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The Visiting Rabbi and

The President of France

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


This story occurred less than ten years ago when Rabbi Mordechi Eliyahu, one of the Chief Rabbis of Israel received an official invitation from the President of France Jacque Chirac to visit his country.


Chirac was known as a hard line, pro-Arab leader that was constantly pushing Israel to cede territories to the Palestinians thus bringing French-Israeli relations to an all time low.


Rabbi Eliahu, on the other hand, was a very outspoken individual with little patience for the formalities that are the essence of French culture. So the members of the Israeli embassy there was understandably very tense and apprehensive that the Rabbi might say or do something that would make things even worse than they were.


But as soon as the Rabbi arrived they calmed down. His outgoing and friendly demeanor put everyone at ease and it was obvious that the meeting would be nothing other than formalities and smiles.


But they were wrong. For instance, at the first leg of the visit at the official tour of the French National Museum the Rabbi demonstrated what seemed to be a shameful ignorance and insensitivity to French heritage.


When he was shown the throne of Napoleon he asked if it was for sale, if so, for how much and how long ago did Napoleon live. Then when shown one of the rooms of King Louis the Fourteenth he asked if this King was a moral person which caused everyone to blush and even laugh behind the Rabbi’s back.


The tour guide explained that the chair of Napoleon was of great historical and national importance and was certainly not for sale and regarding King Louis; although he was not known to be a particularly moral person but nevertheless France is proud of him as part of their heritage.


Afterwards they returned to the office of Chirac for an official ceremony where, after many introductions and formalities, Rabbi Eliahu was invited to say a few words that would be simultaneously translated into French.


Rabbi Eliahu began by describing in detail his tour of the museum and his questions that caused everyone to laugh.


At this point the Rabbi’s wife noticed that the translator was not paying attention to every word her husband was saying and, realizing that her husband was making some sort of point, requested that the chief Rabbi of France, who was also present, should take over the task.


Rabbi Eliahu continued, “In my visit to the Museum I learned that the chair of Napoleon was not for sale because of its historical importance and that King Louis, although not a man of pure character is nevertheless revered and honored as a French hero.


“I noticed that you expected me to honor these men also and were surprised when I did not do so although I am not French and do not even live in France.


“If so, my dear friends, I ask the same thing from you: We Jews also have our founders: Abraham, Isaac, Jacob but not of two or three hundred years ago and of questionable character like yours but of three and four thousand years ago and of impeccable integrity and selflessness.


“Is it too much to ask that just as you expect us to respect your founders and kings so you should, in turn, respect ours?


“For instance, over three thousand years ago Moses brought us to the Promised Land and some four hundred years afterwards our King David and King Solomon secured the city of Jerusalem.


“That is our history.


“Does it not make simple sense that just as you expect us to honor your heritage so you should honor ours? If the chair of Napoleon is not for sale then how can you expect us to sell parts of Israel and Jerusalem?”


The members of the Israeli embassy were in panic: this was exactly what they were afraid of! In the moment of silence that followed they were certain that Chirac would simply storm out of the room in a fury.


But they were in for a big surprise. All of the French officials present, including the President himself, stood and gave the Rabbi an ovation!


In fact Chirac warmly shook the Rabbi’s hand, called one of his assistants and whispered something in his ear that caused him to leave the room and return in just seconds with a small, velvet box.


Chirac asked for silence and then announced, “This medallion is usually reserved for visiting presidents but I have never heard words like these. They so impressed me that I am presenting this to you.” And when he finished speaking the crowd applauded again.


The reason G-d created (and creates constantly) this world is for man to transform it to ‘heaven on earth’. In other words, to reveal in its every detail that G-d is ONE; this is the motto and mission statement of Judaism and it is for this we were ‘chosen’ by G-d.


Namely, it is our job to do as Rabbi Eliahu did to Mr. Chirac in our story, wake the world up to this fact….so that ALL mankind will join us (see Rashi on Deut. 6:4).


This serves as an inspiration and a surety to us that with NO DOUBT the good in everything can be revealed.


Let this be a lesson to us as well; when we are confronted with difficulties, disappointments and crises we must remember that they are G-d sent tasks given to us in order that we transform them by positive thought, speech and action.

Reprinted from last week’s email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. The above was based on a story originally printed in Sichat HaShavua #1331.

