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The Chatam Sofer, zt”l


In the first half of the 18th century, there lived in Hungary a significant scholar known as the Pessinger Rav. Once, a man came to him and asked to be converted.


The Rav could see that this man was sincere. However, a serious obstacle remained: it was forbidden to convert someone to Judaism without a permit from the Hungarian government, and he was well aware that if he should ask, permission would not be granted. Nevertheless, the Rav decided to convert him anyway, without receiving a legal permit from the government.


After the required period of study came the brit mila [circumcision], where tragedy struck. The mohel (circumciser) couldn't staunch the bleeding, despite the various proper medical methods he applied. Not only was the new convert's life in danger, so was the continued existence of the entire community. 


If they called for a doctor, it would certainly be discovered that they had converted someone without permission; the entire community might be banished or executed. However, if they didn't call the doctor, and the convert died, it would also surely become public knowledge with the same dire results.


They were in a great dilemma. The Pessinger Rav didn't know what to do, so he ran to the greatest Torah sage in Hungary, the Chatam Sofer, for counsel and expert opinion in Torah Law. After deep thought, the Chatam Sofer told him, "There is no other choice. You and the poor innocent convert must go and drown yourselves in the Danube River!" The esteemed rabbinical authority and judge ruled thus in order to save the entire community from annihilation, he explained.


This was the first real test in the convert's short life as a Jew, and he passed the test perfectly. Both he and the Pessinger Rav agreed to follow the Chatam Sofer's ruling.


They took a wagon, and drove down to the raging river. At the river bank, they met an elderly Jew. "Shalom aleichem," he greeted them. "Where are you going? What are you doing here?"


The Rav didn't want to reply. But when the elderly Jew wouldn't stop pressing him for an answer, he decided to tell him the entire truth. "The Chatam Sofer told us to go down to the river and end our lives, because this ger tzedek ('righteous convert') still hasn't stop bleeding from his circumcision, no matter what we tried. His life and the life of the entire community are in danger."


The elderly Jew told them: "I am an expert mohel, and I have a special powder with me which can stop the bleeding."


He applied the powder, and the blood stopped. Thus their lives and that of the entire community were saved.


The Pessinger Rav turned around to ask their savior to return together with them, but the elderly man had disappeared. That is when they realized that he must be none other than Eliyahu HaNavi (Elijah the Prophet), the angel who attends all Jewish circumcisions conducted according to Torah Law.


The Pessinger Rav asked the Chatam Sofer, "If you were going to send us Eliyahu HaNavi to stop the bleeding, why did you require he and I go through this deadly ordeal? Why did you tell us to throw ourselves into the raging river?"


The Chatam Sofer replied: "In order to see Eliyahu HaNavi, you must first do a deed of mesirut nefesh (self-sacrifice)." To attain such supernatural grace, one first needs to serve the Al-mighty in a supernatural mode.


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from several issues of "Torah Wellsprings" (gleanings from the teachings of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman of Jerusalem), as translated by R. Baruch Twersky).


Biographical notes: The Pessinger Rav: [Help me out here, please. I have not been able to isolate who this is. - YT]


Rabbi Moshe Shreiber [(5522 - 25 Tishrei 5600 / 1762 - Oct. 1839 C.E.)], one of the most important Torah sages in recent Jewish history, was known as the 'Chatam Sofer,' after the title of his volumes of halachic responsa which became highly significant in the modern development of Jewish law and thought. In 5567 (1806) he founded the Pressberg Yeshiva, which became the largest yeshiva in Europe under his leadership, and subsequently of his son known the Ktav Sofer (see below), and later his grandson.


Connection: This week's Torah reading of Tazria opens with the commandment of male circumcision.

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.

How a Rainy Wedding

Saved a Life

By Naomi Brudner

Throughout the world, and perhaps especially in Israel, rain is extraordinarily important and not to be taken for granted. Every year, Jews throughout the world pray for rain, adding the words mashiv haruach u’morid hageshem, “He causes the wind to blow and the rain to fall,” to our daily prayers from Shemini Atzeret until the first day of Passover, when we substitute the words morid hatal, “He causes the dew to descend.”


Because it can be dangerous, we ask that it be rain of blessing: “For You are G‑d Who causes the wind to blow and the rain to fall ... for blessing, and not for a curse. Amen. For life, and not for death. Amen.”


