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Yosef Mokir Shabbos


The Gemara (Shabbos 119) tells us the story of Yosef Mokir Shabbos. The poor Yosef Mokir Shabbos would borrow money to buy things lekavod Shabbos. Once, a fisherman showed him a large fish and Yosef Mokir Shabbos bought it to honor the Shabbos. 

When he cut the fish open, he found a diamond inside. The diamond was sold for thirteen pots filled with gold. The primary purpose of this Gemara is to teach us that when one invests in Shabbos, Shabbos will pay him back.


The Gemara, however, tells us many more details of this story: Yosef Mokir Shabbos had a wealthy neighbor. An astrologist told this neighbor that all his wealth is destined to go to Yosef Mokir Shabbos. To protect his wealth, he sold all his assets and bought a precious stone for that value. He then had it sewn into his hat. 

It happened that this wealthy neighbor was crossing a bridge when his hat fell into the lake below, and was swallowed by a fish. Yosef Mokir Shabbos bought that fish. The Ben Yehoyoda (from the Ben Ish Chai zt"l) asks, why does the Gemara tell us all these details? Wouldn’t it be sufficient to say that Yosef Mokir Shabbos invested in Shabbos and found a diamond in the fish that he bought?


The Ben Ish Chai answers: The Gemara wants to teach us an additional lesson. It is teaching us that one can never evade Hashem’s plan. Hashem wanted the neighbor's wealth to go to Yosef Mokir Shabbos. The neighbor did whatever he could to protect himself, but he didn’t know that if Hashem plans otherwise, he won't succeed. In fact, his attempts only facilitated the transfer of all his wealth to Yosef Mokir Shabbos, in a permitted and honorable manner.
Reprinted from the Shabbos Shemos 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi BoruchTwersky.
A Little Boy in

The Hospital Alone

By Rabbi Elimelech Biderman


A menahel (principal of a cheder) in Netanya told me that his ten-year-old son, Shloimele, was hospitalized in Tel HaShomer Hospital (near Bnei Brak) with a severe disease. The parents couldn’t be with their child twenty-four hours a day, so they arranged for volunteers to come and be with Shloimele. 

Once a volunteer said that he can be in the hospital until 12:30 pm. The volunteer who would follow said that he will arrive at 1:15 – forty-five minutes later. The father assumed that this would be sufficient. 

At a quarter to one, Shloimele called, and said, “Father, I'm all alone. I don’t want to be alone.” 

The father's heart broke when he heard his son say this, but what could he do? He was in Netanya. It was impossible for him to get to the hospital before 1:15, when the next volunteer is scheduled to arrive.


At this time, their cousins (a couple) were also in Tel HaShomer hospital doing some tests. The doctors told the couple that the results of their examination will be ready in a half-hour. 

The husband said, “Let’s go to our cousin Shloime’le. We anyway don’t have anything to do for the next half-hour.” 

But his wife was hesitant, “I don’t think so… Perhaps Shloimele doesn't want visitors? Perhaps he needs sleep?” 

The husband said, “Let's first find Shloimele's room and then we'll call his father. He'll tell us whether Shloimele would appreciate if we go visit.” 

They found his room, and then the husband called his cousin: “I am here with my wife outside Shloimele’s room. Should we go inside? Does he want visitors?” 

The father was so relieved. Just a minute earlier, he hung up the phone from Shloimele, and was distressed that he couldn’t help him. And now, his cousin is telling him that he is right there, ready to visit him. "Shloimele wants visitors. He just called and told me how lonely he is. Please go inside." 

That night, Shloimele's father said to his family, “Now I am not afraid of anything. I see clearly that Hashem runs the world. Exactly at the time when Shloimele needed guests, guests were there for him. I see that Hashem is with us even now, therefore there is nothing to fear.”
Reprinted from the Shabbos Shemos 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi BoruchTwersky.
Orchos Chaim L’HaRosh

Distance Yourself from Anger As Much as Possible


Rav Naftali Amsterdam, zt”l, says (Or HaMussar) that aside from learning Mussar, logical strategies are very helpful for one to correct his character traits and faults. He quotes his Rebbe, Rav Yisroel Salanter, zt”l, who taught that if one wants to conquer thebad quality of getting angry, he advises that one should always try to be a good person, and do good to others. By conditioning oneself in this way, it will be easier for him to overcome his anger.
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The Bobover Rebbe, zt”l

Rav Yitzchak Zilberstein relates about the Bobover Rebbe, Rav Shlomo Halberstam, zt”l, that he was a wellspring of sensitivity for all Jews, and he was able to overcome any feelings of anger and hurt in order to pursue peace. His activities during and after World War II saved many Jews, both physically and spiritually. However, as it goes with great people, they will inevitably have detractors— people who are filled with envy and seek glory. 

