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A Second Bowl of Soup

By Gitty Bald


Song and dance filled the huge brightly illuminated ballroom. The musicians played their instruments with great zeal. Thousands upon thousands of chassidim sang, their swaying bodies and dancing legs remaining in the bleachers. Even the most enormous hall could not possibly have dancing room for such a huge crowd. Only the saintly Rebbes, fathers of the chassan and kallah, with several honored relatives, sat at the single table in the center of the hall.


Waiters carefully climbed the bleachers time and again, distributing food to all the guests. The chassidim ate their portions hurriedly so that they could continue singing. A certain Reb Yankel was standing on a bench situated directly above the head-table. He had just received his portion.


Suddenly the full bowl of boiling hot soup spilled directly below onto the shtreimel of the father of the kallah, the holy Rebbe, R’ Yochanon of Rachmastrivk!


The chassidim standing nearby gasped in horror. The Rebbe’s shtreimel was soaked through and through. The soup was slowly dripping down onto the Rebbe’s radiant face and black satin bekeshe. R’ Yankel felt faint.


The Rebbe turned his head, in the direction of R’ Yankel. R’ Yankel shut his eyes tightly in shame and fearful trepidation. He felt the Rebbe would surely mete out some strict punishment for his negligence. If only he could simply disappear! 
R’ Yankel slowly gathered the courage to speak up. “Rebbe, Forgive me please. It was my fault. Please forgive me!”


With a wave of his hand the Rebbe interrupted R’ Yankel’s pleading as if to say that there was no need for an apology. “Oh so it was your plate of soup which spilled?” the Rebbe asked. “Then you haven’t yet eaten any soup.”


Immediately turning to a nearby waiter the Rebbe requested that R’ Yankel be given a second portion of soup. There was no further mention of the incident. The Rebbe remained seated calmly at the head table during the entire simcha, despite his soup-soaked shtreimel. (Excerpted from the book “Timeless Tripod: Soul-Boosting Stories of Torah, Avoda and Gemilu Chassdim)

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5777 email of The Weekly Vort.

A Tale of Two Seats
By Rabbi Berel Wein
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Photo of what First Class seating on a trans-Atlantic jet plane looks like.


I recently flew to the United States from Israel. For various undoubtedly good and sundry reasons that I was unaware of – though many of my fellow passengers who “know” everything about everything had various and conflicting stories as to the cause – El Al was flying a Portuguese airplane and crew on this flight. The airplane was not the one I was familiar with and my seat though being in business class, no longer a luxury for me at my age, felt less than the usual comfort level that I was accustomed to.
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Rabbi Berel Wein

It was undoubtedly me and my mood that made for my feelings of discontent rather than the dimensions of the seat itself, of which I am certain, were no different than the business class seat on El Al to which I was accustomed. Nevertheless, beginning a twelve-hour flight sitting in a seat that one feels vaguely uncomfortable about is not a harbinger of joy about the forthcoming flight itself.


But I convinced myself that I should stop kvetching about nonsensical matters such as my seat on a Portuguese airline’s airplane and just get on with it. As I finally adjusted myself, my hat, my jacket and my carry-on to my situation on the plane, a young man, a former student of mine in my yeshiva in Monsey – he is now the head of a very successful “American” yeshiva in Jerusalem, appeared before my eyes. We exchanged warm greetings and he informed me that somehow he had a seat in the first class section of the airplane due to his many frequent flyer miles and he insisted that I exchange seats with him.

I at first demurred – it is not my nature to sit in seats that I have not paid for one way or another – but he was persistent. He pointed out to me that he was younger, thinner and more agile than I am currently and so I agreed and ended up in a much more comfortable seat in the first class section of the airplane.


There are a number of important life lessons that I have learned from this seemingly innocuous and mundane incident. Firstly, first class is distinctly better than business class. Whether it is worth the extra fare is debatable, according to an individual’s wallet and travel tastes, but when offered a free upgrade to first class one should take advantage of it. I imagine that there is a first class seating section in the immortal world as well. We should all try to earn that upgrade.  


