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What made these neighbors so special?

On the

- Qutsid

Looking In

Judy Gruenfeld

As Naomi gazed at the house
across the street, she couldn’t help
but glance in the window. She and
her husband had just moved into
the neighborhood, and she was
surrounded by boxes daring her
to unpack them. Of course, she
wouldn’t stare. It’s not polite. It’s
also an invasion of privacy to peer
into someone else’s living room
window. But what she saw cap-
tured her attention, and she
couldn’t pull herself away. She sat
rooted to the spot, her eyes
looking on in wonder as she ob-
served the scene unfolding before
her.

There were eight menorahs in
the window. One by one, each

persor®icame and lit his — father,
mother, oldest son, and so on down
the line until only one menorah was
left unlit. Then, very gently, the fa-
ther lifted a small frame from a tiny
wheelchair that stood in their midst.
Naomi hadn’t noticed the wheel-
chair until she saw the child being
lifted from it.

The candles illuminated the little
gitl’s face as she anxiously awaited
her turn to light. The father struck a
match and lit the shamash. He then
put the candle in the child’s hand and

f[ FIETION
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On the Outside Looking In

securely placed his hand over hers.
One by one, as the candles were lit,
they reflected the sparkle in the lit-
tle girl’s eyes.

Oh, how Naomi longed to be
part of that scene. She’d grown up in
a house with no siblings, no meno-
rahs, and no Yiddishkeit. She’d been
very lonely, had few friends asa child,
and occupied most of her time read-
ing books. With each one, she was
transformed into someone else and
transported somewhere else. One
week Naomi was a princess in Eng-
land and the next, a safari guide in Af-
rica. The characters in the books
seemed more real to her than she her-
self did. Her life consisted mainly of
school, homework, chores, and, of
course, her precious books.

As she grew up, Naomi began
searching for something meaning-
ful in her life. She looked into
Eastern religions, prominent reli-
gions in the West, meditation, and
anything else that promised to fill
the hole in her soul. But as each ap-
proach failed to fill the void, she be-
came more and more isolated and
dejected.

Then one day, while in the
bookstore, she asked the clerk, a
nice young man about her age, why
he always wore a yarmulke. After

all, he wasn’t in synagogue.

“Im an Orthodox Jew,” he told
her. “We must always cover our
heads.”

“Oh,” Naomi replied. “I'm Jew-
ish, too, but no one in my family
wears a yarmulke all the time.”

“AsIsaid,” responded the young
man, “I'm Orthodox. Since you’re
Jewish, would you like to read
about what observant Jews do and
why they do it?”

“Sure,” Naomi told him.

“Wait here,” said the boy. “I'll
get you a few books.”

When she got home, Naomi be-
gan readingthe books like a drown-
ing person reaching for a life
preserver, which was really the
case.

Naomi was now a ba’alas
teshuvab, married to that nice
young man from the bookstore and
living a meaningful Torah life.

Her husband walked in the
door, bringing her out of her rev-
erie. She pointed to the house across
the street and asked, “Do you think
we could go over there and wish
them a happy Chanukah instead of
waiting for them to come over and
welcome us to the neighborhood?”

“I don’t see why not,” answered

her husband. “Why ddn’t we light
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our menorah and then go over
and introduce ourselves.”

She smiled. “That sounds like
a plan.”

Half an hour later, they were
ringing their neighbor’s doorbell.

“Hi,” the couple said when the
door was opened. “We’re your
new neighbors.”

“Welcome, welcome,” re-

sponded the lady of the house.

“Please come in. We are about to sit
down to our meal. We would be hon-
ored if you would join us.”
By the time they left, their stom-
achs and their hearts were full.
“Please come again,” their new

friends offered.

“Oh, we will,” Naomi said, feel-
ing very much at home. “This is the
first house I have ever visited that
has a ramp for my wheelchair.”
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Stories and love

Growing Up In
Shtetlheim, USA

Judy Gruenfeld

My grandmother never lectured me
or told me what to do or what not to
do. She always used astory to get her
point across. And the point always
hit its mark. We never rebelled.
There was nothing to rebel against.
How do you turn your back on a
story that is accompanied by a warm
hug and a huge dose of love?

We were allowed to be children,
but there were expectations of us.
And we children would never en-
tertain the idea of not living up to
those expectations. The worst pun-
ishment that could be meted out
was for a parent or grandparent to
be disappointed in us. Grandma
never heard of psychology, Freud,
or Gestalt theory. We were raised
with the Gevalt theory. If you did
something wrong, she would clutch

I8

her chest and say, “Oy, gevalt!”
Whatever it was you did, you never
did it again! A little guilt, well
placed, went a long way.

