicals that are used for food manufacturing by other companies.

To receive Bruk’s stamp of approval, the manufacturer’s chain of production has to be inspected from field to product to determine that nothing has come into contact with the ingredients or the machinery that would compromise their kosher status. That means riding the threshers in the wheat fields when necessary, among other things.

“There are always things that you don’t expect — for example, some of the machines that are used by a food company may have been used in a totally different industry before. A paint mixer might now be used for mixing dough, for example. So you have to go through the whole history of every machine to see what is required for koshering.”

Making equipment suitable for kosher food production might involve anything from cleaning utensils in boiling water to using blowtorches in order to harness the power of fire to purify them.

Bruk also works with some of the larger certification agencies from all over the world to supervise clients in Montana on their behalf. “We’ve worked with programs from as far away as Manchester, England,” he said.

While he learned many of the skills involved in koshering kitchens as a rabbinical student, he still relies on a trusted group of senior rabbis to answer his questions about his clients’ particular situations. “When you’re a student, you’re asked to kosher a hotel kitchen for a bar mitzvah, or help your mother by koshering her kitchen for Passover,” said the rabbi. “But each kitchen is different, especially industrial sites. You need to know enough so you don’t burn them down or bust them up!”

“Most of our clients aren’t Jewish,” he said. “The decision to go kosher for them is primarily a financial one. It takes a significant investment to go kosher — sometimes tens of thousands of dollars. But the certification also means that they have a whole new market for their products.”

The kosher food industry is large and growing. Upwards of $12.5 billion of kosher goods are sold in the U.S. each year, and only a relatively small number of consumers who buy kosher products actually follow Jewish dietary laws on a regular basis; the rest are drawn by health and safety concerns, the belief that kosher food tastes better or is of higher quality, or because of other dietary restrictions such as those of halal or veganism.

A relatively small proportion of his clients’ production is sold to Jews in the state — much is sent to other states or abroad instead. However, the kosher certification endeavor has had a striking effect on the local Jewish community here in other ways.

As the community around Chabad House has grown from about two or three regulars at Friday night services to 30 or 40 (up to 150 during the High Holy Days), so has the interest in keeping kosher, or at least in buying kosher products.

“It created an awareness — a shift in peoples’ minds. It made them start to think that keeping kosher in Montana was possible,” Bruk said. “It may cost a little more to buy kosher foods, and it may take some effort, but it’s possible.”

While most Montana residents may never give a thought to kosher food, its availability came briefly into public consciousness thanks to a lawsuit filed in 2011 by Shelly Tischler, an inmate in one of Montana’s state prisons, claiming that she was not being provided with kosher food as per the dictates of her religion.

When asked about the case, Bruk answered with just a hint of wryness in his voice. “I’m involved with visitation and care of Jewish inmates in the state, and I’ve been asked by the Department of Corrections to consult in a number of instances where inmates are asking for access to kosher foods. In my experience, most of the inmates who file lawsuits immediately are not even actually Jewish, or perhaps their goal isn’t first and foremost being able to eat kosher.”

“The Aleph Institute — a Florida-based organization that works tirelessly to help Jewish prisoners — has had great success with ensuring people receive reasonable accommodations for their faith. Deer Lodge prison, the largest in the state, does provide kosher food. And I personally have found the DOC to be very responsive, and willing to work out whatever they can. Sometimes it takes a bit of time, but they do it.”

The kosher certification program is one of a number of efforts by the Bruks to reignite the Jewish community in Montana. Rabbi Bruk travels around the state to offer Jewish education classes in Helena and Great Falls, in addition to the ones he runs in Bozeman. The couple spearheaded a program that provided free mezuzahs to anyone who requested them to mark their thresholds. They also recently opened a mikveh, housed in an addition to their house, allowing residents and visitors to take ritual baths.

When asked about his use of “we” when describing his work on the kosher certification program, Bruk explained his seemingly endless energy and ability to get so much done.

“The kosher certification operation is pretty much a one man band, but none of my work in Montana would be possible without the support and partnership I have with my wife. We’re a team. We do everything together, so I may be the one who actually travels to the plant, but someone has to be here to take care of the kids or answer the phones at the Chabad house while I’m on the road. There’s definitely a partnership and none of this work would be possible without us working as a team.”

“We’re staunch hasidic feminists,” he said with a laugh. “Not exactly like the average feminists, but we recognize without a doubt that nothing about the Chabad house is about a single individual. We came out here together for a month in 2006, decided on Montana as the place we’d have our lifelong mission — we opened the shul, the synagogue, we adopted three children. Nothing about our lives are separate from each other. That’s the only thing that makes it possible. To successfully create a renaissance of Jewish life in a place like Montana — one man can’t do it, one woman can’t do it. But two people working as a unit can do it.”
Aruna D’Souza writes about food at Kitchen Flânerie and is the editorial director at RiffleBooks.com
Reprinted from the September 5, 2014 edition of The Jewish Daily Forward.

