Shabbos Stories for

Parshas mattos-masei 5778
Volume 9, Issue 44     21 Tammuz 5778/ July 14, 2018
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
How Rabbi Shimshon Pincus Saved His Student’s Marriage
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A couple from Ofakim in Israel contacted Rabbi Shimshon Pincus concerning various problems that had beset them in their home. During the course of the conversation Rabbi Pincus asked to speak privately with the husband. He said to him, “I’ve noticed that you barely smile, is there something wrong?"


The husband replied, "Yes, my front teeth are broken and ugly, and I don’t feel comfortable smiling and exposing them to people." The Rabbi asked if there was a way of treating the problem; the husband replied that with advanced dental care, his teeth could be restored to their natural look.


"So why are you neglecting the treatment?" Asked the rabbi warmly, and the husband replied, "I cannot afford the enormous expense of the treatment."


"So?" Rabbi Shimshon asked him the following question: "Tell me, how much will the treatment cost you?" The man mentioned a very high sum, though Rav Shimshon was not deterred, he immediately wrote a check for the entire amount. He said, "Please use this check to repair your teeth, because in my opinion many of your problems are simply due to the fact that you barely smile", fix your teeth and then we’ll speak"...
The Husband Began to Smile


Needless to say, the situation at home improved dramatically after the husband began to smile.


This story was recounted by Rabbi Avraham Deutsch, who added an equally wonderful continuation.


Rabbi Deutsch approached Rabbi Pincus and asked: "I know that you are very precise when it comes to expenses at home, even the necessary ones – how could it be that the Rav wrote out a check of such a large sum for ‘another’ just like that?!"


Rav Pincus scolded his student and said "One who doesn’t feel another Jew like a son, lacks perfection in the service of G-d - so I would like to ask you: 'if he was called 'Pincus' wouldn’t I have spent that kind of money on him?
Bottle-Feeding a Premature Baby


This was the noble way of Rabbi Pincus zt "l: to feel the 'other' - as his son, and by this approach it is no wonder how he was able to humble himself and travel every day for two weeks in a row to the infant department of the Hadassah hospital in Jerusalem to bottle-feed a premature baby, to offer himself as having enough spare time on the eve of Passover for a lonely widow who did not even know his name, to travel from Ofakim to Jerusalem back and forth in the middle of the night to help a yeshiva student in distress, and many more countless acts of kindness, some of which are known to us, and some which will remain undisclosed.
 

Reprinted from the website of Hidabroot.com From the recommended book ‘VeOhavav Ketzeit Hashemesh Bigvurato', courtesy of the Dirshu website
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An important man once appeared to the Baal Shem Tov in a dream. "I have no peace in this World of the Hereafter. My soul cannot rest, for my son, who lives in Paris, does not follow the Torah way of life."


On the following day the Baal Shem Tov set out for Paris to see what he could do. When he arrived in the city, it was already night time. The horses stopped of their own accord before a large mansion. The Baal Shem Tov told his attendant to knock upon the gate.


"This is no hotel," said the gatekeeper angrily, ordering them to go on.


The Baal Shem Tov told his attendant to knock again until finally the master and his wife were awakened by the tumult. When the good woman saw the dignified features and regal bearing of the Baal Shem Tov seated in the carriage, she begged her husband to let him stay with them.


"We have such a large house with so many empty rooms and no children to fill them. Let us at least take in this man and let him stay for as long as he desires."


The master finally gave in to his wife's request and a room was prepared for the Baal Shem Tov.


The next day the Baal Shem Tov told his attendant to spread the word that a miracle worker had come to town. That very day people began streaming to the mansion, requesting an audience with the Baal Shem Tov.


When the mistress of the house noticed all the activity centered around her guest she inquired of the visitors what they wished. They told her why they had come, each with his personal request, and entrusted her with their donation for charity. The good woman handled all the financial transactions of her important guest and realized that between the monies coming in from donations, and the monies being distributed to the poor and needy, when all was said and done there was none left for the Baal Shem Tov.


