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A World War II Minyan 

In a Combat Zone
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Rav Boruch Brull writes a story. Louis Herman was a young Jew who lived in Canada during World War II. After hearing about the terrible things that were happening to the Jews in Europe, he decided to enlist in the army to fight against the Germans. 

When he finished his training, young Louis was transferred to Italy. As a sergeant in the army, he was assigned to the front, in the midst of heavy fighting. Throughout the difficult months of the war, Louis kept as many Mitzvos as he possibly could. 

On the day of his mother’s Yartzeit, despite being many miles away from any Shul, Louis wanted to say Kaddish for her. This prayer, however, would require a Minyan, and finding ten Jews in the middle of a battlefield in Italy was not going to be easy. Louis knew of only five other Jewish soldiers in his unit. 
Louis approached the army chaplain, who was a priest, and explained his predicament. Louis asked the chaplain if he knew of any other Jewish soldiers in the area. To Louis’s surprise, the chaplain not only knew where he could find other Jewish soldiers, but he also understood the meaning of a Minyan. 

“See that area over there?” The chaplain pointed to a tall observation tower. “That is where our soldiers guard our unit and watch for advancing German soldiers. When they see any activity, they radio the information back to the artillery unit to help us aim our bombs more precisely. 

“There are four Jews who occupy positions in the observation tower. If you’d like, I can put in a call to them and ask that they come over to our area for your Minyan.” 

Louis was overjoyed. He would have exactly the ten men required to make up a Minyan! And to his great relief, the soldiers were happy to oblige. Louis was able to say Kaddish on his mother’s Yartzeit with a Minyan. After they finished Davening. Louis thanked everyone for joining him and enabling him to fulfill this meaningful personal obligation. 

As the four soldiers turned to walk back to the observation tower, they suddenly heard a loud explosion and saw a most startling sight. The entire observation tower and its contents had just been blown up! Only the four Jewish soldiers, who had just ‘happened’ to be busy doing a very important Mitzvah, had escaped certain death! 

Rav Brull adds, “The Gemara teaches us (Pesachim 8b) that messengers who go to do a Mitzvah are saved from harm. Not only do acts of Chesed help others, but those very acts can also save us!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Acharei Mos 5779 email of Torah U’Tefila compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Power of One 

Inspiring Moment


Rav Aharon Kotler, zt”l, once visited London. He was told that outside the city there was a Jew whose entire life was filled with holy endeavors, and he was entirely dedicated to Torah and Gemilus Chasadim, doing acts of kindness. This man arranged countless Torah Shiurim and many institutions of Tzedakah and Chesed, and Rav Aharon asked to meet him. 
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When Rav Aharon was finally introduced to him and saw the work this man was doing, Rav Aharon was very impressed, and he asked him where he received his guidance and inspiration to accomplish so much. 


The man told him that one time, he had merited to have seen Rav Yisroel Salanter, zt”l. That one opportunity affected him profoundly, and just seeing the face of Rav Yisroel provided him with a drive that lasted a lifetime. 


Rav Aharon could not get over hearing this man’s story. That one moment of inspiration and excitement of seeing the face of Rav Yisroel Salanter, had impacted this man so profoundly, and had infused him with enough strength and determination to carry out so many Torah obligations for so many years. Rav Aharon commented, “Such is the power of even a single personal good experience!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Acharei Mos 5779 email of Torah U’Tefila compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The HaEmek Shailah
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Rav Naftali Tzvi Yehuda Berlin, zt”l, the Netziv, was not a very good student when he was a young child, and he heard his parents discussing that since he was not successful in Yeshivah, they were going to take him out of Yeshivah and have him learn a profession. 

When the Netziv heard this plan, he burst out in tears and begged for one more year to prove himself, and his parents agreed. That year he worked harder than he ever had before in his learning, and he was soon recognized for his excellence in learning. 

When the first volumes of his famous work HaEmek Shailah were printed, he made a Seudah, and he retold the story of how he heard his parents discussing to send him to learn a trade. He said, “If I did not shed those tears when I asked them for one more year, I would have probably ended up as a regular Baal HaBayis and an Ehrlicher Yid. 

