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Why Didn't You 

Wake Them Up?

By Rabbi David Ashear
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Everyone has different jobs to do in this world, and Hashem gives each person opportunities to fulfill those jobs, but ultimately it is up to the person to choose correctly in the situation that Hashem puts him in. We also have the ability to help steer others in the proper path. We can't imagine how far reaching a few words of Chizuk can go to giving a person direction in life.


Rabbi Yitzchak Fanger from Israel told the following story about himself. He said, after finishing his army service in the IDF, he decided to learn Reiki, a Japanese technique for healing. After taking courses and excelling in his new trade, his Reiki teacher urged him to go to the Far East to become a Reiki master. He listened and traveled to India. There, he pursued more learning and he became heavily involved in Buddhism. Eventually, he became a Buddhist priest and was encouraged to go for an extended stay at a type of monastery up in the mountains to further enhance his career. There, one was forbidden to speak. Their task was to concentrate on meditation, yoga and to try to achieve Nirvana.


A few months went by and Yitzchak was becoming antsy. He had an urge to talk, to hear his own voice. So he ran away far from earshot of the retreat. He arrived at a brook and he opened his mouth to speak. The first words that came out of his mouth, after months of silence, were from his Bar-Mitzvah portion that he read from the Torah, 13 years before. He was shocked. Why those words? He had no affiliation with Judaism and no desire for it either. He came back to the monastery and put the incident out of his mind.


A few days later, Yitzchak was ready to go to sleep, but he had an uneasy feeling about sleeping in his room. He decided to pick up his sleeping bag and go sleep outside. As he reached for it, a scorpion jumped out from the part of the bag where his head was supposed to be. He realized then his life was just saved, and there was somebody watching over him.


About a week later, in the evening, after practicing his meditation, the candle in Yitzchak's room went out. He went to search his bag for more candles and found a card with Hebrew print on it. It was then that he remembered, when he was in an airport in Israel, a Chassidic man was passing out those cards to people. He told Yitzchak, "Keep it and it will protect you." 

He picked up the card and figured he'd meditate on those words instead of the Japanese words that he was used to meditating on. He held up the card and started to read, and it said, "שמע ישראל ה' אלוקנו ה' אחד." At that moment, Yitzchak had a burst of spiritual enlightenment and decided, enough was enough, he was going back to Israel.


Right away, he went to some lectures on Judaism there and became inspired. He started to grow and, eventually, he became fully religious. He opened up his own Reiki Center in Israel and it caught on fast. Throngs of people were flocking to his center, and he was making an exorbitant amount of money. His mother, who was also his secretary, called him one day and said, "Yitzchak, you are booked for the next two years and you're almost a millionaire." 

A couple of days after that, a religious woman attended his class and afterwards approached him, asking if what he was teaching was Kosher. He consulted with Rabbi Yitzchak Zilberstein who told him, what he is doing is based on Avodah Zara and forbidden to teach. 

But this was his whole career. What would he do? After letting the news settle on him, he said, "I'm willing to give up everything for you, Hashem, just please don't leave me, ever."


With no direction, he was told to consult with Rav Chaim Kanievsky for advice. The Rabbi told him, "Before you decide what you are going to do, go learn Torah in a Yeshiva for three months."


He listened and went to Yeshivat Ohr Sameach. He was so mesmerized by the learning, he decided to stay in Yeshiva. He got married a year later and learned full time for nine more years. Then he went back to Rabbi Zilberstein and consulted with him. He said, "I gave up my career, I learned for ten years. Now I'm ready to start something. What should I do now?"


Rabbi Fanger said, the reply of Rabbi Zilberstein changed his life forever. Rabbi Zilberstein told him of a Holocaust survivor who comes to him every year on a certain day to cry over the losses of his loved ones. 

Rabbi Zilberstein asked this man why he chose that particular day each year? And the man replied that he had lost his family at the beginning of the war and all he had left was his older brother. He and his brother were forced into doing slave labor every day in a concentration camp. 

One night, they had to work until 4:00 am. They were exhausted, but they knew they had to be up for roll call at 5:00 am, or else it would be over for them. He decided he wouldn't go to sleep because it was too risky, but his brother didn't have an ounce of strength left. His brother said, "Please, I'm going to go to sleep, wake me up in 45 minutes." 

