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The Secret of the

Holy Jew Sroail
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A Wolf on the Loose


Rabbi Yisroel of Ruzin (nicknamed "The Holy Ruziner" circa 1800) once in his travels in the Ukraine, heard of a village that was called "Sroailov" (Jewtown), whose spring waters were reported to have miraculous powers.


He traveled there and asked the villagers if they knew anything about its unusual name and the spring. But no one knew anything. So he kept asking until finally someone suggested that he ask "Old Sasha" who was over a hundred years old. If anyone knew it would be him.


He got directions, found the old man's dilapidated house, knocked on the door and when he heard a noise inside he entered.
A Barren Room with an Old Skinny Man


The house was basically one barren room with a table, chair and an incredibly old, skinny man lying in a bed in the corner. He was wrapped in what looked like a large wolf skin, lying on his side facing the entrance, but at the sight of his visitor his eyes widened in surprise.


He propped himself up on one elbow squinted to get a better look. Then his eyes widened even more and he yelled; "EEHH? My G-d!! Your face is like his!!" He was trying to sit up. "Yes, Yes! Just like Sroail’s!! Is that YOU?"


"Hello my friend! May G-d bless you!" The Tzadik said, "Please, you don’t have to get up." He pulled the chair next to the bed. "What can you tell me about the name of this town, and about the wellspring? Do you know anything?"


Old Sasha was sitting up now, back against the wall "AHHH! I have waited for this day!!" he said. "I see now. You aren’t Sroail. But you look like him! Remarkable!! Of course I know! Of course! And I'll tell you everything."


Old Sasha took a drink of water from a pitcher next to his bed and began his story:
Took the Sheep to Graze Far Away from the Village


"Over ninety years ago, there were only a few families here, maybe ten, and I used to tend their sheep. It was very quiet here nothing unusual ever happened, until early one morning I took the sheep to graze far from the village like usual, when suddenly I heard this strange splashing sound from the other side of a hill.


“So I climbed to the top of the hill, peeked through some bushes, and saw a man bobbing up and down over and over again in a spring on the other side of the hill. I didn't even know that spring existed, and I certainly had no idea what he was doing in there. But when he came out and got dressed, I got a glimpse of his face and....well it was shining, just like yours.


“A little later I saw him sitting far away on a high rock wrapped in some sort of white cloth, just his face sticking out, with a small black box tied on his head, swaying, talking and swaying and singing to the sky for hours and hours. He must have been praying. But I never saw anything like it.


“And the next day he did the exact same thing. And the same thing the day after. So the next time I brought the sheep home I asked my uncle Ivan about it and he told me that this man must be a "Sroail" a Jew. The priest said they are a cursed people that refuse to believe in our religion and we should pray for their salvation but keep away from them.
Sometimes Took Out His Flute to Play a Song


“I understood what my uncle said, but it didn't make much sense. This "Sroail" didn't look so bad to me. In fact, I felt so good when I saw him pray that sometimes I took out my flute and played a song.


“Anyway, a few months later, one quiet winter afternoon, I’m watching the sheep when suddenly they got scared and started jumping and bleating like crazy for no reason and I couldn’t stop them. I knew something was wrong.


“Then I looked around and saw what it was; about a hundred yards away, coming from the forest was standing a huge wolf, yellow teeth glistening in the sun. He was immense. Twice as big as any of my sheep. I never even imagined anything so huge and awful could exist. He paid no attention to me, none at all. He just approached the flock at first slowly, then with a frightening burst, he charged the flock, grabbed a sheep by the throat, and in moments dragged its twitching bloody body into the woods.


“Almost insane with fear I took the sheep back and told everyone what happened. For the next few days my uncle and two others accompanied me with big clubs and slingshots. But after a while when the wolf didn’t show up they gave me a whistle to blow and said that as soon as I saw the wolf again I should blow the whistle and they would come immediately.
The Wolf Threatens the Shepherd


“Sure enough a few days later he returned. But this time he wasn’t looking at the sheep.... this time he was looking at ME. Approaching in that same slow way like he had done to the sheep a week earlier. He was even bigger than I thought.


“I was so afraid I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even find the whistle, and it wouldn't have helped anyway, they would never have made it in time. I turned; and there was Sroail up there on the rock Sroail!! My only hope!!! I screamed and screamed: "SROAIL!! SROAIL!! HELP ME!! HELP!! PLEASE, SROAAAAILL!!"


