Posters were hung, announcing a play by a popular “My fifteen-year-old daughter has told me

storyteller, entitled “What is Hassidism?” and
recommending all progressive thinkers to come and
enlighten themselves...

in no uncertain terms that she does not
want me to get remarried.”







couple of weeks ago, my cousin Sam*

and his family drove from Charleston,

South Carolina,* to Atlanta, Georgia,

to vacation for a few days. They began

their trip on a Monday and stayed at

a hotel not far from our house in
Toco Hills.

On Thursday morning, they
stopped at our house to say their
farewells before making the
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trek home.

Later that afternoon, I got a call from
Sam. He sounded a bit unsettled and said,
“We made it back home safely, Baruch
Hashem, but I realized 1 did something
foolish. After we checked out of the hotel
this morning, I went to pack our bags in
the car. [ remember placing my tallis and
tefillin bag on the car roof. I thought that
I’d leave the bag there for just a moment

February 142024 |[N'YAN



while I'd get everything else in — and then put it in
carefully.

“Well... I just unpacked the car, and I cannot find
my tallis bag! [ realize | never put it into the car. [must
have left it on the roof. We were driving my wife’s SUV,
which is a taller car than mine, and we did not notice
it as we got into the car and drove off. 'm so upset! |
can’t believe I did that!”

Imagining how I would feel if I suddenly could not
find my own tallis and tefillin, 1 felt Sam’s frustration
and distress through the phone. The possibility that
the bag and its contents were just lying on the ground
or street, abandoned or damaged, was upsetting to
both of us. Perhaps the bag had even been picked up
by someone who would not realize its meaning and
importance?

Sam told me he has been wearing that pair of tefillin
daily for over 39 years. And, he had recently spent a
considerable amount of money to have a skilled sofer
inspect them and make them as beautiful as the first
day he put them on.

He had already called the hotel. They reported
that their staff had looked around but did not find the
bag, and no one else had turned it in. Sam asked if' |
would drive over to the hotel to do a more thorough
search and see if the tallis bag had fallen off in the
hotel parking lot or on a nearby street.

My daughter Shayna and I got in the car and drove
to the hotel. We had Sam on the phone, so he could
guide us to where he had parked that morning and
which streets he had taken to our house before hitting
the highway towards home. We were hoping that the
tallis bag had slid off the roof at one of the first turns
the car made and that we would find it along the side
of the road.

It was already early evening when we retraced my
cousin’s drive from the parking spot all the way to
our house. We drove slowly with the caution lights
blinking, so that cars would slow as they passed us
while we looked for signs of the tallis bag along the
road in the rapidly falling dusk. We got out of the car
at likely spots for a better look. But sadly, we came up
empty-handed.

Sam was disappointed, but he appreciated our
efforts. He called my Rav, Rabbi Ilan Feldman of
nearby Beth Jacob Atlanta, to let him know what had
happened, in case anyone brought the bag to the shul
office. Sam provided an identifying sign, his Hebrew
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name embroidered on the bag, that would confirm
that the lost item belonged to him. I told Sam we
would try again tomorrow, but we both realized that
the bag and its precious contents were likely lost
forever.

The next day was erev Shabbos, and my kids
happened to be off from school. The morning was
full of errands and babysitting (a.k.a. parenting).
I found myself driving them near the area we had
searched for Sam’s tallis bag the previous day. My
daughter Shayna reminded me, “Daddy, we should
go take a look for the Tallis bag again!” So off we
went.

As we got closer to the hotel, we scanned the area
very carefully. Almost immediately (less than one
minute), we spotted the bag in the grass on the side
of the road. We had missed it the previous evening. It
was just 50 feet from the main entrance to the hotel
parking lot and in perfect condition. It must have
gradually slid off as Sam turned out of the entrance
and fell peacefully into that comfortable spot on the
grass, just waiting for us to find it.

It was an uplifting and exciting moment for father
and child, and a perfect teaching moment to explain
to my kids the importance of hashavas aveidah, the
mitzvah of returning a lost item. We immediately
called Sam to let him know, and his joy was palpable.
Through tears of relief, he expressed his sincere
thanks.

We told him how happy we were to be able to help
and discussed how we might be able to get the tallis
and tefillin back to him in Charleston asap. We were
about to hang up when, after hesitating briefly, he
shared the following:

“To be honest,” Sam said, “I felt so upset and
frustrated about what had happened, that I couldn’t
sleep last night. At 3:00 in the morning, as I tossed
and turned, | remembered a conversation [ had on
Monday morning with Rabbi Josh Friedman.

“Rabbi Friedman grew up in the States and I've
known him for a long time. He now lives in Israel and
runs an impressive tzedakah organization called
Israel Select Charity Fund. He called me just this
past Monday, while we were traveling to Atlanta, to
promote a special fundraiser he is spearheading. He
is arranging the purchase and delivery of tefillin for
any Israeli soldier fighting in Gaza who would like
to start wearing them as an added protection and
zechus. He already knew of over 6,100 soldiers who
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Pa‘tch of grass on which tlg?; tallis and e
. tefillin bdg were found. " :

his children found

requested them. He’s been working tirelessly to make
it happen. But I put him off with the excuse that [ was
traveling and could not make any commitments this
week.

“Anyway, | said to myself at 3 a.m. last night, Maybe
Hashem is sending me a message that it was not right
that I pushed Rabbi Friedman off. 1 got out of bed and
called Rabbi Friedman. It was about 10 a.m. in Israel,
and he answered the phone.

“I told him what had happened to my tallis and
tefillin and how upset [ was about it. I said I regretted
pushing him off on Monday. Then I added, ‘Reb Josh,
in the zechus of Rabbi Meir Baal Hanes, 'm pledging
a significant sum to your campaign. In addition, if my
tallis and tefillin are found, I will, iy”H, contribute the
cost of their replacement to sponsor several pairs of
tefillin for soldiers.”

Sam choked up as he finished his story.

I was speechless. Such is the power of tzedakah
and the zechus of helping our brothers gain their own

merits to protect them in battle.

My cousin called back a little while later to confirm
that another family from Charleston was visiting
Atlanta and would be able to bring the tallis bag back
with them after Shabbos.

By this time, it was already Shabbos in Israel, but my
cousin said he had emailed Rabbi Friedman to let him
know that, Baruch Hashem, his tefillin were found and
that he had already fulfilled the pledge he had made the
night before.

May the mitzvos of tzedakah, tefillin, and hashavas
aveidah be a zechus for us all, and may the beautiful
efforts to be mechazeik our brothers in Israel be
successful and pave the way for all of us to merit the
Geulah bimheirah b’yameinu.

For more information about Rabbi Friedman’s
tzedakah organization and tefillin campaign, please

visit www.israelselect.org

‘Name/location has been changed.
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https://www.israelselect.org/