I visited with my benefactor while he was languishing in my old business class seat and he assured that he was perfectly comfortable with his seat and situation. Secondly, I was reminded how careful and positive one should be with one’s students, especially in the formative high school years. I don’t know how many of his family and peers would have predicted when he was in ninth grade that someday he would head a yeshiva in Jerusalem, or that he would help his old teacher with a gesture of generosity that surpasses any material gift. Because of him, I spent a long and otherwise very boring flight in pleasant reminiscences and with the feeling of accomplishment that often is so rarely present in our lives.


A third lesson that I learned is that one has to feel that one really belongs in first class in order to truly enjoy being seated in that section of the airplane. The stewardess had to get special permission from the purser in order to serve me the first class meal instead of the business class meal ordered for me. She did so in a loud enough voice so that the other passengers in the first class section all realized that I was an interloper, sitting where I really did not belong. I was comforted with the realization that some of my companions in the first class section of the airplane were there only because of upgrades and not because they actually paid the outrageous fare for the seat.


I have never in my life neither been a social climber nor attempted to project myself unto a stage where I was not invited and did not belong. So my joy at being seated in first class was certainly tempered by my realization of how I had gotten to sit there. Anyway, I will be happy when El Al stops flying Portuguese airplanes on its routes. (Parashat Noach 5777)
All Together


Why is the Hebrew letter "shin" on the front of the mezuza cover?

"Shin" is the first letter of one of G d's names, "Shad-dai" - Alm-ghty. It is also an acronym for "Shomer Delatot Yisrael - Guardian of the Doors of Israel." Thus, it is appropriate to be on the mezuza cover. In addition to being on the mezuza cover, the word Shad-dai is also written on the back of the mezuza parchment itself.

Reprinted from this week’s Parsha Vayeira 5777 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly.”

Taking Time to “Thank Hashem” Can be A Wondrous Segula

By Rabbi David Ashear

 


The "Elef HaMagen" writes that praising and thanking Hashem opens the gates of salvation for a person. He quotes two Pesukim in Tehilim to prove it: When someone offers thanks to Hashem and honors Him..., that person will see the salvation of Hashem. It also says:מְהֻלָּל אֶקְרָא ה' וּמִן-אֹיְבַי אִוָּשֵׁע-David HaMelech said that with praises I call Hashem, and then I am saved from my enemies. Thanking Hashem is a wondrous Segula.


Rabbi Nachman Seltzer related a story that was told over by Rabbi Asher Druk from Israel. A man in his fifties woke up one morning with a problem seeing out of one of his eyes. He went to a local doctor who, after examining him, told him, "I am sorry to tell you, but the situation with your right eye appears to be serious. I am referring you to a specialist, and I want you to go immediately."


One hour later he was examined by the specialist who told him, "There is something dangerous happening behind your eye. I fear your vision is in danger. You should go to the best ophthalmologist in the country for an immediate examination." The man's heart sank; it was racing a mile a minute. Yesterday everything was just fine, and now he was in jeopardy of losing his vision. 


He got an appointment with the top doctor that day. The doctor gave him the same disturbing prognosis. He told him that only a few eye surgeons in the world could help. The number one man was in America, and that is where he sent him.


The man took a flight and two days later, he was in the number one surgeon's office. After a long examination, the surgeon told him, "Prepare yourself for the worst. I am going to perform a most difficult and sensitive surgery. It must be done very quickly, as your situation is critical. I don't want you to lose your vision in both eyes."


The man asked the doctor for a little time. He went outside and asked directions to the nearest Shul. He went into an empty Shul, in the middle of the day and began talking to Hashem. He intended to beg for his salvation, but instead, he started with praises.


"I want to thank you Hashem for everything you have done for me in the last fifty years. You have given me so much-a brain, a heart, fingers, legs, a pair of lungs that allow me to breathe countless times a day, the best wife, children, so much love, so much joy..." 


He went on for three hours, with tears streaming down his face, thanking Hashem for every last blessing in his life. It was the most honest prayer he had ever offered to Hashem. At the end, he made one request. "Please Hashem, heal my eyes so that I can continue to stand before You and praise You for Your tremendous kindness." 


