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Bored on Shabbat? 10 Meaningful Ways 
to Enjoy the Day
By Naama Green
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Let’s be honest: not everyone finds it easy to enjoy the quiet of Shabbat. If you are accustomed to moving constantly from one task to the next, organizing, cleaning, answering messages, and always finding something else that needs to be done, Shabbat can suddenly feel like a very long day. And when you do not have Shabbat observant friends nearby or anywhere to go, the hours can pass especially slowly.
If that sounds familiar, do not be discouraged. Shabbat without close family, friends, guests, or a supportive community can be challenging. The very fact that you continue observing Shabbat even when it is difficult is something deeply meaningful.
Our Sages describe Shabbat as a “precious gift” (Shabbat 10b). Some gifts take time to learn how to receive and enjoy. It is perfectly fine to allow your relationship with Shabbat to develop gradually, without expecting every Shabbat to feel uplifting and fulfilling right away.

1. The Key Word: Planning
If you enter Shabbat without giving any thought to how you will spend your free time, the hours can feel especially long. So alongside cooking and preparing the house, it is worth planning something enjoyable for yourself as well.
Love to read? Stop by the library or bookstore and choose a book that genuinely interests you, but keep it closed until Shabbat. Enjoy games? Prepare a board game or card game that works for your household, and decide when you will bring it out. Instead of dreading the long hours ahead, you can enter Shabbat knowing that something pleasant is waiting for you.

2. Dress Nicely
It can be tempting to stay in pajamas all Shabbat, especially if you have no plans to leave the house. But outward preparation can change the way we feel inside. Our Sages taught that one’s Shabbat clothing should be different from one’s weekday clothing (Shabbat 113a).
Choose Shabbat clothes that are festive, attractive, and comfortable enough to wear throughout the day. Before Shabbat begins, take time for a good shower and get ready in a way that makes you feel good. When you put on something special in honor of Shabbat, the entire day feels different. Instead of an ordinary morning that simply stretched on too long, it can feel like time you prepared for and anticipated.

3. Create Your Own Small Oneg Shabbat
Shabbat asks something surprising of us: to enjoy it. The verse says, “And you shall call Shabbat a delight” (Isaiah 58:13).
That delight does not have to be elaborate. It might be a favorite fruit, a dessert you buy only for Shabbat, a good ice pop, or a bowl of popcorn, edamame, nuts, or cookies. When something special is waiting in the cupboard or freezer specifically for Shabbat, the day begins to develop a flavor of its own.
The atmosphere also makes a difference. Set the table beautifully with a tablecloth, flowers, and dishes you enjoy. Sing Shabbat songs together. You can even get up and dance for a few minutes in the living room simply because it is Shabbat. These small touches can transform another Shabbat at home into something you actually look forward to.

4. Choose a Book You Can Finish
A project that continues from one Shabbat to the next can create a sense of progress and accomplishment. Choose a Jewish book and try to read a few pages or one chapter each Shabbat.
It might be a book about the laws of Shabbat, Shemirat HaLashon, a book of Tanach with an accessible commentary, Pirkei Avot, or a work of Jewish thought or ethics. Five pages each Shabbat may not sound like much, but over the course of a year they add up to hundreds of pages and entire books. There is a special satisfaction in finally finishing a book that has been sitting on the shelf for a long time.
The same idea can be applied to Tehillim. You can follow the weekly division, choose a set number of chapters to read regularly, or devote some time each Shabbat to one psalm and study the meaning of its words. Over time, the verses become more familiar, personal, and beloved.

5. Get to Know the People in Your Home Again
Some of the best heart to heart conversations begin around a bowl of snacks, with no plan and no phones interrupting. Sit with your children, listen to them, and allow them to lead the conversation. Shabbat gives us the opportunity to rediscover the people we may see during the week only in between tasks and responsibilities.
If it is difficult to get the conversation started, prepare a box of simple questions before Shabbat. What made you laugh this week? What would you like us to do together? You can tell a story about a grandparent, take turns naming “three good things that happened this week,” or ask your children to teach you something they know. The moment they become the experts, the conversation often comes alive.
Shabbat also creates space for couples, whose time together often gets pushed to the bottom of the list during the week. Sit together with a warm drink, take a walk, play a game, or simply talk without being in a hurry. Sometimes, the simple opportunity to be together without screens or chores can work wonders.

