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The Man Who Stopped 

The Wedding Procession

By Asharon Baltazar
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Urged along by rushed drivers, the long caravan made considerable headway toward Dukla, Poland, carrying Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel and his family, who were on their way from Opatow to the wedding of their firstborn son—a momentous occasion indeed!


Day and night they traveled, without stopping to rest, as time was of the essence.


So when the carriages ground to a sudden halt, it was clear something was amiss.


A man stood in the middle of the road, arms outstretched, paying no attention to the angry outbursts.


“You’re delaying the rebbe’s journey,” someone shouted from a window.


“I know!” cried the man. “I am here because I wish to speak to him!”


Upon hearing the man’s words, the rebbe left his carriage and approached him. “What is bothering you?”


The man blinked tears from his eyes. “I lease an inn from a local duke, and the business… it’s bad. Customers don’t come in as often as they once did so I haven’t been able to earn much this past season. My debt to the duke has ballooned, and I have no way to pay it.”


The rebbe returned to his carriage, retrieved a bag filled with gold coins intended for the wedding expenses, and handed it to the innkeeper. But the man shook his head. “I don’t ask for money,” he said. “I need a blessing.”


“Which blessing?”


“The priestly blessing!” said the man, his eyes alight.


The rebbe raised an eyebrow. “But I’m not a Kohen.”


“Didn’t the rebbe once say he had been a Kohen Gadol (High Priest) in a prior life?” replied the man knowingly.


Head inclined in silent concentration, the rebbe thought for a while. His eyes twinkled as he looked up and smiled. “You want the priestly blessing? First I have a story for you.”


A wealthy man once invited me to his wedding. I agreed to stay for the chuppah, but once I was there the host pressured me to stay longer, and I remained for the duration of the evening.


Noticing my discomfort at the time wasted, a few of the guests decided to put together an impromptu skit.


Into the wedding hall marched a troop of costumed guests, one dressed as a local duke, another as a Jewish innkeeper. There were also some as advisors, a minister, and a king. The one dressed as the Jewish innkeeper kept his eyes down. He had amassed a large debt, and the local duke had dragged him to court. The court case played out before us.


“I have been fair to him,” boomed the duke. “I treated him with dignity, but over the years he has accumulated a sizeable debt. I think it is only fair that he and his family work off their debts on my estate.”


The Jewish innkeeper defended himself by saying that a dry season had affected his business. He fully intended to repay the debt when business picked up.


After both parties had presented their arguments, the advisors began to choose sides. Some supported the duke, while others were sympathetic to the Jewish innkeeper who could not control how many people frequented his establishment.


Upon further discussion, the majority of the advisors supported the Jew’s claim. Emboldened by his victory, the innkeeper turned to address the minister:

“Not only should the duke leave the inn in my hands, but I also demand from him the expenses of running such an unprofitable business!”


The minister didn’t know how to respond to the Jew’s claim, so he delegated it to a higher authority—the king himself. But the king, too, was lost for a solution. He approached me with the dilemma, trusting that I, a recognized rabbi, would provide an unbiased judgement.


One look at the pitiful innkeeper told me everything I needed to know. “What he says is true!” I declared. “The duke knowingly leased a location that cannot turn a profit, and he is liable to pay for all the innkeeper’s expenses.”

The mock trial reached its end, and I was left wondering why G‑d had showed it to me.


The rebbe looked warmly at the man who had stopped him en route to his son’s wedding, his voice trembling with excitement. “And now I know why! The story I’d been part of in jest has repeated itself in actuality. And so I declare you innocent and debt-free! You will see, the duke himself will pay your losses. So here’s my blessing: May He bless you with wealth, and may He guard you from damages…”


The innkeeper returned home and had barely finished relaying the good news to his wife when loud, abrupt knocks prevented him from saying another word. Two men, messengers of the duke, stood impatiently at the door.


“Come quickly,” they announced. “The duke is waiting for you.”


The innkeeper’s wife burst into terrified tears.


“Don’t worry,” managed the innkeeper. “We have been blessed. G‑d will take care of us.”


