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’ cousin Fanhhy — who is  stand! When will WE be

1 Really miss your Im  hext door) is probably  able to do thatt >tory - - g'_;_
baving such a terrible  beC they snore t00  dide fyom all the Fami- o &
time here in Camp. Al-  loudly. I Mmean their Yomam Dorowa ro.

ready from the Ffirst
day the problems be-
gan. It all started on
that horrifying day
while T was peaceful-
ly resting in my brand
new box...whenh all
Of a sudden some-
one roughly grabs me
and rips apart my
box! (ahd btw ever
since then T was left
unclothed, and they
didn’t have the de-
cency to0 find me
another box or at
least any sort of cov-
er!) Either way, they
always turn me on my
highest, and ‘till this
moment I'm still on! ]
already have such a
major cold that I Canh
barely keep my motor
running...I really don’t
get how these people
do it - It feels like a
freezer in here! And its
really not fairt T kKhow
that Spinner is my big
brother and all, but
why does he get to be
turhed Off sometitmes
while I have to stay
spinhing  nhonh-stopl??
And he also always
shows Off about how
big he is...but between
me anhd you the real
reasonh why they turh
him off (and also
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motor is so loud that 1
Cah hever sleep. Be-
sides for that, they
really think that they

N
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are cooler thah me and
all the little cousins —
bec they are made of
metal and we are only
made of plastiC. So the
next time he Calls you,
you better give him
over the head, bec 1
Cant even tell the head
counselors here beC
they’re so busy dealing
with all the BMD trou-
blemakers! And its also
not fair that we have
t0 always sit on the
floor and uncle Blower
and his big friends get
t0 hang from the ceil-
ing! That must be
§O0000 Mmuch funt
Even Spinher and Fanny
are high up on this big

ly politics, these people
here in camp are quite
mean! Evenh when they
leave on their trips
they still leave us here

in the dark spinnhing

away, and its really

‘% scary here whenh its

dark - (this may
sound babyish, but I
always think that big
Monsters will come
and hurt me). And
they NEVER EVER
take us oh their fun
trips! ] think im gon-
na use Websters fa-
mous moto: “im hot
comin’ back here
next year”. But unlike
him, T REALLY wont
come bacCk!

The worst though is
stick all these things
inside of me t0 watcCh
them shoot out the
front, like tissues, and
even HANGERS!!
These guys are nuts!!
Dont they realize its
dangerous??? And that
can really break me! Im
Still trying to figure out
if they want me to
make them colder, or
just so that they can
have fun onh my ex-
pense...] think it’s the
second reason.

(CONTINUED ON PG. #3)
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As the sun was about to set, my train broke

down in

the middle of the Bronx and | had to

walk. Helding in the general direction of Pel-

ham Par|
address

told me,

way, | kept asking people where the
vas. | remember one helpful soul who

Son, you've got a long way to go!"

Earlier that afternoon, a group of students in

Brooklyn)

the Panver matzah.

the Lub

hand-baH

had finished baking the last of

It was 1958, and
itcher Rebbehad a custom of giving

ed matzah to people as a spiritual gift

before Hassover. He would stand for hours,

greeting

people and handing them matzah.

The Zohgr says matzah is the "bread of faith,"”

and simp
The Reb
ple who
car or sy
Jewish h
to 167th

which w4

y eating it nourishes the soul.

be would give matzah first to the peo-
had to travel far, because riding in a
bway is not permitted on Shabbat and
blidays. | was 16 and had to get home
and Jerome Avenue in the Bronx,

s pretty far away. When | approached

the Rebbe, he handed me matzah and asked if |

could del
Ideally, |
way stati

the matj

iver some to a certain family.
lwould have taken a taxi from the sub-
pn, asked the driver to wait, delivered

tah, and gotten home in time for

our SedI. But life is seldom ideal. Eventually, |

found th
housing

came an

ly.

address, which turned out to be a
broject. | knocked on the door and out

an with no shirt, tattoos and a potbel-

"What ith?" he snapped. In the Bronx, it's prop-

er etiqu
"Excuse
"Yeah," |

sitting o

tte to snap when greeting someone.
me, are you Mr. So-and-so?" | asked.
e said. | noticed the loaf of rye bread

the table, definitely not a traditional

Story: Seeing the Blind

Seder food. | said, "The Rebbe sent me."
"The Rebbe? Oh, please come in,"” he said.
The tiny kitchen contained only a small table,
some chairs and a hot plate. | didn't under-
stand what | was doing there, delivering mat-
zah to a family that wasn't celebrating Passo-
ver. Then | thought, perhaps that's exactly
why | was there.

| asked the man if he would like to have a
Seder. He agreed and called for his wife to
come in. She entered, visibly pregnant, with
two beautiful little girls, maybe five or six
years old, trailing behind. Both girls were
blind.

