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The Miracle of the Menorah And the Deadbeat Husband

By Asharon Baltazar
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Illustration by Sefira Ross


It was a depressing sight. The small boy stood in the bare room—long stripped of its furniture and warmth—looking down at the pale man between the sheets. There was no use denying the inevitable: his father’s death was imminent.


“My dear Berish,” whispered his father, his voice barely audible. “I know we struggled, and although we were forced to sell almost everything else, the menorah I didn’t touch. An inheritance in our family for generations, I leave it to you.”


“Please, Berish,” said the dying man, closing his eyes, “protect it as though your life depends on it. No matter how bad things get, don’t sell it...” His voice trailed off, and with his heart’s final beat, that was it. Berish’s father had uttered his last words.


It hadn’t always been this bad. In fact, Berish’s parents had once been among the wealthiest citizens of Szerencs, Hungary. But when his father’s business suffered setback after setback, furniture disappeared for money, even the food became scarce and bland, and life was gloomy. Unable to cope, Berish’s mother died when he was only eight. It hadn’t always been this bad. In fact, Berish’s parents had once been among the wealthiest citizens of Szerencs, Hungary. Just two years later, he witnessed his father’s death, leaving him an orphan.


Kind neighbors invited the boy to live with them. They sent him to sit and learn in yeshivah, and though Berish tried his best, his studies never stuck with him. Feeling he would perhaps be better suited to handiwork, his foster parents set up an apprenticeship with Chaim, the local carpenter. The idea excited Berish, who found he enjoyed—and was good at—whittling wood. In fact, he excelled. Years passed, and when Chaim was ready to retire, he sold his shop to Berish, who kept things running smoothly.


When Berish married a young woman from Teglas, 80 kilometers to the south, he closed the workshop and moved to his wife’s hometown, where they lived close to her parents. He had hoped to set up a new workshop, but an impressive and successful one was already operating there, leaving no room for fresh competition.


With no work, the young couple struggled to get by, and they lived off their savings until there was nothing left. After consulting with his wife, Berish decided to return to Szerencs, where he hoped to reopen his shop. Unfortunately for him, Berish found a different carpenter already servicing the area.


Left with no recourse, Berish wandered from town to town, hoping to find an area he could service with his carpentry. He made sure to send occasional letters to his family, reassuring them that everything was fine and that he was still looking. But his search took him further than he had ever imagined; he was far away in Paris when Berish decided to abandon hope of ever reopening his carpentry shop.


By this point, the fruitlessness had driven him to near madness, which he would drown with spirits.


One day, Berish was offered a job as a waiter. He seized the opportunity to escape the destructive cycle of alcoholism, but the job was in an inn frequented by unruly characters, and the unsavory atmosphere only added to his struggles. Little by little, Berish dropped Jewish observance, forgetting the wife and little ones left behind too.


Back home, the young woman found no solace and poured her misery out in tears. It was as if the earth had swallowed her beloved husband. She tried whatever means she had at her disposal, approaching strangers traveling through town and grilling them about her husband’s whereabouts, without success. No one had seen him.


The young woman’s neighbor relayed her plight to Rabbi Yechezkel of Sieniawa (Shineva), who was passing through Teglas. Rabbi Yechezkel listened without saying a word. He sighed and handed the neighbor something for the young woman: a pouch full of bills.


The desperate young woman wanted more. Was this really the tzaddik’s response? Giving the pouch a reproachful glance, the young woman burst into tears and stormed into RebYechezkel’s lodgings, demanding action.


“Do you really think some money is a substitute from my husband? I want him back!”


Seriousness clouded Reb Yechezkel’s features. “Don’t you have an old menorah in your house? Light it for the first seven days of Chanukah as usual. On the eighth, however, make sure to keep the menorah burning through the night. If necessary, have someone refill it with oil as needed.”


It was evening as Berish made his way down the stairs. Rowdy as usual, the inn swelled with patrons who had quickly finished the bar’s stock of drink, forcing him to get more from the cellar. He suddenly felt a strong grip on his shoulder. Berish spun around to see an old Jew staring at him in the dim light.


“How dare you abandon your wife? Return home immediately!”