6. Look Through Old Photo Albums
Old photo albums are a wonderful way to open hearts and pass the time pleasantly. Children love seeing what their parents looked like at their age. Teenagers may be surprised to discover that the parent standing in front of them, who currently seems to be an expert on everything, was once a teenager with a questionable haircut who had no idea what they were doing either.

7. One Game Can Fill an Entire Afternoon
Board games and card games that are appropriate for Shabbat and in keeping with your family’s customs are not just for young children. Games such as Alias, chess, checkers, memory games, trivia, Rummikub, or guessing games can bring children and even teenagers to the table, including those who usually disappear behind their own screens during the week.
Do not wait until everyone is already bored and irritable, because by then no one will want to play. Take out a game, put a bowl of snacks on the table, and let the next hour and a half pass without anyone noticing.

8. Find Shabbat Company
Shabbat without family or close friends is not easy. It is natural and healthy to want someone to sit with, talk to, and laugh with.
During the week, try asking at your synagogue or in your neighborhood whether there are other Shabbat observant people within walking distance. You do not need to begin by inviting someone for an entire meal. Start with a short meeting in a park or a walk together.
If there is no existing framework nearby, there may be other people who feel exactly the way you do. If it suits you, consider organizing a small gathering in your home for women in the neighborhood, perhaps once a month. It could include Tehillim, a Shabbat newsletter, a short Torah thought, conversation, and refreshments prepared in advance.
There is no need for a large group or an elaborate program. Sometimes, simply knowing that an hour of pleasant company is waiting for you on Shabbat can change the way the entire day feels.

9. Take a Walk Around the Neighborhood
Perhaps right now you do not have anyone to meet on Shabbat, but that does not need to determine the experience of the entire day.
A walk along a quiet street, sitting in a nearby park, taking one child out for a walk, or following a regular route through the neighborhood can help divide the day into manageable parts. It gives you fresh air, allows the body and mind to relax, and provides an opportunity to connect with nature.

10. Create a Gentle Structure
For some people, rest comes naturally. For others, an hour of quiet makes them immediately start looking for a drawer to organize. If that is you, there is no need to fight your personality. Instead, create a gentle framework for Shabbat.
For example: morning prayers, a meal, half an hour with a book, a guilt free nap, a game with the children, some quiet time, a walk, and the third Shabbat meal.
This is not intended to be a strict schedule, but is simply a series of gentle anchors that help hold the day together. When you have a general sense of what comes next, the hours no longer feel like an empty stretch of time that you somehow have to survive. you have read this far and still have not found an idea that speaks to you, that is okay too. There is no single correct way to experience Shabbat, and there is no reason to measure your Shabbat against someone else’s.
Our Sages taught, “According to the effort is the reward” (Pirkei Avot 5:23). Hashem sees how much effort you are making to keep Shabbat, even when it does not come easily. A quiet Shabbat, a boring Shabbat, or even a Shabbat that has not yet given you the delight you hoped for is still precious.
Begin with one small thing and allow your relationship with Shabbat to develop at your own pace. Shabbat may not feel perfect yet, but every hour you chose to preserve its holiness is already worth so much.

Reprinted from the Hidabroot.com website.
Rav Avigdor Miller 
On The Diamond Ring
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QUESTION: The minhag of giving a diamond ring by an engagement stems from what source?
ANSWER: The minhag of a diamond ring stems from the jewelers.
Now there is a minhag — and not only a minhag; it’s an instinct — when a chosson is proud and happy with his kallah, he tries to express it in some way. And usually, it’s in the form of a gift.  But that there should be a stereotype that there must be a diamond ring — and unfortunately, an expensive diamond ring — this is a minhag as I said that is encouraged by those who make profit from it.
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So, a chosson certainly should show his appreciation for the kallah. And if she is from such an environment that anything less than a diamond ring means lack of appreciation, so he’s stuck. He can’t help it. But if she has the good sense to know that there are other ways of showing appreciation, there are smaller gifts, then there’s no reason why a person should go to the expense –  his father’s expense, that is – his father’s expense of buying a diamond ring for his kallah.
In general, the world has gone crazy on these luxuries. It’s time to call a halt. Every day each one is outdoing the other. I’d like to see a chosson and a kallah who decide to abolish – now, don’t be horror-stricken when you hear this — who will abolish taking pictures at the chasunah. The album costs five hundred dollars, or maybe I’m old-fashioned, more. A hundred percent waste of money! “Oh,”you’ll say, “that’s a necessity. It’s the barest necessity!”
Well, I remember when chasunos didn’t have any albums. It wasn’t so long ago. I didn’t have an album. I’m proud of it! Flowers should be abolished. A waste of money! And I’ll say a bigger apikorsus. Why should there be schnapps? Poison. You can’t celebrate a wedding without such a tremendous waste of money?
And there are other things. And the world is going crazy. And we need heroes who will start a trend to go back to a more-sane attitude. You need a smorgasbord? That’s a hundred percent waste of money. And the other meshugaim that added, not only at the beginning but at the end, a Viennese table at the end. A five hundred percent waste of money.
And so, these are minhagim that somebody once said, a minhag is the osiyos of Gehinnom. The same letters, minhag and Gehinnom.

