
So... What’s Nu? 
Mazeltov! 

Barmitzvah 
Ben son of Raymond and Kim Goss on 
the occasion of his Barmitzvah and to 

grandfathers Mervyn Ossip and Abe Goss

Births 
Mark and Shana Scop on the birth of a 

daughter 
Gary and Beverley Abrahamson on the 

birth of a granddaughter 
Akiva and Gila Smith on the birth of a 

daughter 
Ivan and Brenda Segal on the birth of a 

granddaughter 

Weddings 
Danielle daughter of Paul and Evelyn 

Kaplan on the occasion of her 
forthcoming marriage to Brandon son of 

Jonathan and Mineen Katz 

Staff end of year 
collection! 

As the year is drawing to an end, we ask 
the community to brighten up our 

staff’s holidays (including the security 
guards that keep the campus safe 24/7) 

by dropping off parcels of non-
perishable food so we can package up 

Xmas parcels for them.  We will be 
distributing the parcels during the 1st 

week of December. 

SECURITY 
CSO Security / Medical Emergency & 
Information Number: 086 18 000 18 

Our Sandton Jolly Seniors 
Club 

Join us on Wednesday mornings for a fun 
morning! 

Carol Zimmerman gives a 20-minute 
inspirational talk before the movie 

Bring your friends! 
Time:  10h00   Venue: Games Room 

Shabbat Halacha 
By Rabbi Suchard 

The chalot are covered during Kiddush 
over wine, for two reasons.  Normally at 
a meal we recite the blessing over bread 
before wine.  On Friday night we make 

Kiddush over wine first, so we cover the 
chalot not to embarrass them.  Also, the 
manna in the desert was found between 
2 layers of dew, therefore the chalot are 

placed on a tablecloth and covered  
(O.C. 271:9) 

Davening Times 
Shacharit 

Monday and Thursday – 06h00 & 06h45 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Friday – 06h15 

& 06h45  
Sundays and Public Holidays – 07h00  

 Mincha – 18h15 

Rosh Chodesh / Fast Day / Chol 
Hamoed 

1st Minyan – Davening will commence a 
05h45 throughout the week 

2nd Minyan – Davening will commence 
at 06h30 throughout the week 
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Thanksgiving Should Not Be Only Once a Year 
by Sara Debbie Gutfreund 

Jews are obsessed with giving thanks. We say blessings for everything as a way to express our gratitude. 

Like any habit, gratitude only works if we persist in making it a daily part of our lives. Here are six gratitude 

exercises we can practice each day to inculcate this crucial habit into our lives. 

1. Focus on the moments. Too often we focus on the past or worry about the future and don’t notice the

moment we are being given right now. Life is really only happening in the present; don’t miss out on seeing 

the precious beauty and miracles that are right in front of you. 

Try this: first thing in the morning or before you go to sleep at night, close your eyes and think of three 

moments in your life that you can feel deeply grateful for if you wanted to. They can be recent moments or 

moments that you haven’t thought of in a long time. See what you saw in that moment. Try to smell what 

you smelled. Feel what you felt. Reconnect to these moments and feel the gratitude for the gifts that they 

brought into your life. 

2. Think of the people you are grateful for. We are so busy with our work and to-do lists that we

frequently overlook the gift of the people who we love. It is all too easy to feel distant from the strength and 

depth of the love of our families because we are so used to their presence in our lives. Every day take a 

moment to think of the gift of the people in your life – your spouse, friends, parents, children, siblings, 

colleagues. Cherish that connection and think about how it nurtures and supports you. 

3. Remember a time you experienced Divine providence in your life. We can all think of times of Divine

providence when we felt God winking at us. Maybe you unexpectedly met someone who is now an 

important part of your life. Maybe it was a moment that led to a new job or a hobby that you love. Focus on 

one of those times and feel a deep sense of gratitude for that Divinely orchestrated moment that was 

created just for you. 

4. Keep a gratitude journal. Write down the simple, little things that you can be grateful for each day. A

hot cup of coffee. A beautiful sunrise. A child’s smile. Jot down at least three things each day that you 

appreciate. 

5. Write gratitude letters. Compose a letter or email at least one a month to someone who has helped you

or inspired you. Thank them for the blessing that they brought into your life. It is even better if you send the 

letter but even just writing it can concretize the sense of gratitude that you have for that person’s 

contribution to your life. 
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6. Appreciate your health. Take a moment each day to thank God for the gift of your body and each of your

senses. Your sight, your hearing, your ability to speak and walk and smell are all priceless gifts. Don’t take 

them for granted. Cherish them. 

The Hebrew word for gratitude is hakarat hatov which means recognizing the goodness in your life. Search 

for the gifts and you will find them everywhere. 