And with that, he set off to the duke’s estate.


“Where did you disappear to?” barked the duke before the innkeeper had a chance to catch his breath. 


“I went on a small trip,” replied the innkeeper. “I haven’t disappeared anywhere.”


“I’ll tell you why I was looking for you,” sighed the duke, his expression softening. “Recently, I was involved in something quite shady. The court has sentenced me to ten years in prison, and I’m reluctant to believe I’ll make it out alive. This is where you come in. I’d like to transfer my entire estate and all my assets to you. If I do, by some miracle, make it out, I’ll take back half of what I gave you.”


Reeling from the unexpected development, the innkeeper quickly agreed to sign a contract stipulating the duke’s condition.


Just as the Rebbe promised, he not only owed the duke nothing, he had gained a vast estate and immense wealth as well.

Reprinted from the Parshas Kedoshim 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. (Adapted from Sichat Hashavua 1436)

Jewish Justice in 

Czarist Russia

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

 

Some one hundred and sixty years ago in Czarist Russia two wealthy Jewish businessmen decided to make a partnership and finalize it by a great Rabbi, an expert in monetary laws Rav Yitzchak Yoel Rafalovitz. 


The papers were signed and they agreed that each would deposit the large huge sum of one thousand rubles with the Rabbi on condition that if either of them purposely broke the agreement the other would receive all the money. 


Now it just so happened to be that in Russia in those days Rabbi's were not allowed to officiate over monetary cases or agreements, these were to be judged only in civil courts. But Rabbi Rafalovitz had no choice. These Jewish businessmen did not trust the civil courts to give them justice and if he didn't act as a judge there would be no law and order. 


But the case turned sour. Several years later one of the partners came to the Rabbi with the sad news that the other had embezzled huge sums and after investigation it was found to be true. 


As per the contract the Rabbi gave all the deposit money to the jilted partner (which only covered a portion of his losses) but when the crooked partner heard about it he immediately reported the entire thing, with papers and documents signed by the Rabbi as proof, to the police. 


Rabbi Raflovitz was in big trouble!! He knew that no lawyer would take his case; there was too much evidence against him and none for him; he had indeed broken the law. 


The next day there was a knock on his door and two policemen presented him with a subpoena to appear in court. In just over a week he was to stand trial and didn't have a chance! He would be sentenced to life in prison! If he tried to run his family would be jailed and he probably would be caught anyway.


And if that wasn't enough, a few days earlier his pregnant wife complained that she didn't feel the child in her womb and she just returned with the news that her doctor said that the fetus was dead and they had to operate and remove it or... But she didn't believe him. Or rather she didn't want to believe him. But on the other hand, what if he was right?! She was confused and very scared. 


It all happened at once! Worse than the worst nightmare! 
 
Suddenly it occurred to him. He would travel to his Rebbe Maharash, Rebbe Shmuel of Lubavitch (The fourth Lubavitcher Rebbe). It was his only chance. 
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He got to Lubavitch on Wednesday. In just a week would be the trial and what about his wife and baby! Every second was precious! 


He was lucky! He immediately got an audience with the Rebbe (some people waited weeks) and before he knew it, he was standing in the Rebbe's office pouring out his heart about himself and his wife and breaking into tears. It was urgent! 


"Rav Yitzchak Yoel!" the Rebbe smiled and said in a friendly tone. "What's the hurry? Why are you rushing so? In any case you will stay here for Shabbat. Send a telegraph message to your wife you will stay here for Shabbat and after Shabbat we will discuss your problem." 


Rav Rafalovitz was surprised. But the Rebbe's answer strangely calmed him down. He was right, the trial would only be next week and maybe his wife's situation was not so bad. But then agai... 


The next two days he tried to sit and learn but it was futile. He simply couldn't get the worries out of his mind and when Shabbat rolled around although the calm and holiness of the day of rest had a good influence on him, he still was troubled. In fact, when the Rebbe said a long complicated 'Mimor'; a Chassidic discourse filled with deep kabalistic terms and explanations his mind was so turbulent that he almost did not hear a word. 


