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Parsha Quiz See how much 
you know!
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We want to hear from you!! 
Questions, comments, or suggestions? 

Email us at bnos@agudah.org.

Middah of the Week


	Bnos Newsletter 5784 parsha
	Bnos Newsletter 5784 sukkos

	Text2: Shemos
	Text4: A FAMILY COMES BACK HOME
	Text5: Here, Yossi,” Mrs. Baum said, putting the still warm cookies on a paper plate. “The cookies are
done. Please take them to the new family next door with this little note.”
Yossi took the cookies and read the note: “Hello,” it said. “Welcome to our block. We are happy
to have you here. If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask. Sincerely, The Baums.”
Yossi went to the next house. A boy about his age opened the door, and the two boys talked
for a while. The new neighbor’s name was Dave, Dave Rothman, and he seemed nice.
Dave was an only child. It was sort of lonely in his house, and he found it interesting to live near
the Baums. The Baums always seemed busy, doing things -- a large, happy family. They were friendly,
also. They would always greet Dave and his parents whenever they met.
There was one day of the week when Dave found the Baum house especially nice. Friday. Why
Friday? Well, first of all, on Friday, the house smelled of fresh challah baking, chicken roasting, all
kinds of good smells. The children seemed very busy, going to the grocery, sweeping the porch, cleaning
the yard. From inside he could hear a vacuum cleaner, a mixer, and music playing.
And then, at night ... that was the best part. Towards evening, Mr. Baum would go to shul with
his boys, while Mrs. Baum stood at the door with the girls, waving and saying, “Good Shabbos.”
On Friday night, Dave would sometimes peek through the window and watch the Baums as he
listened to their zemiros.
Once, on a hot day, Mrs. Rothman was locked out of her house. Mrs. Baum noticed her sitting
outside with her packages, face flushed from the heat, looking upset as she waited for Mr. Rothman
or Dave to come home and let her in.
“Oh, my! Don’t sit outside in the hot sun,” Mrs. Baum told her. “Please come in. My dining room
is air conditioned, so you’ll keep cool while you wait. And, if you wish, you can always keep an extra key
with us, in case someone is locked out.”
And then, late one Friday afternoon, Dave was home alone, as he often was, and he cut his finger
badly. There was a lot of bleeding. He was scared and didn’t know what to do. He ran next door to the
Baums and asked for a bandage. Mr. Baum was so nice. He sat Dave down on the old sofa and fixed his finger as 
if he were a doctor. One of the girls brought him a glass of juice and some cookies and he sat there, quietly,
drinking and watching as Mrs. Baum stood by the long table in the dining room, lighting the Shabbos
candles, with her children nearby.
	Text6: Dave stared at her and looked around the room. His young heart ached with longing. “I want
this too ...” he thought. “It’s so beautiful. I want this ... Shabbos, also.” On the wall, he noticed a
picture of an old man, with a kindly face, and a white beard. It reminded him of a picture in his
mother’s old album – of her Zaidie.
That night after the meal, Dave and Yossi sat together on the lawn and talked. “I love how you
all sing on Shabbos, Dave said. “I lay on my bed and I listen Friday nights. It’s the most wonderful
music in the world. I love to peek out my window at the candles. I ...”
“You don’t have to peek, Dave,” Yossi said. “Ask your parents if you can come for a Shabbos
meal. Tell them to come, too. My mother will be so happy!”
Dave was quiet. “I wish I could, Yossi,” he said sadly.
“But ... why can’t you?” Yossi whispered. “What’s wrong?”
“I ... don’t like to talk about it,” Dave said. “But you I’ll tell. My father doesn’t like these
things.”
Yossi was shocked. He couldn’t imagine that somebody wouldn’t like Shabbos. “Why not?”
“I used to go to Hebrew school,” Dave said. “One day, my father saw me praying and he got very
angry. He grabbed the Siddur and put it on top of the china closet and told me never to dare use it
again!”
Yossi turned white. He didn’t know what to say. After a while, a little shyly, he touched Dave’s
arm. “I want to help you, Dave. Please tell me how I can help.”
Dave shook his head and brushed away the tears. “Nah,” he said. “You can’t do anything, Yossi.
But thanks.”
When Yossi went to bed that night he lay awake thinking about Dave – how he had looked with
such longing at the Shabbos candles, and at the picture on the wall.
“Who knows?” he thought. “Maybe he also once had a Zaidie like ours. If his Zaidie could talk
to me he would surely say, “Yossi, help my Dovid’l!” Tears rolled down his cheeks and onto the pillow.
He prayed: “Hashem, please help me. Dovid is like my brother. He is also your child. Please help me to
help my brother.”
Weeks passed. It was winter. One night there was a big snowstorm. In the morning, when
Yossi went to yeshiva, Dave was outside, busily shoveling the snow.
“It’s hard for you to do it alone, Dave!” Yossi said. “When I come home, I’ll help you.”
That night, not only Yossi came to help, but the other boys on the block as well. They talked and laughed while they worked and soon 
the job was done.
“Thanks a lot, everybody,” Dave said when they were finished. “My father is sick in bed with
a bad flu. I don’t know how I would ever have done it myself, without you.”
On the way home, the boys were talking.
“I had the flu once,” Yitzi said. “I could barely move. Everything hurt me.”
“Yeh.” Yankel was thinking. “You know? We ought to try and cheer up Mr. Rothman. It’s hard
to be stuck in the house.”
The next day, Friday, four boys stood on the Rothmans’ porch. Sruli carried two freshly baked,
home-made challas, Yitzi a thermos with some delicious hot chicken soup, and Yankel had some good
books to read. Yossi had some Jewish music tapes and a beautiful “get well” card that he and his
sisters had worked on until late Thursday night.
Excited, they rang the bell. Mrs. Rothman opened the door. “Hello!” she said.
	Text7: “Hi!” the boys answered. “How is Mr. Rothman today?”
“Oh, better, boys. Thanks for asking. He’s sleeping now. It’s good you didn’t knock hard.”
“We’d just like to leave a few things for him,” Yossi said.
A few days later, Dave told his friends, “My father wants to see you.”
They entered the house and saw Mr. Rothman sitting in a recliner, a bit pale, but happy to see
them. “Boys, because of you ... I changed my mind. Once, years ago, a religious Jew was not nice to me.
He really hurt me. And I, like a fool, decided that you must all be like that, not so nice. Since I came
to this block, I have come to see that I was wrong.”
He smiled. “Who sent those challas?” he asked.
After a moment, Sruli answered, quietly, a bit shyly. “My mother made them.”
“Delicious,” Mr. Rothman said. “I used to help my bubby bake challas. Thanks, boys, for
everything. You don’t know how much good you did.”
The next Friday night, Mr. Baum and his boys had company when they went to shul. Dave and
his father, all dressed up for Shabbos, joined them, the boys walking happily together, hand in hand.
The families ate together, too. Everybody helped with the serving, so that Mommy could sit at the
table and relax.
The Baum children spoke about the parsha they had learned in school, and Mr. Baum told them a beautiful story, while they all sat there listening, with big eyes and open mouths.
The Rothmans loved the gefilte fish and the golden chicken soup that reminded them of years
ago. But, best of all, they enjoyed the singing that goes into your bones and warms the heart. Mr. and
Mrs. Rothman loved the idea that everyone in the family sits at the same table and enjoys one another’s
company.
Mr. Rothman looked at his wife and at his Dave. He looked up at the picture of Zaidie Baum
hanging on the wall.
“You know?” he said. “I feel so grateful ... You people have helped me to come back home. Thank
you for everything.”
	Text9: No-Bake Cheerio Bars
	Text10: Ingredients:

