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The Wrong Hoshia


In the city of Vitebsk lived two tea merchants, both named Hoshia. One was known as "Big Hoshia and the other, "Little Hoshia." Big Hoshia was a wealthy man, with a large, respectable establishment. Little Hoshia was a small-time operator, forever scrambling for loans to keep his business afloat.


One day a message arrived that one of Little Hoshia's tea shipments had been confiscated at the border by customs officials. For the poor man, this spelled utter ruin. Not only would he lose everything, he would be left with crushing debts which he would never be able to repay. 

[image: image1.jpg]



Tzemach Tzedek, 1789-1866


When they broke the news to Reb Hoshia he was in Lubavitch at the time and the unfortunate man collapsed in a dead faint; time and again they revived him, but as soon as he remembered what had occurred, he would pass out once more. 
The Tzemach Tzedek, upon hearing of the man's condition, instructed that when Reb Hoshia is again revived, he should be told that the messenger is mistaken. 


Shortly thereafter, the matter was indeed clarified. It turned out that the confiscated shipment belonged to the other Hoshia, the tea merchant, Big Hoshia. 
The Tzemach Tzedek explained, “There was nothing miraculous about my prediction. You see, our Sages tell us that whenever the Almighty causes a person to undergo a challenge or trial in his life, He always provides him with the capacity and fortitude to bear it and to learn from the experience. So, when I saw a calamity which Reb Hoshia was not equipped to deal with, I understood that it was not meant for him. Obviously, there must have been some misunderstanding...”

Reprinted from the Parshas LechLecha 5777 email of Living Jewish – Chabad of Cardo.
An Unusual Way to Take One’s Learning into the Next World
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Reb Isaac Perry z’l was a wealthy Yid, a renowned baal tzedakah, who lived in New York. (He reprinted the Shem MiShmuel and Avnei Nezer in a beautiful format.) When he became ill, he called a well-known marbitz Torah (Torah progenitor) of Eretz Yisrael, told him about his health situation, and suggested that they study Shem MiShmuel over the phone every day. The marbitz Torah immediately agreed.


At a set hour, every day, they studied Shem MiShmuel together and they warmed their hearts with his inspiring and deep lessons. They kept up this long-distance telephone-chavrusah for a long time, until Reb Isaac Perry’s disease finally overcame him. 

His levayah was in Eretz Yisrael, and his chavrusah was of course present. After the kevurah (burial) was completed and most people had already left the cemetery, the sound of a cell-phone ringing (actually singing) was heard, emanating from Reb Isaac Perry’s grave. Whoever was present was astounded… and a little afraid, because no one had ever heard sounds coming out of a grave before.


As it turned out, it was his chavrusah’s phone. When he was shoveling earth into the grave, his cell phone fell out of his shirt pocket and into the grave. When the chavrusah realized that his cell phone was missing, he borrowed someone’s phone and called his own. That is when his phone began ringing from inside the grave. 

People who heard this story quipped, “Reb Isaac Perry had a lot of money and expensive properties, but he didn’t take those into his grave. But on his final journey he did take his telephone-chavrusah, and all the other good deeds that he performed.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of “Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

Mishna Completed in Russian
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Photo showing celebrants in Moscow including Chief Rabbi Berl Lazar (fourth from right, Reb Yekusiel Yehuda Rohr (third from right) and Rabbi Boruch Gorin (second from right) (Photo credit: Levi Nazarov)


This week Russian Jewry merited to celebrate another important milestone. The entire six tractates of Mishna have been translated into Russian along with many different commentaries and explanations, which will make it easier to learn for Russian speaking Jews all over the world.

This has come after many months of intense work by a group of scholars and professionals in translation, headed by Rabbi Boruch Gorin, Editor-in-Chief of LeChaim Publications in Moscow.

This milestone was celebrated with great joy at a special event that took place in the Jewish Museum in the Marina Roscha neighborhood.

In attendance were the initiator of this special project, Chief Rabbi of Russia Berl Lazar, as well as its sponsor, philanthropist Reb Yekusiel Yehuda Rohr, who has always been at the helm of restoring yiddishkeit to its former glory in the entire Russia.

