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Mashi and her brother Noach


In honor of the upcoming first birthday of my granddaughter Masha (Mashi) Penzer, I am publishing and dedicating this collection of classic stories from past emails of Shabbos Stories for the Parsha that I send out to subscribers around the world. Beginning in 2009, we today have more than 1,000 subscribers from around the world who get these emails each week free of charge.


Mashi was born to my daughter Chana and my son-in-law Baruch Penzer on Friday, 2 Tammuz 5778/June 15, 2018. The Kiddush was held after davening on Shabbos morning – Parshas Chukas 5778 - 10 Tammuz/June 23rd in Lakewood.

I hope you enjoy reading these stories which are inspirational all year round. May your reading serve as a zechus for Mashi Penzer and may she be blessed in both ruchnius and gashmius, growing up in the derech Hatorah and be a source of nachas, joy and pride to her parents, her grandparents and great grandmother, her aunts and uncles and cousins, as well as to all of Klal Yisroel and Hakodesh Baruch Hu.

Daniel Keren

13 Sivan 5779/June 16, 2019
Shabbos Stories in

Honor of the first birthday of mashi penzer

Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Lessons in Emunah:

True Stories with an Emphasis on Faith

Miracles at the Kotel
By Naomi Brudner
Edited by Naomi Mauer


My good friend Bleemy, who lives in Yerushalayim, shared the following story with me. She was at the Kosel during Chol Ha’moed, having come to see, hear, and receive the Bircas HaKohanim. 


She arrived early and was sitting on a chair reading Tehillim (Psalms), when she became aware of some ladies speaking English next to her. She turned to see who was speaking her mama loschen(mother tongue) and saw two ladies, roughly in their fifties, who, according to the way they were dressed, were non-religious tourists. 


Bleemy is a wonderful and friendly person with lots of ahavas Yisrael, so she said to the women, “Shalom.” They smiled at her and returned her “Shalom.” When Bleemy asked them where they were from they told her that they were both from England. Being that Bleemy had an extra book of Tehillim with her, she wanted to offer it to them so they could say some Tehillim if they wanted to. She was unsure as to their religion, seeing as they didn’t look religious, so she asked them, “Are you Jewish?”


The woman closest to her smiled and said, “I’m not, but my great grandmother was, and I like Jewish people.”


Though a smile was expected because of the Jewish grandmother and the lady’s liking of Jews, Bleemy didn’t smile so fast. She knew she had something important to find out. As you probably have guessed, it hinged on her next question. She didn’t rush into it, instead she casually said, “Oh, that’s very nice. Tell me, this Jewish great grandmother, is she your mother’s grandmother or your father’s grandmother?”


“Oh, she’s not alive anymore,” the woman answered, as though it weren’t obvious and as if that automatically rendered Bleemy’s question irrelevant.


“I know, I know,” said Bleemy, “but was she your mother’s grandmother or your father’s grandmother?” Clueless as to the point of the question, the lady smiled and politely answered, “My mother’s grandmother.”


“And was her daughter your mother’s mother, or was her son your mother’s father?” (If the Jewish grandmother’s son had married a gentile, then their children would be gentiles, whereas if the grandmother’s daughter had married out, their children would be Jewish.)


“Her daughter was my mother’s mother.”


Bleemy’s eyes widened and she had to take a few deep breaths before continuing with a smile, all to which the lady remained oblivious. “I have something to tell you,” said Bleemy, “something important.”


“Really?” the lady asked out of curiosity.

“Yes,” said Bleemy, “something very important”. Now the woman was getting really interested.


“What is it? What’s so important?”


Bleemy took another deep breath, smiled, looked into the woman’s eyes, and said with authority, “If your mother’s mother’s mother was Jewish, then your mother was Jewish. And if your mother is Jewish, then you are Jewish. That’s how it is according to Jewish law. It doesn’t matter if your father is Jewish or not, but if your mother is Jewish, then you are too.”


The woman was silent and her face took on a strange, pale, bewildered look. 
As Bleemy said to me, “It was probably closer to shock!”


“Are you sure?” asked the woman.


“Yes,” said Bleemy. “Everyone knows that according to halachah, Jewish law, a person’s religion goes according to the mother’s religions. If your mother was Jewish, then so are you!”


“You mean I’m . . .? Me? I’m Jewish…? I’m a . . . Jew?”


“Yes. You are a Jew. Welcome to the People of Israel.” She said before giving the lady a hearty handshake.


“That’s amazing!” said the woman. “I never would have imagined such a thing . . . that’s really some surprise.”


“Yes,” said Bleemy, “and now that you know, it’s not enough to just walk around knowing and thinking that you’re a Jew. You have to find out just what that means. You have to start learning about Judaism and the Jewish people, about the Torah and Jewish law.”


“Why?” asked the woman.


“Because to be a Jew,” explained Bleemy, “is to live as a Jew. G-d gave the Torah to the Jewish people for us to live according to it. The Torah and commandments are instructions for how to live our lives, and you have to learn what to do in order to it.”


The newly identified Jewess was now even more taken aback, “Are you serious?”


“Yes, I’m very serious.”


“Are you sure?”


“A hundred percent.”


“Oh, my G-d!” said the woman. Bleemy smiled, “Yes, that’s exactly it. G-d is your G-d . . . and mine and we have to live our lives the way He wants us to.”


“But how in the world am I going to do that? I don’t know anything about Judaism, except for bagels and chicken soup.”


“Well, that’s a good beginning,” said Bleemy with a smile that warmed into a friendly laugh. “And there are plenty of books and classes, discs and families for you to learn from. I’m sure you’ll have a great time doing so. The time of your life!”


The woman was flabbergasted. “Listen, if all that you said is true, then I’m going to do it. Just tell me how, I don’t even know how to start.”


“Don’t worry,” said Bleemy, “it’s easy, it’s fantastic, and you’ll have lots of help. Give me your phone number and I’ll call you and give all kinds of information.” Then Bleemy turned to the other woman, “And you? Are you Jewish?”


The woman looked at her and said softly, not knowing exactly what she would hear, “Six years ago my mother told me before she died that she’s Jewish.”


“Well,” said Bleemy with a loving smile, “that means that you’re Jewish, too. As I said, according to Jewish law, a Jewish woman’s children are automatically, a hundred percent Jewish!” The woman had tears in her eyes. “Thank you for telling me, thank you! I wasn’t sure.”


Just then they heard that the Birkas HaKohanim was about to begin, so Bleemy answered her quickly, “My pleasure. Give me your phone number and I’ll call you and give you some helpful ideas.”


The woman quickly jotted down her name and cell number, gave it to Bleemy as well, before each of them, filled with her own unique feelings of inspiration and longing, turned to receive the blessing of the Kohanim, “May Hashem bless you and protect you; May Hashem shine His countenance on you and be gracious to you; May Hashem turn His countenance toward you and grant you peace.”


Later, before the two tourists left, one of them said to Bleemy, “Don’t forget to call me! I’ll be waiting!”


“Sure thing,” said Bleemy with a big smile and love in her eyes, “you’ll hear from me – b’ezrat Hashem, with G-d’s help.” Picking up on the express “with     G-d’s help,” the woman responded with tears in her eyes, “Just like G-d helped me to discover that I’m Jewish.”


“Yes,” said Bleemy. “May He help you with everything.”


The women answered, “Amen,” before parting.


Later, when Bleemy was leaving the Kotel area to get a bus home, she heard someone say quite loudly, “Hey, there’s Canada’s singing star – Barbara. What was her last name? Streisand? No, but she sings just as good as her. Barbara…Gryfe!”


Bleemy looked around and saw a man of about sixty years old, wearing jeans and a faded shirt. Bleemy was taken aback as she had, indeed, been a singing star before she became a baalas teshuva. She had been a child protégé and as she grew up, she’d sang with ‘stars’ in Canada, the U.S. and later Israel.


But she gave up fame and even a Hollywood contract to come settle in Eretz Yisrael and build a Jewish home. Today she is a religious wife, mother, and grandmother, kanein ahara, and uses her beautiful voice to perform for and inspire women and girls in various settings, from Bat Mitzvah programs, to seminaries, to other performances.


Bleemy looked at the person who recognized her from her former life, decades ago. As he so loudly vocalized his memories, Bleemy too, was suddenly reminded of where she came from and what she left behind in order to live as a Jewish woman. Today, in addition to performing for women, she is married to a fine, religious man and has a beautiful Jewish home, with fine religious children and grandchildren of whom she is so proud, and who give her so much nachas, so much true joy. 


She thought about how today she had not only merited to say Tehillim and hear Birkas HaKohanim at the Kosel, she also had the special privilege and opportunity, sent to her as a gift from Hashem, to personally help bring two other Jewish women back to their roots just as she had returned to hers, the same, ancient holy roots of all Am Yisrael.


Some people think that this former singing star “gave up” so much, but if you ask her, she’ll tell you with a smile made up of her inner truth and gratitude, that not only did she gain much, much more, but what she gained is eternal.

Reprinted from the February 26, 2016 email of The Jewish Press. About the Author: Naomi Brudner, M.A., lives in Yerushalayim where she writes, counsels and practices Guided Imagery for health, including for stroke patients.
Story #965

The One-Eyed

Electrician at Meron

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

The students in the school in Ramat Gan were astonished. The man wearing the uniform of Hevrat Hashmal - the Israel Electric Company - who had come to explain to them the dangers and safety precautions involved in electricity use, was wearing a black eye patch over one eye. Perhaps they thought he was a wounded war veteran?


But when he gave the same talk a week later in the elementary school of Kfar Chabad, he no longer wore the eye patch. After he finished, one of the teachers, Rabbi Chayim Ben-Natan, invited him to wrap tefillin. The man, accepted with alacrity. When he finished saying the Shma Yisrael prayer and removing the boxes and straps with the rabbi's help, Meir (not his real name) offered to tell Ben-Natan his story.


For many years he has suffered from diabetes. Recently, he developed a painful eye problem and a loss of vision in one of his eyes. As this was diabetes-related, the doctors all insisted that no cure is possible. His most recent doctor gave him some salve to put on the bad eye to ease the pain, and a black patch to cover it so as not to compromise the vision of his remaining good eye.


His incomplete vision made it impossible for him to continue working as a technician. Instead, the IEC trained him to give presentations to school children about electricity.


One time he was driving in the Galilee to an appointment at a school in Carmiel. On the way, he called his office to check in and confirm the directions. His supervisor, a religious Jewess, upon hearing his location, recommended that he detour to one of the holy burial sites in the North of Israel and pray there for an improvement in his condition. 


"Why not?" he thought to himself. "It can't hurt." And off he went to Meron, to the burial site of the great sage of the Mishna and Zohar, Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai.


As he stood there praying with one hand on the tomb marker (clearly this was not on Lag b'Omer! -YT), he heard a man at a nearby table groaning and repeatedly crying out, "Hashem, G-d, help me, please! In the merit of Rabbi Shimon, help me now!"


When Meir finished his own prayer, he turned away from the tomb marker. The man who had been crying out stared at him in wide-eyed amazement, and suddenly grabbed his arm! "Praise G-d! Give thanks to the Al-mighty. My prayers are answered. Rabbi Shimon sent you to me!"


"What are you talking about?" Meir said calmly. "Nobody sent me here."


"It's true. It's true!" proclaimed Uri (not his real name) loudly, refusing to release Meir's arm. "I have a wife and five children at home and no electricity. I've been praying for hours to get my electricity back, and here you are from the Electric Company." He pointed to the IEC insignia on Meir's uniform. "Clearly you were sent here to help me. Now give me back my electricity!"


Uri explained that his electricity had been cut off because he owed thousands of shekels in unpaid bills, which he could not afford to pay. He then resumed demanding that Meir give him back his electricity, speaking louder and louder. Meir tried to explain that the nature of his job was in no way related to Uris' problem, not technically, not financially. None of his disclaimers helped. Uri would not relent in his belief that "obviously" Meir had been sent by Heaven and Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai to help him get his electricity restored.


Despairing of ever being able to make Uri be sensible, and in danger of being late to his assignment, Meir finally asked Uri for the number of his account. Uri showed him his most recent bill. Meir said, "Look, let me step outside, and I'll call someone very important in management, check what the situation is, and try to arrange something for you."


Uri grinned in anticipation and stepped back. Meir went out, used his IEC internal communication device to check Uri's account, verified that he owed 2500 shekels and paid the entire bill with his own credit card number!


Returning inside, he told Uri, "Okay, it is all arranged with the company. You can go home. In two hours you will have electricity." Uri pumped Meir's hand enthusiastically. He couldn't thank him enough. "You see," he said, "I was right that Rabbi Shimon sent you to me."


Meir went to his car, shaking his head in amazement at his own spontaneous kind deed. About ten minutes, later, half way to his destination, he had to pull over to the side of the road. His bad eye was itching so badly he couldn't wait any longer to remove his patch in order to rub his eye. Taking off the patch with his right hand, he moved his left hand towards his eye to massage it, when all of a sudden he realized that he was seeing through the windshield with the eye that had been under the patch. Seeing normally! His vision was fully restored!


The various doctors that Meir had been seeing could not believe their own eyes. "This can only be a miracle,'' each one proclaimed, even if it was not clear that before this episode they believed in miracles. Meir smiled, understanding the simple formula: If you provide light for another Jew, G-d will provide light for you. And also, as the Talmud states, "Rabbi Shimon Bar-Yochai can be relied on in desperate situations."


Source: Heard from several Chabad Chasidim in Tsfat, including the brother of Rabbi Ben-Natan in the story.


Biographical note: Rabbi Shimon Bar Yochai, one of the most important sages in Jewish history, lived over 1800 years ago. Teachings in his name abound throughout the Mishnah, Gemorrah, and Midrashim, while the Zohar, the primary source text of Kabbalah, is built around Rabbi Shimon's revelations to his inner circle of disciples. During the hours before his passing, on Lag b'Omer, he disclosed the "most sublime" secrets of Torah, in order to ensure that the day would always be an occasion for great joy, untouched by sadness because of the Omer period and mourning for him. The seminal importance of the Zohar in Jewish thought and the annual pilgrimage to Meron on Lag b"Omer are testimonies to his success.


Connection: Seasonal -- Meron, Rashbi

Reprinted from last week’s Parsha Behar/Lag Ba’Omer email of KabbalaOnline, org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed

	
	


A Kohan Who Wanted the

Mitzvah of Burying the Dead

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetsky


Rabbi Yehuda Laib Lewis is the Rav of a beautiful kehilla in Amsterdam. As in every kehilla, the community has a Chevra Kadisha which tends to the needs of the dead and dying, insures a dignified burial for the deceased, and helps the mourners through the process of bereavement. 


Membership is a privilege and only outstanding members of the kehilla are selected. There is one group of people who, no matter how outstanding they are considered in the community, are never asked to serve as part of the Chevra. You see, kohanim (priests) are not allowed to come in contact with a dead body, so burying the dead is one mitzvah that they rarely perform! 


It so happened that Rabbi Lewis’s community purchased a plot of land to consecrate a new cemetery for the kehilla. The kohanim, as well as other members of the community participated in this great mitzvah [of donating to the purchase of the cemetery land] and designated the first plot that was to be used. 


Not long after the purchase, a member of the kehilla passed away. He would be the first to be buried in the new cemetery. The next day the friends and mourners arrived with the deceased at the cemetery. Shovels in hand, they approached the grave to begin burying the inaugural plot for the deceased. They were shocked to see that the plot had been dug! 


After burying the man, they found out the true story. Moshe Cohen, a member of the community and a kohen, wanted to participate in the great mitzvah of burying the dead, all his life. However, there are very few limits to the restriction of a kohen coming in contact with a dead person. But when Mr. Cohen heard that there was a new cemetery being consecrated and that there was no one interred in it, he saw the opportunity that he had watched and waited for. And the first one buried in the new cemetery had his grave ready and waiting, dug by none other than Moshe Cohen! (As told by Rabbi Paysach J. Krohn).

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5776 email of Torah Teasers

Why an Israeli Sailor Became

A Chozer Bi’Teshuvah

By Rabbi Dovid Hoffman


The following story was told to a Rav in Israel while he was sitting on a bus. A sailor of the Israeli navy boarded the bus and sat down next to the Rav. Soon, the two were involved in a deep conversation with the sailor relating that he was a Jew who returned to the fold of observant Judaism after he witnessed many open miracles. 


He explained that he was a crew-member on the INS Chanit, when it was damaged on July 14, 2006 by a missile fired by Hezbollah. The flight deck caught on fire and crippled the propulsion system inside the hull. Four crew members were killed during the attack. 


It was a Friday night and several of the religious Israeli sailors on the ship approached the captain with a request. It was crucial for the success of their mission, they said, if the entire crew ate the Shabbos meal together. They begged the captain to not only permit this request, but to allow the entire ship to join in. 
They understood that such a request - to have all the crew members of a war ship eating a meal together - is not standard operating procedure. Under normal circumstances, the crew ate in shifts so as not to be vulnerable to the enemy at any point. This, however, was not a normal circumstance, and perhaps it was what was needed to invoke Divine protection on the ship.


The captain granted the religious sailors their wish insisting, though, that four men must remain on the deck at all times, as a security precaution. The sailor then explained to the Rav where he was when it all happened. He had been very tired and his next shift of duty was to begin at 12:00 am that night. He was planning to skip the dinner and take a nap to be re-energized for his shift. 
However, when he heard that everyone was eating together, he decided to pop in for a few minutes. He walked in in the middle of davening and was impressed to see Israelis of many different points on the religious spectrum answering Kaddish and singing Lecha Dodi in unison.


Following Kabolas Shabbos, they all sat down to eat the Shabbos meal together. Usually, Navy meals are eaten in shifts, often a bit rushed. Similar to eating lunch in the middle of a work-day, these sailors have many responsibilities and cannot eat leisurely. This Friday night, however, they were all laughing, eating, enjoying and singing for several hours.


When the meal ended, they started to recite the Birchas Hamazon out loud. The sailor told the rabbi on the bus that he ended staying for the entire meal and blessing afterwards. His plans to sleep were foiled. However, he now has a great appreciation to Hashem that he missed that nap. Moments after Birchas Hamazon began, the ship was smashed by a Hezbollah missile.


The sailor explained several possible scenarios that should have happened. First of all, the size of the missile should have sunk the ship. A big enough hole would have been created to sink the vessel, but the missile hit a huge anchor being stored on the deck that absorbed much of the impact. He also explained that the ship caught fire and tons of stored fuel in close proximity to the flames could easily have exploded. Miraculously, they did not. 