Shortly after the Bobover Rebbe came to America, a local Rabbi who felt threatened by the Bobover Rebbe’s activities on behalf of world Jewry, strongly criticized the Rebbe, and personally attacked his character. The Bobover Rebbe did not respond to the attack.


Eventually, the slanderous remarks were becoming humiliating, and the Rebbe called together all of his Chassidim in his Bais Medrash. The large Shul was filled to capacity, as everyone had crammed in to hear the Rebbe’s response to the insults that had been launched at him.


The Bobover Rebbe entered the Bais Medrash, ascended to the front of the Aron Kodesh, and after kissing the Paroches, turned to the people gathered there. He said, “I am declaring to everyone assembled here, as I stand in front of the Aron Kodesh, that I absolutely forbid anyone from battling on my behalf! My honor is my honor, and it will remain my honor, but only if everyone acts appropriately and does not take sides. Whoever does not obey me has no place in my Bais Medrash!” 
He spoke for a total of fifteen seconds, and then the Rebbe descended the podium and left the Shul. A few hours later, the Rebbe asked his Gabbai to take him to the attacking Rabbi’s home. By then, word of the Rebbe’s response had already spread throughout the community. The Rebbe arrived at the Rabbi’s house and knocked on the door. 

The Rabbi answered the door, and when he realized who was standing before him, his face turned white. The Bobover Rebbe understood that words were not necessary, and it was action that was needed. He took the Rabbi in both his arms, and embraced him in a hug and kissed him on the cheek. He said to the Rabbi, “You may go to any one of my Chassidim and they will attest to the fact that I have no bad feelings towards you at all. Just as we were once friends, we will continue to remain friends!” 

The Rabbi was a changed person from that encounter, and the attacks stopped. The Bobover Rebbe corrected the situation by expressing his love for a fellow Jew instead of responding with anger, even though there was great reason for him to get angry. Rav Zilberstein notes that the Bobover Rebbe’s Yartzeit is on Rosh Chodesh Av, which is the same Yartzeit as Aharon HaKohen, and this is significant because they were both individuals who loved peace and pursued peace. They each possessed a love for all Jews and strongly desired to promote peace and harmony within Klal Yisrael!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

L’Maaseh

Rav Shlomo Heiman’s Blizzard Day Shiur


In Mesivta Torah Vodaath one blustery, snowy morning, the Rosh Yeshivah, Rav Shlomo Heiman, zt”l, came to give his Shiur. However, there was a blizzard the night before and very few students were able to show up. Rav Heiman walked into the classroom and there were only four students there. 




Yet, it did not seem to faze him. He began to give his Shiur, and he raised his voice with passion, as he usually did when he delivered Shiur. The students were confused why their Rebbe was giving such an animated, loud Shiur, when there were only four people in the room. 

One of the boys asked, “Rebbe, there are only a few of ushere. Is it necessary to get so excited delivering the Shiur? Rebbe is speaking as if the room is full.” 

The Rosh Yeshivah responded, “Do you think that I am talking only to you? I am speaking to you and your students, and to your students’ students. I am speaking to generations of Jews to come, and that is why I must be loud and excited!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Healing a Deadly Nose Bleed


It was in the 1700’s when the following incident took place. There was a person who was had blood pouring from his nose uncontrollably. His condition continued to deteriorate to the extent that the doctors gave up hope.


There was someone who saw this person’s condition when he was already on the throes of death. He quickly ran to obtain some wine where he took a measure of good strong wine and instructed the sick person to drink non-stop. 
Upon drinking the wine, he immediately was healed and the blood stopped. The doctors were astonished. When word reached R’ Pinchas Koritzer (1726-1791), he showed that this is hinted to in the Torah in סותה ענבים ובדם as סותה is a term for healing as .אסותא in  It thus reads that wine can heal from the sickness where blood is coming out.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of Fascination Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehoshua Alt.