“However, when I would go to Shamayim at the end of my life, they would have brought out a copy of the Sefer HaEmek Shailah, with my name on it as the author. They would ask me where this Sefer was, and why it was not written, and I wouldn’t know what they were talking about. They would have explained to me that this Sefer was meant to be written by me, but I had lost out on the opportunity!” 

May Hashem grant us the ability to grab our opportunities, while we still have the time to work on them!
Reprinted from the Parshas Acharei Mos 5779 email of Torah U’Tefila compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
How Can I Refuse?

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Rabbi S.B. Gordon at his Newark shul’s meeting circa 1960’s


Rabbi Sholom Ber Gordon [a Chabad chassid] was called into the Frierdiker Rebbe’s room and he was given a one way bus ticket to Newark, New Jersey. The Frierdiker Rebbe (Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, 1880-1950) sent him on a shlichus (spiritual mission), and for close to sixty years, he devoted his life to this shlichus in Newark, and then in Maplewood. 


His shlichus was multi-faceted and many people would point out his different and numerous accomplishments. But everyone agrees that mivtzah tefillin was extremely dear to him, and he would constantly encourage and assist Jewish men to put on tefillin. 

So obviously, being that he was the chaplain in one of the hospitals there, he encouraged patients and the doctors to put on tefillin as well. 


Since he conducted himself with humility and without any ego, he was beloved by everyone whom he was in contact with. They recognized that he was for real. Nevertheless there was one top Jewish surgeon in the hospital that would always reply, “Rabbi you know I love you dearly, and will do anything you ask of me, but I am not going to [change my “religion”, and] put on tefillin.”
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A Chabad member putting tefillin on a hospital patient.


When he was ill, he was told he must undergo a surgery. Being the chaplain in the hospital, he knew exactly how long these surgeries last, and he expected his to be for at least four hours.


When he awoke from the surgery, he noticed that not even an hour passed and he immediately understood that it meant that the disease spread and there was no longer any benefit in having the surgery.


A short while later, the surgeon came in very solemn and said, “Rabbi I see you understand the situation, but if there is anything I can do for you, I will do it.”


Reb Sholom lifted his eyebrow and looking directly at the surgeon, he inquired, “Anything?” 


The surgeon replied, “Yes Rabbi, anything.”


Reb Sholom said, “If so, please put on tefillin today.”


The surgeon could no longer refuse. If at this time in the Rabbi’s life and situation, his deepest request is to put on tefillin with another Jew, how can he refuse him? He saw that Rabbi Gordon wasn’t doing it as a job or obligation, but it was a mission that was truly personal and meaningful to him, so he allowed Rabbi Gordon’s son to assist him in putting it on.

Reprinted from Parshas Kedoshim 5779 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story.

The Power of Your Actions

There’s an amazing true story brought down of a man that happened to be walking behind an Orthodox Jew in Tel Aviv. As he was walking he noticed the man cross the street as he came upon an area of immorality so as to avoid seeing it. The man walking behind was in shock why this Orthodox Jew would avoid such a sight because to him this was something pleasurable to see. 
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This man was so astonished by this action that he decided to look more deeply into his Jewish religion to see what’s in it that would cause this person to turn away from the immorality before him. He decided to speak to a Rabbi that he knew and began to learn about his Judaism. He kept up his curiosity more and more until eventually after many years, he became a Rabbi and a Rosh Yeshiva with students of his own. 


Now that man that he was walking behind was totally unaware that someone walking behind him had changed his entire life because of his one simple action. It won’t be until after 120 when he goes to Olam Habah that he’ll learn how he alone was responsible for this man strolling behind him that became a Rabbi from observerving one simple act that he did! This just goes to show how important our actions are because someone is always watching us. 


May we realize that Hashem set us apart for a reason in order to sanctify His great name. So for this reason we keep the laws of kashrut, family purity, and modest dress as reminders of our status as a holy nation. May we also be aware of our actions as well as our speech because you never know who’s watching and how it can affect them. 

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

Pizza Anyone?

By Rabbi Ron Yitzchak Eisenman
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Yesterday, on Monday, a group of Satmar Chassadim from Brooklyn were visiting theMa’aras HaMechpeila (Tomb of the Patriarchs) in Chevron.


As they were exiting the Makom Kadosh (Holy Place) they noticed the Israeli soldiers who guard the perimeter of the area.


