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The Arrogant Tailor
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In Peshischa, there lived a G-d fearing tailor who didn’t exactly excel in the trait of modesty. He considered himself to be among the best tailors in the world, and was very proud of it. He was commissioned by the poritz to sew him a new suit. 


"I will pay you well. But I want a good job." 


"Can I make something that isn't good?" the tailor arrogantly replied. 


When the poritz's wife saw the suit the tailor made, she made a sour face and said, "I can't even look at it. It simply doesn’t have any chein." 


The poritz returned the suit and told the tailor that he can't buy this ugly suit. People heard that the poritz didn’t like the tailor's work, so they also stopped going to him. He began to lose business. 


The tailor told all this to his Rebbe, Rebbe Bunim of Peshischa zy’a. The Rebbe advised him, "Take the suit that you sewed for the poritz, undo the seams, and sew it up again exactly as before, and then bring it to the poritz. This time, they will like it." 


The tailor, with his faith in tzaddikim, followed his Rebbe's counsel although it didn’t make any sense at all. Why should the poritz and his wife like the suit this time, if it will be made exactly as before?


When the tailor showed the suit to the poritz, the poritz praised it, "This is the type of suit I like." The poritz showed the suit to his wife, and she was happy with it as well. 


Rebbe Bunim explained, "It is written ïç ïúé íéåðòìå, 'chein is given to the humble,' (Mishlei 3:34). Your first suit was made with pride and arrogance, and therefore the poritz and his wife didn’t like it. The second suit was made when you were humble, because of the shame and humiliation you were going through. Something produced with humility always has chein."

Reprinted from a recent email of Torah Wellspring: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Eli Biderman.

Can the Boy Change

For the Better?
The Klausenberger Rebbe (Rabbi Yekusiel Yehudah Halberstam) zt'l called for one of the mashgichim of a certain yeshiva and asked him why he threw a bachur out of the yeshiva. The mashgiach told him the bad deeds of that boy, and concluded, “It’s impossible to keep him in the yeshiva under these circumstances.” “That’s true,” the Rebbe agreed, “but I spoke with the bachur, and he told me that he’s ready to change.” The mashgiach was exasperated, “This bachur promised me a thousand times he will improve and he never keeps his word.” The Rebbe held his white beard and said, “I am already old. During these years I promised Hashem more than a thousand times that I will improve, and I haven’t done so yet. According to what you’re saying, it’s impossible for me to change. There's no hope. But it isn't so. As long as a Yid lives, he still has potential to improve his ways…” 
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The Klausenberger Rebbe

The mashgiach allowed the bachur back into the yeshiva. This story is a reminder that no matter which level one is on, he has potential to change, to improve.

Reprinted from a recent email of Torah Wellspring: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Eli Biderman.
Learning from a Wild Dog
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Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, relates a story about Rabbi Dovid Bodnik of Novardok. One day, Rav Dovid went for a walk in the forest, with his mind focused on Torah, and he did not notice a wild dog approaching him in a fit of rage. He saw the cruel and hungry dog with his sharp teeth gaping at him, and in just another moment, he would be attacked. 


However, before the wild dog did anything to Rav Dovid, the dog started biting into his own flesh until he was bleeding. The dog became surprised at his wounds, and Rov David fainted. 


When he woke up, his friends asked him, “Dovid, Dovid, is this what they taught you in Novardok? To faint from a dog?” 


Rav Dovid replied, “Do you think that I passed out because of the dog? In fact, to me, there was no dog at all— only a messenger from Hashem that was in the form of a dog. Hashem said to the dog, ‘Go and bite Dovid’, and the dog, when I saw the eyes of this dog who was eager to attack, when I saw his eyes full of blood with desire to do Hashem’s will, my heart cried inside me and said, “Dovid! Dovid! See this animal on its mission? 


“See how it performs the will of Hashem? Do you see the burning passion is has? Have you ever said Shema with such passion? Have you ever learned Torah with the same intensity that this beast has when it comes to attack you? The animal does not have a Mitzvah to have Yiras Shamayim or to love Hashem, yet, look at the awe it demonstrates when serving Hashem! Look at the perfection that it carries out the will of Hashem with!’ 