The Stingy Rich

Man of Cracow


The city of Krakow/Cracow, Poland, in the seventeenth century had a large Jewish population, many of whom were devout Torah scholars. A city is home to all types of people. Cracow was home to a wealthy Jew by the name of Yisrael who achieved infamy for his uncompromising stinginess. 

The local beggars had long since stopped coming by his house to solicit funds, knowing full well that it was a waste of time. The city’s trustees had followed suit, since every attempt at fundraising was met with polite, but adamant, refusal. 

Seventeenth century European Jews were, for the most part, devoid of economic opportunity. Many lived lives of abject poverty, augmenting their meagre “income” by begging from door to door. Thus, Yisrael’s utter heartlessness enraged the community. Here was a Jew who had so much and was capable of supporting the community; yet, he did not. As a result of their annoyance with him, they nicknamed him Goy, a nom deguere that stuck, despite its crude and vulgar connotation. 

Time does not halt for anyone; the wealthy miser was no exception. He now lay on his deathbed surrounded by members of the Chevra Kaddisha, Jewish Sacred Burial Society, negotiating for his burial and tombstone: “I have already had tachrichim, shrouds, sewn for me. I need a simple plot anywhere in the cemetery. Likewise, a simple stone to serve as a marker will suffice.” 

“You understand that the money incurred from the sale of plots is used for charity,” the head of the Chevra began. “Each Jew pays according to his means. In your case, you are quite capable. In addition, you have hardly assisted the poor in the past.” 

“As far as my non-relationship with the poor, Heaven will judge me. You, on the other hand, have no right to extract more from me than I am willing to give. I will give you one hundred gulden, and that is it. One more thing. I insist that the inscription on my head stone to read: Here lies Yisrael Goy.” 

The members of the Chevra could not argue with the man. He was adamant. They completed the paperwork and left his home in desperation. The latest act of miserliness evinced by Yisrael Goy duly annoyed the populace. “How low could a person get?” they wondered. Apparently, this man would leave the world a very lonely person – which is what he did. 

It took great effort to secure a minyan, quorum, for his funeral. There were no eulogies; people simply were not interested. [We are not allowed to judge, but, when someone is destitute and he has no food to give his hungry family-- with no hope for a solution other than the wealthy man who refuses to help him-- people will do strange things and often act out of character. We may not judge those who are in dire need.] 

That Thursday evening there was a knock at the door of Cracow’s Rav, the distinguished Horav Yom Tov Lipa Heller, zl, author of the Tosfos Yom Tov commentary on Mishnayos. It was one of the community’s poor who asked for money to purchase the necessary foods for Shabbos. The Rav gave him a few coins from his discretionary fund. No sooner had the man left than someone else appeared at the door with a similar request. During the next hour, twenty men came to the Rav’s door asking for Shabbos funds. 

The Rav had never experienced such a sudden rise in the community’s poor. What had happened? He called an emergency meeting of the community’s tzedakah gabbaim, trustees. They, too, did not understand this phenomenon. A few minutes into the meeting, another poor petitioner knocked on the door requesting funds. This time the Rav asked him, “Tell me, how did you survive until now?” 
“We bought on credit at the grocers. We had no money. He simply wrote it down in his ledger, and that was the last we heard of it. He never asked us for the money.” (Apparently, they were not going to look a gift horse in the mouth. They knew it was unreal to receive unlimited credit, but, regardless, they accepted it. ) 
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Rav Yom Tov Lipa Heller, zt”l


The Rav investigated and discovered that literally hundreds of families lived this way – receiving credit at the town’s grocers. Now it was time to meet with the grocers. The Rav called them all together and said, “You will not leave this room until you share with me how you were able to give credit for hundreds of families each and every week.” 

They hemmed and hawed until the truth finally came out. For years, Yisrael G. had sustained hundreds of poor families. Every week, when a merchant presented him with a bill, he immediately paid it in full. There was one condition, however: No one – absolutely no one- not even his closest family, was to be made aware of his practice of anonymous charity. 

