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Proceeding Together

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles


A chasid called Reb Mottel of Kalshin had extensive business interest in Warsaw, and spoke Polish fluently. One day his rebbe, Rabbi Yitzchak of Vorki, called for him and asked him to approach a certain powerful minister with a view to having the government retract from its plan of burning all extant copies of the Shulchan Aruch, Choshen Mishpat - that part of the Code of Jewish Law which deals with civil and criminal matters. 


The intention of the authorities was to compel Jews to take all their litigation to the secular courts which dispensed justice according to the law of the land, instead of settling their differences before the rabbinical courts. 
The Minister’s RagingTemper


Though no such decree had yet been promulgated, it was known that this was in the offing. Reb Mottel protested: But that minister has a raging temper. He threatens to shoot anyone who so much as approaches him on missions of this sort!


Replied the tzadik, When the Almighty sent Moses to save his brethren, He did not say 'Go to Pharaoh' but 'Come to Pharaoh.' (Ex. 10:1) Moses was afraid of the Egyptian despot, so G-d invited him to come along with Him!

Set Out on Mission – Both Happy and Unafraid


The chasid thereupon set out to encounter the minister, happy and unafraid, confident of his rebbe's spiritual accompaniment. The powerful man found himself awestruck in the presence of the chasid who stood thus 

before him - and granted his request. 

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

Biographical note: Rabbi Yitzchak Kalish (1779, died 22 Nissan 1848) was the founder of the Vorki dynasty in Poland. Previously, through travel with his teacher, Rebbe David of Lelov, he became a disciple of Rebbe Yaakov Yitzchak (the Seer) of Lublin and of Rebbe Simcha Bunem of Pshischah. Some of his teachings and stories involving him appear in Ohel Yitzchak and Hutzak Chein. His son Rebbe Yaakov David founded the Amshinov dynasty, while his son Rebbe Menachem Mendel continued the Vorki dynasty. 

[Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from A Treasury of Chassidic Tales (Artscroll).]

A Reader’s Response to Last Week’s Story

December, 29, 2010

A profound comment on our story #683 (about the man that had to choose between an hour in Gehinnom and Reincarnation) 


Hmm.... I wonder about the message learned from this story. If the Rebbe needed time to think about the answer, it obviously wasn't so clear. Who knows -- maybe the Rebbe attempted to discern how Reb Noah would fare in his future incarnation and realized that in THIS CASE Gehenom would be better. 


On the other hand, if someone has no Rebbe and he needs to choose on his own, a certainty is always better than a unknown resolution! Gehenom is a sure ticket to Heaven while a reincarnation may make matters worse. I'm sure Reb Noah was no dummy and knew this already. 
The Advantage of Asking a Rebbe


But once you have a Rebbe, you can rely on being able to clarify the unknown -- so he asked his Rebbe! Since the Rebbe didn't give the simple answer immediately, it seems he must have been busy checking the possible results of the unknown - another incarnation - with his Divine inspiration. 


I believe this is the correct interpretation here, and it adds a much deeper dimension to understanding what a Rebbe can do for his chasidim. 


ASCENT's response: We agree. Great! Thank you. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed 

www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
It Once Happened

The Power of 

Ahavat Yisroel


After the passing of his mother Devorah Leah, Menachem Mendel, who was to become the third known as the Tzemach Tzedek, was raised by his grandfather, Rabbi Shneur Zalman, founder of Chabad Chasidism, known as the Alter Rebbe. They formed a special bond, a relationship so strong that it was able to extend even beyond the bounds of space and time. For even after his passing, the Alter Rebbe revealed himself to his grandson in order to help him resolve certain difficult problems in halacha (Jewish law) or other aspects of Torah study. 

A Regular Phenomenon


This phenomenon occurred so regularly that Reb Menachem Mendel came to expect his grandfather to appear to him whenever he had the need of his guidance. Once, he was dealing with a difficult and perplexing problem and he had a strong desire for the help of his grandfather. 


Whereas usually the Alter Rebbe would be revealed to him, this time, try as he may, his grandfather failed to come. Several days passed and Reb Menachem Mendel again tried to reach the Alter Rebbe. He davened and meditated in the prescribed manner, but he was not rewarded with success. When, after waiting for a few days he failed to perceive the spirit of his grandfather, Reb Menachem Mendel attempted to bring down the holy soul by means of various Kabbalistic methods. When even these strenuous efforts failed and he was deeply disappointed, he couldn't understand why the Alter Rebbe would not appear to him anymore. 

Suddenly the Town’s Butcher Rushed In


One day, soon after these events, Reb Menachem Mendel went to the synagogue in Lubavitch to pray the early morning service. He took his talit and placed it over his head in preparation for the morning prayer. Suddenly, in rushed the butcher of the town. He ran over to Reb Menachem Mendel and said: "Please forgive me, Rabbi, for interrupting you, but you know, this is market day and all the local farmers have brought their livestock into town to sell. Since many of my customers have not yet paid me, I don't have any money to buy animals, and unless I can buy them now, I won't have any livelihood this week, and the townspeople won't have any meat. Please, Rabbi, lend me the money just for one week, and I'll be able to repay you on the next market day." 


The Rabbi looked up at the butcher, "My friend, please don't worry. Of course, you know I trust you completely, and I would be very happy to lend you whatever you need. But, you see, I have already put on my talit and begun my preparations for the morning prayer. I would like to finish my prayers, and then when I am done in two or three hours, I will go right home and get the money for you." 

Relieved but Also Disappointed


The butcher was relieved, but at the same time he was also disappointed, for the market was in full swing now, and who knew what kind of animals would be left when Reb Menachem Mendel finished his prayers in a couple of hours. Still, the butcher had no choice, so he thanked Reb Menachem Mendel, and made his way home, intending to return to the shul after the morning service. 


Reb Menachem Mendel was about to wrap himself in the voluminous folds of his talit, when he suddenly realized what a mistake he had made. Why, how could the butcher wait several hours to purchase his animals! In that space of time it was possible that all the choice cows and sheep would be bought already and he would have lost his livelihood for an entire week. 
He quickly took off his talit and lay it on the table. Then he rushed out of the shul and headed for his house. His amazed household looked on as he wordlessly ran through the door, took his purse and losing no time, left again. He quickly made his way to the home of the butcher. 
Able to Complete His 

Business Successfully


The butcher was surprised to see the rabbi standing at his door, money in hand. The man happily rushed out to the market and was able to complete all of his business successfully, purchasing good quality animals to supply the town of Lubavitch with meat. Reb Menachem Mendel returned to shul ready to pray with an easy heart, happy in the knowledge that he had helped the butcher in that crucial hour. 


Reb Menachem Mendel picked up his talit, intending to resume where he had left off, when he suddenly perceived quite near him, the spirit of his grandfather, the Alter Rebbe. The Alter Rebbe spoke to him, saying, "My son, know that the mitzva (commandment) which you just performed by helping a fellow Jew is even greater than your most elevated prayers. In the Upper Worlds as well as in the Lower Worlds the mitzva of ahavat Yisrael (love of a fellow Jew) is precious." In the merit of this great mitzva Reb Menachem Mendel was again graced by his grandfather's spiritual presence.

Reprinted from this week’s issue of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization.

It Wasn’t Even a Sacrifice

By Elisha Greenbaum
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The great Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev would routinely pay a pastoral visit to every sick person in the city of Berditchev. He would pray with them, offer his help to the family and reassure them of G‑d's essential goodness. 


With the love and concern he would display for the needs of every patient, his very presence would often prove the panacea that could drag someone from their very deathbed back to the land of the living.


At one house, however, all his well-practiced efforts would prove to be of no avail. Drastically ill and in extreme pain, the patient refused all attempts to lighten his spirits. Clearly suffering from some spiritual crisis or existential angst he refused to be comforted by any well-meaning bromide.

No good deeds, no merits. What will happen to me after I die?


"Rabbi, I'm terrified," he finally admitted. "I have been a sinner my whole life and I feel that I have nothing to show for all the years I wasted on earth. No good deeds, no merits. What will happen to me after I die?"


Without hesitation Rabbi Levi Yitzchak reached forward and took the man's hand. "I hereby give you as an absolute gift, for now until eternity, my complete portion in the world to come. If I have any reward waiting for me in paradise, it's yours."


Shocked beyond belief, it took a while for the message of the tzaddik's gift to sink in. But finally the man sank back onto his pillows in relief and the worry over his future faded from his eyes. A few minutes later he died.


"Rabbi," one of his aides cried in frustration, "we are so used to you donating your time, sacrificing your health and being there for others, but this time even you have gone too far. Did you have to forego your future bliss for such a person? He definitely did not deserve it and didn't even live long enough to appreciate it."


The great man was unfazed. "It was worth it," he declared with finality. "It wasn't even a sacrifice. I'd gladly give away everything I have, in this world and the world to come, just to buy a few seconds of comfort for a fellow Jew."

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Russian to Do Mitzvahs


In this week's Torah portion "Bo", Hashem commands us regarding Tefillin. As the verse states "And it shall be for you a sign on your arm and a reminder between your eyes - so that Hashem's Torah may be in your mouth - for with a strong hand Hashem removed you from Egypt." (Shemos 13:9)


The Talmud teaches us that "Man always needs a sign of his bond with Hashem. Shabbos itself is such a sign, but on weekdays, the sign is Tefillin." (The Aryeh Kaplan Anthology, "Tefillin," Rav Aryeh Kaplan, citing Eruvin 96a)

Serving to Draw Us Closer to G-d


Every mitzvah serves to draw us closer to G-d and strengthen the bond of love between Hashem and his people. In fact, the word Mitzvah comes from a root meaning "to bind." (Ibid.) In the case of Tefillin, this bond is physical as well as spiritual. (Ibid.) So by putting on Teffilin, we literally bind G-d's love symbol to our bodies. (Ibid.) The following story illustrates the power of Tefillin to bind a Jew to his Maker.


