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How to Win the True 

Respect of Non-Jews

Rabbi Reuven Semah
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Rabbi Marvin Hier and H.R.H. Prince Phillip


One time, Rabbi Marvin Hier was invited to a very special dinner in Canada with Queen Elizabeth II of England [and other Commonwelath nations such as Canada] and her husband, Prince Phillip. He informed the organizers that although he was quite touched and flattered by the invitation, he would be unable to attend because of his special dietary needs.


But the Canadian government held Rabbi Hier in great esteem. They wanted to accommodate his every wish. And so, they assured him that he would have his own set of dishes and cutlery and of course, special kosher food.


Greeted by Queen Elizabeth herself, Rabbi Hier and his wife were quite honored to attend a dinner of such dignitarie., But interestingly, after the first course, all guests were asked to move to another seat. In an effort to allow all the guests to acquaint themselves with one another, all the invitees were asked to switch seats between courses. 


A nice idea, but not for the Rabbi and his wife. For Rabbi Hier, it created quite a problem. What would he now do about his kosher food and utensils? Although it would look strange, he and his wife decided that they were going to have to bring along their dishes and cutlery to whichever seat they moved to. Indeed, there were those who stared and thought it to be quite strange and even rude. In fact, one unaffiliated Jew was quite disturbed by the “Hillul Hashem.” How could it be that the Rabbi would act in such a difficult manner when the royal family had gone to such great lengths to accommodate him?


Regardless of what it looked like, the Rabbi was not about to compromise on his standards. And so, he brought his plate with him wherever he went. The Queen and her husband walked about the room greeting the various dignitaries. And when Prince Phillip noticed the Rabbi standing with his plate in his hands, he asked about the peculiar behavior.


Rabbi Hier explained why he had to carry around his dishes and utensils, and his explanation impressed the prince. Curious as to the details of this religious practice the two engaged in a relatively lengthy discussion about the laws of keeping kosher. Eager to share this new revelation, Prince Phillip even included Queen Elizabeth in the conversation.


Shortly thereafter, seeing how well received the Rabbi was, this irreligious fellow decided that he, too, would capitalize on his Jewishness. He approached Prince Phillip and introduced himself as another Jew. But the prince looked at him disapprovingly and asked him one piercing question: “If you are a Jew, then where are your dishes?”


Needless to say, the shamefaced fellow sheepishly walked away.


We must stand up for what we believe in.  If we do, we will earn the respect of the only One that matters.  Rabbi Reuven Semah

Reprinted from the Parshat Ki Sisa 5778 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace. Originally printed in that week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.
Rav Ovadia Yosef’s

“Painful” Surgery
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Rav Ovadia Yosef and his son Rav Dovid Yosef


About seven years before Rav Ovadia Yosef, zt”l, passed away, he suffered from terrible stomach pains, and his son Rav Dovid accompanied him to the hospital. The doctors ordered a battery of tests, and they uncovered an issue that required immediate laparoscopic surgery. 


However, at his advanced age and with his weak condition, the doctors felt that it was dangerous to place him under anesthesia, as they said it would take him several weeks to recover from it. 


They told Rav Dovid that they could do the surgery without anesthesia and it would take about a half hour, but they warned him that the procedure would be extremely painful. They said they would have several staff members present just to hold him down, and they told him to prepare himself and be ready to hear shouts of pain. 


Rav Dovid asked the doctors to describe to Rav Ovadia what the procedure would be like so that he wouldn’t be shocked when the pain began. When Rav Ovadia heard the plan, he said, “B’Seder”, and sighed about what he was facing. 
He said, “If this is a pain that I have no choice but to suffer, it should be a Kaparah, an atonement for my Aveiros”. He said to his son, “Please bring me my Gemara and I will try to distract myself from the pain as much as possible.” 

Rav Dovid brought his father the Gemara, he was learning Bava Basra at the time, and then left the room. 

Rav Dovid related, “A large group of doctors and other hospital staff entered the operating room, but I did not hear a single sound emanating from within. Finally, after about half an hour, the doctors came out and said, ‘We were shocked — the Rav didn’t make a peep the entire time!’ 

I went inside to check on my father and asked him, ‘Abba, how are you feeling?’ 

He looked up at me and, slightly irritated, he said, ‘Please ask the doctors how long they’re going to make me wait. Let them start already so they can finish!’ 