Then the most obvious miracle of all - if the crew had eaten according to their normal schedule, tens of sailors would have been on deck and most likely injured or killed. They were saved due to the fact that the entire crew was eating together in one room on the opposite side of the ship - far away from where the rocket hit.


The sailor ran down to his quarters and found his entire room, belongings, and bunk melted to ashes from the heat of the fire. He personally knew what his fate would have been had he taken that nap - had the big Shabbos meal and davening not taken place.


But there’s more to the story. Upon searching the ship after the missile attack, crew members found a Sefer Tehillim that was opened to chapter 124. The words of the posukim are astounding: 


“A song of ascents, by Dovid. Had not Hashem been with us .... when men rose up against us, they would have swallowed us alive, when their anger was kindled against us. Then the waters would have inundated us; the current would have surged across our soul. Then they would have surged across our soul- the treacherous waters. Blessed is Hashem, Who did not present us as prey for their teeth. Our soul escaped like a bird from the hunter’s snare ... Our help is through the Name of Hashem, Maker of heaven and earth.”


Looking at the Rav with gleaming eyes, the sailor declared, “I have become a religious Jew from this experience.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5776 email of Torah Tavlin.

Crying Over a

Future Salvation

By Rabbi David Ashear


Rabbi David Ashear relates how a man told him that a few years ago he was unemployed for an extended period of time and was struggling with his finances. Then, a businessman came along with an attractive job offer. It was exactly the offer he had been waiting for, and his life seemed to be changing. Finally, he had hope. 


Before he could even sign the contract, an adversary from his past bad-mouthed him to the businessman, and he was rejected. The man was stunned. The accusations were entirely false. He pleaded his case with the businessman, but to no avail. At that moment, he felt as though his world was crashing down. He went into his car and cried like a baby for a halfhour. 


After a half-hour, he said to himself, “What am I doing? Why am I crying? This is from Hashem. It must be for the best. I am not going to let this break me. I will just move on and do the best I can.” 


The next six months were extremely difficult, as he struggled to get by financially. Then, came Hashem’s salvation, arriving in the blink of an eye, as we are taught.” Someone else approached him with a job opportunity; he signed, and is now doing well. 


Meanwhile, the office of the man who had offered him the job a half-year earlier was raided by the police, and the entire staff was arrested on fraud charges. All the employees are in trouble with the law. 


“I was crying in the car,” the man reflected, “for something that ended up saving my life. I don’t know what I did to deserve such kindness. What I thought was my biggest problem was actually my biggest blessing. It’s so clear now.” 
Comment: It doesn’t mean that every airplane one misses is going to crash, or every opportunity that’s snatched away isn’t a consequence of one’s own mistakes. Rather, we should learn that when things

 do happen, we don’t need to feel helpless or utterly devastated. We are not in charge of our destiny. 


All we can do is try our best, stay confident, learn from our mistakes, and vow to not repeat them…and of course, pray to Hashem to help us emerge from all challenges with a healthy (and not bitter) attitude. Story Reproduced from "Living Emunah” by Rabbi David Ashear, with permission of the copyright holders, ArtScroll/ Mesorah Publications, Ltd.

Reprinted from last week’s email of Reb Mendel Berlin’s “Torah’s Sweets Weekly.”

Yehoshua the

Honest Salesman


You Never Lose. You only gain from doing a good deed. No one ever lost out from keeping the Torah. Yehoshua was interviewed to be the salesman of a large factory in London. The factory manager was impressed by Yehoshua's past history in sales, and said, "As of now, you are hired on trial. If you succeed to make a lot of sales, you will remain with us, and earn a comfortable living. However, if you don’t succeed, we will need to fire you." 


"I understand," Yehoshua replied. "How many sales are you expecting?" 


"I figure that in two months, you should make enough deals for us to earn a profit of twenty-five thousand pounds." 


"I will try my best," Yehoshua said. 


Before Yehoshua M. began working, he knew that he first needed to speak things over with his rabbi. Each occupation has its own set of challenges and spiritual hazards, so before he began to work in this new position, he spoke with his rav, and asked for halachic guidance. 


The rav gave him several important tips. Among them, the rav asked, "What will you do if you are speaking with a potential buyer, and you discover that he previously bought from another Jewish supplier? If this occurs, you mustn’t convince the storeowner to buy the products from your factory. That would be hasagas gvul, taking away your fellow man's source of income. If you ever come across such a situation, you must forfeit the sale." 


Yehoshua began his job, and succeeded to make several good connections. He was a talented salesman, and he knew how to get meetings with potential clients, and how to convince them to buy from him. There was one major franchise that didn’t want to speak with him. When he finally got the storeowner on the phone and offered him his service, the storeowner explained, "We already have a supplier, and we are satisfied with how things are. We are not looking for changes." 


Yehoshua told him that he could probably sell him products of the same quality for less, but this man didn’t want to hear of it. Yehoshua didn’t give up. After two weeks of trying, a meeting was arranged between them. After understanding the needs of the store, Yehoshua told the storeowner: "We can sell you a monthly order for two thousand pounds, each month." 


The storeowner was very happy with this prospective; it was substantially less than what he was paying until then. "Let me show you what we were paying until now," the storeowner said excitedly and took out an invoice. 


Yehoshua was afraid to look at the invoice, because he knew that if he will see a Jewish name on the top of the paper, he will have to back out of this good deal, but his curiosity got the best of him, and he glimpsed at the invoice and saw the name of the supplier on top of the page. 


The supplier was a Yid. According to halachah, he had to back down, and that is what he did. 


"I'm sorry,” Yehoshua M. said, “but I can't make this arrangement with you. It is against my principles. It is against my religion." 


The storeowner was surprised when he heard this. He never heard that religion could stop someone from making a good deal. While Yehoshua was still sitting in front of him, this storeowner called Yehoshua's boss, and shouted over the telephone: "You have a strange salesman here,” he said to the factory owner. “He had the opportunity to make a monthly sale for two thousand pounds, but he throws it away for irrational reasons." 


The factory owner was upset with Yehoshua. "Why don’t you find yourself a new rabbi, someone who is more lenient?" 


Yehoshua replied: "I'm sorry, but I am loyal to my beliefs, and I will not budge from them." 


A few weeks passed, and Yehoshua's two month probation was almost up. He succeeded, so far, to arrange twenty-three thousand pound sales per month. He was still two thousand pounds behind his quota, and time was running out. His yetzer hara was telling him, why did I listen to my rabbi? This might cause me to lose my job. But then his yetzer tov told him that he did the right thing. “Don’t worry,” he encouraged himself, “in the end, everything will work out. I will not lose out because I followed halachah.” 


As he was thinking these thoughts, he received a phone call, "You don’t know me," the unfamiliar voice said, "but I work in a similar field as you do. I don’t have my own factory, and I don’t work on commission like you do, but I buy in bulk from one of the large factories, and I sell it to stores for a profit. One of my clients is the store you visited a couple of weeks ago. The storeowner told me that you didn’t want to sell him your products, because you didn’t want to take away my parnassah. That is very kind of you. 


“You did me a great favor, without even knowing who I am. I am impressed by your integrity. Therefore, I decided that for now on I will only buy products from your factory. If you agree, I will order fifteen thousand pounds worth of household products per month from your company." And this is what they did. 
Yehoshua said to his boss, "When I lost the two thousand pound monthly sale, you thought that we were losing money. At first, I also thought so. But now we see that one never loses when he keeps the laws of the Torah." This true story reminds us that one doesn’t lose out from keeping Torah and mitzvos. The profits are always greater, even in this world.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bechukosai 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky with permission of Machon Be’er Haemunah.

The Night the Lights

Burned On

By Rabbi M. Zelunka


We pulled up to the shul at exactly 4:11pm, August 14th, 2003. It's the most important day of my 26 years; I'm getting married. In keeping with Jewish tradition, I've been fasting all day. So when the wedding consultant came out of the shul and told me that we just lost ALL power, I was feeling a little nauseous and faint. 


"Not to worry," I was told. "Everything was going to be fine," they said. "We're working on it." 


Ok, fine. Why not just start getting dressed. How bad could a little power outage be? The whole block couldn't be left without power for hours. In the worst case, we could always move the party to a hall down the street. 


Fifteen minutes turned into 30. Before I knew it, an hour had passed without a word. It was 15 minutes before people should start arriving and I was starting to get nervous. Just then, I got the news. It gave a new definition to the phrase "worst-case scenario."


 There is no power, period. Not this block, not in all of Toronto, not in the whole northeast! The only way for this show to proceed as planned is to fly everyone to Seattle. 


My mind started racing. I was frantically reviewing all the preparations made by Rachel, my bride, that were for naught. No generators, no lights, no ovens, microphones or speakers. We wouldn't have any singing or dancing. We wouldn't be able to serve any food. Heck, we wouldn't even be able to see our guests!! 


Little did I know that all this would become the essential ingredients for the BEST night of our lives. And so the magic began. The candles were lit. And lit and lit. Little flickering lights everywhere you looked. The room was glowing and the atmosphere was beginning to take shape. 


Next, we had to feed our guests. My mother joked with the caterer, "Do you have any barbeques?" Just like at camp, the chefs roll out about a dozen coal barbeques and started cooking. The smell of chicken and veggies begin to waft through the ceremony. 


The chuppah was held outside so the rabbis had to amplify their voices, but it mainly stayed as planned. The Yichud room where I spent my first private moments with my wife, was very romantic; it too was illuminated with candlelight. Then the real party started. With great apprehension, my wife and I dashed into the large dining hall. It was pandemonium. 


A few people were brandishing flashlights, waving them wildly and giving the room a disco vibe. Nobody could really see with whom or where they were dancing, but they were doing it enthusiastically nevertheless. It was incredible. There was no electricity that night, but it was electric. 


Someone later remarked, "If you closed your eyes, it was like you were back in Jerusalem!" Behind the scenes, hundreds of selfless acts were taking place. The staff was working in the sweltering heat, barely able to see what they were doing. Members of the synagogue began dropping off flashlights and candles, asking if they could be of help. Other people were directing traffic and helping others in and out of the shul. 


But the single deed that had the greatest effect on all of us was yet to come. The lead singer of the band placed a call to some of his friends. "Listen, we need serious backup," he said. "This bride and groom need your help!" And so they came. In droves. Some in T-shirts and sweatpants some rolled right out of bed. Just to help fellow Jews in need. They entered the hall in unison, singing to the rafters. 
People left their tables to join them. The night turned into an inspiring sing-along for young and old alike. What took place didn't hit us until the treacherous drive home that night. Once we pieced together what had transpired on our wedding night, the lesson for us became clear. 


Life is not about the flowers or how the chairs are covered. It's not about how much money we spend or what we wear. Life is defined by the values that direct our actions. We had music – without music. It was the selfless and loving spirit of our wedding that we will remember forever. The sensitivity of our family and friends and the consideration shown by perfect strangers is overwhelming. Thanks to everyone who contributed to the best night of our lives.

Reprinted from the Parshas Behar 5776 email of Torah Teasers.

“Can You Get Me a

Mesechta Bava Kamma?”


After World War II, those Jews who survived the war were placed in DP (Displaced Persons) camps. Soldiers from the United States army were there to attend to the basic necessities of these survivors.


Rabbi Goldman was an observant Jewish chaplain who went out of his way to provide for the needs of his brethren. One of his functions as chaplain was to determine each survivor’s most urgent needs. He would mount an army truck and with the help of a megaphone, instruct the people to line up. The survivors would then file past the truck and tell Rabbi Goldman what they needed as soon as possible.


One of those who stood on line was Mr. Schwartz, a battered survivor of the Auschwitz concentration camp. When his turn came, he looked up at the chaplain and said, “I need a Gemara Bava Kamma.”


Rabbi Goldman did not believe what he was hearing. He looked at Mr. Schwartz and said in a kind, soothing voice, “I am here to try to get you clothing, medical supplies— whatever you need to become healthy again. How can I help you?”


Mr. Schwartz looked up and responded, “Let me explain my immediate needs to you. Five and a half years ago, I was studying Masechta Bava Kamma. Then the Nazis came and destroyed Jewish life as we knew it, and sent me away to the camps. I have not seen a Gemara since that day. Now, Baruch Hashem, I am free to study Torah again, and I want to resume my learning. What I need most right now is a Gemara. Please help me to obtain it.”


Rabbi Goldman just stood quietly and looked at Mr. Schwartz, and thought to himself. Five and a half years in the Nazi concentration camp, and all this man wanted was a Gemara. He decided that he would do whatever he could to find a Gemara for Mr. Schwartz, and he soon succeeded in locating an old Mesechta Bava Kamma among the contents of a Hebrew library dumped by the Nazis. 
Words cannot describe how Mr. Schwartz’s eyes lit up when Rabbi Goldman gave him the Gemara. Five and a half years of misery, torment and longing — for freedom to learn Torah and to live as a Jew should live — all came to a climax when Mr. Schwartz thanked Rabbi Goldman and took the Gemara. His heart rejoiced that he was finally able to learn again!
Reprinted from the Parshas Bechukosai 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Miracle in a Bucket of Water

By Menachem Posner

Oh, hers was a bitter lot. Her husband had left her years ago. Now, their marriage had not been perfect. But still, he did not need to steal away like a common criminal without even telling her that he was leaving, or even granting her a divorce.


That was the worst part of it all. Without a divorce, she could not remarry. And so she was “chained” to the man who had betrayed her. 


Yes, she tried looking for him, sending letters to rabbis in communities all over Poland. She even tried consulting the greatest Talmudic scholars, hoping for a “loophole” that would allow her to remarry. But nothing panned out. She had almost resigned herself to the fact that she would live alone for the rest of her life.


As a last resort, she and her brother—her faithful brother, who had supported her even when her friends abandoned her—traveled to the city of Kozhnitz. There lived the great rebbe, Rabbi Yisrael (1737–1814), who was known far and wide as a wonder-worker.


“Rebbe,” she sobbed, “you are my last hope! My husband left me years ago, and I desperately want to move on with my life. Tell me, O tell me. Where shall I turn?”


The rebbe listened intently, his large eyes mirroring the raw pain and agony of her words. Then, turning to his assistant, he asked that a pail of water be brought into his study.


“Look into the pail,” said the rebbe to the woman, “and tell me what you see.”


“I see a large city,” said the incredulous woman. “I can see houses, streets, shops…”


“Now look for the marketplace. Can you make it out?” prodded the rebbe.


“Yes, yes,” she replied, “I can see the marketplace. It’s lined with shops on either side.”


“Now look into the windows of the shops, and tell me what you see.”


“Rebbe! I see my husband,” she replied excitedly. “He’s aged a bit, but I would recognize him anywhere. He is sitting around a table with a group of workers, and they are all sewing. He’s putting the finishing touches on an ornate sleeve right now. I’ve seen him do this dozens of times. You know he was a tailor, my husband…”


“Good,” said the rebbe. “Now take your hand and grab the sleeve from him.”


As if in a trance, she took her hand and plunged it into the cold water, and withdrew it holding the sleeve—still warm from the iron!


“Good,” said the rebbe. “I want you to hold on to that sleeve. With G‑d’s help, you will get a divorce from your husband.”


“Rebbe,” I want you to hold onto that sleeve said the brother and sister, “please instruct us. Where should we go next?”


“You can go wherever you’d like,” was the rebbe’s cryptic reply.


“But how can we possibly hire a coachman if we don’t even know where we wish to travel?” they asked. “Please guide us, Rebbe.”


“Go in peace,” said the holy man of Kozhnitz. “The good and merciful G‑d will prepare everything for you.”
[image: image2.jpg]



Rabbi Yisrael of Kozhnitz (courtesy of the National Library of Israel)


They stumbled out of the rebbe’s humble home, and there stood a gentile coachman next to a coach that was harnessed to two fine steeds.


“Can you take us?” they asked the man.


“Yes, get in,” he replied without the usual discussion about destinations and fares.


Within minutes they found themselves in a vast and dark forest. They could scarcely see the path, but they had no fear. Clutching the sleeve, the woman had faith in G‑d and His messengers.


Suddenly, the two of them found themselves tumbling on the hard ground. “We must have fallen asleep,” they said to one another, “and the coachman must have dumped us out of his coach and ridden off.”


They stumbled through the forest until they came to the edge of a large city. “This is the city I saw in the bucket,” the woman said hopefully to her brother. “Thank G‑d, the rebbe’s words are proving to be true. Let’s walk through the city until we find the marketplace I saw.”


Sure enough, they soon saw the marketplace. “My dear brother,” she said, “let’s quickly go to the rabbi of this town and ask him how we should best approach this matter. After all, my husband can easily deny having ever been married to me, despite the miracles that have brought us here.”


They made their way to the rabbi’s home and told him the chain of events that brought them to his city, even showing him the sleeve that they had brought with them.


“Thank G‑d,” said the rabbi, “who has not abandoned our generation, and has placed His holy spirit upon the great sage of Kozhnitz.


 “I know your husband well,” said the rabbihusband well. He has established himself in our city. He has a wife and children here, and is regarded as an upstanding member of the community. But fear not. Everything will turn out okay; just hold on to that sleeve.”


The rabbi then told the brother and sister to make themselves comfortable in the small alcove next to his study, and immediately summoned the tailor.


“Rabbi,” said the tailor quizzically, “is there something you need done? Does your clothing need repair?”


“I just have some questions for you,” answered the rabbi. “Do you have a wife?”


“A wife? Of course I do. Everyone knows that I am married and have a family.”


“No, were you once married before you came here and started your family?”


“Rabbi,” said he with a twinge of nervousness, “I was never married before. I came here free as a bird.”


“Tell me,” said the rabbi, “what were you sewing today?”


“Funny you should ask,” he replied, relieved that the conversation had shifted to a less touchy subject. “It was the strangest thing. I was sitting at the table working with my fellow craftsmen. I was holding the sleeve of a cloak I was making for a nobleman.


“All of a sudden,” said the tailor, “the sleeve flew right out of my hands. We all watched in shock as it flew out of the room, as if it were a kite in the hands of a child. We looked everywhere for that sleeve—I had invested hours of work into it—but it was gone. It was like a miracle had happened.”


“And what would you give me if I were to give you back your sleeve?” asked the rabbi.


“There is nothing I could give you,” said the tailor, “because there is no way you could possibly give me back that sleeve. It’s gone forever.”


“Oh, I can do it” said the rabbi, sliding open the door of the alcove.


“Come in,” the rabbi bade the woman, “and give your husband what is rightfully his.”


The long-suffering woman placed the sleeve on the table, as the tailor gazed at the sleeve in amazement. He was so astonished by its miraculous return that he didn’t even notice who had carried it in.


