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From the Student Editor
When I took a gap year after high school, 
my mother told me to savor it; she said that 
I’d never get a chance like this again, to live 
in Israel and study Torah, away from the 
grind of real life. Not only that, but I’d never 
experience another shmittah year as a lo-
cal. Little did she know that I’d be doing ex-
actly the same thing, almost ten years later 
at Pardes. Little did she know that it would 
be another shmittah year.
I find the idea that Torah study is leisure-
ly, or a break from real life, very amusing. 
Learning Torah from 8.30am-5pm every 
single day (often studying further into the 
night) is not just challenging, it’s physically, 
emotionally and spiritually grueling. Torah 
study, as the Pardes faculty can tell you, is 
a full time job.
So how do we, the students of Pardes, 
achieve rest when our lives revolve around 
the work of Torah? In his seminal work 
Shabbat HaAretz, Rav Kook says that “life 
can only be perfected through the affording 
of a breathing space from the bustle of ev-
eryday life.” To observe shmittah in a Beit 
Midrash setting means finding breathing 
space in the text we study, the silences be-
tween words, the gaps in the story where 
we insert ourselves.
It's no coincidence that this, the second 
edition of the Pardes Ḥayyim, is made up 
of creative pieces. The very nature of ‘rest 
from work’ is that we have more time to ded-
icate to our creative pursuits, the hobbies 
that we unwittingly put aside when we work 
full time jobs. When we abstain from work, 
we have time to draw, to write, to compose. 
Our journal is exactly that: proof of our rest, 
a testament to our shmittah year, filling in 
the gaps of Torah with words of our own.

I commend the students who bare their 
souls in these pages, who invite us into their 
creative spaces, and allow us to understand 
them—and our Sacred texts—with just a lit-
tle more clarity. And I hope, above all else, 
that your own shmittah years are filled with 
creativity, passion, and rejuvenation.
B’virkat Torah V’Chesed,
Shoshana

Shoshana Gottlieb
Student Editor

The midrash's comparison of Torah to a liv-
ing, growing organism emphasizes that its 
body is always expanding—creating new 
roots, branches and leaves as more people 
study it. Just as the tree provides people 
with oxygen that sustains us, so too is To-
rah the breath and life of the Jewish people. 
We chose to name our Student Torah Jour-
nal Pardes Ḥayyim as a play on the notion 
of Torah being an Etz Ḥayyim. Our student 
body is made up of a diverse group of in-
dividuals, and each one brings their own 
unique voice as a learner and reader of To-
rah. Using art, poetry, music, and creative 
writing, they have each shown how they 
hold fast to Torah and how it is alive and 
growing in their lives today. Together, these 
living trees of Torah create the orchard that 
is Pardes. Their roots gain substance and 
sustenance from the same soil, but each 
tree develops in its own distinct fashion. 
This year, Shoshana and I selected that the 
Journal should focus on the Pardes theme 
of the year "Reset, Renew, Refresh: Shmit-

tah & Us". All the entries to the journal fo-
cus on this same theme and what unfolds 
is multiple ways in which the same concept 
can be read, understood, and discussed. 
Each contributor interacted with the con-
cept in a different manner and from a dif-
ferent perspective, and the Torah texts that 
inspired their works are presented at the 
end of each piece. Although normally the 
physical orchard would lay fallow during the 
Sabbatical year, our orchard of living Torah 
is vibrant and growing and all should feel 
free to come and enjoy it.
We hope you will find osher as you wan-
der through our orchard and encounter the 
living Torah of our Pardes learning commu-
nity.

Raḥel Berkovits 
Faculty Editor

From the Faculty Editor
תורה נקראת חיים

שנאמר )משלי ג:י)  
עץ חיים היא למחזיקים בה

ותומכיה מאושר

אבות דרבי נתן לד:יא

The Torah is called Living,
as it says (Proverbs 3:18),
“It is a Tree of Life [etz ḥayyim] for 
those who hold fast to it,
and all its supporters are  
happy [mushar].”
Avot D'Rabbi Natan Chapter 34:11
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For You Are Strangers 
By Claire Abramovitz
I’m going to be honest, I’ve never found 
shmittah particularly interesting. Living 
most of my life outside the Land of Israel, I 
only had a vague sense of it. I knew in the 
barest of terms it meant people would start 
posting online about Israel buying their or-
anges or whatever from some other place. 
That was it. Foreign fruit—the extent of my 
shmittah knowledge. 
Now I’ve done far more learning about 
shmittah. And I’m still going to be honest. 
I don’t all care that much. I’ve heard about 
it from environmentalist angles, anti-capi-
talist angles, halakhic angles, hippy dippy 
spiritualist angles—a range of things. You'd 
think one would appeal to me. Ironically, I 
feel as though this year (being, in fact, a 
shmittah year) the entire concept has been 
worked to death for me. 
So what about the loopholes? So what 
about if you place your plant on this type of 
thing you can still tend to it? So what if the 
land gets sold to whoever and so congrats 
keep farming away at those sweet, sweet, 
profitable cucumbers. It seems as though 
we’ve come up with so many loopholes 
for getting around shmittah, we’ve almost 
missed the point entirely. Where’s the rest? 
When does the land actually get to lie fal-
low, because nothing seems all that differ-
ent to me. 
Then again, I’m not a farmer. What do I 
know? 
I’m also most of the time terribly bored by 
the ins and outs of halakha. Blasphemy. 
How dare. 
My eyes glaze over at the prospect of hear-
ing about heter mechira. I’ve selectively de-
leted all other phrases from my brain. Wow 