We cleared off the table. | put a hat on the
man's head and said, "Okay, we're having a
Seder!" | tried to remember the blessings in
the proper order, but it was difficult without
a Haggadah. We ate the matzah and used
water and paper cups to recall the four cups
of wine. | tried to think what the Rebbe would
do if he was here. | looked at the little girls
and at their mother, about to have another
child, and began to tell them some things |
had learned from the Rebbe.

| told them that we have to have faith. On this
night, G-d liberated our ancestors from slav-
ery, and He liberates us, too. The husband
and wife seemed to hang on every word, like
they were getting nourishment just by listen-
ing. | told them that on Passover, we journey
through our personal Egypt to freedom, and
that G-d doesn't put on our shoulders more
than we can carry. Once you know that, and
believe it, you're already liberated. We sang

songs with the children and time flew.

At 1:00 a.m., the woman put the girls to
bed and it was time for me to leave, but |
had to ask the man how he knew the Reb-
be. It turned out he was a tanner and was
acquainted with a rabbi who worked at
another section of the meat plant. Several
months ago, his wife had become preg-
nant. Since they had a disease that
caused their children to be born blind,
their doctor recommended an abortion.
The man was very depressed and didn't
know what to do. So he asked this rabbi,
who suggested that he write a letter to
the Lubavitcher Rebbe. The Rebbe wrote
back, saying that they should have faith in
G-d and have the child.

As | was about to leave, the man said,
"You know, my wife and | weren't sure
about this. How are we supposed to have
faith? How are we supposed to forget
what is and have hope? We didn't think it
was possible. But tonight, hearing about
faith and how G-d gives us the strength to
overcome our personal Egypt, well, now
we understand."

Their son was born fully sighted. Over
time, | lost track of this family, but years
later | learned that the daughters had
married and that each had several chil-

dren, all sighted.
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Can you figure it ovt: . \
is this picture redlly spinnin —

(Continued from Pg. #1)
't“‘- Im begging you, please come and take

me home on Visiting day! If you really

Cant, thanh at [east buy me and exten-

sion cord so that these people here

wont have to shlep and break my wire

every time they wahna move me...

With Love,

Ur most FAN'tastiC sonh

Spihner Junior




We would like to take the op-
portunity in the name of the
Chaltzfundem board to wish a
hearty Mazal Tov to our dear
Mashpia Rabbi Gourarie on the
reopening of Yeshivas Menachem
Mendel Lubavitch Detroit!

May it be that in this cycle
the Bochurim will make sure to
get up on time and ‘shtaig’ in
theur learning Nigleh & Chassi-
dus. And that the Mashpia will
be able to Farbreng with will-
ing and happy Bochurim who are
ready to absorb every word with
much desire.

And then we will be able to
say: Chaltsfundem!

Question of the week:

How old dre
Yoakov Dovid &
Shloime™??

We would like to
BIG Mazal Tov to Harav
Berel Shemtov on his B-
day—Shmonim Shana—May he
have arichus yomim
v’shonim toivois un lainge
gezunte yuren!

wish a
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Wednesday Morning, 25 Tammuz 5773

I’m sitting here in the shul and nobody, not even the h/c are up yet (well
they probably are, just they are hanging out in their room) al kol ponim...
1 slept for like 10 hours, that’s just about the average three nights of sleep
in camp, the reason for this being because I was totally ingantzen far’ ge-
jabeld which would mean drained out, but now as I hold back another
yawn [ would like to transcribe this song I woke up singing this morning,
I believe it might be able to properly express the miraculous story from
yesterday, and perhaps explain the reason I’'m so tired:
Towards a chipawa’in mountain top, everyone did race,
tom told us not to flip, we laughed in his face.
Rowing with all my might, quickly passing all,
my boat headed towards a tree, out of my control.

Suddenly a splashing sound, was heard around town,
we ducked from a scary branch, and flipped upside down.
My shoes socks and cushioned seat, went floating away,
only the boat survived, oh was that a day....

Oy I’m remembering.... After arriving with nothing left but a shoe we
found of one of the campers, hanging by its shoelaces around my neck, I
tiptoed towards the campsite yelping from pain each time (basically all
the time) I stepped on stones, and al kol ponim...

(Adapted from Avremy Browd’s Reshimos Ha’yoman- freely
translated from the original Russian)
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