
Shabbos Stories for

Parshas Bo 5773 

Volume 4, Issue 18      8 Shevat 5773/January 19, 2013
For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Remembering 
Reb Mendel, Zt”l
By Rabbi Yaakov Asher Sinclair


I write this less than a month after the passing of our beloved Rosh Yeshiva Rav Mendel Weinbach, zatzal. Of all the qualities that distinguished Rav Mendel none was stronger than his mesirut nefesh – self-sacrifice – for his students and his staff.


A case in point. Rabbi Mordechai Perlman relates that during the difficult birth of one of his children, Rav Mendel came to visit him in the hospital in the early hours of the morning. He saw that Rabbi Perlman was saying Tehillim in a desperate fashion. 

Rav Mendel said to him, “Mordechai, did you have breakfast yet?” 
Rabbi Perlman replied in the negative. 
Taking Over the

Recitation of Tehillim


Rav Mendel said, “Go and get some breakfast. You’re saying Tehillim out of desperation – and that’s not good. You go and get some breakfast and I’ll carry on with the Tehillim.” And so he did, until a beautiful new life entered the world.


A member of the Ohr Somayach staff could not get his daughter into one of the ‘Ivy League’ girls’ schools in Jerusalem because they had no family or contacts to vouch for them.


Despite numerous phone calls and the passing of months, the girl still had no school. The beginning of the semester came and went. Two days into the semester the girl was still sitting at home, sinking not-too-slowly into depression. 

On the morning of the third day, Rav Mendel appeared at the family’s

home and said to the girl, “Come, let’s go to school.” Together they went to the school that had rejected her and Rav Mendel sat her down in the classroom and proceeded to sit in the chair next to her and would not leave until the school agreedto take her.
Reprinted from last week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet

Love of the Land

“Arab” to the Rescue

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach, Zt”l


Rabbi Arye Levine was indeed “A Tzaddik in our Time”, the title of a book written about this saintly man, father-in-law of the great halachic authority, Rav Yosef Shalom Eliyashiv, zatzal.


In addition to all his legendary virtues he was exceptional in his concern for the widows, orphans and impoverished families of Jerusalem. He was especially busy before Pesach, collecting money to distribute

to those who would otherwise lack the basic necessities for celebrating the holiday.
Unable to Raise Enough Money

For All the Needy Families


One year during the Second World War, when times were tough even for the prosperous, Rav Aryeh did not manage to put together the sum he needed for helping all the families who depended on him.


What did a tzaddik like Rav Aryeh do in such a situation? He went to the Kotel to pour out his heart in prayer to Heaven. After a long period of tearfully appealing to G-d to help him provide for the needy families he left the Kotel. 

He was suddenly approached by someone in Arab dress who, without a word, handed him a package wrapped in a newspaper and disappeared. When


Rav Aryeh opened the package he found inside the exact amount of money he needed for his holiday distribution. 


The great Torah giant of Bnei Brak, Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky, shlita, whose late wife was Rav Aryeh’s granddaughter, is the source of this story and insists that it is believed in that illustrious family that the one who handed the money to Rav Aryeh was the Prophet Eliyahu.
Reprinted from last week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.

The Innkeeper

And the Poritz

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Fival was almost weeping as he entered the Tzemach Tzedek’s (the third Rebbe of Chabad some 150 years ago in Russia) office to beg for help. He was unexplainably being evicted from the inn he’d been running for over twenty years.


He couldn’t understand it; he always paid his rent to the Poritz (landowner) on time, and never made trouble. But suddenly a week ago the Poritz gave him one month’s notice to leave. All his pleas and reasoning didn’t help, and now with nine mouths to feed and such short notice he had no other recourse than to travel to the Rebbe for help.

More than Just a Great Leader


The Tzemach Tzedek was more than just a great leader. There was no branch of knowledge mundane or spiritual that he was not acquainted with, and his miraculous powers could only be described as divine. Many considered him to be the embodiment of what the Zohar (Jewish Mystical book) explains that in every generation there must be a Moses whose sole purpose is to help each and every Jew.