This true story that happened recently reflects the significance of this prayer.


A wedding was set to take place in Israel and, like all weddings, it was carefully planned and scheduled. The reception was called for 6 p.m., the chuppah for 6:30 p.m., and the family members of the bride and groom—many of whom were not from the same city—were asked to be at the hall by 5 p.m. for photos. Nevertheless, “There are many thoughts in a person’s heart, but G‑d’s plan—that shall stand.”1 And so it was.


As all the family members were preparing to come to the wedding hall, raindrops started to fall. And then more and more fell until the sky was dark gray, and the rain was coming down in torrents!


A heavy downpour also slows traffic, which meant family members were arriving at the hall later than planned. And so, the wedding portraits were put on hold while they waited for everyone to arrive.


But the rain kept pouring, it was getting later and later, and key people were still missing. The reception had to start on time since guests were arriving, and before long, it would be time for the chuppah.


Eventually, all the family members arrived—wet and stressed. By the time they had all dried themselves and were ready to join the wedding party, there was no time for the family photos, which would now have to be taken afterwards.


Despite the delays, the chuppah was holy and beautiful, and the wedding proceeded as festive as ever. The food was delicious, and the music and dancing were joyous and lively.

The wedding ended late and only then could the families of the bride and groom begin the photography session that should have happened hours earlier. They all posed patiently, smiles of happiness evident and genuine, while simultaneously checking their watches because by that time, everyone was tired and wanted to go home.


Finally, the pictures were over, and the families wished each other final mazal tovs and went their separate ways.


Driving towards their hometown, one of the families had to pass a security check. As they stopped, the driver’s wife, Sara, noticed a car stopped at the side of the road with its blinkers on. Though she had never done so before, and was exhausted from the festivities, Sara asked the security guards why the car was parked there.


He told her that a woman in the car had to give birth earlier than expected—meaning now!—and they were waiting for an ambulance to arrive. Sara, who just happens to be a professional midwife, quickly ran to the vehicle.


She opened the door and saw a terrible sight. A woman was crying hysterically beside her lifeless baby. Knowing she couldn’t afford to lose a moment, she attempted to resuscitate the infant. She pressed her fingers into the baby’s chest, then quickly and rhythmically, breathed into the baby’s mouth, and repeated this process again and again. She did everything exactly as she had learned, but nothing worked.
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Though it seemed helpless, Sara continued to try to bring the baby back to life, and she begged G‑d to help her. Suddenly, she remembered a complication that sometimes occurs at birth. If a baby swallows amniotic fluid that has meconium in it, this can cause respiratory distress in which case the newborn needs resuscitation. 


Though it seemed too late for that—and she had no equipment with her—Sara decided to try whatever she could to save this child’s life. She put her open mouth over the baby’s nose and mouth, and suctioned air from the baby as deeply and thoroughly as she could. She did this again and again until finally something came out of the baby into Sara’s mouth and she spat it out, and then quickly suctioned again and again.


Sara continued doing this over and over, and suddenly saw that the baby’s hand moved. Soon after that, she heard the most beautiful cry in the world—that of the baby whose life she had just saved! The baby she was able to save because she was there at exactly the right moment, because she was late for the wedding, because of the rain that caused the pictures to be taken much later than planned.


Yes, the One who makes it rain and determines when it will rain, and how hard and for how long, made it rain that day and evening, bringing down gishmai bracha, “rain of blessing ... rain for life.”

(This true story was heard recently from Rabbi Yitzchak Fanger. Names have been changed.)
FOOTNOTES

1. Proverbs 19:21.

Reprinted from the Parashat Tazria 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. (This true story was heard recently from Rabbi Yitzchak Fanger. Names have been changed.)
Lessons in Emunah

Misplaced Wallets

By T. Gestetner
Edited by Naomi Mauer


It was a couple of days before Pesach and Rabbi Chaim Zaid was on his way back home to Bnei Brak from Elad where he had just given a shiur. Aside from the special shiurim and presentations he is renowned for, Reb Chaim is greatly involved with his talmidim and numerous chesed projects.


Sitting on the bus, Reb Chaim watched a man board. He put his hand in his pocket and withdrew it empty. He must have left his wallet at home. The voices were getting louder as the man and the bus driver negotiated.

 
“I travel this route every day at this hour. Please let me get on without paying today. Tomorrow I will pay double.”


