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Reach Out: You May Even Save Someone From Suicide

By Nechemia Schusterman
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I recently saw a video about a fellow who tried to commit suicide by jumping off the Golden Gate Bridge. It was a sad story of an individual who was struggling with deep depression and all he wanted was for the pain to end.


He described how he took a bus to the bridge, and no one—not the driver nor a fellow passenger—cared how miserable he was. Despite his obvious angst, no one even asked him if he was okay. He was hoping someone would acknowledge him, but alas, everyone was busy with their own lives.


The moment he leaped off the bridge, he continued, all he wanted was to live. Well he did live. When he was fished out of the water by the Coast Guard, they told him how lucky he was, despite his completely broken body. "We retrieve some 60-70 bodies a year, and they are all dead. You are the first one who was alive. GO LIVE! You have a lot to live for.”


He went on to turn his life around and is now a motivational speaker who encourages people to find what they have to live for. He also encourages people to look around and really see the people next to them. If they seem agitated, ask them how they are doing.


Last night, I was picking up drinks and other supplies for Shabbat. There was a fellow on line behind me hopping from foot to foot, looking agitated and sad. Eyes red and tearing, he seemed out of sorts.
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Rabbi Nechemia Schusterman

I noticed that he had only one item whereas I had a whole conveyor belt of stuff and offered him to cut the line ahead of me. After refusing a few times, he thanked me and did so.


As he was fumbling for his payment, he still seemed so sad, so I asked him if everything was okay. He kind of half nodded and cried a bit harder.


I said, "Hey, can I help? I’m a rabbi. I don't know if you are Jewish, but I do help people. Perhaps I can help you?"


He walked over to me, shook my hand, and said, "Pray for me rabbi, just pray for me"


He left the store, and I wondered what the end of the story was.


Was he so down on his luck that perhaps, like in the YouTube video, I may have saved his life? Was he just in the midst of a bad break-up and this was a non-event? Who knows?


I offered up a short prayer for him and hurried to our Chabad House to give my Torah class before I was late.


When I got home, an email was waiting for me:


Hello Rabbi Nechemia,


My name is xxxx, and I was the guy purchasing flowers at Big Y tonight. I found this email on Google and wanted to reach out and thank you again. There is no doubt I had a hard day.


I spent most of the day with my mother at the hospital. She is currently battling cancer and has been going through chemo treatments since October.


Today was hard for her and she was sad and crying for much of the visit. Most of my energy was spent trying to keep her positive and happy.


After I left the hospital, my first stop was Big Y to buy flowers. The flowers I purchased were for my girlfriend and her mother. Nine years ago today my girlfriend lost her father to cancer. From what she’s told me about him, and stories I’ve heard from family and friends, he was a kind man who went out of his way to do nice things for people, even if he didn’t know them.


When you offered to let me go in front of you, as well as offered to help, I could tell you truly meant it. It was a pretty special moment. So that you know I’m not in need of help, but your offer and kind deed to a stranger was much appreciated and made my day a lot better.


Thank you


xxx xxxx


P.S.: I think I have the right rabbi.




You never know... Just ask. Sometimes, you may be asked to mind your own business, but other times you may just help a struggling fellow human being, or even save a life.

Reprinted from the Parashat Shemini 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Rabbi Nechemia Schusterman and his wife Raizel run the Chabad of Peabody Jewish Center in Peabody, Massachusetts. 

A Thought on

Unintentional Inspiration

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Rabbi Yosef Kahaneman, zt”l


My parents settled in Detroit, Michigan, in 5714 (1953). At that time, many prominent Rabbonim would come there to raise money. One of them was Rabbi Yosef Kahaneman, the Rov of Ponevezh and founder of many yeshivos.


One day, as the minyan concluded davening Shacharis and the people left, Rav Kahaneman sat down to learn. Suddenly, he heard someone davening with tremendous emotion. Initially, he thought that this man was experiencing an extremely difficult situation and was pouring out his heart to Hashem, beseeching for His help and mercy.


