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Mr. Ed Bernstein z’l (who passed away a few weeks before Pesach) was a renowned photographer who took pictures of many gedolim (Torah giants), such as R’ Aharon Soloveitchik, R’ Moshe Feinstein, R’ Yaakov Kamenetsky, and R’ Mordechai Gifter, zecher tzadikim l’vracha.

 Upon entering the modest Shaarei Chessed (J’lem) home of R’ Shlomo Zalman Auerbach zt’l, Mr. Bernstein and his son found the Gadol engrossed in his learning. 

R’ Auerbach’s son made the introduction and said, “This man is a photographer from America who would like to take your picture.” 

R’ Shlomo Zalman simply answered, “We don’t take pictures.” 

His son began lobbying on their behalf, but to no avail, until he mentioned, “And it’s his parnassah (livelihood and business)…” 

R’ Shlomo Zalman stopped him short, “Did you say parnassah?” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s not a hobby?” 

“No,” Mr. Bernstein explained, “this is how I make my living. It’s all I do.” 
That was all the gadol needed to hear. “Just tell me what you want me to do. With the mantel or without it? Should I put on the hat or not?” 

As Mr. Bernstein finished taking a full roll of pictures, his son approached the gadol and said, “It would be a great zechus (privilege) if my father could take a picture of me with the Rosh Yeshiva.” 

R’ Shlomo Zalman replied, “Absolutely not, because that’s not for his parnassah” (Story quoted in Mishpacha Magazine, Pesach Issue 704, p.222). 
Reprinted from the Parshas Shmini 5778 A Short Vort email of Mrs. Michal Horowitz.

Story #1061

After 32 Years!
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
Rabbi Yehonason Alpren lives in Ramat Beit Shemesh. A very popular and sought after speaker, he recently shared the following story - one with an incredibly powerful message.

"I have learned with the same study partner at the Mir Yeshiva in Jerusalem for many ears. A tremendous Torah scholar and a holy Jew, my study partner was always on time in the morning and continued learning straight through the day. One day, he arrived three hours late. Since this had never happened before, I couldn't refrain from asking him what had caused his tardiness. In truth I hardly had to prod him, because the story was amazing and he wanted to share it with me.


"My cousin called last night, he began, to tell me that a distant relative of ours was celebrating a brit mila [circumcision] this morning at Beit Tovei Ha'ir in Jerusalem and that I would probably want to come by and say mazel tov. Since the brit was scheduled to begin before the morning study session, I figured I'd be in and out fairly quickly and be able to make it to the yeshiva with time to spare. When I arrived at the hall, however, I was amazed to find that instead of the average attendance of 30 people, there were a good 300 people milling about.


"'What's happening?' I asked one of the quests.


"'You don't know?' He said in surprise. 'Twins were born to this couple after 32 years of marriage!'


"No, I hadn't known that, it was indeed exciting good news. So after the ceremony I joined the large number of people seeking seats at the festively set tables and found myself a seat, thinking that I'd stay just a bit longer. As the waiters began circling with the first course, a man went over to the head table, obviously wanting to say a few words.


"'I live in Zurich,' he began, 'and I just flew to Israel for this incredible joyous occasion. Of course everyone here understands that this isn't an ordinary celebration. But for me, it's even more special. I have known the father for many years; we were very close friends years ago when the family lived in Zurich.


"'Over the years I watched in distress how challenging it was for my friend and his wife and how disappointed they were time and again. More years went by, and it seemed to me that my friend and his wife were not going to be blessed with children. I was sorely tempted to tell them to stop hoping that things were going to change and that they should try to accept the situation.


"'One night I finally had my chance. We were both in shul for the Evening Prayer. Afterwards the room emptied out, and it was just the two of us. "May I tell you something that's been on my mind for a long while?" I asked.


'"Of course he replied."