The driver refused. “Either you pay or you get off the bus!”


The man attempted to convince the driver. “If I don’t take this bus, I will be late to work,” he pleaded. “I can’t come late. Please, just this once…”


The driver was not swayed. “Off!”


Hearing the argument, Reb Chaim jumped out of his seat and ran to the front of the bus. He withdrew some cash from his pocket, gave it to the driver on behalf of the anonymous fellow, and then returned to his seat.


The grateful passenger followed him and asked, “What’s your name?”


“What difference does it make?” Reb Chaim replied modestly. He did not want his beneficiary to feel obligated to return the money.


The man pressed him. “Tell me!”


“My name is Chaim Zaid.”


The bus arrived to Bnei Brak and Reb Chaim got off at his appointed stop, the incident with the bus fare completely forgotten.


Pesach was approaching and, as every year, Reb Chaim was heavily involved in a Kimcha d’Pischa organization. He spent many hours at a distribution warehouse loading boxes and boxes laden with Pesach products and delivering them to poor families.


When his route was done, Reb Chaim returned home. As he removed his jacket, he realized that his wallet was missing! He checked the pocket of his coat, where he had last placed it, but it was empty. He rummaged through all his pockets, but the wallet was gone!


After a long search, with the wallet still not found, Reb Chaim began to make phone calls. The wallet was ever so important to him. It contained a lot of cash, a number of checks and most importantly, essential documents. They checked the car and combed the warehouse.


Reb Chaim was very disturbed by his wallet’s disappearance, but he was determined to positively accept Hashem’s will.


About three hours later, Reb Chaim received a curious phone call.


“I’m calling from the shop at the gas station in Bnei Brak,” the caller said, “Your wallet was found and it is here. You can come get it.”


Hoping desperately that he would find at least the documents intact and wondering if it was at all possible that the cash and checks were still inside, Reb Chaim rushed over to the gas station.


He arrived at the store, hardly catching his breath, and approached the cashier. The cashier looked familiar. Reb Chaim looked again and it dawned on him that he was none other than the anonymous man for whom Reb Chaim had paid the bus fare just two days earlier!


The cashier related how the wallet arrived at his shop.


“It was just about night when a man drove up to the gas station to fill up his tank. He approached the little window of the shop to pay. He passed a credit card inside and called out, ‘Three hundred shekels.’ Then he turned to his car and I could not see his face at all. I picked up the credit card and the name on it jumped out at me, ‘Chaim Zaid!’ I was so excited! Hashem sent you to me so I would have the opportunity to repay you!


‘Zaid, Zaid,’ I called out after the man’s retreating back. But he continued to walk toward his car, without turning his face at all. At that second, it dawned on me that perhaps the card was stolen.


I called out on the speaker system, asking the customer to return because there was a problem with his card. ‘I need your Teudat Zehut (Israeli identification number, similar to a Social Security number in the United States),’ I said.


The man entered the shop, placed his wallet on the counter, and pulled out the Teudat Zehut card from inside. He began to read the numbers off the card. This raised another red flag as most Israelis know their numbers by heart, given how often it is needed.


‘Is this your Teudat Zehut?’ I asked him in the sternest voice I could put on. Meanwhile, I turned the security camera to shine on his face. The man panicked, realizing that his theft had been discovered. He turned around and ran out of the shop, jumped into his car and sped away from the gas station, leaving the stolen wallet on the counter.


Here! The wallet is yours!”


The cashier finished his story and handed the wallet to Reb Chaim. He was astonished to find every last bill, check, and document inside!


The cashier’s face was positively glowing, elated that he had been able to return a favor to one who had done him a favor, in wondrous full circle.

Reprinted from the May 10, 2018 edition of The Jewish Press.

The Rebbe and the Chutzpahdik American Young Men

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, zt”l


In the year 1927 the sixth (and previous) Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rebbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, was miraculously released from Communist prison where he had been sentenced to death due to his 'Outreach' work in Russia. Thousands, perhaps tens of thousands of Jews directly owed their Judaism to his 'underground' Torah schools, 'illegal' synagogues and other 'counter-revolutionary' activities but his 'reward' for this was arrest, incarceration, torture and suffering.


A little over a year later in 1929 he made a brief visit to Israel to pray at the graves of the 'Tzadikim' (Holy Jews) there, made a ten month visit to America before returning to Europe for ten more years.


