Shabbos Stories for

Parshas Beshallach 5777
Volume 8, Issue 23      15 Shevat 5777/ February 11, 2017
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Hashem Helps Us to Find

The Good in Seemingly 
Bad Occurrences
By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“Hashem said to Moshe, ‘Come to Pharaoh.’” (Shemot 10:1)


In Egypt, we became a great nation, united to receive the Torah. At the time, it only looked bad. We need to know how to think more deeply and see the wisdom and hesed of Hashem. 


The following story, told by Rabbi Yitzchok Hisiger, teaches us how to think. The Skulener Rebbe’s oldest son, Rav Yeshaya Yaakov Portugal, Rav of Khal Meor Hagolah in Montreal, told the following story about an acquaintance of his, Reb Boruch.


A large crystal chandelier in Reb Boruch’s home became dislodged and crashed onto the dining room table. Hearing a loud bang, Reb Boruch’s parents, who were in an adjacent room, ran to see what had happened. They were shocked to discover that the chandelier had landed on their infant grandchild, who was lying in an infant seat on the table.


With great trepidation, they moved aside the fallen debris in a bid to get to the baby. They discovered that miraculously, despite the force of the fall and the shards of glass strewn all around, the baby was unharmed, without a scratch.


The joy of the elated grandparents knew no bounds. They hugged and kissed the baby and ran to inform Reb Boruch of the miracle. The family later made a seudat hodaah (a meal of thanks) to express their gratitude to Hashem for what occurred.


In commenting on this incident, Rav Portugal remarked, “Look at the kindness of Hashem. For whatever reason, Heaven had decreed that Reb Boruch’s expensive crystal chandelier had to break, but this monetary loss would have caused great heartache to Reb Borcuh and his family. 


Thus, it was orchestrated for their infant baby to be on the table underneath the chandelier at that very moment and for the baby to emerge untouched, safe and sound. In this fashion, not only would Reb Boruch and his family not be distressed over their loss, but they would be full of happiness and would actually make a 

seudah in celebration for their baby’s safe deliverance from danger.�


It’s how we interpret the things that happen to us that makes all the difference.
Reprinted from the Parashat Bo email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.

Emunas Chachomim #30

The Sanzer Rebbe’s Advice to a Yeshiva Student on How to Avoid the Military Draft


In his youth, R’ Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, Rav of Yerushalayim, was the star disciple of the Ksav Sofer. Whenever a visitor wanted to see the “products” of the glorious Pressburg Yeshiva, it was R’ Yosef Chaim who was summoned first to give a favorable impression. 


Once, R’ Chaim of Sanz came to spend time in the resort city of Auben, a short distance from Pressburg. Rabbonim, Roshei Yeshivah and their disciples began streaming en masse to greet the great Rebbe. They came armed with their toughest and most problematic Torah questions. R’ Yosef Chaim was chosen to lead a group of Pressburg’s prime students to greet R’ Chaim of Sanz. The Rebbe received the Pressburg group with due respect, yet his eyes kept singling out the star of the group, R’ Yosef Chaim. 


Sometime later, when R’ Yosef Chaim was summoned to appear before the draft board, he headed to Sanz to ask the Rebbe for his blessing. 
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R’ Chaim of Sanz         Rabbi Yosef Chaim Sonenfeld


R’ Chaim said to him, “So they want to make a general out of you? But you are designated to become a general of Jewry in Eretz Yisroel! When you return home, be sure to bandage your feet.” 
Though he could not understand what the Rebbe meant about the bandages, (and in his humility he did not concentrate on the first part of R’ Chaim’s prophetic words), with full measure of confidence in tzaddikim, R’ Yosef Chaim was certain that this advice had significance. 


As he reached the crossroads, R’ Yosef Chaim felt thousands of pins and needles penetrating his body, especially his feet. From minute to minute, his feet were overcome by an overpowering, unbearable itching and swelled increasingly. By the time he reached the draft board, he could barely stand on his aching feet. He received his exemption immediately, with the advice that he had better care for his feet before the condition endangered his life. 