I happily told him that the procedure was completed. My father was so engrossed in his learning that he hadn’t even felt the doctors operating on him!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg,

The Tzaddik Who Didn’t Want to Drink Fine Wine

From Eretz Yisroel
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Rav Yochanan Twersky, zt”l, the Rachmastrifka Rebbe, once visited his brother, who had a custom to honor his guests with the finest wine from Eretz Yisroel [the Land of Israel]. 

Rav Yochanan, however, asked his brother if he can have wine specifically from Chutz LaAretz [outside of the Holy Land], as he said he preferred to not drink wine from Eretz Yisroel. 

Afterward, he was asked what was wrong with the Israeli wine that he wouldn’t drink it. He answered, “The truth is, I really don’t enjoy wine. I only took some out of respect for my brother, but I drink it with great discomfort. 

“If I would have been served wine from Eretz Yisroel, it would cause me to have negative feelings and thoughts about the fruit of Eretz Yisroel, which was used to produce that wine, and that is something I must avoid at all costs!
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg,

Rav Chaim Pinchas Scheinberg

And the “Mother’s” Name





Once, one of the Talmidim (students) of Rav Chaim Pinchas Scheinberg, zt”l, who was also a Rosh Yeshivah, came to Rav Scheinberg for a Brachah for one of his own students, who was struggling and in need of a Yeshuah. 

Rav Scheinberg listened carefully, and the pained expression on his face revealed how much he cared. Then he asked his Talmid for the boy’s name and the name of his mother, so he could Daven for him. However, the Talmid admitted that he did not know the boy’s mother’s name. 

Rav Scheinberg gave his disciple a look of disappointment and said, “How could a Rebbi not know the name of his Talmid’s mother? Don’t you daven (pray) for him?” 

Rav Scheinberg then said the full name of the Talmid he was speaking to, along with his mother’s name. He told him, “About seventeen years ago, you came to me with an issue that was bothering you. I began Davening for you then, and I haven’t stopped for the last seventeen years!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg,
Refusing To Hear the Man Say Kaddish for the Father He Killed

By Rabbi Yair Hoffman

For the Five Towns Jewish Times
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It was a question that was posed by the prisoners. A man had murdered his father. In the prison where he is incarcerated, there is a daily minyan. The man is reciting the Kaddish – for the father that he had murdered.


The dilemma? The prisoners are so disgusted by this man’s actions that they do not wish to say Amain to the kaddish. The question was posed to Rav Elyashiv zatzal (See Mishnas Ish Siman 331). What is the halacha?

The Molech

There is a fascinating drasha regarding the horrific worship of the Molech. The verse tells us, Ish ki yiten mizaro l’molech – if a man gives of his children to the Molech. Chazal darshan (Sanhedrin 64b) mizaro velo kol zaro – of his children but not all his children.  Therefore, a person who gives all of his children to the Molech is exempt from the punishment enumerated in the Torah.


The explanation provided by the Daas Zkainim MiBaalei HaTosfos is that a person who offers some of his children to the Molech is most certainly evil – but we still want him to have a kaparah. But someone who offers all of his children to the Molech is so evil and vile that we do not even want him to have an atonement.

The Megadef

By the same token in the end of Parshas Emor, there was question as to whether there was a punishment was for the megadef – the person that cursed Hashem. Rashi points out that the person that gathered sticks on Shabbos was discovered and placed in holding at the same time that the person had cursed Hashem. Yet they did not jail them together. 


Why didn’t they go in the same cell? Rashi explains that the punishment for the gatherer of sticks was known to be the death penalty – they just did not know which particular one.  On the other hand, it was not known whether or not the one who cursed Hashem would be punished at all.  This is why they were not placed in the same cell.


The Daas Zkainim MiBaalei haTosfos asks why they did not draw a fortiori argument from one who curses his father and mother. The Daas Zkainim answer that they had the same reasoning – perhaps this person is so vile that he does not deserve atonement.

Rav Elyashiv’s Answer

Rav Elyashiv answered that the prisoners should, in fact, answer Amain to the murderer’s Kaddish. He too requires an atonement for what he did. The recitation of Kaddish is a Mitzvah that helps in the atoning process.

The author can be reached at yairhoffman2@gmail.com
Reprinted from the March 4, 2018 website of Yeshiva World News.

The Rebbe of Rodoshitz

And the Evil Baron

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Rabbi Yissachar Ber of Rodoshitz was a great Tzadik that lived in Poland some one hundred years ago. Like Moses over 3,000 years earlier whenever possible he did all he could to 'take the Jews from Egypt' namely alleviate them of their problems.