Fival entered the Rebbe’s study in trepidation as one would enter the Holy of Holies. He closed the door behind him, and poured out his heart. When he was finished the Rebbe took out a piece of paper and a pen, wrote a short letter, put it in an envelope, addressed it told him to deliver it as swiftly as possible, and gave him a blessing for success.


He thanked the Rebbe profusely, backed out of the room and as soon as he closed the door took a quick glance at the name on the envelope and his heart sank; the Rebbe had made a mistake!

Just One Word Was Written Wrong


There was clearly written ‘Shmuel HaKatan’ (Samuel the Small) an old retired woodcutter that lived with his wife in his run-down cottage in the woods!! One word was wrong; instead of Katan he should have written ‘Godol’ (The Great).


The Rebbe was known to be infallible but here it was obvious…he should have written Shmuel HaGodol who was a rich, influential Jew that had close connections with all the landlords and perhaps even the Czar himself! If anyone could help it would be him!


But Fival was stuck. To enter the Rebbe’s office again was out of the question. Suddenly he had an idea; the Rebbe had seven sons, he went to one of them and asked for advice.

The Rebbe Never Makes Mistakes


But the Rebbe’s son only assured him that as strange as it might seem, just as a Jewish prophet never errs, so also the Rebbe never makes mistakes.


So with a heavy heart, Fival made his way to Shmuel HaKatan’s hut deep in the forest and knocked on the door. The old man answered, and when he heard the reason for the visit and read the Rebbe’s letter he invited Fival to be his guest for a few days and see what would happen.


But a week passed and still nothing. Fival began to become depressed. What would become of him? In another two weeks he would have to vacate his home and his job. Winter was beginning; the weather outside was already cold and miserable which added to his melancholy. 
Where Would He Go?


Where would he go? What would he do? What would be with his children and wife? Night fell, the wind and rain were pounding on the roof and the walls. He went to his room, sat on the bed, put his head in his hands and wept.


Suddenly the front door rattled and thundered; someone was pounding and shouting outside. “Help! Help! Let me in!!” Shmuel ran to the door and opened it as Fival looked on through his slightly open door. It was the Poritz, the one that was evicting him, drenched to the bone, shivering blue with cold. He had been on his way home when the storm caught him unexpectedly and night fell. Now he had been wandering in the cold for almost an hour and was on the verge of death.


Shmuel brought him a change of clothes some warm blankets, a glass of vodka and a bowl of hot soup, moved him near the stove and in no time the Poritz was showering him with praises and promises.

Wants to Repay Shmuel for His Kindness


“You saved my life!! I owe you my life!” He exclaimed still shivering, sipping his soup. “You are sent from G-d! Tell me how to repay you!”


“Listen” Shmuel answered. “If you really want to reward me then you can do me a big favor.”


“Anything! I swear! I almost died!! You are my savior! Just ask!”


“Well,” Shmuel gave a glance at Fival peeking from behind his door, “I have a good friend. His name is Fival, he’s the one that runs the inn on your property. I’m sure you know him. Well a few days ago you gave him a month’s notice for eviction. You told him to vacate with his wife and family. Well, I want you to let him stay.”

Readily Agrees to Allow 
The Innkeeper to Remain


“So it shall be!! Your friend can stay! He can stay forever if he wants! You saved my life!!” Shouted the Poritz.

“It just so happens that he is here in the other room” Continued Shmuel. “Will you put it in writing?”


Fival came out of his room and the Poritz immediately shook his hand warmly, asked for pen and paper and wrote a deed giving him and his offspring sole rental rights on the inn for all generations, and for good measure gave him the next three years rent free.


“But just one thing is bothering me,” Fival said as he thanked G-d, thanked the Poritz and took the deed lovingly in hand, “Why did you evict me in the first place? After all, I always paid rent and never gave you any trouble. What made you do it?”