He went back to the doctor and said he was ready. He just asked that the surgeon to examine him one more time before the surgery. The doctor checked him once again, but this time he said, "I'm sorry for frightening you. It looks like you are going to be okay. I missed something crucial during the first examination. I need to consult with my colleagues to get other opinions." 


Baruch Hashem, the man was fine and sees with both eyes, continuing to praise and thank Hashem today.


The power of praise is amazing. Rabbi Avraham Yitzchak Kook from Rechovot related the above story in one of his speeches. Two months later, he received a phone call from a man, who was so choked up that he could barely speak. He told the Rabbi that after hearing the story, he finally understood what he needed to do to bring his own salvation. He said that he had two single daughters at home. One was 32 and the other was 28; neither had gotten any phone calls for such a long time, and they were very depressed.


"After your speech Rabbi, I came home and burst out singing wedding songs. My daughters looked at me as though I had fallen off the moon. They asked what was happening, and I told them that good things were coming. 'Tonight we are all going to sit around the table and write down all of the things we have to be grateful for in our lives. You will see how things will change.'


Everyone sat down with their own pad and began to write and write and write. Instead of running out of things to say, more things came to mind.  We filled pages of personal thank-yous. By the time we finished, every one of us was crying, as we expressed our gratitude properly, for the first time in our lives. It was an incredible experience, and we all felt great. Then we asked Hashem to please help our daughters get married, so that we could continue praising Him for His kindness. Now, just a week ago, my 32-year-old became engaged and today my 28-year-old became a Kallah, as well.


Thanking and praising Hashem is, indeed, a wondrous Segula.

Reprinted from the November 8, 2016 email of Daily Emunah.

The Zvhiller Rebbe’s Insight on the Importance of Giving to the Poor


Rebbe Mordechai of Zvhil, zt”l, was known for the power of his Brachos, even when he was still young and did not yet have a very large following as a Rebbe. 


One time, someone who was suffering an illness came to visit him and asked for a Brachah for a Refuah Sheleimah, and gave him a large amount of money. Rebbe Mordechai gave him a Brachah, and shortly afterwards, the man was healed. 
Thirty years later, that man’s illness returned to him. By that time, Rebbe Mordechai was known as the Zvhiller Rebbe. The man once again took a lot of money and went to get a Brachah from the Rebbe, and requested that the Rebbe please Daven on his behalf. 


The Rebbe replied, “I have a suggestion for you. I know someone who is struggling because he is very poor. Why don’t you take the money you are offering me and give it to him instead? He will also Daven for you, and with Hashem’s help, you will have a complete recovery.”


The man said, “Rebbe, thirty years ago, I was sick with the same illness, and my Refuah came when I gave money to you and you Davened for me, and now I would like to do the same thing and give you money again.”


The Zvhiler Rebbe responded, “Thirty years ago, I was a very poor man myself. When you gave me the money back then and had a complete recovery, it was in the merit of giving Tzedakah that you were healed. But now, Baruch Hashem, I don’t need the money. Therefore, I advise you to give your money to the poor. The merit of giving Tzedakah will surely help you recover once again, and I will surely Daven for you again!” 


The man listened as he was advised by the Rebbe, and shortly after, he was completely healed!

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
"I Felt It Was My Funeral"

By Menachem Posner
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It was a festive day in the narrow lanes of Frankfurt’s Jewish quarter. The crowds of well-wishers surged through the Judengasse, jubilantly singing and dancing as they carried a middle-aged man upon their shoulders.


The venerable newcomer was a Polish-born Torah scholar who had recently been invited to become the chief rabbi of the prestigious community.


The procession slowly wended its way to the main synagogue where the sage was to give his first talk.


What was not known to many of the assembled was that their new rabbi, Rabbi Pinchas Hurwitz, was a follower of Rabbi Dov Ber, the Maggid of Mezerich, the leader of the emerging chassidic movement. One of the major tenets of the chassidic doctrine was the importance of humility.


“Tell me, Rabbi,” asked one of his close students, “what did it feel like to be carried through the streets by such a crowd of admirers?”


“At that moment,” said Rabbi Hurwitz, “I felt just as if I were dead, and the entire parade was my funeral.”