Reprinted from a recent email of Toras Avigdor based on a question asked to Rav Avigdor Miller in October of 1978.
	
Thoughts that Count 
For Our Parsha

One hundred years and twenty years and seven years, were the years of Sara's life (Genesis 23:1)
The commentator Rashi explains, "The years of Sara's life - they were all equally good." But a question begs to be asked: Weren't the majority of Sara's years filled with hardships, longing for children, living in exile, imprisoned at the hands of Pharoah and Avimelech? How can we say that all of her years were equally good? During her entire life, concerning everything that was seemingly bad, Sara said, "This too is for the best." She saw G-d's kindness in everything. (Rabbi Zusia of Anipol)

And G-d blessed Abraham in everything. (24:1)
There are some righteous individuals whose main concern is with themselves, that their own relationship with G-d will be perfect. But this is not the case with true tzadikim. As we see with Abraham, our father, who was blessed with the trait of "everything." His concern was not only with himself, but for everything and everyone. (Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev)

"Let it be that the maiden to whom I will say: `Lower your pitcher that I may drink.' And she will say, `Drink, and I will give your camels to drink, also." (24:14)
When looking for a wife for Isaac, why did Eliezer examine Rebecca in this area specifically? There is a significant difference between holiness and impurity: The objective of holiness is to give, to enliven others, to influence. Impurity, on the other hand, takes. Rebecca wasn't satisfied just to give Eliezer water but watered his camels, too. From this act Eliezer saw an indication and proof that Rebecca was connected with the "side" of holiness and fitting to bond with the descendants of Abraham. (Rabbi Shneur Zalman, author of Tanya)
Reprinted from the Parshat Chaye Sarah 5763/2003 (Issue #795) email of L’Chaim, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
The Greater Aspect of the
Body Over the Soul
From the Teachings of the Lubavitcher Rebbe
Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, Zt”l
[image: Image result for photo of mordechai siev of ascent]
This week's Torah portion is called Chayei Sara, literally "the life of Sara." It begins, however, with the passing of our first matriarch: "And Sara died in Kiryat Arba, which is Hebron, in the Land of Canaan."
According to the primary Jewish mystical text, the Zohar, Sara symbolizes the body while Abraham is symbolic of the soul. In this context, the Zohar explains that the verse describes the death of the body. The fact that "Abraham came to lament Sara and to weep for her" indicates that the soul weeps even after the death of the body since it remains related to the body.
Earlier in the Torah, when Abraham questioned Sara's judgment in sending away his son Ishmael, G-d told Abraham, "All that Sara may say unto you, listen to her voice." According to the Zohar, then, it would seem that the soul must listen to the body!
What is the "working relationship" between the soul and the body? Mitzvot - commandments - are given to the soul, but only souls that have been brought down into bodies. The mitzvot themselves are performed through material objects. This applies not only to mitzvot involving a physical act, but also to those mitzvot which are essentially duties of the heart - e.g., love and fear of G-d, or duties of the mind - e.g., the belief in the unity of G-d. The latter, too, are meant to be fulfilled by the physical heart and brain.
It is conceivable to meditate on and contemplate all of the intentions of a mitzva, and yet not fulfill the actual mitzva. For example, one may go through all the devotions relating to tefilin, without actually donning the tefilin, or relating to Shabbat candles, without actually lighting them.
Obviously this would constitute not only a failure in fulfilling the mitzva, but an actual transgression - by negating the mitzva. On the other hand, if one fulfills a mitzva without contemplating any of the devotions involved, though he should have had these thoughts in mind, he has at least fulfilled the mitzva.
Our ultimate preoccupation, then, is with the body. Although this is not totally apparent now, in the Messianic era it will become much more obvious. In fact, at this time, the soul will actually derive its life-force from the body.