At the Melava Malka event a special film made in honor of this occasion was shown. A siyum was made on all six tractates of Mishna which were learned by anash, shluchim and members of communities throughout Russia. Many students of the Jewish Moscow Educational Institutions attended this event as well. In fact, the siyum was said by a student of the Mesivta who had a bris just two years ago, with Mr. Rohr as his sandek! Today he is one of many students learning Torah at the Mesivta in Moscow.

The MosKapela Chior, formed by a group of young shluchim, enhanced the evening with their beautiful songs and chassidishe niggunim, thanking Hashem for this momentous occasion and for the hundreds of books of Torah and Chassidus that have already been translated for the benefit of so many Russian speaking Jews.

Reprinted from the November 13, 2016 website of COLlive.com

Thoughts that Count


Four hundred shekels of silver, in negotiable currency (Gen. 23:16)

The Torah foresaw the future difficulties Jews would have defending their rights to their holy sites. The Torah therefore devotes much time detailing the transaction by which Abraham acquired the Cave of Machpela, and the exact sum he spent to purchase it. (Drashot El-Ami)
Reprinted from the Chayey Sara 5752/1991 issue (#187) of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, New York.

A Slice of Life

Last Is Most Precious

By Rabbi Zalman Bronstein
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In 1942 I was drafted into the Red army. The situation at home was terrible. We had no bread and water, there were three little children, and on top of that I was now drafted.


Not many Chabad chassidim were drafted. It was extremely dangerous and whoever was able to, fled for his life. I had the "privilege" of being drafted and served in the Russian army for four years in difficult battles against the Germans. I experienced endless stories and wonders. I saw death before my eyes countless times but something supernatural always happened and my life was saved.


Right after I was drafted I was sent to serve in the 123 brigade. This brigade stood at the ready to serve as reserve units.


It was not easy being a Jew in the army as there was tremendous anti-Semitism. I remember that one of the soldiers once said to me nastily, "When we go on the attack at the front my first bullet won't be shot against the enemy but at your back."


When I was first inducted I had a pair of tefillin with me but it wasn't easy to put them on. I was afraid that I would be caught putting them on, which was dangerous, but I did it anyway. Every morning, when everyone else was still asleep in the bunker, I covered myself with my blanket and put on tefillin and said a quick prayer. The rest I prayed without tefillin.


When we were in the forest, I would wake up early and put on tefillin quickly among the trees. I did so every morning until I lost my tefillin.


At some point during the war I lost my night vision due to a vitamin deficiency. By day I could see and at night I was blind. One night, we went on an exhausting march. Since I could see nothing, two soldiers led me by the arms the entire way. We arrived at a village in the morning and, the way it was done then, the soldiers dispersed among the houses to rest. It was cold with both rain and snow. I also entered one of the homes. I took off my clothes and laid them on the stove to dry. I put the tefillin there too.


I was sound asleep when I suddenly heard an urgent call for all soldiers to appear outside. As a result of the rushing and confusion, I hurried to get dressed and go out and we were on our way within minutes. That is when I remembered that I had forgotten my tefillin but it was too late. I was inconsolable.


During my four years in the army I never ate cooked food, and managed on bread and vegetables. It wasn't easy but Hashem helped me in this too. Often, when we walked in fields, I pulled out potatoes. I had a pot with me that I filled with rainwater and I cooked the potatoes for myself.


As a result of inadequate nutrition, I became very weak. At a certain point I decided to stop eating almost completely in the hopes that my heart would become weaker and they would release me.


I was stricken with hepatitis and was hospitalized in Sverdlovsk in the Urals. When the doctors tried to give me food so I would regain some strength, I refused, saying I had no appetite.


One day, a Jewish doctor came and she whispered, "Bronstein, start shtuppen zich [Yid. stuffing yourself] and I promise you that if you eat more in the next two weeks, your heart will be a bit stronger and then we will send you on furlough. Right now we are afraid to release you because you will not be able to make the trip home."