Although he was there to raise money for his institutions, Rav Kahaneman felt it was his duty to help another Jew in distress. He waited for almost an hour until the individual concluded davening. He then went over to him and said, “Reb Yid, how much money do you need to cover your immediate expenses? I am willing to help you.”


The Jew looked at him in bewilderment; he didn’t understand what he was talking about. Rav Kahaneman saw his perplexed expression and thought that perhaps the man was too embarrassed to disclose his situation. So he continued: “I heard your heartfelt tefillos to Hakodosh Boruch Hu, and I said to myself, ‘Hashem sent me to this shul today for a reason, and I believe the reason is to help you.’”


The Jew replied, “I don’t understand. Boruch Hashem, my family is healthy. I have nachas from them and we are covering the expenses. I don’t need any assistance.”


Rav Kahaneman persisted: “If that is so, please tell me, why were you pouring out your soul to the Aibishter? If everything is good and there are no problems, why were you crying like a child?”


The Jew replied, “Today is a legal holiday, and my place of employment is closed. Since I have a few extra hours, I decided to connect myself to Hashem, and the way one connects to Hashem is through davening.”


Hearing this, Rav Kahaneman recognized that my father was not just one of the only Jews in Michigan who did not cut his beard, but rather he was a person of tremendous depth. He began to carry a conversation with him. When he heard that my father shechted his own chickens, he requested that he be invited to eat in our house, saying, “I am confident that I can rely on your shechitah.”


Years later, my brother, Rabbi Gershon Avtzon, heard from one of Rav Kahaneman’s students that when he returned to Eretz Yisroel, he was full of praise, stating: “After meeting such a Jew, I knew there is a future for Judaism in America.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Tzav 5779 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Avtzon.
The Ultimate Guarantor

Around forty years ago, a wealthy Jewish philanthropist in London suddenly lost his fortune. He did not tell anyone what happened, because he did not want those in need to hesitate approaching him to ask for help. He loved giving, and he did not want to stop even after his financial collapse. 

The man went to a prominent wealthy Jew in Manchester and requested a loan so that he could continue helping people. He explained that he has a number of investments that would be maturing in two years, and so he asked for a two-year loan of 2 million British pounds, which was roughly equivalent to $4 million dollars. 

The man was prepared to provide the loan to the philanthropist but asked if he had a guarantor for the loan. The man from London explained that he’d rather not give any guarantors because he did not want anyone to know about his reversal of fortune. Therefore he preferred borrowing the money without a guarantor. 

 “You are asking me to do the impossible,” the man from Manchester said. “How can I lend you so much money without a guarantor?”

 “I am doing this I’shem Shamayim,” the man explained, “in order to help people. I know Hashem can be the Guarantor.”

The man from Manchester, with complete faith in Hashem, responded, “You are correct. Because this money is needed I’shem Shamayim, we will name Hashem as the Guarantor.” And he gave him the sum he requested!

Two years later, the man from London returned to Manchester – without the money. He explained that he did not yet have the funds to repay the loan, and that he needed another two months. The man from Manchester began thinking that he would never see the money again, and so he went into his private room and spoke to Hashem. 

“You are the Guarantor for this loan,”he said, “and the time has come for it to be repaid. But I don’t want the money. I have a daughter who is already of age and has not been able to find a shidduch. Hashem, please send her husband and I will consider this as a payment of the loan.”

The man’s daughter was engaged less than three weeks later. He also closed a profitable business deal that yielded almost the complete sum he had lent to the man from London. 

Two-and-a-half months later, the man from London returned, ready to repay the loan. But the lender refused, explaining that Hashem, the “Guarantor” had already repaid the debt in full, and the man did not owe him anything. But the man from London insisted, saying that he did not take free gifts and was intent on repaying the money he had borrowed. 

