JUST A DROP

The three treasure-hunters: Shuvi, Feleh and Zedka

“You worry too much, Shuvi. It's dead simple. All we had to do was find our favourite thing,” Feleh explained.

“No! We had to get the most precious thing in all the world,” Shuvi corrected him.

“Same difference!”

“Yeah? Why did we have to do it, anyway?”

“Search me. I'm not God, am I?” replied Feleh, sounding obvious.

“The thing is,” interrupted Zedka, “we've all brought something… so let's take a look.  Bags be first!” Out of her backpack she pulled a small square of white cloth with a red mark in the middle. She opened it out on her lap and smoothed it down.

“Strawberry jam—yummy!” guessed Shuvi.

“Ha! ha!” came a sarcastic laugh.

“Tomato sauce?” suggested Feleh. “You had some lovely chips and got ketchup all over your hanky!”

“Oh, honestly! It's blood!”

“Me next!” piped Feleh. Taking care to keep it upright, he brought out of his satchel a test tube that he held firmly between his thumb and forefinger. It contained a small amount of yellow fluid and had a cork stopper.

“Is it from some scientific experiment?” Zedka wondered.

“No, but you're close.”

“Oh, I know,” cried Shuvi. “It's a magic potion!”

But Feleh dismissed her idea with a wave of the hand. “It's a dose of medicine!”

Shuvi had to keep her lunchbox absolutely level and carry it very steadily. She took out a tiny, round dish, placed it gently on her palm and held out her hand flat. The other two stared at it for a moment, barely making out that there was something clear in the bottom.

“Don't tell me you've been catching rain!” enquired Feleh cheekily.

“Or stealing holy water!” Zedka accused jokingly.

“Not at all! It's a tear!”

The three of them sat back and pondered their various finds: it was strange they had all chosen small drops of something; even stranger that they had been unable to guess what each other's choice was; and strangest of all that no one else could imagine why they'd chosen that particular treasure.

Had they come up with the things that were actually precious to God, they needed to know. How could they find out? Maybe God had let them be free to decide for themselves and would say that whatever they chose—and really meant—was right... Did it matter that they were different? Can you logically have more than one most precious thing? Why had God sent them off to find the most valuable thing of all? Surely God already knew the answer... So what was this game all about? What would anyone get out of it? And what, in the end, would God make of their funny little efforts?

Round and round they went, turning so many questions over in their mind. “Maybe there are some things about God that we'll never understand,” Shuvi reflected after a while.

But Feleh spoke for all three of them when he exclaimed, “I've got brain pain!”

“Why don't we just tell each other why we collected the drops?” said Zedka, trying to be practical. “Who knows, perhaps we've all hit on the same idea. If we haven't, maybe we could vote on the one most precious thing out of all our precious three...”

They nodded in agreement and leaned back to show she could go first.  

Zedka’s story

Zedka spread out her bloodstained piece of gauze and began her tale.  

“In a South American village, high up in the mountains, the life of the peasants is a bitter struggle. They are downtrodden by wealthy landowners who charge them high rents and take a greedy share of the crops they grow. Foreign businessmen make them work long hours for low wages in dangerous mines or dirty factories. ‘Enough of this!’ declared a young man one day. He was the eldest son in his family. ‘Our government is full of crooks. They steal from the poor to give to the rich. Wherever we turn for help, the door is slammed in our face! There has to be a better life!’

‘There is, my boy,’ his mother replied. ‘It is beyond the grave. We have been told our reward will be in heaven.’

‘They only tell us that to keep us quiet, to stop us complaining! It’s no good, Mama! There are other young men who think like me. We're going to fight. We'll change it all, you'll see!’ Putting on his soldier's cap, he kissed his mother good-bye and ran down the mountainside, brave and free. The next she saw of him was when a donkey came clip-clop up the hill, bringing his body home. ‘Sweet Mama...’ he had called softly, before he died.

And here,” Zedka announced, “is his final drop of blood—the most precious thing in all the world.”

Feleh’s story

Gripping the test tube between thumb and forefinger, Feleh cleared his throat and described his scene. 