I took her advice and over the next two weeks I started eating bread and vegetables. Two weeks later I was examined again and the doctor said she was pleased with the condition of my heart. She kept her promise and I was given two months off. I immediately traveled to Tashkent where I met my wife and children as well as my fellow Chassidim.


After two months I had to return to the army. I went to the hospital in Tashkent and gave a bribe so they would allow me to continue on furlough. I got another month with difficulty, but in the end I had to return to my unit which was camped not far from Smolensk.


When I returned to my unit a great and most shocking miracle occurred to me. Many soldiers were waiting to go to their next assignment when, suddenly, one of the commanders loudly announced that they needed a thousand soldiers for work. Our unit was a reserve unit and some of the soldiers were supposed to be sent to the front and some to work.


All the soldiers immediately ran to the registration window for they all preferred working to going to the front. Of course, I was among them. The line moved quickly. In front of me were just two soldiers and I was almost at the window when a thought popped into my mind, "acharon acharon chaviv" (the last is beloved). I did not understand why this thought came to me and gave me no rest. I left my place and moved to the back of the line so I could be last.


Then I realized what I had done. Oy, by the time it would be my turn, they would already have a thousand men who would be sent to work while I would be sent to the front! I tried to console myself by thinking it wasn't for nothing that the thought had come to my mind and there was something to it.

As soon as the registration was over, the thousand happy soldiers went off to work while I remained with the other soldiers, expecting to be sent to the burning front.


The next morning we received an order to start going. As we passed the fields we saw, to our horror, hundreds of bodies of dead soldiers with missing limbs. These were the soldiers who had registered for work but had actually been sent to an attack on the front lines and nobody remained alive.


I suddenly realized what "acharon acharon chaviv" meant. It was an open miracle.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, New York. The article originally appeared in Beis Moshiach Magazine.

More Thoughts that Count

Who ruled over all that he had (Gen. 24:2)


These words refer to Abraham and indicate just how great a person he was. Though Abraham amassed wealth, he did not become like some other wealthy people for whom money becomes the only motivating factor in their lives. Abraham ruled over his possessions, and not the other way around. (Klai Yakar)
Reprinted from the Chayey Sara 5752/1991 issue (#187) of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, New York.

The Day Rav Chatzkel Abramsky Testified in a London Civil Court
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Rav Chatzkel Abramsky, zt”l


Sefer Orach Yesharim comments that removing one’s pride means to not consider oneself important, and any talents that one has should be looked at like gifts from Hashem. Just like everything one has is from Hashem, one’s talents are no different and there is no reason to feel pride because of them. 

Rav Leib Chasman points out, however, that humility does not mean that one should not know and appreciate what he is. It is a terrible mistake for someone to deny who he is, and one that does is not being modest, rather he is being foolish! A person who denies his own identity and talents is not humble, and he is only deceiving himself. A humble person can and should know precisely who he is.


The Chazon Ish similarly explains that humility and arrogance are character traits and have nothing to do with knowing one’s self-worth. An arrogant person will feel conceited, even though he knows that he is not better than others in any way, while a humble person will feel humility regardless of his accomplishments, because he understands that there is so much more he can still accomplish.


Rav Chatzkel Abramsky, zt”l, was once called on to testify at a court hearing and present the Torah view when a ban was considered being placed on Shechitah in England. As the head of the Bais Din, Rav Abramsky had no choice, and was required to testify in secular court. 

When he was on the witness stand, his attorney asked him to state his name and his position. The attorney then asked, “Is it true that you are the greatest living Halachic authority on the European continent?” 

Rav Abramsky said, “Yes. That is true.” At hearing this, the judge became bewildered and interjected, “Rabbi Abramsky, is that not rather haughty on your part? I thought that your Jewish laws and ethics teach you to be humble.”


Without any hesitation, Rav Abramsky responded, “I am aware that we are taught to be humble. However, I am under oath, and I may not lie.” Rav Chatzkel Abramsky was well aware that he was the greatest Poseik living in Europe, and recognizing the fact of his true status was not haughtiness.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Your Wedding Day

By Rabbi Yissocher Frand
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Let me give you an example of someone who thought about somebody else when it is not common to do so. Years ago, a woman working as a pediatric emergency room physician made aliyah to Israel. One day while working in the pediatric ward, in walked a woman. But she was not just any woman. She was a bride on the day of her wedding.