“Yes,” answered the Poritz as he sat and took another sip of his vodka,“You were the perfect tenant and I would never have even thought of it. But a very influential person came to me and demanded that I rent the inn to his son-in-law. He promised to pay more rent and even threatened to make trouble if I refused. He said he had connections with high officials and even the Czar! It was that Shmuel HaGodol!


“I don’t know what got into him and made him so hard-hearted. I even asked him how he could do it to a fellow Jew and he answered he didn’t mix business with friendship. But I’ll take care of him myself. I’ll tell him that you are my personal friend. Just one thing that I would like to ask though,” he continued, “How did you happen to be here exactly on this night?”


When Fival told him about how the Rebbe sent him the Poritz asked a few questions, thought for a while and finally exclaimed, “Now I know that G-d is still with the Jewish people!!”
Reprinted from last week’s email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Good Shabbos Everyone

Time to Pray!


In last week's Parsha, we read about the beginning of the redemption from slavery in Egypt. Hashem speaks to Moshe telling him"...I have heard the groan of the Bnai Yisroel whom Egypt enslaves..." We see here that the redemption was largely due to prayer. The following true story will inspire us all to pray with feeling. 

From here we can see the power of prayer. Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua Heschel, the Rebbe of Kopischnitz (1888-1967) was a lover of his people. In post-WWII America, he carried the pain and suffering of countless individuals on his weak and frail shoulders. Indeed, often when he heard the problems of others he would break down in uncontrollable weeping. The grief of his fellow Jews tormented him much more than his own afflictions, and countless times the Rebbe put his name and honor at risk in an attempt to help others. 
A Visit from a Broken 
Survivor of the Nazi Inferno


Once a broken survivor of the Nazi inferno showed up at the Rebbe's door. He had just arrived from Europe and was hoping to settle in America. His wife, however, had been refused entry due to her ill health and was on Ellis Island awaiting imminent deportation.


The man was inconsolable and indicated that if his wife was indeed deported, he wouldn't think twice about taking his own life. "Don't worry, please don't worry," implored the Rebbe. "I promise you that by next week your wife will be here together with you!"
An Immediate Feeling of Calm
Overtook the Distressed Man


Upon hearing the Rebbe's words an immediate feeling of calm overtook the distressed man, and greatly relieved, he went away a new person. Rabbi Morgenshtern, one of the Rebbe's disciples who had witnessed the scene, gathered up his courage and asked the Rebbe how it was possible for him to make an outrageous guarantee like that with such ease. It was no less than promising a miracle! 

"You saw how desperate the poor man was," the Rebbe replied. "My first concern was to calm him down and thank G-d, I succeeded. At least for the next week he will feel better. If after a week he sees that I was wrong and his wife was deported, he will say, 'Avrohom Yehoshua is not a real Rebbe, Avrohom Yehoshua is a liar.' But at least for a week I succeeded in bringing some peace into his life." 
Taking His Tehillim and Reciting

Verses with Intense Emotion


With that the Rebbe took his Tehillim (book of Psalms) and began to recite its verses with intense emotion. As the tears were streaming down his face he could be heard pleading, "Please, G-d, please, see to it that Avrohom Yehoshua didn't say a lie. I was only trying to help a Jew in a pathetic situation. Please don't let me be a liar..."


In this fashion his prayers continued long into the night. The Almighty heard his prayers. The woman was granted permission to stay in America, and was reunited with her husband and they lived "happily ever after." The Rebbe's prayers were answered! 
Reprinted from last week’s email of Good Shabbos Everyone.
The Human Side of the Story

Yeshiva of No Return

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach, Zt”l


How did the Chief Rabbi of the Israeli Air Force get to this position from his hometown of Seattle?


During a shiva visit several months ago to the family of Rabbi Dov Cohen, of blessed memory, we heard the fascinating answer to this question.

