
Parshas

Bnos 5783 . תשפ”ג

Bnos Newsletter  |  Around the Wor ld

W
e are all Connected!



Story

Bnos Newsletter  |  Around the Wor ld



Bnos Newsletter  |  Around the Wor ld



Parsha Quiz See how much 
you know!

Bnos Newsletter  |  Around the Wor ld



Recipe

Bnos Newsletter  |  Around the Wor ld

Ingredients: Instructions:



Middah of the Week


	Parsha: Ki Tzeitzei
	Text12: 1. a Y T is a W captured in W, which the Torah sometimes lets a Jew M

2. a B S U is a S over 13 Y O who S’s from his P’s and B’s M and W

3. a F B S gets a D portion in his I when his F dies

4. if you F a L O belonging to a J, there is a M to R it

5. if you F B’s in your F, you must L them for the P

6. a M cannot W the C of a W, and a W cannot W the C of a M

7. it is a M to S away the mother B before taking her E’s or C

8. you must B a F on your R, so no one will F off

9. you cannot M 2 different P’s or A’s, or wear W and L mixed together

10. when L’ing M to another J, you cannot C him I

11. if a M D’s his W, he cannot M her again, once she M’s another man

12. when B D gives someone L’s, they cannot W him more than 39 times

13. it is a M to D the N of A
	Text14: Bein Adam L'Chaveiro
	Title of the Story: FORGERY
	Text16: As Yitzchok Levenstein sat at his desk looking over the daily mail, he felt happy. In fact, Yitzchok usually felt at ease with the world. His housewares business prospered continuously, and the wealth it brought him, invested as it was in real estate and savings, had more than doubled itself in the last years. Yitzchok Levenstein considered himself a happy man. He gave generously to charity and was gentle to his family. He paid his workers well, and gave them liberal holidays. He considered himself an object of admiration in his town. What he did not realize was that fear and resentment were mingled with the admiration. He was an exacting taskmaster who never hesitated to correct what he felt was poor performance. Often he was unaware that what he thought of as constructive criticism caused deep pain and resentment. But as Yitzchok Levenstein sat at his desk that March afternoon, he was conscious only of the good feeling that comes with prosperity. He reached for an envelope, slit it open, and quickly scanned the contents – a letter from his bank requesting him to redeem a promissory note for 900 rubles which he had issued. Routine enough. Yitzchok laid the letter aside, determined to attend to it that very day, and continued on through the pile of mail. When he had finished, Yitzchok put on his hat and coat, meanwhile quickly glancing around to make sure that everything was in order. Then, stuffing the bank letter into his coat pocket, he quickly left the office. The next two days passed much like the first. In fact, all of Yitzchok Levenstein’s days varied little. But on the fourth day, Yitzchok received another letter from his bank, requesting him to redeem a second promissory note – this time for the sum of 1,600 rubles. Yitzchok was startled. No one could accuse him of miserliness, but Yitzchok prided himself on keeping his finances in order; he did not have to consult his ledger to know that he had not issued a promissory note for 1,600 rubles to fall due only four days after one for 900 rubles. Nevertheless, Yitzchok opened his ledger for a quick look. Yes, it was just as he thought – he had not issued the note. But what was this? With a slight shock, Yitzchok noted the blank space next to the date March 8th. He had not issued the first note either! Well, it must be the bank’s mistake, Yitzchok decided, although it was certainly unlike them to be careless. Be that as it may, he would soon have it rectified. But when Yitzchok emerged from the bank less than an hour later, the worry line between his brows had deepened, and his shoulders sagged. Resolutely, he turned the corner and headed toward the police station. “Now, let’s go over this once more,” the burly chief of police said. “You say that someone is forging your signature on these promissory notes?” “Yes,” Yitzchok replied. “The bank manager showed me the notes. I saw at once that the signature was forged, but I doubt that anyone besides myself could have detected it. It was very cleverly done.” “Well,” the Lodz chief of police said. “You have nothing to worry about. We’ve had cases like this before, and we always found our man within the week. Go home and get a good night’s sleep. I promise to keep you informed.” But either the chief of police had spoken too glibly, or this forger was cleverer than most, for the weeks turned into months and still he was not found. In the meantime, the forged
promissory notes continued to appear with ever-increasing frequency until the sums that Levenstein was called upon to pay ran into the thousands. The police multiplied their efforts, but to no avail. It was without much hope, therefore, that Yitzchok stopped in at the police station one day
to ask if there was any news. “Yes, there is,” the chief of police replied unexpectedly. He immediately added, “No, we haven’t caught the fellow, but we have finally gotten a clue. A merchant from Warsaw informed us that a young man appeared in his warehouse last Sunday and identified himself as the chief housewares merchant from Lodz. He ordered a large quantity of merchandise and paid for it with some forged notes. He is obviously our man.” Levenstein digested this information in silence. “The police in Warsaw are making every effort to track him down, using the description given to us by the local merchant. They stand a good chance of success.”
	Text17: Yodel in a Bundt
	Instructions: 1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees Fahrenheit.

2. Mix flour, sugar, cocoa, baking soda, baking powder, vanilla sugar, and salt. Add eggs, orange juice, and oil, and mix until smooth. Add boiling water (once batter is well mixed, so eggs do not cook) and mix. Pour batter into a well-greased Bundt pan. Bake for 45 minutes. Let cool fully.

3. To make the filling, beat margarine and marshmallow fluff until light and fluffy. Add confectioners’ sugar and soy milk and mix until incorporated.