“I turned back. The wolf stopped, eyes blazing with death, staring deep into my soul. I was hypnotized by those eyes I couldn’t look away, petrified with fear, unable to breathe, certain that as soon as I moved my eyes my body would be the next to be dragged into the woods.


“A shudder ran down my spine and I began to cry.  I was so afraid I couldn’t open my eyes. I was just praying for a miracle. I couldn’t believe that he didn’t attack. Suddenly I heard a voice behind me. "Don’t be afraid my friend, he’s not alive anymore. Come."
Tells Him to Make a Coat from the Wolf’s Fur


“Sure enough, it was Sroail. He took me by the hand, led me to the wolf and pushed him over, the wolf was frozen. Strip off his fur and make a coat for yourself," he said. "Make it strong because you will live a long life."


“I did what he said and afterwards, when I told everyone what happened and showed them the coat, the priest told everyone that we were really wrong about Sroail; That he was a holy man and that we should repay him.


“So I told them how I noticed that sometimes on the ice around the spring he used there were blood marks from his feet, the priest said we should put furs there to protect his feet from the frozen ground and make a fence around it. It would be a holy spring. After a while Sroail stopped coming, but about a year later another miracle happened.


“I had an uncle Ivan. He had an only son called Steffen that he loved with all his heart. One day Steffen got really sick with a high fever, until the doctor said he would die. Poor uncle Ivan began crying and going insane, tearing out his hair, until someone showed up with a glass of water from the holy spring and gave the boy to drink. Almost immediately the fever dropped and the next day he was better.


“This was a big miracle and soon as the word got around that the spring healed the sick, people started coming to live here. After a while there were over three hundred families. That's why the town is called Sroailov."


The Holy Ruziner understood that "Sroail" was none other than the Baal Shem Tov.

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Advice of Rav 
Yehuda Zev Segal
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A man who was out of work for a very long time, called his Rosh Yeshivah, Rav Yehuda Zev Segal, zt”l, to seek his advice regarding a job offer that was presented to him. 


He explained to his Rebbe that the opportunity seemed very promising, but it was likely to lead to some Machlokes (disputes) among a number of other people if he would pursue it. 


The Rosh Yeshivah advised against taking the offer. The man was upset, and explained that he had no source of income and he really needed the job, but the Rosh Yeshivah encouraged him to place his trust in Hashem, and gave him his Brachos. 


He explained that no good can come out from anything when Machlokes is involved. Shortly after, the business in which this man had been offered a position

collapsed and closed down, and a better opportunity for work became available for him where he became a partner in a successful company!

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rav Aryeh Levine and

The Crying Woman
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A woman once came to Rav Aryeh Levine’s home. She pleaded, “Please just let me sit and cry before you.” 


He replied kindly, “You may surely sit, and you may even cry— but not before me. Direct your tears to Hashem, the One Who listens to weeping and hears the cries of His people.” 


The woman took a seat and cried, and in between her tears she described to Rav Aryeh Levine her sad situation. Rav Aryeh asked her not to cry so much, and said that Hashem has so much mercy and He will surely help. 

But a few days later the woman returned to tell him that the person she had been Davening for had passed away. She now cried with new tears, and Reb Aryeh did his best to comfort her. 

She said, “I will accept your calming words, but I have a question. What became of the thousands of tears I

cried over saying Tehilim? Was it all for nothing?” 

Rav Aryeh gently answered, “After 120 years, and you come before the Heavenly Court, you will see how many severe and harsh  decrees against the Jewish people were tom up, all because of those precious and holy tears that you have cried. Not one teardrop goes to waste! Hashem counts them like pearls and

treasures them!” 

The woman smiled and tears of happiness flowed down her cheeks.


Sometime later she came back to visit Rav Aryeh and she said, “Dear Rabbi, please tell me those beautiful words again. What happened with all those tears?” Rav Aryeh Levine taught her that no Tefilah ever goes to waste, but it is cherished by Hashem forever!

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
From Skinhead to

Orthodox Jew

By Michael Gros
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After the Iron Curtain was lifted in Europe twenty years ago, a surprising thing occurred – thousands of people who had been raised as gentiles came to the startling realization that they were actually Jews. Poland is home to thousands of such stories. During the Holocaust and under Communist rule, many Jews there hid their identities and continued to conceal them even after the fall of Communism. On their deathbeds, some of them have revealed their true identities to their children or grandchildren. Other people found out from old family records or through other means.