An argument ensued between them as each party was insisting that the other keep the money. Remarkably, they brought the case to a beit din in Israel. One of the judges who presided over the case, Rabbi Zickerman, who related this story, said that the judges were all in tears and overcome with emotion upon seeing the honestly and sincerity of these two Jewish men. 

They eventually ruled that the money should be returned to the “Guarantor,” to Hashem. It happened to be a shemittah year, and so the money was given to a special fund set up to assist farmers in Israel who observed shemittah.

Both these men put their faith in Hashem: the one who borrowed the money in order to continue giving tzedakah, and the lender who gave the loan relying on Hashem as the Guarantor. And Hashem did not let them down; He was there ready to catch them. As David HaMelech says (Tehillim 25:2), My Hashem, I trust in You, so I shall not be shamed.”

May we all be able to make sacrifices with our heart in order to get closer to Hashem and may we always have the same enthusiasm for our mitzvot and tzedakot weather we have a gain or not. May we also learn from Hashem to be careful with our neighbor’s honor, no matter what his financial situation is. 
 
Reprinted from the Parashat Tzav 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.
An Excuse for Being Late

To the Morning Minyan


Rabbi Akiva Tendler relates a story about a person who would always come to Shul on time every morning to Daven with a Minyan. One day he didn’t arrive on time. 


When he was asked what happened, he replied, “A hungry person needed food, so I had to feed him!” 


The inquirer was a little surprised and asked him, “What hungry person goes out before Shacharis seeking food?” 


The man explained that his baby was hungry, and his wife wasn’t available to feed him. Rabbi Tendler explains that the baby was a ‘hungry person’, and his father did the correct thing by staying home and caring for him!

Reprinted from the Parshas Tzav 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A Most Unusual Letter Correspondence

Back in the 1800’s, the Maggid of Trisk, O”BM, and Reb Mendel of Vorke, O”BM, were dear friends living next to each other. Unfortunately Rav Mendel had to move to the other side of the forest, a half-a-day’s walk. 


Seeing his agony, Reb Mendel’s attendant, Moishele, anxiously offered to make the three-hour trip each Friday to deliver correspondence. Every Friday morning, Moishele would set out across the forest and deliver Reb Mendele’s letter to the Trisker Magid. He would wait for the Maggid to read the letter and reply. 
Often it would take a while until the Maggid returned from his study, eyes red from tears, his quivering hand holding the magnificently crafted response in a special envelope. 


Moishele would deliver the response to the Vorke Rebbe, and that letter, too, evoked the same emotional response: tears of joy and meaning filled the Rebbe’s eyes. 


After a year as a faithful envoy, Moishele’s curiosity overtook him. “What possibly can those letters contain? Would it be so bad if I peeked?” 


So, one Friday he carefully opened the envelope — without disturbing the seal. He saw absolutely nothing. Just a blank paper rested between the walls of the envelope. Shocked, Moshe carefully, placed the so-called letter back into the envelope and delivered it to the Trisker Maggid. 


Like clockwork, the Rebbe went into the study, and a half-hour later, bleary-eyed and shaken, he returned a letter to be delivered to his friend Reb Mendel of Vorke. 


At this point, Moishele could not wait to leave the house and race back into the forest, where he would secretly bare the contents of the envelope, hoping to solve the mysterious exchange. 


Again, blank paper. Moishele was mortified. “Have I been schlepping six hours each week with blank papers? What is this a game?” he wondered. The entire Shabbos he could not contain his displeasure. 


Motzaei Shabbos, Reb Mendel called him in to his study. “You seem agitated, my dear friend,” he asked. “What seems to be the problem? 


“Problem?” he responded. “You know those letters I’ve been carrying. I admit it. I looked, this Friday. There was nothing in them! They were blank! What kind of game is this?” 


Reb Mendel, did not flinch. “The Torah,” he said, “has black letters on white parchment. The black contain the words we express. The white contains a message that is deeper than letters. Our feelings are often expressed through black letters. This week, we wrote with the white letters. We expressed an emotion that transcends letters.” (Story – and comment below – based on story of Rabbi M. Kamenetzky.) 

