
It was the night of bedikas
chametz. My husband's candle

had long burned out, and he was
continuing his thorough check of our
house by the light of his trusty
flashlight. He had already found a
k'zayis of macaroni in one child's
abandoned lunch box and another
k'zayis of pretzels in a pint-sized suit
jacket (both in the front closet, the only
place I hadn't cleaned yet). So when I
heard him call to me from downstairs, I
assumed it was to show me another
chametz-fiiled find.

I found him in the laundry room.
Now this is one room I knew I had
cleaned very well. It's where we keep
our extra freezer and the boxes of food
we buy in bulk. There couldn't possibly
be a crumb of chametz in this room!

Myworries were misplaced, for when
I found Pinchas in the laundry room, his
flashlig~t was not pointing at the food
area, but at the hot water heater. "This
doesn't look good," he said. And indeed
~ didn't. The water heater, cylindrical in
shape, was now bulging and popping
open at the seam of its metal casing. It
looked dangerous.

While Pinchas carried on the bedikah,
= called our plumbing company's after-

ours emergency line. The dispatcher
said I could expect a call back from a
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plumber shortly. After an hour of
waiting and worrying about all the
things for which I still needed hot water
on Erev Yom Tov, I did exactly what a
person should never ever do when
worried about something ... I looked it
up.

"There's a good chance that some
safety feature has failed," I read. "An
explosion is a real possibility.. A heater
like that blew up in Phoenix recently.
The water heater landed a block away.
The house had to be leveled, and the
insurance company refused to pay the
claim because the heater had not been
serviced properly."

Needless to say, I was now in a panic.
I called the plumbing company's
emergency line again, and the same
polite dispatcher reassured me that the
plumber on night duty had my number,
and he'd call me eventually. With the
possibility of an explosion hazard in my
basement, next door to the room where
my oldest son slept and just
underneath the bedrooms of my other
three children, I just didn't think that
"eventually" was soon enough for this
particular plumbing emergency.

So even though it was practically Erev
Pesach - andl hate to bother a fellow
Jew on such-a busy day - and it was
now already very late at night, I called a
plumber friend from the community.
When he heard my description of the
bulge, he said he'd be right over. And
sure enough, five minutes later he was
in our basement, shutting off the hot
water valve and the gas line to,the water
heater.

He explained to us that there was a

problem with the unit's pressure release
valve, a safety feature included in every
water heater. The valve's job is to relieve
any excess pressure or temperature
build-up. In our case, without the
working v.alve,pressure was building up
inside the tank, causing it to expand and
push out its casing. It was only a matter
of time, explained our plumber friend,
before the pressure could have built up
so much that it would have exploded
through the roof, just .like the article I
read had predicted could happen.

"How much time?" asked my
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day-to-day stresses.
Like my hot water heater, I have

things in my life that help release the
pressure - activities I enjoy such as
reading, my weekly exercise class,·
phone chats with friends, and shiurim.
This Erev Pesach experience reminded
me how important these pressure
release activities are. Without them, my
stress levels could build up to the point
where the pressure becomes too great.
And I would never know in which
direction the explosion could occur - at
my parents, my spouse, or my children.

Needless to say, Iwas now in a panic. I
called the plumbing company's emergency
line again.

husband.
"Well,of course I can't know for sure,"

answered the plumber. "Only Hashem
knows. But b'derechhateva, I would think
you had about a week, maybe two,
before you had a serious ticking time
bomb. But I wouldn't recommend using
the heater even another minute; it's not
worth the potentially fatal risk."

As the realization sunk in that
Hashem had saved our family from a
real disaster, I began thinking 'about
pressure release valves as a metaphor.
After all, I myself had been under
tremendous pressure the last few
weeks, a combination of all the pre-
Pesach shopping, cooking, and cleaning
I was doing, compounded by work
deadlines, child-raising challenges, and

Though sometimes think of
pleasure activities as luxuries, they may
actually function as a built-in safety
feature, much like the pressure release
valves in my hot water tanks. I was
reminded that even while stumbling
under the weight of family, work, and
home obligations, I really must make
sure to carve out time for stress relief.

So please, put down. your vacuum
cleaner, your vegetable peeler, or your
shopping list for a few moments in the
days leading up to Pesach and go for a
walk, dance around the living room, or
take a bubble bath. If anyone questions
how you can possibly shirk your duties
at a busy time like this, tell them that it's
for your own safety - and for theirs.

Tell them about my water heater. m
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