Suddenly they saw in one of the military jeeps a sight which left them a bit surprised.


In the jeep sat a soldier who looked just like them.


The soldier had a beard and peyos and was speaking Yiddish!


They approached the soldier and were shocked as the soldier informed them that there are many such Chassidishe Ehliche Chevra (the soldier's own words) in the army.


The Chassidim were quite surprised and began to speak at length with the soldier.


The Chassidim were very moved by the frum soldier’s account of the dangers involved in being in the military.


As a spontaneous token of their appreciation, the Satmar Chassidim treated the entire group of soldiers to pizza pies!


It was a tremendous show of Ahavas Chinam and unity in Klal Yisroel.

As they departed the Chassidim remarked emotionally, “HaLevei! (If only) that we too would have the privilege (Zechus) of protecting the Jewish people and Eretz Yisroel with our bodies as you do!”�


With all the stories of disunity and polarization which abound today in the news and on social media groups, it is nice to hear a story of unity, appreciation and of Jews loving their fellow Jew.


I have no doubt that stories such as these outnumber the stories of disunity and discord between Jews by 100 positive stories to each negative one.


It is our responsibility to disseminate these stories of appreciation and unity, as they are the genuine and accurate representation of Klal Yisroel.


“Halevai we should have the privilege of spreading love and unity among our people.”


“If Not Now, Then When?”�- Hillel

Reprinted from the May 14, 2019 email of Rabbi Eisenman’s The Short Vort.
CLOCK

By Steve Lipman
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The photo is a facsimile a

19th Century grandfather clock


The dining room walls of the home of the Cooper family, Orthodox Jews who live in the New York City area, look like those of any Orthodox mishpocha – they’re lined with family photographs, some new ones and some old sepia pictures, and a few Hebrew prayers inked in intricate calligraphy.


But if you don’t see what sets the Coopers’ living room apart, you’re sure to hear it.


Their grandfather clock.


The two-foot tall, 130-year-old Ingraham pendulum clock is a keepsake from the long-gone Buffalo synagogue where Aaron Cooper’s family had davened for two generations before he was born. He hung it in his Buffalo home when he, a now-retired public school teacher, lived there with his growing family, then packed it in the family car when they left Buffalo nearly 40 years ago.


“It was a nice clock, that’s all,” Aaron says. (That’s not his real name; he’s as private as he is devout.)


But there’s more to it.


Every time he and members of his family and visitors hear the constant tick-tock, and see the Roman numerals on the face of the clock and watch the swinging pendulum, they experience a tactile/visible/audible remnant of a past tradition – of mechanical timepieces that have largely been made obsolete by electric, digital devices; and of a congregation, which like many in this country served as spiritual homes for newcomers from the Old Country but eventually shut their doors when the younger sons and daughters of immigrant families moved away from the inner city Jewish neighborhoods and their heimishe shuls, to the suburbs and their stylish new congregations.


It’s also a reminder of time – of a time gone by.


Most children in the immigrant families eventually forgot their family’s roots in the congregations that had nurtured their forebears.


Aaron didn’t.


The clock has remained a constant in his family, a bridge between generations.


The Coopers’ grandfather clock, built in the late 1880s by E. Ingraham & Company of Bristol, Conn., found its home in Buffalo’s newly established Buffalo’s Beth Jacob synagogue, founded in 1889 by immigrants from Lithuania. To the neighborhood’s residents, it was better-known as the Clinton Street Shul, for its location on one of the city’s East Side Jewish neighborhood’s prominent streets, at the corner of Walnut Street. Among the first Orthodox congregations formed on the East Side by the Jewish newcomers, it was similar to many synagogues in the city that took the name of the street on which they were located.

The clock was hung on a wall outside the ezras nashim, the women’s section, visible to anyone who faced the congregation from the bimah.


Aaron, now in his 70s, was born after the Clinton Street Shul closed; but he heard stories about the shul.


One of his relatives, an officer of the congregation, bought the clock when, as happened in the neighborhoods of many U.S. cities whose demography had changed, the Jewish population that had sustained the synagogue, dwindled, and the shul closed in the 1950s; (the site was eventually purchased by the city, and demolished to make way for a public playground). Aaron’s relative stored the clock in his attic, then in his basement.