R’ Yosef Chaim was not concerned. He made his way home peacefully, waiting to fulfill the Rebbe’s counsel. The minute he set a painful foot into his house he began to wind bandages around his feet. As he wound the gauze, he could feel the pain subsiding, the swelling easing, the itching vanishing. By the time he had completed the dressing, his feet were back to normal. (The Heavenly City, Vol. 1)

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of The Weekly Vort.

L’Maaseh

The Miracle of Tzitzits Given to Israeli Soldiers Fighting in the Gaza


Rabbi Binyomin Pruzansky tells an amazing, true story, which took place in Gaza during an operation that took place a number of years ago with the Israeli army. The fighting in Gaza was fierce, and Jews in America were looking for ways to increase the spiritual armor that protected the young soldiers in the IDF.
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Rabbi Moshe Tuvia Lieff


Many people increased their Torah learning and Tefilah for the benefit of their own ‘individual soldier’, and would say extra Tehilim on their behalf. One project that became popular in Shuls and communities throughout the United States was a campaign to supply the soldiers with Tzitzis, which is the strongest armor a Jew can wear, as it provides protection to one’s body as a Mezuzah does for a house. 
Rav Moshe Tuvia Lieff was one Rav who participated in this mission, and raised money to purchase Tzitzis for tens of thousands of Israeli soldiers who did not have their own. 

After the war Rabbi Leiff heard a story that illustrated the life-saving power of this protection. The soldiers of the Yahalom Counter Terrorist Unit were a subdivision of the IDF’s Golani Brigade. They were assigned a delicate and dangerous mission that would take them, undercover, into enemy territory to search for a certain group of terrorists. 

To do the job, they had disguised themselves in Hamas uniforms, but underneath, they wore the Tzitzis they had just received from the American Tzitzis campaign. They entered the building they needed in Gaza and began searching for the terrorists, knowing that any moment they could be discovered and killed. 

All at once, the mission went wrong. The soldiers were discovered and were being shot at by terrorists hiding in different places in the building. The soldiers returned fire, and made their way to the roof of the building, in an attempt to lose their attackers, or to at least draw them into the open, and out of their hiding places. 

As they reached the roof of the building they saw a welcome sight: an Israeli helicopter had come to save them! However, in one terrifying moment, their relief turned into panic. The helicopter was not positioning itself for a rescue, but it was getting ready to fire! 

The men suddenly realized that because of their disguises, they had become targets. With only seconds left before the helicopter would open fire, there was no time to make radio contact with the pilot, and there was no place to take cover on the roof of a building. The group’s leader screamed out to his soldiers, “Take out your Tzitzis!” 

Frantically they grabbed for their Tzitzis and began waving them in the air. When he saw this strange sight, the helicopter pilot, who literally had his finger on the trigger, held his fire. He realized that no matter what they were wearing on the outside, their Tzitzis had shown instantly who they were on the inside, and they were saved! 
Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
A Thought that Counts

I will put none of the diseases upon you which I brought on the Egyptians; I am the L-rd Who heals you (Ex. 15:26)

A "house doctor" who isn't paid according to how many visits he makes has a vested interest in keeping his patients well. Rather than curing people once they're ill, his whole aim is to keep them healthy in the first place. Similarly, G-d is our "in-house doctor" Who has given us the Torah for our spiritual health. When we follow His "prescription" by observing the commandments, it prevents all kinds of spiritual maladies. (Torat Moshe)

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshallach 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
It Once Happened

The Baal Shem Tov’s Lesson That Frustrations in Life 

Come from G-d and are Good.


It happened once that some Chasidim of the Baal Shem Tov were sitting and farbrenging together. The longer they shared their stories and insights and sang their Chasidic melodies, the stronger their desire to be with the Baal Shem Tov grew, till they impulsively decided to hire a horse and wagon and set out for the Baal Shem Tov's town of Mezhibozh.

Their own shtetl was actually quite a distance from Mezhibozh; even if they traveled non-stop for several days, there was only a small chance they might make it before Shabbat. The wagon driver was less than enthusiastic; as far as he was concerned there was no need to hurry, and in his opinion, it was simply not possible to cover that many miles before sundown on Friday. The roads were very bad, he pointed out, and there were always unexpected obstacles and delays while traveling.


But the Chasidim could not be deterred. Logical considerations could not compete with their intense longing to see their Rebbe. Without further ado they were on their way.