A short while later, a Nazi grabbed the man and forced him to do a job. He got so caught up with it that he forgot to wake his brother. After roll call, he went to the barracks to find his brother, and found that he was killed. He screamed in anguish, "Why didn't I wake up my brother?" This thought haunts him, and, every year, on his brother's Yahrtzeit, he gets emotional and comes to talk to the Rabbi.


Rabbi Zilberstein then looked at Yitzchak Fanger in the eye and said, "Hashem woke you up and saved your life, but there are still so many of your brothers asleep who don't know anything about Judaism. You have talent; you have charisma. You don't want, Chas v'Shalom, after 120 years for your brothers to ask you why you didn't wake them up. You should dedicate your life to spreading Torah and waking up your sleeping brothers."


Rabbi Fanger took this advice and he has spent years now teaching Torah all over the world. Tens of thousands of people are listening to his classes online. He has one Shiur that has over 140,000 people who listened to it. Hashem led him in the right direction to fulfill his purpose and he made the right decisions. And a few words of Chizuk from Rabbi Zilberstein went such a long way.

 

Reprinted from the December 4, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.

It Once Happened

Reb Leib Sarah’s Desire

To Live in the Holy Land


Reb Leib Sarah's, one of the greatest of the Baal Shem Tov's disciples, had long desired to live in the Holy Land. After years of struggle, of wandering, of perfecting himself to the utmost of his ability, his deepest desire was to settle in the Holy Land, there to be able to attain spiritual achievements unreachable elsewhere.

Although he was himself a person of renown, he was also a chasid, and so, he went to his rebbe, the Baal Shem Tov, to ask his permission and blessing for the trip. "Rebbe," he asked, "I request your permission to settle in the Holy Land, which is my heart's desire." 


But, to his surprise, the Besht's reply was negative. The next year Leib Sarah's again went to his rebbe with the same petition. But, again, the Besht denied his request, without even an explanation. This scenario repeated itself year after year for several years, and Leib Sarah's was deeply disappointed.


One year he decided that he wouldn't go to his rebbe at all; he just wouldn't ask. The desire to travel and settle in the Holy Land had become so strong within him, that he could no longer deny it. So, Leib Sarah's sat down with his wife and then with his children and discussed the question of moving to the Holy Land, there to perfect his soul in the service of his Maker. 


His wife and children were all agreeable, and so it was decided to go. Wasting no time, he sold all of his worldly goods save the barest necessities, and gathering all of his money, he bought tickets for himself, his wife and children for the long journey to the Land of Israel.


When everything was in order, Reb Leib Sarah's packed up his belongings and set off with his family through Russia toward Turkey, whence he would travel to Israel. It was a slow and arduous journey overland with many stops in the small towns and villages through which they had to travel. 


One day they came to a small town and noticed some sort of excitement in the town. Leib Sarah's inquired of the villagers, and was shocked when he heard their reply. For none other than the famous Baal Shem Tov was unexpectedly visiting the town, and the people were overwhelmed by the great honor of receiving such a personage.


Leib Sarah's was even more overwhelmed by his own dilemma. He thought of the possibility of not going to greet his rebbe, thereby avoiding any embarrassment because of his disobedience, but how could he not acknowledge the presence of his great rebbe and teacher? He sat in his wagon deliberating, when suddenly he had no choice, for the Baal Shem Tov's carriage pulled up next to his own. Reb Leib Sarah's dismounted and approached the rebbe. The Besht appeared to be surprised and asked, "What are you doing here?"


"Rebbe, please forgive me for not heeding your words, but I am now on my way to settle in the Holy Land."


The Besht replied, "Well, if your wish to go is so strong, then go. But now, where are you going to spend the Shabbat?"


"I am just now searching for a place, but it's difficult since I spent all of my money on the tickets for the journey," replied Reb Leib. The Baal Shem Tov offered to host Reb Leib and his family for the whole Shabbat. When they were in their rooms preparing for the arrival of the holy day, the Besht knocked on Reb Leib's door, asking if he had immersed in the mikva yet. 


"No," he replied, "I have no money remaining, so I will forego the mikva this week." To this, the Baal Shem Tov replied that he would pay the entrance fee for him, and they should go together to the mikva. Reb Leib Sarah's joy was unbounded, for he understood the profound meaning of the immersion and was relieved not to miss his usual ritual.


Upon arriving at the mikva the Besht said, "Reb Leib, you go first." 