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly as edited by Mendel Berlin.
The King and Rabbi

Yonatan Eibeshitz
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Here is a short but powerful story I heard attributed to Rabbi Yonatan Eibeshitz, the chief Rabbi of Prague, some three hundred years ago.


Because he was a great and famous figure, eventually the king invited him for a private audience.


The king held himself to also be an intellectual and in wasn't long before he began peppering the Rabbi with difficult questions comparing Judaism to the other religions, trying to trip him up.


Of course, in such cases it was as dangerous to win as it was to lose. One word against the king's religion could result in disaster as could an insufficient reply.


Finally, the king asked the most difficult question of all; what does it mean when the Bible calls the Jews G-d's chosen people? How do we see they are different from any other people or religion? Exactly the opposite! They are outnumbered and belittled by all the other nations! Obviously the 'Old Testament' is speaking about days of old, but not now!


Rabbi Eibeshitz thought for a moment and answered.


"I can show your majesty the difference, but only on the condition that I have your majesty's word that no harm will come to the Jews from anything your majesty sees today."


The king promised, the Rabbi asked him to disguise himself as a common citizen so as not to be recognized and to follow him to the synagogue.


It happened to be in the middle of the holiday of Passover. Rabbi Eibeshitz stood on the podium and announced that after the evening prayer he wanted to make an announcement. The word spread like wildfire and in just moments the entire place was packed.


"You all know," The Rabbi said as the room fell silent. "That it is forbidden by Royal decree to be in the possession of silk. Well I want everyone to run home and bring all the silk he has hidden." (The Jews sold the silk to tailors or to other merchants to keep them from poverty).


In moments the room was empty and minutes later it was full again. Each man produced a roll or two of silk hidden under his coat. The Rabbi looked briefly at the rolls of cloth and then announced.


"Fine! Now I want everyone to take your silks back and appear back here as soon as possible with all the Chametz (unleavened bread and cakes, forbidden on Passover) you have in your homes."


The people looked at each other and then at the Rabbi in horror. "But Rabbi!" they blurted out "That is impossible. No one has Chametz! G-d forbid! No one would even dream of having Chametz on Passover! G-d forbid!!


Where could we possibly get Chametz from??"


"Very good!" Said the Rabbi "That is what I wanted to hear. Have a good holiday, all of you! G-d bless you all!!" And the people filed by the Rabbi, shook his hand and soon the Rabbi and the King were alone in the synagogue.


"Do you see?" the Rabbi said. Your majesty has soldiers and police everywhere and anyone caught in the possession of silk will be heavily fined and even imprisoned. And nevertheless, you see that some of the Jews do possess silk.


But none of those people ever saw G-d and He has no soldiers or police. In fact today a Jew can, G-d forbid, transgress all of the commandments and receive no fine, no imprisonment, not even a slap on the hand; no punishment what-so-ever! But despite all this, you see that none would think to own Chametz.


That is why the Jews are 'chosen', not because G-d necessarily favors them but because WE favor G-d. We do what G-d wants above all logic and reason!"
Reprinted from the Parshat Shemini 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Rain and Wind
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In our generation there is much talk about the severity of talking in shul, especially during davening and laining. But what are we supposed to do when there are still people in shul who find this difficult and talk as if the shul is a meeting place for the chevra. 


The Rav and the Gabbaim are not powerful enough to stop this plague. I am very attached to the teaching of the Tosfos Yom Tov, who arranged the special Mi Shebeirach for one who holds himself back from talking during davening after it was revealed to him that certain decrees are leveled at those who talk in shul. 


I went to Moreinu Rabeinu shlit”a for advice as to what should be done, since talking in shul impedes the tefillos of the entire community aside from missing out on the Berachos. 