The wagon driver soon had the horses at a gallop, running as fast as they could under the circumstances. The roads were very narrow, wide enough for only one vehicle. They were so narrow, in fact, that if another vehicle were to appear, passing it on either side would be impossible.


As the Chasidim reached a fork in the road, at an intersection where another path joined the main thoroughfare, an elegant carriage suddenly pulled out in front of them. It was the carriage of the local poritz (landowner), and he was clearly in no hurry to go anywhere. At a leisurely pace his carriage ambled down the road, blocking all traffic. The Chasidim were now stuck behind it, reduced to a crawl.


The wagon driver gritted his teeth; even the Chasidim were becoming angry. The tiny chance they had to make it to Mezhibozh in time for Shabbat was rapidly evaporating before their eyes.


One Chasid was more upset than the others. "I can't believe it!" he complained. "After all our efforts, how can something so ridiculous spoil our plans? Just because of this slowpoke we're going to miss out on spending Shabbat with the Baal Shem Tov!"


Another Chasid, however, hastened to calm him down. "My dear brother, how can you say such a thing? Why are you worried? Have you forgotten what our master the Baal Shem Tov has taught us, that the Holy One, Blessed Be He, directly supervises every minute detail in the world, and that a leaf doesn't turn in the wind without Divine Providence? 


“Does it not state in the Torah, 'From Him no evil will descend'? Nothing bad can come from on High, and indeed, everything is for the good. Whatever G-d does is only good and for the best. The more we accustom ourselves to thinking and acting accordingly, the more we will merit to see the good that exists in everything openly revealed. How can it be that this basic principle should be forgotten when it comes to actually implementing it in our own lives? I tell you friend, this is only a trial..."


The Chasid's fervent plea entered the hearts of the others, and their impatience disappeared. Their wagon could still only proceed at a sluggish pace, but they were filled with renewed faith and confidence that the unexpected delay was for the best.


The wagon continued over the next few miles until suddenly, another potential problem appeared on the horizon. All the way up ahead, at the next intersection, they could see a group of drunken peasants waiting to pounce on the first wagon that passed by...


There was no doubt what the drunken peasants would have done to the Chasidim if they had been alone on the road, or traveling ahead of the poritz's carriage. No one would have stood up for the Jews or sought justice for them after the fact. They would have simply received the "usual" treatment drunken peasants knew so well how to mete out. The Chasidim would have been grateful to have escaped with their lives, let alone continue on their journey.


As it turned out, however, because the poritz's carriage was hogging the right of way, the hooligans simply dispersed once they saw whom it contained. By the time the Chasidim reached the intersection they had all slunk away and the danger was over.


A few minutes later the poritz's carriage turned off onto a side road, and the main thoroughfare was suddenly clear. With a crack of the whip the horses were again at a gallop, and the Chasidim made it to Mezhibozh before Shabbat - with plenty of time to spare. From here we learn that even something that doesn't appear to be good at first, may in fact be so in reality.

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
The Power of a Small Seedoor

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky
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Stephen Savitsky


Stephen Savitsky, CEO of Staff Builders, one of America’s leading home health care providers, spends quite a bit of time travelling on airplanes. It is at 35,000 feet where he has met Jews of great diversity, backgrounds, and beliefs. 
Once on a flight out of Baton Rouge toward Wichita, Kansas, he was bumped to first class. He was seated next to a large man who had a thick gold ring on his pinkie and an even thicker gold chain hanging loosely from his neck. The man was chewing an unlit cigar while immersing himself in a sports magazine.


As soon as the seat belt sign was turned off he ordered two drinks. All the while the flamboyant jet-setter was immersed in his own self, and hardly glanced at the neatly groomed executive who was sitting next to him. He surely did not notice that Steve’s head was covered during the entire flight. 

The flight attendants began serving the meal. The smell of glazed ham that was wafting from his neighbor’s tray made it difficult for Steve to eat his kosher food. It was only after the meals were cleared and the trays removed did Mr. Savitsky take out a small siddur (prayer book) to say Grace After Meals.


All of a sudden, a pair of eyes transfixed on the siddur. “Hey, my friend!” exclaimed the man. Steve heard a Brooklyn accent cowering underneath the Southern drawl, “is that a seedoor?” 