When the Rav heard this tale he was shattered that such a righteous person had lived in their midst, and the community, in their haste to judge him, had excoriated a Jew who stood on a much higher spiritual plane than any of them. Rav Yom Tov Lipa immediately declared a public fast day on Yisrael G’s sheloshim, thirty days after his passing, to atone for misjudging and reviling a fellow Jew. 
They were to gather at the cemetery where they would all beg forgiveness from the deceased. The Rav followed their supplication with a fiery eulogy extolling the quality of he who gives charity anonymously, despite the fact that it caused him extreme personal humiliation. Last, the Rav declared that, when his time to leave this world would come, he asked to be buried next to Reb Yisrael. 
The Rav instructed that the community comply with Reb Yisrael’s last wish to have Yisrael Goy engraved on his stone. He had them, however, add a word – kadosh. The stone now read Yisrael Goy Kadosh – a different meaning for a different person. Apparently, they had a never known the original person.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of Peninim on the Torah as compiled by Rabbi A.L. Scheinbaum of Peninim Publications in conjunction with the Hebrew Academy of Cleveland.
Story #977

The Story of the 
Story of His Life
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

When the Rebbe-to-be, Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Horodok/ Vitebsk was a young boy, he was tutored in Torah by the Great Maggid of Mezrich, Rabbi DovBer (successor to the Baal Shem Tov). By his tenth year, the child had already amazed all who knew him with his Talmudic knowledge and acuity. The Maggid was very fond of him.


One Shabbat day, after the main meal, the Maggid spied young Menachem striding speedily back and forth, in high spirits. The Maggid called out to him:


"Mendel, how many pages of Gemara (Talmud) did you complete today?"


"Six," replied the child prodigy happily.


Gazing in another direction, the Maggid spoke as if to himself. "If from six pages of Gemara his hat slips to a rakish angle on his head, how many pages will he need to learn until it falls off his head completely?" Then he went into his room and closed the door.


Young Mendel realized that he had gone too far, and began to weep profusely. He ran to his teacher's door and, while knocking strongly, cried out through his tears, "Please let me in, my Master and Teacher, and advise me what to do. I understand now that I my successful studies have made me overly proud."


"Don't worry," the Maggid assured the boy. "In a few days you and I will travel together to our great master, the Baal Shem Tov (Besht), and he will direct each of us regarding how we should conduct ourselves."


On Tuesday the Maggid and Menachem Mendel set out, finally reaching Mezhibuz, where the Baal Shem Tov lived, on Friday. After securing lodging, the Maggid hurried to the Besht's house to present himself to his Rebbe. Young Menachem Mendel, however, stayed behind; he wished to bathe and carefully comb his hair. As a boy, his neatness distinguished him further from his age-mates. Later, the Rebbe retained the trait of being meticulous about his personal appearance.


When the Maggid arrived, the Besht was already standing in his place in the front of the shul, prepared to lead the joyous prayers for receiving the Shabbat in mid-afternoon as was his custom to do. Nevertheless, he delayed starting for two whole hours, until the boy arrived. He said not a word to him, however, throughout the entire Shabbat.


Only on Saturday night, after the havdala ceremony concluding the Shabbat, did the Baal Shem Tov acknowledge young Menachem Mendel. Drawing on his pipe, he called Mendel over and told him a long, involved story. The tale hinted at all the events in the life of Rabbi Menachem-Mendel of Horodok/Vitebsk, from the day he was born until the day he would pass away in the Holy Land, in Tiberias.


The Maggid was present during the telling of the story, as was another of the main disciples of the Besht, Rabbi Yaakov Yosef of Polnoye. Afterwards, one of them said he understood the whole story while the other said that he understood just half. It is no longer known which man made which statement. Young Mendel himself said that he understood only until that day.


Later that evening, the Besht told the Maggid that the boy appeared to be genuinely humble. Henceforth, Rabbi Menachem-Mendel would sign his correspondence, "One who is truly lowly."


Years later, when Menachem Mendel reached full adulthood, it became clear that by then he understood the whole story. Once, while still living in Horodok, he became seriously ill. The Jews of his town, the entire province of Lvov, and the surrounding areas were in tears. It seemed imminent that their holy rebbe and leader would be recalled to Heaven. The anguished wails of those in the room stirred him to consciousness.


Said Rabbi Menachem-Mendel to them: "You needn't worry. Long ago, our master, the Baal Shem Tov, told me a tale. From that story, I know there is still a period of my life when I will be living in the Holy Land."


And so it happened. The Rebbe recovered fully, and in 1778 he led the "Chassidic Aliyah" to Israel. On the way out of Europe, the Rebbe made a point of stopping in Polnoye, in order to visit Rabbi Yaakov-Yosef (also known as "the Toldos"). He took a room in a local inn, and, after tidying himself, removing his gartel (chasidic sash) and lighting a long pipe, set out to see the Rabbi.


