










__________________________________________
*First printed in “Beis Moshiach” magazine, 
Brooklyn, NY, 13 Sivan, 5769 (2009)

“Enough!” The Shpoler Zeide cried out. “That’s
the final blow!”

The holy Rebbe, Rabbi Yehuda Arieh Leib of
Shpole, was upset. 

For years, the Jews in the rural areas around
the town of Shpole had suffered from the cruel
behavior of the wealthy Polish nobleman who
owned all the land in the area. 

He was constantly raising the rents on their
homes and stores. If a Jew could not keep up with
the payments, he would be forced to come to the
landlord’s drinking parties, to dance before the
drunken assembly of noblemen. 

The Duke had constantly tried to force the
Jews to keep their businesses open on Shabbos,
and now he had issued a rule that every building
on his properties, without exception, had to have
a statue of the idol that he worshipped out front. 

Not knowing what to do, the Jews of the area
had come to the Rebbe, to seek his advice and
help. When the tzaddik heard this latest news, he
was furious.

“I’ve waited a long time for that wicked man to
change his evil ways. But this is intolerable. He has
to be taught a lesson. It is time for him to hear the
Ten Commandments!”

The Chassidim were astonished. What did the
Rebbe mean by that? 

“Listen carefully,” the Rebbe went on. “This is
what you must do. Every year for Shavuos you all
leave your villages and travel to the city in order

to celebrate Yom Tov with a large congregation.
This year don’t do so. Stay home. Make
arrangements to gather at the home of the tenant
with the largest house, and make a shul there for
Yom Tov. Let everyone in the area know.

“Also, I want you to send a delegation to the
the Duke to inform him of your arrangements.
Invite him to come to hear the Morning Prayers
on Yom Tov, and to bring all of his noble friends.
Do not be afraid.

“As for yourselves, use these days to prepare
carefully for the holy day. Purify your minds and
your hearts to receive the Torah. I shall also come
to join you. 

“Now go home in peace and don’t worry.”
Quickly the villagers filed out of the Rebbe’s

room, filled with wonder, but eager to carry out
his instructions. 

To their astonishment, it was just as the Rebbe
said. The Duke received their delegation politely,
saying that he would be happy to accept their
invitation. 

He said that he had often heard the singing of
the Jews in their prayers, and he was sure that a
large number of them together would be quite
entertaining. He promised that he would
definitely attend, and that he would invite his
friends. 

The day before Shavuos, the Shpoler Zeide
himself arrived, with a large number of Chassidim.
The villagers quickly realized there would not be
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enough room
on the farm for
so many
people, and
enquired what
they should do.
The Rebbe
pointed to a
nearby hill, and
told them to go
there and raise
up a large tent,
with a platform
in the middle,
and a table for
the reading of
the Torah. 

On Shavuos
morning, the
grassy hillside
was crowded
with hundreds of Jews who had gathered from all
the nearby villages for the Yom Tov prayers. It was
a beautiful spring morning. The weather was
perfect. The sun shone brightly, and the sky was a
solid sheet of blue, with not a cloud to be seen.

A large number of wealthy Polish landowners
and nobility also showed up, eagerly looking
forward to the wonderful and amusing surprise
their host had promised. 

A hush fell over the assembly as the Rebbe,
wrapped in his tallis, approached the platform to
lead the prayers. He davenned loudly, chanting
and swaying, sometimes crying out with feeling.
Inspired by his prayers, the villagers too began to
pray with increased emotion. 

At first, the non‐Jewish guests thought the
scene was quite a spectacle, and laughed amongst
themselves. What an entertainment this was! 

But when the Rebbe came to the Shema, he
cried out with extraordinary power, “Shema
Yisroel, Hashem Elokainu, Hashem Echad.” 

Suddenly all laughter ceased. The nobles were

gripped by a feeling of terror. They tried to hide it
with nervous smiles, but in their hearts, it was as
if they heard a lion roar.