It Once Happened

Count Dravski and

The Rebbe of Rimanov


When word spread throughout the region around Rimanov that the famous Count Dravski would be arriving, all the local gentry assembled to pay homage to the renowned poet and freedom fighter. Although he was now, in 1883, an old man of eighty, his fame had not diminished and he was held in the highest esteem. 


The Count was feted extravagantly and in the course of the reception he explained the reason for his visit. "When I was a small child I fell ill. My mother called for the best physicians available, but none of them could cure me, and they soon despaired of my life. 


“My poor mother was frantic. I was her only and beloved son. One afternoon a friend of hers came to visit and advised her to seek the help of a wonder-working rabbi who lived in a nearby town. This holy man was well known in the surrounding villages, and Jew and gentile alike came to request his blessings. 


"My mother lost no time. She called her coachman and with the fastest horses she flew to the house of Rebbe Menachem Mendel of Rimanov accompanied by her two closest friends. They arrived at the crack of dawn, but despite the early hour, the household bustled with activity, as that was the time reserved for caring for the needs of the indigent. They requested an audience, and the rebbe agreed to see them after he completed his prayers. 


"When the time finally came, my mother's friend approached the rebbe and explained the terrible situation. The rebbe listened and then replied in perfect Polish: 'Have you come to me because you think I am a sorcerer and I have some magic with which I can help you?' 


"'No,' replied my mother's friend, 'but I see that you live a holy life and so, you are closer to G-d than other people. For this reason G-d listens to your prayers more closely.'" 


"'Since that is your thought I agree to pray for the boy.' 


"The women left his room leaving the door ajar, and seated themselves outside his door. They were able to glimpse the figure of the rebbe. He was engaged in fervent prayer, beads of perspiration glimmering on his face. After three hours of this intense devotion he called them into his room and said: 'At this exact moment your child's illness has been relieved. When he has recovered completely bring him to me so that I may bless him.' 


"My mother returned home and rushed into my room, asking the maids, 'How is the child?' They told her that there was no great change, except that at exactly 12 noon, I had awakened and asked for a glass of water. 


"After a few weeks of recuperation I was well enough to travel to the rebbe. I received his blessing and he admonished me to always treat the Jews with kindness. Know that I have kept my word. Now that I am an old man I wished to make a pilgrimage to the rebbe's grave to pray at that holy spot." 


Count Dravski began to weep uncontrollably, and in keeping with Jewish custom he wrote a note to place at the grave. The note read: "Ye sons of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob - pray for the soul of the late Menachem Mendel! And you, Mendel, since you stand already in the presence of the Heavenly Throne, pray for the oppressed nations - the Jewish People and Poland - and pray too for me, for my children, and for my grandchildren! 


Signed: Miechislaw Dravski, son of Victoria 

(In 1901 the German scholar Aharon Marcus wrote in his Der Chassidismus that he had succeeded in securing the actual note.)

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
Chirps of a Bird Prophet

From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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Evening fell while the Baal Shem Tov was on a journey with a few of his disciples, so they stopped to spend the night in a village inn. The little building soon echoed to the revelry of a wedding party, but the Baal Shem Tov and his companions spent the night quietly in their room. 


In the morning, when the families of the bride and groom were standing outside, ready to make the journey home, the Baal Shem Tov was also there, for he too was preparing to leave. While they were waiting for their wagons a little bird chirped away on a tree, right in front of the bride and groom.


"Do you know what the bird is saying?" the Baal Shem Tov asked his chasidim. "It is the verse: 'For these shall the Land be divided.'" (see Num. 26:53)


They did not understand his meaning, of course, but neither did they ask him to explain himself.


Decades later, after this couple had lived a good life together and had raised children and grandchildren, the husband decided that come what may, he was going to spend his old age in Eretz Yisrael. Since his wife refused to leave her children, and they could find no way out of their dilemma, they brought their case before a rabbinical court. 


The beit din ruled that the wife would receive a bill of divorce: she was not allowed to prevent him from going, nor could he force her to join him. After their monetary matters had been settled according to the court's ruling, the husband departed for Eretz Yisrael, and the wife remained with her children.


Word of this incident spread for and wide, until it reached the disciples who had accompanied the Baal Shem Tov to that village inn.


"So this is what the rebbe meant," they said in wonderment. "'Between these shall the Land divide!'"


Supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from the rendition in A Treasury of Chassidic Tales (Artscroll), as translated by Uri Kaploun from Sipurei Chasidim by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin.