How did the physician know this to be true? Because she walked in fully dressed in her gown. If you can remember when you or your daughter were a kallah, there is one thought which stands out. The mascara must be perfect; it cannot be smudged in the slightest. Brides on the day of their wedding tend to be into themselves. The terminology “Bridezilla” was not created in a vacuum. It is because kallahs understandably so want one thing to be perfect: themselves. 


But as this kallah walked into the emergency room, she had a different agenda on her mind. 


“What can I do for you?” asked the physician. 


“A kallah on the day of her wedding has the power to give blessings,” the woman said. “I would like to give each and every child in this room a beracha that they have a refuah sheleimah (complete recovery)!” 


Just as Hashem uplifts the impoverished and comforts the brokenhearted, we are to do the same. On a day when it would be most expected to think about oneself, this kallah was different. It was not simply “her day;” it was the day of each and every sick child in that hospital. This is what it means to step out of your own world and care for your fellow Jew as yourself.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of TheTorahAnytimes.

Rav Kook and the Wealthy Polish Jewish Manufacturer

By Rabbi Yisroel Kleinman


After the war, an official of the Jewish Agency was working ceaselessly to arrange visas for refugees in Poland. Among the hundreds waiting all day in the courtyard of the Israeli consulate in Warsaw, he couldn’t help but notice an old man standing alone, waiting. He was just skin and bones. His eyes had a deadened look. Despite the bitter cold of the Polish winter, his clothes were in tatters.


When his turn came, he asked the official if he was from Yerushalayim and did he know Rav Avraham Kook, zt”l. In fact, he replied, he had heard shiurim regularly from Rav Kook.


When the disheveled refugee heard that, he burst into tears. I should have listened to him, he cried. Years back, before the war, he was a wealthy manufacturer, an owner of several large factories. On a visit to Eretz Yisroel over Pesach, he mentioned to Rav Kook that he was considering opening some factories in Eretz Yisroel and perhaps eventually resettling there. For now, though, he wasn’t sure about his plans. What should he do about keeping two days of Yomtov? 
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Rav Avraham Yitzchak HaCohen Kook, zt”l


The Rav gave him a warm smile and said, so decide right now that you will make the move. Then you can keep one day without any question. He didn’t take Rav Kook’s words seriously. It was a big move. He needed time to really think it through. 

When he met the Rav again, during Yomtov, he informed him that because he was דעתו לחזור, intending to return to חוץ לארץ, he was keeping two days. Rav Kook became upset. I already told you that you should move here. Your דעת is to return to Europe? That is nothing but lack of דעת!


The old man looked down, finishing his story in a broken voice. “I did not listen to the Rav. I returned to Poland. I lost my wife, my children, and my grandchildren in the Holocaust. Here I am today, alone and desolate, because I listened to reason and not to Da’as Torah. All I hear now is Rav Kook’s words, constantly ringing in my ears - nothing but lack of דעת!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of Timely Messages.

Rav Naftali of Ropshitz and His Wife’s Shabbos Kugel
By Mrs. Michal Horowitz


As opposed to sinning with food, drink and accompaniment of guests, the Jew elevates himself by taking the physicality of this world and making it holy. This is the way of Avraham, and this must be our way, as we follow his path and emulate his deeds. 


R’ Naftali of Ropshitz’s wife was extremely frugal, but exceptionally devout. When she davened, she was transported into another world.


The rebbetzin would put the bare minimum of schmaltz into the kugel. R’ Naftali’s entreaties to increase the amount of schmaltz in the kugel went unheeded. 
One Friday, when the rebbetzin was davening, R’ Naftali removed the keys from her apron pockets, unlocked the pantry and put several spoonfuls of schmaltz into the kugel. He then returned the keys, while the rebbetzin remained completely oblivious to what had transpired. 


