
Rest Ye 
 

 
When I look back on winter holidays in my old New Hampshire home, it isn’t the 
bustle and cheer that come to mind. It’s the quiet nights after supper, with the 
rest of the house gone to bed, when I would sit up by myself in the darkened den 
and let my eyes rest on the lighted tree.    
 
Today, we call this downtime. Everything else is giddyap, let’s go. Even the tools 
that are meant to restore us—the morning walk and the afternoon nap, the 
breathing exercises, tai chi, prayer—bring only partial respite, for the woods are 
dark and deep these days, and we cannot see the other side.  
 
Comfort and joy come from smaller and smaller miracles: the groceries actually 
available; the trip completed without dire consequences; the smell of unmasked 
fresh air; any tree, indoors or out. All this helps, of course, but not quite enough 
for most of us; we could really use a break. 
 
My friend Sarah Jane reminded me recently of Shmita, the year-long sabbatical 
mandated by the Torah in the Land of Israel. Observant Jews forgive their debts, 
let the land go fallow, open their gates, and give away the fruits of their vineyards 
and groves. Shmita means “year of release.” It heralds both sacrifice and 
permission to rest.  
 
This year happens to be the Shmita year: 2021-2022 (5782). Merry gentlemen, 
merry ladies, this is the year. 
 
Sometimes when I sit at my desk as I do now, even in winter the backyard fills 
with birds. I see them drink from the icy fountain, peck at the ground, and dance 
in the cold air. Then suddenly they’re gone. I picture them nearby, tucked among 
boughs, letting their eyes and their fears come to rest.  
 
I cannot say that all is calm, all is bright right now, but if ever there were a year 
for faith, this is the one. It’s okay to pause. Don’t reflect, just pause. Some things 
come when we least expect them, even little things like peace on earth.  
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