When Aaron got married in 1977, he received the clock as a gift. He decided to put it to its intended use.


A man of traditional leanings, he displayed it in the dining room of his Buffalo home; and now, in his home near New York City. Over the years, he’s paid twice to have it repaired and cleaned and oiled, each time a few hundred dollars, taking it in the back seat of his car to a clock-repair firm a few hours away in New Jersey.


For the Cooper kids, the clock became as familiar in their home as it was in the synagogue of Aaron’s parents and grandparents. “It sounds like home. It’s just always been there. It’s a comfortable sound,” says Esther, one of the Cooper daughters. “The clock has been a part of our house and family for as long as I can remember,” says her sister Zahava. “Coming home to the sound after vacation or summer camp always was a comforting feeling.”


The living room walls of both of the sisters bear a standard, battery-powered – silent – clock.


Aaron is not alone in his attachment to an apparently secular object.


“I cherish several things that were part of my late father’s shul – over which he presided for some 60 years and which closed more than a decade ago,” says Rabbi Avi Shafran, a Baltimore native who serves as a spokesman for Agudath Israel of America. “Among them is a shofar, a non-kosher and non-reparable sefer Torah and several knickknacks with no religious significance but deep emotional meaning for me.


“While ‘relics’ in the Christian sense of the word – objects of veneration based on their previous use – are pretty much unknown in the Jewish world, there are, in the Chassidic part of it, stories of people who cherished the pipe, tallis or tefillin of a rebbe,” says Rabbi Shafran. “Anything, no matter how trivial, that reminds a person of something meaningful – a person, place or thing – can be a source of solace or inspiration.  And, while it is wrong to venerate any object, there is nothing wrong with using a memento as a way of connecting emotionally to the past.”


Jonathan Sarna, the dean of American Jewish historians, says Aaron Cooper has a firm Jewish foundation for his preservation of the grandfather clock. “Keepsakes presented by synagogues to members they honor are relatively common.


“My parents, founders of Shaarei Tefillah in Newton, Mass., cherished a papercut that was presented to them by the shul in recognition of their contributions and leadership,” says Sarna, a professor of American Jewish history at Brandeis University. “The papercut now hangs in my house.”


Aaron’s clock has remained in his possession because it has a personal meaning to him. “Lots of shuls, like lots of organizations, simply present inscribed glass, or certificates, or similar items,” Sarna says. “Such ‘sacred clutter’ generally disappears after one generation.”


Aaron, who says he is not a sentimentalist, rewinds his clock once a week. “It’s an eight-day clock,” he says, but he’s not taking any chances that it will stop

In the Buffalo area today, the only visible sign of the Clinton Street Shul is the cemetery that bears its name; the last burial there took place in 1970.


Who remembers the men and women interred in the cemetery, who worshipped in the Clinton Street Synagogue for decades?


Aaron Cooper does, every time he rewinds his grandfather clock, and he hears its tick-tock.
Reprinted with permission of the author. Steve Lipman is a staff writer for the New York Jewish Week.
Story #1118 

Chassid or Rebbe?

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
 editor@ascentofsafed.com
 


With fear, awe and love Reb Yitzchak entered the room of his rebbe, Rabbi Naftali of Rofshitz, and handed him the paper inscribed with the names of his family members and his requests for various blessings. 

One important request, however (the most important, according to his wife), he had intentionally omitted. His first-born child, their daughter Sheindel, had reached the age for them to begin seeking her intended soul-mate, yet he had no funds available whatsoever for the expenses of the wedding and for the purchase of furniture and other basic needs. Still, he did not deem it appropriate to trouble the Rebbe, his spiritual master, with his financial needs.


The Rebbe read the list of names and requests thoughtfully, then raised his eyes towards Yitzchak and asked, “What about your first daughter, Sheindel, isn’t she due to get married? What will you do about the expenses?”

The chasid shrugged helplessly, too shocked by the Rebbe responding to his thoughts instead of his written words to be able to speak.


“If so,” smiled the Rebbe, “I recommend that you take my advice. On Thursday, tell your family you have to leave for a few days. Then pack what you will need and travel to the town of Dorna and spend Shabbos there.”�


Yitzchak returned home in high spirits. He hadn’t the slightest idea why the rebbe had instructed him to go to Dorna, a popular tourist site in the summer, [1] but now, in the midst of the freezing snowy winter, would feel more like a deserted ghost town. Nevertheless, he trusted that this expedition would be his path to salvation.