But, he refused, saying, "Please, Rebbe, you go; you are my teacher, after all." The Besht was adamant, and Reb Leib immersed first. 


After the proscribed immersions were completed, he rose from the water, turned to his rebbe and said, "I have changed my mind. I will not go to the Holy Land. I will return to Medzibozh, to you. Let me tell you what I saw in the mikva during my immersions. As I entered the water I saw a continent. As I looked closely I saw Eretz Israel, and as I looked even more closely I saw Jerusalem. 


“As I narrowed my focus still more, I could see all the parts of the Temple Mount, even the Holy Temple itself. Then I looked inside and saw the Holy of Holies, but though I strained my eyes as hard as I could, I couldn't see the Holy Ark, the Tablets of the Law, or the Divine Presence. 


“In my anguish I cried out, "Where are the Tablets? Where is the Divine Presence? But a Heavenly Voice answered me, saying, 'They are found in Medzibozh.' Therefore, I am following you back to Medzibozh to fulfill my Divine Service. I now see that during the exile, the Divine Presence dwells with the leader of the generation."

Reprinted from the website of L’Chaim Weekly, Parshas Vayechi 1991/5752 (Issue #194.)
Dr. Richard (Tzvi Nachum) Friedman, Z”l

By Hamodia Staff





Dr. Richard (Tzvi Nachum) Friedman, medical director for Hatzolah of New York City and Rockland County, distinguished surgeon and tireless baal chessed, was tragically niftar on Motzoei Shabbos[Parshas Vayeishev]. He was 56 years old.


Dr. Friedman grew up on the West Side of Manhattan. His father, ybl”c, is Dr. Ira Friedman, also a well-known surgeon. His great-grandfather was Reb Issamar Friedman, the legendary “Shabbos Friedman,” named for his mesirus nefesh to preserve the sanctity of Shabbos in America.


The Friedmans were close with the Bobover Rebbe, Harav Shlomo Halberstam, zy”a. Newly arrived from Europe, having lost virtually everything in the Holocaust, the Rebbe “had a dream, his purpose in life, to build up what Hitler had destroyed,” says Rebbetzin Esther Horowitz, a daughter of the Rebbe. “But my father didn’t have two nickels to rub together,” says another daughter, Rebbetzin Nechama Tauber.

The Friedman family had a connection with the Halberstam family — Rebbetzin Halberstam was a Shinever einikel, and one of Shabbos Friedman’s children had married a Shinever Chassid.
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The Bobover Rebbe, zt”l


The Friedmans were inspired by the Rebbe, his dynamic personality, and the responsibility he felt to re-establish Bobov in America. Seeing the Rebbe’s financial plight — “There were times that the electricity was shut off in their home, which also housed the yeshivah,” says Rebbetzin Tauber — the Friedman family donated money, sought donations from others and held dinners.


“The Friedman family was instrumental in helping my father re-establish Bobov in America,” says Rebbetzin Tauber.


After medical school, “Richie,” as he was known, served residency in several places before settling with, tbl”c, his wife, Cheryl, on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. He became an active Hatzolah member, “ES 72,” — a call number he kept even after moving to Cedarhurst just over a decade ago — and eventually rose to the position of medical director of Hatzolah of the entire New York City, as well as Rockland County, in addition to his full-time medical practice at Beth Israel hospital, and full-time “job” as an all-purpose baal chessed.


“There wasn’t a better person than Richie,” says Chaim Lazar, coordinator of Lower East Side Hatzolah and a close friend of Dr. Friedman’s. “When my mother, a”h, was diagnosed with the machalah, I called him for advice. I will never forget it. He wasn’t in his office yet that day; he was still home in Cedarhurst. I told him I got X-rays of my mother. He said, ‘I am coming to Manhattan right now, meet me at the hospital; I will get a radiologist to look at it.’ When I got to hospital, a radiologist was already there waiting for me.


“Anyone who called him at any time, whether late at night, whenever, he was there. He never brushed anyone off … He showed you the greatest respect.”

Despite his numerous medical and chessed obligations, Dr. Friedman “was a very devoted father to his children,” says Eliezer Cohen, a Cedarhurst neighbor. “There was nothing he wouldn’t do for them. He never missed a PTA conference no matter how busy he was.”