(ffandma and Grandpa lived
across the street. Aunts, uncles, and
cousins lived down the block. If
you didn’t like what Mom was
making for dinner, you could al-
ways manage to get an invitation
elsewhere.

I can recall one afternoon when
my cousin was playing at my house.
It was getting close to dinnertime,
and she asked if she could stay. My
mother, of course, told her she was
more than welcome, but we were
having veal cutlets for dinner and
my cousin didn’t like veal cutlets.

“P|l eat it,” she said. And she did.

My mom gave my aunt the recipe,
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Grandma and Grandpa in younger days

and veal cutlets were never a prob-
lem again.

We had more than one home,
but we weren’t split in half. On the
contrary, the whole neighborhood
was our home. And neighborhoods
were safe.

On Shabbos I would get dressed
and go shul hopping with my cous-
ins and friends and then to my
grandmother’s for the afternoon
meal. One particular Shabbos, a
neighbor joined us. After the meal,
my cousins and I went about the
business of being children and mak-
ing noise, as children do. When the

a4
neighbor questioned my grand-
mother as to why she allowed us to
make so much noise, my grand-
mother replied, “My grandchildren
don’t make noise. My grandchil-
dren make music.”

If my parents went out motza el
Shabbos, 1 got to sleep at my grand-
parents’ house. As a matter of fact, I
usually slept over anyway. My
grandmother would sneak me a
piece of candy before my grandfa-
ther said, “Gez shluffen. Es is shpeite
und du bist meed — Go to sleep. It’s
late and you are tired.” Yawning, I

would deny the accusation and
i
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sneak the candy into my mouth
while covering up the yawn.

Those were delicious days. I
would lay my head down on the pil-
low, enveloped in love and warmth.
As I started drifting off to sleep, the
stories would start swimming
around in my head.

As the years went by, my head
was filled with many more stories,
some of which happened to me and
some of which were told to me by
my grandmother. Are they true?
Whether or not they really hap-

Fror: the popular author of

In her newest book, Gifts of a Stranger, this African-American convert
to Judaism and beloved speaker brings us gifts, wondrous insights, and
stories, both humorous and poignant, as she inspires her fellow Jews
through her far-flung travels around the globe.

A TARGUM PRESS B0OOK Visit us at www.targum.com

pened is not what is important.
What is important is that they took
on alife of their own and in doing so
created their own reality.

And that reality exists today ev-
ery time I tell my children astory to
make a point. Do they listen? I re-
ally couldn’t say. They’re all grown
up now and living their own lives —
lives that are much richer, I think,
because of these stories.

The author is a social worker in
Lakewood, N.J., and a published author
and poet,

My Sister, the Jew!

AHUVAH
GRAY

tranger

A Convert's Round-the-World
Travels and Spiritual Journeys
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A Torah lullaby

My First Rea

I

Shabbos

Judy Gruenfeld

I will never forget my first real
Shabbos experience. I had been
learning every week with Mrs. Co-
hen for several months when she
blurted out, “I think it’s time you
came for Shabbos.”

“Oh,” I said, having eagerly an-
ticipated this moment and yet feel-
ing somewhat unsure at the same
time. “I'd love to come,” I said a bit
haltingly.

Two days later I was standing in
front of Mrs. Cohen’s house, flow-
ers in hand. After ringing the door-
bell, I heard several different voices
chatting back and forth before the
door opened. Six children standing
in a row, oldest down to the youn-
gest, who had obviously just
learned how to walk, greeted me.

“Please come in,” said Mrs. Co-
hen’s eldest daughter. “My mother
will be down in a minute.”

“Thank you,” I said asI entered a

new and exciting world for the first
time, not knowing what to expect.

“Can I get you a drink?” the girl
asked.

“No thank you,” I replied. “I'm
fine.”

Theyw my friend appeared.
“Good Shabbos, good Shabbos,” 1
heard as Mrs. Cohen came gliding
down the stairs.

“Good Shabbos,” I said in re-
turn, handing her the bouquet of
flowers I'd brought.

“They’re beautiful,” came the
appropriate response. “Thank
you.”

“You’re very welcome,” I duly
replied.

“Okay,” said Mrs. Cohen, “now
that the social amenities are out of
the way, what can I get you to eat?
How about a piece of potato kugel?”

“Now you sound like my grand-
mother,” I laughed.
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“I'm sure I do. By the time you
leave, you’ll understand why,”
came Mrs. Cohen’s knowing re-
sponse.

Unfortunately, I was not raised
with much Yiddishkeit. But I do
know a good potato kugel when I
taste one. I took one bite of the
proferred golden square and cried,
“Grandma!”