The Rav advised me to start a minyan in my house for Kabbalas Shabbos and Maariv and once a month, the Shabbos when we bench Rosh Chodesh, I should make a minyan for Shacharis and Mussaf for anyone who wants to daven properly. 


I started with exactly a minyan, of course with the approval of the Rav of the shul, who was confounded by the situation, but he could not stop the affliction, and slowly, slowly the minyan grew and on Shabbos Mevarchim we had a large, respectable minyan of eighty men, some of whom had come from my shul. 


The story that I want to tell took place on Shabbos Mevarchim Adar. It began to rain a rain of blessing and a small drip started in the basement and spread until it reached the shul area in such quantity that it was not possible to put out bowls to catch the dripping rain. Now it started raining inside the house. 


The time was 7:45 and the minyan was supposed to start at 8:00 and we could not daven like this or open a Sefer Torah as the water would ruin it. I stood by the door and said: “Ribono shel olam, I accept Your will with love, and if this is what You desire then I will not complain. The entire minyan was established for Your Great Name and to bring you satisfaction by not talking during davening at all. Whoever comes here feels the same way. Please, in Your great mercy and in the merit of the Tosfos Yom Tov stop the rain from dripping in this mikdash me’at.”


Just then the rain stopped, and a strong wind blew outside which dried up all the remaining water and within 15 minutes you could not tell that it had rained in the room at all. I swept the water off the floor and the dripping stopped from the roof. 

Men began coming to the Tosfos Yom Tov minyan. 75 men came to daven not knowing how it looked 15 minutes before they arrived. Ten minutes after the last man left, it began to rain, and it dripped as before, and I saw that the miracle was in the merit of the minyan. 

I told the story to the Rav shlit”a in passing and he urged me to immediately send the story in. I must point out that a commotion started in shul because the serious men left to join me. The Rav managed to influence the remainder to change so that we would come back to the large shul where it was now quiet during Tefillah.
Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.
Reb Meir Chadosh’s Kabalos
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Reb Meir Chadosh zt’l learned in the Chevron yeshiva at the time of the Chevron Massacre [1929]. To save his life, he lay down among the murdered bodies. As he lay there, he promised Hashem a long list of kabalos(resolutions)  he would keep if he survives. 

When the murderers left, he forgot almost everything he promised, aside from a few things, which he faithfully kept for the rest of his life. He realized that had he remembered all of his many kabalos, he would end up doing none of them. They were too many to keep them all. 

He told his students that he learned from that that one shouldn’t take on too many kabalos. It’s better to take on a few good resolutions, and to keep them always. The Torah (Devarim 22:8) says, "When you build a new house, build a gate on the roof… [so no one will fall off it]". 

The Chasam Sofer zt'l explains this pasuk as follows: when you make new resolutions and new kabalos to improve your ways, make a gate. Limit how much you take on, because if you take on too much, you will fall, and not do anything.
Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Eli Biderman.

Important Lessons from Modern Technology
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Tzaddikim would think about modern technology and derive mussar lessons from them. For example, when the locomotive was invented, tzaddikim said that this will teach us the importance of zerizus. In the past, if someone and came a minute or two late for the horse and wagon, he could often rush and catch up. But if one comes a second too late to the train station, there is no way he can catch up to the train. 


When the telegraph was invented, and people were able to send worded messages across the globe, tsaddikim said that this will teach us the value of every word, because every word on a telegram costs money. 


From tapes and recordings, tzaddikim said, we can learn that everything we say is recorded and can be recalled. As it states in Pirkei Avos, “All your deeds are recorded in the sefer [in heaven].” 


The telephone taught us that Hashem listens to our tefillos. Although we don’t see Hashem, we can believe that Hashem is listens to our tefillos. Following this theme, we can add that from cell phones we learn that even when it appears there isn’t any connection (because there are no wires connecting the speaker and the listener), we can speak with Hashem, and He hears us. Because regardless of the level that one falls to, even when he feels detached, he never loses his connection with Hashem

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Eli Biderman.
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