'"Before I start," I said, "I want to make it clear that I am saying this only because we are such close friends and I have your best interests at heart. If I didn't care about you, I would never say such a thing, but I feel I must give you some good advice."


'"Go on," he said.


'"I see your pain and disappointment and how difficult it is for you to go on from day to day. And since you have been married for so many years and haven't been blessed with children, it seems to me that it is not going to happen. I believe you and your wife should try to accept the situation and give up false hopes. Perhaps consider adoption and move along with your lives."


'My words hung in the air. I met his gaze.


My friend shook his head. '"Absolutely not," he responded. "There is no way in the world that I would ever give up on having children! There is nothing more to talk about, nothing to discuss. A person should always pray and hope for salvation."


'"Okay," I replied. "I'll say no more. I only said this because I saw how much you are hurting."


'"Thank you for your concern, but I will never stop hoping and praying for children."


"'When I got home,' the guest from Zurich continued, 'my wife asked me why I had arrived so late. I repeated the conversation I had with my friend and explained that I had given him what I considered good advice. But my wife let me have it. "How could you say such a thing!" she asked me emotionally. How could you mix in another couple's marriage like that?"


'"I did it because I care about him. He's my friend and I see how much pain he is suffering."


'"But you were wrong! You should never tell a person to stop praying for a yeshuah!"


'She was extremely insistent but so was I, and we ended up yelling at one another. I grew so upset - I had been trying to do the right thing, after all - that I slammed my hand down on the table and said, "They will never have a child! If by some miracle they do so, I will sell my factory and move to Israel and study Torah full-time!" And so our conversation ended.


'"When I heard the astounding good news that my friend and his wife had been blessed with twins after 32 years of marriage," he went on, "I immediately remembered the promise I had made all those years ago and I wondered what my obligation was. I flew to Israel for the brit and the first thing I did was pay a visit to HaRav Chaim Kanievsky -- to ask him what I should do about my promise."


'Rabbi Kanievsky told me that in Jewish Law my words had the force of a vow.


"Should I sell my factory and move to Israel?" I asked.


'Rav Chaim advised me to do exactly that. And that is how I have come today at this magnificent joyous celebration - after which I will return to Zurich, sell my business and return to Israel for good!'


Rav Alpern continued: "When my study partner finished telling me the story, I was filled with awe at the wonderful turn of events and for a number of minutes couldn't stop marveling at the fact that a couple had refused to give up their hopes for parenthood, no matter how insurmountable were the obstacles that lay in their path.


"But there's a lot more to this story. Two weeks later an old friend of mine, who lives in Bayit v'Gan, called me.


"'Reb Yehonason,' he began, 'I just have to tell you what happened this Shabbos ¦I don't know if you are aware, but Kol Torah Yeshiva in Bayit v'Gan has just finished remodeling their dining room and they made a Kiddush [refreshments-or a full meal-after Prayers] at the Yeshiva. Sponsorship of the Kiddush was shared by a couple celebrating the birth of their daughter after 32 years of marriage!'


"'Wait a second,' I interrupted. 'I just heard about another couple who had twins after 32 years.'


"'Exactly,' he said. 'At the Kiddush a man approached the head table and asked the Rosh Yeshiva if he could say a few words. The Rosh Yeshiva gave him the go ahead.'


'"The man began by saying, 'Just as we are sitting here this Shabbos morning celebrating the birth of a baby girl to a couple who has waited 32 years for such a simcha, two weeks ago, another couple celebrated a similar simcha - also after 32 years of marriage. But there is much more to this story! These two couples have a tremendous amount in common. Both of them lived in Zurich for many years before moving to Israel. In fact, they lived in the same building and were neighbors living right next door to each other.


'Eventually the two couples left Zurich but moved to different neighborhoods in Jerusalem. Not so long ago, the two women, each in her sixth decade, met at an event. After greeting one another with the warmth reserved for old friends, they adjourned to a quiet corner where one of them told her friend that she had something to tell her, and she revealed that she was finally expecting a baby after 32 years.