During the massive wave of Russian immigration to Eretz Yisroel, many moving stories of the Jewish spirit reawakening in the spiritual wastelands of Russia were brought to light. The most remarkable of all the stories we have heard is about Pavel Koldyave, of Voronezh, a village about 14 hours outside Moscow.


The area were Pavel lived, was outside the so-called Pale of Settlement, where until 1917, Jews were forbidden to live. Those few who did manage to run the blockade lived outside the Pale in areas devoid of Jewish content and tradition.


A chance encounter with a book about Jewish history awoken the young man's curiosity, and an instinct about his Jewish roots gave him no rest. He sought to learn all he could about his religion, but there was no one in his city who could guide him on his path. So Pavel began to gather scattered crumbs of knowledge about Yiddishkeit.

Inspired by a Drawing of a Religious Jew


A drawing of a religious Jew with a kippa on his head and tzitzis dangling from his garments, inspired Pavel to make a yarmulke and fashion strips of knotted fringes for the corners of his clothes. He found a mention in Dostoyeveski about a Jewish prisoner who wore small black cubes (containing passages from Bible) on his head and arm. Pavel therefore took a leather bag from his mother, forming it into two cubes. He copied passages from his Russian translation of the Bible onto parchment paper and placed them into these cubes. Every morning before heading to work, he placed one on his forehead and the other on his wrist - as a watch! We managed to procure a picture of Pavel with his tefillin! [image: image1.jpg]




Eventually, Boruch Hashem, Pavel made his way to Eretz Yisroel, where he now wears real tefillin! (from CompuTorah, Dr. Moshe Katz)


The Sages tell us that Hashem, as it were, wears tefillin. The Gemara then asks, what is written in Hashem's tefillin? The Gemara answers with verse in Tanach: "And who is like Your people Yisroel, a unique nation on earth, whom Hashem went forth to redeem unto Himself for a people..." (Divrei HaYamin I, 17,21) Jews wear tefillin which praise Hashem, while Hashem as it were, wears tefillin which praise the Jewish Nation. Tefillin therefore demonstrate the love between us and Hashem.


How many of us have tefillin in the closet and never put them on? How many of us do put tefillin on every day but do it without feeling! Let us be inspired by Pavel to fulfill the mitzvah of tefillin properly. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of Good Shabbos Everyone.
The Young Artist’s Jealous Teacher
By Dovid Zaklilkowski
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	A detail from "A Chassidic Story" illustrated by Zalman Kleinman



	



At the height of WWII, Hitler set a goal to capture Leningrad, Russia's most beautiful city, replete with magnificent historic palaces and monuments. In response, the Soviet Union gathered all the children in the bustling city and moved them out. By July of 1942, every child in Leningrad had been evacuated.


The children evacuated the city in a panic, separated from their parents in haste, sometimes with only a few words of goodbye exchanged. Fania, 13, Rochel, 9, and Zalman, 8 – the Kleinman children – were no exception when they were torn away from their parents, Yaakov and Rivkah. Rochel was sent alone to Omsk in Siberia. Fania and Zalman remained together. Just before they left, Yaakov hurriedly told Fania, "Keep an eye out for your younger brother, Zalman."


Just before the siege, Yaakov met his sister, Ita Sosonkin at the outskirts of Leningrad. With tears in their eyes, they promised each other that whoever stays alive will take care of the other sibling's children. After an emotional goodbye, Yaakov returned to Leningrad and Ita found her way to a small town in the Molotovsk region of Russia.


Two short months later, Leningrad was under siege as Russia suffered the most severe winter in decades. There was no heat or electricity, and food was scarce. The Nazi air force destroyed stored food stocks and many besieged Leningraders ate cats, dogs, birds, cosmetics made into jelly, and a soup of sorts made of boiled leather wallets.


After nearly 900 days under siege, forty percent of Leningrad's population had died from hunger and disease. The Kleinman parents were not spared and tragically died that year.

The Children's Institution
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	Fania Kleinman after WWII



For a year, the brother and sister were together in the Chelyabinsk region of Russia. Following that, 14-year-old Fania was transferred elsewhere to complete a course in machinery. Shortly after the war, she returned to work in Leningrad, where she learned about the unfortunate passing of her parents.


Zalman was not so lucky. He stayed in the institution, where he lived a hellish life. Burnikah, the bully of the institution, was cruel, sadistic and controlled the lives of the kids in his class. 


The young children shuddered from his words, and complied with his orders entirely, lest they be harshly punished. Zalman wasn't spared, and was beaten and abused by Burnikah on many a night.


Zalman would escape to the weedy courtyard to spend time away from the threatening atmosphere of the classroom. He would contemplate the falling leaves and the metal fence, and forget his dire situation. He would pull out the old gum that he had in his pocket for these special occasions to lessen the sharp pangs of hunger in his gut.


You see, Burnikah would collect the bread from all the kids' supper and eat it himself. Sometimes, young Zalman would refuse to give up his bread, despite full knowledge that he'd be beaten.


"Where is my bread, you dirty Jew?" Burnikah asked Zalman one day.


"I do not have to give you my bread. I eat the bread myself and there is no way I will give you my portion," Zalman bravely responded.


Burnikah, furious, lifted his hand to hit Zalman, when one of his close cohorts requested that he receive the "honor" of hitting "the Jew."


Burnikah gave him the go ahead. His hand hit Zalman, and Zalman's head hit the wall. Blood spurted from a small wound as Zalman cried out in pain. From down the hall came the footsteps of the superintendent, so Burnikah and his friends quickly cleaned the bloody floor, and escaped quietly from the room.


The kids knew to keep quiet and not tell any of the staff about Burnikah. Perhaps he would have gotten into trouble, but the reality was that he'd still stay in the dorm, and Burnikah would make sure the kid who squealed suffered adequately. So, little Zalman did not tell anyone what happened.

The Envious Teacher


A year or so later, Zalman moved to another institution. There, a teacher from another class began to take a liking towards him. Zalman, a talented artist from an early age, started to draw the teacher's classroom charts, signs or anything else she needed. However, Zalman's teacher was upset that a teacher from another class would utilize the talents of her student. This, amongst other reasons, caused a stormy relationship between the two.


Once the war ended in 1945, and Leningrad was no longer in danger, the government began returning the children from the institutions to their parents. Those whose parents died during the war were officially transferred to government orphanages.


The teacher who liked Zalman, knowing he was orphaned, requested to adopt Zalman, and he eventually moved into her home. She saw much potential in Zalman, and appreciated his artistic talents and sharp intelligence.


Shortly after, Zalman sent a letter to his sisters, Fania and Rochel, telling them that he was going to be officially adopted by the teacher and, in her name, requested that they not write to him anymore. His Jewish family ties were to be broken.

The Special Telegram


By the end of war, Ita Sosonkin, now widowed from her husband, was living with her in-laws, Nachum and Malkah Sosonkin in Samarkand, Uzbekistan.


There, she was relatively safe to practice Judaism since the authorities in Samarkand were more lax about persecuting religious individuals.


However, Ita could not rest, for she remembered the tearful promise she made to her brother, Yaakov. It was her responsibility to take care of his children. She had kept in touch with the kids and had their addresses, but, practically, how would she be able to keep her promise? She had no home; she was living with her in-laws. Could she really invite three more people to live in their small house?


But the nagging thoughts did not leave her. She felt her brother's presence hovering over her, reminding her about the children. One night, after waking up in a heavy sweat, she knew she had to take care of her nephew and nieces. She paced back and forth in her bedroom, trying to devise a plan of what to do. Her father-in-law, Nochum, was up learning Talmud, and heard the violent pacing emanating from Ita's room. Gently, he knocked and asked Ita if there was something he could be of assistance with.
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	Ita Sosonkin with her two children



With sadness, she told him about the children and the promise to her brother. "Why did you not tell me beforehand?" he told her. "You must go and bring them here immediately."


Elated and grateful, she planned to pick up Rochel in Siberia and later, Zalman. As she made plans, obtained visas and train tickets for the long journey, she received a telegram from Zalman's teacher, the one who wasn't fond, to say the least, of his soon to be adoptive mother. 

She could think of nothing more vengeful than tearing Zalman away from her arch-enemy. So she had obtained the location of Zalman's aunt and wrote, "If you want to meet the child, come here immediately! He will be adopted soon."


Ita realized that she had only a short time to swoop in and take Zalman back to his rightful family, and left immediately. After much begging, Ita managed to free Zalman. He was reunited with his siblings in Samarkand. Together, the two sisters and brother later moved to Israel, where Zalman became a famous Chassidic artist.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine

The Story of the Miser of Krakow
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


This week’s section describes the last moments of the Jews in Mitzriam (Egypt) before their birth as a nation.


But here we see a very strange thing:  Just before attaining freedom G-d commanded all of them to eat a portion of freshly slaughtered, roasted lamb (or goat) called the ‘Korban Pesach’.


This was to become the first Jewish holiday, Pesach (Passover) …. Jewish Independence day.

Not Just Freed from Egyptian Bondage


On Pesach the Jews became freed not just from Egyptian bondage but also from all limits of creation, (both spiritual as well as physical) and became the CREATOR’S people. Indeed, they were called the ‘Son of G-d’ (Ex. 4:22) and His sole representatives in the world.


But…..what does roasted lamb have to do with this?


I would like to answer with a story.


A very talented Chabad Rabbi by the name of Rabbi Shochet, once received an invitation from an organization in Buffalo, New York to speak before a crowd of non-Jewish intellectuals, among which would be many priests and soon-to-be priests, on the topic of charity.