“This is indeed your sleeve,” said the rabbi sternly, “but this is your wife!”


The man looked up and fainted.


After he was revived, the husband humbly gave his wife a divorce.

This story was recorded in Sippurim Nora’im by Rabbi Yaakov Kaidaner, who heard the tale from Rabbi David, a follower of the Kozhnitzer Maggid, who personally interviewed a number of people involved in this miraculous event.
Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Bechukosai 5776) email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

A Meeting Made In Heaven
By Debbie Garfinkel Diament

On a Thursday, Shlomo* had been in and out of the hospital over the last few years. Among the most difficult times for him, was when he could not be home for Shabbat with his family. This time, however, he was told that he would go home that day. He just needed to wait for a portable oxygen tank to be brought to him.


The day dragged on, and yet the promised oxygen unit had not yet arrived. He was eventually informed that the unit would be available late that evening. It would be too late in the day for Shlomo, who tired easily now. They would wait until the morning, Erev Shabbat.


The next day, while Shlomo waited for his release, another family waited for help. A call had gone out to the emergency line. An ailing man of almost 90 had stopped breathing. CPR was applied by first responders. An ambulance team arrived. The old man’s heart beat was restored, but he was in critical condition. They rushed the man to the hospital, accompanied by his wife and son, Pinchas.


Meanwhile, Shlomo was getting upset. There were more delays in regard to the arrival of his oxygen. The unit finally arrived at 2:00 pm. There was still time before Shabbat to drive home with his wife. In the end, it was not meant to be. No doctor could be found in time to sign a release for Shlomo. Once again, he would be spendingShabbat away from home.


Shlomo was trying to deal with his disappointment when a new patient was wheeled into his room. A curtain was closed around the bed of the new arrival. He was accompanied by his tearful wife and his son Pinchas.


Shlomo and Pinchas looked at each other in amazement. They had been neighbors for many years. Their families knew each other well. Pinchas told his friend how he had felt that he would need to be with someone he knew to help him and his mother through a very difficult Shabbat. Hashem granted him and his mother this chesed.


Shabbat was fast approaching. The old woman stood next to Shlomo’s wife during a very emotional lighting of the Shabbat candles. As the old man lay unresponsive in his hospital bed, Pinchas found some grape juice and made kiddush for all of them. The two friends sang zemirot and shared divrei Torah. The two women sat quietly talking.


Early Shabbat morning, Shlomo and his wife took a short walk through the halls of the hospital. They were not gone long, but when they returned, Pinchas told them that his father had passed away. Once things settled down, the two friends went to the hospital shul. Later on, they also discussed some of the laws involved in aveilut in this case.


Meanwhile, Shlomo’s wife wondered where the newly widowed woman was. She found her sitting in a corner, alone. She went over to her and put a comforting hand on the distraught woman’s shoulder and sat down next to her. While Pinchas found comfort in his tefillot, his mother was comforted by sharing tears and memories with a very caring woman.


Shlomo no longer questioned why his discharge had been delayed. His meeting up with his friend that erev Shabbat was Yad Hashem at work.

*Names and some details have been changed to protect the privacy of the families.

Reprinted from the June 2, 2016 email of The Jewish Press.

Beware of the “Camera!”


The producer at a television station was looking for ways to spice up his network. He came up with an idea to create a “reality show” that was aired live with the aim of entrapping and shaming scammers, real-life workers who took advantage of and cheated innocent victims.


A hidden camera was hooked up in an apartment and random plumbers were called in to fix a non-existent leak in the kitchen sink of some defenseless elderly woman.


One plumber after another was caught on film ratcheting up the problem, and the price. Each worker who came invented issues in order to charge the woman a hefty sum. The producer then called a Jewish plumber, a Chassidishe fellow from a local company. The program was working out even better then they planned.


But this time, the plumber was filmed telling the lady there was absolutely nothing wrong with her sink. Maybe there was a loose fitting pipe about which he expressed his willingness to adjust for no cost!


The camera crew who was filming the entire scene was amazed at the honesty of the Jewish plumber. They asked him if he suspected that he was on camera, and that’s why he behaved with honesty. He calmly and correctly replied, “Of course! The camera - in Heaven - is always on!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5776 email of Torah Tavlin.

The Power of the Letters

In a Sefer Torah

By Rabbi Dovid Hoffman


During the first few weeks following the liberation of Buchenwald, many of the former prisoners were drunk with freedom. They could go as they pleased and take what they wanted. Under the oppressive Nazi regime, they could never allow themselves the luxury of thinking about the future, or even the next minute. But now they were free; they thought only of experiencing the present to its fullest, enjoying the “good life” in Germany.


An American chaplain by the name of Rabbi Hershel Schachter understood that the first step in the long process of their spiritual rehabilitation was to whisk them out of Germany, and into an environment that can restore their inner Jewish soul. He succeeded in bringing many survivors to Switzerland, where a camp was set up in Rheinfelden, to help reinvigorate the downtrodden survivors.


One young man by the name of Yoav Kimmelman had no intention of leaving Germany. Rabbi Schachter knew about this young man; he was born into a family of pious Gerer Chassidim from Sosniewicz. At the age of sixteen, he was deported to a Nazi concentration camp where he endured four years of misery and was the sole survivor of his once large family.


He, like many other religious Jews, stopped practicing Judaism in the face of Nazi brutality and its aftermath. Against Yoav’s will, Rabbi Shachter used American soldiers to snatch him and throw him onto a moving train heading across the border. Although the young man resisted, it was to no avail; he was no match for the soldiers. 


And so, quite against his will, Yoav found himself on his way to Switzerland. He ended up in Rheinfelden and although Agudath Israel and others attempted to bring him back to his roots, Yoav remained staunchly and unapologetically detached.


One Shabbos, a prominent visitor came to Rheinfelden. R’ Moshe Soloveitchik zt”l, a grandson of the famed R’ Chaim Soloveitchik (Brisker) zt”l spent a Shabbos in the camp where he surveyed the various different factions competing against one another for members.


Late in the afternoon, a minyan for Mincha was organized and a tenth man was needed to complete the minyan. As it turned out, Yoav happened to be walking by at that very moment, smoking a cigarette. Someone approached him and asked if he would be willing to be the tenth man for the minyan.


At first Yoav turned away - he truly had no interest in partaking in a minyan. However, upon further reflection, he realized that he although he had no interest in praying, why should he deprive others of a minyan. He wasn’t doing anything of any importance anyway, and so he went inside.


The minyan began to pray, however, within minutes, it became apparent that they could not continue because no one knew how to read the Torah with the proper cantillations and accents. Even R’ Moshe Soloveitchik, who was standing at the front of the room, refused to read from the Torah, continuously urging someone else to do the job.


But there was no one else; no one recalled the proper way to read from the scroll. An announcement went out: “Is there anyone here who can read from the Torah?” Yoav did not respond. The request continued for quite some time. Finally, Yoav stood up and said that although he had not seen a Sefer Torah in a very long time, he thought he could probably remember how to read it.


The others looked at this bareheaded young man and wondered. Then, they glanced over at R’ Moshe Soloveitchik, only to see him nodding his head in encouragement. Yoav put his cap on. Then, he took his place at the bima, looked over the reading quickly in a Chumash, stood in front of the open Sefer Torah, and began to chant the ancient melody and words.


As he stood before the holy scrolls, he felt the letters reaching out to him from the parchment, fixing him in their grasp, riveting him to the spot in front of the Torah. He finished reading and wanted to step down, but the letters would not let him go; their grip on him was firm.


The entire room was mesmerized by his performance and nobody moved a muscle. Yoav continued to stand in front of the scroll, long after he finished reading, and just stared at the words. The message was being transmitted right before his eyes. It was clearly the turning point in his life. He gave up his carefree lifestyle and began his road to complete Torah observance. As he later observed, s“The letters have not relinquished their grip on me, to this very day.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5776 email of Torah Tavlin.

The Doctor’s Answer

By Rabbi Reuven Semah


Rabbi Paysach Krohn tells a story of a couple whose little boy was unusually 

short for his age. A non-Jewish endocrinologist suggested an experimental growth hormone. 


The boy’s father asked the doctor, “If this was your child, would you give him this experimental medication?”�


The doctor thought for a moment before responding emotionally, “If it were 

my child, I would give him medication, but if I were you I wouldn’t. In my society, 

externals are very important, good looks and height mean so much. I would have no choice but to give this hormone to my child.


“But I’ve met enough Orthodox Jews to know that your society is different. You people judge one another by your inner values, outward appearance is not that important. If I were you I would not give my child a new medication that might have serious side-effects.”


Let us remember the lesson of the nazir, who came to the recognition that undue focus on external appearance is not what Am Yisrael is all about. To focus on externals is to live a superficial life, a life out of touch with reality. The more we gain that recognition, the more we are in the touch with true Torah values and deepen our bond with Hashem.

Reprinted from the Parashat Nasso 5776 email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.

L’Maaseh A Tale to Remember

Rav Chaim Pinchos Scheinberg 

And the Young Non-Religious Boy


Once, the Rosh Yeshivah of Yeshivas Torah Ohr, Rav Chaim Pinchos Scheinberg, zt”l, was traveling and lodged at the home of a prior student of his from many years previously, in Baltimore. The Talmid was extremely attentive to the Rosh Yeshivah’s every need and made him feel as comfortable as he possibly could. 


At the time of Rav Scheinberg’s visit, a former associate of this student, was also visiting Baltimore from his hometown in Los Angeles, together with his wife and two children. This associate was a man who was just starting to become Frum, and had already begun to make serious headway in his observance of Torah and Mitzvos, and to lead the lifestyle of a religious Jew. 


Since they were staying nearby, the associate called his friend to see if they could get together. The Talmid from Baltimore told him that he was presently hosting one of the leading Rabbis in all of Israel, and he was welcome to come over to meet the Torah giant. He said, “Bring your wife and children as well, so that they all can receive blessings from the Rabbi.” 


The student reasoned that his home was already constantly filled with people- men, women and children, coming in and out all day long, eager to receive a blessing from Rav Chaim Pinchos Scheinberg, why couldn’t these people come as well? 


When the family arrived, the host immediately escorted them into a side room, which led into the dining room where Rav Scheinberg was sitting. Awed by the sight of the elderly Rabbi, the couple stood back and watched in reverence as he greeted each visitor with a smile and tremendous warmth. This young family had never seen such a holy looking man, and they truly could not take their eyes off of him. 


Suddenly, their 7-year-old son, Craig, broke free of his parents, and ran right up to Rav Scheinberg. He exclaimed, “They promised me that there was going to be only one Rabbi here, and there are so many of them!” 


Horrified, Craig’s parents quickly ran to get their son. They admonished him quietly for his impatience, and told him that he must be extremely respectful in front of the Rabbi. Craig quieted down, but it was not long before the little troublemaker was up to a new antic. At a lull between visitors, young Craig ran up to Rav Scheinberg once more and without the slightest hint of nervousness, he introduced himself. 


“Hi! My name is Craig. What’s your name?” 


Craig’s parents gasped in embarrassment. Mortified at their child’s disrespect, they were prepared to grab him away once more, but the elderly Rosh Yeshivah indicated that he was not at all upset with the boy’s behavior. 


He took the child’s hand and pulled the young man closer to him to answer his question. “My name is Chaim Pinchos,” he said softly. “How are you?” 


And just like that, the elderly Tzaddik conducted a down-to-earth conversation with a young boy from a non-religious background, as if the two of them were longtime friends. The conversation lasted for a few minutes and Craig returned to his family with a huge smile on his face. 


After his conversation with their son, the Rosh Yeshivah turned to the parents and said, “There is no such thing as a bad question. If your child asks a question, then feel blessed that he is asking you questions. That is a sign of a healthy child, who has a healthy relationship with his parents. He is looking to grow, and that is a tremendous blessing. The moment that he stops asking questions, that is when you know that you are in trouble, as he now feels a disconnect with the people he should trust most.” 


Rav Scheinberg taught them a valuable lesson in parenting, which helped them as they gained a step closer in becoming a completely religious family!

Reprinted from the Parshas Ba,midbar 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Childhood Candies
By Rabbi Yoseph Vigler


I heard this story from a good friend, Moshe Zvi Kelman.


12 years ago, at a nichum avelim, Moshe Zvi repeated a vort in the name of his zayde. The Skverer Rebbe Shlit"a, who was present, inquired who was his zayde, and then shared with him the following story about his zayde. Since his zayde was alive at the time, he was able to verify the details first hand:


Rabbi Shlomo Dov​ Shapiro a"h was a Rov of a large shul in East Flatbush. 200 families would attend shul every Friday night. The Rabbi himself would give out candies to all the kinderlach and say a bracha together. One little girl was a regular, until she "graduated" and lost touch with shul. 


Sometimes we have the zechus to see the effect of our seemingly trivial actions. 11 years had passed when one evening the Rabbi hears a knock on his pdoor. A 21-year-old young lady stood there and asked to speak with him urgently. She relayed her story that she had gone to college in California and ended up getting engaged to a goy. His parents insisted that he could only marry a Catholic girl, and she was so estranged from Yiddishkeit, that she agreed to be baptized without blinking an eye. Her devastated parents tore kri'ah and cut ties with her.


But the pintele Yid has a way to draw back Yiddishe neshamos when you least expect it. 


Preparations for the wedding were underway, when one day she enters the church sanctuary to ensure everything was in order. Somehow, at that moment, memories of her childhood started flooding her mind. Gazing at the pews, it dawns on her to ask the priest, “Who is the church candy man? Who gives out the candies to the kids during services?" 


That was her fondest memory of religious services. "We do NOT do that," she was informed. "Prayers here are serious and somber." 


Inexplicably, the chapel suddenly felt cold and dark to her....contrasted with warm memories of her Rabbi giving her and her friends candies in shul on Friday night, her soul longed for that warmth and affection. 


She broke off ties with her fiance and here she was, knocking on the Rabbi's door. Could the Rabbi help her make amends and rebuild her ties to her family....


All because of those candies, that made the experience of shul sweet and warm.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bechukosai 5776 email of the Mayan Torah Center in Flatbush

Shabtai the “Nasty” 

Butcher of Zlotchov

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Some 150 years ago in the Ukrainian city of Zlotchov the holy Rabbi and all the elders there were imprisoned, sentenced to death and were to be executed in a few days.


The name of the Rabbi was not given in the story but what was given is that his arrest was the last in a long series of difficulties he suffered since assuming his post.


In addition to the hunger, poverty and anti-Semitism that was the plight of all Ukrainian Jewry and the many troubles, sleepless nights and hectic days that are the plight of all Rabbis he had to suffer Shabtai the butcher.


First let's explain how and why the Rabbi was sitting in jail then we'll explain who Shabtai was. Czarist Russia was perhaps the most fanatically religious country that ever existed. The entire populace; every man woman and child without exception, including the king and all royalty was Russian Orthodox. The clergy had total control of the minds, souls and bodies of everyone except the Jews.


The stubborn Jews were the bone in the throat of the Church. No one succeeded in convincing this stiff necked people to accept the religion of the country. But Czar Nicolas thought he was different.


He instituted a cruel policy of kidnapping Jewish youth into the army where he reasoned that they could be re-educated.  Bands of evil 'grabbers' (Chapers in Yiddish), most often Jews who knew the 'territory', would enter Jewish villages and towns and simply 'grab' children, often under the age of ten and 'sell' them to the army despite the wailing of their heartbroken parents. These children would often never be seen again and their parents were helpless to do anything about it.


But when a group of these 'grabbers' entered the town of Zlotchov it was different. Somehow as these invaders were forcing their way into a three story building a number of large, heavy objects got thrown off its roof onto their heads killing and wounding several of them and scaring away the rest.


But there was a price.


The next day a battalion of police invaded the town, arrested the Rabbi, put him in jail and threatened him with death if the identity of the murderers was not divulged.


The poor Rabbi! Everyone was heartbroken! He had suffered so much and now this.


All the Jews made a meeting to discuss what to do, but without the Rabbi there was no order or progress, in the confusion someone quipped quietly to the person standing next to him (but, unfortunately, loud enough for others to hear), "At least if the Rabbi gets killed he'll finally be rid of Shabtai!"  Everyone around the joker smiled instinctively but then angrily told him to shut up.


Who was this Shabtai the butcher?


Shabtai was a huge, loudmouthed, coarse, fellow who also happened to be the town butcher and the richest Jew in Zlotchov. He lived in a mansion-like house and, despite his coarse nature, was also a shrewd businessman and a born politician who, because of his money and mouth, always had a group of followers that, together with him, transformed the Rabbi's life into hell on earth.


It seems that the Rabbi once reprimanded him about something, Shabtai got insulted and war was declared. He began scoffing and ridiculing the Rabbi loudly in public, often in his face: "the Rabbi's a snob, the Rabbi is nosey, the Rabbi is too short, too fat, too old, too bossy, too lenient, to strict, too weak, too inexperienced, selfish, stingy, cruel etc. etc. And so it was day after day without respite.


But suddenly, miraculously the Rabbi's luck changed, or so it seemed, for the better. One morning after the prayers Shabtai announced that Zlotchov was not for him and he was moving to the larger city of Brod.


The Rabbi couldn't believe his ears but when he saw ten wagons roll up to Shabtai's mansion, load them with everything in his house and then drive off into the horizon toward Brod, he said a prayer of thanks and was happy; G-d answered his prayers! Could it really be? Shabtai was gone!! Finally he would be rid of this uncouth troublemaker it was too good to be true!


Then, a few months later MORE good news: his holy teacher and mentor Rebbi Moshe Lev of Sassov was going to be his guest for Shabbat!  What an honor! What a blessing!!


Little did he know that this was to become the biggest disappointment in his life!! It happened like this. When Shabbat arrived and a hundred people were seated around his table partaking of the Shabbat meal and listening to the Rebbe's holy words suddenly, entered none other than Shabtai the butcher with his two sons.


The Rabbi looked in horror as the Rebbe told those on either side of him to move, turned to Shabtai and asked him to be seated and, from then on the Rebbe gave the three intruders his undivided attention! He made sure they had wine, fish, meat and everything else they wanted and only then did he ask their permission to continue speaking.


The Rabbi wanted to cry, to scream out, to ask permission to throw Shabtai out, but before he could, something happened that almost made him faint. Shabtai turned to the Rebbe and in his typical gruff voice announced that now that he had moved to Brod he decided he didn't like it there and was considering moving back to Zlotchov. but he wanted the Rebbe's blessing for success before making a move.