It didn’t make sense that a frail old Jew should
make them afraid, but they couldn’t shake off the
mood. They cowered as the Rebbe’s words
resounded on the hillside. Then suddenly,
everything was silent. The Jews stood absolutely
still as they recited the Amidah (the silent prayer).
No one was laughing any more.

The repetition of the festival Amidah prayer
was followed by the joyous singing of Hallel and
the chanting of the Akdamos. The joy and
excitement of Yom Tov filled the air. The Rebbe
signaled for the Torah scroll to be brought out.
Everyone crowded around to kiss the holy scroll
with reverence. 

The Torah was placed down on the table, and
its velvet mantel removed. The Rebbe then turned
around and gazed at the crowd, looking intently
from side to side. 

Finally his gaze finally settled on a tall,
distinguished looking man. “Reb Moshe,” the



Shpoler Zeide announced. “Please come and read
the Torah for us.”

Everyone watched as he ascended the
platform. As soon as the first aliyah began,
everyone realized that the Rebbe had made a
superb choice. His voice was powerful and
pleasant to hear. Every word was clear, and filled
with an inner life and meaningfulness. 

When they reached the portion of The Ten
Commandments, the atmosphere suddenly
changed. The sky darkened. There was a flash of
lightning, and tremendous peals of thunder
cracked overhead. Fright took hold of everyone.

The reader’s voice grew louder and more
intense. “I am the L‐rd your G‐d who brought you
out of the land of Egypt.”

Amazingly, it seemed to the Duke that he
could understand every word, even though he

didn’t know a single letter of Hebrew. 
“You shall have no other gods before Me. Do

not make any statue or image...” 
The Duke trembled and felt weak in his

stomach as he thought of how he had demanded
that the Jews put idolatrous images on their
houses and stores. 

When he heard the words, “Remember the
Shabbos day that it should be holy,” his throat
went dry and his knees buckled. Why had he tried
to force the Jews to open their businesses on their
holy day? “The seventh day is the holy Sabbath of
G‐d.” He felt he was close to fainting.

His friends too felt they understood the
commandments directly, as if the Holy Tongue
was their native language. Each one thought of his
sins and was seized with fear. Their faces were
deathly white. Some fainted away.
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The Torah reading only took a few moments,
but it seemed like an eternity. Ashamed and
embarrassed, the noblemen all slipped away by
ones and twos. 

After the conclusion of the prayers, the Jews
sat down for the Yom Tov meal. The Shpoler Zeide
made kiddush. Then everyone washed and began
the traditional meal with milk and cheese. 

Between courses, the Shpoler Zeide said he
would now explain the mysterious events that had
taken place. The Chassidim listened attentively.

“I assure you that the Duke, your landlord, and
the rest of those noblemen will remember how
they heard The Ten Commandments for the rest
of their lives! They will never afflict you again. 

“You see, the person who read the Torah for
us today was none other than Moshe Rebbenu. I
had no other choice than to summon him. The
Duke had gone too far. You have great merit, my
friends, to have been here today.”

The assembled Jews all looked at each other in
amazement. But there was more to come.

“You also should know that your landlord, the
Duke, is not just an ordinary gentile. He has in him
a spark of the soul of Yisro, the high priest of
Midyan, who came to the Jews before Mt. Sinai
and acknowledged the unity of G‐d, and that

Israel is His chosen people.”
The next night, after the holiday ended, the

Duke sent a pair of messengers to the farm where
everyone had gathered, to request that the Rebbe
come to see him. The tzaddik agreed and went
with them to the Duke’s Great House. The two
men spent hours together alone, behind locked
doors. The next morning the Shpoler Zeide
returned home. He never told anyone what they
had spoken about. 

From that day on, the landlord’s attitude
towards his Jewish tenants changed dramatically.
They were able to live in peace and prosperity,
without any unfair pressure or harassment. 

Not only that, but with his own money the
Duke paid for the construction of a synagogue for
the Jews that lived on his estates, insisting that it
be built on that spot on the hill where they had
prayed.

After some time, he mysteriously disappeared
and went off to become a Jew.