When the local Chasidim saw that he was going to their great rabbi without a belt and smoking a pipe, they became afraid for him. "Don't you know that the Rabbi is very strict in matters of appearance? We pity you. Anyone who comes before him with such ostentatiousness exposes himself to danger!"


The Vitebsker paid them no attention. To the surprise of the Chasidim, the tzadik welcomed him with warmth and respect. After exchanging greetings, the host asked his guest, "Where are you up to in the story [I heard the Baal Shem Tov tell you when you were a boy]?"


The younger man sighed. "I'm already more than halfway through."


"And do you understand that the story hints that you would come to visit me?"


"I know, I know. That is why I traveled by this particular route, in order to see the Grand Rabbi."


They then conversed for several hours, forging a bond of affection. When the Vitebsker took his leave, the Toldos escorted him all the way to his lodgings.


Later that evening, the followers of Rabbi Yaakov-Yosef asked him, "What is so special about that young man who came before you with such arrogance, without a belt and smoking a long pipe? Why, he even has silver-embroidered laces on his shoes!"


Rabbi Yaakov-Yosef turned to them, saying, "Let me tell you a parable. There was once a king who possessed a large, perfectly formed pearl, worth a small fortune. The king was worried that because of the great value of the gem, the cleverest of thieves would come to steal it, and would succeed in finding it no matter how well he hid it. So what did the king do? He hid the jewel in the outhouse, confident that it would never occur to anyone that such a precious item would be hidden in such a despicable location.


"That's the way it is with Rabbi Menachem-Mendel. He is lowly in his own eyes and as humble as can be. But he is concerned that if his clothing or appearance were to reflect his humility, such a display could nourish the 'other side.' So he conceals his humility in a repulsive place: a prideful appearance!"


Source: Translated and adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Sipurei Chasidim-Torah (Bahalotecha) by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin

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

Rabbi Dov Ber [of blessed memory: c.5460 - 19 Kislev 5533 (c.1700- Dec. 1772 C.E.)], the son of Avraham and Chava, known as the Maggid of Mezritch, succeeded his master, the Baal Shem Tov, as the head of the Chasidic movement. Most of the leading Chasidic dynasties originate from his disciples and his descendents. The classic anthologies of his teachings are Likutei Amarim and Torah Ohr (combined by Kehas Publishing as Maggid Devorav l'Yaakov), and Ohr HaEmmes.

Rabbi Yaakov Yosef HaKohain of Polnoye [5470 - 24 Tishrei 5542** (1710 - Oct. 1781 C.E.)] was one of the earliest and closest rabbinical disciples of the Baal Shem Tov. He was the first person to author a book of Chassidic teachings, titled Toldos Yaakov Yosef, which had a revolutionary effect upon publication. Subsequently, he published two other chasidic classics, Ben Porat Yosef and Ketonet Passim. These three books were the earliest chief printed sources for teachings in the name of the Baal Shem Tov. He is often referred to as the "Baal HaToldos," after his first and most famous work.
* Not certain, some say 5544 (1783) and some say 5551 (1790).

Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Vitebsk/Horodok [of blessed memory: 5490 - 1 Iyar 5548 (1730 - May 1788 C.E.)] was an elder disciple of the Maggid of Mizritch and one of the earliest chasidic rebbes. He led the first modern aliyah to Israel, in 5537 (1777 C.E.), where he and three hundred chasidim and others settled in Tzefat (Safed). After a few years most of the group moved to Tiberias, where he is buried in the "Students of the Baal Shem Tov" section of the Old Cemetery. His works include Pri HaAretz and Likutei Amarim.

Connection: Weekly Reading -- "Come together, and I will tell you what will happen in the course of time. Come and listen..." (Gen. 49:1-5, translation from "The Living Torah").

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com

Rebbe Shmelka of Nikolsberg Under Attack

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


The city of Nikolsberg, Moravia (now Czechoslovakia) was famous for its long chain of great Rabbis reaching back almost a thousand years. Among them were the famous Maharal (Rabbi Yehuda Levi) of Prague and the Tosfos Yom Tov but perhaps the last in the line was the pupil of the Chassidic master the Magid of Meseritz (successor of the Baal Shem Tov) some 250 years ago; the great Tsaddik Rebbe (Shmuel) Shmelka of Nikolsberg.