Reservations About Speaking 

To a Non-Jewish Audience


But he had his reservations about speaking to such a crowd and was in a dilemma. On one hand he wanted to educate people and speak but on the other hand he wanted to avoid interfaith debates, so he called the office of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi M. Shneeorson, and requested from one of his secretaries to ask The Rebbe’s advice. 


The answer came immediately, The Rebbe said that Rabbi Shochet should accept the offer but he should take care to end his lecture with the story of the ‘Rich Miser of Krakow’.


Although the Rebbe’s insistence on that particular story seemed a bit unusual, Rabbi Shochet threw himself into the task and when the date arrived he flew to Buffalo and gave a fascinating two hour-long speech describing the unique Torah approach to giving charity. He explained that ‘Tzadaka’ (Charity) derives from the word ‘Tzedik’ ‘Justice’ implying money is not our own, rather it is G-d’s and charity is nothing more than passing it on to those who justly deserve it.  But as he finished and the crowd was about to applaud he held his hands up for silence and announced that he wanted to finish with the story of the Miser of Krakow as the Lubavitcher Rebbe had requested.

A Rich But Intolerable Miser


 “Once in the city of Krakow almost four hundred years ago lived a rich Jew named Yisroel. No one really knew his last name and no one even cared, because the ‘Yisroel’ was an intolerable miser. He lived in a large, plush home that seemed to invite the poor to ask for help, but if ever an unsuspecting money collector would knock on his door he would receive an abrupt ‘No money!’ and a door slammed in his face.


 “Now, although it is forbidden to call people derogatory names, this old man was so stingy that eventually everyone began calling him ‘Yisroel Goy’ (‘Goy’ lit. Gentile) saying that only a non-Jew could be so callous to Jews. But it didn’t help and unfortunately the name stuck.

All But Forgotten Until 

The Day of His Death


 “So it continued for many years and everyone almost completely forgot about the old skinflint, until one day the burial society (Chevre Kadisha) received a message from him to come to his bedside. He was dying.


 “‘Here is two thousand dollars,’ He announced to them in almost a whisper. “You’re not going to get another penny from me so don’t ask. I want you to bury me in a good spot, not near the fence or the garbage dump, and write on my tombstone: ‘Yisroel Goy’’. He then said the ‘Shma Yisroel’ prayer, closed his eyes and passed away.


 “No one knew exactly how old he was, maybe ninety, maybe more, but one thing for sure; no one wept at his funeral, in fact almost no one attended, and they also didn’t bury him exactly where he wanted. But they did write what he wanted on his tombstone: ‘YISROEL GOY’. And that was the end of a sad, unfortunate episode in the history of Krakow.


 “Or so they thought.


 “One cold afternoon, about one week later, the Rabbi of the city, Rabbi Yom-Tov Lipman Heller (author of ‘Tosfos Yom Tov’ on Mishna) heard a knock on his door and opened it to see some fifty hungry faces greeting him with pleading eyes. ‘Yes, can I help you?’ he asked incredulously, ‘Who are you? Where are you all from?’


“‘We are from here, from Krakow.’ One of them cried out, ‘and we are hungry, we haven’t eaten anything all day.’ ‘For two days!’ Someone else yelled out.

Rabbi Confused by the 

Multitude of Poor Hungry Jews


 “The Rabbi didn’t understand what was going on but he invited them all in, found them all places to sit and while his wife was preparing something for them to eat, he heard the following story.


 “It seems that these paupers had been going to the grocery store every day for as long as they could remember, taking what they needed, they only had to sign, and that was it. But since yesterday the grocery owner refused to give them anything, so they were all hungry. 


 “‘Very strange’ thought the Rabbi to himself. ‘So many hungry people! And all from here, Krakow! Could it be that they are lying? I must get to the bottom of this.’

Similar Confusion at the 

Home of the Town Treasurer


 “He waited for them to finish eating, told them to come to his home again tomorrow morning, put on his overcoat, told his wife that he would return shortly and walked out the door in the direction to the home of the town treasurer. From far away he could see that there was a crowd of people gathered at his door as well and as he approached he could hear the treasurer trying to make some sense of the chaos that was prevailing. ‘Oy!! Am I glad you are here!’ The treasurer shouted out when he saw the Rav. ‘Look inside, my house is filled too, there must be three hundred people here, and this is the second shift, a big group just left!!’


 “‘I know, the Rabbi answered, they came to me also, different people that is, but hungry and all of them say that they are from Krakow. I simply don’t understand it.’


 “After everyone had been fed and the treasurer distributed some money for tomorrow’s meals, both he and the Rav walked to the house of the Grocery store owner. “‘Sure,’ he answered, ‘I used to give everyone food. They would sign and I’d give the bill at the end of each week to that old rich guy that just died, the one they called Yisroel Goy. I mean, it’s been going on for, I’d say forty years, maybe more, even before I owned the store. I mean he was my best customer that old man. But what… he kept warning me not to tell anyone, even my wife. Every time he would pay he said if he heard that people knew he was paying, he’d stop. I don’t know why he didn’t want me to tell.

Almost Didn’t Have a 

Minyan at His Funeral


 “’Did you see at his funeral? It was terrible; he almost didn’t have a minyan (ten people)! I guess he only cared about those poor people. But now that he’s not around well, what can I do? I can’t give food for free! I mean I have a wife and family too. Maybe I can give something, but he used to give thousands each week! I can’t give thousands like him. I hope that’s not the reason that you came to my house. I’m sure willing to help, but what can I do?’


 “When the Rav and the treasurer heard these words they looked at each other and began weeping. They had made a terrible error in judgment. The Rav declared a day of fasting and repentance for the entire Jewish quarter next day. 

Word Spread Like Wildfire


 “The word spread like wildfire and everyone gathered at the Shul to say Psalms, they realized that they had made a big mistake. After several hours the Rav stood at the podium and announced that they were all going to the graveyard.


 “It was a strange site to see so many people walking somberly like a funeral with no coffin. But they all poured into the graveyard and gathered around Yisroel Goy’s grave. For some reason the tombstone was covered with a large cloth but everyone’s attention focused on the Rabbi as he stepped from the crowd, stood at the foot of the grave, back to the crowd, and began to speak to Yisroel Goy.


 “‘Yisroel, Yisroel! We’ve come here today to say we are sorry.’ He paused; the silence was broken by some muffled weeping from the crowd. ‘I know you don’t need our apologies but we are sorry! We’re sorry that we were so cruel, crueler than we accused you of being. And we’re sorry that no one was your friend and that no one really cared.’ Now the cries were louder, almost everyone was sobbing. The Rav waited for silence, dried his eyes and continued.


 “‘I know you wanted the words ‘Yisroel Goy’ written on your tombstone. Well I’ve done something that I hope you won’t mind …last night I had the stonecutter add a word’. With this, the Rav pulled away the cloth to reveal that the inscription now read:


 ‘YISROEL GOY… KADOSH’   (Israel, a Holy Nation.)”


Rav Shochet had finished his lecture and the crowd showed their satisfaction with rounds of applause. After he had finished shaking hands and was making his way out the door one of the young men studying for the priesthood approached him and asked if it was possible to speak to him alone.

Repeats Story and Gives Explanations


There was something strangely sincere in the young man’s eyes and Rav Shochet set an appointment for the next afternoon in his hotel room. The young man appeared on time and after sitting down requested that the Rabbi repeat the story he told, and then when he finished, requested an explanation on several points. He listened deeply to the answers, hey shook hands and parted.


Years later Rav Shochet, on a visit to Israel, was praying at the Kotel (Western Wall in Jerusalem) when a young, religious, bearded Jew approached him and shook his hand warmly. “Do you recognize me?” he asked, “I am the priest that visited you years ago in your hotel room.” 

Reveals His Hidden Jewish Background


Rav Shochet stared at him and was so astounded he couldn’t speak. “Yes,’ the young man continued ‘you don’t know what that story you told about the miser did to me. You see, my mother was Jewish but she didn’t tell me. She kept it a secret. She escaped to America from Poland in the war and there she married a devout Catholic. 

“You see, it wasn’t so easy being a Jew in those times. Just before she died she told me that story, the same story you told, and added that we are related to that holy generous Jew that supported hundreds of people anonymously in Krakow hundreds of years ago.” But I pushed that episode out of my memory. Rabbi, your story woke something that was sleeping in my soul and now I’ve returned to my self.


Rabbi Shochet now understood why the Lubavitcher Rebbe insisted on that particular story.


With this we can understand the Pesach Offering.


The ‘Paschal Lamb’ was the first time in history that people became holy through eating, and eating meat, no less.


Usually becoming spiritual is associated with fasting, abstinence, and pristine, silent purity. In other words…. leaving the world.


But that is not what G-d wants. G-d wants THIS physical world become holy and He wants US to do it. Therefore when He created HIS nation it was through commanding them to occupy themselves with the messy business of slaughtering, roasting and eating sheep and goats in order to free themselves from the bonds of even spiritual nature!

A New Type of Holiness


It was a new type of Holiness; the physical was to become higher than the spiritual. G-d Himself chose a nation of people that would reveal the truth; only the Torah is G-d’s will, and the entire creation, both physical and even spiritual, if used according to the Torah can be made holy… revealing the Oneness of G-d.


Something like our Yisroel Goy. He shunned fame and favor and earned the title “Kadosh” ‘Holy’ because he devoted himself and his riches totally to the physical act of giving charity.


Or like the young priest when he heard the Rabbi tell the story of the miser; he left the pristine boundaries (Mitzriam) of spiritual selfishness to cling to the true will of the Creator; to elevate the world rather than reject it.

Reprinted from this week’s Parsha story email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Eretz Yisroel.
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Story #634 

Better than Plastic

From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles


In the home of Baba Sali, there was an old woman who helped with the cleaning. She had helped in the home of Baba Sali even in Morocco, and she knew both Rabbi Massoud, Baba Salis's father, and his sainted grandfather, the holy Rebbe Yaakov AbuChatzeirah.