Immediately the Rebbe became serious, took Shabtai's hand in his and said endearingly, "My friend, I advise you to return to Zlotchov" and then proceeded to bless him with success and riches in this world and the next.


The Rabbi was crushed. It couldn't be that his Rebbe was doing this! He certainly knew who this man was and he knew how much trouble he was makingso why was he blessing him?! And why didn't he at least tell him to stop terrorizing the Rabbi of Zlotchov?!


Shabtai just thanked the Rebbe, told his sons they were leaving, shot a sneering look at the Rabbi and left. And as soon as he did the Rebbe called our Rabbi, whispered something in his ear about Shabtai and Zlatchov needing each other and assured him that everything would be alright.


But it wasn't.


Shabtai moved back to Zlotchov, re-opened his butcher store, and in no time was back to making the poor Rabbi's life unbearable. Then, a month later the Rabbi was imprisoned.


That is why people chuckled when the fellow at the meeting said, "At least in heaven the Rabbi will be free from Shabtai."


But it wasn't funny. The days were ticking by. In just two days he and the elders would be executed. Three scaffolds had been built in the town square and it seemed there was no hope. The Jews all flocked to the Synagogue to read Psalms and pray to the Almighty for mercy, they needed a big miracle.


The sun shone brightly that morning in a cloudless blue sky. Already at sunrise several tens of people were milling around in the town square, inspecting the gallows from all sides and trying to talk with the police who were standing like statues there making sure no one came too close. By the time nine o'clock arrived the square was filled with almost one thousand bloodthirsty spectators waiting for the first of the doomed to be brought out.


But then someone came running and yelled some sort of news. He was all out of breath and it was hard to understand him at first but finally the message got out, "The Rabbi and the elders they all got released! They found the murderer!"


Was it true? Was it a miracle? The townspeople were disappointed that the Jews got free but on the other hand there would be entertainment someone was going to be hung.


Sure enough; at ten o'clock the real murderer was brought out with a cloth bag over his head, led up to the gallows and unceremoniously hung. But were there more? The crowd was impatient. The chief of police then got up on the gallows and announced. "That's it! There was only one. He gave a full detailed confession and. Well that's it! Now go home."


The next day one of the older members came into the synagogue as everyone was trying to figure out who the hooded man was and announced. The murderer was "Shabtai the Butcher!"


"What?!" Everyone said almost in unison. "Yep, it was him alright. He appeared in the police station and confessed. I heard the whole story from the chief. He said Shabtai told them that he really hated the Rabbi but couldn't let him die for a crime he didn't commit. He said that when he saw the 'Chapers' came to grab children he saw red, went up on the tallest building and threw the heaviest things he could find their heads. He didn't want them to get his sons. Then to prove his confession, that he did it all alone, he asked to be shown the heavy objects that killed the men and proceeded to lift them one at a time over his head and throw them quite a distance. He was the murderer for sure!"


So it ended up that Shabtai was a hero! He murdered the kidnappers, saved the children and even gave his life to save his sworn enemy the Rabbi.


But a few days later a frightening thing happened. Three young men appeared in town, went to the Rabbi's house and asked him if it was true that someone had been hung for what they did!!


It seems that they had been visiting in the town when the kidnappers invaded and being young and strong, decided to go up on that roof, throw rocks at them and kill them. Then they ran away and hid in the forest till now and weren't even aware that the Rabbi and the elders had been taken prisoner or that Shabtai had been killed in their place.


Now the Rabbi understood why his Rebbe told Shabtai to stay and why he whispered to him, "you'll see that Zlotchov needs Shabtai".


Shabtai was even more than a hero, he was a saint!

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5776 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

One Good Deed Leads to Another…and Sometimes a Wedding

By Akiva Males


As we drove back to Harrisburg, Pennsylvania from the wedding, my wife, Layala, and I felt giddy. On that November afternoon in 2015, we had attended the wedding of Margot and Josh in New York. Weddings are always uplifting, but this one was extra special. The relationship we share with Margot and Josh is unique, even though we met them for the first time at their wedding. Let me explain.


The night before Pesach of 2015, I had completed the search for chametz at my home, and as the rabbi of Kesher Israel Congregation (KI) in Harrisburg, was about to perform bedikat chametz there as well. My father, who was visiting for Pesach, decided to accompany me and we set off to KI, flashlights in hand.

After we inspected the chapel and main sanctuary, my father suggested we check a rarely used coatroom. Upon entering the room, my father pointed his flashlight at a backpack resting on a high shelf and asked me if I knew its owner. The knapsack held a digital camera, a small volume of Mishnayot, and several postcards sent from a “Margot Reinstein” to a “Josh Botwinick.” I left the backpack in the shul office, figuring I’d return it after Pesach. We went home and resumed preparations for the holiday.

When things calmed down after yom tov, I began thinking about reuniting that backpack with its owner. I assumed it belonged to Josh—after all, the postcards were mailed to him at Camp Stone in Sugar Grove, Pennsylvania. Each summer, a large group of campers from that camp stops at KI to daven and enjoy a catered dinner. 


Josh must have been a counselor who accompanied his campers to KI the previous summer, and accidentally left his backpack behind. However, I only had Margot’s address on the postcard. The easiest way to reunite Josh and his knapsack was to mail it to Margot. I dropped the knapsack—along with an explanatory note—off at the post office, and forgot about it.

Several weeks later, I received a phone call from Margot, who could barely contain her excitement. She thanked me for sending the backpack, and told me there was more to the story. I apologized for not having noticed the knapsack sooner. That’s when Margot told me that she and Josh really appreciated the fact that it took three years for the bag to be found. (Turns out, the backpack had actually been on the shelf that long before I noticed it!)

Margot went on to share the most amazing chain of events. She and Josh had been dating one another while they were college undergraduates. For various reasons, they decided to break up right after the summer Josh had forgotten his backpack at KI. They went on to pursue their education and lost touch with one another. They began dating other people. 


Then the knapsack arrived at Margot’s home. After reading my note, Margot contacted Josh for the first time in three years, and asked if he wanted to get together so she could return his backpack. Margot told me they met, spent a long time catching up, and had been dating steadily ever since. 


Both she and Josh agreed that they had not been ready to get back together until then, and that nothing would have developed had Josh’s bag been found and returned to her at an earlier date. Margot told me that they had a strong feeling that a wedding was in their future—and if that should happen, I would definitely receive aberachah under their chuppah.

I listened in amazement, and wished them the clarity I knew they were praying for.

A few months later, Layala and I received a phone call from a just-engaged Margot and Josh who were bubbling with excitement. We were thrilled to wish them “mazal tov.” Of course, we responded in the affirmative when the wedding invitation arrived. And so there I was, a few months later, standing under Josh and Margot’s chuppah reciting the sixth of the sheva berachot. It felt surreal.


Could G-d have found a way to reunite Margot and Josh without our involvement? Of course, but we feel so privileged to have acted as His agents. While we’ll never know why G-d chose us to play a role in this wonderful story, one thought does come to mind. 



In Pirkei Avot (4:2) our Sages teach us, “Mitzvah goreret mitzvah”—one good deed leads to another. The commentaries explain that G-d blesses those who engage in good deeds with the ability to engage in even more. This story began with bedikat chametz, continued with hashavat aveidah and ended up with a radiant couple standing together under a chuppah. Who can predict what might result from any mitzvah we choose to perform?
Rabbi Akiva Males served as rabbi of Kesher Israel Congregation in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania from 2007 to 2016. Beginning in the summer of 2016, he will serve as rabbi of the Young Israel of Memphis.
Reprinted from the Summer 5776/2016 edition of Jewish Action, the Magazine of the Orthodox Union.
A Lesson from a Polish Prisoner 

In a Brutal Siberian Prison


Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, comments that it is important for us to always retain a focus on who we are, from whom we have descended, what we represent, and our future legacy. We must constantly infuse in our minds and in the minds of our children that we, the Jewish people, have a glorious past. 


True, we have suffered persecution and misery, but we are still here, and our persecutors are not. They have been replaced with our present tormentors, but that is all a part of Hashem’s Divine Plan. 


When we connect with our past, we should be filled with pride in filling the role that Hashem has chosen for us. Rav Galinsky relates a powerful story which left a lasting impression on him, and taught him a powerful lesson about how one can endure even under the most trying situations. 


The episode took place in a Siberian slave labor camp where Rav Galinsky and so many others suffered unbearable pain and misery. After a full day’s work, the men would trudge back to their barracks to lay down on their wooden bunks and attempt to fall asleep.


Every night at approximately 2:00 AM, one of the Polish prisoners would arise from his ‘bed’ and remove a bag that was hidden underneath it. He would quickly take out what appeared to be some kind of a uniform, put it on, view himself in the mirror, and then quickly take it off, return it to the bag, and go back to sleep. This went on every night. 


While Rav Galinsky was used to strange things occurring in prison, this man’s actions were very puzzling. Sleep was very important to the prisoner’s well-being. To force himself to arise in the middle of the night just to put on a suit seemed irrational. There had to be an explanation that would shed light on this man’s strange behavior. 


One day, when they were alone, Rav Galinsky asked the man to explain what he was doing, and asked, “Why do you arise in the middle of the night to put on your suit and view yourself in the mirror? Do you not value your sleep?” 

`
The man replied, “Yes, Rabbi, my sleep is very important to me, but so are my sanity and dignity. Prior to being taken captive by our Russian tormentors, I was a distinguished general in the Polish army. I had the respect of thousands of soldiers. Suddenly, our army was vanquished and I became a prisoner. In my opinion, the degradation and mistreatment they subject us to is a greater danger than the physical blows they deal to us on an almost constant basis. 


At all costs, I had to prevent them from getting into my mind and destroying it. Therefore, every night when everybody is fast asleep, I risk removing my general’s uniform which I was able to keep with me. I put on the uniform and look in the mirror, and for two minutes, I see before my eyes my true self, my prior position, and my status. I do not see a broken down, frail prisoner. I see a general in the Polish army! This is how I am able to maintain my sanity.” 


Rav Galinsky says that this idea applies to us as well. We— the Jewish people— are the descendants of a noble lineage with a compelling legacy for the future. If we visualize ourselves in our true uniforms, a uniform which exemplifies the Jewish essence and spirit, we will be able to transcend the society in which we live!

Reprinted from the Parshas Be’Halosocha 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Not Even a Simple

Pair of Socks


In Yerushalayim of old there lived a great wealthy man and aside from his wealth he was also great in fearing Heaven and he gave much charity. In his old age he gathered his children and he gave them two envelopes and this is what he instructed: “Open the first envelope immediately upon my passing, before the funeral, and open the second envelope immediately after I am buried.” 


A short while later the wealthy man left this world and entered his eternal world. His children gathered to honor him with the final honor and to fulfill his instructions. 


When they opened the first envelope they were shocked to see these words: “My dear children, all my life I never asked anything of you, now I request of you to honor me with a final honor and bury me with socks on my feet.” 


The children were shocked because they knew that their father was a learned man and how could a man so straightforward and upright ask for something like this? In their distress they went to the great men of the generation and requested ‘an authorization of exception’ to bury their father with socks. However no one could give permission for this matter. Having no choice, they buried their father properly according to the custom of Israel, without socks. 


Ultimately, over the course of the funeral they asked for his forgiveness that they did not fulfill his request. Immediately after the large funeral they opened the second envelope and their shock increased sevenfold from the contents: 


“My dear children, I only wanted to demonstrate to you that a person takes nothing with him from this world, not even socks! And so, do not become arrogant because of your wealth. Place this constantly before your eyes, and so shall you walk on the straight path…” 

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5776 email of Tiv Hakehilah.

Story #970 

The Ninety-Year-Old's Father's Tallit
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

A ninety-year-old man contacted Rabbi Mendel Ekstein of Bnei Brak, and hired him to transfer his father's remains from Uzbekistan to Eretz Yisrael. During the War years, his father escaped from Europe to Uzbekistan. There he became ill (he had heart trouble) and realized that his death was approaching, so he told his then twenty-year-old son, "When I die, bury me here, in Uzbekistan, but when you have the opportunity, bring my body over to Eretz Yisrael."


Seventy years passed since then, and he still hadn't fulfilled his father's wishes. (This is often how things are: it was after the war, he needed to re-establish himself in Eretz Yisrael, years passed and he forgot to take care of his father's wishes. But now, being that he was ninety years old and realizing he would soon join his father in heaven, he remembered to carry out his father's last wish.)


Transferring bones requires a strong level of fear of Heaven, expertise in the laws and in the procedure [which includes lighting candles, learning some Mishna and giving tzedakah - all for the merit of the departed], and Rabbi Ekstein is an acknowledged expert in this field. Even one of Israel's leading rabbinical authorities, Rabbi Shmuel Wosner (who passed away during Passover in 2015 at age 102!), would rely on him for these matters.


Reb Mendel traveled to Uzbekistan and did all the preliminary procedures. Afterwards, he opened the grave. He saw that the woolen Turkish tallit in which the body of the deceased was enwrapped was whole, just as if it was just freshly placed in the grave.


When Reb Mendel saw this, he was astounded. He never encountered anything like this before. He was afraid to continue. The deceased was apparently a very special and holy Jew, for histallit to be uneffected by seventy years of being buried in the earth.


But this was the deathbed request of the deceased, so he accepted that he was obligated to continue. Slowly, carefully, he removed the tallit, and there was the skeleton of the body, exactly as one would expect to see after 70 years: the burial shrouds were totally gone, the flesh was consumed, only the tallit (which generally disintegrates first) was remarkably fresh, like new.


The remains were brought to Eretz Yisrael and after hearing the story, one of the most important rabbis in Eretz Yisrael delivered a eulogy. After the other eulogies were completed, Reb Mendel went over to the great rabbi and asked him, "Although the custom in Eretz Yisrael is to bury the dead without a tallit, perhaps because of this unusual miracle, it is proper to bury him with thetallit?"


The rabbi replied that before answering, he needs to hear more about the deceased. He brought Reb Mendel and the ninety-year-old son into a side room and he said to the son, "Tell us about your father. What was he like?"


The son said, "As your Honor heard in the eulogies. He was a genuine Torah scholar, a significant Jew."


"Yes," the rabbi said,"but tell me more. What did he do to merit that his tallit remained fresh for seventy years under the ground?"


"The tallit?" the son said, matter-of-factly, "that's a simple matter to explain. When my father put on his new tallit on the day after his wedding (Ashkenazi men wear a tallit only after marriage), he made a resolution that he would never speak while wearing the tallit (other than words of prayer, of course). He kept this resolution his entire life. Apparently, in this merit, the tallit remained intact."

After hearing this explanation, the rabbi ruled that they can make an exception this time, and bury him with the tallit.


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Torah Wellsprings (KiTeitze 5775) - the teachings of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Note from Rabbi Biderman: The Shlah writes that to never speak while wearing tefilin is highly desirable and propitious for long life. Nevertheless, there is no explicit source anywhere in Jewish Law that one shouldn't speak while wearing a tallit.


It is known that the Sar-Shalom of Belz taught his chasidim not to speak while wearing a tallit. Belzer chasidim relate that the Rebbe Sar-Shalom once instructed a bar mitzvah boy the first time he wrapped tefilin to promise to never speak words not of prayer while wearing the tefilin. When years later this young man was about to marry, he asked the Sar Shalom, "I kept my promise and I didn't speak while wearing tefilin. What should I undertake now?"


The Sar Shalom told him, "Take on never speaking while wearing your tallit." He continued that this will help him when, after 120 years, he stands before the heavenly tribunal. When they ask him to tell his deeds and his sins, he can signal that he cannot speak, since he is wearing a tallit. In this manner, he will be freed from judgment. (Outside of Israel, it is customary to bury the dead with a tallit.)

Connection: Weekly Reading (outside of Israel) Shelach concludes with the mitzvah of attaching tzitzis (intricately woven strings) to the corners of one's four-scornered garments. (These verses also constitute the 3rd paragraph of the Shma Yisrael prayer.)

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5776 email of KabbalOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Rebbe’s Advice to a Desperate Jew from Dvinsk

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


This story occurs 150 years ago in Tsarist Russia. His real name was not given in the story but we will call him Yona. Yona was sitting in his chair behind the counter looking sadly out the window of his meager shop at nothing.


Occasionally a cat would stray in, look around, and leave. But except for that, since he opened two months ago, he had no customers, not even one.


He looked back into his Talmud and tried to concentrate on the words but tears welled up in his eyes. Less than a year ago he had been the chief manager of a large profitable match factory in the city of Dvinsk. He had good wages and good friends, a nice house and his wife also made good money sewing and repairing expensive clothes. So they were well-off. Money was never lacking for giving to charity, his two sons got the best Torah education possible and his Shabbat and holiday tables were always packed with guests.


But then suddenly…as though someone had put a curse on him it all crumbled to pieces. First the match factory burned to the ground. Then, weeks, even months went by and as hard as he tried, he couldn't find another job.


Then, on top of it all, his wife fell sick and the doctors said there was no cure. Debts started piling up and it wasn't long before he had to sell their house and move to a small shack and take to begging just to keep his family alive.


One day, one of his acquaintances from years ago who happened to be a follower of the fifth Lubavitcher Rebbe (The Rebbe Reshab; Rebbe Shalom Dov Ber ) saw him begging in the street and couldn't believe his eyes.


"Yona! Is that you? What happened? Begging? OY!" He gave him a nice amount of money and said, "Listen, Yona, you have to see the Rebbe! I mean, the Jewish people aren't orphans. I know you aren't a Chassid and don't believe in Rebbes but believe me you won't be disappointed. Elijah and Moses did miracles to help Jews, right, so the Rebbe does the same thing. Yona, you have to at least ask your wife!"


But poor Yona refused. True, he was desperate and ready to do almost anything, but not this. He wasn't a misnaged (those who oppose the Chassidim) but he was far from a Chassid! He decided to ask his wife, just as the Chassid suggested. That evening he went home and quietly closed the door behind him so as not to disturb his  wife's sleep and cleared his throat until she opened her eyes. She smiled and asked how  it went today, if there were many donors. He told her what the Chassid told him and surprisingly, she agreed.


The next day he traveled to Lubavitch with mixed emotions, On the one hand, he didn't like the idea of putting such trust in a human being; on the other hand, the Chassidim compared their Rebbe to Moses, and you have to trust Moses.


The next evening he got a private audience (called "yechidut"). When he entered the Rebbe's room he was shocked. He had never experienced such a thing in his life. It was as though he was in another dimension--the dimension of certainty.


The Rebbe listened to Yona's story and replied calmly. "I suggest you move with your family to the city of Kovna and open a hat store. Your wife can make the hats and you can sell them."