"But after Shabbat it will be different!" he thought to himself. "After Shabbat I'll see the Rebbe and he will solve everything." 


And sure enough, shortly after it was dark and the Shabbat was over, he was admitted to the Rebbe's office and stood there waiting for salvation. 


"Did you understand the Mimor I said on Shabbat?" The Rebbe asked him. 
 
"Mimor?" He sheepishly answered. "Ehhh I'm sorry Rebbe but I had trouble concentrating. You see." 


"Then go learn it," the Rebbe concluded, "The Chassidim did remember and they wrote it down. When you know it by heart come back and we'll talk." 


Rav Rafalovitz left the room, found a young man who had written down the Rebbe's discourse from memory, copied it over and spent the entire night learning it until the next morning when he entered the Rebbe's office for the third time it was etched in his memory. 


The Rebbe listened to his repetition of the 'Mamor' and blessed him with success in the trial and Mazal Tov on the child his wife would give birth to in another few months. 


He thanked the Rebbe profusely. He rushed to the telegraph office where he sent his wife an urgent message not to make the operation and not to worry. Then, early the next morning he made his way to Petersburg where the trial was to take place in a few days. But he was still nervous; how could he possibly be found innocent when he was, in fact, guilty?


In Petersburg he stayed at the home of a good friend who after he heard what had happened, suddenly shouted, "Ah! I have an idea!! Listen. Every morning there is an old Jewish peasant woman that delivers milk to all the houses in this area and one of those houses is that of the Judge who will be presiding over your case. 


This milk-lady is liked by everyone and she told me that Judge's wife often consults with her. So this is my plan. Tomorrow morning when she delivers the milk we'll start crying and when she hears your story I'm sure she'll help. Or rather G-d will help. 


Sure enough it worked. When she heard them weeping and heard the explanation, she told them not to worryâ€¦ that she would take care of it. 


When she brought milk to the Judge's house and was greeted by his wife she too began to cry. Tears were streaming down her wrinkled cheeks as she explained to the Judge's wife that a 'relative' of hers, an honest, upstanding, caring, righteous man, a loyal citizen, was falsely accused because of a mistake he made and, with no money or powerful friends she is afraid that he will be found guilty for a crime he did not commit in the trial here tomorrow. 


The Judge's wife called her husband, the milk lady repeated her story and the Judge listened, was impressed and promised he would do what he could. 


But the next day the Judge saw it wouldn't be simple. He looked through the accusations and the one-sided evidence and realized that the poor Rabbi didn't have a chance. None whatsoever! But suddenly he had an idea. 


He called the court to order and called one case after another putting off the Rabbi's case until last. Then, just before it began, he announced a recess. Everyone stood and as he was walking down the aisle to leave the courtroom he 'happened' to pass the prosecuting lawyer and witnesses and mumbled to them under his breath, "You clowns don't know what hot water you got yourselves into!" 


The prosecution was stunned! What could he have meant? Perhaps they had made some mistake! 


Knowing that this Judge always took long breaks they left the courtroom to reconsiderâ€¦. where had they gone wrong?


But this time the Judge returned quickly, took his place behind the desk and called out. "The State versus Rafalovitz! Will the prosecution step forward! WILL THE PROSECUTION STEP FORWARD!!! 


When no one answered he looked around, raised his gavel high, brought it crashing down on a small shiny block on his table and yelled, "The prosecution has forfeited! Case dismissed!! Court dismissed!!" 


He stood, handed the Rabbi the portfolio containing the incriminating evidence, informed him that he was cleared of all charges and assured him that he would be sent a letter of permission to judge all monetary cases as a government official, in the near future. 


Rabbi Rafalovitz was stunned! He was free! He only had to wait a few months and the second blessing of the Rebbe also came to pass: To the disbelief of the doctors his wife gave birth to a healthy, baby boy! 

Reprinted from the Parashat Acharei Mot 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Adapted from (Sichat HaShavua #1164.) 