The old woman once said that there was one illness she had never had to fear – and that would be anything resulting in the loss of/or impairment of her sight. Of this she was unafraid because Rebbe Yaakov had blessed her and said that her eyes would remain healthy all of her life.


One day, however, during the course of her work, the old woman slipped and fell. She hit her head, and became very dizzy. Suddenly her vision was unclear. The others in Baba Sali's household helped her up, and told her to rest awhile. After the initial scare, the woman realized that she could not see at all.

Shouting for Someone’s Help


She immediately shouted for someone's help so that she could get out of bed and speak to Baba Sali. She was not prepared to become a burden to anyone, at this age, she shouted angrily. What's more, she said, she wanted to remain working at the Rav's home. Hadn't the greatest of the great – Rebbe Yaakov – blessed her with perfect, healthy eyes? "His blessings were not made of plastic," she wept. "His blessings were real!"


Baba Sali heard all the shouting and commotion, and was informed of what had happened. He told his attendant to tell her that if Rebbe Yaakov blessed her, then she need not worry. The promise would stand and she should have faith in the words of Rebbe Yaakov. Baba Sali then instructed her to wash her hands ritually with an undamaged cup, according to the Laws of Washing Hands in the Morning. Then, she should pray that her sight be returned because she was promised by Rebbe Yaakov that she would never lose this power.


The attendant reported to the woman what Baba Sali had said and the woman finally agreed to go home, confident that her sight would be completely restored. Sure enough, when she returned the next day, her sight was as perfect as it had ever been! Baba Sali asked that a seudat hoda'ah [meal of thanksgiving] be prepared in honor of those who are miraculously healed!

Biographic Notes: Rabbi Yisrael Abuhatzira [1890 - 4 Shvat 1984] known as Baba Sali, was born in Tafillalt, Morocco to one of Jewry's most illustrious families. From a young age he was renowned as a sage, miracle maker and master kabbalist. In 1964 he moved to Eretz Yisrael, eventually settling in 1970 in the Southern development town he made famous, Netivot. Several biographies have since been written about him, including two in English.
Rabbi Yaakov Abuhatzira (1807 - 20 Tevet 1880) is the most famous of all the Moroccan kabbalists. He authored twelve books of or touching upon Kabbala. The inestimable "Baba Sali" of our century was his grandson. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed  www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com
The Benefits of Listening to a

Recorded Torah Shiur While Driving


A reader advised us of a startling and meaningful incident that he had heard from a Rav. The Rav related that he knew someone who was driving his car and about to get on the highway for a short trip. While getting onto the entrance ramp, he debated whether he should listen to the news or pop in the CD of a Torah shiur that he had in the car.


His good sense got the better of him, and he started the Shiur (after all, he could listen to the news in an hour--and it would even be newer news!). Just a few minutes after getting on the highway and travelling at a crisp highway speed, he heard loud sirens, and could not identify their source so he slowed down and pulled into the right lane ready to get out of the way further, if necessary.


Still looking around, he saw nothing -- until he realized that the siren noise had been from a passing emergency vehicle during the shiur which had gotten recorded. Amused, he traveled for another minute or two -- until he was at the scene of a serious multi-car accident which had just occurred moments ago.


As he swerved around it in horror, he realized that but for the siren on the recorded shiur that caused him to pull over and slow down a bit, he probably would have been in the middle of this dreaded event. Not only did the Torah save him -- the siren on the Shiur saved him! 


Oh, not only do we do not begin to fathom what a word of Torah accomplishes -- we don’t even fathom what just listening to the Shiur means! The next time you have that choice...

Reprinted from Hakhel Email Community Awareness Bulletin

 – 5 Shevat 5770/January 20, 2010

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

The Incredible and Mysterious

Power of Tefillin


In this week’s Torah portion Bo, Hashem commands us regarding the mitzvah of tefillin. As the Torah tells us, the tefillin “shall be for you a sign on your arm and a reminder between your eyes - so that Hashem’s Torah may be in your mouth – for with a strong hand Hashem removed you from Egypt.” (Exodus - Shemos 13:9) The Sages teach us that “Man always needs a sign of his bond with Hashem. Shabbos itself is such a sign, but on weekdays, the sign is tefillin.” (Eruvin 96a)


The mitzvah of tefillin is one of the most powerful spiritual expressions that a Jew can do. By putting on tefillin, a Jew declares his membership in the Jewish nation and his belief in Hashem. Rav Aryeh Kaplan described tefillin as a sign of the bond of love between G-d and the Jewish people. (Tefillin, p.237 Rav Aryeh Kaplan) Rav Kaplan tells us that the greatest possible love is the love between G-d and man.

The Ability of Tefillin to Awaken a Jew’s Love for His Creator


As Hashem tells us through the Prophet Jeremiah “I have loved you with an infinite world of love.” (Ibid., citing Jeremiah 31:3) tefillin are a symbol of the love that binds us to our Father in Heaven. The following amazing true story illustrates the power of tefillin to awaken in Jew the love between him and his Creator.


As the Eretz Yisroel-bound El Al plane lifted off the tarmac of New York's JFK International Airport, Shalom realized suddenly that he had left his tefillin in the trunk of his car. In his mind's eye, Shalom could see the tefillin in the trunk of his Chevrolet.


Shalom thought back to his bar mitzvah fourteen years earlier and remembered the pride emanating from his father when he had presented the tefillin to Shalom. His father, Yehuda, had always been very careful to fulfill the mitzvah of tefillin properly and made an extraordinary efforts to obtain the best possible pair for his son. 


The parshiyos of Shalom's tefillin were written by a G-d fearing soifer who was an expert in all the laws pertaining to tefillin. The batim containing the parchments were also formed by a G-d-fearing expert, one who used all the finest materials. His grandmother had embroidered a beautiful velvet bag lovingly to protect them.


And now Shalom had inadvertently left them in the trunk of his car for the next ten days while he vacationed in Eretz Yisroel. This, too, is for the best, he thought to himself.

His Car Had Been Broken Into


The ten days in Eretz Yisroel flew by, and Shalom had to return to the United States. When he went to retrieve his car from the long-term parking lot at JFK International Airport, Shalom discovered that his car had suffered a break-in. He checked the trunk quickly. His tefillin were gone. Stolen.


Shalom went to the police station and filed a report of the theft, giving the desk sergeant the details of how to contact him should his tefillin ever show up. Then he got into his car and drove himself home to Philadelphia. 


Shalom went to his mother's house for his first Shabbos back from Eretz Yisroel. When he told her about his tefillin, she offered him the use of his father's (who had passed away.) "I'm lending these to you until your nephew Yehuda will be a bar mitzvah in twelve years. It's important to me that, since he is named after Daddy, of blessed memory, he should wear these tefillin. "Guard them with your life," she told him. Twelve years would be plenty of time for Shalom to get himself a new pair of tefillin.

A Message from the NYC Police Department


Six years passed. Shalom came home from work one day and heard a message on his answering machine from the New York City police department. They left a phone number and a request that he contact them as soon as possible. When he reached them later that evening, the sergeant told Shalom that a religious object of his had been turned in. "Please come as soon as possible to reclaim your stolen goods."


The next morning Shalom hopped into his car, and drove up to New York. After presenting his identification to the police officer at the front desk, Shalom was ushered into an office. The officer introduced himself as Howard and proceeded to tell the following story.


"Three days ago, an elderly Russian gentleman presented himself at the precinct, placed your tefillin bag on the table and told the following story. “I own a pawn shop a few blocks away,” he began. “About an hour ago a man came into my shop and wanted to pawn these.” He pointed to the tefillin lying on the table. “I'm not religious myself, but I recognized immediately that these were phylacteries. Jews call them tefillin and wear them during the morning prayers. I told the man to forget pawning the tefillin, as I was willing to buy them from him. I paid him cash and took the tefillin. My hands began to tremble and shake. I don't know what came over me. Since these tefillin had obviously been stolen, I locked up my shop and came here, to the police station, to see if I could perhaps help return them to their owner. The embroidery says Shalom son of Yehuda Goldberg. Is their any record of this theft?” Asked the Russian pawn shop owner.

The Tefillin Made the Police Officer Tremble and Shake


"I picked up the tefillin," continued the police officer Howard, "to see what they were. The strangest thing happened when I held them in my hands. I felt a hot flash and began sweating profusely. My hands were trembling and shaking. Why would a Jewish object cause such a reaction in me, a Gentile? I locked up the tefillin in my desk, planning to investigate their background the next day. 


That night I couldn't shake the memory of my hands trembling and shaking. I wondered again why a Jewish object should make such an impression on a non-Jew. Disturbed, I told my mom the story, asking her what she thought of the matter. She didn't seem surprised at all.  “Howard, when I was a teenager I rebelled and left home to marry your Dad,” she told me. "I never told you that my parents were Jewish, did I? Well, by Jewish law, since I am Jewish, so are my children. Howard, maybe the tefillin had such an impact on you because you yourself are Jewish!”

Inspiring Howard to Investigate His “Jewish” Heritage


Shalom, the owner of the tefillin, was sitting on the edge of his chair by now. "I've often felt like something was missing in my life," the police officer Howard continued. " Apparently, my Jewish soul was hungering for some spiritual nourishment. I am going to start investigating my heritage. Can we keep in touch?" Shalom agreed.


The story doesn't end there. When he arrived back in Philadelphia, Shalom brought the tefillin to Rabbi Shreiber, his soifer, to have them checked. Who knows where the tefillin had been during the past six years and whether or not the letters on the parchments were still intact? Shalom told Rabbi Shreiber the entire story as Rabbi Shreiber opened up the outer boxes. 