Reprinted from the 2003/5764 Parashat Chaye Sarah edition of L’Chaim, a weekly publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization 

How Omer Shem Tov Found G-d in a Hamas Tunnel
By Sarah Pardes

[image: ]

Held by Hamas for 505 days, Omer Shem Tov, a non-religious kid from Herzliya, discovered a freedom no captor could take.
Omer Shem Tov, 23, spent over 16 months in the tunnels of Gaza. For over a year, he’s been sharing his story around the world — how he survived and the choices that sustained him through it all, including 450 days of total isolation, 50 of them in a pitch-dark dungeon where he couldn’t even stand up. How does a person stay sane in such an environment, let alone emerge to so grippingly share the profound insights of his ordeal and even write a book, as he recounts finding G-d in a place so dark it defies the imagination?
Omer was captured together with his friends, siblings Maya and Itay Regev, 21 and 17 years old. While attempting to escape to safety, they were blocked by Hamas pickup trucks and shot at. Itay and Maya sustained leg injuries, and the three of them were loaded onto a truck and taken to a Hamas tunnel. After Maya and Itay were released in November 2023, Omer was held alone.
In a riveting conversation following the publication of his book, Meeting Myself in Hell, Omer shares the memories you would assume he’d prefer to forget: severe abuse, beatings, starvation, isolation, refusal to cooperate with his captors’ demands to harm others; but then, encountering his true sense of self and his unbreakable bond with his Creator, specifically in the place where nothing else remained.
You’re a young man, with your life ahead of you. What drove you to write a book, and to dredge up all the pain most people would prefer to erase?
My main motivation was to show people that even in the darkest situations, it’s possible — and necessary — to find points of light. I think that during my time in Gaza, I went through a kind of self-administered psychological therapy, realizing that in every situation, I’m free because I still have a choice. In the solitude, inside the cage where I spent fifty days. I once heard a saying: “People search for freedom, yearn for it and pursue it, but they don’t know that it is a gift that anyone can attain on their own, at any time and in any place.”
Even if you put a Jew in a gas chamber or in tunnels deep in Gaza, with shells whistling all around him and his guards able to take his life at any moment, his soul will remain free. That gift came to me at the moment I realized that I had nothing — no family, no ability to influence my life or my future. I had only G-d, and suddenly I understood that it was enough. I had everything.
We have to have faith. Without faith, we can’t go on. Without faith, we’ll lose it. That night, I begin talking to G-d. I say to Him, “Please, give Itay strength. He has no strength left. Make him believe that we’re going home.” The next morning, I wake up and began saying Modeh Ani — I must have learned it at some point in my life.
I believe that thoughts create reality. Faith creates reality. I’m not disconnected from the situation — I see it completely. If I’m happy, it’s because I’m working on emunah (faith in G-d).
Emunah is hard work, but from the very beginning I understand that I would have to work hard to get out of here. I told Itay, “We have to believe. We have to work at it. In order to get home, we have to fight the negative thoughts. I have to work on my faith and my trust in G-d.”
We also have a weekly routine: Kiddush.
We saved some grape juice from the package we received. Itay started drinking it, but I stopped him: “This could be wine for Kiddush.” He was happy. We saved it for Shabbat and made Kiddush. We did the same with the pretzels. We scraped off the salt stuck to them, took a piece of pita, and dipped it in the salt. Shabbat Shalom.
From then on, we decided to save the juice and make Kiddush every Shabbat. Every morning, we counted the days, and on the day when the terrorist comes freshly showered and dressed nicely to bring us our food, we know it’s Friday.
On Friday evenings, I fill a cup all the way to the top with juice and each of us takes a small sip, and then I pour everything that’s left back into the bottle.
Kiddush gives us peace. It brings us back, even if only for a moment, to our roots. It helps me be who I am.
We make Kiddush, and then I look at Itay and tell him, “Itay, Shabbat Shalom. Soon we’ll be home.” We hug each other and begin Shabbat.
It was true. In a few weeks, Itay would be released. And I would remain alone in the darkness.
In the book, you describe many times how you spoke with G-d, how you prayed to Him in the depths of the darkness, and how you made an effort to observe Shabbat and recite Kiddush over wine. Did you feel this connection before your captivity?
I grew up in secular Herzliya, where G-d wasn’t part of the conversation, around the beaches and restaurants, people and parties — things that dazzled me and drew me into the material world. But I think I always believed in G-d. In my home, we kept kosher, and my father would make Kiddush on Friday night.
It’s true that I didn’t put on tefillin or keep mitzvot before my captivity, but whenever I went to a beit Knesset (synagogue), I felt a connection to holiness, to my soul. I understood that there was something special and genuine in prayer, in mitzvot, but the material world kept me at a distance.
And then I found myself alone — just an hour and a half away from home, but deep in an alternate universe of darkness, with no ability to do anything to improve my situation. Suddenly, I felt G-d in the clearest way.
You write that during your captivity you deeply regretted going to the Nova festival. What place does that regret have in your story?