Dov’s older brother had been sent by his parents from Seattle to a yeshiva in New York. When he returned home after a while he was reluctant to go back to yeshiva because he longed to be with his family. 

When Dov became Bar Mitzvah his saintly mother was determined to

bring him to a yeshiva from which it would be much more difficult to come home. She took him to Eretz and enrolled him in the famous yeshiva in Hebron. No one his age from outside of the city was ever admitted to the yeshiva but the mother’s determination succeeded in having him accepted.


He miraculously survived the Arab massacre in 1929, went on to become a distinguished Torah scholar and served for many years as Chief Rabbi of the Israeli Air Force.

Reprinted from last week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
Chassidic Story #790 

Second-Hand Tefilin
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

It was the custom in Berditchev that the tefilin of deceased townsmen would become the property of the local burial society, whose director would sell them for the benefit of the Chevrah Kaddisha. 


One day this functionary received a visit from the chief rabbi of the town, Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev, who asked to be shown all the tefilin on hand, for he wished to buy a pair for himself. 


The Rebbe soon chose a particular pair.


The director, a clever fellow, reasoned that the tzadik would not have come along to simply buy himself a nondescript secondhand pair of tefilin: there must be more to this purchase than met the eye. So he said: “Rebbe, I am willing to sell you all the pairs of tefilin you see here except for this pair. This pair I am not willing to part with.”�


But Rabbi Levi Yitzchak made it clear that it was only this pair that interested him, and he earnestly begged to be able to buy it. So finally the director said: “Very well, I will agree to sell them to you but only on condition that you tell me what is so special about them that makes you seek this particular pair.”�

“Very well,”� said the tzadik. “As you no doubt know, for many years the brothers Elimelech of Lyzhinsk and Zushya of Hanipoli wandered about among the townships and villages, with the aim of firing their fellow Jews with a desire for repentance.


“Whenever they arrived at some place for the night, one of them would address the other as if he were a sinner turning to his rebbe, weeping over his imagined sins and requesting a suitable penance. And while so doing  within earshot of their host he would list all the transgressions of which the host was in fact guilty. 

“Overhearing his seeming confession of another, the host would recall that he too, as it were, had sinned in a like manner, and this recollection would cause him to repent.


“Arriving one night at the house of a Jew who lived in a certain village, Reb Zushya began to tearfully beg his brother to prescribe a penance for his negligence. Throughout his life, he had never had his tefilin checked to see whether the verses inscribed on the parchment scrolls inside them were still in valid condition. And now he had at last given his tefilin to a scribe for checking, and had found that there were no scrolls inside them whatever! If so, then he had lived all his life in an illusion, and clearly fell into the unfavorable category of a head that has never worn tefilin.”


“At this point Reb Elimelech took over, and explained to his brother what a serious state of affairs this was. And as their host overheard this dialogue, he recalled that he too had never given his tefilin to a scribe for checking. He ran off to fetch them, and when they were opened he found that they were utterly empty! Alarmed by his discovery, he sobbed out his story to the two visitors, and begged them to direct him as to how to repent.


“Reb Elimelech now turned to Reb Zushya and said: ‘Please write out a set of scrolls for the tefilin of our host. And as you do so, make it your solemn intention to draw down into their words the kind of light from Above that will be of the intensity appropriate to a man who had never fulfilled the mitzvah of tefilin in his life.’”

“Reb Zushya took out parchment, quill and ink, and devoutly inscribed the passages required. Then he rolled up the tiny scrolls, placed them inside the black leather boxed of the tefilin, and returned them to their owner.


“But the Divine light that those tefilin now irradiated was of an intensity that this man was unable to bear. Soon after this incident he moved here to Berditchev, and a short while later, died in our city.