The Sofer Starts Crying After Checking the Parchment


Rabbi Shreiber checked the parchment and began to cry. "Why are you crying?" Shalom asked. "These tefillin are as kosher as the day they were made," Rabbi Shreiber declared emotionally. "I would like to buy them from you, if I may." "I'm sorry," said Shalom, "but these tefillin are even more precious to me now. They are my own personal reminder of how Hashem runs the world." (From "Hamodia Magazine Section" 29 Teves, 5764)


Every mitzvah serves to draw us closer to Hashem and to strengthen this bond of love. (Orech Chaim 30:2, Mishna Berurah 37:6) In fact, the word Mitzvah comes from a root meaning “to bind.” In the case of tefillin, this bond is physical as well as spiritual.(ibid.) We literally bind G-d’s love symbol to our bodies.(ibid.)


What are tefillin exactly? Tefillin are made entirely from kosher animal products and consist of two black leather boxes containing four sections of the Torah written on parchments. The boxes with the parchments inside are tied to the body by black leather straps, which bind one of the boxes to the head and one to the arm. The tefillin of the arm represents the harnessing of our physical power and the mastering of our hearts’ desires to follow G-d; while the tefillin of the head represents the harnessing of our wisdom to carry out the commandments.

The Black Box is Indestructible


Tefillin are the original “black box.” It is well known that jet airplanes have “black boxes” which record the actions of the flight of the plane. The black box of a plane is indestructible. The same is true with tefillin. The Jews have gone through thousands of years of persecution and yet the black box remains, and in it are the secrets of our success as a people. In fact, excavations at Masada, which was destroyed almost 2000 years ago in the Land of Israel, turned up tefillin that were configured exactly the way we wear them today!


Tefillin are such an important mitzvah, that the Sages tell us that tefillin encompass all other mitzvahs.(Kidushin 35a) In less than five minutes a day, a Jew can perform this very important Mitzvah. The proper time for performing the mitzvah of tefillin is during the daytime. It is preferable to wear tefillin at the morning services, although one may discharge his obligation by putting them on and immediately taking them off. If possible, one should also say the Sh’ma while wearing tefillin. This is a great way to start off the day.

Tefillin Have a Tremendous Spiritual Power


Tefillin are not merely a sign, they actually have tremendous spiritual power to them. The Kabbalah tells us “Happy is the man who wears tefillin and fathoms their mystery.” (Zohar 1:129a)


We will conclude this week with excerpts from the prayer that many say before putting on tefillin: “May the spiritual influence of the Mitzvah of tefillin be extended upon me so that I have a long life, a flow of holiness, and holy thoughts, without an inkling of sin or iniquity.” Good Shabbos Everyone.

Tefillin Misunderstanding Causes

Philadelphia Emergency Landing

By Gil Ronen


An airplane headed from LaGuardia Airport to Louisville made an emergency landing at Philadelphia International Airport Thursday morning (January 21st) because a 17 year old male on the plane was praying with "tefillin", or phylacteries. According to Fox News, the man was questioned by airline personnel, who “didn't get answers that satisfied them” and diverted the plane to Philadelphia.


The "tefillin" are two small boxes containing small prayer scrolls which are placed on the arm and forehead during prayer. They have black leather straps which are wrapped around the arm and which dangle past the shoulders. A passenger who was not familiar with the Jewish prayer custom became suspicious and alerted the flight crew. 


The crew quickly took emergency procedures and diverted the flight to Philadelphia airport due to the proximity of the city. Homeland Security and Philadelphia Police were alerted and were on the scene along with fire crews and a bomb squad. The 17 year old was taken off the plane and reportedly fully cooperated with authorities. The airplane was taken to a remote part of the tarmac at Philadelphia International, and other flights were not being affected by the incident.


“One person was taken away from the plane in custody and the rest of the passengers were released,” the Fox report said. USAirways spokesman Jim Olson said the passengers are being rebooked on other flights.


USAir Flight 3079 was a small commuter plane that holds 50 passengers. 

Reprinted from the Arutz Sheva Daily News Email of Friday, January 22, 2010. 

A Flight Is Diverted by a

Prayer Seen as Ominous
By JamesBarron

The plane, a 50-seat regional aircraft that was less than a third full when it took off from La Guardia Airport, had been climbing through the early-morning sky for about 25 minutes. A 17-year-old passenger in a whitish sweater took out something he had carried onboard, and strapped it onto his wrist and his head.

[image: image5.jpg]



Matt Rourke/Associated Press

US Airways Express Flight 3079, bound for Kentucky, landed in Philadelphia after an attendant reported a passenger who was praying and wearing tefillin. 


To some people in New York, that is a relatively common sight: an observant Jew beginning the ritual of morning prayer. But to at least one person on US Airways Express Flight 3079 on Thursday — the flight attendant — it looked ominous, as if the young man were wrapping himself in cables or wires.


And in a time when in-flight thinking is colored by the brutal knowledge that passengers have hidden bombs in underwear or shoes, she told the officers in the cockpit. 
Plane is Diverted to Philadelphia


The pilot decided to divert the Kentucky-bound plane to Philadelphia. In less than 30 minutes it was on the ground, police officers were swarming through the passenger cabin, and the Transportation Security Administration was using terms like “disruptive passenger” and “suspicious passenger” to describe the boy. 


An hour or so after that, Lt. Frank Vanore, a spokesman for the Philadelphia police, had another explanation.


“It was unfamiliarity that caused this,” he said. 


He said the flight crew had never seen tefillin, small leather boxes attached to leather straps that observant Jews wear during morning prayers. The flight crew “didn’t understand what it was,” he said, and the pilot “erred on the side of caution and decided to radio that in and to divert the flight.”


The boy’s grandmother, Frances Winchell, said it was just one of those things. “It’s true that we in America are very, very skittish,” she said at the airport in Louisville, where she had been waiting to meet the boy and his 13-year-old sister, who was also on Flight 3079. Mrs. Winchell said she hoped people would learn about the rituals and not be fearful.


The young man and his sister, whose names were not released, are from White Plains, the authorities said. Rabbi Shmuel Greenberg of Young Israel of White Plains said that they were members of his congregation and that the young man was “a good boy, bright, intelligent, as docile as you can imagine.”


“He didn’t think of the ramifications, I guess,” Rabbi Greenberg said. “You can’t expect the whole world to know what this ritual is all about.” 


He said men in his congregation recited morning prayers “if at all possible within four hours after sunrise.” 


“Nobody would have assumed it would create panic,” he said, “but in today’s environment, I guess everything creates panic.”

Lietutenant Vanore Says the Young 
Man “Was Completely Cooperative”


In fact, Lieutenant Vanore said the other passengers did not know exactly why the plane went to Philadelphia until it was on the ground and police officers and federal agents began checking for explosives. They found none. The young man was “was completely cooperative” and explained the prayer ritual, Lieutenant Vanore said. 


He explained that the scare began when the young man was “in the process of praying.” The flight attendant noticed the tefillin and asked what he was doing.


The young man’s response was straightforward, Lieutenant Vanore said: “He gave the explanation he was in prayer.”


But the flight attendant was concerned about the tefillin. She called the cockpit and “described it as best as she’d seen it,” Lieutenant Vanore said, “and there was an item wrapped around his head, straps or wires.” “The straps did appear to be cables or wires to her,” he said. “To the naked eye looking at it, it looked like that. She said it had wires running from it and going up to his fingers. When they notified the pilot of that, he had to follow his protocol. It’s hard to Monday-morning-quarterback it.”


The young man and his sister went on to Louisville from Philadelphia. He said nothing as he walked through the terminal in Louisville in mid-afternoon.

The Grandchildren Were Handcuffed for a Few Minutes


Reached at her home on Thursday night, Ms. Winchell would not put her grandson or granddaughter on the telephone, but she allowed a reporter to ask questions on a speakerphone while they were present. Ms. Winchell said that police officers who boarded the plane pointed their guns “at the passengers as a whole” and at her grandson “a little bit.” She said her grandson and granddaughter were then handcuffed for a few minutes. 


“The handcuffs were only for a short period of time,” she said.


A spokesman for the Philadelphia police could not be reached for comment after the interview with Ms. Winchell. 


Some observant Jews said they were not surprised that the ritual had attracted attention — or that people on the plane would have been unfamiliar with it. “When they see a passenger strapping yourself,” said Isaac Abraham, a Satmar who lives in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, and campaigned for the Democratic nomination for a City Council seat last year, “you might as well strap yourself with hand grenades. They have no idea.”


“He probably just figured, ‘I have nothing else to do on the plane, I might as well use this time to pray,’ ” he added. “Other people read. They watch a movie. He figured, ‘Let me grab the time.’ But the obvious reality of it is that when we see people carrying explosive material in their shoes and their pants and I am the passenger next to him and see someone strapping, I would panic too.”


Rabbi Greenberg, the boy’s rabbi, had some advice for future flights. 

“I would suggest, pray on the plane and put the tefillin on later on,” he said. “Pray, and fulfill the ritual later.”

Josh Abner, Anahad O’Connor and Karen Zraick contributed reporting. Reprinted from the January 22, 2010 edition of The New York Times.

Jewish Teen’s Prayers

Spark Airliner Scare

Flight is diverted after religious item

is mistaken for a bomb, police say

The Associated Press

Updated 9:18 a.m. ET, Fri., Jan. 22, 2010

PHILADELPHIA - A Jewish teenager trying to pray on a New York-to-Kentucky flight caused a scare Thursday when he pulled out a set of small boxes containing holy scrolls, leading the captain to divert the flight to Philadelphia, where the commuter plane was greeted by police, bomb-sniffing dogs and federal agents.


The 17-year-old on US Airways Express Flight 3079 was using tefillin, a set of small boxes containing biblical passages that are attached to leather straps, Philadelphia police Lt. Frank Vanore said.