"Hats?" thought Yona to himself, "did the Rebbe say 'hats'?" He had never sold anything in his life and had absolutely no knowledge of hats except that they 

are worn on the head. And his wife was sick, she couldn't make hats! And why Kovna, which meant moving hundreds of miles?


"Rebbe," he stammered after clearing his throat several times. He had a lot to say but all that came out was. "Errr . . . Kovna? Err¦ that is…I live in Dvinsk. Maybe Dvinsk, a hat shop?"


But the Rebbe just repeated his suggestion, looked down at some papers, and Yona knew it was time to leave.


He returned home, told his wife what the Rebbe said and, to his amazement, as soon as she heard what the Rebbe said, she sat up in bed and declared, "Well, I have to get to work on those hats. What type of hats should I make?" And in moments she was sitting behind her sewing machine and working. Half of her illness had disappeared.


A week later they moved to Kovna, rented both a house and a small shop in Kovna and made a few shelves in the shop. Yona constructed a sign to hang outside, put a mezuzah on the door, and they were open for business! Now all they needed were customers.


But days, then weeks, passed and no customers came.


"Could it be that the Rebbe was wrong?" Yona thought to himself. "All his 


Chassidim said that the Rebbe is never wrong. But after all, he's only human! Why did he pick Kovna? It's so far away. If he was going to be wrong, then at least he could have picked somewhere closer to Dvinsk? And why hats?"


Suddenly his thoughts were broken by the sound of horses and carriage stopping before his shop.


He straightened himself, put on a smile, and in walked a well-dressed, wealthy looking, heavy-set gentile.


"Is this all you have?" he asked. I never saw this store before? You must have just opened. Hey, is everything all right? You look like you've been crying? Is 

everything all right?"


Yona wanted so badly to talk to someone that he poured out his heart to the stranger -- how he used to manage a huge match factory and became a pauper, how the Rebbe sent him to sell hats, of all things, here in Kovna, of all places.


"Match factory?!" exclaimed the visitor. "You managed a MATCH FACTORY??! 


Why this is wonderful! Your Rebbe or whatever you call him must be a prophet or a genius! A prophet and a genius! You are the man I desperately need! Listen, I have a brother that owns a huge match factory in Kiev. If you worked in matches you certainly heard of it. It's five times a big as the one that burned down in Dvinsk.


"Anyway, one of his machines, the biggest and most expensive one, broke down about a month ago and, well, he brought the biggest experts and no one can fix it. "Listen my friend, you weren't sent here for nothing! What do you say? Fix it and you will be a rich man."


Yona explained that he had been a manager and not a mechanic, but it didn't help. The next day he was in Kiev looking at the machine. It took him three days to take it apart and figure out the problem and another three to put it back again.


But it worked!


Yona got a huge reward. He was hired as manager of the Kiev factory and became richer than ever. His wife completely recovered and a lot of people, especially Yona himself, realized the G-dliness of the Rebbe.

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach/Korach 5776 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel

Wherever You Are,

No Matter How Far

By Rabbi David Ashear

 


No matter how far a Jew has strayed from the proper path, Hashem still loves him and yearns for him to come back. It says in the Tanna D've Eliyahu that more than a woman sits and waits for her husband to return from a long journey, Hashem waits for every Jew to return to Him. The lengths that Hashem will go to give people opportunities to get closer to him are unbelievable, but ultimately, the decision whether we take that step is left up to us.


In the year 2012 a man by the name Sanad Zagadi from Hungary, at the age of thirty, discovered that he was Jewish. At that time, he thought it was the worst day of his life. As a University student in 2003, this man had co-founded the far right anti-Semitic Jobek party, which was created to strike terror into the hearts of minorities, making him the embodiment of Hungarian Jewry's worst fears. 
Members of his party had swastikas tattooed on them. For ten years, he publicly spoke out against Jews, and by 2012, Jobek had grown to be the second largest political party in Hungary. It was at that time that a political rival claimed to have documented proof that Zagadi was a Jew himself. 


Zagadi was shocked and insulted at the claim, but in order to clarify, he sat down swith his maternal grandmother and discovered that she had survived Auschwitz, and had a number tattooed on her arm. She started a family after the war, but didn't want her children to know that they were Jewish. Yet, now, Zagadi couldn't escape this truth. 


He was experiencing extreme inner turmoil. He had never even met a Jew. He decided to find a Rabbi to speak to. He ended up dropping the Jobek party and started learning about Judaism. Amazingly, he eventually changed his name to David, started wearing a kippah, learned Hebrew, visited Israel and even got a Brit Milah. Now, he keeps Shabbat, attends Shul regularly and recently spoke at an Aish Hatorah dinner. 


He told everyone there, "Some of you may not consider yourselves observant. But I doubt that any of you went further away from G-d than me. Hashem has proven to me that He is quick to forgive, and wants all of His children, no matter what they have done."


Rabbi Yechiel Spiro told the story of a young woman whose life was in danger during labor in the early 1800's in the town of Lelov.  It was Yom Kippur, and she was having extreme complications. The doctors were expecting the worst, but salvation came from a very unexpected source. 


At that time, a distinguished gentleman rode into town and identified himself as Doctor Burnhart, one of the most prestigious doctors in all of Europe. He explained to the people there that he received a message that a well-known Polish nobleman was on his death bed and would pay any price for Doctor Burnhart's services. However, shortly before he arrived, that nobleman died. Now he was passing through this little village. He was not religious. He didn't even know that it was Yom Kippur. The Lelover Rebbe came out and asked the doctor to help the woman in labor, who was also his own daughter-in-law. Baruch Hashem, he was able to save the woman and the baby.


Afterwards, the Lelover Rebbe asked to speak to Doctor Burnhart privately. They spoke for a while, and after the meeting, the doctor did not go on his way, rather he went with the Rebbe into the Shul and started praying. From that day on, he started a spiritual journey and after many years of intense study, this doctor became the great Reb Chaim Dovid of Pietrikov, a Chassidic legend and Rebbe to thousands. 


One day he was asked, "What was it that the Lelover Rebbe told you on that fateful Yom Kippur so many years ago?" 


He smiled and revealed the words which had transformed him into the person he had become. He said that the Rebbe showed him a Pasuk in the book of Shmuel (Ch. 9) which showed that every place in which a person finds himself is orchestrated by Hashem for a reason. The Rebbe told him that the real reasons he found himself in Lelov on that Yom Kippur was to save the woman and her child, to have the opportunity to see what Judaism was all about and to come to Shul on the holiest day of the year. 


The Rabbi continued, "I could have dismissed it as a random occurrence, but the Rebbe's words made an impact on me, and that's what ultimately brought me back to Hashem.


Everyone can improve in his own way. Hashem wants all of us and gives us opportunities all the time. Any step that we take towards him is so precious.

 

Reprinted from the July 4, 2016 email of Daily Emunah.

The Matteh Efraim and

The Broken Crystal Bottle


A very precious, crystal bottle broke in the home of Reb Efraim Zalman Margolis zt"l (the Matteh Efraim). His wife was hysterical, but he remained calm. 
"How can you be so relaxed? Don't you realize how much that vase costs?" 
"I can't answer you now, but ask me again in a year, and I will explain it to you." 


She didn’t forget. Exactly a year later, she asked her husband for an explanation. 


He asked her, "Does it still bother you that the bottle broke." 


"So many things happened since then," she replied. "To tell the truth, I've almost forgotten the entire episode." 


He said, "What you grasp now, I understood immediately, when the vase broke." 


He explained, "Your father chose me to be his son-in-law, because he said that I am an iluy (genius). I am able to grasp in a moment, what others need a year to comprehend. I knew that the broken bottle wouldn’t bother me in a year's time, so I didn’t let it bother me then either." 


With a machlokes, one should also think ahead. Right now, you are angry at someone, because you feel that he wronged you. But how will you feel about this wrongdoing in a year from now? Will it bother you then? If it 
Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Foolish Highway Robber


WORDS CAN BE VERY COSTLY A distraught father once came to R’ Zalmen Plitnick (d. 1984), Rav of Liverpool, England, and implored him to speak to his daughter to convice her not to marry her gentile fiancee. 

R’ Plitnick spoke with her for a long time, but to no avail. She was determined to marry him. 

When the father heard that R’ Plitnick had been unsuccessful, he was bitterly disappointed. 

R’ Plitnick (whose father-in-law, R’ Moshe Londinsky, was Rosh Yeshivah of the Chofetz Chaim’s Yeshivah in Radin, as well as the Chofetz Chaim’s neighbor) told the father of the girl a story which he heard from the Chofetz Chaim, based on the Yerushalmi (Brachos 38b). 

A great doctor discovered a cure for a debilitating children’s disease. He would travel to cities and villages to dispense the medicine and heal children. One night, as he was traveling, he was assaulted by highway robbers who took all his belongings. Having found no valuables, they threw his belongings into the river. 
The next morning, the doctor dejectedly told the patients waiting at his next stop that he had no medicine. At the head of the line of patients was a man whose son was very ill. He had been relying on the doctor’s medicines. 

The doctor looked at the man and said, “Don’t you recognize me? I was the one whom you robbed last night. Where is everything you took from me?” 

The man was startled, as he replied, “I threw it all into the river.” 

The doctor shook his head sadly, “You had the remedy in your hand and you threw it away. Now there is nothing I can do for you.” 

The Chofetz Chaim explained, “We want our rabbis to provide all the answers for our children. But if people come home from shul on Shabbos and sit at the table criticizing what the Rav said in the drashah, or if people in general ridicule what the rav stands for, then when the Rav is needed to remedy theirs or their children’s problems, he will be powerless – because the parents have undermined his credibility.” 

R’ Plitnick’s message was clear to the distraught father. He had come to the Rav for advice to prevent his daughter’s inter-marriage, yet, through his criticism of the Rav over the years, he had unwittingly undermined the Rav’s sage advice to his daughter. (Along the Maggid’s Journey by Rabbi Paysach J. Krohn)

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5776 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Young Torah Genius Who Didn’t Know How to Drink a Cup of Coffee

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


Rabbi Meshulm Igra of Pressburg was one of Europe's leading scholars in the latter part of the 18th century. As a young man, he was engaged to the daughter of a prominent community leader in the city of Butzatz. 


A few months before the wedding the young chosson ate a meal at the home of his future father-in-law. Dessert was served together with a hot treat a delicacy that the impoverished Reb Meshulam had never heard of -- coffee.


The servant brought out a cup of brewed coffee together with sugar and milk. The prospective father-in-law directed his son in law to partake. The young scholar looked quizzically at each of the entities and began to ponder. There were two liquids and sugar. 


The Talmud teaches that eating precedes drinking. He took a spoon of sugar and ate it. Then he was unsure what to drink first the milk or the black brew. Noting that darkness in the Torah comes before day, he drank the black coffee. Noticing the grinds at the bottom of the cup, he took his spoon and began to eat them. Not wanting to embarrass his soon-to-be father-in-law who had served such a difficult-to-eat dessert, he slowly chewed and swallowed the grinds. His prospective bride stood in shock.


"Father," she cried "I cannot marry a man who does not know how do drink a cup of coffee. He is a total klutz!" The engagement was broken.


Years later this same community leader visited the home of Rav Yeshaya Pick the prominent Rav of Breslow. Upon entering the study he noticed the rav engrossed in a letter. He looked totally concerned and distraught. 


When the man asked what problem was, Rabbi Pick told him that he just received a letter that is filled with the deepest insights. "I have to be totally immersed in Torah thought to begin to comprehend the level of this man's brilliance. In fact," he continued, "I do not think a man of this caliber has emerged in the last fifty years! And," he added, "besides the brilliance, one can note his amazing humility and fine character throughout every word he writes."


Then he looked up at the man. "You come from Butzatz. Have you ever hear of a man called Meshulam Igra?"


The man didn't emit a verbal response. He fainted.


When he came to, he recounted the entire story of the engagement and its dissolution, how Rabbi Igra was meant to be his son-in-law but the match was broken over coffee grounds. 


Rabbi Pick looked up at him and shook his head sadly. "Is that so?" he exclaimed. "You gave up the opportunity for this great man because he did not know how to drink a cup of coffee?"


Then he looked at the man and simply declared, "Faint again!"

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5776 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting

Why Observing Shabbat Makes Me a Better Doctor

By Dr. Jacob L. Freedman

For starters, it keeps me sane.
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“Do you ever have any problems keeping Shabbat and being a doctor?” asked my new colleague at the hospital. I’ve been answering some variation of this question ever since I started medical school and my roommate asked me, “How the heck are you going to pass our big Anatomy test on Monday if you don’t study at all on Saturday?”


I’ve had a lot of interesting experiences explaining my Shabbat observance since entering the field of medicine. As a 3rd year med student there was the surgeon who looked at me incredulously one Friday afternoon when I told him that I was going to have to walk home from the hospital if he made me dictate any more of his post-operative notes. There was my colleague in residency training who complained that it wasn’t fair I never had to cover Saturdays until I offered to cover her patients that Thanksgiving.


Once I began observing the Jewish Sabbath back in 2005, negotiating my new career in medicine wasn’t half as hard as I thought it might be. The first step was seeking out a residency training program – and subsequently a hospital position – where the department chair was willing to accept my schedule.


The interviews always included a few time-tested jokes about being “available 24/6” and “knowing exactly what my vacation schedule will look like for the next 224 years according to the Jewish calendar.” I also made some friends volunteering to cover Sundays and agreeing to help out every December 25th and January 1st. This allowed me to arrange for my colleagues to cover for me on Friday nights and Saturdays in what most people were able to accept as an even trade.


Come Shabbat I never truly shed my white coat and stethoscope. While my pager is reliably signed out on Friday afternoons, there have been emergencies that have kept me in the hospital longer than I would have expected and I’ve hiked home in the dark more than a few times. There have also been times at synagogue where I’ve been fortunate enough to have had the medical training to assist folks in the same way that I would have were it a regular Tuesday. Doing whatever you have to do to save someone’s life overrides Shabbat. Furthermore, caring for patients is not a violation of Shabbat for doctors, nurses like my sister Hannah, or for my buddy Noam who’s an EMT.


Observing Shabbat prevents me from being another victim of the burnout epidemic ravaging my colleagues in the medical field.


Keeping Shabbat keeps me sane. Back in med school when my roommate asked me how I’d identify all 3,481 parts of the human abdomen and thorax for our anatomy test, I explained to him, “Resting one day a week gives me the power to study hard through the other six days.” The mindfulness Shabbat provided me left me rejuvenated enough to brave the monsoon of medical school exams and I weathered the storm well enough to land at Harvard Medical School for a top-notch residency program.


Observing Shabbat prevents me from being another victim of the burnout epidemic ravaging my colleagues in the medical field. I never would have been able to resist the seduction of writing new academic papers, moonlighting a bit more to pay off my debts, or following up on labs tests and completing old patient notes. Luckily I have Shabbat to keep me balanced and engaged with my loved ones as a family member.


Looking at the faces around the hospital on Monday mornings, you don’t have to be an expert psychiatrist to see despair in the eyes of the folks who worked straight through the weekend and didn’t spend any time with their loved ones. It’s the look of mental exhaustion, the look of preparing to quit by age 45, and the look of needing a good psychotherapist to talk about the tragedy of physician burnout. 
(In med school a friend of mine spent a record-breaking 137 straight days at the library!) It’s also worth noting that research shows physician burnout is directly linked to poor patient care and medical errors which means that Shabbat is good for my patients too.


Shabbat has been a much bigger savior than a hindrance. Many years ago while hiking in northern Israel, I met a young Chassidic man who was headed in a similar direction. We didn’t really share a language but we nonetheless communicated easily in the shared solitude of our beautiful surroundings by a mountain stream. At some point in our makeshift conversation he asked me – though an imperfect translation – if I “protected Shabbat.” The answer was easy: I don’t protect Shabbat; Shabbat protects me.
Jacob L. Freedman, MD, is a board-certified psychiatrist practicing in Boston, Massachusetts, and a former student of Yeshiva Aish HaTorah in Jerusalem. In addition to his practice as a clinical psychiatrist, Dr. Freedman has worked as a healthcare and a risk-management consultant and serves as Chief Medical Officer at Mentegram. He can be most easily reached at: JacobLFreedman@gmail.com.

Reprinted from the Parshat Chukat 5776 website of Aish.com

A Mistaken Visit

Solves a Dilemma 

By Rabbi Ron Yitzchok Eisenman

A New Jersey Rabbi mistakenly ended up at the Old Montifiore Cemetery in Queens, not knowing he will bring a person to tears as a result. Rabbi Ron Yitzchok Eisenman, rabbi of Congregation Ahavas Israel in Passaic, NJ, is the author of two books, "The Elephant in the Room" and "For Everything a Time." He published the following article in the Mishpacha Magazine under the title "Meeting Expectations":

"Would you be available to officiate at the levayah of a woman who passed away in Maryland and the burial will be in New York?" the caller asked.


The woman was not observant, but her two sons were interested in having a rabbi present.


It would be at 11 A.M. on Friday, at the Old Montefiore Cemetery in Queens.


I thought about the traffic in New York on "Erev Fourth of July weekend." Nevertheless, a Jew needs to be buried...


On Friday morning, I headed off.


When I arrived, I went straight to the most famous grave in the cemetery, that of the Lubavitcher Rebbe ztz"l.


I davened and walked back to the building that serves as combination welcoming center, beis medrash, and library. There, I overheard one man say to his wife in Hebrew, "Do you think there's anyone here from Bat Yam?"


My ears perked up, as my father, who was born in Yerushalayim, grew up in Bat Yam.


I smiled and said, "I'm from Bat Yam!"


We schmoozed for a few minutes and then I went to meet the funeral procession.


I arrived at the gravesite, but there was no deceased mother, and no two sons. After a flurry of calls, the mystery was cleared up.


The sons (including the nifteres) hadn't come to the Old Montefiore Cemetery; rather, they'd mistakenly gone to the New Montefiore Cemetery, about 25 miles east and a one-hour drive away.


I decided to head back to the Rebbe's Ohel, telling my contact to call me in 15 minutes.


Back at the Ohel, I bumped into Mr. Bat Yam.


"Hey, rabbi, you're back, what happened?"


"I came to say goodbye."


The man became serious and said, "Tell me a story about the Lubavitcher Rebbe."


"I'm not a chassid," I said, "and I really have no stories. But there are plenty of people here who can relate great stories about him."


"I want you to tell me a story."


I figured I had to wait the required 15 minutes anyway, so I decided to tell him the one story of my family's connection with the Rebbe.


