




The Leaf



EXT. BST IN A CARRIAGE WITH DISCIPLES, INCLUDING SHIMON. ONWARD THEY
TRAVELED THROUGH THE DAY UNTIL THEY STOPPED, GOT DOWN AND THE BST LED

THEM TO SIT UNDERNEATH A LARGE TREE.



BST
Look at this field. Do you not think

that Hashem's hand is present in
every little thing that happens?



They look out for a few moments. In front of them, a leaf floats down and lands just a few feet away.



SHIMON

Holy Besht, I don't doubt that Hashem
plays a role in everything, but can

Hashem be bothered with little things
like that lowly leaf that the wind

has just blown our way?



BST
Absolutely, Shimon, even that leaf.

Did you see how it twisted and turned
in the breeze before it came to rest

in front of us?



SHIMON
Yes?



BST

Well, every turn was ordained by
Hashem. And the place it has come

to rest. That too!



SHIMON
But doesn't Hashem have more important

things to concern himself with? I
mean, does it matter that the leaf
lands here, or there, or anywhere?



BST

Nothing matters more! There is a
divine order in everything, especially

the leaves. The Talmud clearly says: He provides
sustenance for every creature, from

the long-horned wild ox to the tiniest
insect eggs. Everything in this





field is ordained just as it is to

ensure that every living being here
can sustain itself. If you don't

believe me, watch that leaf closely.
Very closely.



They all focus on the leaf. Slowly a worm crawls out of a hole and begins to feast on the leaf. 
The BST smiles.



BST 

If Hashem has foreseen the needs of
the smallest of his creatures, do

you not think that all of our needs
are not also provided for?



The Remarkable Horse 

   Long ago, an old, sickly man and his son lived in an impoverished village. Luckily for
the older man, his son was healthy and robust; otherwise, they would have surely
perished. One day while they were working in their barn, a magnificent wild horse
unexpectedly rode into their stable. The father motioned to the son to quickly close the
gate. For such a poor farmer, this was an incredible stroke of good luck. No one in the
village had ever seen such a brilliant animal, and it would fetch a very high price at the
market. A neighbor stopped by to visit, remarking to his elderly friend how fortunate this
was. Yes, the gods were smiling with favor on him this day. The older man’s response
surprised him. Stroking his beard, he said, “Perhaps this is good fortune. Perhaps it is
not. Only time will tell.”
   Sure enough, three days later, the horse jumped over the fence and was gone. The
neighbor stopped by to commiserate with his friend and commented on how unlucky the
horse had escaped. But the old man just echoed his words of a few days earlier, “Perhaps
this is bad fortune. Perhaps it is not. Only time will tell.”
   A week passed. While the older man and his son were repairing their house, they heard
what sounded like thunder. It was a whole herd of wild horses led by the magnificent
horse that escaped only a few days before. He led the others into the corral, and the older
man’s son quickly closed the gate. When the neighbor heard of this miraculous event, he
stopped by and commented to his friend on his good fortune. The old man just shook his
head, muttering, “Perhaps this is good fortune. Perhaps it is not. Only time will tell.”
   The next day his son was attempting to break one of the new horses and was thrown, his
leg shattered in two places. The village doctor was hopeful in his diagnosis, saying the
young man would walk again after fitting a tight brace around his thigh and shin. But he
warned it would require many months of healing and rest. Given his arthritis and fragile
back, this was terrible news for the older man. He depended on his son for help with many
of the more arduous chores on the farm. What was he to do now? As you might expect, the
neighbor visited to express his regret about the accident and to declare what an
unfortunate turn of events this had been. But the old man patiently replied, “Perhaps this
is bad fortune. Perhaps it is not. Only time will tell.”
   Two weeks later, a regiment of soldiers rode into the village. A war was brewing with a
northern province, and they conscripted every young man to fight, except, of course, the
older man’s son who was convalescing. Not one of those men returned alive from the war.
The older man’s son eventually healed and was once again able to help his father. And, as
the wise father often said after his son was spared the fate of so many other young men,
“We never know whether a thing is good or bad until the story is finished.”
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