“Ahal” said Mrs. Cohen. “We’re
off to a good start. Keep your heart
and your mind open, as well as your
mouth, and by this time tomorrow
you won’t be the same. There will
be no turning back.”

“You’re on,” I replied. We both
laughed as we walked toward the
candles.

“I’'ve been lighting Shabbos can-
dles for several years now,” I told
her.

“I know you know the
berachah,” my hostess proclaimed
proudly.

“Indeed, Ido,” I proclaimed, just
as proudly.

Mrs. Cohen lit a match and then
handed me the box. I watched as she
lit each candle, two as commanded
in the Torah and then one more for
each child, totalling eight. She then
recited the berachah and added her

own supplications. I lit two candles

and said the same berachab, fol-
lowed by my own heartfelt prayer
to learn more Torah and do more
Mmitzvos.

When Mr. Cohen and his sons
returned home from shul, he made
Kiddush and then we all went to
wash. My first bite into the challah
elicited another “Grandma!” re-
sponse from me. I do not remember
Kiddush as a child, nor do I remem-
ber anyone washing and reciting a/
netilas yadayim, but I do remember
the challah, food that comforted
not only the stomach but the soul as
well.

Up yptil now, the only path-
way to my soul was through my
stomach. But I was about to be in-
fused with Torah that needed no
detour to reach its mark. The meal
was exquisite, but the food for the
soul was incomparable. It nour-
ished the part of me that had been
so lacking, so hungry, yearning to
be fulfilled. By the time we were
done with our meal, everyone was
charged up and exhausted at the
same time.

Mrs. Cohen and I cleaned up the
kitchen and went to bed. As I lay
there feeling safe and secure, many
new and interesting ideas began
swimming around in my head.
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Eventually I started to drift off to
sleep. But something was very dif-
ferent. I did not hear the television
blaring in the background. What I
heard, instead, was Mr. Cohen,
learning and chanting and singing
praises to Hashem.

I’'m sure my mother sang lulla-
bies to me as a child. Although it’s

My First Real Shabbos

~

been a long time since those peace-
ful days, listening to Mr. Cohen
made me feel like a child once again.
Hashem’s child.

A very wise lady, my friend Mrs.
Cohen. She told me that if I kept my
mind and heart open, I would never
be the same after my first Shabbos.
And she was right!

Perfection

e

She lights the candles, one by ohe
The little girl asks
Why is there blue inside the fire?
And she looks deep into the flames
Seeing the blue of the sky
And the blue of the waters
She looks down into the gray blue eyes of the little girl
And she thinks how all the chaos became order
All that is broken is fixed
Everything that she needs to do is finished
And now it is time for being
For holding the moment
And so they stand by the Sabbath lights
In awe-filled silence
Alittle girl and her mother
Staring at the flames
And knowing suddenly
That everything that is, was, and will be
Is as perfect as the blue and orange fire
Dancing before them

Sara Debbie Gutfreund

141




/\\I//[( -‘1'%1&/, NY/NJ $4.99 Out of NY/NJ $5.99 ISRAEL NIS18.00 UK £3.80 EUROPE €3.99

NP TORC
Ok UNS

IN FOCUS

5 Myths of Adoption ¥v/\/b/

From Korea to Jerusalem __\ SPECIAL "

An Adopted Girl’s Journey to Judaism  _ \, ORI e |

N , T~ T INSIDE!

xclusive Interview!
: . New H

With Kedem Founder David Herzog \/ ewmo;;iog;
rave

2 GREAT FICTION STORIES! % \

Freedom’s Vow

PictureDay s 470 X

(\TIST/) s %
Wy o 4
\(l 0

Ly
y o
S

AT
/ )
p «)
-~ )
‘




HORIZONS CONTENTS

features

6 This Year in Karaganda
Steve Lipman

13 Ask the Balebusta
Riva Pomerantz

22 The Business of Being Unemployed
M. Reubens

27 Bluff
Leah Subar

54 The Lost Word
Reuven Bodenheim

58 A Boy Named Walter
Shayna Gamedze

4] Stove Hands

)
Bena Yellin

81 From Kiddush to Kiddush Hushem
Martin Davidson

98 Love Gone Right
Judy Gruenfeld

fiction

68 Freedom’s Vow
Leah Gebber

89 Picture Day
Leah Mandel

in focus
The Ties That Bind

36 A Puzzle in the Making
Chana Bilek

SUBSCRIBE NOW TO HORIZONS! E-mail us at: horizons@targum.com or order




In tribute to a mother-in-law

Love Gone

JUDY GRUENFELD

e visited my mother-in-law
a few years ago, after she
suffered a stroke and had

to move into a nursing home. She had
just turned ninety-five. As we each took
turns wishing her a happy birthday, her
words of long ago echoed in my ears.