Adapted from the version
of this story

by Yrachmiel Tilles,
of Ascent Institute,

Safed, Israel



On Shavuos, we read about how
Hashem gave the Torah to the Jewish
people at Mt. Sinai. This was the most
precious gift in the whole world. And
with it, Hashem also gave a most
wonderful special blessing.

Hashem
promised us, “No
matter where you
will be if you will
mention My name, I
will come to you
and bless you.”
(Shemos, 20:21) 

This means that
wherever a person
may be, even if he or
she is all alone, but
they are learning
Torah, Hashem will be
with them.

Hashem is speaking
to every single Jewish
boy and girl (and every
single Jew). 

Hashem is not like
other leaders or kings
who remain in their
headquarters while the
soldiers go far away to fight the war.
Hashem, our Commander-in-Chief, is
always together with the soldiers in
His army.

A Jewish child, a soldier in Tzivos
Hashem, sits alone at home in his or
her room, learning Torah or doing a
Mitzvah, and Hashem, the
“Commander-in-Chief” of Tzivos

Hashem, comes and blesses that child.
When a boy or girl, (or even a

grown-up), is engaged in fighting his
or her Yetzer Hara, they should never
feel that they are all alone, or that
their struggle is too great for them,

because Hashem stands beside them
and fights along with them, and helps
them and brings them a great victory. 

A child may wonder, “It’s such a
big world out there! There are so
many children who do not keep
Shabbos and who do not eat only
kosher food. How can a single Jewish
child or even many many Jewish
children conquer the whole world,

and make the world ready for
Moshiach to come?”

Hashem says to every Jewish child,
“Don’t be surprised! You can do it!
Because you are not alone. Hashem
promises, I will come to you and I will

bless you. You can and
you surely will change
the whole world and
prepare it for
Moshiach!” 

Just remember:
Hashem, the
“Commander-in-
Chief” of Tzivos
Hashem, rules the
whole world with
all its lands and all
its leaders, and all
its governments,
and He comes to
every single
Jewish child, boy
and girl, and
blesses them
with a great
victory. 

And He
blesses them that they should be
healthy and strong, and that their
parents should have true nachas from
them, and they should all go together
to greet Moshiach, because he is
coming NOW! 

Based on a sicha 
by the Lubavitcher Rebbe

to the children of Tzivos Hashem 
20 Shevat 5741





“Ha, Ha!” the Yetzer Hora laughed wickedly,
pointing to an envelope in his hands. 

All the YH Guards looked up as their boss began to
speak. “This time we will surely succeed. Even Tzivos
Hashem can’t stop us!”

“Ah … Boss... Ah, we haven’t exactly been successful
in stopping TzH kids from learning Torah and doing
Mitzvos till now,” one of the YH Guards said.

“What do you mean?” the YH screamed.
“Just saying, Boss. Whatcha’ got there? Looks like an

envelope. Are we sending out letters?”
“Yes!” said the Yetzer Hora. “An envelope, just like

a dozen other envelopes that everyone gets in the
mail. And now that everyone is stuck at home with
all the schools closed, every kid will be thrilled to
get a letter. Only when they open this letter, they
will be in for a surprise. Millions and millions of
melancholic-apoxy-micro-grains will automatically
explode into the air covering everything. Ha, Ha, Ha
Ha!”

“Poxy? Melons? What’s that, boss?”
“Not melons, melon-head... Melancholic micro-

grains, melan-cho-lic, like in sad, dejected, unhappy,
makes-you-miserable-dust. And when it explodes in

the air, it will spread all over everyone. Whoever it
lands on will become sad. Soon the whole world will
be SAD, SAD, SAD! HA. HA. HA.”

“That’s a good joke, Boss.”
“And best of all, when everyone is sad, Moshiach

can never come! HA. HA. HA. HA.”
“Wow! What a great idea, Boss. You didn’t get to be

the Yetzer Hora for nothing. But will it work if someone
is wearing a face mask?”

“Don’t worry. I thought of that too!” answered
the YH. “This time we will succeed!”

“Who are you gonna’ send it to?”
“Who do you think? First of all, to The Shpy! And

then to the entire list of TzH soldiers. Let’s go do the
mail-merge!”