'Her former neighbor looked at her in shock, and said "Me too!"


'They stood there in silence, a spate of unsaid words hovering between them.


"Now then," the first woman told her friend, "let me tell you something else. When you moved into the apartment across from me all those years ago and I realized after a few years that you weren't having children, I began praying for you every single day."


'Her friend looked into her eyes and said "I did the same for you." They realized that they had been praying for each other for nearly 30 years - and they had received miraculous salvation within two weeks of each other!'"

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the report by Rabbi Nachman Seltzer, as published in "Hamodia" (English), Erev Shabbat Bamidbar 5777. Submitted by Mrs. B, who each week faithfully uploads these stories and e-mails them to [people she knows.]
Connection: Weekly reading - the opening verses are about women giving birth, either to a boy or a girl.

Reprinted from the Parshat Shmini 5778 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed ascent@ascentofsafed.com
The Holocaust Survivor 

Who Read His Newspaper

In Shul During Shachris
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Rabbi Yissochar Frand tells the following story: 

There was a couple who went through the Holocaust. Before the Holocaust, they were fully observant of Torah and Mitzvot. After the Holocaust, unfortunately, the husband lost his faith and said, “That’s it! I’ve had it with        G-d!”

The husband gave up everything in terms of religious practice and belief. His wife though, did not have that same reaction. She begged her husband —“At least go to shul.”

The husband refused. This went on for a while. Finally the wife said to the husband, “Listen, please do me a favor. Every morning you go out and buy a newspaper and you read it from cover to cover. Just humor me, when you pick up the paper at the newsstand, rather than coming home to read it, go to the shul and read the paper — please, to make me happy!”

The husband wanted to please his wife. He spent the time reading the newspaper anyway, so he agreed to her proposal. He would go to shul every morning, sit in the back row and read the newspaper and so this went on for a few years.


Now ask yourselves: If you saw someone come into the back row of your shul every morning, not put on Tallit or Tefillin, not take a Siddur off the shelf, but simply make himself comfortable and read the newspaper for 45 minutes, what would your reaction be? 

Most likely our reaction would be very negative. “If you want to read the newspaper, go home and read the newspaper! How dare you be so disrespectful of this holy synagogue?” 

To their credit the people in this particular shul did not say anything critical to this individual. They did not chastise him. Instead they began to schmooze with him, they invited him to join them for a l’chaim after praying and when someone had a Yahrtzeit, they invited him to join them in social gatherings. 

To make a long story short, this Holocaust survivor went from reading the newspaper in the back row of the shul every day to praying in shul three times a day! Eventually, he even became president of the shul!


What does that tell us? Our inclination would have been to immediately pronounce “Tameh who lachem” —  this species is definitely not a kosher animal! But we did not know this man’s past. We were not clear about his present situation, and we certainly could not have guessed what his future turned out to be. 

This is what the Torah is teaching us. In order to proclaim “This one is Tameh” we must know that the hoof was not split in the past, the hoof is not currently split, and the hoof will never be split in the future. Short of that do not be so quick to say “Tameh hu lachem.”
Reprinted from the  Parashat Shemini 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes

The Torah Scholar’s Request For Just “15 More” Minutes

Rav Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman, the Ponovezher Rav, zt”l, related a story that illustrated true Ahavas HaTorah, love of the Torah. 

Rav Avraham Burstein was the Rav of the city of Tevrig in Lithuania. During World War I, there was a curfew placed on the city which was enforced by the army. No one was allowed to have any lights on in their homes so that the enemy would not be able to see their homes and find their villages, and launch an attack on them. 

Rav Avraham disregarded this warning and left on a very small light, enough for him to be able to see the page of the Sefer he was learning from. He believed with all his heart that keeping the lights on or off wouldn’t draw the attention of the enemies unless Hashem wanted that to happen. He knew that Hashem was in charge and he could not go one night without learning Torah, so he placed his trust in Hashem and continued learning. 