Shabbos morning, when she served the kugel, the rebbetzin said, “See! You always criticize me for not putting enough schmaltz into the kugel. But look at the Divine blessing. The kugel is dripping with schmaltz!”


R’ Naftali nodded, “It is indeed a Divine blessing,” he said. “We merited this blessing by virtue of deine tefillos un meine maasim tovim - your fervent davening and my good deeds!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of The Short Vort.

Rav Galinsky, the Chazon Ish and the Jewish Wife’s Money Pouch
By Rabbi A.L.Scheinbaum


We have no right to give up hope, says Horav Yaakov Galinsky, zl. The venerable maggid was on a trip in which nothing seemed to be going his way. A fellow traveler was concerned for him. 

The maggid said, “It will all work out. We never give up hope. It is not our privilege.” He explained his comment with the following story. 

During the war, he was separated from his wife and children. Only after the war did he discover that he alone was all that was left of his family. Alone in the world, he was understandably depressed. Seeking solace and words of encouragement, he went to the address of the gadol hador, preeminent Torah leader of the generation, the Chazon Ish, who welcomed him with a warm smile and a listening ear.
[image: image8.jpg]


 [image: image9.jpg]



Rabbi Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l      The Chazon Ish, zt”l


The Chazon Ish himself did not have any biological children, although he was a spiritual father to many. He related the following story to Rav Galinsky. 
Leipzig was the city in which much of European commerce came together. Wholesalers, brokers, buyers, would converge from all over to buy and sell their wares. A wealthy Jewish businessman, who would annually make the trip, became too ill to travel. He asked his wife to replace him.


After much coaching and convincing, she reluctantly agreed to make the trip. He gave her a pouch of money with which to purchase goods for their retail business at home. She made the trip and commenced her business dealings. One can only imagine her travail when she went to retrieve her money pouch to find that she must have somehow lost it. 

She turned to the other Jews that had come to Leipzig for business opportunities, inquiring if they had found her money pouch. One man, who appeared to be G-d-fearing and learned, was walking around overtly happy. Apparently, he had found a money pouch containing within it enough money to sustain his family for the entire year. 

The distraught woman went over to him and asked if “perhaps” it was her money pouch that he had found. 

He replied, “What difference does it make? The halachah in this case is clear: If one finds an item in a city that is predominately not Jewish, he may keep it, because the owner certainly was meyaeish, gave up hope of ever finding it.” 

The woman argued that she had not given up hope of finding it. When two Jews have a legitimate dispute, they go to the Rav or Bais Din. The woman, and the man who found her money pouch, went to the Rav of Leipzig, where the man smugly presented his claim to the money pouch based upon his knowledge of halachah. 

The Rav listened to him, then raised his voice, “Is this woman the owner of the pouch? Is it her money? No! It belongs to her husband. She is only an agent on a mission. An agent has no right to give up hope!”


Rav Galinsky understood the meaning of the story. We are all here on a mission. The true Owner is Hashem. We do not have the privilege of giving up; rather, we must believe with deep faith that a solution to our problem will materialize.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5777 email of Peninim on the Torah as compiled by Rabbi A.L. Scheinbaum with Hebrew Academy of Cleveland.

Story #989 

Better Wood and Stone

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

In the years before Rabbi Mordechai of Neshitz became known as a tzadik and leader of many chasidim, he was the rabbi of a small, poverty-stricken town far off the beaten track.


Although he held a position of authority and honor, his congregants were far too poor to pay him a decent salary, and so, he was as poor as they were. His wages were so meager that he could afford only the barest necessities of life, and to make matters worse, he received the money only sporadically. When times were really bad, he would visit the broken-down shop of the town pawnbroker who would give him a few coppers to tide him over.

Life in the small town was a difficult struggle, but Reb Mordechai's spiritual life was bright. The highlight of his life came when he would make his periodic visits to his rebbe, the tzadik, Rabbi Yechiel-Michil of Zlotchov.


Lacking the money to travel in comfort, Reb Mordechai would take up his walking stick and make his way to Zlotchov by foot.