* * *
“Hey, Shpy!” It was my good friend Feivel of

Fliggelfinger, calling me in my office on facetime. “How
come you’re in such a good mood today? I see you’re
dancing and singing. What’s up?”

“You bet I’m in a good mood, Feivel. I am sho proud
of every TzH kid. Even though we have had such a hard
time this year, the Tzivos Hashem kids have been
amazing! All the Mitzvos that they have been doing are
really paying off. Agent 613 just told me that we’ve
done enough Mitzvos for Moshiach to come.  All that’s
left for us to do is just one more act of kindness, and we
can all get ready for the Geulah!”

“Wow, Shpy! I can hardly wait. Then there’ll be no
more Yetzer Hora! That makes me so happy!”

Ding-a-ling-Dong. Ding-a-ling-Dong.
“Hold on a minute Feivel. A Tzivos Hashem

WhatsApp message is coming through.”
“Me too. I’m also getting a WhatsApp message,”

Feivel said.
We both opened up our messages. I read it out

loud.  “All agents: Red Alert. Watch out for Y.H.
newest nasty plot. Envelopes with Sadness Dust.
Signed, Agent 613.”

“Oooooh, Shpy,” Feivel cried. “Sadness dust! That
m-m-makes me very w-w-worried.”

“Don’t worry, Feivel, the YH can try all the tricks
he wants. He’ll never shucceed. Hashem is on our
shide. We’ll keep an extra watch at the door. Anyone
coming in gets checked. In fact I shee shomeone is
coming up now.”

“Uh oh, Shpy,’”cried Feivel. “Who is it?”
I looked up. There was a Yetzer Hora agent, as

clear as day, walking boldly up to Tzivos Hashem
Headquarters.

Ding dong. He rang the front doorbell, and looked
in through the glass. 

I went to the door, and shmiled politely at him.

“Overnight Special Delivery!” the agent said.
“Mmmm-mmmmmm,” I shaid, shaking my head.
“Mmmmm-hmmmm,” he nodded. “Overnight Special

Delivery.”
“Mmmm-mmmmmm,” I shaid again, and pointed to

the shign that was taped to the door.
No Yetzer Horas or Yetzer Hora Messengers

allowed. With or without a mashk!
“I’m not a Y.H. Agent,” he said. “I have an Overnight

Special Delivery for the Shpy.”
“That’s not true!” I shaid. “If you want to come

inshide, read this.” I held up a card with one of the
Twelve Peshukim on it.

“No-no,” he cried, “Not that! I-I can’t!” Then he
quickly dropped the envelope through the mail shlot
and ran away.

“What’re you going to do with that letter from the
Yetzer Hora?” asked Feivel, who was shtill on the
phone. 

“I’ll put it with the other mail,” I shaid as I picked it
up. “I’ll just ashk Agent 613 what to do with it. The
nerve of shome YH agents is unbelievable!”

Just then I heard cries from upshtairs. “No-no! Get
out! You can’t come in here! Go away!”

“Just a minute Feivel. Shomething is going on
upshtairs. Let me call you back shoon!”

There was a lot of shouting. I got to the top of the
shtairs just as several Yetzer Hora Guards were
climbing through the windows of Tzivos Hashem

Headquarters!
Agents 421, 124, 241, 214, 142 and 412 were trying

to keep them out by piling up tables one on top of the
other. It didn’t help. Shoon there were shwarms of YH

Guards in the Tz.H. Headquarters. It was a hoshtile
invasion.

Immediately, I opened my attaché case and took out
my electronic-hand-held-voice-activated-foot-long
microphonic-amplifier. I put it to my mouth and
announced, “Attention TzH Agents. Repeat together with
me, “Torah -- Tziva – Lanu –"

The crowd shwayed this way, then that way, like in a
washing machine....

Oooofff! I got pushed backwards. Everything in my
hands went flying. Y.H. Guards shcrambled to grab my
things.