Sources: Shaar Hachasidut, p. 125

Reprinted from the Parlshas Lech Lecha 5777 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
The Incredible Benefits

Reserved for Those Who Have Emunah and Bitachon


We say daily in Shacharis, “Hashem desires those who fear Him; those who aspire and yearn for His kindness.” The Zohar teaches: Who are the people who are waiting for Hashem’s kindness? Those are the people who pray for parnassah. 
Rebbe Mendel of Riminov zt’l studied Torah and chassidus by the Noam Elimelech (Rebbe Elimelech of Lizensk, zt’l) for about a year. During that time, he was supported by the Rebbe. He didn’t have to worry about money.


One day, Rebbe Mendel of Riminov thought, “Why should I daven for parnassah? The Rebbe is anyway supporting me.” That day, he didn’t daven for parnassah. Later that day, when lunch was served to the scholars of Rebbe Elimelech’s beis medresh, Rebbe Mendel couldn’t eat anything because he didn’t have a fork.


Rebbe Elimelech of Lizensk said, “You see, even if you are being supported, you must daven for your livelihood, or you won’t have.” 

A similar story happened by one of the students of the Apter Rav. The Apter Rav (Rebbe Avraham Yehoshua Heshcel of Apt, zt’l, the Ohev Yisrael) also supported the scholars of his beis medresh. Every month, the students would line up, and he would give them their monthly stipend. 

One of the students thought that he doesn’t have to daven for parnassah since anyway the Rebbe was supporting him. That month, he was in the back of the line when the Rebbe was handing out the stipends. When his turn came, the Rebbe apologized, there wasn’t any money left for him.


The Rebbe told him, “I always receive enough money for all the students. What happened this time that you didn’t receive? Perhaps you didn’t daven for parnassah?” The student admitted that he hadn’t daven.
Emunah’s Natural Factors Natural Factors


The Toldos Yaakov Yosef (Mishpatim) writes in the name of the Baal Shem Tov, zt’l, that when heaven wants to punish someone, they first take away his emunah. Because when one has emunah, he is protected, and nothing bad can happen to him. The Toldos writes that one should therefore daven to always have emunah, because then nothing bad can happen to him. 

Rebbe Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev, zt’l, was very ill, lying in bed. His students were in the next room, saying Tehillim. Suddenly, the students heard the sound of something falling to the floor. They rushed to the Berditchever Rav’s room, and found him lying on the floor. He had fallen out of bed. They picked him up, and returned him to his bed, and then they returned to saying Tehillim again. 
Soon afterwards, the Berditchever Rav called for them, and asked for water. Shortly afterwards, he was out of bed, totally well. He told his students, “When I was in bed, I heard the doctors say that they lost hope in my survival. At this time, I reminded myself of a lesson that I learned from my rebbe, the Maggid of Mezritch zt’l.


He explained the passuk, , ‘When one trusts in Hashem, kindness surrounds him.’ The Maggid of Mezritch taught that when one has bitachon, it is natural that Hashem will help him. Hashem put into the laws of nature that when one trusts in Him, Hashem will help him. So I placed my trust in Hashem, and I believed that He can make be better. Due to my bitachon, I thought I was already cured, and I tried to get out of bed; that’s when I fell. 

But I never suspected that the passuk, or my rebbe’s explanation wasn’t true, challilah. I thought to myself, the passuk’s lesson is certainly true. If I fell and wasn’t cured, it must be that I didn’t have enough bitachon. If I will have sincere bitachon, it is natural that I will become better. So I focused on bitachon again, this time with greater intensity, and that’s how I became better.” 

The Minchas Elozor, zt’l, of Munkatch would repeat this story every time he did bikur cholim, whenever he visited the sick. There are many rules of nature: Gravity pulls down, water extinguishes fire, fire can consume wood, etc. One of the rules of nature is that when one places his trust in Hashem, Hashem will help him.

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5777 email of “Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.
Rav Kook and the Shabbos Desecrating Cobbler
By Mrs. Michal Horowitz


We must be a people who strive to always see the good, the light, the hope, the beauty of the proverbial rainbow - in ourselves, in those around us, in the world at large (though, admittedly, at times this is difficult), and ultimately, in the hand of G-d and the blessings He bestows upon us.