 The Patient’s Family Asked for a Blessing for a Medical Operation, and Was Amazed By Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky's Response

By Naamah Green

[image: image3.jpg]




A fascinating story from the home of the Great Torah Sage Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky, took place on the day of the second round of elections in Jerusalem. Early in the morning, a Parkinson's patient fell and broke his ribs. The patient was rushed to the hospital. The doctors diagnosed that the broken ribs had caused a hole in the patient's lung, and therefore urgent surgery was needed.

The patient's family approached Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky and asked for a blessing for the success of the operation. In response, the rabbi asked: "Has the patient voted already?" The family members replied that the patient was already hospitalized and waiting for an operation. Rabbi Kanievsky continued: "Has he voted already?"


The family members understood that the rabbi saw the voting in the elections as necessary, despite the urgent surgery. They contacted one of the medical organizations and asked them to send an ambulance to take the patient to the polling station in order to vote.


After a few hours, the patient returned to the hospital, ready for surgery. When he arrived, the doctors took another x-ray of his lungs, as requested by the surgeon. The x-ray stunned the doctors: The hole in the lung had disappeared as if it had never existed before...

Reprinted from the Parashat Kedoshim 5779 website of Hidabroot.com

L’Masseh

The Unused Negel Vasser
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Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser

Rav Dovid Goldwasser once related a story: “A fellow Jew once called me to consult on a pressing parenting issue. The man begged me to make time for him at my earliest opportunity, because the matter was very urgent and needed immediate attention. 

I agreed to meet with him first thing in the morning. The man who came into my office the next morning was deeply crushed and heartbroken. He sighed and tearfully began to tell his story. “I was always very dedicated to my children’s upbringing,’ he said. ‘I learned with them, paid for the best Chavrusas, did everything possible to ensure that they would grow up to be G-d Fearing Jews. 
My Son is Completely Off

The Path of Torah


“But my 17-year-old son…’ he groaned, and put his face into his hands. He continued, ‘With children, you need a lot of Mazel. My son is completely off the path of the Torah. Shabbos means nothing to him. Yom Tov means nothing to him. I don’t even know where or with whom he spends his day.’ 

The man went on. ‘He comes home late at night, and sleeps till noon. He doesn’t talk to us or to his sisters and brothers. I don’t think he does anything Jewish at all. My wife and I have no more joy in life,’ he said. ‘Even our family occasions are marred. How can we rejoice when our son has nothing to do with Judaism or with us?’ 

He continued, ‘I always wondered why Yaakov Avinu mourned Yosef for 22 years. Why couldn’t he accept the situation, and go on with life? Now I don’t wonder anymore. I can’t make peace with the situation. My own son! My own flesh and blood, whom I raised with such love, is going against everything I live for!’ 
With Tears Streaming

Down His Face


With tears streaming down his face, the man told me that his Rebbi had advised him to speak to me. ‘Rav Goldwasser,’ he cried. ‘What should I do? What can I tell him? What can I tell my wife and other children?’ 
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I spent a long time with him, offering encouragement and guidance, and mapping out a plan he could follow. I suggested positive steps he could take, things he could say, things he could do. I also told him what not to say and do. He asked me Halachic questions, and listened carefully to everything I said. Finally, the man arose, thanked me, and turned to go. 

He was at the door when he turned back. ‘Can I please ask the Rav one more question?’ he asked. 

‘Of course,’ I said. 

‘I’ve been preparing the Negel Vasser (hand-washing) in my house for years,’ he said. ‘Every night, I fill the basins and put them at the foot of every bed, and every morning, I spill out the used water. It’s my special Mitzvah, my special Zechus. 
“It’s Just a Waste of Time”


But lately, when I collect my son’s Negel Vasser, I see that the water isn’t used. He isn’t washing Negel Vasser anymore. I feel like a fool preparing it every night. It’s just a waste of time. Should I continue preparing the water, or can I just skip it?’ 

The question hit me for a moment, and then I said, ‘If you’re asking me, I would continue to fill the Negel Vasser every evening.’

I could see that my answer surprised him. He seemed taken aback as he had not expected that answer. Three weeks later, the man called to let me know what was going on. Things were pretty much the same, he said, and he was getting discouraged. I gave him encouragement, and some new suggestions. 

