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The Grandfather

Of the Chatan

By David Bibi


Rabbi Abittan [zt”l] often marveled at the miracle of observant Jews and scholars coming from the Soviet Union. Lenin and Stalin and their cohorts tried for seventy years to eradicate Judaism and any vestige of it from the lives of Jewish Russians, yet against all odds they safeguarded their “pintele Yid”, their Jewish flame until they were given the opportunity again to let it burn brightly. 


[The following is] an amazing story I heard from Rabbi Duvi BenSoussan, a Moroccan rabbi in the community whose father like Rabbi Abittan was one of the boys brought by Rabbi Kalmanowitz, Isaac Shalom and my great Uncle Dave Bibi to the Mirrer Yeshiva in America through Otzar HaTorah 


The Rabbi related the tale of a Chabad Rabbi he knew in Short Hills, New Jersey. Some years back the rabbi was able to mekarev or bring back to Judaism a young man. A few years later he was able to do the same for a young girl from the same area. 


The rabbi explained that these two became part of his ever-expanding and extended family. He was over whelmed with joy when the two decided to marry and assisted in arranging their wedding. He wanted it to be the most joyous wedding in Short Hills. 


There were about 100 guests from the two small families; most of them with little connection to religion. The rabbi hoped that when the bride and groom would come into the hall, everyone in the room would dance with them. He went from table to table encouraging all the people and getting their commitments. 


When the dancing began he felt joy that everyone in the room was dancing, but then he said he saw one elderly man sitting at a table alone. He walked over to the man, put out his hands and asked the man to join him for a dance. The man said he would love to but he was just into much pain and it was impossible for him to get up. 


The rabbi asked him if he could help and the man explained that earlier that day he underwent a circumcision. The rabbi looked at him and asked if seeing the rabbi’s beard, the man was making fun of him. But the man said it all seriousness, “no, I did it this morning. There was the mohel, there was a sandak who stood behind me and it was all done kosher”. 


The rabbi asked, "But how old are you?"


The man said that he was 92 years old. And the rabbi asked, “Why now?” The man explained that the groom was his grandson and a couple of months earlier his grandson had come to him with the news that he would be getting married, that he was so proud that he was getting married to a religious girl and he had become religious himself. 


At the same time he apologized to his grandfather and said to him that although he would love him to be at the wedding there was one place in the wedding that his grandfather couldn’t join them and that was under the chupah, because under the canopy was the presence of Hashem and as his grandfather wasn't circumcised he didn't want his grandfather standing there. 


The grandfather said, “I love my grandson more than anything in the world and so I decided in his honor I would do this. And so today I had my own Brit Milah. And I was overjoyed this evening as they carried me and helped me under the chupa where I sat and shared in the ceremony of the marriage of my grandson”. 
“But Rabbi, the old man continued, “I am in terrible pain and I can hardly move”. The Rabbi had never felt so moved in his life and reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out an envelope. On the envelope was written, Lubavitcher Rebbe 1991 The rabbi explained that this was the last dollar he had received from the Rebbe [of Lubavitch – Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schnerson, zt”l] and with this dollar the Rebbe blessed him with health and since that day the Rabbi had never been sick. He wanted to give the dollar as a gift to the grandfather in hopes that it would help with his complete recovery. 


The old man looked at the envelope held it in his two hands and started to cry. The rabbi fearing had done something wrong asked the old man if he was OK. 
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The Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt’l giving out dollar bills on Sundays


The grandfather told the Rabbi to sit down. Now Rabbi let me tell you a story. I came to this country 51 years ago. Because of Soviet law, I knew next to nothing about Judaism. A friend of mine told me on my second day in America that to begin life anew I should get a blessing from the Rebbe. He took me to Eastern Parkway on a cold Sunday morning where we stood in line for hours and it reminded me of the lines in Russia. 


“When I finally got to meet the Rebbe , I looked at his piercing blue eyes, his long white beard and he looked at me handing me the dollar and then suddenly pulling it back. I wondered what happened. And then he asked me in Russian, Did I have a Brit Milah”? 


“Embarrassed I looked at him and said no. He handed me the dollar and blessed me that I should have my Brit telling me on the day I would be circumcised he would give me another dollar.” 