And one of the biggest problems for the Jews in Rodoshitz was burial.


Several thousand Jews lived in the town but strangely there was no Jewish cemetery there. Whenever a Jew died, the bereaved family had to hire a carriage and travel for some two hours, often through rain, blazing sun or sub-zero weather to the nearest town make the funeral.


It wasn't that there was no available land in Rodoshitz, there was plenty of it. The problem was that the local Baron hated Jews passionately and the very sight of a Jew made him berserk. He not only refused to allocate land for their cemetery, the few times the Jews approached him about it he became so angry that they suffered for months thereafter.


As the Jewish population there grew the situation became more and more unbearable until finally the town elders decided they would have to do something radical; ask for the Rebbe's help.
Preparing for Days by Purifying Themselves


They prepared themselves for days; purified their thoughts, immersed repeatedly in the Mikva, gave charity, spent the entire 24 hours beforehand praying, learning Torah and reading Psalms and finally entered the Rebbe's office in fear and trepidation.


They poured out their hearts and waited in silence for his reply.


"Certainly there is a plot of land that would be fitting for a cemetery here in Rodoshitz!" he replied.


"Yes" they answered sadly. "In fact there is a perfect place; a worthless plot of rocky and barren land about fifteen minutes from the town. True, it would be hard to dig graves there too but we figured that it was the only place that the Baron might be willing to sell. But he refused. 


"We even offered him a lot of money. He just started screaming like a madman that he didn't want ANY Jews on his lands; dead or alive. Just that the live ones pay taxes. Then he increased our taxes!"
Someone Else will be Buried on the Land


The Rebbe thought for a while and said. "Go again, offer him more money and if he refuses this time then tell him in my name that if the Jews can't be buried there then someone else will."


They stood speechless for a few seconds; deathly afraid to approach the Baron again. But empowered by the Rebbe's orders they left the Tzadik's home and courageously headed straight for the Baron's castle, miraculously got in and even managed to repeat the Rebbe's mysterious message to him at which point he started screaming, cursing and throwing things at them and had them evicted.


Two weeks later was the Baron's birthday and he decided to give his family a tour of his lands followed by a picnic.


His wife and four children dressed in their finest clothes and entered his enormous royal carriage pulled by four huge white steeds. The driver whipped the horses and they were off! It was a beautiful summer day and they were thoroughly enjoying themselves looking at the landscape and occasionally getting out to sit by a river or a tree.


Needless to say, the local farmers turned out and waved to the carriage (more from fear than from love) and everything was going perfectly...... Until the Baron decided he would show his family the hard barren plot of land that he was driving the Jews crazy with.


He gave orders to the driver and in no time they were there. It was bumpy and rough going but that just added to the fun. But suddenly the carriage slowed to a halt and all that could be heard was the driver shouting, cursing and whipping the horses.


"What is the problem?!" Yelled the Baron through the window.


"I don't know." The driver replied. "We're stuck in some mud and the horses aren't getting us out. They're up to their knees in whatever it is. I can't figure it out."


The driver got off the carriage and saw that what seemed to be a large shallow puddle of water in the road that he thought he could easily drive through, turned out to be deeper than he thought. Now he was stuck. 


Although he couldn't figure where such a puddle came from in the middle of the summer, suddenly he realized that the carriage and even he himself were slowly sinking.
The Baron Began Sinking Himself


Meanwhile the Baron opened his door and descended from the wagon figuring he would just take his family out. But as soon as he did, his feet also began to sink. It was only with the greatest effort that he and the driver managed to pull themselves from the muck and get back onto the carriage.


They shouted for help, the driver even blew a trumpet he had for such emergencies and in no time farmers had gathered around and began yelling advice. But the puddle grew, pushing the farmers further and further from the carriage. A few of them ran home and brought ropes to throw as life-lines but by the time they got back the water had spread out so that the ropes simply didn't reach the carriage.


Someone brought planks of wood but they simply sank in the mud as soon as someone stepped on them. A few farmers even set off desperately to the Castle for help, which was a good two-hours drive.


After half an hour the wheels of the carriage were half sunk and going steadily down. The Baron's wife and children were screaming in panic while the Baron had his head stuck out the window alternately screaming and cursing the crowd for not doing anything and looking up trying to figure how to get his family onto its roof.


Finally someone in the crowd suggested that they call the Rabbi.


When the Baron heard that he immediately shouted "NO!!". But his weeping family gave him a change of heart. "Err. That is ... YES! YES! Certainly! Good idea!! Call the Rabbi!!! 


