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Musings 

   by Rabbi Dani Staum 

"Abba, the power is out in half of the rooms upstairs!" 

While trying to prepare derashos for Rosh Hashanah, that's 
not what I wanted to hear. But I headed upstairs to try to figure 
out the electric issue. I happen to be as adept with electric as I 
am with aerodynamics, but I do know that if the power isn't 
working you check the fuse box in the basement. When flipping 
every switch in the house a few times yielded no results, I called 
my neighbor, Meir. 

Meir is one of those people who genuinely enjoys helping 
others. I told Meir that I didn't want him to come over; I only 
wanted to ask him his advice about the situation. 

Perhaps it was his love of 
chesed, perhaps it was his 
concern that I was going to 
electrocute myself, but he 
told me he would stop by on 
his way home. So at 10:30 pm 
(on his way home!!) he ar-
rived and began surveying the 
situation. Within a few 
minutes he realized that one 
of the lights plugged in up-
stairs had a frayed wire. As a 
protection, the circuit kept 
shorting and wouldn't stay on. 
He unplugged the faulty wire, 
went back down to the base-
ment, and again flipped the 
switch. This time the power 
instantly came back on. 

This past week, as I was 
putting the schach on my suc-
cah, I placed my hand on top 
of the gutter on the roof next 
to the schach and realized that the gutters were full of water. 
The rainwater obviously wasn't draining. I've often thought 
about how great it would be to have a private mikvah, but not in 
the gutters on my roof.  

Determined not to bother Meir, I checked the bottom of the 
drainage pipe and saw that it was clear. There must be some-
thing blocking on the roof. I stood on a chair and reached up to 
see where the hole was, so I could try to stick a pole down to 
(Continued on p. 2)  

The Art of Conversation 

   by Mrs. Donna Schaer, General Studies Principal 

We parents are so busy!  We work long hours and take 

care of our families with all that being a parent and spouse 

entails.  Sometimes, we are so tired and stressed by the time 

our children come home that we shush them as we get 

dinner ready, push them to complete homework and get 

them ready for bed—all so we can grab a few minutes for 

ourselves.  BUT… 

It is so important to make time to talk with each of our 

children whether as a family or individually.  Not giving orders 

or advice—simply talking and listening to all they have to say.  

Riding in the car, during 

meal preparation, before 

tucking them in for the 

night are all times to ask 

our children open ended 

questions, such as, “Why 

do you suppose some 

people like spicy, hot 

foods and others don’t?” 

or “What do you think 

might happen if all the 

insects disappeared 

overnight?”  or “What 

superpower would you 

rather have: being 

invisible or being able to 

fly by just thinking ‘up’?”  

A conversation started 

with questions like these 

lead to thinking and sharing, particularly if after your child 

answers, you offer your own thoughts and wonderings. 

These thoughts are on my mind since yesterday, when I 

spent time with our students during recess and started a 

conversation with the question, “What is your favorite 

season?”  Inviting more girls to answer as they filtered 

through the hallway meant a group of students paused, 

considered their answers, explained why a particular season 
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clear the way. As soon as my hand touched the top of the pipe, I found that something was situated atop the drainage pipe - a 
moldy tennis ball. As soon as I lifted it, all of the water in the drain rushed down the pipe and was empty within seconds.  

When I walked back into my house to tell Chani what happened, she immediately said (what she often says when things 
like this happen in our home), "I smell a musings coming. Something about how our hearts are blocked up!" That was not what 
I wanted to hear while I was dripping wet and holding a moldy ball. However, I am starting to think she has the gift of 
prophecy. 

On Rosh Hashanah, we spend the holiday trying to ensure that our connection with the Source of Life is vibrant and strong. 

We reaccept upon ourselves the yoke of His Majesty, and recommit ourselves to living up to the lofty expectations He has 
set for us in His Torah. 

If the wire is frayed, the connection is faulty and that spiritual power will not ignite within our souls. 

Then on Yom Kippur as we try to achieve atonement.  We seek to clear away the debris of our past misdeeds, to ensure 
that there are no spiritual blockages that hinder our future growth. 

Great analogies for the avodah of these two elite holidays. But what about the celebration of Succos, you ask. 