Then, when the results of the miracle worker's potions and advice soon filtered back, the woman was convinced that her guest was indeed a holy man possessed of wondrous powers. She began pleading with her husband that he approach the Baal Shem Tov on her behalf.


"We have been married for so many years and have not been blessed with children. This holy man will surely be able to help us."


Much against his will, the husband finally agreed to speak to his guest.

"What kind of business do you own?" asked the Baal Shem Tov when his host finally came to him.


"I have a wine distillery,"came the reply.


"Do you produce any kosher wine?"


"No."


"Well, then," said the Baal Shem Tov, "when the next harvest is ready, make some kosher wine and bring it to Mezhibuz. You will make a handsome profit."


The wine manufacturer laughed to himself, for he made a very profitable business without producing kosher wine. He just shrugged his shoulders and said that the harvest was still a long time off and he would see. Then he mentioned his personal request, his desire for children.


The Baal Shem Tov gave the man several medicines for his wife and told him that next year at this time she would give birth to a son. The wine merchant had little hope for these medicines as his wife had already consulted the most famous doctors without results.


The Baal Shem Tov bade his hosts farewell and left. The woman took the potions that he had given her and in three months' time found herself with child.


When the wine merchant saw that the rabbi's blessing had come true, he decided to make the kosher wine after all and to bring it to Mezhibuz. He would then take the opportunity to invite the Baal Shem Tov to the brit which would surely take place in the near future.


When the wine was ready, he loaded the barrels into several wagons and set forth for his destination. He traveled for several days and eventually found himself in a deep forest. Night fell and the merchant wished to stop for the night. He jumped off the wagon and went to seek some house or shelter. But the driver had not noticed his master get off and continued driving on.


Suddenly the driver realized that his master was not inside and began shouting for him. He went back part of the way, calling his master all the while, but could find no trace of him. After an extensive search he decided to return home. When the mistress of the house heard that her husband was lost she hurried back to the forest to seek him but was forced to return home empty handed and disappointed.


The master's search for shelter was rewarded. He spied a light and walked towards it. He found a group of men within a small shack, many of whom he recognized as Paris acquaintances, seated around a table playing cards. He joined them, staking all his money on the game. He lost it all.


His acquaintances suggested that he take one last fling and put up his clothes as stakes against the money he had lost. He lost this last game also and was seized by his creditors. They stripped him of his clothing, heedless of his cries for mercy. He begged them to let him keep his clothes until he returned home for others but they just threw him out of the hut in his undignified state.


The merchant wandered around helplessly in his white underclothing. Suddenly he spied a shepherd from afar. He ran towards him to seek help, but the shepherd could not distinguish the living form in the dimness of the dawn and thought that he was seeing a ghost. The merchant pursued the fleeing shepherd until he caught up with him by his cottage. 

When the shepherd saw that his pursuer was indeed flesh and blood he invited him in and refreshed him with food and drink. The merchant then said that he had been attacked by a band of robbers who had stripped him of his very clothes. He was naturally ashamed to admit that he had lost everything at cards. The shepherd had pity upon the man and gave him some clothing.


The merchant thus began a half year of wandering which had a considerable effect on him. As he began frequenting synagogues and Torah study-halls, his respect and desire for Torah knowledge grew all the while. The man eventually became a chasid of the Baal Shem Tov during this period, and once went to spend a Shabbos with him.


He sat down at the table with the other chasidim and no one paid him any particular attention. The Baal Shem Tov offered his guest a drink of wine but the man was suddenly taken aback. The label on the bottle testified that this was the very brand that he produced in Paris and was therefore unkosher wine.


The Baal Shem Tov laughed at his guest's consternation and reassured him, "I know who you are. This is your wine, isn't it? Well, have to qualms, for this is the special wine that I asked you to make and bring to me. Your wagons are situated just a little way out of Mezhibuz. Now go and sell the wine and return home to your wife who is about to give birth to a son."