“And these,” concluded Rabbi Levi Yitzchak, “are the selfsame tefilin which thus found their way into the hands of our local burial society.”�


[Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the rendition in A Treasury of Chassidic Tales (Artscroll), as translated the esteemed Uri Kaploun from Sipurei Chasidim by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin.]

Connections(2): Weekly Reading--contains two of the four Torah sections inscribed in tefilin (see 7th aliya); Seasonal--213th yahrzeit of the Rebbe Zushya.


Biographical notes: Rabbi Levi Yitzchak (Deberamdiger) of Berditchev (1740-25 Tishrei 1809) is one of the most popular rebbes in chasidic history. He was a close disciple of the Maggid of Mezritch. He is best known for his love for every Jew and his active efforts to intercede for them against (seemingly) adverse heavenly decrees. Many of his teachings are contained in the posthumously published, Kedushat Levi. 

Rabbi Elimelech of Lizensk (1717 - 21 Adar 1787), was a leading disciple of the Maggid of Mezritch, successor to the Baal Shem Tov, and the leading Rebbe of the subsequent generation in Poland-Galitzia. Most of the great Chassidic dynasties stem from his disciples. His book, Noam Elimelech, is one of the most popular of all Chassidic works. 

Rabbi Zusha of Anapoli (?- 2 Shvat 1800), was a major disciple of the Maggid of Mezritch. The seemingly unsophisticated but clearly inspired Reb Zusha� is one of the best known and most beloved Chassidic personalities. He and his famous brother, R. Elimelech, spent many years wandering in exile, for esoteric reasons. 

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l
Question About Oranges

	QUESTION:


Why does an orange have sections?

	ANSWER:


	[image: image1.jpg]¥






In order that you shouldn't ruin them when you open them up. If they were all one section and you punctured one of them, so now all the rest immediately begin to deteriorate.


Since they’re separately packed packages, so you take out one section and you puncture it and let the juice drool down over your lips, and you know that a fresh package is waiting for you. Each one is isolated from the other.


In the case of the apple, you don't need that because the juice is not in a state of flowing. If you bite into an apple, it happens sometimes that some of the cider drips down, but it's not that plentiful. And secondly, there's another reason why the fruits have different forms; because each one is supposed to attract our attention in different ways.

The Reason for Different Colored Roses


That's why there are white roses and red roses and pink ones and yellow. Why aren't all roses red? The answer is, you'll stop looking at them. But because they are so different in color, so if your mind was wandering when you passed by the red rose bush, you might be attracted to think about the yellow rose bush. Therefore you have different kinds of fruits and different kinds of taste.

So when you were eating an apple you weren't thinking, ah!! You missed an opportunity to enjoy that apple and wonder at the marvels of it! Now, maybe when you'll eat an orange, maybe that will stimulate your imagination, because that's the purpose of the orange, to think about the Creator. Let's say you ate an orange also unthinkingly, so you're trying a pear now. A different taste, maybe this will wake you up.


Hakadosh Baruch Hu is trying His best, He's using all kinds of enticements to get you to think, and that's why things are different in this world.

Reprinted from last week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l” that is based on a transcription from a question asked by a member of the audience attending the classic Thursday night Rabbi Miller hashkafah lectures (circa 1970s – 2001.)

It Once Happened

The Rav of Nikolsberg


The city of Nikolsberg, Moravia, was famous for its long chain of great rabbis reaching back almost a thousand years. The last in this line was the great Rebbe Shmuel Shmelka, a pupil of the Maggid of Mezeritch. 


Rabbi Shmelka was a great Talmudic and legal genius, his advice was impeccable and his brotherly love was seemingly without limit. But despite his flawless character and selfless nature he was once the center of a controversy that only a miracle was able to quell. 


A wealthy Jew in Nikolsberg, whom we will call Groisman, was sued by a poor man. After hearing the arguments from both sides, Reb Shmelka decided in favor of the poor man. 
The Rich Jew Was Furious


Groisman was livid. He would get his revenge! But he was clever about it. He began quietly complaining and, because he was rich, people listened. At first it was only his family and friends but slowly the circle widened. Within a few months the city became a cauldron of discontent. 