“When I saw this, I was filled with much sadness and bitterness about my low level in my own mission to serve Hashem, especially when compared to a dog who is succeeding on his mission, and I became overwhelmed and I fainted!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Chozeh of Lublin’s Shabbos “Confession”


When the "Chozeh" was rebbe in Lublin, the city's rabbinical seat was then occupied by Rabbi Azriel Horovitz, whose Torah knowledge was so incredible that he was nicknamed "the iron-headed." He made it his business to constantly bother the Chozeh with all kinds of questions. 

Reb Azriel used to especially bother the Chozeh on one issue, namely: The Chozeh himself knew that he was not a Rebbe, yet he nevertheless continued to draw a large following after him and teach them his ways. "But what can I do about it," argued the Chozeh, "if they all make the long journey here without my urging?"

"Simple," said the Reb Azriel. "Next Shabbos announce to your followers that you are not a rebbe, and then they will leave you alone and stop coming to you."

Sure enough, the "Chozeh" faithfully took his advice. The very next Shabbos he stood up meekly before his congregation, and told them in plain, quiet words that he was really a man of very poor worth indeed. The effect, though, was not as expected. His chassidim were so moved by the genuine self-effacement of their rebbe that they made every attempt to learn from his humility, and sought to be even closer to the "Chozeh" than ever before.

When the "Chozeh" next met Reb Azriel, he told him that he had followed the advice, but to no avail. Reb Azriel now had an alternative suggestion: "Your chassidim love humility and run away from arrogance. Tell your followers, therefore, that you are a true tzaddik (a righteous Rabbi). Then they will be sure to go home and leave you in peace."

"I may not be a rebbe," responded the Chozeh, "but I am not a liar either. How, then will I be able to get up and say that I am a true tzaddik?" 
Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5778 email of Good Shabbos Everyone. (Excerpted from “A Treasury of Chassidic Tales,” Rav Zevin, p.422)
Kids World

The Cow that Kept Shabbat

Rabbi Ronen Chaziza

Many years ago there lived a saintly man that had one cow. Every morning he would get up to pray and then have breakfast. After breakfast he would take his cow out to the field and plough it, making the ground soft so he could put seeds in it to grow his wheat. He did this every day of the week but on Shabbat the man rested from doing work and so did the cow as the Torah says “six days you should work and you should rest on the seventh you and your oxen and donkeys”.

After many years this saintly man became poor. It was difficult for him to provide for himself. Every so often he would take something from his house and try to sell it to buy some food so he wouldn’t starve. One day he had nothing left but to sell the cow. It caused him great pain, but he had no choice. He sold it to his non-Jewish neighbor.

On Sunday the neighbor tied the cow to the plough and the cow did amazing work. “Wow what an amazing cow my neighbor sold me! What a good deal!” The neighbor said to himself as he was really pleased with the cow he bought from the saintly man. He did this Monday Tuesday and every day until Shabbat. On Shabbat, he tied her up to the plough but she just laid there and didn’t budge! 
“Hey! You! Get up! We have work to do!! The opened her big eyes and looked at her owner and let out a big mooooooooooo! The owner even took a stick and started hitting her to get up but she just wouldn’t and she let out another moooooooo!
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The neighbor was furious and he ran back to his saintly neighbor to complain. The Saintly man received him graciously; “How can I help you?” He asked. “You sold me a bad cow!” The gentile neighbor complained. “How is the cow bad? What did it do?” asked the saintly man. The man answered, “It just lies on the floor and doesn’t do anything! I want my money back!!” The saintly man was puzzled. She always worked for me, she was a great worker… and never made trouble!” The gentile said, “Come see for yourself!”

The saintly man came and saw for himself that the cow was just sitting there and she refused to get up. The saintly man asked, “But she worked before today, right?” 


“Yes she did, she was great” said the gentile. 

“Okay don’t worry I’ll make sure she’ll start working for you right away” said the saintly man. He went over to the cow and whispered in her ear: “Until this week you belonged to me and you had to keep Shabbat. But now you belong to this gentile neighbor and you no longer need to keep Shabbat! So I ask you to listen to your new owner and do what he says!” The cow suddenly stretched out her legs and stood up ready to go to work.

The gentile owner was afraid. “What did you say to her was it a magic spell” asked the gentile to the saintly man? I’m afraid next week she won’t want to work again!” 