Forgetting the bottles, Berish fled up the stairs, fearing the strange apparition. But a look down into the dark cellar revealed no one, much less an elderly Jew. He didn’t feel any better after telling his boss, who roared with laughter at his tale.


A few days later, Berish was confronted by the unhappy Jew once more. This time, the man sounded ominous, promising unpleasant things if Berish failed to follow his instructions.


Berish’s boss discovered him splayed on the floor, unconscious. Doctors suspected the hallucinations were a result of his crushing workload, and ordered rest. But Berish had no intention of doing so. Telling his boss he needed to leave town for several days, he began the long journey back to Teglas.


Drenched and chilled to the bone, Berish stared down the pitch-black and muddy street, barely able to discern the houses. He had arrived in Teglas late at night, in the midst of strong rain that made the streets run with brown sludge. Nothing seemed familiar. Finding his erstwhile home in these circumstances was impossible, but something in the distance caught his eye. Berish slogged through the thick mud, knocked at the door, and waited, his heart pounding.Barely a flicker in the rain, a light shone from behind a window. Berish slogged through the thick mud, knocked at the door, and waited, his heart pounding.


The door opened a crack and Berish invited himself inside to huddle near the stove. As feeling returned to his fingers, he looked around and found the source of the light: his father’s silver menorah twinkling merrily on the windowsill.


Realizing he was, in fact, in his own home, Berish lifted his eyes to meet his wife’s.


With tears and remorse, he tried to explain his struggles over the past years to his wife. “Would you be kind enough to forgive me?” he implored.


For a while, neither spoke. Berish broke the silence with another question.


“Why is my father’s menorah lit at such a late hour?”


His wife explained everything, and in time, they settled back into the life they had shared several years prior.


At one point, Berish wanted to meet Rabbi Yechezkel, whose counsel had guided him home. When they came face to face, he could hardly contain his shock: before him stood the strange old Jew who had confronted him in the cellar of the inn in Paris. Adapted from Sichat Hashavua #1303
Reprinted from the Parashat Vayeishev 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Rescuer’s Prayers

Rav Binyomin Pruzansky once related the story of a mother who was on a deserted beach in Tiberias watching her two young daughters play in the water, and warning them not to go out too far. The older girl held her younger sister’s hand to keep watch over her, but somehow she lost her footing and was tugged under water by a powerful undercurrent. 

Her mother, who did not know how to swim, watched in horror and started screaming, “Help! Save my daughter!” She immediately ran up to the street and stopped a passing car, and begged the driver, a middle-aged man, to save her daughter who was drowning in the sea. 

The man ran into the water and started swimming toward the girl, and the mother stood at the shore crying and davening, until she looked up and saw the man carrying the girl toward the shore. She was so relieved, but only for a second as she realized that the man was carrying her younger daughter, who must have gone into the water to try to save the older girl! 

The mother thanked the man and explained that her older daughter must still be somewhere in the water. The man looked around and saw her, and started to swim out again. When he reached her, he saw that she was barely conscious. He lifted her up and headed back to shore. As he swam, he heard the mother shouting, “Her head! Her head is still in the water!” 

The man immediately lifted the girl’s head, feeling terrible that he had been negligent and allowed the girl’s head to remain underwater. Hatzalah quickly arrived and brought the girl to the hospital. The mother tearfully prayed in the waiting room while the doctors worked to bring the girl back to consciousness. 
Finally, the doctor came out with a huge smile and said, “It’s a miracle! Your daughter is going to be fine!” The mother was ecstatic! A few weeks later the family made a Seudas HoDaah, a Seudah to thank Hashem and to celebrate the miracle. 

The mother was able to track down the man who had saved her daughter’s life, and he attended the event as the honored guest. In a speech, he said, “I grew up on a secular Kibbutz. I never really believed in G-d, and I never really prayed. A few months ago, I suffered a heart attack, and I was spending some time in Tiberias as part of my recovery. 

My doctor had advised me to swim every day to improve my health, and that is what I have been doing. If I hadn’t gotten into such good shape, there is no way I could have been able to swim that quickly to rescue the girls. When I was coming back with the older girl, I realized that I had allowed her head to remain in the water, and I was devastated. I couldn’t believe I was so negligent, and I felt so guilty. 