When used in prayer, one box is strapped to the arm while the other box is placed on the head.


"It's something that the average person is not going to see very often, if ever," FBI spokesman J.J. Klaver said.


The teen explained the ritual after being questioned by crew members of the flight, which had left LaGuardia Airport around 7:30 a.m. headed for Louisville and was operated by Chautauqua Airlines, authorities said.


Officials with the airline, however, said crew members "did not receive a clear response" when they talked with the teen, according to a statement issued by Republic Airways, which owns Chautauqua.


"Therefore, in the interest of everyone's safety, the crew decided to land in Philadelphia, where a more complete investigation and follow-up with authorities would be possible," the statement said.


The flight landed in Philadelphia about 9 a.m. without incident and was met by police, bomb-sniffing dogs and officials from the FBI and Transportation Security Administration.
‘They Were More Alarmed than We Were’

Authorities said the plane was searched and passengers were questioned. The teen, who is from White Plains, N.Y., and was traveling with his 16-year-old sister, was very cooperative, Vanore said.


"They were more alarmed than we were," Vanore said.


Klaver said the teen and his sister were never in custody and were cleared to continue their travels.


The teen's grandmother, who was waiting for him at Louisville International Airport, said the early flight left no time to pray before leaving New York.

The Grandmother’s Explanation


"He hadn't had the opportunity to pray, so that is why he did it on the plane," Frances Winchell said.


She said the episode was traumatic for the boy, whose mother requested that he not give interviews.


"But in any event," she added, "all's well that ends well, and maybe some good will come to the world because of it."


The teen, who belongs to the congregation Young Israel of White Plains, is "a brilliant student" from "the sweetest family," said Shmuel Greenberg, the synagogue's rabbi.


The morning prayer ritual is supposed to take place within a few hours of sunrise, so it's understandable that the teen was doing it on the plane, Greenberg said.

‘Aware of Ignorance’

Binding the boxes of holy scrolls to the arm and head serves as "a reminder for the person that their actions during the day, and what they think about during the day, should be on a level of holiness and should inspire them to do productive, good things," he said.


The rabbi said he could see how someone unfamiliar with the tefillin could be alarmed.


"Security today is a serious issue. You can't become educated up in the air," Greenberg said. "I can definitely see a pilot or a crew that never saw it before in today's environment be very, very concerned."

Rabbi Finds Incident Both Humorous and Outlandish


Another rabbi, however, said tefillin have been used for thousands of years and he found it hard to believe no one recognized it. Benjamin Blech, an assistant professor of Talmud at Yeshiva University in New York, said he found the incident "both humorous and outlandish" and called it a "wake-up call" for religious sensitivity.


"We should be aware of ignorance just as much as we should be aware of terrorism," he said.


Concerns about passengers carrying bombs have been heightened since a Nigerian man was accused of trying to blow up a Detroit-bound Northwest Airlines flight using explosives concealed in his pants on Christmas Day.


The Republic statement said the airline would use Thursday's event "to further strengthen our commitment to both security and customer service."


The flight was carrying 15 passengers and three crew members; travelers were rebooked on other flights, US Airways spokesman Morgan Durrant said.

Agudath Israel Of America's Statement On Diverted Plane Incident

Sent Fri, Jan 22, 2010 11:08 AM

AGUDATH ISRAEL CALLS FOR BETTER TRAINING, GREATER UNDERSTANDING, AFTER PLANE DIVERSION

 

NEW YORK - After a U.S. Airways Express flight from New York to Louisville was diverted because an Orthodox Jewish 17-year-old wore his tefillin on the plane, prompting concern on the part of a flight attendant who was unfamiliar with this practice, Agudath Israel of America issued the following statement to the general media: 


Tefillin, or phylacteries, are black leather boxes containing small sacred scrolls. They are tied to the arm and around the head with black leather straps during morning prayers.


For several years, Agudath Israel of America has worked closely with TSA to sensitize the agency to the various religious objects and practices of Orthodox Jews; this effort has been led by Rabbi Abba Cohen, Esq., Agudath Israel's Washington Director and Counsel. Agudath Israel has also reached out to airlines in America and throughout the world to promote a greater understanding of Jewish prayer rituals. Agudath Israel has advocated for, and continues to support, enhanced training for flight attendants. 


"To facilitate training and awareness, we recently created a brochure explaining Orthodox customs for individual airlines, and are happy to share this brochure with other airlines," said Rabbi A. D. Motzen, Agudath Israel's Ohio regional director, who oversaw that project.

Might Explain the Practice to Individuals

In Authority Before Donning Tefillin


"At the same time," said Rabbi Mark Kalish, national director of government affairs for Agudath Israel of America, "we have also cautioned members of our own community to understand that many citizens may not be familiar with Jewish prayer rituals, and that they might consider explaining the practice to individuals in authority before boarding planes, buses, trains, and other forms of public transit."


Agudath Israel of America is fully aware of the challenges we face as a nation regarding the need to prevent terrorism and exercise extreme caution, but we hope that this incident will raise awareness among airline leaders, the traveling public, and members of our own community about the need for greater training and a higher level of understanding of Orthodox practices. An educated public, truly, is a safer public.

It Once Happened

The First Lubavitcher

“Emissary” to Vienna


In 1995, an elegantly dressed, elderly woman, entered the office of Rabbi Yakov Biederman, the Rebbe's emissary to Austria. She introduced herself as Marguerite Kozenn-Chajes, a retired opera singer and the first emissary of the Lubavitcher Rebbe to Vienna! "I know you think you are the Rebbe's first one here," she quipped, "but in fact I am!" 


Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes began her story. Her ancestors had been the holy Vishnitzer Rebbes. As a young woman she left her home in Czernowitz and travelled to Vienna where she eventually became a successful opera singer. 


Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes performed during the 1930s in the Salzburger Festspiele. When German troops marched into Austria and the annexation of Austria was complete, all Jewish artists were banned from performing. Somehow, Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes was overlooked and actually performed in the Festspiele of 1939. When WWII broke out, friends smuggled her out to Italy and she made it on the last boat to the U.S. She and her husband, a descendant of the famous Maharatz Chajes, settled in Detroit, Michigan. 


Years passed. Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes was offered the opportunity to have a private audience with the Lubavitcher Rebbe. "I walked into the Rebbe's room," she related to Rabbi Biederman, "I cannot explain why, but for the first time since the Holocaust, I felt that I could cry. Like so many others who had lost everyone, I had never cried. We knew that if we would start crying, we might never stop. I began sobbing like a baby. 


"I shared everything with the Rebbe: Innocent childhood; leaving home; becoming a star in Vienna; performing in front of Hitler; escaping to the U.S.; learning of the murder of my relatives and friends. I also mentioned my strong desire to visit Vienna. The Rebbe asked that before my trip, I meet with him again. 

Asked to Visit Two People in Vienna


"A few months later on my way to Vienna, I went to the Rebbe. He asked me to visit two people in Vienna and to give them his regards. The first was Viennese Chief Rabbi Akiva Eisenberg and the second was a Jewish professor, Dr. Frankl, at the University of Vienna. The Rebbe asked me to tell Dr. Frankl in his name that he should not give up. He must remain strong and continue his work with vigor and passion. If he continues to remain strong, he will prevail. The Rebbe spoke in this manner for quite a while. 


"Once in Vienna, finding Rabbi Eisenberg was simple, but meeting the professor proved far more difficult. When I arrived at the university they informed me that he had not shown up for two weeks and refused to give me more details. I decided to travel to the professor's home.

Regards from Rabbi Schneerson in Brooklyn


"A woman opened the door. I asked if the professor was at home. Moments later, a middle aged man came to the door. He looked extremely tense and I felt very awkward. 'I have regards from Rabbi Schneerson in Brooklyn , New York ,' I told him. 


"'Who is this?' he asked impatiently. 


"'Rabbi Schneerson asked me to tell you in his name that you must not give up. You must remain strong and continue your work with unflinching determination and you will prevail. Do not fall into despair. If you march on with confidence, he promised that you will achieve great success.' 


"The professor looked at me as if he had seen a ghost; his eyes opened wide in disbelief. He broke down, sobbing like a baby. I did not understand what was going on. I just saw him weeping uncontrollably. 


"'I cannot believe this!' Dr. Frankl said repeatedly as he motioned for me to enter. He calmed down a bit and said, "This rabbi from Brooklyn knew exactly when to send you here. It is a miracle! You have saved me!' 


"'I survived the German death camps,' Dr. Frankl exclaimed, 'and I retained my spirit there. Still I could not survive the merciless derision and taunting of my colleagues undermining my every attempt at progress.' Freud's ideas reigned supreme and Dr. Frankl's were dismissed as unscientific notions of conscience, faith and obligation. It was unpopular for students to attend his courses. 'I was drained and depressed. I fell into a melancholy and decided to quit. I began drafting my resignation papers. 


"'And suddenly, in walks a woman and gives me regards from a Rabbi Schneerson in New York! Somebody in Brooklyn, no less a Chasidic Rebbe, knows about me! He knows my predicament! This is a miracle!' 

Became One of the Most Celebrated 

Psychiatrists of the Generation


"Indeed," concluded Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes, "the Rebbe's words came true. Dr. Frankl continued his work and shortly thereafter, he was given a chair at the University. His book “Man's Search for Meaning” was translated into English and he became one of the most celebrated psychiatrists of the generation. This all happened some 40 years ago. So you see Rabbi Biederman," Mrs. Kozenn-Chajes said with a smile, "I was an emissary of the Rebbe to Vienna many years before you arrived here." 


Rabbi Biederman was intrigued. He began investigating and discovered that Victor Frankl was still alive. In fact he had been sending an annual donation to the Chabad House in Vienna! Rabbi Biederman recalls, "I phoned him, introduced myself and asked him if he remembered the regards Marguerite Kozenn-Chajes gave him from Rabbi Schneerson in Brooklyn some 40 years earlier."