"About 40 years ago," I began, "my father ztz"l was unsure if he should have heart surgery. My parents consulted with the Rebbe, who said: 'I want you to listen to the advice of a doctor who is a friend.'


And with those cryptic words, the Rebbe stopped talking.


"The next week, my father's doctor spoke to my father in a way he'd never spoken to him in all the years they'd know each other. 'Moshe,' the doctor said, 'I'm talking to you today as a friend. Please have the surgery, it can save your life.'


"Suffice it to say that my father had the surgery and lived another 20 years."


And with that Mr. Bat Yam started to cry.


"Why are you crying?!"


"Rabbi, I came here to America to seek a second opinion for a medical condition. I'm not religious, but my wife insisted I speak to the Chabad rabbi in Bat Yam before I left. He said we should go to the Rebbe's Ohel. He said, 'When you get to the Ohel ask a non-Chabad person for a story about the Rebbe. In that story you'll get the answer to your question about your medical treatment.'


"This morning," the man continued, "I had my consultation with my doctor. When the examination was finished, he said, 'I know you're from Israel and we've never met before, but I feel strangely close to you. Listen to me, and know that I am saying this as a friend... this is what you must do!' "


We stared at each other.


I no longer wondered why Hashem had brought me to the Old Montefiore Cemetery that morning.
Reprinted from the July 11, 2016 website of COLLIVE.

The Mesiras Nefesh

Of Rashi’s Father


The greatest commentator we have on virtually all areas of Torah is Rashi. His name is an acronym for Rabban Shel Yisroel, which means ‘The Rebbe for all of Klal Yisroel’.


There is a story told about his mother while she was pregnant with Rashi. She was visiting the city of Worms, and happened to be walking down a narrow alleyway. Suddenly, a French knight on a horse turned down the alley she was on, and was galloping down the street and headed straight for her. There was no room for her to move to the side because the road was so narrow, and she couldn’t possibly get back to the beginning of the alleyway because of how fast the horse was running. 


Without any other choice, just as she was about to be trampled by the horse, she pressed herself against the stone wall of the alleyway, flattening herself as much as she could. Inexplicably, the stones slid inward and allowed her to make room for the knight to get past her, avoiding any harm! When it was safe again, she stepped back into the alleyway and saw how there was miraculously an impression that her body had left in the stone wall where she had pressed against. The wall remained indented like that for years to come! 


There is also a great story told about Rashi’s father, Rav Yitzchok, who was a dealer in precious stones. One time he was selling a particularly rare and precious gem. One of the king’s noblemen happened to notice it and told Rav Yitzchok that he would like to purchase it, as it was a perfect match of a gem in one of the king’s idols, and they had been searching for another such stone. The nobleman ordered Rav Yitzchok to pack it safely and travel with him to see the king and present it to him, and he would be paid very generously for the gem.


Rav Yitzchok had no intention of selling his gem for use in idol worship, but he dared not refuse the nobleman, so he agreed to travel. For part of the trip they had to travel by boat, and Rav Yitzchok came up with a plan. He started talking to the other noblemen and passengers about the gem, and about how much the king would pay for it. He threw in comments like, “If you would only see it, you would appreciate how valuable it is!” 


Finally, the people’s curiosity was piqued enough, and they asked to see the gem. Rav Yitzchok refused, and said that if anything would happen to it, he would be devastated. However, the people said that nothing would happen. He allowed them to persuade him to show the gem to them, and with deliberate drama, he unwrapped the precious stone. 


As everyone was admiring the gem, Rav Yitzchok pretended to lose his balance when the boat started rocking, and he threw the precious stone into the water, pretending that it happened by accident! Immediately, he started crying and shouting that he lost his treasure, and carried on for the rest of the trip, blaming everyone for ‘making him’ show them, and now he would not be getting the promised fortune from the king. 


When he later stood in front of the king, Rav Yitzchok was still crying over his ‘loss’, and when the king saw how remorseful and upset Rav Yitzchok was, he dismissed him and sent him home! 


It has been said that because of the sacrifice Rav Yitzchok made by throwing his valuable gem into the water in order not to benefit Avodah Zarah, he was Bentched with a child like Rashi, who would illuminate the world with the light of Torah, and be the Rebbe for the entire Klal Yisroel!

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Unruly Yeshiva Student Who Didn’t Want to Be Kicked Out of Yeshiva

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Here is a story I heard from Rabbi Yosef Zaltzman that he heard his grandfather Rabbi Avraham Zaltzman tell at a Chassidic gathering (aka farbringin). 


One of the Chassidim present at this Farbringen was Rabbi Mendel Futerfass, a well-known Chassid who had been imprisoned many years in Siberia, and often his comments 'made the evening' as would be the case here.

Rabbi Avraham related that when he was twelve-years-old he learned in the Chabad Yeshiva in the city of Lubavitch, Russia. He was such a wild, uncontrollable child that it was very difficult for him to sit and learn Torah. So he and two other boys in the Yeshiva with similar natures were given various odd jobs to keep them busy in positive ways.

One of these jobs was to milk a few goats in a nearby farm and supply milk to the pupils. But this too became boring and one day, desperate for action, they somehow managed to get one of the goats to drink vodka and then led the intoxicated animal to the entrance of the large study hall where all the pupils were diligently immersed in Talmudic studies, and pushed it in.

The goat, totally oblivious of the holiness of the place, jumped on tables, knocked over several rabbis and scattered books and papers in all directions and caused pandemonium. It was hours before the studies could be restored and, of course, it was no secret who was to blame.

The three boys were summoned to the supervisor of the Yeshiva, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak (The son of the Rebbe 'Resha'b'; Rebbe Shalom Dov Ber, the fifth Rebbe of Chabad and founder of the Yeshiva), and were told to pack up their belongings and leave.

With no other choice they did as they were told and several hours later were waiting in the train station in the nearby city of Rodna, with their suitcases in hand to return to their homes.

But suddenly Avraham turned to his friends and said, "What are we doing?! We can't leave! We have to go back and plead for mercy!" But the others just shook their heads 'no'.

"It won't work, Did you see the look on the supervisor's face? He doesn't want to see us again. We're finished!" One answered

The other boy agreed. "We were living on mercy as it is. He's not going to take us back this time."

"Yeah, we're out for sure!"

But Avraham didn't give up and before the train arrived he succeeded in convinced one of the boys to come back with him and give it a try.

They said good bye to their friend and trudged back to Lubavitch with no real idea what their next step was but Avraham wouldn't go down without a battle.

They couldn't go back to the Supervisor; he was too angry. And the Rebbe, the supervisor's father, also wasn't the one to approach; he would never override his son's decision, especially in this case when they were obviously guilty.

Their only chance was the supervisor's grandmother, the Rebbe's mother, Rabbinit Rivka. She had a wonderful warm heart and was a mother for all the pupils; she cooked, sewed and washed for them and was always there in times of illness and need. She was their only hope! Maybe she could help.

They went to her house, knocked on the door and when she answered Avraham poured out his heart. She listened without saying a word and when he finished, her answer was to the point.

"I can't go against the decision of my grandson; he's the supervisor of the Yeshiva. The only one that might be able to do that is my son, the Rebbe. But I can't talk to him about this either. I simply can't mix in.

"But, what I can do is this: every morning at 10 my son, the Rebbe sits in his room and drinks a cup of tea. Come tomorrow morning and I'll show you where the room is ... but that is the most I can do; you will have to do the talking."

The two boys found some place to sleep that night and the next morning little Avraham reported to Rabbinit Rivka while his friend, who was simply too afraid, waited outside.

She let him in, pointed him to the room where the Rebbe was sitting, whispered 'good luck' and watched as he bravely approached the door.

The door was open and when the Rebbe saw him standing there he looked up, stared at him for a moment and asked him what he wanted.

"I want to learn here, in Lubavitch." He was almost crying.

"Lubavitch?" smiled the Rebbe as he motioned him to come closer, "But there are so many other good yeshivas! There is Slovadka, Navordak" and he listed all the other Torah academies in the area.

"But I want to learn here, in Lubavitch!" The young boy began to whine. When the Rebbe saw this he began to smile and when Avraham saw the smile he began to cry. This, in turn, caused the Rebbe to laugh, which made Avraham cry even harder.

Suddenly the Rebbe became serious and said, "We will think about it, come back later today."

Avraham backed out of the office, sniffling and wiping his eyes with his sleeve but suddenly he stopped, took two steps forward, which put him back in entrance of the room, and just stood there looking sheepishly at the ground.

"Nu? What do you want now?" The Rebbe asked.

"Err, I have a friend." Avraham answered. "He's waiting outside."

"A friend is it? Well, we will think about him also." The Rebbe replied. "Come back in a few hours."

"Well, the story has a happy ending" Rabbi Avraham concluded to his listeners. "We returned to the Rebbe a few hours later, the Rebbe took us into his son; Yosef Yitzchak's office, said a few words and left.

"His son imposed a stiff fine on us; we had to learn tens of pages of Talmud and Chassidut by heart. But he accepted us back in! And that's the story!"

Rabbi Mendel Futerfass who had been listening with interest was the first to comment.

"Tell me, Reb Avraham, why do you think he did that? What made him accept you back into the yeshiva?"

"Like I said," He replied "That's the point of the story. Because I wanted so much to learn in Lubavitch that I actually wept! That's how much a person should want Chassidut; that his heart is breaking!!

"Nope!" Said Reb Mendel. "You're wrong. Your yearning for Torah is not what got you accepted back into the Yeshiva.

"The reason the Rebbe took you back was because. you said that you have a friend outside! He expelled you because you thought only of yourself and he took you back because you cared about your friend!"

Reprinted from the Parshas Chukas 5776 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Stuck South of Tijuana

For Tisha B’Av

By Rabbi Yirmiyahu Ullman


Someone told me that he and some friends went down to vacation in Mexico shortly before Tisha b’Av, something they should not have done at that time. On the eve of Tisha b’Av they decided that they should get back to San Diego in order to properly observe the commemoration of the destruction of the First and Second Temples.


When they approached the border they found out that no crossing would be allowed for hours, which meant no properly observed Tisha b’Av night for them. With no shul or appropriate prayer books, they checked into some hotel south of Tijuana intending to use the hotel WiFi to access the liturgy and read Eicha (Lamentations) from their phones in their room. 


However, the Wi-Fi didn’t work in their rooms. But the Wi-Fi worked properly in the hotel’s lobby. So rather than give up, they decided to read Eicha in this “unorthodox” fashion while sitting on the floor in the lobby of this Mexican hotel despite the spectacle it would make among the non-Jews. 


As they prayed, a young woman was watching them from the corner of the lobby where she sat. She was very moved by what she had seen, and when they had finished she asked them what they had been reading. 


They somewhat awkwardly explained to her about G-d, the Jewish People, the Temple, exile and the hope for Redemption. As the group was preparing to leave the hotel, the young woman suddenly appeared, wearing a Jewish Star of David on her neck! 


She explained that after she left the group and told her mother everything that happened, her mother revealed to her for the first time in her life that they are descended from Jews, and that this Jewish Star was a relic from her maternal grandmother! 


Through their fault in being in the “wrong” place for the “wrong” reasons, G-d nevertheless compensated for their misdeed by using them as unwitting agents for the revelation of, and hopefully for the redemption of, this lost Jewish spark rekindled south of Tijuana!

Reprinted from the Parshas Chukas 5776 email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
The Rebbe’s Advice

To Become a Mohel


A young chassid due to be drafted into the Russian army went to the Sfas Emes for a blessing. The Sfas Emes advised the chassid to become a mohel. Surprised about the piece of advice, the chassid asked his father about it. 

Said his father, “The Rebbe told your two brothers, who are full-time Torah scholars, that ‘whoever takes upon himself the yoke of Torah, the yoke of government and the yoke of worldly cares are removed from him.’ You are not a fulltime scholar and the Rebbe advised you differently. No doubt the Rebbe knows what he is saying. You go ahead and do as he advises.” 

The young chassid learned how to become a mohel. He was later drafted and dispatched to a remote region deep in Russia. He always carried his circumcision instruments with him. At one of the stations on the way, his unit was visited by the regimental doctor who wanted to know whether there was any Jewish soldier among them. This young chassid, the only Jew in the unit, was summoned.


The doctor took him to his home where he divulged a secret. His wife was Jewish and every night since she had given birth to her son, her father had appeared to her in dreams insisting that she have her infant circumcised. The doctor said that he had already been searching a long time for a Jew to circumcise the child. He asked the chassid to keep the matter strictly confidential, and offered to pay whatever the cost if this chassid could arrange for someone to perform the circumcision. 

The chassid said, “I happen to be a mohel, who circumcises children. And I will keep your secret too. But instead of taking any payment, I would like you to keep my secret and to help me secure a discharge from army service. I am an observant Jew, and here I simply cannot fulfill the commandments of my faith. I can see that I have been sent here by the hand of Heaven so that I can help you and you can help me.” 

The chassid performed the circumcision, the officer kept his promise, and the chassid returned to Ger where he humbly and thankfully recounted his story to the holy Sfas Emes. (Rebbes of Ger)

Reprinted from the Parshas Chukas 5776 email of The Weekly Vort.

Just Trust and You Will See

By Rabbi David Ashear


People often say to me, "I have Emunah; I know that everything that happens is for the best. But, what about what I am going through now? Is that also for the best?" The people are good people; they are sincere. They do have Emunah. But when the time comes to apply it to their own lives, it is not so easy to feel that goodness. 


Deep down, they really do believe that it is for the best. They just need some reassurance sometimes. Everything that happens is orchestrated by Hashem for our benefit. We don't always see that good, but we know it's true. Many times, it is the tough situations themselves that are the springboards to bring us to the places that we need to be.


Rabbi Reuven Elbaz told a story about one of his oldest students in the Yeshiva who was a Baal Teshuva, and he grew leaps and bounds in Torah and Yirat Shamayim. He was ready to start dating and was set up with a great girl from a respected family. Everything was going great. A few days before they were going to get engaged, the girl broke it off.


The young man was devastated. He thought that he was going start a family and a בית נאמן- a holy Jewish home with the perfect girl, and now everything was shattered. He went to Rabbi Elbaz who explained to him, "It is all מן השמים- straight from Heaven, don't worry, Hashem will give you the real girl that He has intended for you." 


But it was very hard for the young man to accept. He told the Rabbi, "I just want to cry. But I want to channel my tears toward prayer to Hashem, so I am going to go to the Kotel." 


On his way to the bus stop, a car pulled over and asked him if he knew how to get to the Kotel. It was a religious man, traveling with some of his family members, so the young man said, "Yes, actually, I am going to the Kotel. If you want, I could come with you and show you how to get there." 


He got into the car and they started talking Torah. They spoke Torah the entire way. The driver was very impressed by the things that this young man was saying, and he seemed to have beautiful Midot. In the backseat of the car was the driver's wife and his single sister.


When they arrived at the Kotel, the wife got out of the car and asked the young man if he was dating. She told him that she has a great girl, her sister in law, who was actually in the car with them. He agreed to go out, and that night they had their first meeting. Eventually, he married that girl. He told Rabbi Elbaz, "Baruch Hashem that this is the one I am marrying, and not the first girl. Now I see how she is much better for me in every way: Yirat Shamayim, Midot. I fit in perfectly with her family and they are even helping us financially."


When he was crying about that broken Shiduch, Hashem was saying, "Your real Shiduch is on the way to the Kotel now. I have to get you there. This breakup is best for you, trust Me."


A Rabbi spoke at his daughter's Sheva Berachot last week and said over that a year ago his daughter came back from studying for a year in Seminary. She was looking to get a teaching job. She was very qualified. She went for her first interview to give a model lesson in a school about forty-five minutes from her house. They absolutely loved her. They told her on the spot, "You got the job." 
This was at the end of the school year. They told her, that every summer there is usually one teacher who has to leave, you will take the place of that teacher. They called her back at the beginning of August, and they told her that the second grade Morah is leaving, so you are hired for second grade. The girl started to prepare and was excited to start her new position. 


Less than a week before the school year started, they called her back and said, "Unfortunately for you, the second grade teacher was only leaving on condition that her other job worked out, but it didn't, so she's back. We're sorry, but we don't have any positions available now." 


The girl was now stuck with just a few days left until school and no job. Her initial thoughts were, "How could they do this to me? I could have found a job in ten other schools!" She then calmed herself down and realized that it was all from Hashem. 


She ended up getting a secretary job in a business very close to her house. Though it wasn't what she wanted to do, she took what she could get. The other secretary who worked there was so impressed with her that she suggested her for her brother. Recently, she married that boy and became the sister-in-law of the other secretary.


Hashem knew exactly what He was doing the whole time. He prevented the girl from getting a teaching job in a school so that she could find her Shiduch. Hashem always has our best interest in mind. The more we trust Him, the happier we'll be.

Reprinted from the July 13, 2016 email of Daily Emunah.

How Tznius (Modesty)

Can Save One’s Life.


Rabbi Scheinbaum writes that dressing and acting appropriately are prerequisites for Torah-oriented behavior, and the way one dresses represents their attitude with regard to Hashem. To dress in an immodest manner is to put Hashem to shame and cause Him to turn away. 


In Sefer Nitzotzos, Rav Yitzchak Hershkowitz relates an inspiring story, which underscores the importance of Tznius in the life of a Jew. A Kollel fellow in Yerushalayim received a letter from a young woman containing a note of deep gratitude for “what he had done for her.” “In fact,” she wrote, “you saved my life.” 
Now his curiosity was piqued. He could not remember an incident in which he had saved anyone’s life - let alone the life of this woman. Not allowing this letter of gratitude to go unanswered, he checked the return address, and he was able to locate and contact the sender of the letter. 


The story he heard was mind-boggling. Apparently, a few weeks earlier, he had gone to the bank where he usually conducts business. Waiting in line, he noticed that the female teller was dressed inappropriately. Under normal circumstances, he would have kept his mouth shut or moved over to a different teller, but this time, for some reason, he was bothered. After all, since it was a public place that catered to many observant Jews, he felt that the young woman should have shown a little more respect. 


Furthermore, she was herself “somewhat” observant. True, it was a warm summer day, but what is wrong is wrong. “Excuse me, ma’am,” he said courteously and with complete sincerity. “Do you think it is appropriate for you to serve the customers of this bank wearing the outfit that you have on?” 


Before she could reply, he added, “Tznius is very important, and it impacts the environment around you. More than that, however, what about yourself? What about your own self-respect? Is this what you think of yourself?” 


