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Once Rabbi Hillel of Paritch was struck with an immense longing to spend Shabbos with his Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Lubavitch. But to realize this desire was quite another matter: it was already late in the week, and the distance from Babroisk (where RebHillel lived at the time) to Lubavitch formidable. There seemed no way to make it to the Rebbe in time for Shabbos.


But then a young chassid offered to make the trip. His sleek new coach and superb horses could do the job, he insisted. However, time was of supreme essence. So Reb Hillel must agree to two condition: they would take the highway (as a rule, Reb Hillel refused to make use of the paved roadway constructed by the wicked czar Nikolai) and Rabbi Hillel would not take too much time with his prayers. Under the circumstances, Reb Hillel agreed.


That night they slept at a wayside inn. In the morning, the young fellow prayed and breakfasted and then looked in on Reb Hillel. Still praying. After a while he checked again - same story. Hours went by, and still the elder chassid continued to pour out his heart before his Creator.


When Reb Hillel finally finished, his companion was quite upset: "I don't understand - you wanted to spend Shabbos with the Rebbe, and you promised to hurry with your prayers. Now you've ruined all our chances of reaching Lubavitch on time!"


Answered Reb Hillel: "Say you wished to journey to the Leipzig fair to purchase some rare merchandise, available nowhere else. But on the way you met another merchant, who is offering the very same wares at a good price. Only a fool would say: 'But I must go to Leipzig!' The purpose of the journey is not some town or another, but the sought-after merchandise.


"Why does one go to the Rebbe, if to not seek his counsel concerning the 'service of the heart', if not to learn how to arouse oneself to the love and awe of G‑d in prayer? So if on the way to Lubavitch my praying goes well, should I dump the merchandise and run to Leipzig?"

Reprinted from the Parshat Mattot-Masei 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Barber Stopped Working On Shabbat and was Amazed

By Daniel Goldstien


Rabbi Yitzchak Zilberstein said that when he once visited Rabbi Eliyahu Broide, Rabbi of the Ramat Hachayal neighborhood in Tel Aviv, Rabbi Broide introduced him to a Torah observant Jew with an interesting story.


"This man," Rabbi Broide said, "was a barber by profession, who kept his salon open on Friday nights. When I asked him why he desecrates Shabbat so blatantly, he explained that many pilots from the air force live in his neighborhood, and since they are busy all week with their flights, the only time they can get a haircut is on Friday night. Therefore there is no way he can close the barbershop during these hours".


Rabbi Broide added that he tried to persuade the man to close the barber shop on Shabbat for one month, and then calculate whether or not it caused him a loss. "I promise you that you will earn 30 percent more than you earned up until now," the rabbi said emphatically.
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The barber decided to give it a try. After closing the barbershop on Friday nights for an entire month, he realized that his profits had grown, not only as the rabbi said, but by 50 percent ... Since then he and his family have become Torah observant.


Rabbi Zilberstein added: "I was very impressed by the story, and I wondered: Is it permissible to test G-d in such a way? After all it says (Deuteronomy 16:16) ‘you shall not test the Lord your G-d’. Though it seems, when it comes to sanctifying the name of G-d, and together with prayer, it is permissible to do so, as Elijah the Prophet did on Mount Carmel.

Rabbi Zilberstein added that he approached his brother-in-law, the Holy Sage Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky with this question. Rabbi Kanievsky quoted a better source from Daniel Chapter 1: When the king said to feed Daniel bread, Daniel asked one of the ministers to feed him only seeds, suggesting a ten day trial to examine whether the seeds will sustain his body, just like meat.


"We see that when it comes to sanctifying G-d’s Name it is permissible to test G-d. Especially when relating to Shabbat, which is the source of all blessing," concludes Rabbi Zilberstein.

Reprinted from the Parashat Mattot-Masei 5778 email of Hidabroot.com

The Benefits of Helping Others
STORY #1

People say, “What you do for others, you do for yourself” and that’s one hundred percent true. If you act kindly towards others, you will only gain from it. Kindness will come back to you. 

A chassan, a week before his chasunah, was riding on the bus. In the seat in front of him there was another chassan, talking to the person seated next to him. They were speaking loudly enough, so the chassan from the behind seat followed their conversation, without even trying to do so. 
A Desire to Get a Brachas from Tzaddik Ploni


That chassan (from in front) was saying, "I wanted to go to tzaddik ploni for a brachah before my wedding, but it's hard to get in. Despite all my attempts, including my father's attempts, I wasn't able to get an appointment…" 

The chassan from the seat behind tapped him on the shoulder and said, "I apologize, but you were speaking loudly and I overheard your conversation. I heard that you want to meet with the tzaddik... My uncle is that tzaddik's son-in-law. I can ask him to set an appointment for you. You can meet with that tzaddik, still this week." 

