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 And the days come and go, the time of pruning had arrived, the wedding’s days 

draw ever nearer, and in the house of Reb Achiezer great was the tumult. Kneading and 

baking and cooking, all for that great day on which the honorable lad, the certified 

prodigy Master Yechezkel, and that girl of his age, the extolled virgin, the bride Mistress 

Dina — may she live! — would come together beneath the huppah. 

 And all stands ready for the huppah — and awaits the coming of the groom. 

 And there were the footsteps of a herald upon the mountains — a special 

emissary comes with a short letter in hand: “Be prepared for the third day after 

Shabbat.” And everyone, it seemed, invited themselves to exult in the great joy of the 

Commandments, heartily rousing one another and saying: the emissaries are coming, 

and with them that precious pearl they drew from the sea of Talmud in Poland. And the 

wedding was set to be an affair the like of which Jerusalem had never seen since the day 

her children went into Exile. 

 And so it arrived! All the people of Jerusalem greeted and received the groom 

with great respect. With drums and dancing and cymbals and lutes they went out to 

meet him — and all are joyous and making merry with their fellows, and yet feel that 

their joy was nothing more than two-faced... 

 The Great Sages of Jerusalem wondered over the mortal vessel of this lad — from 



his mouth drop pearls, his form was as the form of a king, gentle he was and sensitive 

— yet nevertheless, all feel in his presence as if they were visiting the sickbed of one 

unlikely to rise, G-d forbid.  

 Every single person feels it — but the heart reveals naught to the mouth, and 

they make themselves merry. 

 The day of the huppah arrived. They led the bride, as was customary, to receive a 

blessing from the rabbi.  

 The rabbi wants to begin with the blessings he’s used to, which come easily to his 

lips, yet here instead the bride gives voice to sobbing and the house is seized with fear 

of G-d. But she quickly regained her composure and asked that all present excuse 

themselves. She needed to reveal something to the rabbi. Everyone left, and the bride 

recounted the entire matter of the ark before the rabbi, that she herself with her own 

hands had shoved it out. She told him and omitted from him no detail, even her 

transgression of “and you shall not stray after your hearts.”  

 The rabbi stood stunned and astonished, his notions and minds’ thoughts 

confused. Finally he regained his composure and replied to her, and because of the 

honor of the bride, on her day of pardon and forgiveness, he began to speak to her heart 

words of encouragement. He told her the gates of repentance remained unlocked, and 

on this day the Holy One Blessed Be He would forgive her all her sins. He spoke to her 

words of musar and enlightenment, that she needed to know that it was not given to the 



daughters of Israel to follow their hearts, but rather to carry out the will of their fathers 

and afterwards their husbands, and concluded by consoling her that even though the 

daughters of Israel were seemingly ignorant of the Law and merited only honor, 

Hashem, may he be blessed, had passed down to them a great task, the raising of 

worthy children for the Omnipresent. And he described to her the greatness in Torah of 

he who had been designated her husband so that he might become dear to her and 

draw her heart after him. And regarding the matter of the ark, he said there was no 

need to reveal it to anyone, since he, the rabbi himself, would make sure the ark was 

restored to its proper place in the synagogue — and G-d in his goodness would pardon 

her. 

 And as soon as the bride left the rabbi sent for the dignitary to tell him to restore 

Ben-Uri’s ark to the synagogue. 

 But when they went to retrieve it, they looked for it and found it not...stolen or 

hidden, or risen to the heavens — who could say and who could tell? — — — — 

 The day turned away, the sun disappeared and the night began to make its touch 

known. All the great men of Jerusalem assembled at the palace of Reb Achiezer to 

celebrate the marriage of his daughter, leading the bridge and groom beneath the 

huppah.  The light is scattered all around. The musicians take out their instruments and 

play together songs and melodies, yet the music lacks the power to put sadness from 

the heart and make it pure, for despair had carved out a place amongst them and stands 



with them under the huppah, and it wants nothing more than to tear the veil of the 

huppah from over their heads... 

 Many people sit around the table of the dignitary Reb Achiezer, and it seems they 

enjoy the wedding feast he conducts. The mouths of the wise students are filled with all 

sorts of delicacies and mulled wine, together with songs and gladness. And yet they do 

it all as if they’d been hired for the purpose...they go out to dance the requisite dances, 

to gladden the bride and groom; but this lovely couple, despair tangles itself between 

them and moves not from among them, making a partition and keeping them at arm’s 

length from one another. 

 And they did not draw near each other the entire night, even when they brought 

them into the yihud room...each was occupied and unable to set aside their musings and 

release them from their hearts. On eagles’ wings their thoughts are borne to the far 

reaches of the world. Him, two eyes piercing the abyss of night flare before him — he 

ruminates over some Freydl, faraway from him now, a great distance and many days 

and rivers separating them...and Dina, she sees the delicate fingers of Ben-Uri, and his 

voice cuts like a chisel into her soul and rings in her ears, and her thoughts hover after 

him, seeking and searching — where has he gone, where has he turned, this poor 

wretch?... 

 During morning prayers, the young scholar stands wrapped in a tallit and 

crowned with tefillin, and struggles to understand his purpose here. A groom he is 



amidst his seven days of wedding celebration, and nobody leaves him alone so that 

they might guard him from the demons; but it seems the demons, G-d forbid, are the 

ones within his heart, not parting from him even for a moment. And now of all times, 

when he wants to focus on the Shema and cover his face with his hands so he might 

properly draw out “ehad,” without his thoughts striking away at some matter — here he 

is and all he sees is her, Freydl, who is thrust into his hand and stands before his eyes... 

And once her presence has been compressed into this place, it refuses to depart again 

until he unwinds his tefillin and lays them in their pouch. The pouch comes into his 

hands and tears begin to choke off his throat like boiling lead. This little tefillin bag had 

always been dear to him. How beautiful were the letters delicately stitched onto it, the 

glorious work of Freydl’s hands. And now comes the great tallit bag and covers up this 

beloved little pouch and conceals it from the eyes of all creation...from the eyes of all 

creation, but not from his own! … He lays the little pouch in his hands and kisses it 

with an urgent passion like a man who had never kissed his youngest son, who comes 

now to settle his affairs. 

 Freydl, Freydl, this maiden, the poor widow’s daughter, who lived in their 

courtyard, what is she doing now? 

 Feasting and celebration, and the groom conjures wonders beyond wonders! He 

kisses lips. Hearts rise up together and he casts over them golden clouds, clouds made 

of Torah and Gemara, Sifrei and Sifra and Tosefta, casting and scattering handfuls of 



precious stones, squandering the treasures of wisdom open-handed — but suddenly his 

voice cuts off and he stands there dumbfounded and stricken like a man who came to 

request mercy for a sick man before the Holy Ark and found it empty... 

 His father the rabbi looks at him with anger and concern and sees a sort of 

strangeness in him. What does his son lack here? Hashem’s blessing he has, wealth and 

prestige he has, a proper and modest wife he has, and fitting chambers like the palace of 

a king he has — and yet where is his contentment? But Yechezkel doesn’t feel at all his 

father’s eyes. Other eyes stare at him ceaselessly, and so sad they are, and he himself 

sinks and drowns within them — and he lowers his head out of shame... 

 The Seven Blessings bring the bride and groom again to one another’s side — 

their bodies adjoin, but their hearts are given to others. 