what a dvar. Will you continue to complain? 
A true descendant of the children of Israel. 
You could have just left me in Egypt, right? 
I can’t help thinking of the role of God in all 
this. 
What does a complete rest for God look 
like? We are told that shmittah is a complete 
rest for the land, and then the pasuk adds a 
complete rest for God. (Vayikra 25:4)
The pasuk ties the land and God together. 
They both need time to lie fallow. 
You know how every seven years we get 
new skin cells or something? I’m thinking 
a lot about that too. Seven year cycles and 
what it means to let ourselves go. 
Only it seems like a world in which rest is 
made out to seem weak, to seem lazy. You 
can rest when you’re dead. Well the land 
will outlive us and so will God. 
Later on in the chapter God says “for the 
land is Mine; for strangers and dwellers are 
you with me.” (Vayikra 25:23)
What does it mean to be created in the im-
age of God and be told we are strangers to 
our own creator? How painful to hear that in 
a way we are unrecognizable to that which 
put us here on Earth. 
Why would God tell us this now? Why would 
we be reminded this jarring fact after being 
given the commandments for shmittah and 
yovel? 
I don’t know much about God. Evidently, 
we’re strangers. He’s told us so himself. 
We can talk about how ultimately there isn’t 
enough time on Earth for us for God to real-
ly know us. We’re simply passing through. 
And since we can never know God how can 

we ever spend our one measly life getting 
it right. We can talk about how, again, the 
land originally belongs to God and here we 
are messing it all up. Here we all are need-
ing to be told to give it a break. 
But I think there’s something profoundly 
lonely about God’s statement here. God 
gave the land over to humanity, and in the 
Torah the Land of Israel to the Israelites 
(insofar as they are on their best behav-
ior). God’s major project was the creation 
of Heaven and Earth, the fashioning of the 
world. And then God created humans to 
help, to take the reins for a while. God has 
copyright claims to the land, but handed 
over his project to a trusted director—us. 
God puts His trust in us to take care of His 
work knowing that it might make us distant. 
God puts His trust in us knowing little can 
truly grow if He does not make strangers of 
us. The cost of God’s faith in us is that we 
can never really know each other. 
We’re always striving to know each oth-
er; that’s the human condition. That’s the 
purpose of human kind. Perhaps we are 
strangers to the land, deep in the back of our 
minds contending with the fact that owner-
ship is an illusion, that lasting claim to any 
part of God’s Earth is ultimately false. The 
God who leaves us the land and returns to 
it every seven years calls us strangers. 
But what of the workers in the field for the 
other six? What do they become to us 
when we are all given a chance to rest? Do 
we see the face of God in our fellow man 
during the six years we work the land or 
do we simply wait for God to return in the 
seventh to finally say, ah yes, here is The 
Lord? 
God in heaven is a stranger to us. The God 
who formed the land we are strangers to is 
unknowable, yes. We don’t know how and 
why He did it. We weren’t there when the 

stars and moon were formed, we weren’t 
there when the waters were separated from 
the heavens, we weren’t there when life was 
first breathed into a lump of clay and called 
human. We don’t remember our births, we 
can never fully know our mothers and fa-
thers. It is so easy to be a stranger with the 
world, to be a stranger with God. We pass 
by hundreds of people in the streets and 
only see what’s next on our agenda. Get to 
the bus. Get the keys out of your pocket. 
Cook a sad little dinner. Watch TV. Pay your 
bills. Go to sleep. Wake up. Work. Make a 
joke to a colleague at the communal micro-
wave (score). Pack up. Get to the bus. 
Oh I could talk endlessly about become 
strangers to the land, making all the land 
strange with our cities and our systems. But 
I want to talk about people. I always want 
to talk about people. Because the easiest 
way to become strangers to God is to exist 
without seeing God in every person around 
you. The people you love, the people you 
loathe, the people you’ll see once riding by 
and never again. 
Not to sound like Ferris Bueller, but if you 
don’t stop and look around every once in a 
while, you’ll miss it. You’ll never really see 
the God who comes back to visit the land 
that He left so dearly in our fickle hands. 
You’ll never see the God that came before 
your time or the God who will come after. 
Seven years have come and go and the cy-
cle will repeat again and again and again. 
shmittah is about land, sure it’s always 
been about land, it’ll always be about land. 
On the surface. Just the topsoil. 
But if we’re thinking about what it means to 
let God return to the land, if we’re thinking 
about what if means to step back, perhaps 
we can think about what it means to stop 
and take stock of the fact that we also dwell 
amongst God. We are reminded that we are 
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both strangers and dwellers with God. And 
we do dwell with God. The seventh year 
might remind us that to the world, to God on 
High, we are strangers, we are nothing, we 
are as unknowable to each other as I am 
to the fly buzzing near my window trying to 
come in. But the shmittah year also reminds 
us that if not the land, it is with God that we 
truly dwell. We dwell with the old woman 
the floor below and her nurse who thanks 
me too many times when I simply hold the 
door open for the both of them. We dwell 
with the guy who nearly ran us over with 
his car even though we had the right of way 
and we dwell with him even as we flip him 
off—a zealous God. We dwell with peers 
who enlighten us, with our parasocial love 
of YouTubers and celebrities. We dwell with 
those who work to take our rights away; we 
dwell with those who fight tirelessly to make 
the world a more just place. We dwell with 
God in everyone, and sometimes we love 
God. Sometimes we really don’t. 
So fine. Even if we have all the loopholes in 
the world to keep growing our sweet, sweet 
profits—I mean fruit—if we don’t step back. 
If we don’t just stop. If we don’t allow our-
selves to step back from those six years of 
repetition, we’ll burn out fast. We’ll always 
be strangers to God, and that will never 
not be painful. Our detachment from the 
land, the reminder that we are but strang-
ers upon it, should only serve to remind us 
that the only cure to alleviate the pain of not 
knowing God is finding Him in the form of 
another. The only antidote to the inevitable 
distance between us and our Creator is by 
stepping back and taking a good hard look 
at the God that dwells in us as much as we 
dwell in Him. 