When we are able to find the symbolic rainbow in every dark cloud, we will always be able to grow from there. One Shabbos morning, when R’ Avraham Yitzchak Ha’Kohen Kook, zt’l, was chief rabbi of Jaffa, a man stepped up to the bimah, interrupted the Torah reading, and declared, “At this very moment, Shmuel the cobbler is working in his shop, desecrating Shabbos!”


R’ Kook immediately approached the bimah, silenced the angry crowd, and said, “At the conclusion of prayers, we will all go to Shmuel’s shop, but only on condition that everyone follows my orders and acts as I do.”


At the end of davening, the entire congregation followed R’ Kook down the road into the main part of the city. When they reached the cobbler’s shop, R’ Kook approached Shmuel and said, “Good Shabbos, Reb Shmuel,” and continued on his way.


Then, one by one, all the members of the Shul did the same. After the procession, Shmuel locked his store and went directly to Rav Kook’s home. 


“I have eight children at home,” he explained, “and I simply do not earn enough money to support them. Therefore, I am forced to work on Shabbos.”


R’ Kook, in conjunction with the communal board, helped improve the cobbler’s financial situation; as a result, Shmuel never worked on Shabbos again. 
When you see the rainbow, says Hashem, you shall know that in every single darkness, there is some light! Seek and you shall find. For who is the man who desires life and loves days? He who has the wisdom, sensitivity, faith and love to find the bow of light in the darkness. May we all be so worthy to find the תֶשֶק in every ןָנָע that comes our way.

Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5777 email of A Short Vort.

The Roots of Responsibility

By Rabbi Ephraim Shapiro
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 Rav Aharon Kotler, zt”l;      Rav Shneur Kotler, zt”l


The year was 1955 in Boro Park, New York. Chaim Schwartz who had survived the flames of the Holocaust had made his way over to America, yet without his family. His wife and children had unfortunately not made it out.


While Mr. Schwartz was understandably heartbroken, every day one fellow Jew would warmly greet him and extend a hearty “Shalom aleichem!” Giving Mr. Schwartz encouragement and support, life moved on slowly but with the prospective hope of rebuilding a new future. 


One day, the man said to Mr. Schwartz, “I am giving you a beracha that you should remarry and have a daughter, and I will dance at the wedding. You have a long life ahead of you. Don’t give up!”


Although Mr. Schwartz had his doubts about how significantly life could improve given his present situation, the words of this man nevertheless rang in his ears. And sure enough, as the man had said, Mr. Schwartz went on to remarry. And indeed, he had a daughter. 


When the daughter was ten years old, the world experienced the loss of one of the greatest Torah leaders of the time, Rav Aharon Kotler, zt”l. Why that meant anything to Mr. Schwartz and his family was because the “man” who had uplifted the spirits of Mr. Schwartz and provided him with hope and determination was none other than Rav Aharon Kotler. 


Ten years later, Mr. Schwartz’s daughter met a wonderful boy who she planned on marrying. And so, the wedding date was set as the families prepared for the exciting and momentous day to arrive.


As the wedding celebrations and dancing began, shortly thereafter in walked Rav Shneur Kotler, zt”l, son of Rav Aharon. He was already an older man at the time, yet that did not deter him from grabbing hold of the father and chassan and energetically dancing full of joy and enthusiasm. While the father was certainly thrilled to have the great Rav Shneur at the wedding, he could only wonder why in fact he had made the extra effort to attend. 


“Rebbe,” Mr. Schwartz said, “it’s so nice that you came. Thank you so much. If you don’t mind me asking, though, why did you go out of your way to be here?” 


“I am here for a very good reason,” replied Rav Shneur. “When my father was on his deathbed ten years ago, he called me over and said, ‘There is a man named Chaim Schwartz who lives in Boro Park and has a daughter who is now ten years old. I want you to watch over this man and his family.


“After he came to America, I promised him that he would get married, have a daughter and I would dance at her wedding. Yet, clearly, I will be unable to attend the wedding. And so, I would like you to go in my stead.” 


With Rav Shneur looking ever so gently at the father, he said, “That is why I am here. I am here wishing you and your family a Mazel Tov along with the blessings of my father.” 