THE WALLET

By Arnold Fine, of blessed memory


It was a year ago today when I came across a wallet in the street. Inside was a letter that looked as if it had been carried around for years, dated 1924. The envelope was worn and all I could make out was the return address. I opened the letter carefully, hoping for some clue to the identity of the owner of the wallet. 


It was signed Hannah and written to someone called Michael. She wrote that she could not see him any more because her mother forbade it. She would always love him, but felt it would be best if they never met again. 


It was a beautiful letter. But there was no way, other than the name Michael, that the owner could be identified. 


The return address was nearby, so I called in. I asked if anyone there knew of a Hannah, and was told, "Oh, of course! We bought this house from her some time ago. She's in a nursing home now." 


They gave me the name of the home and I called the director. I explained the situation and was invited over, arriving to find him chatting to the door guard. We exchanged greetings and the director took me up to Hannah's room on the third floor of the large building. 


She was a sweet, silver-haired old lady with a warm smile, full of life. I told her about finding the wallet and took out the letter. The moment she saw it she recognized it. "Young man," she said, "this letter was the last contact I had with Michael. I never heard from him again." She looked away for a moment in deep thought and continued, "I loved him very much. I was 16 at the time and my mother felt I was much too young to even be seeing Michael. He was so handsome." 


Just then the director was called away and we were left alone. "Yes, Michael Goldstein was his name," she began once more. "If you do find him, give him my regards and tell him I still think of him often. That …" She hesitated for a moment, took a deep breath, and added, "I still love him. You know …" she said, smiling through her tears, "I never did marry. I guess no one ever matched up to Michael." 


At that moment the director returned. I thanked her and said goodbye. Downstairs the guard at the front door looked at me and asked, "Any luck? Was the old lady able to help you?" 


I told him she had given me a lead. "But I think I'll let this go for a while. I spent almost a whole day trying to find the owner of this wallet." 


I took it out and showed it to the guard. 


The guard took one look and said, "Hey, wait a minute. That's Mr. Goldstein's wallet. I'd know that anywhere. He's always losing it." 


"Who's Mr. Goldstein?" I pressed him as my hand started to shake. 


"He's one of the old guys on the eighth floor. That's Mike Goldstein's wallet for sure. I'll take you up to him, if you like." 


We found Mr. Goldstein in his room and the security man asked if he had lost his wallet. 


Mr. Goldstein put his hand to his back pocket and, realizing it was empty, said, "Oh, my goodness. It is missing." 


"Could this be yours?" I asked, handing him the wallet. 


The second he saw it he smiled with relief and said, "Yes … yes … that's it. Thank you so much." 


"Not at all," I replied. "But I have to tell you something. I read the letter." 


The smile on his face disappeared. "You read that letter?" 


"Not only did I read it, I know where Hannah is." 


The blood left his face as he suddenly grew pale. 


"Hannah? You know where she is? How is she? Is she still as pretty as she was?" 


The security man looked at me suggesting that I not say any more. 


I hesitated. 


"Please! Please tell me!" he begged. 


"She's fine … just as pretty as when you knew her," I said softly. 


"Could you tell me where she is?" He grabbed my hand and said, 
"You know something … I was so in love with that girl that when that letter came, my life seemed to come to an end. I never married. I guess I'll always love her. Oh, she was beautiful … and so sweet." He smiled to himself. 


"Michael," I said. "Come with me." 


The three of us took the elevator down to the third floor. Hannah was sitting alone watching television. 


"Hannah," the guard said softly. "Do you know this man?" She adjusted her glasses. She looked for a moment but didn't say a word. 


"Hannah, it's Michael. Do you remember me?" 


"Michael? I don't believe it! Michael? It's you! Michael!" 


He walked slowly to her side. She whispered "Michael … my darling Michael …" 


The two of them sat down on a sofa and started to talk. They had some sixty years" worth to catch up on. The guard and I walked out, both of us crying. 


Three weeks later I got a call from the director: "You're invited to a wedding. Michael and Hannah are finally going to tie the knot! You know, the two of them were in this building for years and they never met, or if they did they didn't recognize each other." 


Hannah wore a light brown dress for the wedding and looked beautiful. Michael wore a dark blue suit and stood erect, like a soldier. The hospital gave them a special room together, and if you ever wanted to see a 79-year-old bride and an 81-year-old groom acting like two teenagers, you had to see this couple. 

Reprinted from an Arnold Fine column in The Jewish Press circa 1987.

Arnold Fine, world famous “I Remember When!” columnist for The Jewish Press passed away on Friday, September 5th. The above is perhaps his most famous column and has been reprinted in numerous anthologies. May his memory be for a blessing.
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