The Reason Why I Became a

Supporter of Chabad-Lubavitch


"'I do not remember the woman's name but course I remember that day! I will never forget it. My gratitude to Rabbi Schneerson is eternal,' He answered emotionally. 'That is why when, a number of years ago, Chabad-Lubavitch established itself here in Vienna, I became a supporter.' 


In 2003, Rabbi Dr. Shimon Cowen, a Lubavitcher Chasid from Australia, who is also an expert on Frankl, went to Vienna to visit his son-in-law and widow, a Catholic, born Eleonore Katharina Schwindt. They spoke at length and in response to Rabbi Cowen's question about Frankl's personal observance, she took out a pair of tefilin and tzitzit and showed it to him. "My late husband would put these on each and every day," she said to him. "He would also say Psalms in bed at night." 

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the LubavitdchYouth Organization. With thanks to Rabbis Yosef Y. Jacobson, Tuvia Bolton, Dovid Sholom Pape
The Human Side of the Story
Perfect Timing

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach


What perfect timing!


This was the reaction of the doctor in the hospital who had just received a unique gift from one of his longtime patients.


The gift was a beautiful wooden plaque upon which was inscribed in Hebrew and English the "Physician's Prayer" attributed to Maimonides. This seemed to be the ideal gift to a beloved doctor, something he could proudly display in his office.


But the doctor had other ideas.


"I appreciate your gift," he said, "but I already have one like it. With your permission I would like to present it to a young fellow who is finishing his internship this very day."


The patient also appreciated the perfect timing and gladly consented to the gesture. 

Parshat Bo
 

The Saga of the Naked Count

And Rebbe Elimelech of Lezinsk

By Rabbi Tuvia Boltan


This week we read of the last three of the ten Plagues with which G-d smote Egypt; hail, darkness and death of the firstborn.


This last plague was very different from the rest; in this plague the Jews had to put a sign (blood from the Paschal lamb and from their circumcisions) on the inside of their doors so G-d would "Pass over" their houses.


At first glance this doesn't make sense. This plague was done by G-d Himself, not by an angel etc.


If G-d could discern between a firstborn and a second- born Egyptian, certainly He knew the difference between an Egyptian and a Jew. Why did they need the sign on their doors?


To understand this, here is a story.


The city of Lezinsk in Poland was part of a massive province owned by an evil landowner by the name of Count Stilanski. He didn't like people in general but especially he hated the Jews, which was certainly nothing unusual for the time, or any time for that matter.


To him the Jews were no more than livestock to be used for his profit. So it puzzled him why it was that every time he tried to raise their taxes or make other decrees to squeeze money from them they always got out of it by pleading with him and softening him up.

He Hated Himself for Giving In


Each time he would hate himself for giving in but something inside of him simply couldn't see the Jews suffer. At first he thought that perhaps he had some Jewish blood in his veins but after extensive searching he discovered to his great relief that it wasn't so.


So he went to ask the local Bishop.


"It's simple!" the Bishop said. "The Jews have this holy man in the city of Lezinsk they call Rebbe Elimelech. He has very great powers in certain fields and one of them is protecting them. Get rid of him and your problems will be over."


The Count knew what he had to do. He rushed home, wrote a letter ordering this Rebbe Elimelech to leave his domain within the month or he would be evicted by force. He gave it to his henchmen to deliver it personally, took off his boots, lit his pipe, poured himself a drink, leaned back on his plush chair in front of his massive fireplace and sighed a deep sigh of contentment.

A Perfectly Warm Day for a Swim in the River


The next morning life went on as usual for the count; he woke late, poured himself a drink and looked out his massive window at the beautiful scenery surrounding his castle. He stepped outside on his porch, the sun was shining brightly, his servant brought him another drink and said merrily, "Good morning my lord! Beautiful, warm day my lord, perfect for a swim! "Suddenly the count got a great idea; it was a warm day! Why not take a swim in one of his rivers.


He, together with his trusted servant, rode their horses for an hour or so till they reached the secluded banks of a picturesque, placid river. In a flash the count dismounted, removed his clothes and dived into the cool water. Being an excellent swimmer he swam back and forth for over an hour until he decided he would lay down to rest for a few minutes on the opposite side of the river and bask in the sun.


He lay down thinking how great and successful he was and wondering if, perhaps he shouldn't try to become king some day as the sun warmed his body and he closed his eyes in bliss.


Two hours later he awoke, stood, stretched in the sun and looked for his servant on the other side. But there was no one there.


He called out the servant's name, but only the birds in the forest answered. So he swam to the other side; perhaps he could find some clue… perhaps his servant had been robbed, attacked, kidnapped? But there was no evidence of a scuffle, his horse was also no where near and also didn't come when called.


Night was beginning to fall and the temperature was dropping rapidly. He had to find somewhere to take shelter… but where? The forest was out of question. With no clothes he would freeze and without a weapon he was helpless. Wolves began to howl and the wind began to enter his bones. He had no choice but to try to make it to the nearest village before nightfall.

The Count’s Ego is Greatly

Deflated by the Villagers’ Treatment


The poor count's ego was so inflated that he didn't dream that he would be treated with anything but awe as always. He was shocked to his soul when the villagers began to howl in glee and double up in laughter when they saw him, a completely naked man, exiting he woods. And those that didn't laugh at first lost complete control when the 'wild man' actually got angry, insisted he was the count and began screaming orders at them!


Finally someone threw him an old blanket and a few pieces of bread, the children threw stones and sticks and everyone told him to keep moving.


The count learned fast. When he reached the next town he kept a low profile. He sought out the beggars, joined their ranks and was thankful to receive a place to sleep, some warm soup and a pair of pants.

His Own Guards Didn’t Recognize Him


A few days later after he had begged a shirt and shoes as well, he decided to go to his castle and set things straight. But it was no use. The guards around his place didn't recognize him and told him to leave or they would beat him. He hung his head in sorrow and left.


But as he turned for one more glance back he saw from afar his 'trusted' servant leaving his palace arm in arm with the Bishop surrounded by what used to be his own special guard.


Now it was all clear. His servant had stolen his things, convinced everyone he had drowned and made himself count! At first he though it was just a terrible nightmare, but this was too long...several days… much too long and too many details! He pinched himself a hundred times but it was no nightmare...it was really happening!


What could he do? All avenues of salvation were closed. No one believed him, no one was loyal to him, no one even recognized him and it was getting worse every day! He already had lost twenty pounds and had a wild beard. There was no way he could get back his status or even get enough money to live normally. In Poland peasants remained peasants. He was lost!


Suddenly the idea popped into his mind. After all, he never really did carry out his evil decrees against the Jews. Maybe that Rebbe Elimelech could help him.

It was a long shot; for sure the Rebbe would be glad to be rid of him and he was only for the Jews. But it was his only chance.


He dragged his feet to Lezinsk and several days later entered the town like a thief at night, hoping no one would recognize him.

Nobody Recognized Him in the Rebbe’s

Shul Amongst the Other Paupers


And his wish came true, no one even noticed him as he sat in the Rebbe's Shul (Synagogue) with his hood over his head among the other paupers. But when the Rebbe came out of his room to pray the Morning Prayer with his Chassidim and passed out coins to the poor people there, he looked the count in the eyes and said, "Come to my room after the prayers."


Two hours later the count was sitting opposite the Rebbe pouring out his heart about what had happened. "It's hopeless!" He wrung his hands and said "I have no friends! My servant has stolen everything from me!"


The Rebbe calmed him down. "Listen, G-d is everyone's friend; yours too. That's why you never were able to harm the Jews; because G-d protected not only them but you as well. If you would have harmed them you would have been punished. So now, take my advice."

The Rebbe Gave Him Money to

Have Royal Garments Made


The Rebbe gave him money and told him to go to a local tailor and have royal garments made like the ones he lost. Then he should buy a horse and carriage like he used to have, ride to the house of the Bishop, tell him what happened and have his servant punished.


But the Rebbe begged him to remember what he said about G-d protecting the Jews.


The count did as the Rebbe told him and it worked just as he said it would. The Bishop was convinced, the servant punished and the count reinstated. Until the count's passing many years later the Jews had no problems in the province of Lezinsk.


This answers our questions.


The plague of the firstborn was the only one that The Angel of Destruction (Mashchis (12:23)) was given permission to kill whomever and however he so desired. Not only that but, while the other plagues came to teach the Egyptians to 'know' G-d, therefore only they were punished, this last plague came with the sole purpose of destroying the sinners.


If so, because most of the Jews worshipped idolatry in Egypt, the Jews also deserved punishment! But G-d did not punish them because He loves them above reason.


And that exactly is the reason for the blood on the door; As we said, G-d did not smite the Jews (even Jews that spent the last night in with the Egyptians in Egyptian houses! 12:13))


But G-d wanted the Jews to remind themselves why G-d was passing over them: Because deep down each and every Jew is willing to sacrifice his life for    G-d.

And that was signified by the two types of blood.

The Insanity that is the Essence of Judaism


For Jews to risk their lives by taking the Egyptian G-d (Sheep) and killing it and then do it again by circumcising themselves before the arduous and uncertain Exodus from Egypt was nothing short of insanity.


But this insanity is the essence of Judaism. The previous Lubavitcher Rebbe, whose Yahrzeit (commemoration of day of passing)we celebrate on the Hebrew date of Yud Shvat this coming week, called it 'Shtus d'Kedusha' and said that without it Judaism is without a goal or meaning.


Just as G-d loves us above reason (as we saw in our story) so He hopes we will love Him above reason. And we will put this insane love of Him on our doorposts.