“G-d forbid,” she had always said.
“I should never have to be in a nursing
home.”

Now, still somewhat disoriented,
she asked, “Do you like my new apart-
ment?”

“It’s very nice,” I said.

“Yah, it’s okay,” she said, her Austri-
an accent still as thick as when I had first
met her, many years ago. “In this apart-
ment I get all my meals. Not just sup-
pet. The food is not as good as in the
other place and I have my main meal for
lunch. Supper is terrible. I think they’re
trying to starve me. Everyone else gets a
big plate of food and I only get a small
one. I keep losing weight.”

Mom went from semi-independent
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living to nursing care in the same com-

plex. The food is the same. The private- ‘

duty nurse we hired for her said she eats
everything.

“She complains,” the nurse said,
“But she always eats it.”

“Come closer,” Mom said to each of
us. “I want to see you better. You look
wonderful,” she said as she raised the
only arm she could move to give us each
a hug#Fer recent stroke and subsequent
mini-strokes left her right side virtual-
ly useless. She was unable to walk in-
dependently and required assistance to
go from bed to wheelchair, to get to the
bathroom or dining room. When she
did move, it was at a snail’s pace. She
also had an alarm on her wheelchair, as
the staff were afraid she would fall. If
she attempted to get up by herself, the
alarm would go off and someone would
come to her aid.

%
hen I first met my mother-in-
law, she was in her fifties, which
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is younger than I am now. [ was twenty.
She ran circles around me then. To see
her so debilitated was incomprehensible.

My in-laws were European and,
thank G-d, they made it to the Unit-
ed States before the gates surrounding
Europe were sealed.

Over the years we became closer and
grew to genuinely love each other, but
it wasn't always that way. As a bride of

| twenty-one, I got a somewhat less than

warm welcome into the family and our
relationship was strained for many years
as a result. I come from a warm, loving
family and did not know what I had
done to deserve such cool treatment,
nor did I know what
to do about it. ;
The relationship 4

remained strained

until one morning, when my husband
and I had been married for about twen-
ty-five years. My mother-in-law, who
was then a widow, was visiting for Shab-
bos, when she suddenly leaned across
the breakfast table and proclaimed, “I
love you. You have no idea how much
[ love you. I'm always talking to my
friends about you and telling them how
much I love you. I'm only sorry I nev-
er told you soonet. I dont know why I
didn’t. Maybe I was afraid if [ opened
myself up to you, you would have made
fun of my English. It was very foolish of
me. Please forgive me.”

I got up from my chair and went over
to her. We both started crying and hug-
ging, and melted into each other’s arms.
From then on we openly felt and showed
affectioni3r each other.

R

Yeeing Mom in a nurs-
\S ing home, often disori-
ented, belied the strength
and courage she had shown
in leaving her home and
starting life anew halfway
across the world. But time
marches on, as they say,
and Mom was no longer
the vital young woman

she once was.
~ Shortly_after our
visit, | received -a
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phone call from my sister-in-law, who
had received a phone call from the
nursing home. My mother-in-law had
attempted to get out of bed during the
night. She had fallen to the floor. Thank
G-d, she was fine. Nothing was bruised
or broken.

“T needed to use the bathroom,” she
told the night nurse as she was assisted
back into bed.

With Mom safe and sound in bed,
the nurse went back to her station.

When my sister-in-law went to vis-
it her later that day, my mother-in-law
said, “Come closer. I have to tell you a
secret.”

“What’s the matter, Mom? Are you
okay?”

“Yes, I'm fine,” Mom said. “Don’t
tell anyone, but I fell out of bed on pur-
pose last night!”

“What? Why would you do such a
thing?”

“Because,” Mom replied, “they come

faster if they think you fall out of bed.

You have to learn how to get what you
want around here.”

When repeating the incident to me,
my sister-in-law asked, “Is she funny, or
what?”

“Yeah, she’s funny,” I admitted. But
somehow I didn't feel like laughing.

A few weeks later, my mother-in-
law had another stroke, which left her
totally dependent, disoriented, and un-
able to communicate. She could not get
out of bl and had to be fed either by
someone else if she could swallow, or
intravenously if she couldn’.

Last year Mom returned her pure
soul to her Creator, dignity and kavod
fully restored.

The author lives in New Jersey with her husband
and thirty-nine-year-old autistic son. She has
had numerous articles, stories, and poems pub-
lished in several Jewish newspapers and maga-
gines and will shortly be publishing two sepa-
rate anthologies. She works as a social worker in
Lakewood, N.J., with peaple who have mental,
physical, or emotional challenges.

Success is a journey, not a destination.
— Ben Sweetland