“Hey look what I got!” yelled one of them.
“The Shpy’s mail! An Overnight Special Delivery

letter!”
“I bet it’s important.”
“Better give it to the Boss!”
“Let’s open it!”
“No, don’t do that!” shouted the Yetzer Hora.

“Listen to me! Don’t open it!”
Too late! The Guard ripped open the envelope. A

cloud of dusht flew out into the air -- SHH’ZZAAM! --
right in the face of the Yetzer Hora and all the Guards.

“Cough. Cough. No. No.” the Yetzer Hora gagged.
“It’s the sadness dust.”

“Yes,” I shouted with joy. “Did you shee that? The
Yetzer Hora Guard didn’t listen to the Yetzer Hora! The
Yetzer Hora Guard didn’t listen to the Yetzer Hora!”

All the YH Guards were repeating it, and becoming
very excited. The sadness dust was having a reverse
effect. It was making the YH Guards happy!

A TzH Guard cried out, “The Yetzer Hora is
powerless. No one is going to listen to the Yetzer Hora
any more!”

Then shome TzH Agents began dancing in a circle
and shinging happily. The Y.H. Guards also shtarted
shinging and dancing too. The TzH Agents and the YH
Guards were all dancing together.

The Yetzer Hora threw himself down on the ground
and shtarted kicking and pounding with his fishts.

“It’s not fair,” he cried. “My wonderful sadness
dust isn’t working... My precious sadness dust... I’m
so unhappy! It’s not fair. Not fair.”

Like I always shay,
The besht laid nashty plans can 

always backfire and be good. 
Bye now from the

Shpy Now!
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“Cough. Cough. No. No.” the Yetzer Hora gagged.
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Yetzer Hora Guard didn’t listen to the Yetzer Hora!”
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very excited. The sadness dust was having a reverse
effect. It was making the YH Guards happy!

A TzH Guard cried out, “The Yetzer Hora is
powerless. No one is going to listen to the Yetzer Hora
any more!”

Then shome TzH Agents began dancing in a circle
and shinging happily. The Y.H. Guards also shtarted
shinging and dancing too. The TzH Agents and the YH
Guards were all dancing together.

The Yetzer Hora threw himself down on the ground
and shtarted kicking and pounding with his fishts.

“It’s not fair,” he cried. “My wonderful sadness
dust isn’t working... My precious sadness dust... I’m
so unhappy! It’s not fair. Not fair.”

Like I always shay,
The besht laid nashty plans can 

always backfire and be good. 
Bye now from the

Shpy Now!







16

When the Jews left Mitzrayim they were like anewborn infant. Just as an infant lives
entirely from the milk of its mother, so
too when we were a  ‘newborn’ nation,

Hashem gave us the Torah to nourish us,
and enable us to grow, just like milk.

When the Torah was given, the Jews were given the laws of
shechita - slaughtering - for the first time. Since the Torah was
given on Shabbos, they were unable to slaughter any animals
on that day, and their dishes needed to be “kashered.” Even
meat which they may have had from before, was not useable
because the commandment  about
shechita  had not yet been given — and
therefore no one was qualified (or
empowered) by Torah to do so.
Therefore as soon as the
Jews received the Torah
they had no kosher
meat or dishes, and
they had to eat dairy.

Just as milk keeps best

in clay pots or

earthenware, but spoils

quickly in silver or

golden vessels, so too

the Torah remains

with humble

people and does

not remain with

those who  think they

are high and  mighty.

WWhheenn  tthhee  TToorraahh  ccoommmmaannddss  uuss
ttoo  bbrriinngg  BBiikkkkuurriimm,, iitt  aaddddss
tthhaatt  wwee  sshhoouulldd  nnoott  mmiixx  mmiillkk
aanndd  mmeeaatt  ((SShheemmooss  2233::1199)).. TThhiiss  iiss  aa

hhiinntt  tthhaatt  wwhheenn  wwee  bbrriinngg
BBiikkkkuurriimm  oonn  SShhaavvuuooss,,  aanndd
tthhaatt  wwee  sshhoouulldd  aallssoo  eeaatt
mmiillcchhiiggss......  bbeeiinngg  ccaarreeffuull  nnoott  ttoo
mmiixx  tthhee  ddaaiirryy  wwiitthh  tthhee  mmeeaatt..