At the levayah, Rabbi Yaakov Bender – Rosh Yeshivah of Darchei Torah, which Dr. Friedman’s boys attended – said that a Rebbi once told him that when Dr. Friedman came to PTA, the Rebbi said, ‘Dr. Friedman, you look exhausted.’ Dr. Friedman replied, ‘I just came from surgery and I am going back to Manhattan for surgery. But the chinuch of my children is so important — how can I miss the PTA conference?”


Several years ago, Mr. Cohen fell down the steps in the subway, and his arms and legs became paralyzed. “The first person I called was Dr. Friedman,” says Mr. Cohen. “He ran to the hospital to see me. He said he would call the head of neurology at the hospital.” Dr. Friedman consulted with the neurology department on Mr. Cohen’s course of treatment; baruch Hashem, he has fully recovered.


Dr. Friedman remained close with the Bobover and many other Rebbes, including the Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l, and, shlita, the current Bobover Rebbe, the Toldos Aharon Rebbe, and the Satmar Rebbe Harav Zalman Leib Teitelbaum.

After Dr. Friedman had had four daughters, the Bobover Rebbe, Reb Shlomo, told Dr. Friedman that if he started wearing a shtreimel, he would have a son. He did and he did.


When the Satmar Rebbe Rav Zalman Leib was taking a trip to Europe to visit kevarim, he asked Dr Friedman to come along. On the trip, the Rebbetzin was stricken with appendicitis. Baruch Hashem, Dr. Friedman was there and was able to perform emergency surgery at a local hospital.

When the Bobover Rebbe, zy”a, became gravely ill, “Richie was frantic,” recalls 
Rebbetzin Horowitz. “He was in the ICU every other day, even staying over Shabbos. It was like his own father.”


Dr. Friedman, whose mother passed away several months ago, is survived by, ybl”c, his father, Dr. Ira Friedman; his wife, Cheryl; their six daughters and two sons; and a sister, Joanne.


Yehi zichro baruch.

Reprinted from the December 5, 2018 website of Hamodia

Story #1096
At the Crossroads
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

A young man in Israel, a Lubavitcher chasid, had a special love for outreach programs. One of his favorite activities was to go to a certain major highway junction every Friday and put tefillin on soldiers and other willing men waiting for the bus. He also gave out material related to Jewish laws to everyone who wished, as well as enjoying simply having a friendly chat with people.


Once, a small group of teenagers from a leftist kibbutz was standing not far from him at the crossroad. They gave out stickers with the word 'Shalom' referring to peace treaties between Jews and Arabs and peace in general. The group consisted of two boys and three girls aged 14-16.


After a while a brand new car pulled up and stopped next to the group. The driver - a man in his twenties - got out of the car and asked the youngsters to put a 'Shalom' sticker on the back of his car. They were of course happy to fulfil his request.


The Chabadnik saw that the car had stopped and that the driver was standing next to the car. He went up to the driver with a broad smile on his lips and said to him, "Brother! Come and put on tefillin!"


The driver turned to the Lubavitcher - a Yemenite with beard and long curled side-locks as is the custom of Yemenites - and scrutinized him with contempt. He replied dismissively, "Since when are we brothers?"


In order to sharpen his sting even more, he added: "We are not even of the same skin color!" And he adamantly refused to put on tefillin. The youngsters who had attached the sticker were now standing at a certain distance from the driver. The Chabadnik went up to them and told them the reaction of the driver, well knowing that young people in general look at the world without prejudice and usually look for justice. Their reaction, as expected, showed that they rejected the driver's behavior.


The driver noticed what was happening and that the youngsters were glancing at him. He went up to the Lubavitcher and said, "You want us to be brothers? No problem - I'm ready! Put a 'Shalom' sticker on your car and we'll be brothers!"


"I agree," said the Lubavitcher. I will put on a sticker on my car - and you will put on tefillin, and we will be brothers!" "Certainly not!" said the driver. "You'll put on a sticker, and then we'll be brothers" The discussion went on for a short while until the driver finally got into his car, slammed the door and speedily left the place.

[image: image4.jpg]




The youngsters remained at the crossroads looking quite uncomfortable. It seemed that they felt that the driver was not right and in fact had behaved in an insulting and unfair way to the Yemenite young man.


One of the kibbutz boys, aged around 15, asked the Lubavitcher, "Tell me, if we are willing to put on tefillin, are you willing to put on a "Shalom" sticker on your car?"