The saintly man answered: “Don’t worry, I didn’t do any magic. I just gently explained to her that when I owned her she had to keep Shabbat but now that you own her she no longer needs to keep Shabbat and she can begin working…”

This gentile neighbor was astounded. “How can it be that a cow understands what Shabbat is and I don’t? Is my brain smaller than hers? This man converted to Judaism and became a great Torah sage called Yohanan ben Turta, ‘Johanan the son of the Cow’, because it was the cow that aroused him to seek out the truth of Judaism.
Reprinted from the Hidabroot.com website.
How to Teach a Child

To Kiss a Mezuzah
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After Rabbi Binyamin Kamenetzky, O”BM, founded the Yeshiva of South Shore back in the late 1950's, he invited his illustrious father Rabbi Yaakov Kamenetzky, O"BM, to visit the school. 


After an impressive tour, in which he interviewed teachers and tested the students of the fledgling institution, his son showed him the pre-school program, which imbued the youngest children with a love for Judaism. On the portal of the classroom, there was a colorful mezuzah. 


Normally a mezuzah is supposed to be placed at the bottom of the top third of the doorpost. This one was not. It was placed lower – at the bottom third of the doorpost. 

The teachers explained to the Kamenetskys the reasoning for the downward adjustment. “This way, the children will be able to reach the mezuzah, and kiss it.” 
Reb Yaakov smiled. “We mustn’t lower the mezuzah, for the children to kiss it. Instead, we must raise the child, to reach the mezuzah at its proper level. What we must do is put a step-stool in order for the children to reach higher — to the proper level of the mezuzah! 

Raise the child at an early age to reach the height of the mitzvah, instead of lowering the mitzvah to the child!” 
Reprinting from the Parshas Bamidbar 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
Story #991

Precious Kiddush Bread
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
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Rabbi Yehuda "Yudel" Holtzman was an accomplished, pious Talmudic scholar who lived in Jerusalem, and was known by all as a tzadik. One day, a charity collector came to R.Reb Yudel and told him of a destitute and sickly man who required an operation, for which he needed the sum of 60 liras. In those days, that was considered a princely sum. The collector was going from house to house trying to collect the money.
“What Shall I Do?”


R. Yudel sighed. "What shall I do? I have nothing left from my ma'aser (tithe) money, and I have also already 'borrowed' from the ma'aser of whatever profit I will make for the next full year. All that has already gone to tzedaka [charity]."


Hearing this, the collector left Holtzman's home. He had not gone far, however, when he heard R. Yudel calling after him: "But we have to help the sick man. Go to the central gemach [interest-freeloan society] and borrow 20 liras in my name. I will pay the loan back at the rate of half a shilling per week. I've calculated that I spend half a shilling each week to buy wine for kiddush, but I can just as easily make kiddush over bread. I can use that half-shilling to pay back the loan."
Repaid the Loan by Denying

Himself Wine for Kiddush


The collector went to the gemach and received the loan. R. Yudel duly repaid it at the rate of half a shilling per week, by denying himself wine for kiddush.


It took him more than sixteen years to pay back the entire debt.


(This story was confirmed by a relative of Yudel Holtzman, who spent several Shabbatot at the Holtzman home, and each time saw R. Yudel make kiddush over challot instead of wine. This surprised him. He could not understand why R. Yudel had this practice. It was only years later, after R. Yudel had long passed away, that he learned of the loan from someone who heard about it from the charity collector himself. Then he understood.)

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

[Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Stories my Grandfather told me (Mesorah) by Zev Greenwald]

Connection: Weekly Reading - Maaser. 26:12 w' Rashi (+28:22 next week (Parshas Vayeitzei) and 14:20 last month).

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5777 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Joy of Becoming a Jew

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Rabbi Moshe Feller


Rabbi Moshe Feller the head Chabad emissary (Shliach) in the state of Minnesota recently addressed a large group of important Rabbis and told them the following story.


"Two or three years ago a young man and woman in their early twenties appeared for the Shabbat day meal at my Chabad house in Milwaukee and asked if they could speak to me alone for a few moments after the meal.


"They told me that they were both almost totally ignorant of Judaism and the girl wanted to learn more.  So I asked why only the girl, why not both of them?


"The young man replied that they wanted to get married but because he was born Jewish and she was not there were problems from his parents. This technicality meant absolutely nothing to either of them and they were actively planning the wedding until to their genuine surprise the boy’s parents, who were as non-observant and atheistic as he, objected and declared that in no way would they support their son marrying “out.”.