And as he completed the story, the old man cried even more. The Rabbi asked, “but this is really miraculous, why are you so sad still?” 


And the man looked up, tears still pouring down his cheeks and said, “Holding this dollar, I realize now that had I been circumcised when the Rebbe first told me to 50 years ago how different my life would be. I am so happy to see what has become of my grandson, but sitting here now for the first time in my life I wonder what could have become of me?” 

Reprinted from the Tesaveh-Zachor-Purim 5777 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

Story #1005

Queen Esther of Jerusalem

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com


During the years when England was given the mandate to administrate the Holy Land (1920-1948), the suites of offices from which they governed were in Jerusalem, in the luxurious King David Hotel.


One week, a wave of nervous excitement permeated the offices. An important high-ranking official from the Foreign Office was due to arrive from London on an inspection tour, and all the employees were expending great effort in preparation for the diplomat's visit.


One of them was Esther-Frumet Koenig, a young Jewish woman who served as the chief secretary in the department of the British High Commissioner of "Palestine." 

Her parents, Rabbi Shmuel-Yaakov and Gittel Weinberg, were born in Russia, but after the Communist Revolution emigrated from that country at their earliest opportunity. Although they had been enchanted with the idea of joining the burgeoning Jewish settlement in the Holy Land, in the end they decided to move to England.


One of the main factors in their decision was a concern for their precocious young daughter's general education. Childhood testing within the British educational system had confirmed that Esther-Frumet had great intelligence and abilities. Different schools with solid reputations for excellence offered the parents full scholarships if they would enroll Esther-Frumet in their institution.


Rabbi Weinberg realized that to pursue that stream would seriously endanger if not destroy the possibility for his daughter to receive a full and undefiled Jewish education, a goal which he had always considered to be crucial. The family abruptly decided to make aliyah to Israel and to live in Jerusalem.
The Weinbergs established residence in Givat Shaul, which at that time was one of Jerusalem's newer neighborhoods where many recent immigrants lived. Esther-Frumet was eleven years old when they arrived in Israel. 

After a few years a serious problem arose for them. The Arab men of the nearby village of Nifta were heard speaking about a plan to kidnap the prettier Anglo-Jewish girls of Givat Shaul and force them into marriage and conversion to Islam.


Rabbi Weinberg realized that the only guaranteed way to protect Esther-Frumet, who was then a young teenager, was to arrange for her to get married immediately. Very soon after that Esther-Frumet willingly married Eliezer Mordechai Koenig, a young man a decade older than her.


Esther-Frumet spoke and wrote English at a near fluency level. She was also skilled and exceptionally smart. It is no wonder that she easily landed a job in the department of the High Commissioner, where she quickly rose to a position of prominence.



One of her assignments was to accompany the commissioner to his official meetings. She would bring with her a large stenography machine and on it type accurately the content of all the statements and discussions. The participants learned that they could rely on her completely.


Her position was powerful. All the correspondence sent to the High Commissioner passed first through her hands. Whenever a letter from London would purport to enact an oppressive measure against the Jews of the land, she would make every effort to cancel it and send a brief response in the governor's name, giving the impression that the purpose of the letter had been attended to properly. She well knew that such deeds were endangering her job, but her concern for her people was greater than her worries for herself.


One example was when a series of letters arrived urging that Sunday be legally established as the official Sabbath day off from work, also in the land of Israel. Esther-Frumet shredded every one of these letters, thereby preventing the topic from even arriving for discussion in the government departments.


Eventually her activities "somehow" became known to the Jews of Jerusalem and a few began referring to her as "Queen Esther." The honorary nickname quickly stuck and became known in other Jewish population centers as well.


On Monday, July 22, 1946, a woman member of Etzel ("Irgun") telephoned the King David Hotel, warning that they had infiltrated the hotel and concealed in it a massive amount of explosives, and therefore it was imperative to evacuate everyone.


Whoever had answered the phone did not take the warning seriously, either believing it to be a prank call or that the ragged Jewish resistance movement was not capable of such a sophisticated operation. As a result, the warning never circulated, despite two follow-up phone calls.