The Lubavitcher answered: "Sure - for anyone of you putting on tefillin, I'm willing to put on three "Shalom" stickers on my car!"


The boy was hesitant and did not really know what to do. At that very moment the van from their kibbutz stopped at the crossing in order to pick them up and drive them home. His friends hastily stepped into the van, but the boy said: "Look, the kibbutz van came to pick us up and I'll have to go. But I promise to put on tefillin here at the crossroad next Friday."


And before entering the van, he embraced the Lubavitcher and said "Brothers forever!"

His friends in the van saw and heard what was happening and immediately cheered and clapped their hands.


The following week the Lubavitcher planned to visit relatives who lived far away in Israel. The Sabbath started early at that time of year, but he felt that he had to go to the crossing at any price.


The following Friday afternoon he was standing there with his pair of tefillin. After a few minutes the kibbutz van appeared. A few youngsters stepped out, but not all of them been there last week. However, the boy who had promised to put on tefillin was among them.


The Lubavitcher went up to the boy after a while and asked him: "Do you remember that you promised to put on tefillin?"


"Yes, I do" he answered. "But to tell you the truth, I have no idea how you put them on. I have never put on tefillin in my life."


"What?" chasid responded. "Don't they arrange for Bar Mitzvahs on your kibbutz?"


"No", was the reply. "In our kibbutz we don't observe any of that stuff at all".


"If that is the case: said the Lubavitcher young man, "let's celebrate your Bar Mitzvah right here!"


He trotted over to a nearby kiosk and bought cake and soda.


He put on tefillin with the kibbutz boy, who took the whole matter very seriously. His friends from the kibbutz participated in the Bar-Mitzvah party and had cake and soda.


A young man from that same kibbutz had become a ba'al tshuva and joined the Lubavitcher movement a few years before this event. When asked about the boy who celebrated his Bar Mitzvah at the crossing, he said that he know the family well. "They have very leftist views, but they are also very idealistic", he remarked.


In subsequent months and years, the Chabadnik who had put tefillin on the boy was known to remark, "I wish I could say "Sh'ma Yisrael" on Yom Kippur with the same emotion that the boy from the kibbutz said it that day."


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the rendition in Chassidic Gems II by Tuvia Litzman.


Connection: Weekly reading of Vayigash continues the saga of Yosef and His Brothers.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5779 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed (www.ascentofsafed.com) 

The Unusual Ring

For King Solomon
By David Bibi


Rabbi Abittan z’sl, would often tell us the story of a king, a jeweler and a special ring.  The Ben Ish Chai brings the parable as well, as does Abraham Lincoln. I was curious if there was a source to this story which has grown more elaborate over the years undoubtedly by Jewelers hoping to sell rings. The latest versions make Solomon the king in the story and the great sage, sadik and warrior, Benayahu Ben Yehoyada as his advisor. I will retell as posted, but keep in mind, this story is completely one of fiction, though it still offers a wonderful lesson. 


Long ago there lived a man named Benaiah, the captain of King Solomon's palace guards, and also the king's good friend. Benaiah was a noble man, with a handsome face and a beautiful soul. Some say he was among the 36 men of his generation chosen to exist so that the world might continue.


Benaiah served his king well, but one day King Solomon was passing through a courtyard and happened to overhear his soldiers gossiping. His heart sank when he heard Benaiah boast, "No task is too difficult for someone like me. I can accomplish anything."


The king went to his chambers and there he thought about pride. "Pride can harm a man," he thought. "I must give my captain a task that is impossible. Only in this way will he understand that he is but a man."


That evening he called Benaiah to appear before him. "I have a job for you, my friend," said the king.


"Whatever you ask," Benaiah said. "Your wish is my command."


"I want to own a magical ring," said the king.


"As you wish," Benaiah said. "Describe the ring for me so that I may find it."


King Solomon smiled. "All I can tell you is this: If a person is happy and puts this ring on his finger, he will become instantly sad. But a sad man who places this ring upon his finger will become happy." Of course the king understood that there was no such ring, but he knew his friend would never rest until he found it. "I shall find it for you," Benaiah said.


"And you will surely succeed," said the king, "for I know you can accomplish anything." Benaiah set out for the marketplace, where one by one he visited the jewelers of Jerusalem. "I am looking for a magical ring that makes a happy person sad and a sad person happy," he told each merchant.