About Claire 
Claire is a second year student and Tal-
mudic Literature Research Fellow at the 
Pardes Institute of Jewish Studies. She 
originally hails from the greatest center of 
Jewish life outside Jerusalem—Boca Ra-
ton, Florida. She holds a Bachelors degree 
in English, Theatre, and Jewish Studies 
from Oberlin College. She is a published 
author and playwright. Her play To Rot in 
His Bones was a semifinalist in the 2021 
Jewish Plays Project Annual Jewish Play-
writing Contest. In her spare time she writes 
poetry, song parodies, jokes, keeps a list 
of fake band names, creates custom crop 
tops, and makes soup for thirty despite be-
ing only one gal. Her dream is to open a 
soup restaurant/comedy club called The 
Laughing Stock.
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I’ve kept growing, who’s picking?

I bet you can already tell, but
I got picked last
 A lot

A year to lie fallow 
But keep going
Keep going 
Keep GOING
 I think I’m gone? 

A year to lie fallow, NOT
a year to disappear 

A year to lie fallow 

 But God

How I wished for a harvest 

 God 

Lie fallow 
Lie fallow 
Lie down 
 Rest

I don’t know the meaning of the word
I’ve not rested a single day in my life you 
see

You see, I’ve not ever let my head hit the 
pillow and 
sunk, deep, I mean deep, into rest 

I don’t let myself lie fallow 
Not my body
Not my heart
Not my mind 

I had a nightmare the other week. I mean 
a real nightmare. No one was trying to kill 
me. I’ve had those. The clearest nightmare 
I can remember—well one of the clearest—
it was the 40s. It was Europe. My father 
and I were in a basement. Packed in with 
dozens of other Jews. It was a basement. 
There were bombs exploding all around us. 
It was a basement. I guess it looked like a 
gas chamber. My father and I were there. 
The worst nightmares I’ve ever had are 
about my father. I am always afraid for my 
father’s life. I clung to him in that dream, 
in that basement that wasn’t a basement 
packed up against dozens of other Jews in 
Europe in the 40s. How can I lie fallow when 
generations I never lived are still screaming 
within me. Anyway 

Anyway

ANYWAY, I had this nightmare the other 
night, right. This nightmare where I was in 
class, Howard’s class (hi Howard) and he 
surprised us with a final exam (please don’t 
get any ideas Howard, I have other dreams 
I’d rather see come true). Everyone else 
in the class finished in an hour. It took me 

three. I cried the whole time. Howard said it 
would be easy if we studied. I didn’t know I 
was supposed to study for anything. It took 
everyone else one hour. I woke up crying. I 
think I failed Howard’s exam. 
I always feel like everyone else but me was 
told to study for something. Like everyone’s 
gonna get to where they want to go in an 
hour without crying a tear. And it’s gonna 
take me three hours and a whole bunch of 
hyperventilation. 

I’m a lily of the valley 
I’m a thorn in my side 
I’m gonna grow into something but I don’t 
know what

There’s a beloved
He was in the past
A new one in the future

I thought it was a time of reaping 
I thought it was a time of sewing 

 But God

I’ve been told to lie fallow 

His kisses were sweeter than wine
Only he got drunk on me 
So drunk he couldn’t tell 
Where the lilies stopped
And the thorns started 

I looked for him a long time
the one I loved 

turned me to smoke he did
We all called it love

Someone called it soul mates 
Lie fallow 
Lie fallow
Lie fallow

Don’t plant the seeds just watch them grow 

He didn’t plant anything in me. There was 
nothing growing. Let’s call it a miracle. 
Nothing got planted. And nothing grew. And 
I lied and lied and lied fallow. 