He arrived in the evening. Friday found R. Yitzchak pacing aimlessly the streets of the Jewish section of Dorna, dressed in his Shabbatbekasha (long robe) with his streimel (expensive round fur hat) crowning his head. He had no idea where he was going or what he was supposed to be doing, but he trusted that Heaven would guide his steps. [2]

A local woman happened to glance out her window and saw this impressive-looking stranger passing her house. “Look!” she exclaimed excitedly to her husband. “A tzadik (holy man) has come our town! Hurry and invite him to be our guest.”�


The husband ran to do his wife’s bidding. In tones of great respect he invited the “tzadik” into his home.


Yitzchak thought at first that the man was teasing him. “I am not a tzadik,” he replied firmly; “just an ordinary Jew.’�


“Wow!” thought the townsman. “Not only is he a tzadik, he is also humble. A true tzadik!” His joy was boundless when the distinguished visitor agreed to accept his hospitality offer. The proud couple proceeded to treat their surprise guest as if the king himself had come to grace their home.


The word quickly spread to the Jews of Dorna: a tzadik had arrived and would be staying in their town through Shabbat. Many put aside their busy preparations for the holy day just hours away and hurried to be in the presence of the holy man.


Most came with requests for blessings, some came just to stare. To all Yitzchak kept vehemently protesting, “I most definitely am not a tzadik. You are mistaken!”� 

This only resulted in the opposite of what he intended. It was like pouring oil onto a fire that shoots up the flames. The pressure for him to accede to the many requests for blessings grew increasingly intense. No one even bothered any more to listen to his denials. He felt forced to assume the role that was being thrust upon him. Otherwise there would be no relief.


With a sigh he accepted the request notes signed with personal names and mothers’ names, reading each one and reluctantly muttering a blessing. Of course each time he told the person they were making a terrible mistake, but those words were ignored while the blessings received hearty “Amen”s.


His heart was breaking from sorrow and worry. “Oy, my soul! What will be, what will be! They are clothing me in a glory that is not mine. Me, a tzadik? I am guilty of deceiving an entire population!”�


A few minutes more passed when suddenly they heard someone screaming outside the house. “Let me in to see the tzadik. You must let me in. NOW!”�


The door to the room burst open and a distraught man rushed in. Focusing on Yitzchak, he shouted, “Rebbe! My little daughter is critically sick. At this moment she is fluttering between life and death. Rebbe! You must save her. PLEASE!”�


Yitzchak the chasid felt as if he was about to faint. “Now the life of a child has been placed on your shoulders,” he berated himself. “This is too much already.” His lips trembled as he choked back tears. She should have a complete healing,” he pronounced.


In synagogue on Shabbat, Yitzchak was escorted to the most honored seat. In the midst of the prayers, the congregation was interrupted by the loud entrance of the man with the sick daughter. Crying and laughing simultaneously, he called out, “Holy Rebbe! My daughter got better. She has recovered completely!”�


Everyone present was astonished. It was difficult to digest at first the miracle that had taken place. Their already great esteem for their newly found Rebbe multiplied immeasurably more.


Nor did it end there. On Saturday night, before the agitated chasid could depart for home, he was visited by the head of the Dorin Jewish community accompanied by his wife. Politely and with much respect, they requested a blessing for children, because they were already married for seventeen years but had yet to be blessed with offspring.


“Oh, no!” thought Yitzchak. “Not this too!” He managed to mutter a blessing in a low voice, and then left the house and the town absolutely as speedily as he could, terrified that otherwise he might have to field even more impossible requests.


As Yitzchak was striding along the road that led out of Dorna, he saw in the distance a horse drawn carriage wheeling towards him. As it drew closer, his eyes nearly popped out of his head. Inside it was his rebbe, R. Naftali of Rofshitz!


Yitzchak the chasid burst into bitter tears. He wordlessly thrust his hand into his right pocket and pulled out a wad of all the request notes he had received. Then he put his other hand into his left pocket and retrieved all the money he had been given in Dorna. With a pleading look he extended both handfuls toward the Rebbe.