The man gladly followed the Baal Shem Tov's advice and was soon reunited with his wife. As predicted by The Baal Shem Tov, she gave birth to a son. The wine merchant became a G-d fearing observant Jew and Torah scholar in Paris.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Lightly edited and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from the English edition of Tales of the Baal Shem Tov (vol. 2, pp.. 216-221) by Y. Y. Klapholtz, as translated by Sheindel Weinbach.

Biographical notes: Rabbi Yisrael ben Eliezer [of blessed memory: 18 Elul 5458 - 6 Sivan 5520 (Aug. 1698 - May 1760 C.E.)], the Baal Shem Tov ["Master of the Good Name"-often referred to as "the Besht" for short], a unique and seminal figure in Jewish history, revealed his identity as an exceptionally holy person, on his 36th birthday, 18 Elul 5494 (1734 C.E.), and made the until-then underground Chasidic movement public. He wrote no books, although many works claim to contain his teachings. One available in English is the excellent annotated translation of Tzava'at Harivash, published by Kehos.

Connection: The Weekly Reading of Pinchas gives details on the daily, weekly, monthly and holiday offerings on the altar, all of which had to be accompanied by kosher wine libations.

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5778 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com
The Shocking Mechutan

As Rebbe Boruch'l of Mezhibuz zt'l approached the outskirts Zhitomir, the people of Zhitomir came out to greet him. A simple man also came along with the throngs of Yidden to greet Rebbe Boruch'l. This simple person came from a non-prestigious family, and there was also an old lashon hara on him, so people didn’t respect him much, although he had become wealthy. 

Rebbe Boruch'l sat in his wagon greeting the people of Zhitomir. When the simple man gave his hand in greeting, Rebbe Boruch'l invited him to join him in his wagon, and they traveled the rest of the way to Zhitomir together. 

The people of Zhitomir were shocked. Several respected people were present, among them very wealthy people and prominent Torah scholars. Why did the Rebbe choose to honor that person, whom they degraded? But they didn’t dare say anything. 

As they traveled, Rebbe Boruch'l asked the simple person whether he could stay at his home. The simple person was overjoyed with this merit. The people of Zhitomir were upset about that too, because from all the prominent people of the city, why should the Rebbe be hosted specifically in his home? Of course, they didn’t say anything, out of respect for Rebbe Boruch'l.


Despite their misgivings, Shabbos was very uplifting and inspirational for the entire city. On Sunday people thronged to the Rebbe for a brachah. The simple host also came for a brachah. 


The Rebbe asked him, "Do you have children in shidduchim?" 


The man replied, "Yes, I have a daughter of marriageable age, and that's why I came to the Rebbe, to ask for a brachah..." 


The Rebbe said, "I have a son…" and the Rebbe asked whether he agrees to be meshadech together. 


The simple man was overjoyed. The Rebbe shook his hand, "Mazal Tov! Mazal Tov!" 


The news of the unusual shidduch spread quickly. The people of Zhitomir were confounded. Why would Rebbe Boruch'l, a grandson of the Baal Shem Tov zy'a, take a simple mechutan? Their main concern was because of the man's reputation. Twenty years earlier, that man was accused of severe sins, and was harassed and humiliated in public, so others shouldn’t follow his example. Is it fitting for him to be the Rebbe's mechutan? 


The people of Zhitomir didn’t think it was necessary to tell Rebbe Boruch'l about that man's history, but now, they felt they had to speak up for the Rebbe's honor, and for the honor of the Baal Shem Tov. They told the Rebbe their concerns. "He committed grave sins twenty years ago, and who knows what's happening now…" 


The Rebbe moaned, "When I first saw him in the outskirts of Zhitomir, I felt a strong desire to be his mechutan. That's the reason I asked him if I could stay at his home. When he came to me on Sunday, I once again desired immensely to be mechutanim. It seemed to me that it was destined from heaven. And now that I hear your concerns, I will think about it and get back to you." 


There used to be a great Rebbe in Zhitomir called the Or HaMeir, and Rebbe Boruch'l went to visit his almanah, to honor her. She said, "Yesterday I found out that you are a true tzaddik, a gadol hador." 