Even though the light he used was extremely dim, the soldiers noticed it. They barged into his home and accused him of being a spy. Rav Avraham tried to explain that he was only using the light to study Torah, but the soldiers would not hear of any excuse. They demanded that he admit to his crime and that he was indeed a spy plotting an attack. Rav Avraham stood by his story and would not admit to doing anything wrong. 

The soldiers were still determined that he must be a spy, and they prepared to shoot him on the spot. Just before they executed him, Rav Avraham asked for one last request, and the soldiers agreed. Rav Avraham said, “Can I please have just 15 minutes? That’s all I need to finish up something.” 

They allowed Rav Avraham to have the time before they killed him. Rav Avraham opened a Sefer of the Rambam. He explained to the soldiers that he had been studying something and had not quite figured it out yet, and he needed a bit more time to work on it. 

The soldiers were stunned that this was his dying wish, but they stood aside and let him learn. A few minutes passed and a loud siren blasted outside, which signaled for all the soldiers to come together immediately, as it was time for them to move on to the next village. Without a moment’s hesitation, they immediately left Rav Avraham’s house to follow their orders and move on, leaving Rav Avraham alive and well to figure out the difficult Rambam!

The New York City Sanitation Garbage Trucks
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This story occurred recently. One cold winter morning, a Yid by the name of R’ Yosef was driving down 13th Avenue in Boro Park, Brooklyn, and he was heading toward his Yeshivah. He made a turn down 50th Street, and realized that he was stuck behind a garbage truck. He decided to back up to 13th Avenue again, and drive until 52nd Street to try again, but again, there was another garbage truck blocking the way. 

Left with no choice, R’ Yosef continued up 13th Avenue, driving a yet few more blocks out of his way. He turned onto 54th Street, and after driving for just a few seconds, he quickly realized that there was another garbage truck blocking the road! R’ Yosef looked behind him to see if he was able to back up, but an 18-wheeler truck had pulled up behind him, and he was stuck. 

R’ Yosef didn’t want to waste his time, so he took out a Mishnayos and began to learn while he waited for the street to clear up in front of him. About a minute later, he noticed his friend from Yeshivah running down the block without a coat on. He rolled down his window and called out to him, “Would you like a ride?” 

The friend happily replied “Yes, thanks!” As the friend got into the car he explained that his wife had a baby the night before, and he had ran out of the house in such a hurry to get to the hospital that he forgot to take his coat or any money with him. He then related to R’ Yosef, “I was Davening to Hashem to please send a ride for me to get to Yeshivah, and after requesting only four times, my Tefilah was answered, and you called out to me!” 

R’ Yosef told him, “My friend, you’re making a terrible mistake— all your Tefilos were answered. I tried a few times to turn onto a different block, and I turned onto this block because I had no other block to turn on. Your first three requests for a ride were answered with three garbage trucks, and your fourth Tefilah was answered with an 18-wheeler truck!”

The More Important Challah
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Once, Rav Avraham Tannenbaum ate at Rav Yosef Tendler’s house on a Shabbos night, and he saw that Rav Tendler first cut the smaller Challah, and then the larger one. It was pointed out that the Halachah is to cut the larger Challah, because it is considered more Chashuv, more important and significant than the smaller one. Rav Tendler responded, “The small Challah was made by my wife. Therefore, it is more Chashuv to me!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Lchatchilla Ariber 

– No Limitations

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Tzemach Tzedek                      The Stamp of the RebbeMaharash
This upcoming Tuesday is Beis Iyar, the 144th birthday of the Rebbe Maharash [Rabbo Shmuel Schneersohn of Lubavitch, 1834-1882. In honor of this day, I present a segment of my newly released 562 page biography on the Rebbe Maharash, which will be available b’ezras Hashem this coming week..  

The following story occurred during the lifetime of his father the Rebbe the Tzemach Tzedek [Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneersohn, 1789-1866].