Steve nodded, “sure. Do you want to look at it?” “Look?” shouted the stranger. “I want to use it! Do you know how many years it has been since I saw a seedoor? Give it to me please!” 

The man grabbed it, kissed it, then he stood up in his seat and began to shake and shout with fervor! “Borucho es Adon. ” The entire first class section just turned around and stared in shock. For the next ten minutes the man stood and shook wildly as he recited the maariv prayer – word for word – without care and concern for anyone who was watching.


For those ten minutes, he left Louisiana way below, as he ascended to the heavens with the world of his childhood. With a mixture of great pride and a bit of embarrassment, Steve watched. When the man finished praying, Steve presented the small siddur that evoked Jewish memories over the Delta as a memento to the former yeshiva boy.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah Teasers

Let Zeidie Tell You a Story… 
When Stumbling at the Amud Can be a Great Mitzvah


The Alter of Slabodka fumbles the Davening one day just before Mincha the Alter of Slabodka ran into Shul and without missing a beat or stopping for a moment he ran straight for the Amud to be Chazan. 

This really shocking scene was followed by an even more peculiar one. As he started saying Kaddish he stuttered and swallowed and fumbled and jumbled the words. 

After davening, everyone tried to figure out what exactly that was all about. Slowly the story was pieced together and the tzidkus of the Alter was revealed. A gentleman in the town became an Aveil (mourner) and due to his poor reading skills when he went to the amud he read the words with great difficulty and was terribly embarrassed. 

The Alter showed him that even he, the great Rebbi can have trouble before the Amud sometimes due to nervousness. In this way the Alter embarrassed himself to alleviate the pain of another. (Rav Chaim Zaitchek - HaMi'oros HaGedolim)

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah Teasers

The Steipler Gaon and His Mission to Deliver a Letter


In his youth, the Steipler Gaon zt'l lived in Hornsteipel, and studied in the Novardok Yeshiva. Once, when he was home, someone said to him, "Could you bring a letter to my son who also learns in Novardok?" 

The Steipler Gaon readily agreed. But World War One broke out, and the Steipler didn’t return to the yeshiva. He held on to the letter though, hoping that one day he could complete his shlichus. 

It took about eight years, but he finally met the person to whom the letter was intended, and he gave him the still sealed letter. The receiver was overjoyed to receive the letter. He read it with awe because it was from his father, who wasn't alive anymore. 

The letter said, "My dear son: How are you? Please remember and don’t forget to bring the salted herring with you when you come home."


The Steipler would often repeat this story. We can learn from it the Steipler's zeal to help his fellow man. He kept this sealed letter, for eight years, until he was able to give it to its rightful owner. 

This story is also a reminder to be careful with our time. We should fill our days with Torah and mitzvos and good deeds. Otherwise, the years pass and we may have nothing to show for them beyond salted herring.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

Trust Solely on Hashem


Moshe studied Torah, amidst poverty, for many years. When his oldest daughter became a kallah, he needed a large sum of money, far beyond his budget. He discussed the matter with his rebbe, who advised him to travel to America and collect money. 

"I never did anything like that before," Moshe said. "I have no idea how to begin." 

"Traveling to chutz le'aretz is only hishtadlus. Hashem will help you." 
Moshe made reservations and bought a ticket to New York. Upon arrival he went into a beis medresh. Someone came over to him, gave him shalom aleichem, and asked him about the purpose of his visit.


Moshe told him that his daughter is engaged, and he came to cover the expenses. 

"How much do you need?" 

Moshe told him. 

"Where are you staying?" 

"I don’t have a place yet. I just arrived." 

"Then you can be my guest," 

The next day, the host gave Moshe the entire amount of money he sought to raise. Moshe was stunned. He assumed that he’d be in New York for weeks, and in just two days he had all the money he needed.


The following year, his second child was engaged. This time Moshe wasn't worried. He knew exactly where to go. He bought a ticket to New York, and went directly to the home where he stayed last year. 

This time, all he received was a check for eighteen dollars. He was shocked. The man explained, "When you were here last year, someone in my family was ill. I was praying for a yeshuah. In desperation, I decided to help the next meshulach I met with all his needs, down to the last penny. I prayed that the mitzvah of tzedakah should be a merit for my family member for a refuah sheleimah. 