"Despite all attempts at reasoning with them they stubbornly insisted that the girl convert and that is why they are now talking to him in the Chabad house.


"They admitted that at first they considered the much easier reform route but 

when the girl heard that not all Jews accepted Reform or even Conservative conversions one hundred percent she decided to at least find out what Orthodox, 'all the way' conversion meant.


"Rabbi Feller explained to them that conversion wasn’t like learning to drive a car or play the flute, rather it demanded a new orientation in life. It would take at 

least a year of serious learning and even then it would require a genuine, earnest change in priorities and a desire to serve the Creator despite all obstacles. He enumerated many commandments, many limits on life, not being able to do, say or even think what we want, anti-Semitism etc.


"But all this did not deter the young lady.  She decided she wanted a genuine 

conversion, or perhaps she was just genuinely curious, and the young man really wanted to marry her. So because the only way it would happen was the 'real' way when Rabbi Feller suggested that she should convert via the Chicago Rabbinical Council (C.R.C.) they both readily agreed.


"But then things really got complicated. After a few weeks of learning she reported to her fiancée that she really enjoyed the classes and they were very challenging and informative but she heard a lot of things that really bothered her.


"For instance, when they taught about the Ten Commandments they explained that one of them is that Jews are supposed to keep the Shabbat! Then in another class they said that male Jews are supposed to put on Tefillin and eat only kosher food. So why didn’t he do these things?


"The young man replied simply that these were not things that actually had to be done, rather ideas to be learned; she was there to get converted so they could get married but certainly no more than that. The Ten Commandments were history, religion maybe even philosophy More like Ten Suggestions! But certainly not things you MUST do!


"But she disagreed. In fact she couldn’t understand what he was talking about. She kept quiet but after a few weeks of learning, confrontations empty excuses and denials eventually the inevitable happened.


"She told him that if he did’t want to take Judaism seriously then she didn’t 

want to take him seriously and she broke off the engagement.


"A year later she finished the course, took the tests and finally came the actual day of the conversion.

"The way it is done is that the one being converted is taken to a Mikva (a body of water made exactly according to Torah standards, in a closed room) immerses totally in the water, facing away from the door. Three Rabbis then open to door for a second to see that the convert is totally immersed and that ends the ritual.


"So it was in this case". Rabbi Feller continued. "I was one of the Rabbis. We all glanced in, witnessed the immersion and then closed the door and waited 

for the young lady to leave the water and get dressed.


"But suddenly through the door we heard screaming!

"We were shocked! We didn't know what to do. Could it be that something went wrong? Why was the girl screaming almost hysterically!


"In the next moment we had the answer.  Through the door we heard ‘I’m a JEW!!! I’m a JEW!!!!’

"The girl was so overjoyed by the fact that she had become Jewish that she couldn't contain her happiness. She was screaming in joy!"


Rabbi Feller was silent for a few moments letting the story sink in to his Rabbinical audience and continued, ‘My dear colleagues. There is a deep message in this story. That girl was shouting in joy because she had been a Jew for only a minute!


"But we have been Jews for tens of years!! Why aren’t we happy like that? Why aren’t we as happy?! The reason is because we forget the gift we have. We have forgotten the meaning, joy and miracle of being a Jew!"

Reprinted from the Parshas Be’haaloscho 5775 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
Tales of the Gaonim

Only the Money Was in Exile

By Rabbi Sholom Klass
1The Baal Shem Tov had two grandsons, Rav Moshe Chaim Ephraim and Reb Baruch. Both were pious and well educated in Torah, yet, Rav Moshe lived a frugal and poor life while his brother, Reb Baruch, became very wealthy.


One day Reb Baruch decided to spend Shabbos with his brother. Rebbe Moshe was honored and told his wife to prepare the best of everything in honor of his brother. The poor woman sighed as she counted her few kopeks, but as a dutiful wife she went to the marketplace and borrowed enough money to purchase extra food for Shabbos.


That night, when the two brothers came home from shul, they saw two small candles burning in an earthen dish and a white tablecloth spread out over the table with two small challahs on it. A small bottle of watered-down wine was near the challahs and a wooden bowl with salted herring and onions stood near it.


They made Kiddush and sat down to eat the Shabbos meal. Reb Baruch turned to his brother and sighing said, “Woe is to me, my brother, that I see you in such a poor state. How do you manage to exist in such poverty?”