A chossid from Vitebsk once came to the Tzemach Tzedek and poured out his heart to him, unable to contain his anguish. “My only son received an order to present himself in front of the conscription office,” he cried. “The Rebbe knows how difficult it is to receive an exemption from the army draft, particularly this year, as they are even drafting young men who are their parents’ only son (although this used to be an automatic exemption). The problem is all that more acute since, Boruch Hashem, my son is strong and healthy, and the doctors will definitely declare him fit for the army. Rebbe, please save him!!”


The Tzemach Tzedek shared in the father’s pain and cried along with him. However, he saw that the son’s fate was sealed in Heaven; it was decreed that he was to be drafted into the Czar’s army. Full of sorrow, the Tzemach Tzedek replied: “I’m sorry, but there’s nothing I can do to help you.”


Leaving the Rebbe’s room, the father broke down in uncontrollable sobs. “The Rebbe’s love for every Jew is beyond measure,” he thought. “If even he can’t help me, it means that my son’s fate is sealed! However, I must still try to do whatever I can to save my only son. Let me ask the Maharash if he can present my request to his father, the Rebbe, a second time.”


The Maharash readily agreed. However, his father replied: “I have already said that there is nothing I can do to help him!” Having no other choice, the Jew made his way home. 


The days passed, until it was time for his son to be examined by the government doctors to see if he was fit for army service. Two days before the appointment, the distraught father sent a messenger to the Maharash specifically to beseech him to present his request once again.


Although his father the Rebbe had already stated twice that he was unable to help in this particular case, the Maharash pleaded to his father yet again on the chossid’s behalf. Once again the Tzemach Tzedek said that he couldn’t help the young man, but this time he asked his son to bring a Midrash Tanchuma. 


The Maharash brought the desired sefer, and the Tzemach Tzedek turned to the possuk “Im kesef talveh” where the Torah instructs us to give a helping hand to the needy. He then proceeded to read the Midrash on this verse: 


“Hashem says: ‘The pauper’s soul was famished from starvation and he was on the verge of expiring, and you gave him support and revived him. I promise you that I shall reimburse you, a soul for a soul. The day will come when your son or daughter will become ill or approach death. I will remember the deed you performed with the pauper and redeem the child from death.’ ”


Saying this, the Tzemach Tzedek closed the sefer, and the Maharash understood that it was time for him to leave. However, he realized that something out of the ordinary had just transpired, and that the young man would be saved!


Sure enough, a few days later the wonderful news reached Lubavitch that the boy had been spared. Miraculously, the doctors at the conscription office had for some unknown reason declared him completely incompetent to serve in any capacity, as if he was a crippled person, and had sent him home. The Rebbe was elated when he heard the good tidings. Yet the Maharash was intrigued. He had to find out: What act had saved the boy?


Sometime later, the Maharash went to Vitebsk for his semi-annual examination with his doctor, Doctor Heibenthal. As always, he utilized every moment to its utmost, so he therefore took the opportunity to visit the chossid at his home. After greeting him warmly and thanking Hashem for His constant kindness, the Maharash asked: “Did you do anything special on that fateful day when your son was examined?”


 “Nothing in particular stands out,” the boy’s parents replied. “Of course, we implored Hashem for mercy by davening, saying Tehillim, and visiting the gravesites of our ancestors and begging them to intercede in Heaven on our behalf. Other than that, we don’t recall anything out of the ordinary.”


The Maharash was not satisfied with this reply. “Think over the entire day in detail,” he prodded them.


After giving it some thought, the chossid’s wife said: “Yes, I do remember something that may be worth mentioning. 


 “That morning, a beggar knocked on our door asking for some food. We were already at the door, preparing to go to the cemetery to beseech our dear departed parents to pray for us, so we asked him to return at a later time. However, the beggar continued pleading with us. ‘I am starving and haven’t eaten in a long time!’ he stated.