“When we got back to shore and I saw that she wasn’t breathing, I didn’t know what to do with myself. I felt that I caused her to lose consciousness. No one could console me at home. With nowhere to turn, I decided to do something I had never done before. I got back into my car and drove to the beach, to the spot where the incident occurred. 

“With tears in my eyes, I looked up to the sky and prayed, for the first time in my life. I said, ‘G-d, I know I have never prayed to You before, but I need Your help. I promise that if You save that little girl, I will never stop praying to You for the rest of my life!’ 

“Afterward, I called the hospital to find out what happened, and the nurse told me that just a moment earlier the doctors succeeded in reviving her, and that she would fully recover! Hashem heard my prayers, and I will, in turn, keep my promise to continue praying and never stop!” 

Prayer is for everyone, even if it is your first time!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayishlach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Their Mission: Prepare 
1,500 Kosher Meals, 
Send to Antarctica

By Janice Arnold, Staff Reporter
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Sailing through through Antarctica’s Gerlache Strait is on the itinerary of the kosher Antarctica expedition. (Liam Quinn/Wikimedia Commons)


It seemed like a dream job for a young Montreal caterer: provide all the meals for what was billed as the first organized kosher Antarctica cruise.


When the American tour operator contacted Shua Lurie of L’Orchidée Traiteur, a kosher catering company in Montreal, about eight months ago, he said there would be a minimum of 15 passengers required for the planned December voyage to the seventh continent.


The cruise – more accurately an expedition – was soon sold out after it was announced in July. Lurie and his partner, Armand Kadoch, were faced with feeding the 52 passengers who were booked for the 10-day luxury trip, which leaves from the southern tip of Argentina on Dec. 10 – the last night of Hanukkah.


That came to 1,500 full meals plus snacks that had to be packaged and sent more than 15,000 km to the remotest part of the globe – with no compromise to their quality and kashrut.
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Catering partners Armand Kadoch, left, and Shua Lurie relax after seeing off shipment to Antarctica.


In fact, they had to be “indulgent,” a selling point of the trip, which ranged in cost from US$13,000-US$23,500 ($17,000-$31,000) per person, excluding flights to Tierra del Fuego in Argentina.


They also had to be hearty, considering the appetites that would be worked up by on-shore excursions and sub-zero temperatures.


Special dietary requests such as vegetarian and health-related requirements had to be accommodated, as well.


Everything had to be suitable for freezing and re-heating, and that included extras like milk, cheese and challah. Each meal component had to be thoroughly wrapped and meticulously labelled and boxed in the correct order.


Meals will be finished and plated on board, where fresh produce, for which L’Orchidée was not responsible, may be added. The Montreal caterers also had to instruct the non-Jewish staff in what keeping kosher was all about.


In total, it was a six-month job, with work reaching a frantic pace through the High Holidays, when the final prep work was done.


Lurie, 33, credits Kadoch, a chef with 40 years’ experience, with managing to meet all these criteria, while he handled most of the logistics.


A month ago, they put six palettes (four of meal components and two of dry goods, like spices and condiments) onto a freezer truck at L’Orchidée’s premises in the Fooderie supermarket on Park Avenue, bound for Halifax, where the cruise ship, the RCGS Resolute, was docked.


Catering partners Armand Kadoch, left, and Shua Lurie relax after seeing off shipment to Antarctica.


How did a relatively small kosher catering company in Montreal, which was started only four years ago, get tapped for this gig?


The brother of the main expedition organizer, Dan Eleff of DansDeals, is married to a woman from Montreal. Eleff was looking for a caterer in Canada because the ship operator is Vancouver-based One Ocean Expeditions. And since the loading was to be done in Halifax, a caterer in the east was preferable.


Eleff’s sister-in-law recommended L’Orchidée, which is certified by the Vaad Ha’ir. Lurie emphasized that the MK seal of approval ended when the food left Montreal.


The tour organizers were responsible for seeing that a separate kitchen was kashered (a mashgiach of their choosing will be on board).


The crew’s food will be prepared and consumed completely separately, in another galley.


The expedition’s program is halakhically observant.


Shabbat will feature a morning Kiddush, after davening and a festive dinner. As the sun never really sets in Antarctica, rabbinical authorities advised the organizers that Shabbat should be observed around 1 a.m.