Once they discover their roots, people often turn to Rabbi Michael Schudrich, an American who has been the Chief Rabbi of Poland since 2004. Rabbi Schudrich has been the guide for multitudes of Jews to return to Torah Judaism. They turn to him for guidance and direction, and he tries to help them to reclaim their proud heritage that had been hidden for so many years.


Several years ago, Zbiszek, a 52 year-old man from Bialystock, came to Rabbi Schudrich's office in Warsaw. Zbiszek told him that his mother had passed away four months earlier. Following the funeral, Zbiszek was approached by several neighbors who told him astonishing news - this woman who had raised him, whom he knew to be his mother, was not his actual biological mother.


They told Zbiszek that he had been born Jewish. In 1942, as Jews throughout Poland were being exterminated, Zbiszek's Jewish parents gave him to the woman for adoption in case they were killed. His biological parents did not survive the Holocaust, and so the woman raised Zbiszek as her own son.


She had risked her life to save him during the war, and so she never wanted him to know the truth. She swore her neighbors to secrecy, and they dutifully remained silent for five decades. Now that she had passed away, they decided it was time to reveal the secret.


Zbiszek trembled when he first heard the news and didn't know what to do. He spent a long time in deep introspection. Should he continue living his comfortable life as a Christian, as he had been raised, or should he embrace his newfound religion, of which he knew nothing?


Zbiszek decided he wanted to live proudly as a Jew, but didn't know how. So here he was in Rabbi Schudrich's office, looking for answers. Zbiszek told the rabbi that he felt most guilty that he never had a "Jewish baptism."


Rabbi Schudrich calmed his fears and taught him the basics of Judaism. Zbiszek spent the next few years studying together with Rabbi Schudrich and attending classes in the community. Today he goes by Zecharya Asher, and is an active member of the Polish Jewish community.


Another unique story is that of Pawel Bramson. He was raised in an observant Catholic family. As a teenager, he joined a skinhead gang. He was virulently anti-Jewish, anti-black and anti-Gypsy.


At age eighteen, Pawel married his Catholic high school girlfriend, a fellow skinhead, and they had two children. Four years later Pawel's wife decided to investigate some nagging questions that she had about her family's background. She eventually found her maternal grandparents listed on a register of Warsaw Jews, along with Pawel's maternal grandparents.


The news shook Pawel. The Jews that he had always reviled were actually his own people!


Pawel's wife decided to begin serving Shabbat meals and introduced other mitzvot into their home. Pawel confronted his parents and although they acknowledged the truth, they reacted with unease. They even pressured Pawel to urge his wife stop serving Shabbat meals, and to sweep her Judaism back under the rug. They had hidden their Judaism from their own children out of fear of anti-Semitism, and the religious life that Pawel's wife was beginning to explore represented what to them was profound danger.
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Pawel or Pinchas Bramson


It took Pawel a long time to accept the reality of his identity. He struggled with it, unsure of whether he wanted to embrace Judaism or not. But eventually he and his wife decided to live as Orthodox Jews. Pawel now goes by the name Pinchas and is studying to become a schochet, a ritual slaughterer.


Pawel has three brothers, one who is his twin. The twin still believed in many of the anti-Semitic myths that Pawel had rejected. And yet he has been influenced by Pawel's religious growth in some small ways.


One Friday night, Pawel's twin brother tried calling him on his cell phone but could not reach him. The twin went to the synagogue to try to find him, but Pawel was not there. That Friday night the synagogue had only nine men in attendance, just one short of a minyan. So when Pawel's brother walked in, Rabbi Schudrich asked him if he could stay in the synagogue to be the tenth man. He said yes.


Such is the rebirth of Jews in Poland. Even Jews far removed from Judaism, with seemingly no connection, still have a tiny spark of Judaism deep inside them. With the right impetus, that spark can ignite into the beautiful fire of a proud Jewish soul.

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org This article originally appeared in The Jewish Press
The Great Violinist

Joshua Bell

Rebbetzin Henny Machlis a’h taught the following lesson:


A certain rabbi loved every Jew very much. He once went to speak in the Diamond District in


Tel Aviv. The first question they asked him was, “Why do you usually hang out with the lowclass people?” 