But if you plant a seed when you aren’t sup-
posed to, you can’t hear the land scream-
ing. The seed will just grow. That’s the way 
life works. Laws are only as sacred as you 
make them. Love is only as sacred as you 
make it. 

Who will tell you STOP? Who will put up its 
hands and raise its voice? 
Not the land. 

But God

It doesn’t matter. Because I, unlike the 
land, told you to leave me be anyway, I 
screamed. I told you to leave me be. But 
nothing grew. Nothing grew. 

Baruch Shem Kevod Malchuto  
le’olam va’ed

I had a timeline. New Years seemed real-

Lie Fallow
By Claire Abramovitz
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istic. By Purim I was certain. Well here we 
are. Fallow, fallow, fallow. Still lying. Ly-
ing constantly. It’s not good for man to be 
alone. Woman never even got the chance. 
Maybe it’s good for woman to be alone. Or 
not man to be alone. I don’t know. Anyone 
who wasn’t a man never got the chance to 
Be. Only God, I suppose, has ever gotten 
to Be. I had a timeline. Now I have a ther-
apist. And I am just trying To Be. There’s 
no Hamlet question here. I tried Not To Be 
for a long time. I failed Howard's nightmare 
exam. I thought I had a beloved. I thought 
I was going to marry him. I thought a lot of 
things. I thought he had just made human 
mistakes. Well, Cain killed Abel. That was 
a mistake. 

O Daughter of Jerusalem 
O Daughter of Jerusalem 
Will you please just relax? 

Will you stop looking for him through every 
bus window 
Will you stop seeing his face in every man’s 
dark eyes
Will you stop and let yourself be alone? 

Lie fallow 
You can still grow 
Lie fallow 
What does it look like to let yourself just 
grow 

No plans
No harvests
Just milk and honey and time 
A time for everything 

Everything under heaven 

Even love
Even you
 Especially love
 Especially you
O Daughter of Jerusalem 
There is a time for you
O Daughter of Jerusalem 
You will bound over the hills 
Into the arms of a new beloved

O Daughter of Jerusalem 
O you teary eyed child of God 
It is only from decay that new life grows 

lie fallow, lie fallow
it’s natural, it’s good
some things
just need to rot

Shemot 23:10-11
וְשֵש שָנִים תִזְרַע אֶת־אַרְצֶךָ וְאָסַפְתָ אֶת־תְבוּאָתָהּ׃

Six years you shall sow your land and gath-
er in its yield;

וְהַשְבִיעִת תִשְמְטֶנָה וּנְטַשְתָהּ

but in the seventh you shall let it rest and 
lie fallow.

About Claire 
Claire is a second year student and Tal-
mudic Literature Research Fellow at the 
Pardes Institute of Jewish Studies. She 
originally hails from the greatest center of 
Jewish life outside Jerusalem—Boca Ra-
ton, Florida. She holds a Bachelors degree 
in English, Theatre, and Jewish Studies 
from Oberlin College. She is a published 
author and playwright. Her play To Rot in 
His Bones was a semifinalist in the 2021 
Jewish Plays Project Annual Jewish Play-
writing Contest. In her spare time she writes 
poetry, song parodies, jokes, keeps a list 
of fake band names, creates custom crop 
tops, and makes soup for thirty despite be-
ing only one gal. Her dream is to open a 
soup restaurant/comedy club called The 
Laughing Stock.
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Release 
By Lexie Botzum
you see she never really rested,
because some people never came.
we stood all together, made a final
pact, and then they planted their feet
in the earth on this side of the river
bank–the earth that never rests, the
earth that always bears the weight of
people working like it’s worship.

we stood on the other side carrying
a torah we could never live in full,
we spread our bare toes in the mud
and called it conquest called it
claiming and grew so deeply rooted
that we couldn’t even imagine
what it would be like,
to let go.

if this land isn’t ours why can’t
we wrench ourselves from it.
once we’ve been uprooted we can’t
meet the dirt in a way that doesn’t
feel like a wound. we have buried
the needy in the earth below, and
aboveground everything blossoms;

she never really rested,
because we never really let her.
when we worshiped the soil we
lived in and gathered sacred greedy
handfuls it felt so good, to touch

something so holy and so unalterably
ours–you never let us believe in
abundance so we nourished ourselves
on desperation and grasping. we never
learned to let go. we never learned to
let go.

Leviticus 25:23
י־גֵרִים וְתוֹשָבִים אַתֶם  וְהָאָרֶץ לאֹ תִמָכֵר לִצְמִתֻת כִי־לִי הָאָרֶץ כִֽ

י׃ עִמָדִֽ

But the land must not be sold beyond re-
claim, for the land is Mine; you are but 
strangers resident with Me.

Avot 5:9
 גָלוּת בָאָה לָעוֹלָם עַל עוֹבְדֵי עֲבוֹדָה זָרָה, וְעַל גִלּוּי עֲרָיוֹת, וְעַל

שְפִיכוּת דָמִים, וְעַל הַשְמָטַת הָאָרֶץ

Exile comes to the world for idolatry, for sex-
ual sins and for bloodshed, and for [trans-
gressing the commandment of] the [year of 
the] release of the land. 

Rashi on Deuteronomy 15:4
יֶחְדַל לאֹ  "כִי  אוֹמֵר  הוּא  וּלְהַלָּן  אביון.  בך  יהיה  לא  כי   אפס 
אֶבְיוֹנִים מָקוֹם  שֶל  רְצוֹנוֹ  עוֹשִים  שֶאַתֶם  בִזְמַן  אֶלָּא   אֶבְיוֹן"? 
מָקוֹם שֶל  רְצוֹנוֹ  עוֹשִים  אַתֶם  וּכְשֶאֵין  בָכֶם,  וְלאֹ   בַאֲחֵרִים 

:אֶבְיוֹנִים בָכֶם

 אפס כי לא יהיה בך אביון

HOWBEIT THERE SHALL BE NO NEEDY 
AMONG YOU — But further on (v. 11) it 
states, “For the needy shall never cease 
out of the land”! But the explanation is: 
When you do the will of the Omnipresent 
the needy will be amongst the others and 

not amongst you, if, however, you do not 
the will of the Omnipresent, the needy will 
be amongst you (Sifrei Devarim 114:1)

Akedat Yitzchak Vayikra #69, Parashat Be-
har
 וזה כי במספר שבע שני העבודה ושביתת השביעיות העיר את
 לבנו והשמיע לאזנינו כי לא שולחנו הנה להיות עבדים נמכרים
 לאדמה כי אם לתכלית אחר נכבד ונפלא ממנו ושלא נתכוין
 בעבודתה רק לכדי צורך אוכל נפש ושאר הספוקים בעוד שאנו

 משתדלים בהשגת התכלית ההוא העליון

This is because the number seven—the 
years of work and the sabbatical of the sev-
enths—enlighten our hearts and are sound-
ed to our ears that we were not sent here 
to be slaves sold to the land; rather, we are 
here to serve another more honorable, mar-
velous purpose, and that we should only in-
tend in our work to provide the necessary 
food and other needs to sustain us as we 
work towards this higher cause.

Bamidbar 32:1-2,5
 וּמִקְנֶה  רַב הָיָה לִבְנֵי רְאוּבֵן וְלִבְנֵי־גָד עָצוּם מְאֹד וַיִרְאוּ אֶת־אֶרֶץ

יַעְזֵר וְאֶת־אֶרֶץ גִלְעָד וְהִנֵה הַמָקוֹם מְקוֹם מִקְנֶה׃

The Reubenites and the Gadites owned 
cattle in very great numbers. Noting that 
the lands of Jazer and Gilead were a region 
suitable for cattle,
הַכֹהֵן וְאֶל־אֶלְעָזָר  אֶל־משֶֹה  וַיֹאמְרוּ  רְאוּבֵן  וּבְנֵי  בְנֵי־גָד   וַיָבֹאוּ 

וְאֶל־נְשִיאֵי הָעֵדָה לֵאמרֹ׃

the Gadite and Reubenite [leaders] came 
to Moses, Eleazar the priest, and the chief-
tains of the community, and said,
לַעֲבָדֶיךָ הַזֹאת  אֶת־הָאָרֶץ  יֻתַן  בְעֵינֶיךָ  חֵן  אִם־מָצָאנוּ   וַיֹאמְרוּ 

לַאֲחֻזָה אַל־תַעֲבִרֵנוּ אֶת־הַיַרְדֵן׃

It would be a favor to us,” they continued, 
“if this land were given to your servants as 
a holding; do not move us across the Jor-
dan.”

About Lexie 
Lexie grew up in Allentown, Pennsylvania, 
and has learned with the Pardes Kollel for 
the past two years. She graduated from 
Johns Hopkins in 2019 with a degree in 
Political Science and International Studies, 
and has been learning and teaching in Je-
rusalem since then. She's passionate about 
Torah, poetry, fantasy novels, and justice 
work. When not learning Torah or doing ac-
tivism, Lexie can be found trapped in her 
home with a cat lying on top of her.
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Growing Vine 
By Valerie Brown

Artist Statement 
This year hasn’t been particularly restful. 
As a second-year student in The Pardes 
Day School Educator Program and a third-
year Pardes student, I’ve been trying to fit 
in a lot: finishing a graduate degree, sharp-
ening my gemara and tanakh skills, cross-
ing things off my Israel bucket list, record-
ing a weekly parashah podcast, spending 
time with friends, and having quality time 
with my partner. Despite all this, or perhaps 
because of all this, my time at Pardes has 
been a tremendous growth opportunity for 
me. This piece was created for my He-
brew College final project, to represent my 
growth as an educator. 
I came to Pardes with many of the quali-
ties that make a great educator, and PEP 
has helped to train those aspects around 
a strong foundation of pedagogical knowl-
edge—just as the vine grows around a trel-
lis. This particular vine was inspired by my 
first apartment in Israel, where I had an ox-
eye daisy vine on my mirpeset [balcony]. 
The vine wound around a curved trellis in 
its pot, and then onto the railing of the bal-
cony itself. These two structures have an 
apt symbolism as the two types of learning 
I have experienced at Pardes, as a part of 
the PEP cohort and the work I’ve done in 
classes learning Torah, talmud, and other 
sifrei kodesh. Thus, the trellis and balco-
ny are collaged using my notes from my 
Pardes classes. Each of the blooms on the 
vine represent a core learning experience, 
collaged with images that evoke their signif-
icance. 
My shmittah year may not have been rest-
ful, but the opportunity to dedicate it to 
the study of Torah has been rejuvenating, 
enough to get me through the next seven 
years. 

About Valerie
Valerie Brown (she/hers) is finishing her 
third year at Pardes Institute of Jewish 
Studies, having completed The Pardes Day 
School Educator Program and The Experi-
ential Educators Program. Prior to moving 
to Jerusalem, she lived in Washington, D.C. 
and worked at Jewish Women International 
managing marketing and communications. 
In another life, Valerie studied Design and 
Art History at UC Davis, and then spent a 
year working as an au pair and designer in 
Paris, France. Favorite activities besides 
studying Torah include listening to pod-
casts, making art, and reminding her two 
kittens that she rescued them from a dump-
ster.
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Shnat Shabbaton
Music by Isaac MayerWords by Rav Avraham Yitzḥak Kook Shnat Shabbaton

By Isaac Gantwerk Mayer
Shnat Shabbaton is a setting of a few words 
by Rav Kook on the subject of the shmittah 
year to music, inspired by the folk melodies 
of the early ḥalutzim [pioneers]. Structured 
as a binary-form cycle to represent the end-
less return of years, it alternates between 
simple and compound meter as a parallel 
for the unique set-apartness of the shmit-
tah.
To listen to Isaac's piece, scan the QR code  
below:

About Isaac 
From a family of musicians, Isaac Gantwerk 
Mayer (PEP Cohort 22) believes that cre-
ative art is one of the most powerful ways to 
get in touch with the Divine. He composes 
music and poetry in Hebrew and English.
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eishet noaḥ 
By Shoshana Gottlieb
i couldn’t sleep last night.
rain poured down
in angry torrents
apparently i get seasick.

i couldn’t sleep last night.
the animals finally grew quiet
but my mind
refused to do the same.

i miss my mother.
i miss my sister.

i couldn’t sleep last night.
my mind, she thinks about dry land
my stomach refuses to settle
my heart, it beats too fast.

i couldn’t sleep last night.
i wonder if i will ever sleep again
when we return to the ground
and i regain my name
and my husband can rest and plant his 
grapes.

i cannot sleep on this boat
and yet noaḥ, he snores softly beside me.

Vayikra 25:23
י י־גֵרִים וְתוֹשָבִים אַתֶם עִמָדִֽ כִי־לִי הָאָרֶץ כִֽ

for the land is Mine; you are but strangers 
resident with Me. 

I was struck by the reasoning behind Yovel 
and shmittah as given in Parashat Behar 
—we are always strangers in our land, it 
belongs to God and God alone. The story 
that immediately came to mind was that of 
Noaḥ: who better highlights just how much 
power God has over the land of this earth? 
This poem is from the viewpoint of Noaḥ’s 
wife, who is never named. She not only los-
es her land, but she herself is lost, envel-
oped into her husband’s story. But when all 
is said and done, after their stressful rest, 
they return to land once more.

About Shoshana
Shoshana Gottlieb is a writer, playlist mak-
er and future educator from Sydney, Aus-
tralia. Her thirteen years at a Chabad high 
school filled her with lots of religious neuro-
ses, as well as a love for Torah. She spends 
arguably too much of her time watching 
and talking about films, as well as imag-
ining which Jewish stories would make a 
good movie. A soon-to-be graduate of The 
Pardes Day School Educator Program, 
Shoshana hopes to become a Jewish Stud-
ies teacher some time in the near future, 
and foster a passion for Tanakh in a new 
generation of students. Her mother thinks 
she would've made a great doctor.
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About Hannah 
Hannah Greenberg is from Yardley, PA, and 
has recently completed the Pardes Day 
School Educator Program where she earned 
a certificate in Advanced Judaic Studies. She 
also earned a BS in Elementary Education 
and her Master’s in Education in Exceptional 
Children and Youth with a concentration in 
Autism and Severe Disabilities from the Uni-
versity of Delaware. This upcoming school 
year she will be teaching second grade at 
Beit Rabban Day School in NYC.

A Soul's Restful Adventure 
By Hannah Greenberg
The world swallowed me whole
In the darkness, I found you
The breath of creation gave us life
Life of wonder, of paradise, of love, of rest
Love that warms me from fingers to my toes
Love that opens my heart and hands to you
Love that allows me to find calm with you

I reach out through the forest to find you 
among the trees
Eating the fruits of paradise
Our eyes opened to the world around us
Cast out from paradise to wander in a bar-
ren wilderness

Our love alone cannot protect
Our love alone cannot shield
Our love alone cannot save

Our love supports
Our love uplifts
Our love guides
Our love connects
We built a place for ourselves in the vast 
unknown
A place for our love to rest and rejuvenate
A place to become whole again

Scars on my side remind me from a time 
before
A time without
A void, darkness

Taken from my rib, 
Created in a divine image
A helper
A friend
A guide
We walk from the garden together
The beginning of a journey
Creation of love

The love of another in a relationship and 
self-love are two sides of the same coin. 
Upon reading Sarah’s poem “True Rest” 
(page 29) I could not help but imagine what 
love and rest may look like in a relationship 
where two individuals truly support each 
other. Relationships can leave us scarred, 
and sometimes we need a break to give our 
own self,  self-love. When a relationship be-
tween two is positive for the individuals, rest 
and rejuvenation can be found within the 
relationship itself. This poem guides us to 
see two such individuals, who through their 
love, find rest, rejuvenation, and adventure. 
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The Passage of Time
By Sara Laya Heller

Artist Statement 
The passage of time,
The passage of growth

מעבר זמן, מעבר צמיחה 

Color gradient of growth. Dark green to light 
green to the yellowing dryness of summer 
and brown earth renewing or resting.
Times of ‘ugliness’ or rest periods might not 
be pretty, but they allow for the regrowth 
to come back vibrant and strong and even 
more beautiful than before. 
Let time sweep things away, the growth, the 
renewal. Let it flow like a river and wash 
over you as it will get there to the time of 
new growth.

About Sara Laya
Sara Laya Heller was born and raised in 
Silver Spring, MD, and now calls Jerusa-
lem home. After making Aliyah in 2010, 
she attended Michlelet Emunah College 
for Women in Jerusalem with a focus in Art 
Education. She has been a youth educator 
and art teacher in many settings, including 
Yeshiva University’s Counterpoint summer 
camp for at-risk Israeli youth, Camp Tiz-
moret Shoshana – a summer arts camp for 
ultra-Orthodox girls, Midreshet Amalia Mid-
dle School in Jerusalem, Amit Banim Boys 
High School in Maale Adumim, and Evelina 
Tehila Girls High School in Jerusalem. 
As this past year’s Arts and Culture Fellow 
for PCJE, Sara Laya  explored pathways of 
combining Torah study and self-introspec-
tion through the Arts. Her dream is to create 
an art studio that brings color and life to the 
page of Jewish text and the canvas of the 
self. 
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Only Holy Things 
By Audrey Honig
I’d never write a poem about napping, 
the way daylight swirls and pauses.

Cause I’ve always claimed I couldn’t fall 
asleep
with the lights on. Too much to be awake 
for…  

Some days, there’s an emptiness that 
dresses up as “tired,”
so I get a cappuccino cause I can order 
that in Hebrew. 

My lips sink into the foam and moments 
later, 
my bones are hollow, buzzing. Don’t know 
how people drink this every day. 

Whenever I’m awake, the algorithm re-
minds me what to buy, 
who’s on vacation, all the poems I didn’t 
write this month. 

Bored, I let my eyelids shut, letting go of 
this hour- 
What I could make of it, buy from it, give to 
it. 

I like to call this move a power
nap but I don’t set an alarm, 

I thank the One for this blessing in my 
dreams-
let go of another hour just cause I want to. 

As my eyes open to orange light, I pour 
myself a Coke.
Bubbles jump up to the surface, happy to 
see me. 

I smile and remember that I’m holy.   
Only sacred things get to rest like this. 

“A holy spirit will be poured out upon all life; 
‘it will be a year of complete rest for the 
land—Sabbath of the Lord.’ 
In this year, the divine character within 
the people will be revealed in its glory.”  
Rav Kook, Shabbat HaAretz, Introduction 
#14

About Audrey
Audrey Honig is from Elmhurst, Illinois and 
is a Year Program student at Pardes. She 
graduated from Kalamazoo College with a 
degree in English and Religion. Next year, 
she is so excited to start Rabbinical School 
at HUC. Fun fact: She also plays the flute 
and accordion!
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True Rest 
By Sarah Klein
This year will finally be a true rest. 
A rest from being cultivated.
A rest from carving space. A rest from cri-
tiques. 
His words the past six years have dug into 
my soul, leaving wounds that will never fully 
heal. 

This year will be a true rest. 
A rest from communication. From social 
media. 
A rest from my heart being tugged. 

It’ll be a true rest. 
A time rejuvenate.
A rest from dreaming of the future I thought 
we would have.
Can I really forgive all of his debts? What if 
that will cause me significant loss? 

It’s time for me to be free. 
To be free from my heart being a slave to 
his needs, not getting what I needed.
Freedom to find happiness without him.
Freedom to change and be me without hid-
ing my flaws. 
I am not dependent on him for my happi-
ness. That is what freedom is for.

I let go of him.
Release him. Release myself from his grip.
I was clinging to him with the illusion that he 
was mine.

I let go of being dependent on him. 
Whose am I now? Am I mine? Or G-d’s?

In the previous years, I planted the seed 
that there would come a time, inconceiv-
able to me, that would be without him.
I would come into my holy, promised land 
alone and independent. 
And when I did, I would be okay. 
And I am. I am here. 

I have prepared. I have planned.
I rose to the occasion. 
I didn’t shut down or flee.
I let go of myself and my control.

And now is my shmittah year. 
To reset for my next cycle of love. 
I’ll let my heart lie fallow and not be cultivat-
ed this year.
But I’ll consume what my heart naturally 
produces without tending to her.
I’ll welcome G-d’s presence around me.
I have trust it’ll work out. 
This year will finally be a true rest. 

Vayikra 25:4
שָדְךָ לאֹ לַה'  שַבָת  לָאָרֶץ  יִהְיֶה  שַבָתוֹן  שַבַת  הַשְבִיעִת   וּבַשָנָה 

תִזְרָע וְכַרְמְךָ לאֹ תִזְמרֹ׃

“But in the seventh year the land shall have 
a sabbath of complete rest, a sabbath of 
G-d. You shall not sow your field or prune 
your vineyard.”
Vayikra 25:6 
 וְהָיְתָה שַבַת הָאָרֶץ לָכֶם לְאׇכְלָה לְךָ וּלְעַבְדְךָ וְלַאֲמָתֶךָ וְלִשְכִירְךָ

וּלְתוֹשָבְךָ הַגָרִים עִמָךְ׃

“But you may eat whatever the land during 
its sabbath will produce…”
Devarim 15:2 
בְרֵעֵהוּ יַשֶה  אֲשֶר  יָדוֹ  מַשֵה  כׇל־בַעַל  הַשְמִטָה שָמוֹט  דְבַר   וְזֶה 

לאֹ־יִגֹש אֶת־רֵעֵהוּ וְאֶת־אָחִיו כִי־קָרָא שְמִטָה לַה'׃

“This shall be the nature of the remission: 
all creditors shall remit the due that they 
claim from their fellow…”

About Sarah
Sarah Klein is currently pursuing her Mas-
ters in Jewish Education through the Wil-
liam Davidson Graduate School and is a 
Second Year Fellow at Pardes. She is for-
merly a member of Pardes Experiential Ed-
ucators Program. Sarah is an aspiring rabbi 
and educator, hoping to imbue Jewish ed-
ucation with spirituality and action. Sarah 
was previously a Program Director at var-
ious conservative synagogues in Michigan. 
In the Fall, Sarah will be attending Ziegler 
School of Rabbinic Studies of American 
Jewish University in Los Angeles.
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157 
By Meryl Salpeter

Artist Statement 
Every seventh year, Jewish people living in 
Israel make a concerted effort to allow the 
land to rest. Spiritually, this is also a time 
for Jewish people to reflect on themselves 
and, in doing so, revitalize themselves 
in their various personal pursuits. To me, 
Shmittah feels like a moment of standstill; a 
time when we are given permission to slow 
down, to stop if we need to. This got me 
thinking about the home where I spent my 
summers growing up. My dad describes the 
town it’s in as “the place where time stands 
still”. He isn’t wrong. While it has become 
more populated over the last few years, 
its general state has been the same for as 
long as I can remember. The quietness, the 
open space and solitude, the clean air and 
the nature all seemed like a foreign con-
cept to a native Manhattanite. I never spent 
more than a weekend at a time there, until 
Covid hit in 2020. 
All of a sudden, it was my new home. And 
while it felt strange at first—to live in a place 
that was always temporary, pristine and 
perfectly encapsulated—I quickly learned 
to love the timelessness of it. How I felt 
painfully my age and ten years old all at 
the same time. To be able to hold all of the 
memories and feelings of the house, while 
coming to terms with the new relationship I 
had formed with it. It was old, it was new, it 
was familiar and it was completely foreign. 
And within that physical space of confu-
sion—of not knowing what to do with myself 
in the silence and expansiveness—I came 
to appreciate and even require it. 
I feel like this is a very similar experience 
that we have with Shmittah. Without work-
ing the land and being able to rely on it for 
sustenance, we must rethink our relation-
ship with it. What is it for? How do we live 
within this new framework of existence? 

The need to constantly adapt, to throw our-
selves in for a loop. But that chaos and un-
certainty must be observed through pause 
instead of action. It can be very frustrating 
and uncomfortable. 
This small watercolor pictures the front 
porch of my house, 157 South Country 
Road. The appreciation I have developed 
for it in the last few years is something I 
hold deeply, and was the first and only thing 
I could think about when contributing to this 
journal. 

About Meryl
Meryl is a New York City native, in her sec-
ond year at Pardes. She received her BFA in 
Fashion Design from Parsons in 2018 and 
briefly worked as a swimwear designer be-
fore moving to Israel. While not at Pardes, 
Meryl enjoys spending time with her fami-
ly and friends, reading, drawing, exploring 
Jerusalem and contemplating whether she 
should buy ice cream or not (she usually 
does).