Run! Run with all your might!" He shouted.


It took almost a half an hour and when they finally returned with the Rebbe, the Baron and his family were sitting on the roof of the carriage, swooning; wailing and waiving their arms in helpless fear while only the top half of the carriage was jutting above the water.


"Are you willing to sell the cemetery land?" The Rebbe yelled to him.


"Yes, Yes!!" The Baron shouted back. I'll even give it to you. Take it for free!


Just get us out of here!!


"No!" Answered the Rebbe. "I want to buy it and I want you to write up the deed."


"Good, Good!" The Baron yelled as he produced a pen and a large scrap of paper from one of his pockets, wrote what the Rebbe told him to, signed it, took off his shoe, put it inside and threw it to the Rebbe.


As soon as the Rebbe read it and was satisfied he yelled to the driver to get back in his seat and urge the horses, who were now up to their necks in mud, to move.


It seemed ridiculous but the driver had no other choice and sure enough...it worked!! The carriage actually began to move and in moments they had pulled the carriage, now completely black with mud, to freedom!


The farmers helped the Baron and his family down from the roof of the carriage and as soon as their feet hit the ground his wife was beside with gratitude to the Rebbe. She would have hugged him but his very being radiated such awesome holiness that she kept her distance.


The Baron then approached the Rebbe, curtly bowed and said quietly 'I will always be grateful to you for this. Please come to see me at my castle at your convenience and I will have all the necessary papers drawn up. You are welcome in my home'


Two days later the Rebbe visited the Baron, paid him the money and received an official deed of sale. The Baron then shook the Rebbe's hand and said,


"I have begun to think differently about your people. I see why the Bible calls you special and chosen and holy. I mean, you could have let me and my family die, which is what I would have done to you in such a case... but you didn't. I see I have a lot to learn from you. I have decided to change my attitude and help your people who I have so wronged. If you ever need anything please ask me'
Reprinted from the Parshat Vayikra 5775 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Happiest Moment

In a Parent’s Life


"I was a student at Stern College of Yeshiva University in Manhattan. For the two-and-a-half years that I was there, I encountered many homeless people who sat on street corners and asked for money.


Although I tried to help all of these people as much as I could, there was a man named Kenny who I went out my way to help. The unique thing about Kenny was that although he was probably paranoid and schizophrenic, he always had a smile; his face always radiated sunshine. Even if I did not have money for him when I saw him, I always tried to say just a quick hello to him every day to let him know that I cared.


As soon as I finished my studies at Stern College, I left for Israel. Shortly after I arrived in Israel, my parents told me that they wanted me to fly back to New York to go to the graduation ceremony. Although I wanted to see my parents, I did not think it was worth us all of us going to New York (my parents are from Georgia) just for my graduation.


But my parents said it would be a highlight of their life to see me at graduation, so I agreed to go with them.


After my graduation, when my dad, sister, and I were walking around Manhattan, I spotted Kenny. I had not seen him in about a year but we recognized each other. Kenny jumped up when he saw us and said to my dad, "Sir, your daughter was always so nice to me and would give me money or just say hello to me whenever she saw me. She made me realize that people care and she would make my day when I saw her."


After we walked away, my dad turned to me and said, "Wow, hearing what Kenny said was one of the happiest moments of my life. It meant much more to me than your graduation, because seeing Kenny and hearing what he said made me feel like a success. I then realized that I did something right in the way I raised your sister and you."  (story from Rabbi Baruch Lederman) 
Reprinted from the Parshat Vayikra 5775 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

The Rebbe Who Refused to Give a Brocha to a Father Whose Son

Was Facing the Russian Draft

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


Rav Eichenstein, the Ziditchover Rebbe, tells the following story:

One Friday, a man entered the study of the Tchortkover Rebbe with a request that was very common in those days.


"My son was drafted into the army," the man began. "However, we have a way out. On Sunday, we are going to a doctor who will falsely declare him unfit for service. This way he will be spared certain misery, perhaps even death in that terrible army. Rebbe," he asked, "I need your blessing that he evade the draft."


The Rebbe quietly told him that Shabbos was nearing and he could not concentrate on blessings. The man should return to him on Friday evening after his tisch (ceremonious chasidic table).


The man did so. After most of the chasidim had left, the man repeated his request, almost verbatim. Again the Rebbe was non-committal. "Return to me after the morning service."


Unperturbed, the man noted that he would really like to resolve this matter before Sunday morning.