Twenty-five minutes after the first warning, at 12:37pm, a tremendous explosion destroyed a major portion of the hotel, especially the southern wing where the British offices and suites were located. The final death toll was 91, plus 46 more injured. 
For more on this historic event, see the Etzel website.
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Photo of the King David Hotel on August 6, 1946 after the bombing of the British offices (See the right side to see the deadly damage)


Esther's family was terrified that she had been caught in the explosion and G-d forbid killed.


A short time later the door opened and Esther strolled in. She explained that at work an important parcel needed to be delivered to the post office. The simple Arab employee whose job was to take care of such menial tasks had not come in that day, and Esther had unhesitatingly volunteered to take it in his stead. The explosion occurred mere minutes after she had left. Her humbleness and her generous caring nature had saved her life. 



Like the rest of the workers in her office, Esther had been involved in the preparations for the visit of the British official and the delegation that accompanied him. At last, the day arrived. The office was sparkling clean and neat, with everything in its place for the anticipated inspection. The employees waited with baited breath for the arrival of their distinguished guests.


When the diplomat finally arrived all the staff was gathered to greet him. In response he announced that he wanted to express his appreciation for their exceptionally dedicated work in preparation for this day and he would do so by presenting each and every woman in the room a special gift. Then he began to circulate around the room giving each woman a valuable gold necklace with a pendant-a dangling cross!


The women were deeply moved by his attention and generosity. Each in turn formally bowed to him, including the Jewish women among them, and accepted the gift with expressions of gratitude.


The sole exception was Esther. When the honored dignitary extended one of the necklaces to her, she thanked him gracefully for his good intentions, and then said, "I apologize, but I cannot accept your generous gift, because I am a Jew."


The dignitary was perplexed for a moment, but then he apologized and continued to the next woman.


Everyone in the room felt confused by what had just happened, and the other Jewish women among the female staff were upset with Esther as well. Afterwards, they reprimanded her for being so demonstrative in her refusal. 

"Don't you know that such behavior can arouse even more hatred against the Jews?" they scolded. "If you didn't want it, you should just have taken it and later on you could have sold it." 

(Not true. Jewish law also forbids benefitting from objects of worship in other religions-y.t.)

Esther did not bother to respond. She was confident that absolutely she had done the right thing.


The next day there was a surprise notification that the British dignitary would once again visit their department. They couldn't imagine why, but the mystery was quickly solved. As soon as the man entered the room, he walked directly over to Esther and, much to her amazement and everyone else's too, said that he wanted her to have a gift from him too. He presented her again with a gold necklace, identical to the others, but the pendant on this one was a Jewish star. 

Some of the other Jewish women workers gathered their nerve, approached the official and said; "We too are Jewish." 

The gentile British official looked at them with a steady gaze and replied, "This was given to someone who is Jewish at every instance."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Translated and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from an excerpt in the Hebrew weekly Sichat Hashavua (#1376) from the book Derek L'Kotel ("On the Way to the Western/Wailing Wall") by Leah Weg, granddaughter of Esther-Frumet Koenig. 
Connections: 1) Purim-"Queen Esther"; 2) Weekly Reading: Golden garments and ornaments of the High Priest.

Reprinted from KabbalaONline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.

Beauty Queen Returns

To Torah Observance

By Mordechai Sones


Mor Maman [former Miss Israel in 2014], only 21 years old, decided to take advantage of International Women's Day and, in a personal and moving post on her Instagram page, shared her process of return and connection to the Creator.


"Madly in love with the Creator, King of Kings. There is no day, minute, or second that I do not thank Him and tell Him how much I love Him," wrote Maman in her post. "He keeps and protects me, He has accompanied me for the six months of my return journey, He lets me understand what being a good person is and what it means to love the L-rd your G-d with all your heart.


"He sends messengers and good souls that help me and give me good advice. He opens doors for me in business and in my personal life and He fills me with joy that never ends. Smile, you are children of the King of Kings, the Holy One. Blessed is He Who made me a woman, Happy Woman's Day.