Gradually Groisman's claims became public: Rabbi Shmelke is one of the Chasidim. He studies the mystical teachings of the Torah! Maybe tomorrow he'll make up a new religion! 


One day, everyone in the city was called to a meeting in the Great Synagogue. The entire city packed into the huge prayer hall. Accusations were made. A heated debate ensued. Eventually, it was decided to take a vote. The vote was in favor of ousting the rabbi. Groisman had succeeded. 


Suddenly the voice of the elderly shamash (sexton) rang out."I must talk!" He waited until there was silence. "Two things I said I would never tell... but now I must." It was about ten years ago, soon after Rabbi Shmuel Shmelka became our rabbi. I was knocking on windows before sunrise to wake everyone for morning services. When I got to the rabbi's house I saw a light in his window. I looked in. He was studying Talmud with an ancient-looking Jew. I thought he might be one of the 36 hidden tzadikim (righteous people). When I saw him there again the next morning, I decided I'd ask. 
Reveals that His Learning 
Partner was Elijah the Prophet


"Later that day I spoke to the rabbi. 'What? You saw him?' he asked. Finally he answered, 'Well if you saw him I'll tell you. That was Elijah the prophet. But please don't talk about it.' 


"A few days ago I saw him again, but this time it was really frightening. It was late at night and the rabbi was standing at the door escorting some people from his house. When they got to the door I saw them. One was the same Elijah the Prophet but the other.... he was a king with royal garments, a crown, even a royal scepter! I was petrified with fear and awe. 


"The rabbi escorted his guests a few steps then he returned to his house to continue his Torah study. I still don't know how I became so bold but I knocked on the rabbi's door, told him what I had just seen, and asked him for an explanation. 
A Jewish Artisan Went on 
An Idol Smashing Rampage


"The rabbi looked at me for a while, told me to sit down and explained. He said that a few weeks earlier in a certain town in Poland a tragedy occurred. There, there lived a simple Jewish artisan who was obsessed with hatred for idols and idolatry. The third of the Ten Commandments 'You shall not make a graven image...' burned in his heart; he spoke of it constantly. 


"One night he ran into town and began smashing every statue he saw, including the ones in front of the church. He was caught by a crowd and beaten to death for his crime. It was with greatest difficulty that the Jewish community was able to convince the non-Jews that he acted alone. 


The elders of the community refused to provide for his widow from the widow's fund. They argued that because he knew very well that he would be killed for his actions he was responsible for throwing away his life and his widow should be paid from the communal charity like all the other paupers rather than the more honorable and higher sum from the widow's fund. 


"The widow went to the town's rabbis and they brought the case to our rabbi. Rebbe Shmelke was pouring through the holy books for a solution when the two people I mentioned visited him.
None Other that King Menasha


"The king was none other than Menasha, the idolatrous son of King Hezikaya! Since his death, over 2,000 years ago, he had been reincarnated time and time again to atone for his sins, among which was putting an idol in the Holy Temple! But his soul found no rest until it became incarnated in this Jewish artisan. His unexplainable hatred of idols was caused by Menasha's tormented soul seeking repentance. 


"That is why he came to Rav Shmelka; to explain to him that the artisan was neither crazy nor suicidal, rather he was sacrificing his life to destroy idolatry and sanctify G-d's name; the only thing that would purify Menasha's soul. Reb Shmelka didn't tell me what he would decide but he did ask me to keep the matter quiet but I couldn't. 


Now, my friends and brothers." The Shamash concluded. "I felt I had to tell you this so you should know 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 Mr. Groisman he said, "Surely if he decided against you it was for the benefit of everyone involved including you...or at least your soul." 


The group dispersed and the impeachment was canceled. 