The chassan was very thankful, and they began speaking about their upcoming weddings. They discovered that they were getting married on the same night, in the same hall! 

"I didn’t know that there were two halls in the Atzulah?" said the chassan in the front seat. When the chassan (who sat behind) came home, he told his father what happened, and said, "I went with you to Petach Tikvah to see the Atzulah hall, and there is only one hall in the building. How can it be that there's another chasunah in that hall, on the same night?" 
The Father Immediately Called the Wedding Hall


The father quickly called the Atzulah. "You never put a down payment, so we booked the hall for someone else," the manager said. It was a week before the wedding, they had already sent invitations, and they found out that they don’t have a hall… 

Some askanim got involved. They arranged for the chasunah be held in an auditorium, two streets away from the Atzulah. The chassan realized that he gained immensely by doing a chessed. When he overheard the chassan yearning to get a brachah from the tzaddik, he could have thought, "It's nice that he has good intentions," and then not get involved. But he went out of his way to do a chessed. In reward, he had a hall in which to celebrate his chasunah. Otherwise, he would have to have his wedding in the hallway of the Atzulah, if that much…!
STORY #2

The following story happened a few years ago: One morning, in a beis medresh after Shacharis, someone approached a wealthy person and said, "My daughter's chasunah is next week, and I don’t have money to pay for the hall, for the caterer, for the musicians, and so on. I'm trying to get a loan, but I didn’t succeed so far. Can you lend me ten thousand dollars?" 

The wealthy man had ten thousand dollars cash in his home. He prepared that money for his own child's upcoming wedding. He kept the money in an old jacket, in his basement. Technically, he could lend the money, but he answered in the way people often answer when someone asks them to lend money. "I don’t know. Maybe. I'll check it out. Call me later…" 

As he was driving home, however, he placed himself in the poor man’s shoes, and he felt sorry for him — just a week before the wedding, without money — and he decided to be moser nefesh to help him. He went down to his basement to get the money, but the jacket wasn't there! Trembling, he asked his wife whether she knew where the jacket went. She told him that she threw out the jacket a day before, because the jacket was old and not being used… She didn’t know that there was money inside. 

Fortunately, the garbage wasn't taken away yet, and he was able to find his jacket and the money. He realized that by helping his fellow man, he had helped himself, because otherwise he wouldn’t know that his jacket was thrown out, until it would be too late to retrieve it.

STORY #3

There's this person from Yerushalayim, who also saw that by helping others, you really help yourself: Someone in his family needed to have a certain medical procedure at Hadassah hospital. He understood that for the success of the procedure, he had to speak with the president of the hospital. But he was a regular person; how could he get a meeting with the big chief? 

He tried calling Reb Elimelech Firer shlita, who has connections in all wards of the hospital. With his help, he could probably get a meeting with the big boss. But Reb Firer wasn't answering the phone. This man was riding in his car, thinking about these matters, when he saw a car in trouble on the shoulder, and the driver was signaling for people to stop and help him. 

At first, this person didn’t want to stop, since he had so much on his mind. But then he thought, "I have nothing to do right now, anyway. I might as well see if I can help." He stopped his car, and almost went into shock when he saw that the owner of that car was the president of the hospital! He didn’t need to call Reb Firer anymore. He helped the car get started as they spoke. Because to help others is to help yourself. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

A Late Friday Night

Kidush in London


In the summertime, Yidden living in London generally accept Shabbos in early, because tzeis hakachovim is so late. One week, a certain family was delayed for some reason, so they davened kabalas Shabbos and Maariv at the later minyan. When the father and children came home and wanted to make kidush, the wife said that she wants to visit their parents, to say 'gut Shabbos' to them. 

"It’s a long time since they saw the grandchildren…" she said. So they went. By the time they returned home, it was the time they usually go to sleep on Friday night. The father didn’t know why it was bashert for them to have such a late Shabbos that week. 

When they were just about finishing the meal, they smelled smoke. They rushed into the kitchen and saw that the hotplate caught fire and the nearby cabinets were burning. On a typical Shabbos, they would be long sleeping by then, and their lives would have been in danger. 