The unspoken motto of U.S. Jewry in those days when he first visited was "America is different. It's not the 'Old Country'. They felt that in Russia and Europe Jews needed the Torah and its commandments because everyone hated them, but in the U.S.A. the land of opportunity Jews must be the same as everyone else.


No Jew dreamed of walking the streets displaying a beard on his face or 'Tzitzis' on his four-cornered garments. Reform and Conservative 'Temples' flourished and atheism ruled the streets while religious Jews fortressed themselves in Yeshivas.


Into this melting pot stepped the Previous Lubavitcher Rebbe with a brave and fresh view. Upon his arrival he declared, 'I have come to 'melt the ice' of American Jewry" and to show that "America is NOT different! (Niet Anderesh)"


Years after Rebbe Yosef Yitzchak passed away (in 1950) the Jewish Press in New York ran an article about his life highlighting this visit to the U.S.A. and shortly afterward received the following response from one of their readers (loose translation).


Dear Editor,


I read with pleasure your article on Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn the previous Lubavitcher Rebbe. I had the great fortune to personally experience this remarkable Rabbi's dedication to helping Jews return to the observance of Commandments. Even today, many years later and despite the anemia of my old age I blush when I recall the chutzpa (disrespect) displayed by me and six of my friends toward Rabbi Schneerson back then and how he gently turned us around.


1929 was the best of times in America as this was before the depression and World War Two. My friends and I had all but abandoned Judaism, occasionally attending Reform services, but we considered ourselves very progressive and complete, even superior, Jews.


One day we noticed several articles that appeared in some of the Jewish newspapers in Philadelphia that a Rabbi Schneersohn, who called himself the Lubavitcher Rebbe, had been given the use of a house on 33rd street by Mrs Faggen Miller, a woman well known for her charity, and was acting like some sort of king.


My friends and I read these articles about how this Rebbe was blessing people, giving advice and encouraging religious observance and it made us mad. Who did this man think he was; G-d? Who was he to give blessings and tell people what to do?


We discussed this with an official of our synagogue and he suggested that we visit this Rebbe, confront him and ask him what he had in mind. We figured we'd show this old-fashioned fellow a few things!


So one Sunday, we all piled into a car and went to the 33rd Street address. As we climbed the steps to the front porch, we saw through the window that the living room was crowded with men. We rang the doorbell and a dignified, bearded man came to the door and inquired what we wanted.


One of us responded, "We'd like to speak to the Rebbe. We have an important question to ask."


The man, took out a pad of paper and a pen and replied, "Please excuse me but the Rebbe must know the question before he can see you."


So we answered, "We'd like to know if he expects us to keep his old-fashioned religion in a modern country."


"You'll have to wait," he said. "You see there is quite a crowd before you. But come in."


We told him we'd wait on the porch because there was no room in the packed living room. We were surprised when, a few minutes later he returned and said that the Rebbe would see us at once. He ushered us into the house, through the crowd and up the stairs. We wondered why we had been admitted before all those people who had been there before us.


At the top of the stairs stood the saintly Rabbi; He was tall and handsome with gleaming bright eyes and he wore a large fur hat. But what stood out most was his hand was outstretched in greeting. We were surprised because we never knew that Chassidic Jews shook hands.


He showed us into his room and said, "This is the happiest moment I've had since I arrived in Philadelphia" and he began to arrange chairs around his desk. We tried to help him but he insisted that he do this task himself.


Once we were seated, he took a long look at each of us, one at a time and said, "You look like very intelligent young men and therefore I must speak on your level. You are probably wondering about those people downstairs who were here before you and why I let you in first. Well, here are some of the problems for which they are asking help.


"One man's daughter is seriously ill. What can I do? Nothing more than he can do; provided he approaches G-d and asks for a complete recovery, and if he does so G-d will help him. Another has a lawsuit and wants me to pray that he will win. I don't know who is right in his lawsuit but perhaps I can convince him to pray for justice. Then there is a man who wants to buy a business and wants me to make it succeed. If I could do that I myself would be a rich businessman, wouldn't I. But I'm taking you first because if I could not answer your question about Judaism, I'd have no right to be a Rabbi.