The humble Har Sinai was a
low mountain. It is called Har
Gavnunim - meaning a kind of
hunched over mountain (like
the word ‘giben’ meaning a
hunchback). The word
‘Gavnunim’ is also like the
word ‘G’vina,’ which means
‘cheese.’ When we eat cheese
on Shavuos, we are careful to
eat only soft cheese, so that we
can then have a meaty meal
after. Gouda cheese (right) is
hard. It requires a 6 hour wait.

In Shir Hashirim (4:11)
Hashem says to the Jewish
people, “Sweetness drops from
your lips like honey and milk
which are sweet under the
tongue.” This refers to the words
of Torah that we learn, which are
so sweet to Hashem like milk
under the tongue.

WWHHAATT  TTOO  DDOO::

1. Fill the gallon size bag half full with ice.

Add kosher salt.

2. In the sandwich bag, mix milk, sugar & vanilla.

3. Place small bag inside the large bag.

Seal large bag so it won’t leak.

4. To protect your hands from the cold, wrap a

dish towel around the large bag. Shake for about 5

minutes or until the mixture turns into ice cream!

5. Wipe the salt off the outside of the small 

bag. Grab a spoon, say the blessing

Shehakol, and enjoy!

YYoouu  wwiillll  nneeeedd::• Ice cubes                      • 1/2 tsp. vanilla• 1 cup low fat milk    • 2/3 cup kosher salt• Resealable sandwich bag
• 1 gl. resealable freezer bag

• Dish towel
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Shmuel the Prophet walked slowly along the road that
led to Beis Lechem. At the top of a ridge, he stopped and
looked out over the hills of Judea. Flocks of sheep grazed
under the watchful eye of their shepherd. Farmers tended
their olive trees and grapevines. Children played in the
shadow of their homes. On the surface, the Jewish nation
seemed to be at peace with each other and with Hashem. 

But Shmuel the Prophet knew the truth. When the
Jewish people defeated the nation of Amalek, Hashem had
commanded King Shaul to destroy them. But Shaul had not
fulfilled Hashem’s command fully, and as a result, lost his
right to be King. 

Now Hashem had told Shmuel to journey to Beis
Lechem. There, at the home of Yishai, he would find the
future King of Israel. 

Shmuel glanced at the boys he had brought with him.
They had no idea the real reason for this trip. “Come on,
little one, we’ve only got a bit more to go,” one of the
youths called to a calf they were leading. Shmuel was
taking it as an offering to Beis Lechem, so that Shaul would
not be suspicious. Shaul was still King. If he realized that a
new leader was being chosen, he would consider this
treason, and his anger would be fierce. 

“Look! Beis Lechem!” cried one of the attendants.
“People are coming out to greet us!”

One of the elders of the city stepped forward and
bowed. “Welcome to Beis Lechem, our master and
teacher! To what do we owe this honor? We hope
nothing is amiss.” 

“No,” said Shmuel. “I come in peace to offer this
calf at the house of Yishai. Perhaps you will join us for
the feast afterwards!” 

“Allow us to show you the way,” the elder replied. 
As they proceeded Shmuel thought about his

mission. Yishai was a great Torah scholar, a leader of
the people, a direct descendent of Boaz, the Judge,
and Ruth, the convert. Yishai’s children were all
outstanding leaders. Shmuel wondered which one
would be chosen.

“Master of the Universe,” Shmuel thought, “You know
what is in the heart of each person. Appoint for us a leader
who will lead the Jewish people as Moshe did, who went
out before them to fight against Sichon, King of the Emori,
and Og, the King of Bashan.” 

“There is the house of Yishai,” cried one of the party,
“and there is Eliav, his eldest son!” 

“How tall and noble he is!” thought Shmuel. “Surely
this is the new king!” 

He trembled with excitement to think that Hashem had
enabled him to fulfill his mission. 