Pointing to a window, she said, "My husband and I stood near that window twenty years ago when they were pulling your mechutan through the streets of Zhitomir to embarrass him. They were shouting, 'this shall be the punishment for those who do disgraceful things in Yisrael.' 


“My husband, zt'l said, 'Look how everyone is running after a person, a tzaddik, who's totally clean from sin. I hope that I will be so clean from sins when I will be brought to the court in heaven after my lifetime. In the merit of his humiliation, he will merit being a mechutan with one of the tzaddikei hador.' 


“So when I heard that you made a shidduch with him, I knew that you are a tzaddik hador…" 


The almanah's words quickly spread through the Jewish community. Everyone rejoiced. They immediately went to the simple man's home and wrote the tena'im with joy and happiness.


This story is an example of the immense benefits one earns by remaining silent when humiliated.

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
The Wisdom of the Or HaChaim HaKadosh

When the Or HaChaim HaKadosh zy'a lived in Morocco, he taught this Mishnah to his community, and advised them to follow this path. He said, "The week has six workdays. It's sufficient to work on Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday. Leave Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday for Torah. I guarantee that your parnassah won't be less because of it." 


His community followed his advice, and indeed, they had parnassah just like before. They saw that they could spend a substantial amount of time learning Torah each week, and Hashem supports them. This went on for many years. 


Then the Or HaChaim left Morocco, and moved to Eretz Yisrael. The community in Morocco gradually began to work more, and eventually, they were back to a six day workweek. 


But they admitted that that w77orking extra didn’t grant them more money. They were just as well off during the years they followed the Or HaChaim's (and the Mishnah's) counsel to "work less and to study Torah."

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
Making Hashem Happy


During the Holocaust, people were amazed to see Rebbe Pinchas of Ustila zy'a (the son-in-law of Rebbe Yissacher Dov of Belz zy'a) learning Torah with immense hasmadah. How did he have the stamina to put aside all the pain and devastation and delve into Torah study? 


People asked him about this, and he replied, "People asked my father-in-law this very same question in World War I. People couldn’t understand how he had the peace of mind to study Torah then. 


He explained that during hard times it’s even more important to study Torah. Because the Mishnah says, 'When a person has pain… the Shechinah says, 'My head hurts. My arms hurt, which means Hashem suffers together with us. We are living in a time when Klal Yisrael is in distress, and Hashem is certainly suffering together with us. It’s our obligation to make Hashem happy, and nothing brings joy to Hashem like a Yid who learns Torah."

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
If Necessary, I 
Will Do It Myself

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon


Yisroel related, “It was nine years ago, (in Tishrei of 5769/2008) when I was greeted by a member of the Chabad community, and he offered to help me do a mitzvah. I was touched by his concern for another Jew and his warmth and understanding, and in a short time I became a regular at the Chabad Shul.


While every time I began fulfilling another mitzvah, I felt wonderful, however, I can’t say it was easy. At that point I was already married and had some children, however, my wife and children did not join me for this uplifting experience. 


My wife respected my wishes and didn’t request that I take her shopping on the Sabbath, but she didn’t observe it. She knew I wanted a special meal and would prepare food for me, but couldn’t understand why I won’t eat the freshly cooked food she specifically prepared for me on Sabbath day for the Sabbath meal. I would only eat the cold stuff from yesterday.


Our children continued to play with their friends and neighbors in the neighborhood, and didn’t accept the change that certain foods can no longer be eaten. 


To put it mildly, although I was still respected as the head of the house and being a decent provider, my family and associates thought I just lost it.


For seven years, I was becoming stronger in my observance; I was putting on tefillin every weekday, studying some Torah thoughts almost every day. However, my lifelong friends were concerned that I went over the deep end.


Then two years ago, I was going through a difficult situation and I would silently pray to Hashem; “You know what I am enduring with, but I have continued fulfilling Your mitzvos. Please show me a sign that You appreciate my sacrifices. It is so difficult when one is on their own, without the support of their loved ones. Please give me a sign that You are with me, and are supporting me.”