So he said, “When you find a diamond and it’s dirty, do you throw it out?” 
“No, we polish it.” 


He said, “I do the same. Every Jew is even more precious than a diamond.”
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There was a fellow who was playing his violin in the subway. He had his violin case open, and for 45 minutes he was playing. And 1,000 people passed by and only six people stopped and listened for a while. He collected $32 in his case. Afterward it was revealed that this was Joshua Bell, one of the world’s greatest violinists, and he was using a violin that was worth $3.5 million. People just didn’t notice. They just didn’t take the time to listen.


So I want to say that really everybody around us is like Joshua Bell. Everybody is important. Everybody is special. We really have to work harder to love every Jew like ourselves and to see their uniqueness, their specialness. We don’t know who anybody is.


May we always be of the students of Avraham, with an ayin tova. May we strive to see all the good that Hashem bestows upon us, and around us: the good in our world, the good in our lives, the good in those around us, as well as the good within ourselves

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of A Short Vort by Mrs. Michal Horowitz.

The Lesson of the

Ferocious Dog
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Reb Dovid Budnik zt'l (the Saraf of Novardok) was once in a forest near Mezritch meditating on mussar. Suddenly a ferocious dog charged forward and bit him and Reb Dovid fainted. 


Other students of Novardok, who were also meditating in the forest, saw what happened and revived him. They asked, "Why were you so afraid? Did you learn in Novardok to be afraid of dogs?"


"I wasn’t afraid of the dog," Reb Dovid replied. "I realize that the dog was sent by Hashem, because nothing happens on its own, so why should I be afraid of it? So why did I faint? I'll tell you. I saw the fire in the dog's eyes, and I felt the heat of its breath, and I perceived the fiery passion a creature can have when doing

Hashem's will. 


“I asked myself, Dovid, did you ever say kriyas Shema with so much fervor?
Did you ever wear tefillin with hislahavus like this? That's why I fainted." 

Let's return to Reb Dovid's words, "I realize that the dog was sent by Hashem." We too, must know that everything that occurs is from Hashem, at times, through the messages and desires that Hashem plants in people's (or animal's) hearts

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
The Chasid Who Had an Anger-Control Problem


A person said to his rebbe: "Rebbe, I have an anger-control issue."


The rebbe gave him some advice to help control is anger. Among them, to always speak serenely, as the Ramban writes in his famous letter, "You should always speak serenely to everyone at all times, and this will save you from anger…" 

And he advised him to be mevater, and let the other person have his way. Then, the rebbe said, "I want to speak with you some more about this, only there is an urgent issue I must speak with my gabai about. It will only take a few moments, and then we can continue our conversation. Please wait outside, and when I finish come in. The gabai may tell you that visiting hours are over, and the door is closed for the day, but don’t pay attention to him. Just tell him that I said you can come in."


The gabai came in to the rebbe's room, and the rebbe told him, "The man who just left the room is trying to overcome his anger. I want you to get him angry… Let’s see if he can control himself."


The rebbe said these words loud. From outside the room, the man heard it, and he knew that the gabai is going to test him.


The gabai left the rebbe's room and locked it. 

The man said, "The rebbe told me I should return as soon as he finishes speaking with you."


"I'm sorry. The door is closed. You can speak with the rebbe tomorrow night at eight."


The man wanted to get angry, but he knew that this was a test. So he spoke serenely, 
"Please ask the rebbe. I know that he wants me to return."


"Sorry. I can't permit that. Even I’m not going back today."


The man was tempted to push the large gabai aside and knock on the rebbe's door, but then he remembered the rebbe's counsel to be mevater.


"O. K." the man said. "You win. I'll come back tomorrow."


Just then the rebbe opened the door, and he said, "You told me that you have a problem with anger, but I see that you handle matters very nicely."


The man replied, "The wall of the rebbe's room isn't insulated, and when the rebbe speaks loudly, it can be heard in the outer room. I heard you tell the gabai to test me. I knew it was a test, so it was easy to control my anger."


The rebbe said, "You’re being tested not only now. At home, in business, or anywhere, be aware that your anger is being tested all the time. Heaven wants to see whether you can pass the test. If you remember this, you will be able to pass all tests."

