
Once a week, the fifth grade has library hour. 
Every student is allowed to check out books. 
"Mrs. Katz," Miriam asked the librarian. "May I 

take out books for my friend Chani? She isn't in 
school today, but I know what she likes to read." 
"Yes, Miriam," replied Mrs. Katz. "I'm glad to see 

that Chani has such a good friend as you." 
Soon Miriam came back to the librarian's desk 

with two books. "This one is for me, and this is 
for Chani," she pointed out. 
"Miriam, fifth graders are allowed two books a 

week," Mrs. Katz reminded her. "Wouldn't you like 
to check out another book each for you and for 
Chani?" 
"Yes," explained Miriam, slightly embarrassed. 

"But last week I spent more time reading than 
doing homework and helping out at home, so this 
week I decided to take out only one book." 
"You are doing the right thing, Miriam. But what 

about Chani? Perhaps she would like two books. I 
know she loves to read." 
"Chani and I are good friends. We often do the 

same things. Since I'm taking out one for myself, 
I'll take out just one for her, as well." 
"Miriam, I'm not your Chumash teacher, but I 

would like to share an idea from the parshah 
with you. When Yitzchak reached the age of 123 
he said, 'I don't know how much longer I will live.' At 
this point in his life, why would Yitzchak be con-
cerned about how long he would live?" 
"We learned that in class," answered Miriam. 

"Our Morah taught us that when a person 

reaches within five years of the number of 
years his parents lived, he should be concerned 
with the length of time he himself will live. Since 
Yitzchak had reached the age of 123, and his 
mother Sarah had passed away at the age of 
127, he started thinking about this question." 
"That's good, Miriam," said Mrs. Katz. "But still, 

Yitzchak's father Avraham had lived till 175. And 
Hashem had blessed Yitzchak. Surely, His blessing 
would grant Yitzchak long life. Why was Yitzchak 
concerned? 
"You see, Miriam, Yitzchak wasn't sure whether 

or not he was worthy of Hashem's blessing. 
That's why he started to show concern at the 
earliest time the Torah recommends. In general, 
Yitzchak was strict with himself. He knew that 
from the Akeidah onward, he was compared to a 
sacrifice, and he tried to see to it that every-
thing he did was befitting this holiness. 
"But being strict with himself didn't stop him 

from being generous with others. We see that 
when Yitzchak blessed Yaakov, he said, 'May 
Hashem give you the dew of the heaven and the 
richness of the earth.' Our Rabbis say that Yitz-
chak's blessing to Yaakov was even more gener-
ous than Yaakov's blessing to his own sons, or 
Moshe's blessing to Bnei Yisrael. 
"You see, Miriam, with ourselves we can be 

strict. But we don't have to demand from oth-
ers all that we expect from ourselves." 

‘Please Tell Me What the Rebbe Said’ (Adapted 
from Likkutei Sichos, Vol. XV)

I am ketchup color 
And I will serve my 
younger brother 

 ___  ___  ___   
Please send your answers to connections@shluchim.org 

 

Last weeks’ brain buster: Ha Ha Ha! My middle two letters are 98.  
Who am I? 

Answer: ÷çöé 
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Congratulations to Mendel and Chaim Piekarski from Bogotá, Columbia 
for solving the brain buster. 



Hi Boys and Girls all around the world, 
How is it going at your Shlichus posts? I am always happy, mind you, although it is not always easy. 

You see, when I was your age, I learned how to smile. Learned? you ask, why everyone knows how to 
smile. Do you think it is always easy? 

I once bumped my knee very hard when I was riding my bicycle down a hill and had to make a short 
stop so I wouldn’t hit an elderly person. It wasn’t just a bump, I fell hard on the pavement and I was 
badly bruised and in pain for many days. It was hard for me to smile then, but my Zeideh told me that 
everything that happens to us is really for a good reason. So I sat in my room and moaned, “Ouch, 
ouch, ooh, ooh, this bump on my knee looks so cute, but be careful not to touch it or else I will TOOT!” 

So I learned to smile. 
I smiled even though I missed my best friend’s birthday party at the new cholov-yisroel pizza place. I 

smiled even though I had to rest in bed for two days. I smiled because everything that Hashem does for 
me is all for the best! 