And then it seemed that he heard the Voice of G‐d
saying, “No!” Could it be? “No! He is not the one! Do not
be misled by his looks. It is what’s in the heart that counts.
Eliav has a temper. He cannot be King.”  

Shmuel was puzzled.
“Sholom Aleichem.” Yishai came out to greet the

prophet.
“Aleichem Sholom,” Shmuel replied. “I have seen your

eldest son, Eliav. Are your other sons here?” 
“Here is my second son, Aminadav,” Yishai replied.
Shmuel looked at him intently. He too was tall and

strong. Perhaps he was meant to be King. 
But Shmuel received no sign from Hashem. “No,” he

concluded, “he cannot be the one.” 
“Have you any other sons nearby?” Shmuel asked.

Yishai presented his third son, Shamah. 
“Could he be the new King?” Shmuel

wondered, but again there was no sign. 
One by one, all of Yishai’s seven sons

stepped forward, but each one got the same
negative response! 

Shmuel was frustrated. At first he had
been so filled with hope, but now it seemed
as if his mission had come to nothing. Was
Hashem punishing him because he had said
to Shaul, that he was ‘the Seer?’ 

“Perhaps if I try to anoint them, it will
show me...” Shmuel thought, “and that way
I will know.” But when he went to pour the
oil, it would not pour out of the horn! Finally
he turned to Yishai, “Have you no other
sons?” 

“Y‐Yes...” Yishai replied hesitantly, “I have
one other, my youngest... watching the
sheep.”

“Bring him here!” the prophet commanded.  
Out in the fields, Dovid tended his flocks. He knew

that his father had sent him away, but out there, alone,
he did not mind. He had time to learn… and to play on
the harp, composing songs about the love that burned in
his heart for Hashem.

As he tended the sheep, he would let the baby lambs
out to graze on the tender shoots of grass first, and then
the older sheep which were getting weak, and then
finally the hardy young sheep that could eat the tough
plants and grasses down near the roots.  

And in Heaven G‐d said, “A shepherd like this is just
what I need to take care of My flock, the Children of
Israel!”

“Dovid, Dovid! Come with me right away!” the
messenger cried out of breath. “The Prophet Shmuel is at
your father’s house. He wants to see you immediately.”

From afar off Shmuel saw Dovid coming, and sighed.
“Oh no,” he thought, seeing his red hair. “Red is a sign of
war and bloodshed. Eisov, the warlord, was red! This one
cannot be king!” 

“Here he is,” Yishai announced, “the youngest and
least worthy of my sons. Why did you wish to see him?”

Why indeed? Shmuel was puzzled, for Hashem had
confused his vision. Suddenly, he heard the Voice of G‐d
speaking to him. “Arise Shmuel before the King! Anoint
him! For this is he, the one who will rule over Israel!”

Shmuel trembled. “Dovid, son of Yishai,” he said,
“come over here. I wish to talk with you.” 

Dovid glanced incredulously at his father and at the
sage. “Who am I? What am I?” he thought to himself. 

“Step forward, Dovid,” Shmuel commanded,
motioning him to a side. When they were out of sight,
Shmuel announced, “Dovid, know that you have been
chosen to lead the children of Israel.”

Then Shmuel reached for the horn of anointing and
dipped his finger in the oil. Dabbing a few drops between
Dovid’s eyes, he drew them in a circle around his head.  

Miraculously, the oil clung to his brow like a crown,
glistening in the sun like pearls, diamonds, and rubies.
And the horn remained as full of oil as it had been
before.

Immediately, Dovid felt a new spirit resting upon him,
filling him with courage and strength. A spirit of G‐d
shone from within, filling him with light, joy, awe, and a
host of other emotions that flooded over him.  

“This is a wonder before our eyes!” Shmuel said with
awe. “G‐d has chosen His King.”  

It would be another two years before Dovid could
claim the throne, and seven more years before he could
move his court from Chevron to Yerushalayim, but Israel
had its King.  

From now and forever, the House of Dovid and the
Jewish Nation were one.

Shavuos is the Yahrzeit of Dovid HaMelech.
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