"First I must admit a great secret which you will most likely keep. There are 613 commandments. While I, the Lubavitcher Rebbe, would like to keep them all, he finds it impossible to keep them all. (footnote: many commandments can only be done in the land of Israel, many require the Holy Temple etc.) So what does he do? Discard 613 Mitzvot? No, he keeps as many as he can."


With these few words he removed the venom we had brought with us.


Then he asked us to try to do the same as he did and keep as many Mitzvot as we could and assured us that if we did so, namely tried our best, then we would be doing the same thing as the Lubavitcher Rebbe!


He asked us for our Jewish names and the names of our mothers. We also offered our American, legal names and addresses but he said that he had no use for them. Several of my friends put their hands in their pockets to take out their wallets but he stopped them with a gesture, thanked us all and said he didn't want money! - he wanted commandments.


He asked us whether we put on Tefillin every day and several admitted that they had given it up (in fact we all had but some were ashamed to say so). And the Rebbe even offered them Tefillin so they could fulfill the Mitzva then and there. All of us promised to try to live up to his suggestions. He then blessed us individually, shook hands again and we left.


We walked through the crowd and out the door to the front porch again but we didn't leave. We stood on that front porch for nearly two hours digesting the visit. Every one of us agreed to pray at least once a day. One said he would give up his Saturday work as a dental technician and some months later he even prevailed upon his employer to do the same.


One of us, Gabriel Lowenthal of blessed memory, attached himself to a synagogue and taught what he had learned from the Rebbe's philosophy to many others. I have lost track of some the boys but I am sure that the ten minutes we spent with the Rebbe strengthened the spirit of Judaism in all of us.

Reprinted from the Parashat Tazria 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Adapted from “Chassidic Gems” by Rabbi T. Litzman page 155.
Why Rebbetzin Dessler

Was Not Joyful

R’ Eliyahu Dessler z”l is known as a giant in mussar, self-improvement through the study of traditional Jewish ethics. His esteemed wife was no less involved in proper self-guidance and looked at the world through the prism of Torah and midos tovos, good character traits. 

Once, she saw someone admiring something in the window of a pawn shop. When she asked what the person was doing, the woman replied that she did not intend to buy any of the luxury items she saw, but simply enjoyed looking at the beautiful merchandise in the store window.


Rebbetzin Dessler replied, “I simply cannot take any joy from looking at the items in a pawn shop window. It is there because someone came upon difficult times and had to part with a dear possession. How can we possibly be happy to see something which is the symbol of someone else’s unhappiness?”

Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of Jonathan Gerwitz’s Migdal Ohr.
The Rebbe and the Bad Bachur
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A bachur (student) came to the Klausenberger Rebbe zt'l and told him that he was thrown out of his yeshiva. The Klausenberg Rebbe summoned for the mashgiach of the bachur’s yeshiva and asked him why he threw this bachur out. 

The mashgiach told him all the bad deeds the boy committed, and concluded, “It’s impossible to keep him in the yeshiva if he does these things.” 
“That’s true,” the Rebbe agreed, “but I spoke with the bachur, and he told me that he’s ready to change.” 

The mashgiach said in exasperation, “This bachur promised me a thousand times that he will improve and he never keeps his word.” 

The Rebbe held his white beard and said, “Throughout the many years of my life I promised Hashem even more than a thousand times that I will improve, and I haven’t done so yet. According to what you’re saying, I should give up. But actually, as long as a Yid lives, he still has potential to improve his ways…”
Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings : Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Want to Learn Practical Halachos?

A father asked a rosh yeshiva to speak with his son about the mitzvah kibud av ve'eim. 


The following day, the rosh yeshiva summoned the bachur and asked him whether he’d be interested in learning together every Friday. 


“That would be a great honor,” the bachur replied. “What does the rosh yeshiva have in mind?” 


“I want to learn halachah.” 


“Halachah is fine. Which halachos does the rosh yeshiva want to study?” 
"Hilchos kibud av ve'eim!" 


“Kibud av v’eim?" the bachur repeated, incredulous. "Why not learn halachos that are practical…" 


He didn’t realize just how relevant the laws of kibud av ve'eim are.

Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings : Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Rats or Torah? - Your Choice!

There was somebody who lived on the fifth floor. He never had problems from rats. He enjoyed his apartment, but it was hard for him to climb the five flights of stairs. So when an apartment on the first floor went up for sale, he bought it. 