Did you ever try to smile when it was hard? Well I told you the recipe, now you got to do it! Just mix 
together a heaping spoon of simcha, a dose of trust in Hashem, a band-aid if you need it, some ahavas 
yisroel towards your family and friends and a call (it can be an e-mail) to Dr. Getzel. 
If you had a tough day in school – smile, because tomorrow will be a better day. If you didn’t do well 
on a test– smile, and ask the teacher how you could improve your grade.  And if someone said some-
thing to upset you– smile, it was probably a mistake and not meant to hurt your feelings. 
Remember to always serve Hashem with joy! Oops! I tripped on my untied shoelace– now let me put on 
my nicest smile for Mrs. Getzel…where did I leave that smile…oh here it is. It dropped when I fell 
down.  
Here is a story of Reb Shmuel Munkis a chossid of the Alter Rebbe who was always happy and served 
Hashem with joy: 

One úáù afternoon, the íéãéñç had gathered for a ùåãé÷ in honor of  úáù

íéëøáî. Everyone was sitting around a table stocked with a variety of cakes and pies, listening 
intently to a øîàî.  

Suddenly the local butcher arrived with a hot pie made from flour, oil, and meat. He handed to Reb 
Shmuel Munkes and asked him to give out portions to everyone. Much to the surprise of the 
íéãéñç, Reb Shmuel did not give out any of the food. Instead he started to dance and jump around 
while holding the pie. The íéãéñç, who wanted some of this appetizing food, begged him to stop, 
but he would not listen. Suddenly he ran outside and threw the pie into the garbage!  

The íéãéñç began yelling at Reb Shmuel for being so wasteful when the butcher ran into the hall.  
"Listen, everyone!" he cried. "You must not eat the pie because it is not kosher!" The butcher 

explained that he had just found out that his wife had sold some non-kosher liver to the  úéá

ùøãî by mistake. He had put the meat to one side to be sold to a éåâ, and his wife had then sold 
it, not realizing that there was anything wrong with it.  

"I only found out now," he apologized. "I just hope that I was not too late and that I didn't cause any 
of you to eat something that is forbidden."  

"Don't worry," the íéãéñç reassured him, and they explained that they did not even taste it 
because Reb Shmuel Munkes had thrown it away.  

The íéãéñç now asked Reb Shmuel how he had known that the pie was not kosher.  
"I am neither a àéáð nor the son of a àéáð," replied Reb Shmuel. "The truth is that I also did 

not know that the pie was made from non-kosher meat. But when I saw how much everybody wanted 
it and that I also couldn't wait to have some, I remembered my first úåãéçé with the Rebbe. The 
Rebbe said that if a ãéñç really wants something, this is surely a sign that the òøä øöé is 
behind it. When this happens, it is best not to have the desired object. This is what our Rebbe believes 
when it comes to serving ä‘ , and because I am trying to follow the teachings of our Rebbe, I threw the 
pie into the garbage. This action protected us from committing the äøéáò of eating treif."  

 
Dr. Getzel 

Yossi Feller, age 9  
West St. Paul, Minnesota 

 
Hi, my name is Yossi Feller. I am 9 years 

old and I live in West St. Paul, Minnesota.  
Here in Minnesota the winter is pretty 

cold. Sometimes it could get down to 45 
below zero, but in the summer I can reach 
up to 90 degrees! My Tatty and Mommy 
run a Chabad House in Minnesota. Last 
year we started to remodel our Chabad 
House. Every Friday I clean up the sefarim 
of the Shul. My father is also the principal 
of my Cheder that I go to. I help my father 
go shopping on Friday to buy things for 
Shabbos. In Minnesota I have some other 
friends that are Shluchim. Two of them live 
in St. Paul, one of them lives in Rochester 
and the other lives in Mennetonka. I am 
proud that I am a Shliach of the Rebbe. 



" ä åì øúòéå‘åúùà ä÷áø øäúå "  
( ë“ä:ë“à ) 

ùø“é  explains that ä‘  answered the úåìéôú of ÷çöé 
and not of ä÷áø because the äìéôú of a ÷éãö the son 
of a ÷éãö (÷çöé) is better than the äìéôú of a ÷éãö the 
son of a òùø  
(ä÷áø). This seems to be the opposite of what the 
Gemara tells us, that a äáåùú ìòá is greater than a 
÷éãö.  So what does ùø“é  mean? 