"I keep Shabbat and go three times weekly to Torah classes and the synagogue. I am now in Brazil and I'm not in a swimsuit or uploading photos in a swimsuit. Although I was secular, I've always had an affinity for religion. I started to become more religious because I felt I had everything in this life and yet I have nothing.


“I feel authentic happiness that is not dependent on anything. I have signed a partnership with an American cosmetics firm. We have 20 offices in 11 American states and these days we are also expanding to Brazil and other countries. Being there makes me feel good, because actually Torah teaches you to be a better person".

Reprinted from the March 9, 2017 email of Arutz Sheva.
Joke for the Week


A Rabbi once did a workshop for his community on midos tovos and the need to forgive their enemies despite all. After a long drasha, he asked if they felt it in them to really forgive their enemies. One by one the participants agreed to forgive.


All, except Yankele.


"Yankele, you insist on bearing grudges and taking revenge?"


"No, but I don't have any enemies to forgive."


"Yankele, that is impossible. How old are you?"


"Ninety seven."


"Yankele, that is incredible! But tell me in all honesty, how can a man live to be ninety-seven, and have no enemies at all?"


"Easy, I simply outlived them all."

Reprinted from the Parashat Tetzaveh 5777 email of Mayan Yisroel.

The Bishop and

The Simple Yid


There were eras in history (especially during the era of the rishonim) when the gentiles would require Jewish scholars to participate in religious debates. Each participant was obligated to prove the validity of his religion and to disprove the other religion. 

The gentile's evil intention was to prove the veracity of their religion, and thereby demand of the Jews to convert, chalilah. There was one bishop who was involved in this practice for a long time, but he wasn't succeeding. Frustrated, he said, "I want to make one more debate. If I win, all the Jews must either convert or be burnt. If the Jews win, I will be thrown into the furnace."


The Jewish community was frightened, and realized that only Hashem could help them. They gathered in the shul and prayed and prayed. No one had the courage to represent the Jewish community in the debate. Only one, very simple Yid said, "I will debate the bishop, and Hashem will help." 

He was very simple, he could hardly read and write, but he was the only person willing to take on the challenge, so he was sent to the debate. Many people came to watch, Jew and gentile alike. The Jews had the right to ask the first question. The simple Yid asked, "What does “aini yodeah” mean?" 

"I don’t know." 

The panel of judges heard that the bishop doesn’t know, so they immediately picked him up and threw him into the furnace and like in the times of the Purim miracle, the Yidden rejoiced and celebrated their salvation. 

Later they asked the simple Yid, "How did you think of this clever plan?" 
The Yid answered, "I have a Chumash with a Yiddish translation. When Rashi writes, aini yodeah, the Yiddish translation is, "I don’t know." So I figured that if even the translator of Rashi doesn’t know the meaning of these words, the bishop certainly wouldn’t." 

The Chozeh of Lublin zy"a used to tell this story to show how our emunah is not based on knowledge. Sometimes we don’t know and we don’t understand, yet we still believe. But as the Chasam Sofer taught, often, in retrospect we can understand as well.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Twersky.

The Baal Shem Tov

And the Power of Joy


The Zohar teaches that the way a person conducts himself in this world determines how he is dealt with Above. In the words of the Zohar, "If a person down here shows a luminous face, in the same way a luminous Face shines upon him from Above.” (Zohar, vol. 2, 184B) 


One Motzaei Yom Kippur, the Baal Shem Tov went out with his chassidim to say Kiddush Levana, but the moon was covered by clouds. Returning to his room, the Baal Shem Tov immersed himself in davening and tearfully pleaded that the moon be revealed – but the clouds did not part. 


The chassidim, waiting outside for their Rebbe, broke out in joyful dancing, thanking HaShem for the Yom Kippur they had properly spent. The Baal Shem Tov drawn by their simcha, joined them. The clouds suddenly moved aside, the moon came out and with great ecstasy, the chassidim recited Kiddush Levana. 
Regarding this episode, the Baal Shem Tov would say, "What I could not bring about with my tefilos and yichudim, the chassidim were able to accomplish with the power of simcha.” (Sippurei Chasidim Zevin Torah, pg. 115) 


Sweetening with Simcha Crossing over a bridge in Danzig, the holy tzaddik Reb Simcha Bunim of Pshis'cha saw a man floundering in the waters below. Seeing no way of saving the Yid, he called out to him, “Send regards to the Livyasan!" At that moment HaShem came to the man's aid: he managed to catch on to a plank and save himself.