There’s also a fast, 10 Tevet, during the two days through the Drake Passage, en route to Antarctica. Several TV-style dinners had to be made for those not observing it.


Eleff, whose partner in this venture is photographer Morris Hersko, said the passengers are mostly from the United States, but also from Europe and Israel. They include modern Orthodox, as well as Hasidic and yeshivish Jews, ranging in age from young adults to senior citizens.


“When I agreed, I never realized what a logistical nightmare it would be, especially having the co-ordination with so many different people along the way,” said Lurie, who mainly caters weddings and bar mitzvahs, as well as the Herzliah High School cafeteria.


There was a final nerve-racking moment. Canadian customs in Halifax contacted the caterer, saying the shipment would have to be opened for inspection. After explaining the stringency of Jewish religious practice, the agency accepted the packing list and nothing was unsealed, Lurie said.


“It was a monumental amount of work over months. There were all kinds of things we had never foreseen.”


Despite how challenging the assignment was, Lurie does not completely rule out taking on something similar again, saying that, “I’ve certainly learned from this experience, but we’ll see how things turn out after the trip.”

Reprinted from the November 26, 2018 website of the Canadian Jewish News.

Always in Control

By Rabbi David Ashear
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It's so beautiful to see how our people are there for each other in times of need. Recently, there was an El Al plane that had to be diverted to Athens because it wasn't going to make it to Israel before Shabbat. Most of the 150 passengers onboard disembarked with no clue as to how they were going to spend Shabbat, but they were all happy that they were going to be keeping Shabbat.


One passenger said, at the baggage claim, "It's not about what we have or what we don't have; it's about Achdut - Unity. Jews from all different backgrounds are going to spend a glorious Shabbat together, all with the same goal - keeping Shabbat." 


That morning, at 11:00 am, the Athens Chabad was alerted about this incoming flight and they quickly sprang into action. By 4 o'clock, they put together a lavish Shabbat spread in a hotel for 150 people. The passengers couldn't believe what they were seeing. It was like a Shabbaton. They all ate together in a large dining hall. There was meat, chicken, Challah, wine, fish, salads, dips. It was as if it was planned for months in advance. They had Minyanim with a Sefer Torah. Chumashim and Siddurim were provided along with Shabbat candles, Havdalah, and Torah learning. It was all there.


The passengers that day, in the Minyan, were told about a much needed Mikveh for the Jews in Athens. They had already started a fundraising campaign, but they were well short of their goal. Those passengers pledged significant donations and now, the Mikvah project is moving forward. Everything has a purpose. One of the purposes of that flight landing in Athens was to get that Mikvah built.


Hashem is always in control, even when, Lo Alenu, we are witnessing the devastation going on now in California with the forest fires. Towns are being wiped out in a matter of hours, thousands of people evacuating their homes, many of which have burned down. Hashem is controlling this as well. Ashrechem Yisrael, the people there are opening their homes and bringing in guests who have lost everything. People are providing food and shelter for total strangers. Jews across California are doing all they can to help alleviate the plight of those affected in this tragedy. We could all help by contributing financially and being נושא בעול עם חבירו-sharing their burden.


Yet it's important to remember, even when things happen that appear to be an act of nature, or a mistake by a human being, it is all being controlled every step of the way by Hashem. We don't understand Hashem's ways. We don't know why things have to happen the way they do, but we do know, that whatever did get burned was b'Hashgachat Hashem and whatever didn't get burned was b'Hashgachat Hashem.


I read an article about the Calabasas Yeshiva which was directly in the line of the fire. A heavy wind came and blew a fire ember onto the roof of the Yeshiva trailer. It instantly ignited and burst into flames. Although the Yeshiva was completely evacuated at that time, an emergency vehicle happened to be right outside that Yeshiva at the moment. 

It immediately radioed the fire department, a fire truck arrived and extinguished that fire in minutes. It was an almost impossible response time. The Yeshiva dormitory was just two yards away from that trailer and did not get affected at all. Directly behind the Yeshiva building, the ground is charred black. The fires came to a complete stop right at the Yeshiva property line there and the Yeshiva was spared. The surrounding neighbors all expressed wonder as to how this building could possibly have not been affected.
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Recent destructive fire in California


A man from California said two months ago, inexplicably, his landlord gave him one month to be out of his house. He was paying top dollar for the house and was never late with his payments, but there was nothing he could say to convince the landlord otherwise. In a short time, he needed to relocate his family and it was very stressful. Today, he is so thankful for that eviction, because that house went up into flames along with the others in that neighborhood.