Just before he hung up, he asked, ‘About the Negel Vasser, do you think that I still need to bring it to his bed? I feel like such a fool every day.’ Again, I urged him to continue. 
Three Weeks Later He Called Me Again


Three weeks later, he called me again. This time, he could barely speak. He seemed to be crying, as he was literally choking over his words. ‘I listened to you, Rav Goldwasser,’ he said. ‘I listened to you! I filled my son’s Negel Vasser every day, and emptied it, even though he wasn’t using it.’ 

The man paused. ‘This morning, I went to his room to collect the basin, and he was wearing his Tefilin and Davening!’ Overcome with emotion, he paused to catch his breath. Then he said, ‘I ran to him, and hugged and kissed him. It was the first time in months! I couldn’t bring myself to hug him while he was ‘gone’. 

And then I asked him, ‘Tell me, my dear child, what made you put on Tefillin today?’ And my son said, ‘I’ll tell you, Dad. It was the Negel Vasser. You knew I wasn’t using it, and still, you refilled it every day. I saw that you never lost your faith in me, and you made me feel that I shouldn’t lose my faith in Hashem either!’”

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

A Bris Milah in the Communist Soviet Union


Rabbi Aba Donner, O”BM, related an account of something that had occurred in the Soviet Union during the darker days of pure communism. A Jewish woman, not particularly Torah-observant, was expecting a child. 

The doctor warned her harshly that if it was a male child that she had better not dare perform any barbaric blood rituals. When she gave birth to a baby boy, she wanted very badly to give her child a Bris (circumcision), but it was determined that it was not politically safe. Strangers were espied hovering nearby. 
The eighth day passed. A month later, the couple evaluated again the possibility of making a Bris, but they sensed a watchful eye and so again nothing was done. Eleven months later the signal was given. The coast was clear. 

Friends and family entered the apartment intermittently, so as not to arouse suspicion and they were joined by a Mohel. Quietly, the child was entered into the covenant of Avraham, an unbroken chain reaching back 3,600 years to the original event. 

After the baby was given his Jewish name, he was returned to the arms of his mother and brought to a separate room. In the meantime, people were sitting down to enjoy a festive meal, when they were interrupted by a sudden thud and a cry. They ran into the room and discovered the baby was crying and the mother had fainted. 

As she was being revived, people were theorizing about what caused this to happen. Some said it was the excitement, while others figured it was the extra blood due to the advanced age of the child. 

When the mother was revived, she revealed the real reason. She said, “I was afraid I would never make a circumcision for my boy, so I vowed never to kiss my child until the day he had a Bris Milah.” When - after the Bris - she gave her child a first kiss all that motherly love that she had stored up came rushing forward at once and that’s what made her faint.

Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

Keep to Your Values

By Dr. Jack Cohen
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Rav Ovadia Yosef zt”l was known for his towering brilliance and supreme piety. As the previous leading and late Torah sage of our generation, his guidance and rulings were sought by Jews worldwide and heeded to with absolute respect. However, what few individuals know is the story involving a shidduch of his, as was related by his son.


Rav Ovadia was initially set up with a shidduch, which some time thereafter materialized into an engagement. Rav Ovadia became a chattan. Days later, his kallah approached him and asked if he would like to go to the movies later that night. Rav Ovadia was unclear as to what his kallah was referring, and so he questioned her. “They are playing Tarzan at the movies, and I would like to go with you to see it.”


Once Rav Ovadia understood what she was referring to, he politely told her that he could not go. 


“What do you mean?” she asked. “You mean you are not going to go to the movies with me when we are married?” 


Rav Ovadia explained that he would not watch a movie. Period. It was non-negotiable. And with that, his kallah walked away.


Two days later, Rav Ovadia received a summons to the court, at the request of his kallah, who wished to receive monetary remuneration for being misled in her expectation for marriage. She argued that she had been fooled into believing that Rav Ovadia would attend movies with her, when such was not the case. 
Compliantly, Rav Ovadia appeared at the court. Once there, he did everything in his power to mitigate the situation and reach a quick settlement. Approaching the court, he relayed that he would reach out to his Rosh Yeshiva, Rav Ezra Attiah, for a job in putting away sefarim in order to pay his kallah the money she requested. 