That is achrayos. That is what it means to personally look after a fellow Jew and view him as your brother who you care for under all circumstances. Just imagine what Rav Aharon Kotler had on his mind during his last moments in this world: a fellow Jew. 


We all can lead lives where we show the same responsibility and compassion for every member of Klal Yisrael. It all begins with looking beyond ourselves and peering into the heart of another Jew and saying, “He is my brother and I am here to help.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5777 email of TheTorahAnytimes.

Ivanka Trump Visits the
Lubavitcher Rebbe's Ohel*

Ivanka Trump, daughter of Republican presidential candidate Donald Trump, was at the Rebbe's Ohel [gravesite] after Shabbos (November 5th).


Entrepreneur Ivanka Trump, daughter of Republican presidential candidate Donald Trump, was seen visiting the Rebbe's holy gravesite in Queens, NY, 3 nights before the general election.


A modestly dressed Trump was seen coming to the Ohel at the Old Montefiore Cemetery alongside her husband Jared Kushner, owner of the New York Observer and a key advisor to the campaign.


The latest LA Times/USC Tracking poll shows Donald Trump with a 5 point lead over Democratic rival Hillary Clinton in what has been a contentious and unlikely race to be the 45th President of the United States.


"The visit was meant to be private," a person connected to the visit which took place hours after Shabbos has ended told COLlive.com. The media was not invited to the visit.


A video shared on social media taken by a bystander shows Kushner and Trump walking through the visitors center of Ohel Chabad Lubavitch on their way to the Rebbe's Ohel in the cemetery itself.


Accompanying them was Rabbi Zalman Grossbaum, Executive Director of Chabad of Livingston in New Jersey who has close ties with the Kushner family. Also seen is Rabbi Motti Seligson, Director of Media Relations at Chabad.org.


An eclectic group of people can be regularly seen at the Ohel, which the New York Times once mentioned as a must-see site to visit. It is a place where thousands come and continue to receive inspiration and blessing from the Rebbe.


Among the recent publicized visits to the Ohel were of the African American U.S. Senator Cory Booker and Victor Espinoza, jockey of the American Pharoah Thoroughbred racehorse which went on to win the first Triple Crown-winning horse in 37 years.


The Trump campaign did not immediately respond to a request for comment.
*Is this Why Her Father Won a Stunning Upset Victory?

Reprinted from the November 6, 2016 website of COLlive.com
The Importance of a

Good Environment

The story is told of a student who left Europe’s Salabodka Yeshiva in order to pursue a career. A while after his departure, the young man began to slacken in his Mitzvah observance, until he had departed completely from the Torah way. 
Shocked at hearing that he was no longer observant, his former colleagues expressed their surprise/ dismay to their spiritual leader, the Alter of Salabodka, of blessed memory.


The Alter said sadly, “I am not surprised at all. That student’s success was entirely dependent on his being in a favorable environment. He did not yet possess enough inner strength to pursue his material goals and maintain the lifestyle of a yeshiva student. Once he left the positive environment of the Yeshivah and went out on his own – too soon – he lost the one asset that kept him strong.” 

Comment: A number of lessons can be learned here. One, a person has to know his weaknesses and do his best to be in situations where the weaknesses are neutralized. 

Two, we see one that it’s not a contradiction to be a Ben Torah who works. 
And three, never underestimate the value of a good environment. 

Just take Lot, in Parshas Lech Lecha, and his spiritual degeneration once he left the side of Avraham Avinu. A good, wholesome environment can truly save a person’s soul, while a poor one can decimate even the holiest soul. 

That’s why King David opened the Tehillim (1:1) with a warning to steer clear of “bad company,” from lazy people to mockers, from isolated evildoers to those who seek to drag others down with them into a miserable condition and future.
Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

To do Righteousness and Justice (Gen. 18:19)


When G-d bestows wealth and abundance on a Jew, he must honestly judge himself and ask: "Am I really worthy of all this goodness? What have I done to deserve these blessings?" When a person is thus honest with himself, it will cause him to realize that the sharing of his wealth with those less fortunate is truly tzedaka - righteousness. (Sefer HaMaamarim)
Reprinted from this week’s Parsha Vayeira 5777 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly.”
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