The Redneck 

by Rabbi Emanuel Feldman 

It was Friday afternoon, about one hour before Shabbat, and I was anxiously driving my wife home from the 

Atlanta hospital where she had just undergone an anesthetized medical procedure. Her release had taken 

much longer than anticipated. After a short distance I realized that the car was beginning to wobble. I pulled 

over to the curb, jumped out to inspect things, and discovered that the left front tire had lost half of its air 

and would soon be entirely flat. 

There was no time to replace it with my spare, even if I knew how to do it – which, mechanically challenged 

as I am, I did not. But there was a gasoline station a few blocks away where I could obtain enough air to get 

us home before Shabbat. 

With my wife, still slightly woozy, in the back seat, I drove slowly to the gas station, the car hobbling fitfully 

on three and a half tires. Once in the station, I pulled up to the air pump, grateful that we could now get 

home quickly. 

Except there was a hand-scrawled sign on the face of the air pump: “Temporarily Out of Order.” 

I took a deep breath, said a silent little prayer, and continued my uneasy 20-minute trek toward home. At 

the next intersection I stopped at a traffic light alongside a garish yellow pick-up truck. The driver was a 

young man in his twenties, complete with a reversed baseball cap, a Confederate flag flying from his aerial, 

the requisite rifle stretched out along his rear window, and obviously not Jewish. He rolled down his 

window and called out to me, “Hey, you got a flat there, fella!” 

”I know,” I replied, and in desperation added, ”you think you could possibly help me change it? I’m taking 

my wife home from the hospital.” 

The light turned to green. “Sorry,” he said rather gruffly, “ain’t nuthin’ I can do.” And he roared off in a cloud 

of foul-smelling black exhaust. His license plate showed that he was from Cherokee Country, a rural area in 

North Georgia. 

So it goes, I muttered to myself, he must have noticed my yarmulke and beard. Probably an old fashioned, 

genuine redneck anti-Semite. I was particularly annoyed by his brusqueness and the roar with which he 

pulled away. 

I continued driving – very carefully and gingerly. At the next corner a garish yellow pick- up truck had 

pulled over to the curb. Standing beside it was the young redneck. He was motioning me to park behind him. 

I stopped and he walked over to me. “I just remembered. I have one of them temporary air fillers. It gives 

enough air to go about ten miles. Would that get you to where you’re goin?” 

“Definitely,” I said eagerly, “let’s do it.” 

He went back to his truck and pulled out a small air compressor. ”This here baby’ll do the trick for you. I 

plumb forgot I owned one.” He kneeled to the ground, attached the compressor to the tire, and gradually the 

air whooshed in and rounded out the tire to its full, pristine glory. Deliverance! I offered to pay the cost of 

the compressor, but he waved me off. “Forget it. Ain’t nuthin’. Happy to do a good deed for a change.” 

And once again he jumped into his truck and roared off in a cloud of black exhaust. This time the exhaust 

fumes smelled like perfume. 

With God’s help and the help of the Confederate angel He had sent to help us, we staggered home, the tire 

slowly turning flat again, just in time for Shabbat. Throughout the day I could not get this young country boy 

out of my mind. 

Several thoughts emerged: 

1. Surface impressions are frequently wrong. I was certain that this fellow was a mean and selfish 

anti-Semite who cared about nothing but himself and his yellow truck. I was badly mistaken. He 

carried a strong streak of compassion and kindness, and a robust conscience. Thou shalt not 

stereotype (nor use pejoratives like “redneck”). 

2. Do not evaluate a person by what he does today. By tomorrow he could change and better himself. 

People are very complex; they are dynamic not static. Like a car — and a pick-up truck — people are 

always on the road. I wondered what had gone on in his mind in the interval between his curt ”ain’t 

nuthin’ I can do” to his “happy to do a good deed for a change.” What caused him to switch gears so 

quickly? Then I remembered the powerful words of Jeremiah 17:9: “Complex is the heart above all 

things… who can know it? Only I the Lord can search the heart….” 

3. One can never know what a single, isolated act of kindness can achieve. With his simple action he 

had eased my growing anxiety, made it possible for my still unsteady wife to come safely home, and 

for our entire family to celebrate the Shabbat in joy and in peace. 

My country friend taught me an extremely valuable lesson: before passing judgment on anyone, pause and 

think. Better still, try to not to pass any judgment on anyone. That is not our job; the world is blessed with 

its own Divine Judge. 

FUNNY THINGS: Say What? 

Little Moishie Shiffman had been begging his mother for months to get a pet hamster. After 
promising that he would take care of it, Moishie's mother finally relented. And sure enough, 
it ended up being Mom's responsibility. 

One evening, exasperated, Mrs. Shiffman asked Moishie, "How many times do you think that 
hamster would have died if I hadn't looked after it?" 

After a moment, Moishie replied quizzically, "Once?" 
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