"But Mommy, I woke him up twice and he just pulls the
blanket over his head! Mommy, I know he heard me — he
just hates to get up!"
"I know, Esther Hencha, I'm afraid he'll miss the Minyan
(daily prayer in Synagogue). I'll have to call him myself."
"Meir! Meir!"
And a sleepy voice up the hall answered, "O.K., O.K., I'm
up."
With a sigh, Mrs. Fischer turned back to her breakfast
preparations in the kitchen. Esther Hencha was setting the
table when, Boom, Boom! A loud clattering down the stairs
and there was Meir in the hall, with a "Morning, Mom", face
still damp from a quick washing, shirttails flying, hands still
rubbing sleep from his eyes while simultaneously putting his
arm into a jacket sleeve, popping his cap onto his head,
grabbing his Tefillin from the bureau drawer, and, while Mrs.
Fischer stood there in the kitchen doorway staring and trying
to say something, Meir was already out the door. No , he was
back now, opening the hall closet again, bending down for
his ball, stuffing it into his pocket, spinning out the door
again like a tornado, and jumping down the porch steps.
He was off!
"Well," said Mrs. Fischer catching her breath, "he might
still make the Minyan, who knows? But I wonder if he'll
remember to get a container of milk for sick Mr. Gold down
the block; it was Meir's chance to help him put on his
Tefillin this morning."
"You know Mommy," said Esther Hencha, "Meir always
wants to do mitzvos, he just keeps putting things off. And
then it's too late!"
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The same day, much later.
Meir was struggling again to wake up. He knew his mother
was calling him, he was probably going to be late for the
Minyan, but he just couldn't open his eyes. Oh, how his head
ached! He tried to pull the blanket up over his head, but his
arms felt as if they were held down by rocks.
"Meir, Meir, wake up!"
"O.K., O.K., I'm up," he mumbled thickly.
"Thank G-d, thank G-d, Boruch Hashem he's awake. He's
pulled out of it, Shimon."
Meir opened one eye and peeked out. There were his
mother, his father, and Esther Hencha, all standing by his bed.
But it wasn't his bed, it wasn't his room at home!
"Where am I? What's the matter?" he started crying.
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"Sha, Sha, Meir darling. You're in the hospital. You'll be
all right, you just had a little accident. You were very lucky,
it could have been much worse. The doctor says you'll be all
right; you just have to rest. Now we have to go; they won't
let us stay any longer. Refuah Sbelaimah (complete recovery),
Meir, rest and sleep and we'll see you tomorrow morning."
Mr. and Mrs. Fischer bent down and kissed Meir and they
all tip-toed out quietly.
And then Meir remembered what had happened. He had
been bouncing his ball on the way to Shul. The ball had
railed out into the street and Meir had run after it. Suddenly
he had seen a car speeding toward him, Meir tried to turn,
and that's all he remembered.
He must have been hit by the car. Oh, how his head
ached! Such excruciating pain! He groaned loudly. A nurse
came in, gave him an injection and Meir slept.
Several hours later, Meir was waking up again, this time
waking from a dream. He dreamed he was in shul, and the
boy next to him was davening out loud, too loud. Meir was
annoyed and tried to change his seat, but he couldn't move,
he couldn't turn. He struggled to pull up the blanket again,
and, woke up! Then he remembered — he was in the hospital. The part about the shul had been just a dream. He knew
he really was in a hospital. He was awake now, and wishing
the accident had been just a bad dream but no, the aches and
pains were a bad reality. But the part about a boy next to him
davening — that was true, he heard him davening now, loud
and clear and slow.
He opened his eyes. He was not alone in the room. There
was another bed, and a boy sitting up in the bed and yes —
he was really davening! But what was that boy doing in the
hospital? He looked fine, sitting straight up, no bandages
visible.