When he moved in, he discovered that the first floor apartment was teeming with rats. He wanted to back out of the sale. The seller told him, “Of course there are rats. What did you think? The entire town is struggling with this rat epidemic.” 
The buyer said, “I never had this problem before.” The seller explained, “You used to live on the fifth floor. The rats didn’t climb so high. But now you live on the first floor. That’s why you have rats.” 

The parable is, when one learns Torah he becomes elevated, and he won’t be afflicted by the yetzer hara. The yetzer hara won’t go up to his place. But if one doesn’t learn Torah, and he is on a spiritually low level, he will be infested with the yetzer hara. As Chazal say (Avos 6:2), “Whoever studies Torah is elevated.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings : Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Precious Crying

At a Brit Milah

By Rabbi David Ashear


Brit mila is a very precious mitzva and thus, during a mila, it is a time of Divine favor. The Olalot Ephraim said, when a baby is crying during the brit, his cries ascend to Heaven and are received in their purest form. At that time, it’s an unparalleled opportunity for those present to connect with the baby’s cries with their own personal prayers, and they are also accepted with similar regard.


The sefer Emunah Shelema told a story of an irreligious couple in Israel who called a mohel to come to their home and give their baby a brit mila. The mohel arrived and only the mother was there. She said, “My husband already went to work. We weren’t even planning on doing a mila at all, but someone told us if we didn’t, when our baby grows up he’ll be embarrassed that he’s not like the other Jews.”�

She said, I’m also running to work now. I heard it was a simple procedure. Please, do the mila, the babysitter will be here soon. When you’re done, you can just leave.�

The mohel never heard of anything like this before. Doing a brit mila with no guests? Not even one other person around? But he didn’t want to lose the opportunity, saying to himself, who knows if they’ll reconsider? So, he performed the mila. This baby was already two months old, and his name was Yuval. The mohel was not only the mohel, he was the sandak, he said all the berachot, and he named the child with the same name. 

After the mila was completed, the baby was crying. The mohel was all alone with this baby in a very large house and the babysitter was late in arriving. The baby looked like he was getting hungry, as he was crying uncontrollably. The mohel tried to calm him down, but he wasn’t able to. And then the mohel started crying himself. He felt so bad about the whole situation. Here was a child who just had a brit mila, and his parents didn’t even care enough to stay around for it. They had no interest at all in Judaism. What chance did this baby have to be religious in life? So he started crying, along with the baby and he prayed to Hashem, Please, help this boy to become religious, despite the environment he’s going to grow up in.

After his prayers, the babysitter finally arrived. She saw the sight of this man, crying together with the baby. She apologized she was late and told the mohel she would take over. About 13 years later, this mohel received a phone call from that mother asking him if he remembered who she was.

“Of course,” he replied, “I’ll never forget that brit mila.”�

She asked if he could come over and speak to her; it was about her son.


The mohel arrived. First he asked he her why she even called him in the first place to do the brit mila. She said he was the first mohel in the phone book. And then she said, recently her son started changing. He wanted to become religious. He wanted to switch out of public school and go to yeshiva. 

She said, “We tried everything to stop him. We’re fighting him, but our advisors told us we can’t fight anymore. We have to maintain a healthy relationship with him, so we’re going to let him go to a yeshiva, but we don’t know anything about religion. You’re our only connection, so we’re asking you for help.”�

The mohel took this boy under his wing. He brought him to a fine yeshiva and the boy proved to be an outstanding student. He quickly rose to the top of his class and, in just a few years, he was a budding Torah scholar.


One day, this mohel was speaking to a great Rabbi and told him the story of this boy. The Rabbi said, “How is it possible? So many parents are trying to raise their children to be religious, and it’s not working out the way they hoped. And here, this irreligious family gets a son who’s going to become a great Torah scholar.”�

He then asked the mohel for more details on what took place on the day he gave him the brit mila.


The mohel told him about his tears and he said, “I was crying with that baby, alone in that house, asking Hashem to help him.”�


And the Rabbi said, “No, you’re wrong, you weren’t alone. Eliyahu HaNavi, who comes to every brit mila was there with you, as well. He was crying along with you. Your cries, the baby’s cries and Eliyahu HaNavi’s cries made a big impression in Heaven. And that must have been the merit for this child’s success.


Prayer is always great, but at a brit mila, it’s even greater.

Reprinted from the April 5, 2019 email of Living Emunah.
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