Powerful words, to which the young lady countered, “Sir, if you have a problem with my outfit, you can always take your business to the next teller.” End of story? No! 


A few weeks later, the young lady was a guest at the wedding of a close friend. It was a warm evening, and the dancing was quite spirited. She began to perspire and felt over-heated. She decided that, if she were to continue dancing, she would remove her new, stylish jacket that she was wearing over her dress. 


As she was about to remove it, she somehow reminded herself of the comment the Kollel fellow had said to her earlier in the bank: “It is not only about others; it is also about you.” 


She then decided that this time she would have a little more self-respect, and rather than remove the jacket, she would go outside and cool off in the evening air. In her heart, she felt that perhaps the man was right. She had no business lowering her self-esteem by dressing in an immodest fashion. 


As she stood outside enjoying the cool air and reflecting over her conversation with the man, she suddenly heard the sirens of many ambulances. She turned around and looked at the wedding hall, and she saw that the floor on which she had just been dancing on, was gone! The entire floor had collapsed! Horrified, she realized that she could have still been dancing inside at the time of the collapse, but she had gone outside to cool off — rather than remove her jacket! Tznius had saved her life! 

Reprinted from the Parshas Chukas 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Story #973

Heavenly Protection from

A Book and a Rabbi
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

One evening, in the mid-1960s in the synagogue and study hall of the Husyatin Rebbe, Rabbi Yitzchak Friedman, in Tel Aviv, in Bialik Street, a man entered whose outer appearance was quite different than that of the usual crowd of chasidim sitting singly or in pairs, immersed in Torah study. His look was that of a typical Israeli, of middle age, with a kippah (yarmulke) on his head attached by a large clip.


The man walked directly to the wall of bookcases and began scanning the shelves. Finally, he found what he was looking for a volume of Ohr HaChayim, the famous and beloved commentary on the Torah by the 18th century sage and kabbalist from Sali, Morocco and, in his later years, in Jerusalem.


The man carried the book to a table in the corner of the hall, opened it to the Torah portion of the week, and began to learn it aloud with great enthusiasm.


One of the chasidim, Rabbi Mordechai-Shraga Bauminger, named for his great-grandfather, the first Husyatin rebbe, youngest son of the holy Rhizhiner, looked up from his tome of the Talmud. Something about the man’s devoted study had attracted his attention. He wondered who he was, and why he had entered specifically the Husyatin center to study Ohr HaChayim, a set that can be found in every serious Torah library in the world.


After a while, he looked up again and decided to go ask the man directly. He sat down next to him and initiated a conversation. With visible reluctance the man tore himself away from the sefer. But when he found out that the chasid speaking to him was a descendant of the first two Husyatin Rebbes, his eyes opened wide in wonder and he said, “If so, perhaps you are the right person for me to tell what happened to me today and my connection to your maternal grandfather.”

The man inserted a piece of paper for a bookmark and closed the book. He composed himself for a moment and then began his tale.
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“My name is Natanel. I currently live in Haifa. I was born in the Western Ukraine, in a town where most of the inhabitants were Husyatin chasidim, including my parents. In 1937, while I was still a child, the Rebbe (Rabbi Yisrael Friedman), your grandfather, left the Ukraine to live in Israel. 
“Because of the extreme harsh conditions in the era, and also because the great distance of the Rebbe, my parents weakened greatly in their chasidic ways and ceased their connection to the Husyatin community.


“When I became a teenager, I joined the Club for Zionist Fulfillment. There they cultivated in us the Zionist vision, the idealism of working for the land of Israel, the value of physical fitness and agricultural labor, and so forth. Unfortunately they offered no Torah classes there, or any respect for Jewish religiosity, and eventually our entire youth group relinquished all commitment to fulfill the Torah’s commandments.


“The club also organized a group to make aliyah. Years later, soon after WWII, we were able to fulfill our dream.


“Upon arrival in Israel we were full of idealism, enthusiasm and energy. But with the passage of time practicality crept in and the group slowly fell apart. Each one became primarily involved in building his own individual world.


“For me, the dissolution of idealism and the Zionist dream led to an inkling of desire and a gradual return to my traditional roots. I began to wear a kippah again and to attend Torah lectures and classes, first sporadically and then more often. Eventually I returned to Shabbat observance, wrapped tefilin daily, and was much more careful about kosher diet.


“During that time period I would sometimes recall a vision from my childhood: my father sitting at a table and studying Ohr HaChaim on the weekly Torah Reading. I resolved that I too would study Ohr HaChaim on a regular basis, and so I have done for years now.


“One night a few weeks ago, after I went to sleep, I suddenly felt that I was choking horribly, strangling even. I could sense my heart ceasing to beat. Then I fell into a deep faint.


“But then everything changed and I seemed to be flying upwards through the air. A unique radiant light was blinding my eyes. I became overwhelmed with the certainty that I was now in a spiritual realm, in the World of Truth.


“Mysterious forms that I couldn’t recognize took hold of me and transported me to a brightly lit hall. A table stood in the middle. Two distinguished looking men were sitting on opposite sides. I understood that I was now in the Heavenly Court and that they were waiting for the chief judge to come and take his place in the chair between them so that my trial could begin.


“Right then a distinguished, bearded elder entered the room and sat on a seat awaiting him. Before officially opening the case, the new arrival queried the other two judges, ‘Is it really already the time for this man to come up here?’


“Silence.


“A few moments later, the elder spoke again. ‘Is it not so that he faithfully and devotedly studies Ohr HaChaim?’


“Silence.


“Suddenly the courtroom disappeared, and again I was flying at great speed through the air, this time downwards. And then I was awake! Sitting up on my bed, trembling uncontrollably, terrified and emotionally overwhelmed.


“The dream had a tremendous effect on me. It aroused and inspired me with the determination and inner strength to improve myself in all aspects of my life including of course to take extra care in maintaining my Ohr HaChaim study schedule.


“This morning I came down to Tel Aviv to take care of some affairs. As I was walking along, I noticed three men in full chasidic garb further up the street. I could see from their formation that the two younger ones were escorting the older man between them. This aroused my curiosity to see what the subject of their respectful attention looked like, so I quickened my pace. When I caught a glimpse from the side of the contour of his face I almost fainted. He was the head judge of the Heavenly Court that I saw in my dream!


“I had to find out who he was! I followed behind them discreetly until I found the opportunity to ask one of the young chasidim privately about the identity of the man they were escorting. He told me he was the Admor (Chasidic Rebbe) of Husyatin.
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“What a shock! At that moment a vision appeared before my eyes, a memory of my childhood when my parents were faithful chasidim, when my father would take me to the synagogue and I would see the Rebbe. This current Rebbe, who must be the grandson of Reb Yisrael from the Ukraine, looked just like him.


“I was shaking with excitement. I decided to follow them. I knew I had to make a strong effort to speak to the Rebbe privately, even if that would prove to be difficult.


“They led me here to the Husyatin center. I prayed Mincha (the afternoon prayer) there, and through a window I could see the Rebbe immersed in his prayer together with a minyan. Again I was reminded of the Husyatin chasidic atmosphere in my home town.


“After the last kaddish, I requested of the Rebbe’s personal attendant to allow me to enter the Rebbe’s room for a private audience. When he exited the Rebbe’s room, he held the door open and signaled me to go in.


“The Rebbe looked up at me with a penetrating stare. Then he said, kindly, 
‘Who are you and what is your request?’


“I was so overwhelmed with emotion I couldn’t bring myself to speak. When I finally regained control of myself, I said, ‘Do I really have to tell the Rebbe who I am? Was it not only two weeks ago that the Rebbe ruled in my favor for life in the Heavenly Court?’ Then I burst into uncontrollable tears.


“When I finally calmed down, the Rebbe extended his hand to me for that traditional limp handshake, and while still holding my hand said, ‘Nu, G-d Almighty should bless you with long years and a good, prosperous life.’


“I left his presence still in a very emotional state. I thought to myself the best thing to calm down would be to study some Ohr HaChaim, since in the merit of doing so I had been granted a new lease on life. So here I am.”�

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

Source: Translated and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from the Hebrew weekly, Sichat HaShavua #1381. Bio notes and photos courtesy of

//kehilalinks.jewishgen.org/suchostaw/sl_husiatyn_chassidic_dynasty.html

Biographical notes: Rabbi Chaim ben Moses ibn Attar (1696-15 Tammuz 1743) was one of the most prominent rabbis in Morocco. In 1733 he decided to leave his native country and settle in the Holy Land. En route he was detained in Livorno by the rich members of the Jewish community who established a yeshiva for him. He resting place on the Mount of Olives in Jerusalem is the occasion for a large annual pilgrimage on his yahrzeit.

Husyatin: There were four generations of Rebbes of the Husyatin branch of Ruzhin, of whom the 2nd and 4th are featured in the story above: 

Mordecai-Shraga ("Feivish") Friedman, (1835-1894), youngest son of the holy Rebbe Yisrael of Ruzhin; 

Yisroel Friedman, (1858-1949), named for his holy grandfather;
Yaakov Friedman, (1878-1957), son-in-law of Reb Yisrael and son of Yitzchak Friedman, the Buhash Rebbe, oldest grandson of the holy Ruzhiner;

Yitzchok Friedman (1900-1968), son of Reb Yaakov / grandson of Reb Yisroel and of the Buhash Rebbe for whom he was named,  4th and last Rebbe of Husiatyn (his only son,Mordecai Shraga, died in childhood).

Connection: The 273rd yahrzeit of the Ohr HaChayim is on Tammuz 15 (this year: July 21).

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

The Sanzer Rebbe and the Father in Need of Money

To Marry Off a Daughter

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Some two hundred years ago in Poland lived a very holy Jew called the Rebbe of Sanz. His erudition and holiness were renowned but his advice and prophetic vision were simply super-human.\


He was also known for his charity. People would often line up at his door and he would miraculously find the funds to cover their needs.


One of his followers, who we will call Yosef, was a virtual pauper who never dreamed of asking anyone for help. But now he had no choice, he had found a suitable match for one of his daughters and needed five hundred guilder; a virtual fortune for wedding expenses; clothes, music, food a house and funds to get their home started and his wife convinced him that now was the time to ask the Rebbe.


But when approached the Rebbe it didn't turn out as he expected. The Rebbe, rather than giving him the money, gave him five guilder and a piece of paper on which was written an address. "Go here and he will give you what you need. But remember, five hundred guilder and not a penny less!"


Poor Yosef was disappointed but optimistic: he returned home, told his wife what the Rebbe said, packed a suitcase and two days later was knocking at the door bearing the address indicated on the paper.


The door opened. A well-dressed, religious Jew opened and invited him in.


"A donation?' The Jew asked, "For your daughter's wedding? Why of course! Here." He opened his wallet and held out two ten guilder notes with a smile of contentment as though to say 'I bet you never dreamed of getting so much, ehh?'


But Yosef didn't take the money. He shook his head 'no', solemnly handed him the Rebbe's paper and informed his would-be benefactor that he was sent by the Rebbe of Sanz and was told he would be given five hundred guilder and not to settle for less.


The rich Jew's mouth fell open in shock! Was this man serious? Why, five hundred guilder was twenty years wages!! Insane!!


'Just one moment' he said and, trying to keep calm, went to call his down-to-earth, no-nonsense, tight-fisted wife who he was sure would talk this fellow into taking twenty.


But to his amazement when she entered the room, had a look at Yosef and heard his demand in the name of the Rebbe of Sanz she fell silent, smiled, wiped a tear from her eye, turned to her husband and told him to please give him whatever he asked.


Her husband's eyes widened like saucers but, after staring at her for a moment and realizing she was serious he dutifully went to the next room returned with a large stack of bills and counted out the entire sum to the visitor. 

"Now," she said after Yosef had the cash, "I would like us all to sit down and I will tell you why I am so happy to give this money."


When they were all seated she began.


"When I was a young girl, almost twenty years ago my mother and I traveled to a wedding of a distant relative. There were delays on the way and we arrived late but to our surprise when we got there the wedding had not yet begun and the room, although filled with people, was unusually somber and quiet.


"In one corner, surrounded by her family, the bride was sitting and weeping on her mother's shoulder and the others were trying to comfort her. We asked what happened and the answer was that the parents of the groom for some reason didn't show up; the groom was there but not his parents. The Rabbi that was to perform the marriage ceremony sent messengers to their house but they weren't there and he began to suspect something was wrong. Perhaps the groom's mother wasn't Jewish or they were hiding something else. In any case he refused to marry them until his worries had been calmed.


"Suddenly someone yelled out that the Rebbe of Sanz was in the city and perhaps he could save the day! The presiding Rabbi even agreed that if the Sanzer Rebbe would take responsibility he would do the ceremony. So they ran to bring him.


"In just moments, a very short time later, the Rebbe entered. He was so holy and beautiful like a king! He stood there for a while in silence. He glanced at the groom and then took the parents of the bride into a side room. Afterward the mother of bride told me what happened.


"He asked them 'How many children do you have?"


'Seven' they answered.


'Did you have more? Did any of your children pass away?"


'Well, yes" the mother replied sadly. 'Many years ago one died in childbirth, then another passed away from smallpox at one year old and." She became choked up and stopped,


So her husband continued. 'We had an eight year old son called Saul that drowned. It was ten years ago. He was a wild boy. I don't know how he made it to eight years old; he even had a big scar on his leg from when he jumped a high fence, almost lost his leg. Anyway, his friends said he dived into the river to show off and â€¦. There was a terrible current and well he just never came up. That was ten years ago and, well we really never forgot him."


"The Rebbe of Sanz left the room, went over to the groom who was sitting alone in the corner reading psalms, took him off to a side, asked him to pull up his pant leg and well you can imagine the pandemonium when the Rebbe turned around and announced that Saul, their missing son, was the groom!!


"The father fell to his knees, sobbing tears of joy hands raised in thanks to G-d, the mother almost fainted and everyone was screaming and hugging each other not knowing what to do.


"Slowly everyone understood why his so-called 'parents' didn't come. It seems that ten years ago when everyone thought he had disappeared he really got washed up semi-conscious on a shore far down the river where an old, childless Jewish couple found him and took him home to recuperate. But when they saw he had lost his memory they decided to 'adopt him' and told him that he was really their son but that he must have forgotten.


But now, because there was no similarity between them, they were afraid that people might ask questions so they didn't show up at the wedding.


"Then the Rebbe held up his hand, and announced that the festivities should continue not as a wedding but as a reunion; but now, because there were two more Jews to marry off, anyone who would donate money to the brother and sister so they could find mates and marry would be blessed a hundred fold.


"Everyone stood in line to give but when it came my mother's and my turn the Rebbe refused to take our donation! "The time will come" He said with a smile, 'That I will send someone to collect it.'


And that is why I gave the 500 guilder now so willingly. This is the money the Rebbe was referring to back then.'

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5776 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Incredible Salvation

Of One Act of Chesed

By Daniel Keren

Rav Eliezer Ginsburg, the Rosh Kollel of the Mirrer Yeshiva in Brooklyn recently gave a shiur at a Flatbush shul and related an amazing middah keneged middah story that reveals the incredible salvation that a father in Lakewood merited because of his special concern for the welfare of another boy.


Five American bochurim drove from their yeshiva in Yerushalayim early Friday morning to Netanya with the intention of spending Shabbos there. Before Shabbos, they hoped to have a chance to go to a deserted beach and enjoy a refreshing swim in the Mediterranean. Unfortunately, when they got to the beach, they found it crowded, and since there was no separation between the genders, they quickly left and hailed a taxi to drive them down the coast in hopes of finding an isolated beach. After a ten-minute drive, the taxi driver left them off at a perfectly deserted, isolated beach.


After quickly putting on their swimming suits, the five boys went into the water. Then, without any warning, one of the boys was swept 400 feet into the ocean by a dangerous riptide. The other four boys were helpless to rescue their friend, and the bochur himself, despite making a valiant effort to swim back to shore, was unable to do so. With his strength used up, the young man cried out to Hashem, “Only You can help me. There is so much more I want to do to serve You.”


At that very moment, the boy saw a not-so-young man, perhaps 65 years old, with a long gray beard, on a surf board, gliding towards him in the choppy waters. The man instructed the bochur to grab part of the board. He then guided the boy safely back to shore.


Wanting to express his hakoras hatov to his rescuer, the bochur asked, “Who are you? What’s your name?”


The man simply replied, “Thank the Borei Olam.” With that, he disappeared back into the water.


Grateful for his new lease on life, the boy waited a few hours for his father to wake up back in Lakewood in order to tell him of his neis. He related the frightening story and how Hashem saved him through the messenger of that elderly surf boarder.

Excited by what his son was telling him, the father at that very moment received a message on his phone. It said: “You are a lifesaver!”


Earlier that week, on Monday morning, after davening, the father entered a local shul in Lakewood and noticed a teenage boy looking glumly at the table in front of him. The man asked with concern, “What are you doing here? Why aren’t you learning in yeshiva?”


The boy answered, “No yeshiva wants to take me in and I have nothing else to do.”


“I’ll get you into a good yeshiva,” the man answered. “I have connections with the hanhalah at Waterbury Yeshiva in Connecticut.”


He used his cell phone right then and there to call someone at the yeshiva. Based on his plea, they agreed to accept the boy, who thanked the stranger for his intervention.


On Wednesday, two days later, the father entered the shul and was surprised to see that the same teenager was there, doing nothing.


“I thought you were going to the yeshiva in Waterbury. Why are you still here?”


“I have no way to get there,” said the boy.


“If that is the problem,” the man said, “I’ll take you. Go home and pack your stuff. I’ll pick you up.”


When the man returned home and told his wife what he was going to do, she asked, “What are you doing? The journey to Waterbury from Lakewood and back is at least six hours. You are 65 years old. You can’t do it. It’s too much physical exertion for you. Pay someone else to drive the boy.”


The father agreed, and he asked his son-in-law to find someone to drive the teenager. He found a person who agreed to drive the young man for $200. That same day, the boy began learning in Waterbury.


It was that same boy who, two days later, when his benefactor was talking to his son in Netanya, sent the following message: “I am having a great time learning in Waterbury. You are a lifesaver!”


Rav Ginsburg related that this was clearly a case of middah keneged middah. That father had made an extra special effort to save a bochur (spiritually and perhaps even physically) by getting him accepted into a yeshiva in Waterbury. And the result? Two days later, his own son was saved by Hashem from being buried in the water off the shores of Netanya.

Reprinted from the July 22, 2016 email of the Yated Ne’eman.

