
By Rachel Stein 

Miracles happen every day. Sometimes they are as brilliantly clear as the noontime 
sun, and other times we have to peer behind the wispy clouds, parting the curtain to 
see them. Not long ago, I was privileged to see yet another bikur cholim miracle- over 
the years, I’ve been astounded by the incredible help Hashem has shown us. 
A local rehabilitation facility asked me to give a staff training session in Judaism 101 so 
they could better serve their Jewish clientele. I agreed, and the night before my class, I 
began looking through the house and gathering some artifacts to make the presentation 
lively. Rifling through my cabinets, I quickly collected a siddur, havdallah essentials, a 
shofar, and a menorah. “Now where are the electric candlesticks that people have to 
use in hospitals?” I muttered, searching the only two places I’ve ever kept them. That 
would be the perfect item for show’n tell! After a few fruitless minutes I gave up the hunt 
and shrugged, deciding to pen some notes and stop worrying about what I couldn’t find. 
Just as I sat down and began writing, my phone rang. 
“Call from…” my phone called out, and I jumped. It was Marla- someone I couldn’t ig-
nore. 
Brilliant, driven, boasting more letters behind her name than I could count, Marla had 
everything going for her. Employed as a professor in a reputable university, she was 
going places. Until she was struck down in her prime with MS. In the course of a few 
years, her body had degenerated to such an extent that she became an invalid. One 
friend connected me with her, and a different friend and I began to visit her regularly. 
After several years of visiting and forming a bond, Marla moved away to sunny Califor-
nia for family support. I hadn’t spoken to her in months, although I often wondered how 
she was doing.  
“Marla, how are you?” I asked cheerfully, grate-
ful to hear her voice. 
We spoke for a while, when I noticed a car pull 
up in front of my house. Leah stepped out and 
began walking down my driveway holding an 
unusually shaped package in her arms. I 
opened the door and gasped. 
“Marla, I have to go now,” I explained, my eyes 
riveted to my visitor. “It was wonderful speaking 
to you! You’re always in our prayers.” 
“Rachel, I am so sorry,” Leah began after I ush-
ered her inside. “We borrowed these candle-
sticks from you six months ago when my father-
in-law had surgery, and I kept remembering and 
then forgetting to bring them back. There’s really 
no excuse for such neglect; I only hope you’ll 
forgive me.” 
“Forgive you?” I laughed, my eyes dancing as I 
held out my hands for the candlesticks.  
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Welcome to our fall edition of the Atlanta Bikur Cholim newsletter.  

As Chanukah approaches, we ask you to be especially vigilant when lighting candles. Do not light 

them in the reach of small children, or in an area where a running child might knock into them. 

Keep pets that fly, run, or jump out of a room with burning candles. If you use olive oil, fill the cups 

most of the way with water and add a layer of the oil on top. That way the candles won’t be burning 

after you go to sleep – which is when most fires occur. And if you are a renter, purchase renters’ 

insurance. It is not that expensive, and well worth the investment. 

Will you help ignite the flames of Bikur Cholim? Your time, energy, and monetary donations are the 

fuel that can keep our lights burning and enable us to continue helping others. Please know that 

100% of your donations are used for Bikur Cholim needs as we do not have any overhead. 

Wishing you a safe, healthy year filled with the recognition of Hashem’s (G-d’s) goodness and 

love. 

Michele. 
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Welcome to Chesed In Action 