Reprinted in last week’s issue of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY. Retold by Rabbi Tuvia Bolton on www.OhrTmimim.org
Why the Torah Awards the Treif Meat to the Dog?

By Daniel Keren


Rabbi Yaakov Zev Smith, Internationally Renowned Maggid Shiur spoke at a recent Hakhel Yarchei Kallah in Flatbush on the topic of “Derachim Darchei Noam: The Beauty of Its Ways…And Ours! – Practical Daily Examples of Conduct that Can Help Change Your Life.”


Rabbi Smith began his lecture by emphasizing that a word of Torah has to be a burst of light that can illuminate the life of a Jew. One of the best known Gemoras (Mesechta Shabbos) is about the goy who came to Hillel to be converted to Judaism and asked to first be taught the entire Torah while standing on one foot.


How did the great Talmudic sage reply. He taught: “What is hateful to you, do not do unto others. That is the whole Torah, the rest is commentary.”

One Should Not Be An Ingrate


Rabbi Smith said that one important lesson from the Torah is that one should not be an ingrate. If you have sheep and one is killed by a wolf, you might be able to sell it to a goyish butcher and thereby recuperate most of your loss. But what does the Torah command a Jew to do? You are instructed that one must give that treifah animal to your dog.


That is rather an expensive type of dog food! And what happened? It was actually the dog that was at fault and that had fallen asleep on the job. Its function was to guard the man’s flock of sheep and as a result of the dog’s failure to do its job properly a lamb was killed by a predator beast. And the Torah is commanding us to reward the dog for his negligence.

An Important Lesson to Remember


Yes, the Torah is teaching us an important lesson to remember what your dog had done for you. This same dog had protected all your sheep last week, last month and all those years until now. One mistake does not allow you to forget all of that dog’s loyalty to you in the past.


How does that relate to us? Rabbi Smith explained that if your spouse or close relative or friend makes a mistake and unjustifiably causes you emotional or even physical pain, you shouldn’t lost it all and act as though your spouse has never done important cheseds and good to you in the all the many years you have been blessed to be together.

Reprinted from last week’s issue of the Yated Ne’eman.

Up In Smoke :

My Relaxing Shabbat Plans

Were Turned to Ashes.

By Yael Mermelstein

Spending a year in Israel, every Shabbos was a scramble for plans. So I jumped when Raizel invited me to spend Shabbos with her at the home of the Grossbaum family, one of her father's lawyer colleagues. How could I have known what my benign plans would catalyze?


We were welcomed jovially into their home, a pretty apartment in an ivy-climbed building.


"My mother is in Florida," Mr. Grossbaum told us. "The two of you can stay in her apartment across the street, to afford you some privacy." What more could we ask for?
The Apartment was Shiny as a New Car


We walked across the narrow street to an impressive looking building. Their mother's apartment was modern looking and shiny as a new car. Formica countertops, the rage at the time, ceramic floors, wall to wall, cream colored carpet – the type that swallows up your feet when you take your shoes off. Wide American beds with thick mattresses and down comforters.


We relaxed a bit and then got dressed for Shabbos. It was my custom to light one candle in honor of Shabbos. Raizel quickly grabbed me a dish to light upon. I recited the blessing, and felt the tranquil hush of Shabbos, as dusk stealthily slid in under the week's clamor.
The Meal was Pleasant and the Conversation Inviting


The meal next door was pleasant and the conversation inviting. Though being a guest at the home of a near stranger lends itself to awkwardness, the Grossbaums smoothed over the creases in conversation with delicious food, warmth, and an embracing Shabbos atmosphere. By the end of the meal we were thinking of those fluffy white comforters.


Ascending the steps to the Mr. Grossbaum's mother's apartment, we were assailed by an acrid smell.


"That's strange," said Raizel. "I don't remember the building having such a smell when we left."


She turned the key in the door. Something in the way my heart was drumming, my stomach turning and I knew even before the door creaked open to let a sliver of light slip through, that this was going to be one of those "If only" moments.
“There Was a Fire!”