4. To make the glaze, combine confectioners’ sugar, cocoa, hot water, and oil. Whisk until smooth.

5. When the cake has fully cooled, flip onto a platter, then carefully cut the cake in half horizontally. Remove the top half of the cake and set aside. Use a spoon to scoop some holes out of the inside of the cake without making any holes through the bottom of the cake, and fill with marshmallow filling. Carefully place the top of the cake back on and drizzle with chocolate glaze.
	Ingredients: Cake:

1 and 3/4 cups Glicks Flour
1 and 1/2 cups sugar
3/4 cup Gefen Cocoa
1 and 1/2 teaspoons baking soda
1 and 1/2 teaspoons baking powder
2 teaspoons vanilla sugar
1 teaspoon salt
2 eggs
1 cup orange juice
1/2 cup oil
1 cup boiling water

Filling:

6 tablespoons margarine
1 cup marshmallow fluff
1/2 cup Gefen Confectioners’ Sugar
1 tablespoon soy milk

Chocolate Glaze:

1 cup Gefen Confectioners’ Sugar
3 tablespoons Gefen Cocoa
3 tablespoons hot water
3 tablespoons oil
	Text8: Yitzchok left the station, hopeful for the first time in weeks. But when another three weeks had passed and the forger still had not been found, Yitzchok decided, on the advice of a friend, to seek the assistance of Rav Eliyahu Chaim Meisels zt”l. “If anyone can track down the forger, he can,” the friend had said confidently. “He’s succeeded in scores of cases where the police failed.” But Yitzchok was skeptical. A detective rabbi! What a combination. Yitzchok knew and respected Rav Elya Chaim as a great Talmid Chochom, and he had witnessed his untiring efforts on behalf of the Jews of Lodz during his years as rov of that city. Those things befitted a rov. But tracking down criminals, Yitzchok personally felt, was best left to the police. Nevertheless, he conceded that anything was worth a try, and so one sunny May morning found him on the steps of Rav Elya Chaim’s house. After all, Rav Eliyahu Chaim Meisels was really the one to go to with any problem – for material assistance, for advice, or for encouragement. He was as brilliant as he was generous, as fierce of spirit as he was soft of heart. He was a man of action, a great man who
matched the city whose rov he was, from 5633 (1873) to 5672 (1912) – the developing and prosperous Polish industrial city of Lodz. For Jews from cities outside of Lodz, too, he became renowned as a last resort for problems that no one else could solve. Rav Elya Chaim listened intently as Yitzchok related his story. “You must understand,” he said finally, “that if the police could find no trace of the forger then I certainly would not know how to locate him.” Yitzchok’s face fell, but he fought to cover his disappointment. Pretending not to notice, Rav Elya Chaim continued to chat about other matters for a short while, and then suddenly he said, “However, if you go to 17 Petorska Street you might just find the forger there.”
Yitzchok was astonished. Rav Elya Chaim continued unperturbed. “Since you don’t know what he looks like, you had better ask the Warsaw merchant to accompany you, so that he can identify the man. Oh, and one more thing. If you do find him at this address, don’t speak to him. Just come back here and report to me.” Yitzchok left the house in a daze. An hour later he was on his way to Warsaw. Once in Warsaw, Yitzchok lost no time in finding his fellow merchant and explaining what had brought him to Warsaw. The merchant readily agreed to accompany him, and together they hurried back to Lodz. It was drizzling when the two men set out the next day for 17 Petorska Street. They soon found the narrow alleyway, hardly deserving of the title “Street,” among a maze of narrow paths and filthy alleys. As they prepared to enter number 17, a dingy two-story building in the middle of the block, they spotted through the half-open window on the ground floor, a young man aimlessly pacing about the room. “I know that man,” Yitzchok whispered excitedly. “He once worked for me as a clerk in my warehouse.” But his companion, staring intently through the window, appeared not to hear. “Reb Yitzchok,” he said finally in a hoarse voice, gripping the other man’s arm tightly. “That is the man who appeared in my warehouse in Warsaw and offered me the forged notes. We have found the forger.” The two men hurried away. An hour later, the former clerk appeared in Rav Elya Chaim’s study in response to a summons which had been brought by the Rov’s shammash. Rav Elya Chaim did not mince words. “The game is up,” he said. “Return the stolen money immediately, and I will see to it that the police do not find you.” The young man turned white. Wordlessly, he reached into his breast pocket and threw out a thick sheaf of bills which he laid on the table. Still without a word, he turned and left. Taking the bills in his hand, the Rov went into the next room, where Yitzchok was waiting for him. “Here is your money,” he said, extending it to the dumbfounded merchant. “There will be no more forged notes.” “I can never thank you enough,” Yitzchok said earnestly, as he pocketed the bills. “But there is one thing that troubles me. How did you know that this man who lives at 17 Petorska Street is the forger?”
“A few years ago, a young man stormed into my study, demanding justice. He was employed then as a clerk in a wholesale housewares establishment, and he complained that his employer had struck him and then fired him, without reason. I told him that if he would tell me his name and address, I might be able to find him another job. He complied, but left vowing revenge on the employer who had so ill-treated him. When you came to me, I thought of him immediately and I recalled that he had given his address then as 17 Petorska Street.” Yitzchok, who had turned pale and then red during the Rov’s recital, was silent. And no one, except Yitzchok and the Rov, ever knew why from that day on Yitzchok Levenstein treated his employees with respect and kindness.