CH ES ED I N ACT I ON  

Lifeline Continued 

“There’s nothing to forgive. I haven’t needed them all this time. Just today, 
a few minutes ago, I began looking for them for a class I’m giving tomor-
row. And now, just in time- here they are. Thank you SO much!” 
“You’re just trying to be nice,” she told me. 
“No, I’m really not,” I insisted. “It’s an absolute miracle that you came now, 
just in time. Want to sit down?” 
Our conversation drifted to bikur cholim, and I shared Marla’s story with 
her, explaining that Marla now lived in a distant suburb of California without any connection to a Jewish community.  
“You don’t know anyone in those parts, do you?” I threw out, because, well, you just never know. 
“Why don’t you try Chabad?” she suggested. “I’m pretty sure they have a group over there.” 
Dialing Chabad Intown, Dena answered and promptly asked for Marla’s contact information. The next day, I got an email 
from a very sweet lady in California. 
“Dear Rachel, 
Just wanted to let you know I had a wonderful visit with Marla yesterday. What a brilliant woman! Time permitting, my kids 
and I will continue to keep tabs on her. 
Tizki l’mitzvos, 
Ariella 
I marveled at the magnificent tapestry that had been woven before my eyes. The stitches connected with amazing precision, 
starting with Marla’s perfectly timed phone call. That was sewn to the candlesticks which appeared in Leah’s hands just 
when I needed them.  Thread that piece together with Leah’s help in getting Marla a visitor, and- I couldn’t help but wipe a 
tear- Hashem’s handprint was unmistakable. Who else can create a picture of such majesty? 

Bikur Cholim is warming up 

with vibrant, new, and refreshing 

ideas. We are seeking to expand 

our programs, and are actively 

looking for more volunteers who 

can both lead and participate in 

these additional committees.  
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Renée Rosenfeld September 11, 2014 From OU website 

Most of us are repulsed by the sight of blood. We bandage our razor-thin papercuts. We purchase pre-salted, pre-packaged meats. When reading 

about the avodah, some of us are secretly relieved not to witness the messy scene of sprinkled blood and animal carcasses. 

Most of us associate blood with war, pain, death or vampire stories. In fact, it is the fluid that colors our bodies with life and our cheeks with a rosy 

glow. It is the liquid through which our Covenant with God is formed. 

At 16, I lived near a hospital and often passed a sign board asking for blood donors. I did not like hospitals, doctors, needles or blood, but I was curi-

ous at the process and convinced myself to try it once to see what it was about. I was shaky, but emboldened by the warm smiles of the hematolo-

gists, only to discover one had to be 17 to donate. The challenge of being turned away made me more determined than ever, but having months to 

dwell on it increased my nerves as well. 

I returned with a friend at 17, as I had lost some of my initial courage, and incidentally, they 

processed her first. They could not find her vein, and to our dismay, had to re-insert the nee-

dle several times. 

I watched my friend squirm in pain and was ready to bolt, but did not feel it would be fair to her-

I had gotten her into that situation and so I, too, went through with it. We were both bemoan- 

ing our self-inflicted fate and our cursed desire to save the world. But when we were done, we 

had made history. 

 

We were the youngest unsolicited donors the hospital had ever had walk in, and they made sure we knew it. They pampered and praised us and let us 

know each pint could save up to three lives. They encouraged us to return. We felt very good and wore our purple and yellow hematoma badges of 

bravery very proudly – nevertheless, we determined that once was more than enough and neither of us would ever return. 

But I kept seeing the blood donor sign again and again. I heard ambulance sirens screech with urgency. I saw ill people transported by wheelchair or 

gurney. I was conscious of accident, disease, death and how there-but-for-the-Grace-of-God I felt, as it could have been me sick, hurt or dying. I 

thought of boys who enter the army at that age or children battling diseases or what my parents had faced during the war and felt shame at 

my relatively puny act and my fear of a simple needle’s prick. The thought that galvanized me to return was that I had a choice and the people on the 

receiving end did not. I would much rather muster a little fearlessness in gratitude for my health than in the battle for it. I went back. 

And I kept going back. I always turned my eyes aside, but I kept going back. I started eating a more nutritious diet so that I wouldn’t be turned down for 

low hemoglobin. I formed friendships with the nurses and hematologists. I collected lots of umbrellas, t-shirts, and mugs for my donations. I felt reas-

sured at my free check-ups. And when I felt remorse for some sin, I prayed to God to let my donations balance the scales for me – to always keep me 

on the giving end—not the other. 

I started seeing people differently too. The big muscular sanitation guy who fainted when donating for his wife. Or the line of pale, skinny chassidim 

who eagerly lined up for a friend. And as I walked the halls of the hospital, I’d wonder “who received my blood?” Blood donations are for the most part 

anonymous. I remember being jostled one afternoon by a rude woman in a deli, and randomly thought how it was possible that I had donated blood for 

this very woman. I wondered: would we feel more generous and tender towards each other if we knew for sure to whom our blood went? 