The father of the family says that he learned two things from this. One: when you do for others, you do for yourself, because due to their kibud av ve'eim, they were saved from a fire. Two: whenever you’re delayed, there's a good reason. He didn’t know why he had daven Maariv so late, and then visit their parents. But in retrospect, he realized that it was all for the good.
Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
Connection Between Worlds

By Rabbi David Ashear


For reasons that are beyond us, children don't always get to be raised by their parents. Every soul has a different purpose in this world, and only Hashem knows what it is. He puts each person in the exact circumstances that he needs to be in to fulfill his purpose. 

But even if their parents are not physically with them, they are still with them spiritually. The Gemara tells us, everything a child does positively in this world benefits his parents in the Next World. Every good deed, every blessing he says, every word of Torah he learns can help his parents immensely.


The Sefer Hashem Linegdi brings a story that a Rebbetzin told about herself. It took place over thirty years ago while she was the principal of the institution Keren HaYeled in Israel, an institution which provides a loving home for hundreds of orphans. 

One day, three young girls from the same family arrived. They were Bucharian Jews who had just made Aliyah with their mother, after their father passed away at a young age. Miriam was nine; Leah was seven; and Sofia was five. They had a brother, Reuven, also, who was admitted into the boys division. 

Their mother was not capable of caring for them, so she went to live in a nearby city by herself. The girls did not have a strong foundation in Judaism, but Keren HaYeled helped each one of them grow a great deal.


Years went by. Miriam went on to another place called Ohr HaChaim. There she struggled to keep up with the others, and many times she wanted to leave, but the Rebbetzin's Chizuk kept her going until she became a true Bat Yisrael. 

One night, the Rebbetzin had a dream that she was at Keren HaYeled and a fancy car pulled up and a very tall man with a mustache and a bowtie came out and approached her. He told her, "I am the father of the three girls who came to your school," and he mentioned the family name. "I am overjoyed that they are in your care, and that they are growing religiously. I can't thank you enough." 

The Rebbetzin then told him how hard it is for them to excel because they are still academically behind the other girls. The father replied, "I know how hard it is for them, but please, keep taking care of them and make sure they stay with you and grow."


The Rebbetzin woke up in a sweat. It was five o'clock in the morning. She waited until seven o’clock  and then went to go see Miriam in Ohr HaChaim. She told Miriam about the dream and asked her if she had a picture of her father. Miriam took out a photo and it was exactly the man that the Rebbetzin had seen in her dream. 

They went to go tell the mother about this. After the Rebbetzin finished speaking to her, the mother began to cry, saying, "Today is my husband's yahrtzeit, and he came to me, as well, in my dream at 5 o'clock this morning. He was upset that our son, Reuven, was off the path. He wasn't even putting on Tefilin. He told me it's hurting him so much, and I needed to do something about it." 

Reuven had dropped out of his school a while before and wasn't connected to Judaism at all. This mother was then able to slowly bring back Reuven. Miriam ended up marrying a very religious boy and is raising a beautiful family today. In fact, her eldest daughter recently married a boy who is learning full time. The other girls, as well, have religious families and the mother and Reuven have grown a lot also.


Our deeds are so precious. We can't imagine the effects of each one of them- what they do for us here and what they accomplish in the Upper Worlds. The Next World is very real. We have the power to help the people who are there enjoy it even more. Especially children can help their parents the most.
Reprinted from the July 9, 2018 email of Emuna Daily.
Choosing Between a

Child or a Smartphone


At the time of the Pidyon Haben the Kohen will ask the father "Do you want the money or your son?" Naturally, it is not a question that is meant to indicate an actual real-life choice, and the Kohen would refuse to redeem the child if the father said he preferred the money. The question is intended to send a message to the father about his duties as a parent and how he must always put his child first.

But as children grow up, many fathers work very hard and don’t give the proper time to their children; and the implication could be drawn that they are putting their money ahead of their children. 

Many children today lack a good relationship with their parents because their parents are busy all day at work. Then when the parents come home, they bring their work with them and spend their free time on emails and their cell phones. The children grow up with a lack of the proper guidance and attention. They then look elsewhere for that missing attention like on the streets which can only lead them to trouble! 

There’s a story of a teacher who was marking her students’ homework one night after dinner while her husband was sitting nearby, playing a game on his cell phone.
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Suddenly, tears welled up in her eyes. “Why are you crying my dear?” her husband asked. 

“Yesterday I gave my class a writing assignment called, ‘My Wish’” I told him. 

“OK, and what’s making you cry?” he asked again, keeping one eye on his game. 

“The last paper moved me so much it made me cry.” 

“What about it made you cry?” 