Each one shook his head. "Never heard of such a ring," each said, and by sunset, Benaiah realized he would have to travel far to fulfill his king's desire.


That evening he prepared a caravan, and at dawn he set out to find the trader who possessed the magical ring. Benaiah and his men traveled for days and met many traders along their way, but each time he asked where he might find the magical ring that altered moods, he heard the same response: "I've never heard of such a treasure."


Benaiah visited the seaports, and there he met captains from every foreign land. Once again he asked where he might find this ring of wonders.


"Never heard of such a ring," each captain said. 

Benaiah traveled on, but after many weeks his heart began to feel heavy. Perhaps he would fail to fulfill his king's desire. He could not bear the thought.


Still, he had no more ideas about where to look for the treasure, and so he returned to Jerusalem. He decided he would look one last time in the local marketplace, and as he was visiting the jewelers, he happened past a young man he had never before seen. The young man wore ragged clothes and sat upon the ground, and before him was a threadbare carpet laden with simple bracelets and rings.


"Surely this lad won't have the magical ring," Benaiah thought, but he decided he must at least look. He bent down and said, "I am looking for a ring that makes a sad person happy and a happy person sad. Have you ever heard of such a treasure?"


The boy's eyes lighted up, and he reached into his pocket and handed a single gold band to Benaiah. "This is a ring my grandfather gave me long ago," said the boy. "He inscribed it. Read what he has written."


Benaiah shrugged. Such a plain ring could not be magical. Still, he reached out and held the ring in his palm. He turned it over, and when he read the words inscribed, his heavy heart lifted. "This is it!" he cried.


Benaiah fulfilled one lad's dream as he handed over all the silver and gold coins he carried in exchange for the ring. "Your grandfather was a wise man, indeed," he told the young man. And then, the ring in hand, he returned to the palace. When Benaiah appeared before King Solomon, he bowed low, and at the sight of his good friend, the king felt suddenly sad. He did not wish to humiliate such a friend.


"Ah, poor man," Solomon said softly, "the task I gave you was impossible, but you have tried your best ..."


But before he could finish his sentence, Benaiah held out the ring. "I have found it!" he exclaimed.


King Solomon could not believe his ears, but he reached out and took the ring. The moment he read the inscription, his smile vanished, and when he looked out at the grand things surrounding him, he felt so sad that tears welled in his eyes.


"What has happened?" the king's guards whispered. 

King Solomon passed them the ring. "Read the inscription," he said, and soon the whole court understood.


"Gam zeh ya'avor -- this too shall pass," were the words the boy's grandfather had written inside the ring. King Solomon now realized that all his treasures would one day turn to dust, and those who felt sad realized that one day their sadness would leave them and they might feel happiness again.


The king reached for Benaiah's hand. "Forgive me, friend," he said. "From this day on you shall wear my jewels, and I will wear the magical ring."


For King Solomon was wise, and he understood those words would keep him forever balanced.


Rabbi Abittan would explain that the man facing challenges would look at this ring and know that these challenges too would pass and the man filled with haughtiness would be humbled when looking at the ring and see the same words.


As to the source, I believe it is the message shared between Joseph and Jacob via the agalot, the wagons. The Shem MiShmuel explains: The matter of the wagons represents an allusion. The wheels of the wagon are constantly turning; this is why a wagon is called an "agala," because its wheels rotate in a circle—"igul." They illustrate that that which is currently on top will inevitably go down; and that which is on the bottom will begin to rise upward from there.


Jacob realized that Joseph applied this same message to his own situation. Even though he was currently the ruler of Egypt and at the pinnacle of success, he did not forget for a moment that this could be the end of his success; very shortly, he could begin to fall. Hence, he did not become haughty; he remained humble, as if he was on the downward part of the cycle. This was the ultimate proof that he had remained righteous despite his enormous success. 


We should all realize that this in truth was the outstanding attribute of Joseph. The same Joseph who shepherded his father's sheep was the very same Joseph who became king. This characteristic served Joseph well throughout his life—both when he was in dire straits and when he rose to greatness. Therefore, upon realizing the message Joseph was conveying by means of the wagons, Yaakov's spirit was revived. 


What an incredible lesson for all of us to take into this Shabbat and the entire year.

Reprinted in Parashat Vayigash 5779 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
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