4 cups Cheerios (for a sweeter bar use Honey Nut Cheerios)

1/2 cup Gefen Honey

3/4 cup Gefen Peanut or almond butter

1/2 teaspoon Gefen Vanilla Extract

melted chocolate, for drizzling
	Text11: Directions: 

1. Pour cereal into a large bowl and set aside.

2. In a small bowl, mix together honey, butter, and vanilla extract. Pour mixture over the cereal and mix very well. (You may want to mix using oiled hands.)

3. Line an eight-inch square pan with Gefen Parchment Paper. Pour mixture into the pan and place in the fridge to harden for a minimum of two hours.

4. When the bars are almost set, melt chocolate in the microwave or in a double boiler. Once the bars have set, remove them from the fridge, cut into squares, and drizzle with melted chocolate.

5. Bars are best stored in the refrigerator so they maintain their shape.
	Text12: Mitzvah Goreres Mitzvah
	Text1: 1. How many Jews came to Mitzrayim?
2. Who was born as they entered Mitzrayim?
3. How many Jews left Mitzrayim?
4. What was the name of the king of Mitzrayim?
5. What storage cities did the Jews build?
6. Who were the two Jewish midwives?
7. What was Shifra’s real name? Why was she called Shifra?
8. What was Puah’s real name? Why was she called Puah?
9. What was Puah’s relationship to Shifra?
10. What was the name of the famous river in Mitzrayim?
11. What were the midwives to do with the Jewish boys?
12. Who was the daughter of Levi? Who did she marry?
13. For how long was Moshe hidden?
14. Who stood at a distance from the Nile River to see what would happen?
15. Who were Yocheved’s children?
16. Who came to the River Nile?
17. Who became Moshe’s nurse?
18. Who named him Moshe? Why was he named Moshe?
19. Where was Moshe brought up?
20. What did Moshe do to the Egyptian who hit a fellow Jew?
21. Which two Jews did Moshe find fighting?
22. Who wanted to kill Moshe? To which country did Moshe run away?
23. Whom did Moshe marry?
	Text3: אַחֵֽינוּ כָּל בֵּית יִשְׂרָאֵל הַנתוּנִים בַּצָּרָה וּבַשִּׁבְיָה הָעוֹמְדִים בֵּין בַּיָּם וּבֵין בַּיַּבָּשָׁה הַמָּקוֹם יְרַחֵם עֲלֵיהֶם וְיוֹצִיאֵם מִצָּרָה לִרְוָחָה וּמֵאֲפֵלָה לְאוֹרָה וּמִשִּׁעְבּוּד לִגְאֻלָּה הַשְׁתָּא בַּעֲגָלָא וּבִזְמַן קָרִיב וְנֹאמַר אָמֵן:


