Giving In The Doorway
 דַּ הֲ וָה ָרגִ יל כָּל יוֹמָ א ְדּשָׁ דֵ י לֵיהּ ַא ְרבָּ עָ ה,בוּתּיהּ
ֵ ָעוּקבָ א הֲ וָה עַ ְניָא בְּ ִשׁיב
ְ מַ ר
 ִאיזִ יל וְ ֶאחֱ זֵי מַ אן ָקעָ בֵ יד בִּ י הַ הוּא: יוֹם ֶאחָ ד אֲ מַ ר.ינּוֹרא ְדּדַ שָּׁ א
ָ ִזוּזֵי בְּ צ
יתהוּ
ְ ֵ ָא ְתיָא ְדּב,עוּקבָ א לְבֵ י ִמ ְד ָרשָׁ א
ְ  הַ הוּא יוֹמָ א נָגְ הָ א לֵיהּ לְמַ ר.יבוּתא
ָ ִט
. ְרהוּט ִמ ַקּמֵּ יהּ. ָנפַק בַּ ְת ַרייהוּ- כֵּיוָן ְדּחַ זְ יוּהּ ְדּ ָקא מַ צְ לֵי לֵיהּ לְדַ שָּׁ א.בַּ הֲ דֵּ יהּ
יק ַליִין כּ ְַרעֵ יהּ ְדּמַ ר
ְ  הֲ וָה ָקא ִמ,נוּרא
ָ עַ יְילֵי לְהַ הוּא ַאתּוּנָא דַּ הֲ וָה גְּ רוּפָה
. חֲ לַשׁ דַּ עְ ֵתּיהּ.אוֹתיב ַאכּ ְַרעַ אי
ֵ
� ְשׁקוֹל כּ ְַרעֵ י:יתהוּ
ְ ֵ ָא ְמ ָרה לֵיהּ ְדּב.עוּקבָ א
ְ
.ָיתי
ִ וּמ ַקּ ְרבָ א ַאהַ ְני
ִ ,יתא
ָ ֵיחנָא בְּ ַגוֵּיהּ ְדּב
ְ ִ אֲ נָא ְשׁכ:ָא ְמ ָרה לֵיהּ
There was a poor man in Mar Ukba’s neighborhood into whose door socket Mar Ukba used to
throw four coins every day. Once, the poor man thought: I’ll be ready today and get a look at who
does me this kindness. On that day, it happened that Mar Ukba was late at the Bet Midrash and his
wife came to meet him. As soon as the poor
man heard someone approaching the door,
he began to go out. When Mar Ukba and his
wife saw that the door was opening, they ran
from him, taking cover in a communal
fireplace from which the fire had just been
swept. Mar Ukba’s feet began to burn on the
hot floor and he shifted his weight from one
foot to the other. His wife said to him: “Put
your feet on top of mine.” He did so and his
feet were insulated from the heat; but his
pride was wounded. Were his wife’s feet so
much tougher than his own? Had a miracle
been done for her but not for him? She read
the emotions in his face and explained: “I am
usually at home and so my gifts are given
directly.”
(Babylonian Talmud Ketubot 67b)