"Hi, I'm Meir."
"Hello, I'm Ivan — I mean Yitzchok. How do you feel?"
"Terrible. Everything hurts me."
After a while, "But what's the matter with you?"
As soon as Meir asked the question, he was sorry. Yitzchok
had closed his eyes, and tears spilled over, down his cheeks.
Then he said quietly,
"I can't walk." A long silence. Then quietly, "I can't walk
now, not yet — but after the operation tomorrow, maybe I
will be able to."
Suddenly he opened his eyes and shouted at Meir, "I
must get better! I must walk again! Here in America we
can go to Shul, we can go to yeshiva, we can run to do
Mitzvos. In Russia we were not able to. My father had to go
to the factory every day, even Shabbos. He was never allowed
to go to Shul. Now here we can, so I must go to Shul."
Meir gasped. Could Yitzchok know about him? Could he
know how foolish he had been when he had had his accident?
Yitzchok lay back on his pillow, exhausted from his outburst. Then he turned over on his side and spoke slowly and
wistfully to Meir.
"My grandmother used to tell me about our Jewish
Mitzvos — about Shabbos, about Kosher, about Sefira, about
everything — she knew so much! My grandfather had died
— how do you say it — Al Kiddush Hashem (to sanctify
Hashem's name). He was in the Russian army, and once, on
Pesach, they pulled out all the Jewish soldiers to eat bread.
My grandfather refused to do it, and the filthy communists
beat him and beat him till he died. But my grandmother
heard later that as they beat him, he said aloud "Shema
Yisroel". So every time I daven, I say it aloud, but oh, how I
pray I should be able to go to Shul to daven, and to be able
to do all the Mitzvos that Hashem gave us!"
A long silence. Meir forced himself to turn over toward
Yitzchok, who was starting again to speak slowly.
"My grandmother never gave up. She always lit two candles
for Friday night, hidden so no one knew. Anyone from the
family who could possibly be there, would stand near her, and
watch, and listen to her prayers. She said it was then that
the gates of heaven were open to receive a Jewish mother's
prayers, and that Hashem will surely answer us some time.
"One Friday afternoon, my mother was ordered to go to
the factory to work on the night shift. She had to go, they
were suspicious of us already; there had been rumors of
Grandmother's religious practices and my mother was afraid
that they might come and arrest Grandmother. But before my
mother left the house, we all went down to the cellar and
Grandmother lit her two little candles there. Down there in
the dark damp cellar, after she lit the little candles, she held
me close to her while she prayed. Her tears flowed so that
my little shirt became soaked from her tears. Many times in
the middle of the night, I woke up and my shirt was wet
with my grandmother's tears. Is it any wonder that when we
finally came here to America, we hardly spent any money on
food or clothes, so that we could save money to buy beautiful
candlesticks "lekovod Shabbos" (in honor of Shabbos). How
sweetly my mother prays over the candles here. And I know
she prays that my operation should be a success. I know
Hashem will answer us now."

As if exhausted from talking so much, Yitzchok seemed
to drift off into a deep sleep. Just then a nurse came into the
room and Meir beckoned to her.
"Nurse, please tell me, will Yitzchok be able to walk after
his operation?"
"Who? Oh, you mean Ivan here? Well, of course we hope
he will get better. He has lots of faith and that's an important
thing, but —" and she bent down to whisper, "— it's a
pretty bad case. He needs a miracle to help him. But who
knows — he'might get one yet? Go to sleep now, young
man, the doctor has ordered sleep and rest for you. You're
a mighty lucky boy that you weren't hurt more — you had a
miracle yourself today!"
Meir closed his eyes and prayed silently.
"Please Hashem. Please help Yitzchok to be able to walk
again. Please give Yitzchok a Refuah Shelaimah."
And from his pain and his tears, Meir slept too.
When he awoke the next morning, Yitzchok's bed was
empty. So — he was up for his operation already. Meir said
Modeh Ani and then lay wondering what to do. He wanted
to wash negel vasser (morning washing of the hands) first.
His head still ached. He started to pull the blanket up over
his head and stopped, and quickly before he could change his
mind, pulled his! blanket down, down, down. Slowly, bit by
bit, he pulled himself up. Then he sat for a moment, carefully
put one foot over the side of the bed, then the other one, up
now, careful, careful, and he had taken the few steps to the
sink and with a cup was washing negel vasser. He splashed
cold water on his face. He couldn't believe it, he was feeling
better already! Carefully he returned to the bed, and in a loud
clear voice said again "Modeh Ani Lifanecha . . ."
"Well, What's this? Who are you talking to?" His nurse
was passing and stuck her head in the door. "I know you're
not talking to Ivan — he's downstairs in the recovery room
and you know what? His operation was successful — he'll
be able to walk again; Hey, don't jump like that! And quiet
down! You're supposed to rest. Save the celebration till you're
feeling better."
"No, nurse, I'm feeling better, and I'm going to celebrate
now! And Ivan and I are both going to run to do Mitzvos
from now on."
And I think you could hear Meir's voice down the corridors,
into every room in the hospital, singing out loud —
"MODEH ANI

LIFANECHA"