“I’ll take the notes; you keep the money,” the Rebbe said calmly, with a smile. “Use it to arrange a fine wedding for your Sheindel.”

This the chasid did, but only a year later the same dire need raised its head again. It was time for his second daughter, Chaya, to marry, and not a coin remained from the money amassed the year before.


In trepidation Yitzchak went once more to seek R. Naftali’s blessing and advice, praying mightily that the rebbe not send him to Dorna again, or any other similar location. The pain and shame from the previous year’s frightening expedition was still reverberating in his mind and heart.


With a sense of impending doom, he heard the Rebbe order him to Dorna again. For a brief moment he thought to resist, but then his complete trust in his rebbe re-asserted itself. He went home and organized everything he needed to take along.


His arrival in Dorna was greeted with wild excitement. The community leader was so beside himself with joy and gratitude, he seemed prepared to prostrate before Yitzchak and kiss his feet.


“This is truly divine inspiration!”  he exclaimed. “Just this week my wife give birth to a son as a result of your blessing, of course! And now suddenly you appear, just in time to honor us with your participation in the brit mila circumcision ceremony tomorrow. Rebbe, Rebbe; how can I possibly thank you sufficiently!”�


The whole town was in an uproar. Many dozens of people came flocking just to gaze at the face of the miracle-working tzadik.


Yitzchak stared at the crowd assembled in his honor. At that moment a seductive thought crept into his mind. ‘Maybe it is actually true that my blessings helped them? Maybe I really do have much merit in Heaven?”�


Yitzchak marveled how different this Shabbat was than the one he suffered through the year before. This time he was no longer bothered by the praise and adulation being thrown his way.  Indeed, the opposite was more the case. He was enjoying all the attention and glory; he felt for him it was a period of elevated spirit.


Saturday night he left Dorna, his small suitcase filled with the monetary contributions the townspeople were happy to bestow upon him, even more than the year before. This time the Rebbe did not drive out to meet him, so after a few minutes at home, he walked quickly to the Rebbe’s house to tell him all that happened.


Much to his surprise though, the gabbai, the Rebbe’s attendant, would not allow him to enter. When pressed for an explanation, he said curtly, “I was told not to let you in.”�


Over the next few days the scene repeated itself many times. The gabbai kept refusing him entrance. Finally, Yitzchak decided that he would wait outside the Rebbe’s door, and as soon as the Rebbe would come out, he would confront him about the reason for his rejection.


He stood there for what seemed an eternity until the Rebbe eventually emerged. Before Yitzchak could utter a word, the Rebbe addressed him directly.

“Oho! Here is the great tzadik who has merit in Heaven. Waiting for me are sick people, barren women, men in strangling financial predicaments. Perhaps you are able to bless them? As for me, I receive only ordinary Jews, not tzadikim such as yourself.”

Yitzchak the chasid realized immediately that the Rebbe had perceived the enticing but silly thought that had entered his mind in Dorna that it was in his own merits that the blessings he had proclaimed were fulfilled, and not the Rebbe operating through him.


He firmly removed all such feelings from his heart. R. Naftali sensed the return of his chasid’s humility and was pleased. Yitzchak left the Rebbe’s house accompanied by warm blessings, secure in his status as a chasid who knows his true place.

Source: Translated-adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the Hebrew weekly, Sichat Hashavua #1412 (5774/2014)

 

Biographical note: Rabbi Naftali of Rofshitz [of blessed memory: 6 Sivan 5520 (the same date and year as the Baal Shem Tov’s passing!) - 11 Iyar 5587 (1760-1827 C.E.)] became the rebbe of many thousands of chasidim. He was noted for his sharp wit and humor and his illuminating aphorisms. Some of his teachings are collected in his works, Zera Kodesh, Ayalah Sheluchah, and Imrei Shefer. Many stories about him appear in the book, Ohel Naftoli.

 

Connection: Seasonal -- Thursday, Iyar 11, the 192nd yahrzeit of the Rofshitzer.



[1] Today called Vatra Dornei, a town in the north of Romania with a population of 13-14,000, according to the 2011 census. (Google)

[2] One of the daily Morning Blessings is: “Blessed are You, G-d, who directs the steps of  man.”�

Reprinted from the Parashat Emor 5779 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

Shabbos Stories for Parshas Behar 5779
Page 1