“You were the first person I met after I made that decision, and that's why I gave you the entire amount. But generally, I don’t give that amount of money. I give everyone eighteen dollars, and that is also far beyond my abilities." 


By the first shidduch, Moshe trusted in Hashem, and Hashem helped him miraculously. By the second shidduch, Moshe relied on his abilities and his connections, and that is why he failed. Because when one trusts in Hashem, Hashem helps him. 


David Friedman (not his real name) from Eretz Yisrael used to be wealthy. He ran a gemach (free loans) with his own money. A few years ago, the stock market took a global decline, and he lost most of his money. But he wanted his gemach to continue to flourish, so he traveled to America to collect funds for his gemach. 


Once, he and his partner passed a very large and ostentatious house. His partner told him, "The person who lives here is a baal tzedakah, but he doesn’t give money to people like you and me. He only sees people by appointment, and only roshei yeshiva, Chassidic Rebbes, or leaders of large organizations. It’s a waste of time to even try." 


"Let's try anyway," David Friedman said. "It will be our hishtadlus." 


David Friedman walked up the path, through the elegant garden to the front door, and his partner reluctantly walked beside him. A butler opened the door. "Please tell the man of the house that David Friedman is here to speak with him." 
When the butler heard the name David Friedman, he immediately let them in, and brought them to the study. The baal tzedakah eagerly came downstairs to speak with David Friedman, but it didn’t take long before he realized that he was expecting another David Friedman. 


The David Friedman he was waiting for was a wealthy contractor. They had made up to meet tonight to discuss the building plans of a project in Manhattan. He said, "Since you are already in my home, tell me why you came." 


David Friedman said, "I also used to be wealthy, but I lost the money… Now I am here to expand the gemach…" The wealthy man gave him $150,000. David Friedman did his hishtadlus and Hashem helped him in a marvelous way.
Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

Mr. Matan B’Sasar…. 

A Jew in Hiding

By Rabbi Gavriel Horan
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Rabbi Gavriel Horan


My father was born in 1941 in Presov, Slovakia, in the middle of the war. He remembers spending nights sleeping in the basement on top of potatoes, while the Russians and Americans took turns bombing the village. For him it was great fun. During the war, he and his mother stayed with a gentile family who passed them off as relatives. 

My father was three years old and it was too dangerous to tell him that he was Jewish. His mother dressed him like a girl so that no one would check to see if he was circumcised. They called him Lassie. 

One time some soldiers passing through the town thought he was so cute that they decided to take him on a picnic. His mother paced in panic the entire time he was gone. During the war, my father would call people "dirty Jews." He had no idea what a Jew was; all he knew was that they were disgusting and that he hated them, an attitude that he absorbed from his neighbors.


One time he told his mother that when he grew up he would become a pilot so that he could bomb all the Jews. It must have pained her greatly to hear her son speak like that but she was too afraid to tell him the truth. After the war, my father moved to New York, with his parents and maternal grandparents.


They were finally safe to be Jews again, and they sent my father, now seven years old, to a yeshiva day school in Manhattan. The only problem was that they still didn't tell him that he was Jewish! It never occurred to them that he needed to be told. His name went from Ladislav to Lassie during the war, and now in America it became Leslie, which nobody realized was also a girls' name. In yeshiva, he was called Shlomo. 

His last name also changed from the Jewish sounding Berggruen to the Czech equivalent, Horan, in an effort to be less conspicuous lest another holocaust arise again someday in the future.


At home, his parents had abandoned almost all of their Jewish practice, so when he arrived in a yeshiva he had no idea what was going on. Making matters worse, he didn't understand very much English. Since everything in America was so new to him, he never realized that it was a Jewish school or that he was a "dirty Jew." 

He figured that the new customs he observed were American customs. One day at show and tell, he told the class that he was going to have his first piano lesson on Saturday. Afterwards, one of the students approached him, asking, "Shlomo, are you Jewish?" 

My father stood there in silence. 

"Well don't you know that Jews don't take piano lessons on Shabbos?" 

In an instant, it hit him like a brick wall. He was a Jew. Suddenly everything made sense. He felt disgusted, embarrassed, and angry. He wanted to crawl away in shame. He was the very thing that he had grown up hating. He decided that the first chance he got he would leave the yeshiva and throw away his yarmulke forever. 