“Why do you speak this way to me?” Rav Moshe asked. “Is there anything missing here?”


“Everything is missing,” Reb Baruch replied. “In my home we have silver candle holders, beautiful furniture, the wine is poured into silver cups and on the table we have enough food for a king.”


“Where do you get the money to purchase all these ﬁne things?” asked Reb Moshe asked.


“Don’t you know?” replied his brother. “I travel all week from town to town, buying and selling merchandise so I accumulate enough money to buy the ﬁnest things for Shabbos.”


“Then you are worse off than I am,” replied Reb Moshe. “Your gold, silver and money are in your home while you have to wander from town to town as if you are in exile. While my money is in exile, in other people’s hands, still I am at home the entire week enjoying the company of my wife and children and enjoying the study of Torah. Who leads a happier life?”

 

The Young Genius

When Reb Moshe was a young boy he was known as a genius. Many people who opposed his grandfather, the Baal Shem Tov, would come with difficult questions hoping to outwit him.  The Baal Shem Tov would call upon his little grandson for the answer and to the amazement of all he would always know what to say.


One day a prominent rav visited their home and posed the following question:


“Will the Master be able to answer a question I have on this week’s sedra about Korach? The Mishnah in Gemara Sanhedrin (108a) says that the Jews in the dor hamidbar have no part in the World to Come, for it says (Bamidbar 14:35), ‘In this wilderness they shall be consumed and they shall die.’ Rabi Akiva explains the words, ‘consumed’ and ‘die’ to represent death in both worlds.


“Further on Rabi Akiba states that Korach and his group also suffered the same fate as he expounds the sentence in the Torah (ibid. 16:33) ‘and the earth closed upon them’ as referring to this world. ‘And they perished from among the assembly’ refers to the next world. Now the question arises: Why did Rabi Akiva have to repeat the same remarks about Korach when he already deduced that the dor hamidbar, which included Korach, had no part in the World to Come?”


The Baal Shem Tov smiled as he turned to his young grandson and told him to answer the question.


The child didn’t hesitate a minute as he replied, “The answer is simple. The ﬁrst sentence of ‘in the wilderness they shall be consumed and there they shall die’ was referring to the spies. They were punished for bringing back a bad report. The spies represented every shevet with the exception of Levi. Therefore, shevet Levi was not included in this punishment. Korach was a descendant of shevet Levi; therefore, Rabi Akiva had to reiterate that Korach had no share in the next world only because of his sin of revolting against Moshe and not because of the punishment of the spies.”

 

Counting Every World In The Portion

On another occasion the eight-year-old genius was asked why at the end Parshas Miketz there is a line denoting that the parsha contains 2,025 words.


The child replied, “The holiday of Chanukah usually falls at the same time of the year when we read Parshas Miketz. On Chanukah we light the candle, ner, eight times. The letters of the word ner numerically represent 250. Eight times this equal 2,000. The ﬁrst candle is lit on the 25th day of Kislev. Add this to the 2,000 and we have 2,025, the number of words in this parsha. This is a hidden prophecy that the holiday of Chanukah would come out during this week.”

 

Waiting 99 Years To Fulfill A Mitzvah

Once the young genius was asked the following question: The Talmud (Kiddushin 82a) tells us that Avraham observed all the mitzvos of the Torah. If that is the case why did he have to wait until Hashem told him at the age of 99 years, to have a bris milah? Why didn’t he do it in his young years?”


When this same question was put to the Vilna Gaon when he was only a boy of ﬁve, he replied, “Chazal state (Kiddushin 31a) that a person who is told to do something and does it, receives a great reward than one who is not told and does it. Therefore, Avraham waited for this mitzvah until he was told, for he could have redone all the other mitzvos after he was told, but not bris milah. Once performed it can never be repeated.”


However, young Moshe Chaim Ephraim had this answer: “Avraham was able to fulﬁll all of the mitzvos of the Torah, because there was no sin or prohibition attached to their fulfillment. But bris milah would have been a sin if he attempted it before he was told to do so by G-d. For the Gemara (Bava Kama 91b) speciﬁcally prohibits a person from injuring himself. Therefore, unless it was a Divine commandment Avraham was not allowed to circumcise himself.”

Reprinted from the Novermber 29, 2013 email of The Jewish Press.
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