How Much Hashem Loves Us

By Rabbi David Ashear


Hashem is always helping us. He wants us to succeed. He cares about even the people who are so distant. A man told me that while in an airport, returning home from a business trip, he found out his flight was cancelled. He decided to take Uber and go to the Chabad to pray Mincha and Arbit.


He noticed the driver who picked him up had a Jewish name, although he didn't look Jewish. He asked him, and he replied that he was. "I used to be religious, but I haven't kept anything in the last 15 years." 


The man told the driver that he was going to a certain shul to pray, and he invited him to join. The driver said, "That shul is near my house. I always thought about going, but I never did. Since you're here, inviting me now, I'll go."


They went together, the man introduced the driver to the Rabbi and he prayed with Tefilin for the first time in so many years. Now, the Rabbi is working to make him a steady member of that Shul. It could be that the entire flight got cancelled just to bring that man back to Judaism.


Hashem wants and loves every Jew. He is constantly intervening in our lives to give us the opportunity to get closer to Him. May Hashem give us the שכל הישר-the common sense to choose correctly and continue getting closer to Him.

Reprinted from the July 22, 2016 email of Daily Emunah.

The Baal Shem Tov

And the Old Man

By Menachem Posner
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“Teach us, Rebbe,” begged the students of Rabbi Israel Baal Shem Tov. “TheTalmud tells us that on Rosh Hashanah, G‑d determines a person’s livelihood for the coming year. Yet just a few lines later, the Talmud states that a person’s fortune is  every day anew. How can both statements be true?”


The Baal Shem Tov said nothing, and the query went unanswered.


A few days later, the Baal Shem Tov requested that his coach be prepared for a journey. Together with his students, he rode for a while until reaching a nondescript village. There, the master signaled that the horses should stop and that his students should come with him to speak to an elderly Jewish villager.


Dressed in rags, with a pair of buckets of water resting on his rounded shoulders, the man looked up in surprise at the august group coming his way.

“Shalom, grandfather,” said the Baal Shem Tov. “How are you doing?”


“Oy, may all my enemies have an old age like mine!” the elder replied. “I am old and tired, but I have no choice but to keep on schlepping these buckets of water just to get a crust of bread for my shriveled lips. My balance is not what it was. Sometimes I fall and the water spills, and I need to start again from scratch. Sure, G‑d blessed me with children who could help me, but I rarely see them. Who has time for an old man like me? Oh, how bitter is my lot!” the man finished with a groan.


The Baal Shem Tov wished the man well, and then motioned for his students to accompany him back home.


Several weeks later, the Baal Shem Tov again invited his students for a ride. Once again, they stopped to talk to the old man.


“Dear grandfather,” said the Baal Shem Tov, “how are you doing?”


“Thank G‑d,” said the oldster, flashing a toothless grin, “I am managing to keep body and soul together. Sure, I am old, and I sometimes stumble, but thank G‑d I have  enough energy to get right up and refill my buckets. Oh, and the joy I get from my children. Thank G‑d, they each have lovely families of their own, but they still help me from time to time.”


“You see,” said the Baal Shem Tov to his students, “nothing changed for this old man. He has the same buckets and the same crusts of bread as the last time we were here. Only his attitude changed. G‑d judges us to determine what he should give us in life. And then there is a second layer of judgment, determining how we are to receive that goodness from G‑d. On Rosh Hashanah, it is decided what we are to receive. Every day, it is decided how we are to receive.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5776 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Story #974 

Worse than an Apostate?

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

A chasid of Rabbi Shlomo of Karlin once set out on a journey to visit his Rebbe.  When, for various reasons, he saw he would be unable to reach Karlin before sundown, he realized he would have to find a place to stay for Shabbos.  He had made it as far as a tiny village on the outskirts of Karlin.


After making inquiries, the man learned that there was only one Jewish family living in the village.  He knocked on their door and explained his predicament.  "Of course you may stay with us for Shabbos," the Jew said, "but unfortunately, my young son is very ill.   It will not be a pleasant experience for you."  But the Chasid had no other choice.  He accepted the man's invitation.


Tragically, the child died on Shabbos.  The parents were inconsolable in their grief.  Their cries and moans were truly terrible to hear.  The father was even more heartbroken than the dead boy's mother, so much so that the bereaved woman, struggling with her own grief, tried to console her husband.  Nothing she said, however, could offer solace.


"Would it have been better for the boy to live and grow up to be a thief?" she asked.  "Better for him to have died in childhood than end up like that!"


The father was unmoved.  "Would it have been better for the boy to live and grow up to be a murderer?" she asked.


The father did not respond.

"Would it have been better for our child to grow up to be an apostate?" she demanded.  Still, the father was untouched.


"And if he had grown up to be like your brother?" she asked. With these words, the father was consoled. 


"You are right," he agreed.  "It is better for him to have died than to grow up to be like my brother."


The guest was shocked.  Who could this brother be, and what sin did he commit to be worse than a thief, a murderer, or even an apostate?


The rest of the day passed.  When Shabbos was over the couple resumed their mourning.


After Havdalah the chasid hired a wagon to take him to Karlin.  Disappointed that he had not been able to spend Shabbos with the tzadik, he was also terribly saddened by the suffering of the dead boy's parents.  Furthermore, he could not stop thinking about the man's brother who could be more evil than an apostate Jew?


When he arrived in Karlin the Rebbe asked the chasid where he had spent Shabbos.  He explained how the difficulties of the journey had prevented him from reaching Karlin before sundown, and told the Rebbe he had been forced to stay with the only Jewish family in a nearby village.  Curiously, the Rebbe expressed a marked interest, asking all about the members of the family.


The Chasid then told the Rebbe about the death of the child, and repeated the odd exchange between husband and wife that had so piqued his interest.


Much to the Chasid's surprise, the Rebbe laughed.  What was so funny to the Rebbe?  His clarifying explanation was even more perplexing:


I am the person she meant," he declared;  "I am that man's brother!"


This incident took place while the controversy between Chasidim and those opposed to the movement (Misnagdim) was raging at fiery pitch.  Rabbi Shlomo of Karlin, ostracized by his family, was considered by them to be an instigator and troublemaker, leading innocent Jews astray.

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the excellent rendition of Basha Majerczyk,  in her translation of "Extraordinary Chassidic Tales" by Rabbi Rafael Nachman Kahn, volume 2.

Biographical notes: Rabbi Shlomo of Karlin [1738-22 Tammuz 1792], was a student of the Maggid of Mezritch and Reb Aharon the Great of Karlin, whom he succeeded in 1772. Most of the Chassidic leaders of the next generation in the Lithuanian region were his disciples. He died Al Kiddush HaShem, stabbed by a Cossack while in the midst of the Amida prayer.

Connection: Tammuz 22 (this year: July 28) is the 224th yahrzeit of Rabbi Shlomo of Karlin â€” and the 20th of my mother, Ella bas Eliyahu HaLevi.

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5776 email of KabbalaOnline, org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com
The Gerrer Rebbe’s Gift of a

Single Orange to an Impoverished Yerushalmi Family
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Dovid lives with his wife and eight children in a tiny apartment in Yerushalayim. Aside from the meagre stipend he receives from the Gerrer Kollel in which he learns, Dovid also receives a disability pension from the Israeli government as he suffers from multiple sclerosis. His disability makes it impossible for him to hold a job, but it does not interfere with his learning. 


After every child born to them, Dovid and his wife received an increase in their monthly disability allotment. However, the inflation was taking its toll on their fixed income and they decided to request a hardship increase from the government. 


Early one morning, Dovid took his two canes and hobbled over to the local government office. The caseworker was sympathetic, but informed Dovid that the increase could not be authorized without an unannounced home visit. The decision made by the caseworker after this visit would be final, with no opportunity for appeal. 


Though their home and circumstances were proof enough to substantiate their request, Dovid was tense about the visit, as the increase was so necessary for their daily needs. 


He went to receive a blessing from the Gerrer Rebbe, R’ Simcha Bunim Alter, known as the “Lev Simcha.” The Rebbe was not well and many people were waiting their turn, so Dovid summarized his problem in a few terse sentences. The Rebbe nodded his head, closed his eyes, and then handed Dovid an orange, saying, “Hashem will help. Go home and make a blessing on this, together with your family.” 


Dovid was then escorted out. On his way home, he felt he had not had enough time to fully explain his problem to the Rebbe. But he resolved to follow the Rebbe’s instructions as literally as possible. Perhaps in the merit of his faith in the Rebbe’s blessing, his family would be granted the additional funds.


 Later that afternoon, Dovid gathered his family around the table, ceremoniously placed the orange on a plate, and told them about his visit to the Rebbe. He then cut the orange into ten pieces and gave one to his wife and each child. They recited the blessing together and tasted the fruit. 


A few days later, Dovid received the following letter from the government office: “...I came to make a home visit this week but did not come into your home. As I approached your apartment, I heard through the open window that you were sitting down to a meal with your family. I did not want to disturb you, so I decided to come back later. As I was about to leave, I heard you telling them that you were dividing up a single fruit to share with your family. Y


“Your financial distress was then quite evident to me. I no longer deem it necessary to come into your home to complete my assessment of your case. Your request for additional assistance has been approved. You shall be receiving the additional sum in your next check...” (Einei Hashem)

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5776 email of The Weekly Vort.

‘Apologize to the

Girl You Dated’

By Rabbi Lazer Avtzon



Rabbi Shmuel Kaufman, zt”l telling over Tzadikim stories to children in Detroit. 


Having grown up in Detroit, I flew there this week with my sister Dina Borenstein to comfort the family of veteran educator, Rabbi Shmuel Kaufman zt”l, the beloved teacher in Yeshiva Beth Yehudah in Detroit.


Sitting there, I was given additional details to the incredible Yechidus he had with the Lubavitcher Rebbe resulting in the bracha to him and his wife to have children. I also heard another amazing story that is equally mind-blowing.


This story was originally printed in the Kfar Chabad magazine a while back, but some details were not verified.


Reb Shmuel came to Detroit as a single bochur to teach at Yeshiva Bais Yehudah, a Jewish day school consisting of two campuses at Southfield and Oak Park, Michigan. It serves boys and girls from pre-kindergarten to grade 12.


Thursday nights and Shabbosim, Reb Shmuel would spend at the home of my parents Rabbi Meir and Cheyena Avtzon. He remained close after he got married to his wife Risha and their return to Detroit.


After several years of being married and not being blessed with children, my father suggested that they travel together to New York and see the Rebbe for a bracha.


Initially, he refused, but after visiting all the other Gedolim of the time and still no yeshua, Reb Shmuel finally relented and came with my father to 770 Eastern Parkway.


After detailing his situation and asking the Rebbe for a bracha, the Rebbe turned to him and asked whether he ever unintentionally hurt a girl’s feelings to the point she might have a ‘kpaida’ (grudge) against him.


Reb Shmuel answered, “No, to the best of my recollection.”


The Rebbe then asked again, “Is it possible you dated a girl and led her to believe you were interested in her and then broke up without asking Mechila (forgiveness)?”


Again, he said he does not recall.


My father, who was present at the Yechidus, intervened at that point. “If the Rebbe is asking you twice, you should think hard and remember, because there has to be something!”


After further thought, Reb Shmuel remembered being on a date and loaning the girl a sweater to warm her from the cold. He later decided it was not meant to be and merely informed the Shadchan that it was over.


The Rebbe replied, “You must ask Mechila with a full heart.”


“How do I even find her?”


The Rebbe replied, “If you really try, you will see how easy it is.”


The Rebbe then blessed him and said, “Once you ask Mechila and she truly forgives you, you will be blessed with children.”


“And what if she doesn’t want to forgive me”? he asked.


The Rebbe replied, tell her that if she forgives you with a full heart, she will soon find her bashert (her own match).


The Yechidus then turned to another subject with the Rebbe asking him what he does and learning that he is a teacher.


The Rebbe asked, “Do you tell stories of Tzadikim?” and he replied that he does not because he considers it Bitul Torah.


The Rebbe answered, “telling stories of Tzadikim is in itself Torah! Tell stories!”

* * *


After leaving Yechidus, he searched and searched and ultimately found the phone number of a brother of the girl. He called and spoke to the brother and asked if there was any way for him to get in touch with his sister.


“Why would you want to speak to her now after all these years and after breaking her heart?” he answered.


Unbeknownst to Reb Shmuel, the girl had felt strongly that by his loaning of the sweater during the date that he really liked her. She was so grief-stricken from being left cold-turkey that she bore a tremendous resentment towards him.


Her brother then said, “She’s actually here visiting me now but she doesn’t want to talk to you!”


Reb Shmuel begged and said, “I just came from Yechidus with the Lubavitcher Rebbe and was told that the reason my wife and I were still not blessed with children is because I hurt your sister and must ask Mechila. Trust me, I had no idea and am terribly sorry.”


A meeting was arranged, the girl initially did not agree to forgive him. When he told her that the Rebbe said that if she forgives him it will open the doors of blessing for her as well, she agreed and said I forgive you with a full heart.


Some 3 months later, my mother called Reb Shmuel at 6:00 AM and wakes him to share the great news that the girl he had dated was now engaged to be married.


One month later, his wife became pregnant with their eldest sonYona. Over the years, they were blessed with another six children.


But even more amazing than this story is the fact that Rabbi Kaufman is remembered as a devoted and beloved teacher and the one who inspired thousands, perhaps tens of thousands of students to live lives of Yiras Shamayim.


What was his secret ingredient? Stories.


Throughout his career in chinuch, Reb Shmuel told stories like you never heard. When he told a story, you felt you were there witnessing and a part of it. He brought to life the characters, the setting and the pure faith they exuded.


The Rebbe told him to tell stories and assured him that not only is it not Bitul Torah, but that it’s Torah itself. From that day onward, he never ceased to tell stories.

Reprinted from the July 29, 2016 website of Matzav.com Originally  featured on COLLIVE.COM
A Cantor Rockoff Story

I’ll Never Forget

By Rabbi Akiva Males


Cantor Seymour Rockoff


I find it hard to believe, but the first yahrzeit of Kesher Israel (KI) Congregation’s beloved Cantor Seymour Rockoff is rapidly approaching (21 Tammuz – corresponding this year to July 27.)


I will always treasure the talks I had with Cantor Rockoff, many of which took place while walking home from Friday night services. During those short walks, I never knew where the discussion would lead. The cantor might share his unique perspectives on world events, or a little-known detail relating to Jewish prayer, or an original Torah thought. On rare occasions he would offer a window into his life by sharing some of his own experiences from his younger years.


What follows is a Cantor Rockoff story I’ll never forget.


The cantor and I had officiated at a Kesher Israel funeral that week. As with other funerals at KI’s cemetery, after the casket containing the deceased was lowered into the ground, family members and friends each offered a loving good-bye as they took turns shoveling earth into the open grave. Once the casket was fully covered with earth (and then some), we stopped to recite the final memorial prayers.


Upon completion of those prayers, I announced that the service was over. However, I invited any friends and family members who wished to continue placing earth into the grave to do so. When everyone was finished, I let the cemetery workers know we were done. They promptly cleared away the folding chairs and carpeting from the gravesite and used a truck to bring in a load of earth to fill the rest of the grave.


During our Friday night walk home from KI that night, Cantor Rockoff told me that decades earlier he had been a pulpit rabbi in Liberty, New York. While visiting a shiva home the day after a funeral at which he’d officiated, he was approached by the widow. The grieving woman told Cantor Rockoff that her just-deceased husband had vividly appeared to her in a dream, telling her he felt so cold.


Cantor Rockoff did his best to calm her, assuring the woman she had done everything possible for her beloved husband, and that it was natural to have dreams about someone she loved so much and was now gone. His comforting words seemed to put her mind at ease, and their conversation moved on.


When Cantor Rockoff returned to pay another shiva call the following day, he was again approached by the widow, who was just as distraught as she’d been the day before. She told him she had again clearly seen her husband in a dream – and again he had complained about how cold he was. Once again, Cantor Rockoff did his best to reassure the woman.


As he drove home from the shiva house, however, the cantor decided to stop at the cemetery for a quick look. He parked his car and walked over to the fresh grave of the man whose family was now observing shiva. Cantor Rockoff was stunned to see that the cemetery workers had left before finishing their job. A pile of earth still sat next to the grave in which only the casket had been covered at the time of the funeral. Cantor Rockoff immediately took off his jacket and tie and went to work with a shovel. The grave was soon properly filled.


The cantor told me he returned to the shiva home the next day, but never mentioned to the family what had occurred. He noted with a sense of fascination that during that visit (and during all subsequent interactions) the widow said nothing further about any uncomfortable dreams involving her late husband.


We walked a bit further. Cantor Rockoff paused, raised an eyebrow, looked at me with that mischievous look of his, and asked: “What do you think of that?”


I just shook my head in amazement, and we continued walking in silence. However, you can be sure I visited KI’s cemetery that Sunday morning to double check that the grave of the funeral at which we had recently officiated had been properly filled. It certainly had been, and I breathed a sigh of relief.


I often thought about Cantor Rockoff’s story during my time at KI. On several occasions I stopped by KI’s cemetery the day after officiating at a funeral just to take a quick look. I’m happy to report that I never encountered any problems – our local cemetery professionals do their job extremely well.


May G-d remember how faithfully Cantor Seymour Rockoff served Kesher Israel Congregation. May He bless the cantor’s devoted wife, Dena, with much health, happiness, and nachas from their beloved family.


About the Writer: Rabbi Akiva Males is rabbi of Kesher Israel Congregation in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. He can be reached at rabbimales@yahoo.com.

Reprinted from the July 22, 2016 email of The Jewish Press.

A Threefold Brachah

By Tzvi Yaakovson
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In conclusion, allow me to share one story that I heard this week at Bikkurim, the convalescent home at the Ramada hotel for mothers after birth. While I was there, Mrs. Batya Zlotnick, the dedicated supervisor, showed me a group of three beautiful triplets whose loud cries filled the air in the nursery, and explained the story behind their birth.


The triplets’ father once approached Rav Yeshayahu Epstein, the loyal right-hand man of Rav Chaim Kanievsky, and said, “I would like to receive a special brachah from Rav Chaim – not just something stam, such as the word ‘buha’ [an abbreviation for ‘brachah vehatzlachah’] that Rav Chaim has been using over the past couple of years.”


Rav Yeshaya smiled and said, “Rav Chaim’s ‘buha’ is not ‘stam.’”


The yungerman waited in line, and when his turn arrived, he requested a brachah for children. Rav Chaim smiled his aristocratic smile and said, “Buha, buha, buha.” And so it was that the couple was blessed with triplets.
Reprinted from the July 29, 2016 email of the Yated Ne’eman.
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