I grew up indifferent towards Judaism. My father used to tell us how closed minded Jews were. He explained to us that the Jews of today were the stubborn ones who didn't catch on to Christianity when it was first started. Because Jews were so different than everyone else and had such weird laws, everyone always tried to kill them.


These ideas instilled in me a desire to distance myself from Judaism as much as possible, although it wasn't hard to do so considering that our Judaism didn't go farther than lighting the menorah and occasionally making a Passover Seder, both my mother's doing.


When I came of age and started searching for spirituality, Judaism was the last on my list. I started to travel the world and stopped telling people that I was Jewish altogether. Judaism showed me that it was no coincidence that I felt somehow special and different all my life. I discovered that as a Jew, I possessed a divine soul, a piece of G-dliness itself. 

I had inherited a spiritual mission from my ancient forebears and possessed the power to change the world. When I told my father that I had started getting into Judaism, he was not happy. Although he tried to respect my choices and was even open to read the occasional recommended book, he would still lose his temper at me from time to time. 

"I hate the thought of my son becoming one of them!" he'd yell. "What do you gain out of following a bunch of archaic rules?" He only saw the dark suit and glasses; he failed to see the blue and red costume hidden beneath the surface. I was flying above the clouds, but he was stuck in the preconceived notions of the past. 
Who can blame him? As time passed, he softened up a bit. When my sister graduated college, she wanted to travel the world in my footsteps. She decided to start her world tour by visiting me in Israel. 

My father was furious. "Not you too!" He told her that she could stay in Israel for two weeks total, but no more. He was happy to let her travel the world indefinitely, but he refused to let her stay in Israel for too long. He claimed to be afraid of Arab terrorism, but I think he was really afraid of Judaism; he subconsciously feared that it might kindle a spark inside her as it did for me. 

His concern was not in vain. Not one week off the plane, and something started to churn inside her, something she had never felt before. She broke down crying on her first Shabbat, after we left a meal. 

"I want to know who I am," she cried. "I want to study what life is all about." 

Nonetheless she was afraid to change her lifestyle for a world that seemed totally foreign and different. As she was crying to me on a park bench, the daughters of the family with whom we had just eaten came outside and started dancing around giggling. They ranged from ages two to seven and were adorable. 
As the little girls climbed all over us in laughter, my sister eventually let her guard down. Judaism no longer looked scary to her; it was human and alive. She wanted to become a part of the Jewish chain of continuity. 

Today we are both married with children, and my father can no longer deny the fact that Judaism was the right choice for us, emphasis on us. The truth is that he really is happy for us. 

Just before my sister's wedding I asked my father if he had nachas from his children while he was playing with my six month old son - his first grandchild. 
"What does nachas mean?" he asked. 

"Nachas is the feeling that you get when you look at your children and you feel that you have succeeded in raising mature, responsible adults. It's the sense of pride and joy that comes from knowing that you have passed on everything that you have learned to the next generation. Nachas is a deep sigh of relief and contentment. Do you have nachas, Dad?" 

I asked again. 

My father didn't answer. He didn't have to. The smile on his face and the tears welling up in his eyes said enough.
Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah Teasers.

Thoughts that Count


And Israel saw the great power which the L-rd had shown on the Egyptians...and they believed in G-d (Ex. 14:31)


Even though the Jewish people had witnessed many wonders and miracles firsthand they still needed to have faith in G-d. For faith is on a higher level than sight; indeed, it enables a person to see more than the physical eye can ever observe. (Chidushei HaRim)



And they believed in G-d (Ex. 14:31)


The Hebrew word for faith, emuna, has a dual meaning. Etymologically, it is related to the word meaning to train or accustom oneself, and also to the word for power and strength. However, these two meanings are interrelated. In the merit of emuna, i.e., by virtue of the strength and certitude of the G-dly soul, a Jew is able to overcome the downward pull of the animal soul and ascend from one spiritual level to the next, till he merits the very highest revelations of G-dliness. Indeed, the Jewish people merited to sing the "Song of the Sea" solely because of their emuna.

(Sefer HaMaamarim 5680)

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshallach 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
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