÷çöé and ä÷áø both davened to ä‘  for a child. 
ä÷áø's äìéôú was, "Please ä‘ , my husband is such a 
great ÷éãö and the son of a ÷éãö; he definitely 
deserves a child." ÷çöé davened and said, "Please ä‘ , 
my wife grew up in the home of such wicked people 
as ìàåúá and ïáì, yet she is such a ú÷ãö. She 
certainly deserves to be blessed with a child." 

ä‘  accepted ÷çöé's äìéôú and argument and 
blessed ä÷áø because she was such a great  úìòá
äáåùú. 

Adapted from ‘Vedibarta Bam’ 

åìñë ùãåç ùàø 
Friday à‘ åìñë -  

� I remembered to say àáéå äìòé in äøùò äðåîù and in 
bentching. 

� I remembered to say ììä after äøùò äðåîù. 
� I remembered to daven  óñåî. 

� I remembered to say éùôð éëøá after the íåé ìù øéù. 
� (For Girls) I didn’t sew or do any laundry. 
 

ùãåç òùéãéñç à— åìñë 
The month of åìñë is known as a ùãåç òùéãéñç 

because there are many important dates on our áç“ã  
calendar that take place in the moth of åìñë. åìñë is 
the month of äìåàâ. It is a òùéãéñç month filled with 
celebration and ïòâðééøáøàôs. In this month, in addition 
to celebrating äëåðç, we celebrate the birthday and 
èééöøàé of the éáø øòìòèéî on è‘åìñë , the äìåàâä âç of 
the éáø øòìòèéî on é‘åìñë , the Rebbe and éç ïéöáø‘ 
à÷ùåî’s wedding anniversary on é“åìñë ã  and the  âç
äìåàâä of the éáø øòèìà on é“åìñë è . 

åìñë ùãåç ùàø 
In this week’s calendar we have the  áåè  íåé òùéãéñç of  åìñë ùãåç ùàø. 
On the night of the happy áåè íåé of úøöò éðéîù in the year ìùú“ç  (1977), 
the Rebbe suffered a massive heart attack, while dancing with thousands of 
his íéãéñç in 770. The Rebbe had to stay in his office for five weeks until 
he was finally well enough to go home on åìñë ùãåç ùàø. íéãéñç were so 
happy and thankful to ä‘  that the Rebbe was better that they danced and 
sang in the streets. They decided that this day would be a áåè íåé òùéãéñç 
and even made up a ï åâéð which is known as the ‘ ï åâéð åìñë  ùãåç ùàø’. 
The Doctors warned the Rebbe that if continued working so hard, there 

would be a 60% chance of this ç“ å  happening again.  But the Rebbe, who always teaches us to be 
positive and to ‘èåâ ïééæ èòå èåâ èëàøè’ heard good news.  He heard that the doctors thought that 
there is a 40% chance of nothing to worry about and he continued the same schedule as before: 
farbrengens, dollars, answering thousands of letters.   

Let us daven that çéùî will come now and we will have our Rebbe back to 
lead us again! 

 



One time, at a farbrengen where the íéãéñç were sitting 
and drinking mead (a sweet honey wine that used to be 
very popular), a ãéñç named ø‘äùî   told the following 
story: 

"Many years ago," he began, "while I was visiting Vienna, 
I sent my servant to a nearby Jewish inn to buy a bottle of 
mead. When he came back I discovered that it was the 
most delicious mead that I had ever tasted. In fact, it was 
so good that I immediately sent him back to buy some 
more. I gave him enough money for ten bottles, thinking 
that my family and I would enjoy it for a long time. 

"But my servant came back empty-handed. I took out a 
few more coins from my pocket, but he shook his head. 
'It isn't the money,' he told me. 'There just isn't any more 
to buy.' 

"I decided to go see for myself. When I came to the inn, 
I saw a large crowd of people who looked like they had 
just finished eating a äãåòñ. I went to the innkeeper and 
asked him to sell me some of his delicious honey wine. 

" 'I'm sorry, but there isn't even a drop left of that par-
ticular type,' he said. 'Well, when do you expect to get 
more?' I asked him. To be honest, never!' " The innkeeper 
then told me the following story: 

Many years before, he had been a ìäåî. From the very 
beginning of his holy work he decided one rule: that he 
would never refuse to make a  äìéî úéøá, no matter how 
hard it might be. 