“In Central Africa there was a clinic—the only one for hundreds of miles—which was run single-handed by a devoted nurse. Though conditions were hard and resources scarce, no one in need of her help was ever turned away and she worked tirelessly, coaxing her patients back to health or bringing comfort to the dying. Not once did she complain of the hardship and not once did she have a selfish thought. Whenever she was asked how long she had been at the clinic, she would smile and say sweetly, ‘This is my life!’

One day an epidemic struck the whole area. Entire families died from the disease and her clinic soon became overcrowded. Day and night, she nursed her patients, often tired and weak herself. She offered them water and mopped their fevered brows, saving the little vaccine there was for the babies and children. Before long, she too was in the grip of the same sickness and she collapsed in the corner of the ward. All night, as the fever raged in her infected body, she fought for her life but in the morning, with a prayer on her lips, she died. 

And here,” Feleh announced, “is medicine that could have saved her—the most precious thing in all the world.”

Shuvi’s story

Finally, Shuvi placed the dish gently on the flat of her hand and told her story.  

“There was a well-known thief in Eastern Europe. Not trusting anyone, he worked alone and at night. Everyone knew he was a burglar but could never prove it, as he was too good at his job.

All his adult life he had never known anything but crime: he had snatched handbags, picked pockets, robbed banks, forged cheques and held up trains.

Then, one snowy night, he went out on another job. There was a house he had had his eye on for some time. Covering his tracks, he crept into the yard and down the alley at the side. He could drop in through a window without being noticed, he thought. A drainpipe was perfectly placed and he scaled it in no time… but just then he heard sounds coming from inside. Edging his way from one windowsill to the next, he peered through a gap in the curtains into a room full of happiness: the grandmother was knitting and the grandfather was singing at the piano; children played together on the rug; the father was piling logs onto the fire and in an armchair the mother was feeding her baby. Their closeness and contentment touched him deeply. There was a look on their faces and a sound in their voices that reminded him of his own family he had loved so dearly when he was a boy and the good, simple life he had left behind.

Filled with regret, he turned away and jumped back into the yard. Overcome with shame, he crouched down and cried his heart out. 

And here,” Shuvi announced, “is a single tear of a soul that is truly sorry—the most precious thing in all the world.”

00000

This story of the three children, who are treasure-hunters, is based on a Jewish legend. In that legend, God sends three angels or imaginary beings to the world, to see what the most precious things are. Angels are imaginary or invisible creatures. The original legend does not say where the angels went and whom they saw but it does say that they brought back blood, medicine and tears.

Rosh HaShanah and Yom Kippur are about these values:

· tzedakah (fairness)

· t'filah (prayer)

· t'shuvah (changing for the better)

The legend and the Just a drop story are also about the values of tzedakah, t'filah and t'shuvah. In the Just a drop story, the names of the children who are treasure-hunters, are taken from these three values and sound a bit like them:

· ‘Zedka’ is for ‘tzedakah’

· ‘Feleh’ is for ‘t’filah’

· ‘Shuvi’ is for ‘t’shuvah’

Read the Just a drop story and the notes about it at the end.

1. Make a chart like this (with more space to write, if you need). Fill it in to show how the name of the treasure-hunter is linked to the meaning of the story he or she told:

	name of the 

treasure-hunter


	linked

Jewish 

value 
	how the story is linked to the Jewish value

	Zedka
	tzedakah

(fairness)
	

	Feleh
	t’filah

(prayer)
	

	Shuvi
	t’shuvah

(changing for the better)
	


2. Zedka thought they might have all come up with the same ideas: had they, or are they all quite different ideas really? 

3. Did they need to choose one or can they have three most precious things?

4. What so you think was the most precious thing?—the blood, the medicine or the tear? Why?

5. What is the most precious thing in all the world for YOU? Why?

6. The treasure-hunters also asked a lot of questions. What do you think was the most precious question they asked?

7. EITHER draw a picture to illustrate what happened in each of the three scenes in Just a Drop.

OR sketch an image or symbol to represent each of the three values: 

· tzedakah (fairness)

· t’filah (prayer) 

· t’shuvah (changing for the better). 

Use your sketches to design and make a poster about these three values, which could be put up in a Jewish home or a synagogue at the time of Rosh HaShanah.