Rabbi Shmelka was truly fitting for the post of chief Rabbi; he was a great Talmudic and legal genius, was very proficient in the mysteries of Kabala his advice was impeccable and his brotherly love was seemingly without limit. Many were the nights that his eyes saw no sleep because he was involved in solving the problems of others.


But despite his flawless character and selfless nature (or rather because of it) he was once the center of a controversy that only miracles were able to stop.


One of the richest Jews in Nikolsberg was sued by one of its poorer members. The details were not passed down so it's not clear what the suit was about nor the amount involved but what we do know is that Rabbi Shmelka, after hearing all the arguments and seeing the evidence, decided against the rich man and in favor of the poor man.


The rich man was boiling mad; even more than by being found guilty and losing money he had been humiliated publicly by a nobody! He decided to declare war against the Rabbi! After all, he told himself, he didn't become the wealthiest man in town by surrendering!


He was clever about it. First he began quietly complaining to family and friends but slowly the circle began to widen. Friends spoke to friends and their friends to more friends. Because he was rich, people listened. And within a few months the town became a cauldron of discontent.


'The Rabbi, he whispered to anyone who would listen, is one of the Chassidim who consult the Kabala and other mystical books for their decisions. Indeed, this is probably the reason he unjustly found me guilty. Maybe tomorrow he'll make up a new religion and claim that some angel or spirit told him to change the entire Torah! We have to get rid of him as soon as possible!

The tone of things became increasingly sinister until one day placards appeared on the street announcing a meeting in the great Synagogue to discuss 'pressing issues'.


That night hundreds of men packed into the huge auditorium and the voices began to be more belligerent until someone called for a vote and the outcome was no surprise; they decided almost unanimously to oust the Rabbi! Everyone applauded! It was obviously the right thing to do!! Everyone was nodding their heads yes and shaking hands.
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The Matzevah (tombstone) of Rebbe Shmelka of Nikolsberg


Suddenly the voice of the old Shamash (sextant) of the Synagogue rang out from somewhere in the crowd. "Wait! WAIT!! I want to talk!"



Everyone looked around to see the old fellow ascending the podium in the middle of the Synagogue open hands raised for silence.


He must have been over eighty years old but his high pitched voice rang clearly over the crowd until everyone's curiosity was aroused. "Wait!! I want to talk!" He kept repeating until there was silence.


As far as anyone remembered he had never spoken more than a few quiet sentences in all the years he had been in the Synagogue. What could he want now? 
He cleared his throat and spoke.


"I want to say something important." He looked around to see that everyone was listening and continued. "I want to reveal two things that I saw and swore I would never tell but I think it's important. To all of us!"


The room was still, everyone moved closer to see and hear him and after a minute or so he said in as loud a voice as he could muster.
"It was about ten years ago, just after we chose our Reb Shmelka. Well, I was making my rounds early in the morning before sunrise, ringing my bell and knocking on windows to wake everyone up for the Morning Prayer. When I noticed a strange light coming from the Rabbi’s window. I peeked in and saw him sitting at his table opposite a strange, ancient looking long-haired Jew with a leather girdle around his waist."


“I figured it must be some traveler or possibly one of the '36 hidden Holy Men (Tzadikim) that I read about somewhere so I didn’t tell anyone about it. 


“But then when I saw the same light and the same man there the same time  the next morning I decided I'd ask. And later that day when I caught the Rabbi alone in Synagogue after the prayers and asked him he was very surprised and tried to change the subject.


“But when I asked him a few more times he reluctantly told me that it was Elijah the prophet (who lived some 2,700 years earlier and appears regularly to the righteous) but asked me not to talk about it.'


“Well, The Shamash cleared his voice and continued. "That was ten years ago. Last night I saw him with the Rabbi again but this time he wasn’t alone; he was with another visitor and they weren’t learning.


"It was well past midnight and I happened to pass the Rabbi’s house when the door opened and the Rabbi came out holding two very bright candles escorting two people. One I recognized was the same Elijah the Prophet but the other. was a king. That’s right, a real king with royal garments, crown and even a royal scepter! Both of them were sort of glowing like they were from another world. It was so awesome I was petrified.


"He escorted them a few more steps to his front gate and they suddenly disappeared! Then he returned to his house and closed the door.