One year on the day before  øåô éë íåé, a Jewish farmer 
had knocked on his door and asked him to make a  ú éøá 
for his eight-day-old son. The farmer lived quite far away 
and it was the day before  øåôéë íåé. Nonetheless, the  ìäåî 
agreed to do the úéøá. 

When they stepped outside the ìäåî realized that the 
farmer was too poor to hire a carriage; neither did the 
 ìäåî himself have much money. There was no choice but 
to walk the whole way. The farmer started out in the di-
rection of his house, but he was walking so quickly that 
he soon was far ahead of the  ìäåî. Eventually the farmer 
disappeared around a bend in the road. 

Hours later the ìäåî arrived in town and asked some 
neighbors where the family with the new baby lived. 
When he walked into the house he found the mother ly-
ing in bed with the baby. She was so weak that she could 
barely talk. The father, however, was nowhere to be seen. 

For some reason he didn’t think it was important for him 
to attend his own son's úéøá. 

The ìäåî now had a serious problem: Who would be 
the sandek to hold the baby during the  úéøá? Time was 
running out; it was the eighth day of the baby's life, and 
he needed to have a úéøá right away. But without a 
sandek it would be very dangerous.  

The ìäåî walked outside hoping to find someone on 
the street he could ask. For a long time he waited, but the 
street was empty. Suddenly, he spotted an old beggar 
coming around the corner. "I'm in a big hurry," the man 
replied impatiently when the ìäåî asked him to help. 
"Tonight is  øåôéë íåé, and I can collect a whole rouble 
going door to door if I get to the city in time." 

Desperate by then, the  ìäåî promised to pay him a 
rouble if he would be the sandek. The beggar agreed, 
and the äìéî ú éøá was done. The  ìäåî then left for the 
long walk back to the city. 

After davening  äçðî, the  ìäåî went home to eat the 
ú÷ ñôîä äãåòñ, and was astonished to see the very same 
beggar waiting on his doorstep. He quickly paid him the 
rouble he had promised, but the beggar also demanded 
a drink of mead. The  ìäåî was very tired by then and in 
no mood for guests. Nevertheless, he invited him inside 
and poured the drink. But even that wasn't enough for 
the strange old man: he insisted that the ìäåî join him in 
and also drink a glass of mead, and that they wish each 
other a  ä÷åúîå äáåè  äðù. With no choice, the ìä åî did so. 

"Tell me, is there any more of this wine left in the bar-
rel?" the annoying stranger asked. "Very little," the  ìäåî 
answered, "only a few more drops." "There will always be 
mead in this barrel," the beggar then said, "until the last 
 äëøá is said at your youngest son's äðåúç." The beggar 
then pointed to the ìäåî's son sleeping in his cradle. 

"The äëøá came true," the innkeeper finished his story. 
"The only explanation is that the old man was   åäéìà
àéáðä. With my endless supply of mead I opened this inn, 
and completely forgot about the rest of his äëøá. That is, 
until today, when the barrel suddenly fell and broke into 
pieces as we were saying ïåæîä úëøá at my youngest 
son's  äðåúç. And that is why I am telling you that there 
will never be any more of this particular kind of mead..." 



 

 

úåãìåú úùøô 

Level 1 & 2: 

Last Week’s Winners: 
Shterny Grossbaum, age 8 from Setauket, NY & 

Levi Yitzchok Grossman, age 7 from Chicago, Illinois  

Circle whether each of these sentences is True or False 

Level 2: 
For each of the sentences that are false, write out what the truth would be. 

               
               
               
                

This week’s äùøô talks about á÷òé’s children True False 

ä‘  accepted ÷çöé’s äìéôú to have children True False 

á÷òé was born looking like a regular baby True False 

åùò was born holding onto á÷òé’s heel True False 

åìñë has only one day ùãåç ùàø this year True False 

The Rebbe believed that ‘èåâ ïééæ èòå èåâ èëàøè’  True False 

åìñë ùãåç ùàø is the day the Rebbe went back to 770 True False 

The story of åìñë ùãåç ùàø happened in the year ìùú“ç   True False 

The Rebbe became not well on úøöò éðéîù True False 

After åìñë ùãåç ùàø the Rebbe started working less True False 