The court consented to Rav Ovadia’s request, as he went along to repay the amount she demanded. 


Fast-forward seventy years later to 2012, a year before Rav Ovadia’s passing.


There was a knock on the door to Rav Ovadia’s home and his gabbai, Tzvi, opened up. Standing at the doorstep was an elderly woman with a cane. 


“How can I help you?” kindly asked Tzvi. 

“I would like to speak to the Rabbi,” she said. “Tell him that his first shidduch is at the door.” 


The gabbai shortly thereafter returned to let the woman inside.


Rav Ovadia and the woman exchanged pleasantries, after which she went on to talk about the many hardships she experienced throughout her life, financial and otherwise. She had no family, she explained. Rav Ovadia listened to her every word with utmost attention and care, shouldering her heavy burdens and providing his emotional support.


After some time, she thanked Rav Ovadia, bid him farewell and got up to head out. However, as she approached the door, she turned around straightaway and looked back at Rav Ovadia. “I just want to tell you Rabbi that you have great mazal (fortune). After I broke the shidduch, I went for a routine doctor checkup and received a number of blood tests. To my misfortune, I was told that I was physically incapable of bearing children. I was devastated. But you should know that had you married me, your many G-d fearing children would never have come into this world…”


That is what happens when an individual sticks to his or her values in life and doesn’t waver. Along these lines, Rav Avidgor Miller z”l once made an fantastic remark: “You are not born a winner in life, nor are you born a loser; you are born a chooser.”


The choices you make are going to define and shape your future. If those choices are aligned with Torah values and ideals, you are bound for success. Rav Ovadia’s choice was clear; he knew what was right to do and where his values stood. And as a result, he made the right choice and set himself up for unbelievable success. Had he set aside his value system and gone along with her, he likely would never have become who he actually did become. His greatness was defined by the choices his made and those choices were defined by the values he held so steadfast to.


So if you are looking for a straight ticket for success in dating, in marriage and in life, here it is: Keep to your values and don’t budge. They will lead you to the greatest life you can lead.

Reprinted from The TorahAnyTimes Newsletter for Parshas Metzora 5779 as Compiled and Edited by Elan Perchik.

Love Your Brother


There’s a story told by Rabbi Pesach Krohn about a father and his two sons. When the older son turned 16, his father told him that he couldn’t afford to support him anymore and he had to go out and get a job. So he said goodbye and got a job and over time became very successful. 


He eventually became the CEO of the company he worked for and was transferred to the main office across the country. Back home, when the younger brother became 16, the father told him that he also had to get a job to support himself because the father could no longer support him. Unlike his older brother, he wasn’t successful and went from job to job. 


One day the younger brother saw his older brothers picture in the newspaper, how he became very successful. So the younger brother decided to take a train ride to visit his older brother’s office on the other side of the country to meet him. 
When he got there the older brother would not see him or even recognize him as his younger brother. The younger brother was devastated but left and went back home. 


A few months later, the father became ill and was on his death bed. Word was sent to the older brother and so he traveled back home to see his father but the father would not acknowledge his presence as he was giving his time and attention to the younger brother. 


The older brother became frustrated and said “Dad, I’ve been waiting here for an hour and you didn’t even look at me!”  


The father finally answered pointing to the younger brother saying, “If he’s not your brother, than I’m not your father!” 


Hashem is saying to us...We as Jews are all brothers and sisters of one family with one Father in heaven. A few weeks ago Lori Gilbert Kay was shot and killed when a deranged terrorist entered a synagogue in Poway California and began to shoot innocent people there just because they were Jewish. It was said at Lori’s funeral that everyone was her sister and her brother. That was the premise that she lived her whole life, as she sacrificed her own life by jumping in the line of fire to protect the Rabbi of that synagogue. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Kedoshim 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.
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