Shabbos morning, after services, the man approached the Rebbe again. Calmly he repeated the predicament. "Sunday morning I am going to a doctor who will falsely declare my son unfit for military service. Please pray that we will evade conscription." The Rebbe was not moved. Again, he deferred until the afternoon.


At the third Shabbos meal, the scene repeated again, precisely the way it had the previous three times. "I understand that you are leaving Sunday morning. Come back to me late Saturday night," said the Rebbe. "By then I will have an answer for you."


By this time, his Chasidim's curiosity was piqued. They had never seen their Rebbe so reluctant to mete a blessing, especially when it was one that would save a Jewish soul from the frightful Polish army.


Saturday night a large crowd gathered as the man approached with his request. Frustrated and disgruntled, the man, once again, repeated his story, almost verbatim, for the fifth time.

Immediately, the Rebbe sprung from his chair and began to shout. "What are you asking me? Why would one even try to evade the service of our wonderful country? How dare you ask me for a blessing of that sort? Your son would make a fine soldier for our country. I wish him the best of luck in the army!"


The man quickly scurried from the room and left town. The Chasidim stood shocked and bewildered. Never had they heard such an uncharacteristic outcry from the Rebbe.


"I will explain," said the Rebbe. "The man was a fraud. He had no son, and if he did, he wanted him in the army. He was sent by the government to test our loyalty. Thank G-d we passed the test."


"But, Rebbe!" cried the chasidim, "how did you know?"


"Simple," explained the Rebbe. "I watched the level of intensity. From the moment he met me until tonight there was no increase in intensity nor feeling of desperation with each request. The moment I heard his request tonight and it contained no more passion or desperation than his first request on Friday night, I knew he was a fraud."

Reprinted from a 2015 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.

Rav Kamenetzky and

The “Young” Scholar


After Rabbi Yaakov Kamenetzky, O”BM, had officially retired from his position as Rosh Yeshivah (Chief Rabbi) of Mesivta Torah Voda’as and had moved to Monsey, New York, he still remained very active not only in the needs of the Jewish people as a whole but in discussing Torah with almost any student of Torah who would cross his threshold. 


One afternoon, a young scholar came to speak to Rav Kamenetzky and share his “novella” (personal insights) on the Talmud with him. As he sat at the table and was about to begin sharing his self-concocted discourse, Rebbitzen Kamenetzky entered the room with a freshly baked piece of cake for the Rav and the guest. 
Before Rav Kamenetzky had a chance to thank the Rebbitzen, the young man, obviously steeped in his own thoughts, flippantly discarded her generous offering. “That’s all right,” he said, “but I already ate. I really don’t need another shtikel (piece) of cake.” 


Rav Kamenetzky remained silently shocked. He said nothing. The Rebbitzen returned to the kitchen and then the young man began to speak. 


“I would like to share with the Rosh Yeshivah a shtikel (piece of) Torah thought that I formulated relating to a topic in the Talmud in Yevamos.” 


The Rav was quiet and then responded. “That’s all right,” he said, “but I already heard Torah on that topic. I really don’t need another insight into that piece of Talmud.” 
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When Rabbi Kamenetzky saw that the boy realized that he was being chided regarding his reckless indifference to the Rebbitzen, he went on to explain: “You see, that piece of cake was her shtikel (piece) of Torah. That was something that she prided herself in. That is how she wanted to make me and you feel comfortable. One has to appreciate that as well!” 


Comment: Amongst the vessels discussed in the building of the Mishkan was the laver used by the Kohanim to wash. The Torah tells us, “He made the Laver of copper and its base of copper, from the (women’s) mirrors…” (Shemos 38:8). Where did the Jews get mirrors from? Also, why would women’s mirrors, which clearly are a symbol of vanity – if not indulgence – become the very essence of the utensils used to prepare the Kohanim for sanctity? Rashi tells us that Moshe had those exact reservations, but “…The Holy One, blessed be He, said to Moshe, ‘Accept them; these are dearer to Me than all the other contributions, because through them the women reared those huge hosts in Egypt. When their husbands were tired through the crushing labor, they used to bring them food and drink and induced them to eat; then they would use the mirrors to endear themselves to their husbands and awaken their husbands’ affection. They subsequently became the mothers of many children…” Rav Mordechai Kamenetzky (who tells the story) adds that we have the power to transform the most mundane and vain objects into an item of immense value, like the mirrors in the above incident. All we have to do is use it with the intent to build peace and harmony.

Reprinted from the Vayakhel-Pekudei 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
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