With only a few crusts of bread to tide him over, he would sludge through muddy roads and forbidding woods. Only the thought of the spiritual feast or the desperately needed advice of his rebbe made the long trip bearable.


One wintry day, Reb Mordechai sat in his cold cottage, surrounded by his hungry wife and children, and of course, there was not a penny in the house. Their misery was compounded by the dampness of the many puddles which dotted his cottage, small ponds formed by the melting ice which dripped through the holes in the roof. What was there to do, other than to undertake the arduous journey to Reb Michil of Zlotchov.


It was a hungry, worn out Reb Mordechai who arrived one freezing morning in a village where a certain wealthy chasid lived.


Surely, he would provide a warm repast for the traveler. But, no, when Reb Mordechai knocked on the door and asked for food, the chasid replied, "Don't you know I'm marrying off my daughter tomorrow? I don't have time to cater to every wanderer who happens to pass by!" 

Reb Mordechai was shocked, but he departed without a word and continued on his journey.


When he finally arrived in Zlotchov, he received a warm welcome, a warm meal and an invitation - to join the Rebbe at the wedding of a wealthy man in town the following day. Reb Mordechai happily agreed to join the celebration. Can you imagine his surprise when they pulled up in front of the same house he had left with a rumbling stomach the day before!


When the master of the house came to greet the Rebbe, he saw that the Rebbe's companion was none other than the traveler he had so rudely turned away from his house. Realizing that the "beggar" must also be someone special, the wealthy chasid was beside himself with remorse and shame, and he fell on the floor, pleading for forgiveness. 

Reb Mordechai and the Rebbe observed his outburst in silence. When the man finally calmed down Reb Mordechai spoke: "The sin of refusing to provide food for a hungry Jew is so great that it reaches the highest heavens. When the pain of that Jew reaches Heaven, it causes a very severe decree to fall upon the one who caused the suffering."


The wealthy man began to plead even more bitterly, until Reb Mordechai said, "I forgive you, and I hope that G-d will do the same."

Then, however, Reb Michil spoke very solemnly: "We should all beg the Al-mighty to forgive, and if there should be an evil decree, let it all be vented on wood and stones." 

Those in the house who heard glanced at one another nervously. Suddenly screams were heard: "Fire! Help!"


Everyone ran outdoors. They found people running from all sides carrying buckets of water. But it was impossible to douse the flames which had already consumed most of the surrounding buildings and warehouses, property of the wealthy chasid, who had suddenly lost nearly all of his vast worth. 

And so it was, no sooner had the Rebbe spoken, than his words had come true. All of the property was destroyed; all the lives were saved.


The next day, before the two Rebbes were to leave, their host came to bid them farewell. 

"Remember," said Reb Michil, "we must thank G-d for whatever happens to us, for were it not for His great mercies, our sins would consume us. When you failed to provide food to a hungry traveler, it was decreed in Heaven that your entire family die on the wedding day. But instead, through our intense prayers, the verdict was changed and only your property was lost."


The chasid lived to see his fortunes restored, but every day of his life was illuminated by the lesson he had learned. He became known as one of the most charitable men in his city, and his table provided nobly for the many guests from whom his blessings came.


Source: Compiled and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from //OhrTmimim.org and //lchaimweekly.org (#1019).


Connection: Weekly Reading - hospitality

Biographical notes: Rabbi Mordechai of Neshchiz [1740 - 8 Nissan 1800] was descended from the Maharal of Prague and Don Yitzchak Abarbanel. He was a disciple of R. Yechiel Michel of Zlotchov. The ill and the unfortunate came to visit him from long distances, and it is recorded that he never uttered a negative word about another person. He actively supported settlement in Eretz Yisrael. His sayings were collected in Rishpei Eish.


Rabbi Yechiel Michil of Zolotchov (1731-25 Elul 1786), son of Rabbi Yitzchak of Drohovitch, was introduced by his father to the Baal Shem Tov at a young age. He also became a disciple of the Maggid of Mezritch. It is said that his sermons consistently aroused his listeners to repentance. Many of his teachings are collected in Mayim Rabim.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascents@ascentofsafed.com
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