The Almighty has provided us with an experiential lesson for that too: 

The ice maker in our freezer has a lever that gets pushed up when enough ice has been produced, to signal the mechanism 
to stop producing ice. But the mechanism in our freezer somehow became dislodged, so the freezer continued producing ice, 
even as the bucket overflowed and ice spilled into the rest of the freezer. Whenever someone opened the freezer, ice cubes 
went flying. 

Ice cubes are a wonderful thing, and help us enjoy our drinks that much more. But when the mechanism that signals the 
machine to stop producing is broken, they become a nuisance at best. 

Succos reminds us that all of the pleasures of life are there for us to enjoy, as long as we keep them within healthy limits.  
So long as we control our conveniences and they don't control us, we can benefit from them. But when there are no 
limitations those same conveniences develop a mind of their own, dragging us helplessly along. 

Within the spiritually blissful confines of the succah, our food, drink, and sleep are holy. Four mundane Species become 
holy objects that promote extreme joy and celebration for a week. 

This reminds us that within divine parameters all of the physicality of this world is a conduit for growth. That is one of the 
timeless lessons of Succos. 

We often think that when Succos ends we return to our homes simply because the mitzvah of succah is over. But in truth, 
the holiday of Shemini Atzeres presents us with the most formidable challenge of all - to bring all of the lessons of the entire 
month of Tishrei, and especially Succos, back into our homes. 

It is to ensure that the connections we established Rosh Hashanah remain vibrant, the passageways we cleared Yom 
Kippur remain open, and the message of the succah returns with us into the comforts of our homes. 

And to lock it all in we dance with the Torah - which is the ultimate medium to help us maintain that growth throughout 
the year, and throughout our lives. 

(Mrs. Schaer, cont. from p. 1)  appealed to them, and asked the question of others.  The conversation went from yesterday 

morning’s snow, to snow days, to summer, to bugs, to leaves changing color…  I t struck me afterward how many children want 

to share their ideas, ask questions of their own, venture opinions, relate their experiences, and ponder aloud all manner of 

topics and puzzling ideas that no one has taken the time to consider.  The give and take in the group was enthusiastic and many 

of the students were reluctant to end the interaction. 

As Jews, we are fortunate to have the gift of Shabbat on which we can remove ourselves from the hustle and bustle of our 

weekly rush and devote ourselves to our families.  Speaking with each other teaches children the art of taking turns, of sharing 

our inner thoughts, of opening lines of communication (so important as they enter the teen years), of finding out what is 

important to those who are important to us.  Sure, I want some “me” time on Shabbat, but I also want to make sure I have  

spent time listening and conversing with each of my family members, particularly if this is the first time we have been able to 

slow down and talk that week. 

The art of conversation, I have read, is slowly dying as more and more people text or communicate via social media.  As parents, 

we have the power to share the art and joy of face-to-face conversation with our children—if we make the time to do so. 

Shabbat Shalom. 





 

Our first Spirit Day will take place, weather permitting, this 
coming Wed.,, Nov. 2nd,  outside in the school yard. 
(Please note change of date.) ASHAR's rosh chodesh Spirit 
Days enhance school ruach and focus on many vital social-
emotional lessons. 

In honor of Parshat Noach, the PTA will once again be 
hosting a Color Run for our students. Wednesday will be a 
"no-uniform" day and students will be provided with a t-
shirt to wear. We are looking for parent volunteers to 
ensure that the program is fun, organized and well run. 
If you are available to help, please let me know. 

The day's schedule is as follows: 

1-2 B/G - 10:10-10:45 (Please note change in time) 

5-8B 11:00-11:45 

5-8G 12:15-1:00 

Early Childhood 1:15-1:45 

1-4 B/G 2:00-2:45 

Help sponsor our run! All proceeds will be used to buy 
indoor activities for our students to use when bad 
weather prevents them from going outside for recess.  To 
donate, please visit www.ashar.org/color-run.  

We are looking forward to a fantastic day! Many thanks to 
the PTA for their help in ensuring the success of this 
program. As always, please contact me with any questions 
or concerns. 

- Mrs. Debby Jacobson, DJacobson@ashar.org  
Mazal tov to Mrs. Malky Lehmann on the birth of a granddaughter. 

http://www.ashar.org/color-run