It was my mother’s birthday that day. My father wanted me to stay with the family and not go to the party. Of course, after I was kidnapped, I regretted it with all my heart, and not just because of what happened to me.
Since returning from captivity, I’ve begun putting on tefillin and observing Shabbat. My mother also began observing Shabbat for my sake while I was still being held hostage. It was truly incredible: She began keeping Shabbat on Parshat Mishpatim in 5784, a few months after I was kidnapped. Exactly one year later, on the next Parshat Mishpatim, I came home.
My father also began strengthening his religious observance. He began putting on tefillin every day and keeping kosher. We had always made Kiddush at home, and after I returned, we added Havdalah as well. My brothers also became more connected to tradition and Judaism. After I came home, all of us began strengthening our observance and continue to move forward — especially me. I made sure not to leave G-d behind.
This is, in a way, a big paradox in my life today. In the first few months after my release, I went from one end of complete darkness to the other extreme of blinding light. People photographed me, asked me to attend conferences and give lectures, and I experienced a kind of dazzling effect from it all. But very quickly I understood that all the stages and the fame, and material life in general, are not the real thing. It’s really not simple, It’s a constant battle between myself and myself.
When the guard comes in to bring me food, I try to feel him out — whether it’s day or night, and how much time has passed since the previous time he came — so that I can figure out when Shabbat is. Shabbat is a palace in time, the one fixed point that doesn’t dissolve into the darkness. I managed to sneak my grape juice into my mouth. When I realize it is Friday, I pour some from the bottle into the cap. It is quite possible that I made Kiddush the night before or the night after. I hope Shabbat will forgive me.
At first, in the apartments (before I was taken underground), it was important to me to know the time constantly. I felt that time was my connection to the outside world. I may be stuck in an apartment in Gaza with a terrorist guarding me with a Kalashnikov, but if I know that it’s two o’clock, I know that it’s two o’clock at home, too. My connection to time was my way of tearing myself away from the terrible place I was in and feeling connected to the people I loved, to the people who loved me.
Many hostages had been completely disconnected from Judaism and had not even fasted on Yom Kippur. They began observing Shabbat and keeping whatever mitzvot they could, specifically in the worst place imaginable. What happened?
G-d created us with a brain, intellect, and the ability to think, but the greatest gift we were given is free choice. We can choose whether to believe or not, whether to keep kosher and observe Shabbat. And specifically, when you reach the depths of darkness, to a place where there is almost no hope of getting out, you suddenly discover how deeply the Divine soul that’s within each one of us connects with the Creator, and how much encouragement and comfort it can draw from any mitzvah, from speaking directly to G-d.
At every moment in captivity, I had a choice: Whether to choose life, to believe in the Creator and that there was some purpose for my captivity, or to sink into depression. I think most of the hostages understood that without faith, there would have been nothing holding them together. The moment a Jew is in trouble, he suddenly returns to his roots, to the source of his soul.
I believe with all my heart that it wasn’t the terrorists who took me captive, and they weren’t the ones who put me in the dungeon. G-d put me in that place. When I arrived in Gaza, I thought I was at the very bottom of the bottom. At first, I was with Itay, and after he was released, I went down into the tunnel. I was there alone, in complete darkness, and I understood that G-d was peeling away the layers of impurity from me like peeling an onion, until I reached my source. And there I found a stunning clarity.
Before your release, you had a dream that your grandparents told you your release would be imminent. How did you know this dream was true? You had been told many times that you were going to be released, and in the end, it didn’t happen.
Of course, at the time I didn’t know whether the dream was real, especially since I had many dreams during my captivity that gave me signs that I was coming home. But I felt very strongly that my grandparents, who are in the Next World, were watching over me, knew what was happening to me, and were bringing me good news. The dreams themselves gave me a good feeling.
Unlike many hostages who were moved from place to place and encountered other hostages, you were alone for most of your captivity. Only at the beginning were you with Itay and Maya. Have you kept in touch with other hostages since your release?
Absolutely. I knew Itay and Maya before the captivity. They were released after a much shorter period, in the first negotiation after 53 days. I remained there another 450 days after them, and in total I was held captive for 505 days, including fifty days in a dungeon.
During the last three days of my captivity, I was with Eliya Cohen. I don’t talk about it in the book, but today Eliya and I are like brothers. He came from a religious home, and thanks to him I’m much more connected to Judaism. He taught me many things. He got married recently, and for me personally, the simchah was immense. My parents, too, continue to stay in touch with the families of the hostages. They went through so much together, they feel like family.