Reb Simcha Bunim later explained that due to the man's broken spirit, he could not be helped. “But when I made that humorous comment he was slightly gladdened, he was able to save himself with the power of his simcha.” (Sicha Sarfei Kodesh Inyanei Simcha, letter 9) 


The holy tzaddik Reb Elimelech of Lyzhansk would often undertake harsh siggufim (self-inflicted suffering) as a kapara (atonement), such as rolling in the snow without warm clothes. On one such night, Reb Elimelech did not notice a nail sticking out of a board that was covered in snow. As he rolled over it, it pierced his hand. When he arrived home, his relatives excitedly gave their advice on how to stop the bleeding. 


Reb Elimelech's daughter, overhearing snippets of the lively conversation, thought they were discussing a hole in the wall and called out, "What's the big deal? Take some straw and stuff it up!" 


Hearing this, everyone laughed, and suddenly Reb Elimelech stopped bleeding. With this distraction taken care of he returned to his avoda. He later explained that an unfavorable decree had been issued Above, but through the simcha his daughter had caused, simcha was aroused Above, and this nullified the decree. (Sippurim Lmaasei, vol. 1) 


Walking around the marketplace, the amora Rav Broka asked Eliyahu HaNavi if anyone who was there was deserving of Olam HaBa. Eliyahu HaNavi answered in the negative. Soon two brothers appeared on the scene. Eliyahu HaNavi said, "These men will merit Olam HaBa,” and went on his way. 


Curious, Rav Broka approached the strangers and asked them, "What do you do?” Their answer was simple: "We're just a couple of lively guys. We cheer up folks who are sad. And if we see two people arguing angrily we joke around with them until they give up quarreling.” (Taanit, 22A) 


At a farbrengen the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe once quoted a derush-vort of Reb Shimon of Yerislav, a talmid of the Chozeh of Lublin, which states that when when Moshiach comes the goyim will express their surprise as to why the Jewish people merited such great miracles. The Jewish people will tell them: It was in the merit of our simcha. 


The Rebbe concluded that Yidden should rejoice out of trust that HaShem will bring Moshiach soon. This will then urge HaShem to do so. (Torat Menachem, vol. 15, pg. 51) (reprinted and adapted from Lma’an Yishme’u)

Reprinted from the Parshat Ki Sisa 5776 edition of JEWISH LIVING – the Cardo of Chabad.
It Once Happened

Sending Regards from

The Baal Shem Tov


Reb Mendel had just visited the Baal Shem Tov, and had stopped in the town of Zolochov. His visit was no accident, though, for he had been asked by the Baal Shem Tov to pass through the town and convey his warm regards to Reb Michel, the water carrier of the town. Reb Mendel was honored to perform this favor for the Besht, and was himself very anxious to meet this man who was most certainly one of the hidden saints and mystics--members of the Baal Shem Tov's circle of followers.

He entered the town and immediately stopped one of the residents and asked for directions to the home of Reb Michel. Following along the main road, he turned and turned again through the winding alleys until he had left the more prosperous looking streets, and found himself in the poorest section of the town. Here the houses were no more than toppling huts which barely could withstand the elements. Reb Mendel again inquired after the water carrier, and was directed to one shack which stood amongst this sad lot.


He approached the door and knocked, and a women appeared at the door. Reb Mendel lost no time in relaying the message: "I have come to give regards to your husband from the Baal Shem Tov from whom I have just come."


A bright smile flashed across the woman's features, and she replied, "My husband is not at home right now, but I expect him to return shortly. If you wish, please come in and sit down." Reb Mendel carefully entered the dark recesses of the hut and located a shaky chair on which he lightly perched.


As his eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, he was able to make out his surroundings. The shabbiness and poverty of the dwelling were all too apparent. The wooden walls were peeling and split and many of the window panes were cracked. The furniture was sparse and what there was was literally on its last leg. Small children, unaware of their ragged appearance, scurried happily about playing their games, occasionally casting a furtive smile at their guest.