And do everything we can in thought speech and deed to bring...Moshiach NOW! 
Reprinted from this week’s email of Torah Online from Yeshiva Ohr Timimim in Israel.

Is Haiti a Jewish Cause?

By Tzvi Freeman


Question:

I would really like to send a check to help the people suffering after the earthquake in Haiti. But some of my friends say how could I do that? They say, look there are children going to sleep hungry in Israel. There are families from Gush Katif still waiting for proper housing. The rest of the world isn't rushing to help them. All they have is us. Shouldn't we be helping our own before we help others?


Response:

It depends. If the entire mandate of the Jewish People is to preserve itself, then it makes no sense to squander valuable resources on saving other people's lives.


But let's ask a question: When G‑d promised Abraham, "In your children will be blessed all the nations of the world," is this what He had in mind? Was this what Abraham envisioned, that in 3700 years time he would have a museum to preserve his relics?


Or was it Abraham’s dream — and Moses’ vision, and G‑d’s destiny for us — that we would be a force of goodness and kindness in the world, proclaiming to the world that all of humanity is a single family, descended from one human being, the handiwork of one G‑d, all charged with building a world of harmony and peace?


We are not a museum. We are a living, dynamic legacy with a mission of leadership, couriers of light. Today in Haiti, there is no rescue and medical team comparable to the Israeli contingent, the only ones with a complete hospital on the ground with advanced equipment caring for 500 patients at a time. There is no country in the world that has provided as much aid per capita (anywhere close) as Israel. Outside of Israel as well, you will find Jews at the forefront of every organization that is out there to care.

A Mandate that Has Always Been Our Destiny


That is our mandate and that has always been our destiny. And we have done a job of which we can be proud.


Halachically speaking, see Yoreh Deah 151, where we are told to provide for the needy, even in the case that they are idolaters, because such are "the ways of peace." As Maimonides wrote, "The Torah was given for one reason only. To make peace in the world."1

Give to our grand extended family in Israel. You're right — if we don't help them, no one else will. Give to the worthy causes in your own community. That's all part of being Jewish. And so is giving a hand to the little boy in Haiti who was just pulled out from under the rubble, just because he's a fellow human being. Because that's the message our Torah has for the world.

1. Hilchot Chanukah 4:14

Heshy with His Hand Out

By Zalman Velvel


It was a monumental Monday morning. The time was 8:00am. The place was Bais Simcha, the only synagogue in the small town of Sunshine, Florida. It was there that Michael Fein and Heshy Pupchik collided into each other like matter and antimatter.


Heshy Pupchik had shown up one day three years earlier and made this place his home. He was quickly recognized as the poorest Jew in town, and no one had ever seen him work either. Winter, spring, sumer and fall, Heshy looked the same. He wore old tennis shoes without socks, dark brown pants, and a short-sleeve shirt that had once been white. He weighed nearly three hundred pounds, but he carried it well when he decided to.

People Sensed Great Need Lurking Behind Heshy’s Eyes


His gray eyebrows were so bushy, a blue jay could nest in them. These eyebrows contrasted starkly with his almost completely bald head, which he topped with a worn black yarmulke. It was a mystery how Heshy kept the yarmulke from slipping off, but he did.


Heshy's gray beard was long and scraggly, his moustache covering most of his lips. His ears were extra large, and his eyes were the widest, saddest pair anyone had ever seen. They changed color with the quality of light, going from blue to brown to gray-black. No matter what color they appeared, people sensed great need lurking behind them. When Heshy extended his right hand, looked up to the heavens, and said, Baruch Hashem ("Blessed is G‑d"), the good folks of Sunshine automatically put money in his outstretched palm. Even Rabbi Levi succumbed to Heshy, and the rabbi could not spare it on his meager salary.

Everyone Gave to Heshy, Except Michael Fein


Everyone gave to Heshy, except Michael Fein, the president of Bais Simcha and the richest Jew in town. Michael Fein had no respect for Heshy, who seemed unwilling to try his hand at an honest day's work.


It was a rare occurrence when Michael Fein slowed down long enough to smile. He was often seen speeding around in his black Lexus or glancing impatiently at his Rolex, waiting for those who interrupted him to spit out what they wanted.

Waking Up on Monday Morning in Foul Spirits


On this Monday morning, Michael was in foul spirits. He woke up with a pounding headache, only to discover an empty bottle of aspirin in the medicine cabinet. When he combed his hair, several strands fell into the bathroom sink, and he could see his scalp to the back of his head. He stared into the mirror, and a tired, old man of 48 stared back.


Michael's Monday headache came in part from lack of sleep over the weekend. He had spent those precious two days moping around his heavily mortgaged home, dwelling on the millions he'd lost in the stock market the preceding Thursday. Accounting fraud was discovered in a blue-chip company Michael was heavily invested in. Michael's 100,000 shares of stock went from 50 dollars a share down to 6 cents. His retirement fund went from $5,000,000 to $6,000, less than a month's mortgage payment on his grand house. The nest egg he had nurtured and tended to for twenty years shattered in a single day.


Michael went to synagogue to pray for help, only to be confronted by Heshy, with his hand out, when he reached the front door.


"Baruch Hashem, thank G‑d," Heshy greeted him cheerily, standing at his favorite spot.


"Get a job!" Michael sneered.


"I would . . . but I am unable to work," Heshy answered, looking to his empty palm.


"You mean unwilling." Michael felt an acid anger boil to the surface. He needed someone to get angry at, to blame for his bad luck, and Heshy was the perfect target.


"I am unwilling because I am unable," Heshy stammered.


"You are unable because you are fat and lazy!"

Huge Tears Forming in His Eyes


Heshy winced, and then grew silent. He lowered his head and looked down at the ground. When he looked up again, huge tears had formed in his eyes.


Though it was a foul Monday morning, perhaps the foulest of Michael's life, when he looked into Heshy's eyes, those tears stopped him like a wind-up clock with a broken spring. Michael had never really looked at Heshy. He saw him at the entrance each day, but never took the time to look. Heshy's eyes, so large and pained, forced open the tough lawyer's heart. Michael realized that as much pain as he was feeling, here was another human being who also carried a burden.


"I'm sorry, Heshy. . . . I didn't mean that. . . . I'm having a very bad day. . . . please forget what I just said. . . . please . . ."


Michael pulled his wallet from his pants pocket, and searched through it for a dollar, or perhaps a five. He frowned when he discovered he had only two $100 bills.

"I don't have anything small," Michael apologized, closing his wallet.


"Baruch Hashem," Heshy answered back. He raised his sad eyes and smiled at Michael, and that look, combined with his innocent smile, worked the miracle that was about to ensue.

“Wait…I Want to Give You a Blessing, Mr. Fein”


"Oh, what the heck," Michael shrugged. He opened his wallet once again, withdrew one of the bills, and placed it in Heshy's hand. When Heshy saw the one followed by two zeros on the bill, he grabbed Michael's hand and held on to it.


"Thank you! Baruch Hashem! Thank you!"

"It's okay," Michael said, trying to disentangle the large, hairy hand that engulfed his own.


"Wait . . . I want to give you a blessing, Mr. Fein."


"You? Give me a blessing?" Michael asked, tugging at his trapped hand. Heshy had a grip like a circus strongman.


"Yes, a special blessing!"


Michael stopped struggling and stood there, listening impatiently, as Heshy looked up to the heavens and whispered in Hebrew. When he was almost done, he looked at Michael.

“Are You Healthy, Mr. Fein?”


"Are you healthy, Mr. Fein? Would you also like a special blessing for health?"


"No, I am okay." His headache was now gone.


"Perhaps a family member is sick?"


"No, Heshy. They are all as healthy as horses."


"How about money? How are things in the prosperity department?"


Michael was about to say he was okay there, too, except for the first time in twenty years, he felt scared and out of control. His life savings were gone! Gone! He didn't have the strength to take on the punishing, aggravating duties of an attorney for another twenty years. He was worn out by other people's problems and their ungrateful attitudes.


"Heshy, I'm broke."

A Man Works His Whole Life, and It Can

All Be Taken Away on One Lousy Thursday


It was Michael's turn to look down at the ground. He gazed downward for a long time, Heshy still holding his hand. When he looked back up, there were tears in Michael's eyes.


"A man works his whole life, Heshy, and it can all be taken away on one lousy Thursday."


"Yes . . . Thank G‑d."


And then Heshy did something he had never done before. He put the $100 bill back into Michael Fein's hand.


"Here, Mr. Fein. Perhaps you should keep this."

Shocked by Heshy’s Generosity


Michael was shocked. He stared at the bill. One hundred dollars. It was barely enough to pay for a meal at the better restaurants in Sunshine where his family had grown used to eating. How much pleasure would they get from this hundred dollar bill? He looked at Heshy Pupchik. A $100 windfall would bring this man joy for many days.


Michael put the bill back in Heshy's hand. "I would rather have your blessing, Heshy."


"Are you sure, Mr. Fein?" Heshy said, clutching the bill in his huge hand.


"Yes."


Heshy squeezed Michael's hand tighter, looked to the skies, and prayed fervently. When he let go of Michael's hand, both men smiled at each other.


Michael walked to the front door with Heshy following. At the last moment, Heshy jumped in front of him and held the door open. Michael was about to walk inside, but instead, stopped at the threshold. Heshy looked at him, puzzled.


"Aren't you going in?" Heshy asked.


"What about you?"


"Me?"


"Yes, aren't you coming inside, Heshy?"


"To tell you the truth, Mr. Fein, I didn't think you wanted to pray with someone like me."

He Heard the Front Door Creak Open Behind Him


Michael shrugged, and then walked inside. Heshy went back to his spot and waited for the next member of the congregation to approach from the parking lot. As Heshy was waiting, he heard the front door creak open behind him. He turned around and looked.


Michael Fein was holding the door open, bidding Heshy to enter.
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