However, I was disappointed. No sign from Above and then doubt began creeping in. Maybe my family and friends are correct? Maybe I am taking it too far? Maybe being kind and respectful to others is sufficient? Why do you have to be different?

It came to a point that I said to myself, they are correct. I will stop this. I will go back to my old way of life. Without mentioning it to anyone, even my dear wife, being that I made that decision, I got into my vehicle to go to the upscale [non-kosher steak] restaurant that I hadn’t patronized in these last seven years. 
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At that moment the Chabad Shliach called me. Now you have to realize, this is the first time he called me in all those seven years. Not that he wasn’t warm to me. To the contrary he was extremely understanding and would speak to me quite often in the shul, or when he met me at a function. But perhaps he didn’t want to stress out my family, so no calls when I was at home.


My first thought was, isn’t this the sign from Above that I was looking for, and I should stop this madness. But as the conversation ended, I said to myself, no, it just happened that he called to see if I know someone etc., and I began driving.


Ten minutes later, one of the men that daven with me at the Chabad Shul called. Once again, I had the question, is this the sign which I prayed for, but at the end of the conversation, I dismissed it.


Then as I pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, I received one more phone call. This time it was from the person that gave me the initial inspiration to come closer to the ways of the Torah and mitzvos. He created the connection I have with the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe. but as the conversation ended, I got out of my car, entered the restaurant and ordered a delicious [but treif] steak.


As everyone knows, it takes some time for the steak to be prepared, so I ordered a salad that would be ready in five minutes and began sipping from the glass of water.

A minute later, a young man ran into the restaurant and seeing me he asked “Are you Jewish?” I wasn’t wearing my kippa, and didn’t know why of all people sitting there he asked me, but hearing the frantic sound in his voice, I replied “Yes.”


He then said, there is an elderly gentleman down the block, lying on the sidewalk, and speaking gibberish. I believe he is Jewish and saying something in the language of the Jews. Please help that man.


I immediately got up, as my steak won’t be ready for some twenty minutes anyways and followed him to the elderly gentleman. The other man was correct, the elderly gentleman was speaking in Hebrew and saying, his foot is hurting him.  


I asked him if I could help him, if he lives nearby and he replied, he tripped and needs help to walk to his car a block away. Helping him up to his feet, we saw that it wasn’t broken and I thanked the other person and assisted this elderly gentleman to his vehicle.


As he sat down in his car, he turned to me and asked, “Are you a Lubavitcher?”


My mind was in turmoil, what am I supposed to say, as I am about to eat that non-kosher steak. But I replied, “Yes.”


The man said, I really can’t express how thankful I am to you, for what you have done for me just now. I would like to show you my appreciation, but I don’t know how a man of simple means as myself, can give something meaningful. However, since you are a Lubavitcher, I have something special for you.


Many years ago I took a trip to New York. My friends convinced me that on Sunday I should go to the grand Rabbi and receive his blessing. The Rebbe blessed me and gave me a dollar. I carried that dollar in my wallet for all these years. I know you, as one of the Rabbi’s followers would appreciate it. So please accept it as my expression of appreciation.


Yisroel concluded his narrative and said, “You understand, at that point I went to my car and sat there for a few minutes. I was overcome with emotions. I realized that Hashem sent me three messages, but I ignored them. So Hashem sent me a message directly from the [great tzadik, the Lubavitcher] Rebbe himself. There was no mistake about it, my sacrifices are appreciated, and my observance since then is much stronger.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5778 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon, a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Lubavithcer Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

Give My Regards to

The G-d of America

Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, told the following story: A poor man bought a ticket to sail the Atlantic Ocean to go to America. Before leaving, he came to the Tchortkover Rebbe, zt”l, to say goodbye. 


The Rebbe asked why he was leaving, and the man explained, “It has become very difficult to do business here, and America has more opportunities. That’s why I’m making the move to go there.” 