He had no more time to study the room because in walked his host, Reb Michel, exclaiming with joy, "Sholom Aleichem! How happy I am to receive greetings from the Baal Shem Tov! My wife, you must prepare a festive meal in honor of our esteemed guest. Why, it's quite an occasion when we receive regards from the Tzadik."


His wife hurried to a corner of the room and prepared a modest repast while the two men chatted about the situation in the court of the Baal Shem Tov. Finally she reappeared with two small plates, each one bearing a small portion of fish and a slice of bread. Reb Mendel made the blessing on the bread and ate together with his host, and soon, the woman returned with steaming cups of tea. She offered Reb Mendel a sugar cube to sweeten the beverage, and he was about to slip it between his teeth, as was the custom, when he heard the children whispering: "Surely he will save some of the sugar for us. After all, it's bad manners to eat up everything. And won't that sugar be a great treat!"


Reb Mendel put down the sugar and sat without drinking, seemingly absorbed in his own thoughts. "What is wrong, my dear friend? Why don't you drink?" asked Reb Michel with great concern.


"Forgive me, but I cannot help feeling great pity for you and you family. How difficult it must be to have to endure such terrible poverty," Reb Mendel replied.


"Before you reach that conclusion, please let me explain our situation to you using a parable. Once, there was a rich man who planned a wedding for his only daughter. It was to be the most sumptuous and elegant occasion which the town had seen in years. All of the townspeople were invited, and the town's paupers, especially, were counting the days until the great feast would be served. Finally the great day of celebration arrived, and the town's poor gathered in huge numbers to enjoy themselves at the celebration.


"Suddenly, just as the bride was being led to the chupa she collapsed in a faint. The panic-stricken family surrounded the girl and tried to bring her to. The town's doctors were summoned to help, but alas, no one could revive her. The shaken wedding guests were at a loss for what to do and they began to leave in small groups. 


“Only the paupers, who had anticipated the wedding with such longing sat down to partake of the feast. The tragedy of their host did not dampen their spirit, 'After all,' they said, 'the food is all prepared; why shouldn't we enjoy ourselves and eat it?' One of the paupers, though was a more sensitive soul, and he couldn't bring himself to even look at the food, so deeply did he identify with his host's pain."


"My wife and I, you see, are like the sensitive pauper in the story. And the wedding is meant to represent the Bais Hamikdash, the Holy Temple where the guests, that is, the Jewish people used to gather to rejoice with their host, the Holy One, Blessed Be He. We, the sensitive guest, are so anguished by G-d's tragedy, the destruction of the Holy Temple, that we cannot bring ourselves to enjoy the offerings of this world. 


“So, my friend, we refrain from feasting at our host's table, knowing how much He is suffering because of the pain of His children in the long and bitter exile. In this world we make do with the minimum, but we are waiting to rejoice together with Him in the Eternal Holy Temple."

Reprinted from Issue #204 of L’Chaim Weekly (Parshat Ki Sisa 5752/1992)

Thoughts that Count

This shall they give, every one that passes among those who are numbered (Ex. 30:13)

The commentator Rashi explains: G-d showed Moses a coin of fire and said, "Like this shall they give," to teach us that when a person gives charity he should do it with fiery enthusiasm. (Sefer HaDarush)

G-d showed Moses a "coin of fire" to show the similarity that exists between money and the phenomenon of fire. Fire is a vital element without which the world could not survive, but it is also capable of great destruction. So, too, are the characteristics of wealth. When a person utilizes his money in the proper way, it brings great benefit to many, but when it is used improperly terrible damage may be inflicted.

And they shall give--venatnu--every man, a ransom for his soul to G-d (Ex. 30:12)


The Hebrew word "venatnu" (they shall give), spelled vav, nun, tav, nun, vav, is read the same from left to right or right to left. This teaches us that when a person gives charity, he should not worry that he will suffer any lack, for the goodness he sows will be returned to him as in return.

Reprinted from Issue #204 of L’Chaim Weekly (Parshat Ki Sisa 5752/1992)
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