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THE PRINCESS

AND THE PEASANT

In the times of castles and moats,
there lived a princess. An only child, her
life was to be one of comfort, lavishness
and splendor from the cradle to the
grave. She wore only satin and silk. She
was served only the finest delicacies.
She lived an enchanted existence until
her twentieth year.

One day, the princess went for a
walk in the woods and lost her way.
Wandering for hours on end, she realized
that she couldn’t find her way back to the
castle. Exhausted, she lay down on the
bare ground and fell asleep. She dreamed
that she would never make it back home,
that she was destined to spend the rest of
her life in the woods.

She woke up with a start, looked
around, and realized that it wasn’t just a
dream; she was still in the forest. In a
desperate panic, she ran - bumping,
crashing, falling down and getting back
up again. Hour after hour, she ran deep-
er and deeper into the forest… and fur-
ther and further from the castle. Exhaust-
ed, she collapsed and again fell into a
deep slumber. When she awoke, she real-
ized that if she didn’t eat, she would die.
She remembered that some of the berries
and roots in the woods were edible, so
she scrounged together some sort of
nourishment and passed the time. Soon
the days turned into weeks, and the
weeks turned into months.

After more than a year, her clothes
tattered, her hair disheveled, she stum-
bled onto a clearing in the forest and saw

what looked like a shack made of logs.
She approached, slowly, cautiously.
There were no sounds.

Silently, she circled the shack. It
was empty. She opened the door, looked
in, and saw a well-tended, primitive
home with a table, chairs, and a fire-
place. It looked like someone had recent-
ly been there. In the corner sat a wood-
framed bed with straw for the mattress.
Exhausted, and not having slept in a bed
for over a year, she lay down and imme-
diately fell into a deep slumber.

Many hours later, she awoke with a
start, and saw a peasant standing over
her. He was large, coarse, and darker
than any man she had ever seen. But as
shocked as she was to see him, he was
equally taken aback by her presence.

A thousand thoughts raced through
her mind. “Will he harm me? Who is he?
Does he speak my language?” Before
she had a chance to utter a word, he
brought her a blanket and covered her
with it. Out of absolute exhaustion, she
fell back asleep.

When she woke up in the morning,
she realized that she was alone again.
The man was gone. She looked around
the shack with its dirt floor, holes in the
walls, and simple wood table and chairs.
“It has almost a cozy look to it,” she
thought to herself. Slowly wiping the
sleep from her eyes, she noticed a bowl
of warm porridge on the table. Famished,
she wolfed it down.

Her eyes filled with tears as she
thought back to what were now distant
times - to her home, the castle, bedecked
with the finest ornaments; to her
wardrobe, made of the most delicate fab-
rics; to her bedding, the smoothest satin

and silk. She got up and wandered out-
side.

The smell of spring was in the air,
and freshness seemed to hang in the
clearing. She stretched her arms and took
in the sweet smells. When she opened
her eyes, she realized the peasant was
there - standing at a distance, watching
her.

He slowly approached.
He opened his mouth to speak. It

was her language, but crude and broken.
He was a simple man - uneducated and
unrefined. He was, however, kind. Every
day, she found her food prepared, and
every day he returned from the forest
bearing gifts - one day flowers, the next
day a bowl carved from wood.

Time passed, and she began to feel
almost at home in this hovel. She even
felt herself somewhat attracted to this
man. She remembered that first night in
the woods when she dreamed that her
destiny was to spend the rest of her days
in the forest. Slowly she made peace
with her fate. Within a short time, they
married.

Her life in the forest is most diffi-
cult. She spends her days weaving,
sewing, peeling and cooking - everything
done by hand. And the winters are so
harsh: bitter and unending, month after
month of frigid cold, and she must wear
the coarsest of garments that scratch her
skin, yet barely keep out the cold. The
only source of heat in the cottage is the
fire that dies down after a few hours.
Most nights, she wakes up shivering in
the cold, and then her mind turns back to
her youth, to the life of splendor and lux-
uries that she always thought would be
her future.

Rabbi Shafier is a talmid of Rabbi Henoch Leibowitz, zt’l. He has 15 years experience teach-
ing mesivta and giving mussar shmuzen. At some point, R’ Henoch zt’l told Rabbi Shafier
to stop teaching and devote himself to Tiferes Bnai Torah, setting up groups of people with

extensive yeshiva and kollel backgrounds who had gone out to work. He wanted these people
to find a structured framework of learning after work. TBT has been set up in Lakewood, Pas-
saic, Teaneck, Flatbush, Queens, Los Angeles, and two in England. Rabbi Shafier began hopping
from place to place, sometimes on a weekly or monthly basis, and the movement grew. He
taped his shmuzen and this became www.theshmuz.com. He was shoel eitzah and was told to
concentrate on disseminating Torah via the website, which now boasts over 10,000 members
with around 5,000 visits per week. His seforim on the parsha have sold over 5,000 copies (now
in their 2nd printing) and ‘Stop Surviving Start Living’ has sold more than 3,000 copies even be-
fore hitting the bookstores!
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