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

It Once Happened

Rebbe Levi Yitzchak’s Heavenly Promise to the Generous Jew

All of the townspeople turned out to bid farewell to their friend, one of the most respected citizens of the town of Uman. Now an old graybeard, he had decided to set out for the Holy Land, there to spend his last days, and to be buried in the holy soil when the time came.


It was only a few months later that they heard the news: he had suddenly returned to Uman after only having spent a few days in Israel. No one could understand why he had suddenly come back, and he made no reply to their repeated questions.


He had been back in his hometown only a short while before he took ill and summoned the officials of the Chevra Kadisha (burial society), for he had something of great importance to tell them. They came without delay, but when they arrived the man lay in his bed and chatted randomly about this and that, coming to no particular point. They left disappointed, and were surprised when the man called for them again the following day. They were reluctant to go, but their sense of duty won out and they arrived at his sickbed only to have the whole scene of the previous day repeat itself.
On the Third Day, the Chevra

Kadisha Refused to Come


The officials listened for a while and then left, concluding that the unfortunate man was not in his right mind. When on the third day the officials of the Chevra Kadisha were summoned again, they flatly refused to come. This time, however, the old man begged their indulgence, promising to explain his behavior of the preceding two days.


The officials assembled around the old man's bed, and he turned to them with these words: "When I was a young man I used to do business traveling from town to town buying and selling merchandise. Since most of my business took me to the vicinity of Berdichev, I used to be sure to stop over for a day or so in order to see the tzadik Rebbe Levi Yitzchak who lived there.


"One morning I stopped in Berdichev and went straight to the Rebbe's house. The Rebbe stood wrapped in his talit, deep in prayer, and I was unwilling to interrupt him, so I sat down in an adjoining room to wait. As I sat absorbed in my own thoughts, I was disturbed by a group of angry people who hustled past me into the Rebbe's study. 
The Struggling Money Changer


“From the bits of conversation I overheard, I gathered that the man was a poor fellow who earned his living by money-changing. As he had no money of his own, all his transactions were accomplished with borrowed money. The day before, three hundred rubles had disappeared from his house, and he was accusing the young maid who worked in his house of stealing it. Her parents pleaded their daughter's innocence, and all were engaged in an angry screaming match.


“Finally, the Rebbe interrupted, saying, 'It is clear to me that this young woman is completely innocent, and the accusation is erroneous. It is also apparent that the money is truly missing. But where it is that I cannot discern.”


He paced the floor several minutes more, and then said, 'If a person who would give me the three hundred rubles for this man, I would promise him a place next to me in the World to Come!'


"When I heard that I presented myself to the Rebbe with three hundred rubles in my hand. 'Would you put that promise into writing?' I asked the tzadik. 'Of course,' he said and I handed over the money. The Rebbe then gave the money to the poor money-changer, and said to him, 'I give you my blessing that you will never suffer a loss again.' Then, he turned to the young woman and said, 'Because you have been falsely accused I give you my blessing that you will make a good match.' The little group then left the study of the tzadik happy and contented.

Reminding the Tzadik of His Promise


"When I had the chance I reminded the tzadik of his promise, and he called to his attendant for a pen, ink and paper. He wrote out a short note and folded it double. He gave it to me saying, 'You must never read this note, nor reveal its contents to another soul. On the day which you sense is your last on earth, call the officials of the Chevra Kadisha and give them this note, asking that they place it inside your grave.'


"My joy was immeasurable as I took the note from his hand. To preserve it I had a bookbinder enclose it in the cover of my prayer book. When I left for the Holy Land I forgot the prayer book. When I realized I didn't have it, I was shocked. After a little reflection on the matter, I decided to return at once. 

“Then when I fell ill I called for you, but when you arrived, I felt better, so I realized that my last day had not yet come. The same thing happened the second day. I hope that you gentlemen will forgive me. But, today, I feel my end is near, and so I entrust you to follow the instructions of the tzadik, and put this note in my grave."

Hands Over the Precious Note


The old man handed over the precious note, and soon after, he departed this world. The officials were curious to know the contents of the note, and they reasoned that although the tzadik had forbidden the man to read it, the prohibition surely didn't extend to them. After the funeral was concluded they took the little note and unfolded it and found these words, "Open for him the gates of the Garden of Eden. Levi Yitzchak the son of Sarah."

Reprinted from the Parshat Pinchas 5752/1992 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
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