The same is true with the money we donate. We don’t usually get to know who directly benefits from it. This forced me to consider how much simpler it 

was to be big-hearted anonymously than face-to-face. I started seeing myself differently too. As much as I felt I wanted to help “people,”, they were 
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We were the youngest 

unsolicited donors the hospital 

had ever had walk in, and they 

made sure we knew it.  

THE SIMPLEST WAY TO SAVE LIVES (& CHANGE ONESELF) 

http://www.ou.org/life/author/renee-rosenfeld/


Continued THE SIMPLEST WAY TO SAVE LIVES (& CHANGE ONESELF) 

Contact Information: 
Atlanta Bikur Cholim 

1736 Reindeer Dr 
Atlanta, GA 30329 
atlantabikurcholim@gmail.com 
Rachel Stein, Co- President 
General help and information 
Donation cards 
404 320 6433 
Michele Asa, Co-President 
General help and information 
404 325 7891 
Chavie Spotts, Transportation, General help 
and information 
404 329 9359 
Mindy Caplan, Meals coordinator, Events 
coordinator, Hospital emergency boxes 
404 806 8074 
Nechama Birnbaum, Events coordinator 
404 991 8142 
Caryn Ashapa, Mommy and Me  
nursing home visits 
404 633 1474 
Amanda Bunder, Dunwoody liaison 
770 936 8179 

Rabbi Ilan Feldman 

Halachic (Torah Law) Authority 

Kim Berendt, Newsletter Design 

anonymous. Did I really want to help the pushy, rude people in the deli or 
people I disliked? Or only people I didn’t know? Was I really donating to 
help others or to boost my own ego? To feel good and important? Was I 
addicted to this? Did I truly save any lives? Donating forced me to confront 

myself, my motives, and align my heart with my actions. 

After many years, I reached a five-gallon milestone,  
and I decided to sponsor a blood drive at that time. The rabbi in charge  
motioned to a nearby watercooler and casually pointed out that it was a  
five-gallon bottle. I stared at the size of that blue bottle, struck with the  
magnitude of what I had done. 
 
Whether I had done it out of cowardice, bravery, goodwill, or ego didn’t 
seem to matter at that moment. I had accomplished something  
worthwhile, one pint at a time. And so can anyone else. It’s the simplest 
way to save lives. 
 
For more information on donating blood, go to redcrossblood.org. You can 

also contact your local hospital’s blood bank. 

Reprinted with permission from author. She welcomes comments at 

rose- write@gmail.com 

Laugh through Life 

A woman brought a very limp parrot into a veterinary clinic. As she laid 
her pet on the table, the vet pulled out his stethoscope and listened to the 
bird's chest. After a moment or two, the vet shook his head sadly and 
said, "I'm so sorry, Polly has passed away."  
The distressed owner wailed, "Are you sure? I mean you haven't done 
any testing on her or anything. She might only be in a coma or some-
thing."  
The vet shrugged, turned and left the room, returning in a few moments 
with a beautiful black Labrador. As the bird's owner looked on in amaze-
ment, the dog stood on his hind legs, put his front paws on the examina-
tion table and sniffed the parrot from top to bottom. He then looked at the 
vet with sad eyes and shook his head "no."  
The vet escorted the dog from the room and returned a few moments later 
with a cat. The cat jumped up and delicately sniffed the bird. The cat then 
sat back, also shook its head "no," meowed and walked out of the room.  
The vet looked at the woman and said, "I'm sorry, but, as I said, your 
parrot is most definitely 100% certifiably dead." He then turned to his 
computer terminal, hit a few keys and produced a bill which he handed to 
the woman.  
The parrot's owner, still in shock, took the bill. "A HUNDRED AND FIFTY 
DOLLARS!" she cried. "A hundred and fifty dollars just to tell me my bird 
is dead?"  
The vet shrugged. "If you'd taken my word for it, the bill would only have 
been $20, but ... with the Lab Report and the Cat Scan ... it's $150.00." 
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