"Oh my gosh!" cried Raizel. "There was a fire!"


I followed behind her. The silky white countertop where my candle had been was now a large black hole. Bits of Formica melded around the ghoulish looking galaxy like scar tissue around a raw wound. The dish I had lit upon was – poof! – gone. No more.


"Oh my gosh," I echoed dumbly. "We are in such big trouble."


Raizel was running her hand over surfaces. She lifted her hands up in front of her face and she looked like a mime wearing black gloves.


"Soot," she said. It was everywhere. The "eat-your-feet-up" cream colored carpet was tinged with black like someone had emptied a mammoth pepper bottle all over it, the beige couches and the smooth bookshelves.


"Every book," said Raizel, dusting her finger down the spine of a book, holding out the black smudge for my inspection.
“We Are in Such Big Trouble”


"Oh my gosh," I echoed dumbly. "We are in such big trouble."


We had to tell the Grossbaums. We had ruined their mother's apartment.


We walked down the steps, barely noticing each other's presence, each crushed under a mountain of regret. If only I wouldn't have decided to light that candle. If only I wouldn't have given her that plastic dish to light on. If only I would have made my own plans for Shabbos. If only they would have refused when I asked them if we could come. If only!

The door to the apartment building next door was locked. We screamed up in the direction of the geraniums in the windowsills, bobbing around like ominous demons.


"Grossbaum family!" we screamed. "We need to talk to you!" But nobody heard us. After half an hour, we returned to the apartment across the street.


The night that we had expected so much comfort was a fitful one. Each time I woke I thought it a dream. I ran to check and saw the counter yawning its black toothless grin and I knew that it was real. We were both dressed before sunrise. As soon as the first amber rays prodded through the night sky, we were at the Grossbaum's door.


The father answered, his eyes still full with sleep, a robe hastily thrown about him.


"Yes," he asked expectantly.
“We Burnt Your Mother’s Apartment”


"We are so sorry," Raizel explained, "We burnt your mother's apartment. We lit candles. There was a fire."


We were like nightmare guests.


"Is everyone okay?" he asked.


"Everyone is fine," I replied. "Except for the counter. And the apartment. Please come and see."


He smiled.


"As long as everyone is okay, I see no need to go and investigate. Why don't we all try to get a bit more sleep and we'll talk about it later."


But we didn't talk about it later. At lunch that afternoon, there were so many other topics of conversation that interested the Grossbaums more. While the catastrophe prowled our minds, they were focused on infusing their Shabbos table with meaning and conviviality.
Time to Face the Music


After lunch we invited them to assess the damage.


"Not now," said Mr. Grossbaum. "It's Shabbos afternoon, time to rest up and learn. I'll look some other time."


By the third meal, incredibly, thoughts of the fire were beginning to recede – even in our own minds. The Grossbaums seemed intently focused on providing a most hospitable Shabbos.


When Shabbos ended, we had to cajole them to come over and see what had happened. Mr. Grossbaum looked around and noted the hole, the soot, and the carpet.


"Just needs a little fixing up," he said, smiling. "Don't worry about it." Then he offered to drive us back to school so that we wouldn't have to trouble ourselves with a bus.


We couldn't believe that we had gotten off so easily. We insisted on paying for the damage. After repeated attempts throughout the week, the Grossbaums finally agreed to accept reparations, as they had already started repairs before their mother's arrival.
A Lesson from the Experience


They asked for the grand total of 20 dollars to cover their losses.


Today we lend our own apartment out to other families whenever we vacate. Sometimes we return to a note of thanks, or a small gift. But I don't expect anything. I feel I am paying back a debt.


If only I wouldn't have gone to the Grossbaums for Shabbos, I would never have started a fire in their mother's apartment.


If only I wouldn't have gone to the Grossbaums for Shabbos, I would never have learned the true meaning of hospitality.
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