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A few months ago, I was trying to find my 12-year-old niece a ride to Cleveland from the 

east coast to come for a visit. I reached out to several acquaintances who I knew had family 

in the area but was not successful in finding her a ride. Then someone suggested I join a 

WhatsApp group dedicated to ride sharing and transportation in the community. 

 

What a concept! Chesed (acts of kindness) and WhatsApp, two things we often find 

ourselves busy with -- put them together and you get a “chesed WhatsApp group” for 

helping others with transportation. Just another thing that brings the Jewish community 

together! 

 

As soon as I joined the group, I was blown away by the acts of kindness I saw going on! 

Texts stating, “Driving to the airport tomorrow at 4am and have room for passengers,” or, 

“Anyone driving to Chicago and can take an envelope” (Can’t you mail an envelope...? Who 

am I to ask, this is awesome!). 

 

So, I went ahead and asked if anyone was coming from the east coast and had room in their 

car for my niece. Minutes later I received a text from someone in the group (whom my wife 

knew, for those of you freaking out about the fact that my young niece would embark on a 

road trip with a complete stranger) offering to give my niece a ride.  I was grateful for the 

offer and my niece had a lovely time traveling with this kind family. 

 

Fast forward a couple months and I had a business trip scheduled in Tulsa, Oklahoma, a 

place I’d never thought I’d ever visit. The only way to describe Tulsa is to just picture a 

quiet, laid back American city in the middle of nowhere where there is no shortage of little 

shops selling cowboy boots. 

 

The night before my departure, I was having dinner with my family, and we were discussing 

all the numerous chesed groups that exist on WhatsApp. The ride-sharing group came up, 

and I joked that maybe I should see if anyone needed anything sent to Tulsa tomorrow. My 

mother-in-law, who was with me at the time responded, “Tulsa, Oklahoma? You’re really 

going there?  I have a friend who has a son who lives there!” 

 

I was caught by surprise. Aside for being in the middle of nowhere, Tulsa is not known for 

its kosher delis, if you know what I mean. My mother-in-law gave me her friend's number 

and when I started dialing, the name of the person who gave my niece a ride showed up on 



the screen! Wow! 

 

I got in touch and asked if I could repay the favor as I was planning a trip to Tulsa and 

would be happy to deliver something to their son. We started talking, and they began to 

share some of the story of how their son ended up in Tulsa. Without getting into all the 

details, he was raised in a religious home and ultimately chose a different path from that of 

his family. It sounded like he needed to get off the "Jewish grid," and what better place than 

Oklahoma?   

 

After telling me their story, they gave me a shopping bag with some treats, gifts, and a 

Menorah and said, “Who knows if he’ll light this, but at least he’ll have one in his home for 

Chanukah.” 

 

I was happy to return the favor for this family, but even more excited to be a "shaliach 

mitzvah." A shaliach mitzvah is an emissary dispatched to do a mitzvah. Our sages tell us, 

"An emissary to do a mitzvah is never harmed." For this reason, it is customary to give a 

traveler money, and specify that this money is meant to be used for charity at your 

destination. This is an omen for safe travel. 

 

Anyway, I received a call before my flight that this person’s son had googled my name and 

found out that I am a rabbi at JFX. It sounded like he was concerned that his religious 

parents were sending a rabbi to check up on him! This was obviously not the case, but I said 

I’d gladly leave it outside his doorstep if that’s what he’d prefer, and that is what I did. 

 

Thankfully it was a successful trip, and it was special to me because I was able to do this 

mitzvah. On my flight back, I couldn’t help but think there are probably not that many 

Menorahs being lit out in Oklahoma. As I thought more, it gave me a more profound 

meaning and appreciation for the Menorah and its light. 

 

This Sunday night will be the first night of Chanukah. On Chanukah we celebrate our victory 

over the ancient Greeks and the miracle of the oil. It is a joyous holiday filled with presents, 

festive parties, games of dreidel, and (my favorite) jelly doughnuts! 

 

But let’s not forget those who are going through significant challenges in life, those who 

may be alone and feeling forgotten. Unfortunately, some people are removed from the 

enjoyment, the feelings are numb, and there is little excitement to this holiday. Let us take a 

moment to show people that we care. Let us do what we can to alleviate their pain, turn 

their sadness into joy and most importantly turn their darkness into light. Because 

sometimes just a little bit of light can put out a lot of darkness. And who knows, maybe in a 



small apartment in Tulsa, Oklahoma, a Menorah will be lit and its bright light will illuminate 

the world. 

 