“Listen, I’ll read it to you,” I replied, wiping my eyes. “My parents love their smartphones very much. The care about their smartphones so much that sometimes they forget to care about me. When my father comes home from work tired, he has time for his smartphone but not for me. 

“When my parents are doing some important work and their phones rings, they will answer it right away, but they will not answer me…even when I’m crying. they play games on their phones, but not with me. 

“When they are talking to someone on their phones, they never listen to me, even if I’m telling them something important. So my wish is to become a smartphone.” 

Now it was her husband who was wiping his eyes. “Who wrote this?” he asked quietly. 

I looked up at him and said… “Our son.” 

Let us not sacrifice our family and relationships over the pursuit of material things. Smartphones are here to make our lives easier but not to control us, make us addicted and unsociable.  It’s not too late to return to a real family life, back to the old days when we didn’t have the Internet and computer games. Put down that phone for a while. Talk to your children your spouse or your friends. Set a good example for your children. Whatever you do, they will also do. Talk to the people you love and make sure they feel loved. And you can receive love from them too. 
Reprinted from the Parashat Matot-Massei 5778 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack Rahmey.

The Story of Efriam Boruch

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton





Jews have been a persecuted since the days of Abraham. But one of the most heartbreaking periods of persecution occurred in 19th century Czarist Russia when tens of thousands of young Jewish boys, often under the age of ten, were 'snatched' from their parents at the order of the Czar, inducted into the Russian army, and then brainwashed or tortured until they either 'accepted' the 'truth of Russian Orthodoxy or died.


(There were a very small percentage of Jewish boys called 'Cantonists' who survived and secretly kept some of the commandments)


Our story deals with the sad case of 13-year-old Efriam Boruch. Soldiers swept through his little village on horseback as night was falling and snatched him from the street screaming for help.  


His parents ran from their house when they heard his soul shaking cries - but there was nothing they could do. All that were left were clouds of dust and the faint sounds of their son's weeping over galloping hooves fading into the sunset.


That entire night they wept with broken hearts. But as the sun rose Efriam's father decided his only chance was to travel several days journey to his rich brother, Yitzchak Yehuda, and beg for help.


He hated to do it. Although he himself had trouble eking out a living for his wife and nine children and his brother often offered financial help he always refused, he didn't want to live off charity.


But now it was different.

The Long Difficult Journey


He made the long difficult journey and, sure enough, Yitzchak Yehuda, his brother was not only willing to help, he immediately cancelled all his business appointments and that very day began contacting anyone who might be able to help.


First, he had to locate the boy. Many of the 'snatched' children were taken deep into the bowels of Siberia, never to be seen again but others, especially those that 'didn't make trouble', were taken to less distant army campsâ€¦ he had to work fast.


It cost him good sums of money but finally a week or two later he got the information he needed, the boy was located in an army camp barracks somewhere near Moscow and was still alive.


He packed his suitcase, told his distraught brother to return home to his wife and children, and set off to Moscow; he would stay there till he brought his nephew home.

Stopping Off in Lubavitch to See His Rebbe


But, being a Chabad Chassid, on the way to Moscow he stopped off in Lubavitch to see his Rebbe, the famous Rebbe 'Tzemach Tzedek' (Menachem Mendel, the Third Rebbe in the line of seven Chabad Rebbes).


The Rebbe heard the story and told Yitzchak Yehuda not to worry. Just do everything possible to bring the child to him in Lubavitch - even for a short time.


Once in Moscow it took another month of searching and a lot of bribe money but finally Yitzchak Yehuda located the army camp, got permission to look around and, miracle of miracles, after several days of searching saw little Efriam Boruch.


But strangely the boy didn’t seem to recognize him. Or perhaps he just pretended he didn't.


The next day Yitzchak Yehuda found the General in charge of the camp, slipped him a few hundred rubles 'down payment' and told him that he wanted the child freed. But it wasn't so easy.


First of all, the general could have easily just taken the money and have Yitzchak Yehuda evicted, arrested or even killed. But he didn't do any of these things. Rather the problem came from a different direction.  


When the general called the boy to his office and offered him freedom little Efriam Boruch didn't want to go!!


It wasn't by accident that he seemed to ignore his uncle. It seems that in the short time he was in 'captivity' he discovered that the Czar's army was just what his clever, mischievous, attention-seeking soul was missing! Here he was promised a brave new future.


But Yitzchak Yehuda didn't give up easily. He added a few more 'hundreds' and asked the general to make it so unbearable for the child that he would be willing to leave for just one weekend with him.