The terrorists bring me a pile of booklets that IDF soldiers had left behind. Among the stack is a booklet called Dvar Malchut. It’s a Chabad publication, containing the weekly study schedule and Torah reading, plus many high-level discourses that I couldn’t understand. But one of those weeks, the Torah reading was about Joseph being thrown in the pit. I’m interested in that moment when he’s in the pit. He must be in complete despair, thinking he’ll never get out. Feeling that his story has come to an end. The ending isn’t in the booklet, but I know it. I read the verses and want to tell him: Joseph, you’re in the pit now, but you’re going to get out. I know it.
He got out. He went on to become the ruler of Egypt. He even forgave the brothers who had thrown him there.
I look at the people around me. If I ever get released, will I forgive them for everything they have done to me? I will get out, too. I have a people. I have roots. I wasn’t born here in this tunnel, and I don’t intend to die here.
Joseph’s story gives me hope. Another greeting from the light. I will get out of here. I believe it with all my heart.
Did you know the story of Joseph before your captivity?
I knew the story in general from the Tanach classes we had in school, but my knowledge of Judaism wasn’t enough for me to understand the material, which was written at a very high level and in language I wasn’t familiar with. But as I read the story again and again, I began to understand that specifically from that pit, from that valley of death, Joseph rose to his greatest levels, in both the physical and spiritual worlds.
“I told myself that if Joseph rose to such heights after reaching the absolute depths of degradation, then there was hope for me too. I believe it was a remarkable instance of Divine providence that, among all the materials the soldiers had left behind in Gaza, right above my tunnel, here was the story of Joseph.
How are you feeling these days?
Medically, thank G-d, I’m back to myself. The captivity didn’t leave me with irreversible damage. The truth is that I was released on humanitarian grounds because I suffered from both celiac disease and asthma. Throughout my captivity, I had terrible stomach pains after eating flour, but I had no choice. All they gave was pita.
When they put me in that dungeon, I had a severe asthma attack, and the terrorists threw me an inhaler that saved my life. Throughout the time I was in the tunnels, and even earlier, when I was in houses that were being bombed, I suffered asthma attacks because of the suffocation and dust. But G-d watched over me in a truly miraculous way.
We’re marking the third anniversary of the massacre and your captivity, and one year since the last hostages were released. What do these dates mean to you?
There’s no doubt that this is an emotional time for me, a time of coming full circle. I was released nine months before the last group, and the feeling that you’ve been set free while others remain there is unbearable. I can speak for both myself and other released hostages, that the emotional burden cast a heavy shadow over our own sense of freedom.
When I think about it, I realize that I should have been released later, with the last 20, but it was only because of my medical condition that I was released earlier. Today, now that all the hostages and missing persons have been released, and the deceased have also been brought home, Sukkot was truly a holiday of gratitude for the past and prayer for the future.
Life is uncontrollable. It can turn upside down in an instant. And just as it turns upside down, afterward, life happens and continues. Even if you have PTSD, even if you have been wounded or hurt — it doesn’t define who you are. It’s difficult, it stays with you, but you don’t always have to get stuck on things. You don’t have to remain angry or sad.
Since I came home, every morning when I open my eyes, get up on my feet, look out the window and see the sun, green trees and grass, the sky, I say Modeh Ani. I leave my room and I’m happy to see my parents. I look at all of Creation very differently from the way I looked at it before.
In the tunnels, I came to the clear realization that I decide nothing. My fate is not in my hands; it is entrusted to theirs. And they? They are in G-d’s hands. I know. I felt Him holding me up. He decides. He loves me. He knows.
And I know too.

Reprinted from the aish.com website with permission from Mishpacha Magazine
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