 “Hearing his anguish and desperation, and since we weren’t in the mood of eating anyway, I gave him a fully prepared meal which he ate gratefully.”


 “That’s it!” exclaimed the Maharash. “The zechus of feeding a starving Jew is what saved your son!” He then blessed them to be able to continue helping others and went on his way. 


The Maharash had just learned an important lesson. Sometimes a tzaddik does not have the ability to give an individual (or community) a brachah, but he will try to help them anyway. His father had seen and stated that he didn’t have the ability to save the boy through giving him a brachah. Nonetheless, he helped them in a different way: he opened a channel in Heaven, allowing the meritorious actions of the boy’s parents to save their son.


I chose this story as in my understanding, this is one of the most telling ones that demonstrate, that although in many aspects the Tzemach Tzedek’s life and the Rebbe Maharash’s were different, we see from here that The Rebbe the Tzemach Tzedek, himself was showing his son and future successor, that one has to live in a lchatchilla Ariber way.


The Tzemach Tzedek stated not once, not twice, but three times that he cannot help this Jew. In essence he was saying that his fate is sealed in Heaven. Yet after stating that, he showed that even when the heavens declare there is a limit, the fact is the limit is not etched in stone, it can be changed. Nothing can withstand the power of Torah and Mitzvos. 


And that my friends is the approach of Lchatchilla Ariber, as is explained at length in the introduction to his biography.
Reprinted from the Parshat Shemini 5778 email of Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of thirteen books on the [Lubavitcher] Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to farbreng in your community or college campus, and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 
The Chasam Sofer’s Delegates 

And the Mayor’s Milk
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The Chasam Sofer zt'l told two prominent members of his community to arrange a meeting with the mayor. The Chasam Sofer added that the matter was urgent, and couldn’t be pushed off. 

When the delegates spoke with the mayor's secretary, the secretary said that the mayor couldn’t meet anyone that day. The delegates insisted that the matter was urgent, and somehow, with much effort, they secured a slot to speak with the mayor. 

At the meeting, the mayor served them milk. It was chalav akkum, non-kosher milk, so they declined. The mayor considered this an insult, and became angry with them. As he was berating them, the secretary came in and asked the mayor whether he drank the milk.


"No. I was about to, but these two derelicts disturbed me. Why do you ask?" 
The secretary answered, "Several people who drank this milk became very ill. The doctor has determined that the milk is contaminated…" 


The mayor immediately spoke to the two delegates respectfully. He told them that he always admires the rabbis and their outstanding wisdom. The mayor added, "I was planning to expel the entire Jewish community from Pressburg, but now that I've been reminded of their wisdom, I changed my mind…" 


The two delegates told the Chasam Sofer what happened at the meeting. The Chasam Sofer replied that there was a kitrug (hostile decree) in heaven against the Jewish community, because they weren't being careful enough with kashrus. In the merit of the delegate’s mesirus nefesh to keep the laws of kashrus, the decree was abolished. (Heard from Reb Elchanan Halperin zt'l of Radumishla, who heard it from his father-in-law, Reb Shmuel Unsdorfer zt'l, a descendant of the Chasam Sofer.)

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

“Do You Know

What Time it Is?
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When Rabbi Aharon of Belz, O”BM, was a young boy, he once received a pocket watch as a gift from his father. He kept it in his pocket, attached to his vest button by a chain. 

As he hurried to the Yeshivah one morning, a passerby noticed the watch and asked young Aharon, “What time is it now?” 

The boy removed the watch from his pocket, smiled, and replied, “ten minutes and thirty-two seconds past seven.” 

The man thanked him and went on his way. 

A bystander who had observed the exchange asked the boy, “Why did you tell the person the time in seconds? Were you trying to show off?” 

“G-d Forbid,” the boy answered. “When someone asks a Jew for a favor, he must do it completely. If someone asks me the time, my answer must be exact and complete.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
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