A Sudden and Unexplainable Discovery


And so it was. Suddenly and unexplainably the boy discovered that his superiors weren't so nice anymore. In fact they made the boy's life miserable. They yelled at him, occasionally slapped him and nothing he did made them happy and praise him as they had once done.


So it wasn't surprising that the next time the general suggested that Efriam Boruch join his uncle for a two day leave and promised that while he was gone he would speak to the soldiers to return to how they were before (He, after all, wanted the boy to back but he also wanted the door open for more bribes.) The boy agreed.


Late Thursday night Yitzchak Yehuda took his nephew, who fell asleep almost as soon as he entered his carriage, to the train station in Moscow to travel to Lubavitch where they would spend the Shabbat with the Rebbe and the Chassidim. 


Of course, during the ten-hour train ride he made no mention of the army or of the last two months, rather he kept the conversation light and friendly. When they arrived in Lubavitch late Friday afternoon they found lodging, washed and dressed up for Shabbat and went to the Rebbe's shul (Synagogue) for the Shabbat evening prayers.


Efriam Boruch, who a few months ago before he was kidnapped, had been completely observant, so he was familiar with the Synagogue. But he was not familiar with a certain tension of expectation that seemed to fill the air as though something really important was going to happen.


Suddenly everyone fell totally silent, the crowd separated to leave a wide path, all eyes turned to the door and the Rebbe, followed by his six sons entered the room. Little Efriam had never seen anything quite like this; he thought that Jews were pretty much like everyone else but this Rebbe sort of glowed with holiness and looked bigger than life.


Suddenly the Rebbe stopped, briefly scanned the crowd and his eyes settled on the boy. Yizchak Yehuda put his hands on his nephew's shoulders and felt that the boy was shuddering as though undergoing some sort of transformation.


When the Rebbe removed his gaze and continued walking the boy turned to his uncle and asked if that was the Rebbe and what had just happened. The Rebbe had somehow shaken his soul.


But not for long.


The next evening, as soon as the Shabbat ended Efriam Boruch returned to his 'normal' military self and reminded his uncle that he wanted to set off early the next morning to the camp as he had promised; he remembered the general's words that things would return to as they were.

Forcefully, Demanding to Return to the Military Camp


On Sunday morning he became more forceful, demanding to leave and when his uncle attempted to dissuade he accused him of being a deceitful cheat and threatened he would report him etc. But somehow Yitzchak Yehuda managed to calm the boy down with excuses and promised that for sure they would leave later that the afternoon. 


But before they left it was only proper to say good bye to the Rebbe and get his blessing for the journey.


At first the boy wanted no part of it and even considered just running away but something told him to comply and get it over with. So Yitzchak Yehuda dressed him up again and they entered the Rebbe's office.


"Here is my nephew" Yitzchak Yehuda said to the Rebbe, "but he wants to go back to the army."


The Tzemach Tzedik gazed deep into the boy's eyes with the same holy, loving gaze as before and asked,


"So, do you really want to return to the camp?"


Without thinking Efriam Boruch firmly answered, "No, Rebbe."


And that was the last time he ever considered leaving Judaism. The Rebbe prescribed a schedule of Torah studies for him and blessed them both that the army would forget the entire incident. And so it was.


Efriam Boruch grew up to be an outstanding Chassidic Jew and saw generations of upstanding children and children's children.

Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

How to Pay the Wagon Driver
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The Chofetz Chaim, zt”l


Rav Menachem Mendel Yosef Zaks, zt”l, the son in law of the Chofetz Chaim, wrote, “Once, I was going with the Chofetz Chaim on a trip, and when we arrived at our destination, I paid the wagon driver. 


“As we walked together into the house that we arrived at, I saw that the Chofetz Chaim was not pleased with the way that I had paid. I told the Chofetz Chaim that I had paid generously, even more than the regular price for his service, but the Chofetz Chaim explained that he was displeased for a different reason. 


“He said, ‘Do you know how many Mitzvos you just fulfilled when you paid the driver? By paying on time you fulfilled the Mitzvah of paying a worker on the day of his service. The driver is a poor individual, so you also fulfilled the Mitzvah of strengthen your brother so that he can live with you.’ 


“The Chofetz Chaim then went on to list several other Mitzvos and ended by exclaiming, ‘And you just paid him without thinking about all of this for even a second?!’ This was how the Chofetz Chaim lived his life, by seeing regular events as opportunities to do more Mitzvos and get closer to Hashem!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Shabbos Stories for Devorim 5778
Page 6