The Tchortkover Rebbe gave him a Brachah, and then added, “When you get there, send regards to the G-d of America.” 


The man was shocked to hear this. He said, “What does the Rebbe mean? The G-d of America is the same G-d that’s here!” 


The Rebbe said, “That’s exactly my point. Hashem is here too. If that is so, why do you need to move to America? You can become wealthy here, just as you can be successful in America. Hashem has unlimited ways to help people, no matter where they are.” 


The man realized that the Rebbe was correct and he reconsidered his plans to go to America, and he remained in Europe. Shortly after he decided to stay and miss his ship, news came that the ship he was supposed to be on, the Titanic, did not make it to its destination!

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah.

The Power of

Answering Amen
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Rabbi Yoel Gold


Now we’re in the beginning of the three weeks, the time when we mourn for the destruction of the Bet Hamikdash which was destroyed because of senseless and baseless hatred. The antidote to baseless hatred is to have Emunah that Hashem runs the world and the knowledge that no one can hurt you unless Hashem allows it to happen. 

There’s an amazing story from Rabbi Yoel Gold showing the hand of Hashem. One day a boy from our community who was studying in Israel for a few years wasn’t feeling good and became very weak. This went on for a few months, so his mother came to Israel and took him to get checked out at the doctor.

The Early Stages of Kidney Failure

They diagnosed him to have the early stages of kidney failure. Immediately he was [placed on dialysis and] added on to the kidney registry that would take close to eight years for someone to receive a healthy kidney, so they began to pray for a miracle since he was so low down on the list [and most people only survive five years on dialysis.]

The boy happened to be reading the book called “Just one word, Amen” [that adovated the spiritual benefits of answering amen to blessings]. The following week his mother was attending a class and heard about an idea to make an “Amen” party which is a party where everyone brings a dish that they prepare. They all say berachot on the food as everyone at the party answers Amen! The mother asked who would like to help me with this Amen party? One young girl answered to the affirmative. 

Just three days after that Amen party, they received a call that a kidney became available from a man in Texas who just passed away but was a perfect match with all six antigens that matched perfectly to this boy. It’s like a one in 10 million chance, like getting all six numbers correct in the pick 6 lottery. He was immediately moved to the top of the list to receive the new kidney. 

The operation was a success and on top of that the young girl who offered to help with the Amen party started to date the boy and they eventually got married. Everything was wonderful and you would think that this would be the end of the story but it wasn’t. Everything was fine for about 10 years until he started to not feel well again. It turned out that the kidney he got only had a shelf life of around 10 years since it came from a deceased person. 

So now the younger brother who always looked up to his older brother secretly got himself tested and he also turned out to be a perfect 6 antigen match. The chances for such a match are so rare to happen once let alone twice. They did the kidney transplant from his younger brother and now it’s a year later and his new kidney is functioning normally and he’s living healthy again. 

May we also know that Hashem runs the world so there should be no baseless hatred among the Jewish people which led to the destruction of the Bet Hamikdash that we’re mourning until this very day during these 3 weeks. 
Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5778 email of Jack Rahmey as based on the Torah of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

Tailor-Made for Jerusalem


It was on a summer day in 1904 that the famous Jerusalem tailor, Reb Shmuel Shneider, knocked on the door of Rabbi Yitzchak Blazar, the renowned rabbi of Petersburg, Russia who had recently settled in the Holy City. He had been summoned by this giant of Torah and Mussar to measure him for a new suit in the style of Jerusalem Jews. 


Unfamiliar with the tailor, who was himself a very learned Torah scholar, Rabbi Blazar welcomed him into his home, assuming that this man with such a distinguished countenance was one of the Torah greats of Jerusalem who had come to greet him. 


After a long discussion between the two on subjects of Torah and Mussar, the tailor rose and said: “Pardon me, but I would like to take your measurements for the suit you ordered.” 


“This is the Yerushalmi tailor,” exclaimed Rabbi Blazar, “and I was not even aware! O Yerushalayim, how privileged you are to have a tailor such as this in your midst!”

Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5778 email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
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