"Well, I don't know what made me do it but I waited a few minutes, said a prayer, approached the Rabbi's door and knocked. I wanted to know who that king was.


"When he answered the door I told him what I saw and I asked my question.


"The Rabbi looked at me for a while, invited me in, told me to sit down and told me a very bizarre story.


"He told me that a few weeks ago in a certain town in Poland a tragedy occurred. One of the members of the Jewish community who was known to be a bit weird did something terrible. This fellow had always been obsessed with talking about destroying idolatry. It was almost the only thing he talked about but because got along with everyone, never made any trouble and was a family man with a wife and family so no one took his rantings too seriously.


“But one night a few weeks ago he cracked. He ran into town with a big hammer, howling, screaming and smashing every statue he saw including the ones in front of the Church! And he didn’t stop there. He actually tried to break down the door of the church with his hammer. In moments a huge crowd of angry gentiles gathered, pulled him into the street and beat him so that he died the next day.


“It was a tragedy but it also was a miracle that they didn’t make a pogrom against the entire the Jewish community and accepted the explanation that he was insane and wasn’t part of the community.

“In fact, in order to prove it the elders of the community decided that his widow should be paid not from the widow’s fund but rather from the communal charity like all the other paupers and strangers, which meant a lot less money.


"She complained about their decision to the Rabbi of the town and when he couldn't decide what to do, she brought the case to our Rabbi Shmelki.


"That was yesterday. Yesterday she asked Rabbi Shmelki for his decision. That is why the two visitors I told you that I saw visited him. They visited him to explain the madman’s death


"The Rabbi told me that the king was the idolatrous evil king Menasha (Son of the righteous King Hezekiah during the First Temple (see Kings 2:21:19) who later repented of his sins!


"Menasha told him that since his death, well over two thousand years ago, he had been reincarnated time and time again to complete the atonement for his many atrocious sins (among which was erecting an idol in the Holy Temple!) but his soul found no rest until it became incarnated in this Jewish artisan who sacrificed his life to destroy idolatry.


“That explains his unexplainable hatred of idols; it was the result of Menasha's tormented soul within him seeking repentance.
"And that's why King Menasha was there last night. He came to Rav Shmelka to explain to him that what the madman did was the only thing that would purify Menasha's soul.


“Reb Shmelka did ask me to keep the matter quiet but I now that I see what is happening here I feel I must reveal to you what a holy Rabbi we have. I beg you not to be angry with him and I hope he won't be angry with me for telling." Then turning to the rich man he said, "Surely if he decided against you it was for the benefit of everyone involved including you and your soul."


The impeachment was canceled, the group dispersed and the widow received her proper status.

Reprinted from the Parsha Vayechi 5777 email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel and based on the story from “The Storyteller, Volume 3, Page 177,)

Thoughts that Count

And he returned to the land of Egypt; and Moses took the staff of G-d in his hand (Ex. 4:20)

While Moses certainly demonstrated to Pharaoh the proper honor due a king, he nonetheless "took the staff of G-d in his hand" in all his dealings with him -- prideful in his Jewish heritage, imbued with an attitude of G-dly assurance, and without any feelings of inferiority. (Likutei Sichot)

G-d heard their groaning, and G-d remembered His covenant with Abraham, with Isaac and with Jacob (Ex. 2:24)


When the Israelites were unable to endure the harsh exile in Egypt, they cried out to G-d. Indeed, G-d heard their cry and sent Moses to redeem them. So it is with us in our present exile.


When we cry out, "Take us out of galut and bring Moshiach!" G-d will certainly hear our cry and send the Redeemer. Moreover, our mere being in a state of readiness to call upon G-d is already enough for Him to respond, as it states in Isaiah, "Before they call, I will answer, and while yet they speak I will hear."

(The Rebbe, Parshat Tavo, 5751)

And she put it among the reeds by the banks of the river (Exodus 2:3)


According to our Sages, Moses was born on the seventh of Adar; three months later, on the seventh of Sivan, when he could no longer be hidden from the prying Egyptians, his mother placed him among the reeds. It was on that day -- the seventh of Sivan -- that Moses received the Torah at Sinai; this future merit was what allowed his life to be saved. (Talmud, Sotah)
Reprinted from the archives of L’Chaim Weekly, Issue 348 for Parshas Shemos 5755/1994.
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