We can't understand Hashem, but we can take consolation in the knowledge that every last detail of whatever happens in this world is orchestrated by Him.

Reprinted from the November 28, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.

A “Fast” Mission

To Rescue Jews
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                   Rabbi Aharon Kotler, zt”l


On the fast day of the 10th of Teves, during the height of World War II, Rabbi Aharon Kotler, O”BM, took the well-known activist Irving Bunim, O”BM, on a train trip to Washington. The war in Europe was raging, Jews were being exterminated, and the two had to see a high-ranking Washington official to plead with him in every possible way - “save our brothers.” 

On the way down to Washington, Rabbi Kotler tried to persuade Bunim to break his fast. “Bunim,” he explained, “you cannot fast now; you need your strength for the meeting.” 

However, Irving Bunim refused to eat. He was sure that he could hold out until the evening when the fast ended. The meeting was intense. Rabbi Kotler cried, cajoled, and begged the official to respond. 

Finally, the great rabbi felt that he impressed upon the man the severity of the situation. The man gave his commitment that he would talk to the President. 
When they left the meeting Bunim was exhausted. He mentioned to Rabbi Kotler that he thought the meeting went well and now he’d like to eat. Rav Aharon was quick to reply: “With Hashem’s help it will be good. And Bunim,” he added, “now you can fast!” 

Comment: This week, our portion begins “Vayeshev Yaakov,” “and Yaakov settled” (Bereishis 37:1). The Midrash tells us that Yaakov wanted to rest. The Midrash continues that the Al-mighty did not approve of Yaakov’s “retirement” plans. 

Hashem asked, “are the righteous not satisfied with the World to Come? They would want to rest in this world too?” Immediately, says the Midrash, the incident with Yosef occurred. Hashem was telling Yaakov that this is a world of doing, not resting (or peacefully toiling in Torah, as Yaakov had envisioned). 

In mere days we will celebrate Chanukah, IY”H. The word “Chanukah” in Hebrew means “they rested on the 25th (of Kislev).” Expounds Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky (who also tells the story): “It was not a total rest; just one rest from one battle. The Chashmanoim had to rededicate the desecrated Temple, re-light the Menorah, and reestablish the supremacy of Torah over a Hellenist culture that had corrupted Jewish life. 

They rested from physical battle, but they knew that there would be a constant battle over spirituality for ages to come. They established the Menorah-lighting ceremony with flames that have glowed until today, proclaiming with each flicker that the battle may be over, but the war is endless — until the final rest.” So, let’s take a breather when we need it and then get back to it!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeshev 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

Worshipper Shot in Pittsburgh Synagogue Attack Released from Hospital

By JTA

A 70-year-old worshipper who was critically injured in the shooting attack last month at the Tree of Life synagogue building was released from a Pittsburgh hospital.


Daniel Leger went from the hospital to its rehabilitation facility, from where he was discharged on Monday, the Pittsburgh Tribune-Review reported. His discharge came on the day of the shloshim for the victims, marking 30 days since their deaths.


Leger, a retired nurse and chaplain at the hospital that treated him, was shot in the chest. He is a member of Dor Hadash, one of the three Jewish congregations that was holding services in the building at the time of the Oct. 27 attack by a lone gunman, and lives in the Squirrel Hill neighborhood where the complex is located.


Pittsburgh police and SWAT operator Timothy Matson, 40, remains hospitalized, from several gunshot wounds and is listed in stable condition. Three other police officers were injured in the shooting.


Andrea Wedner, 61, who was shot in the arm, was released from the hospital earlier this month. Her mother, Rose Mallinger, 97, was killed in the attack.




A Jewish emergency crew and police officers at the site of the mass shooting at the Tree Of Life synagogue in Pittsburgh, Oct. 28, 2018. (Jeff Swensen/Getty Images)

Reprinted from the November 28, 2018 dispatch of the JTA (Jewish Telegraphic Agency)
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