Biographic note: Rabbi Yisrael ben Eliezer (18 Elul 1698-6 Sivan 1760), the Baal Shem Tov ["master of the good Name"], a unique and seminal figure in Jewish history, revealed the Chassidic movement and his own identity as an exceptionally holy person, on his 36th birthday, 18 Elul 1734. He wrote no books, although many claim to contain his teachings. One available in English is the excellent annotated translation of Tzava'at Harivash, published by Kehot.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Copyright 2003 by KabbalaOnline.org. All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this work or portions thereof, in any form, unless with permission, in writing, from Kabbala Online.

9/11 Survivor Gets

Brit Milah at Age 50
By Elad Benari


50-year-old Alexander Yabisebitz, a survivor of the September 11, 2001 terrorist attacks, was circumcised on Thursday. The circumcision ceremony was organized by the Brit Yosef Yitzchak non-profit organization.


Yabisebitz, who was born in the city of Gomel in Belarus, worked as a programmer in one of the towers of the World Trade Center. He was five minutes late for work on the day of the terror attacks, and was thus saved.


The Brit Yosef Yitzchak organization said that last week, Yabisebitz was sitting with some friends when one of them, who underwent a circumcision five years ago, suggested that Yabisebitz do so as well. Yabisebitz, who did not have a circumcision at the age of eight days immediately agreed.


After he agreed, Brit Yosef Yitzchak called a mohel (ritual circumciser), booked an operating room and arranged for the ceremony. Yabisebitz has said that having the circumcision now is his way of thanking G-d for sparing his life on that awful day.


The United States recently announced charges against Khalid Sheikh Mohammed, accused of orchestrating the September 11, 2001, terrorist attacks, and four others accused of involvement in the plot.


Nearly 3,000 people were killed in the four suicide attacks carried out by Al-Qaeda terrorists on the morning of September 11, 2001

Reprinted from the June 22, 2012 email of Arutz Sheva.

Tefillin in Hell

A 70-Year Saga of Torture,

Escape and Reunion

By Debbie Shapiro


Eliyahu Herman looks like everyone’s favorite zaydie in Jerusalem. Beardless, with a large knitted kippah, he doesn’t fit the stereotype image of a tzaddik [righteous person]. But his devotion for the mitzvah of tefillin saved thousands – yes, thousands – of Jews from death.
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The tefillin




The Tefillin of Eliyahu Herman that he work in German 

concentration camps and continues to wear today in Jerusalem.


Born and raised in Budapest, Eliyahu was 15 years old when the Germans occupied Hungary. Although the countries were allies, it wasn’t until the very end of the war, on March 14, 1944, that German forces took over the Hungarian government, and Hungarian Jews began to feel the full weight of the Holocaust. 
Within days of the occupation, Eichmann came to Budapest to institute the Final Solution. Every day over 12,000 Jews were shipped to Auschwitz, where most were sent directly to the gas chambers. The change was so sudden, so drastic, that the Jews of Hungary were completely unprepared.


“Yes, we had heard rumors of the atrocities taking place across the border, but we really thought they were exaggerations. We were totally unprepared for what would soon become our new reality,” Eliyahu today explains.
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Eliyahu Herman today, a tailor in Jerusalem.


“Rabbi Aaron of Belz escaped Galicia together with his brother, the Bilgoray Rav, and was living in the apartment adjacent to our yeshiva. I was privileged to receive a personal blessing from him, and” – at this, his words falter – “I am sure it is in that merit that I was saved, and that I was able to keep my tefillin with me, even while in the hell of Mauthausen and Gunskirchen, two of the worst spots on the face of the earth.”

They Tried to Warn Us


“There were 15 Polish refugees in my yeshiva. They had tried to alert us to what was happening across the border. The Belzer Rebbe’s assistant, Reb Dovid Shapiro, also tried to warn us, but we could not believe them. We were living in an illusionary world, and we couldn’t imagine that such horrors were possible. But it wasn’t long until we learned otherwise.


“When the Germans arrived, our teacher, Rabbi Chaim Alter Berkowitz, may his blood be avenged, instructed us to close our Talmuds and return home. Rushing through the streets, I saw a sight that to this day still horrifies me. Soldiers with guns were prodding long lines of Jews in the direction of the Danube River. I heard gunshots in the distance. I later learned that the Jews were ordered to remove their clothes and then forced to jump into the water. Most drowned – it was a wide, deep, river – and those who didn’t were shot.


Jews were ordered to remove their clothes and then forced to jump into the water.


“I was lucky enough to find a job at a German factory. A few days after I started, the Nazis rounded up all the Jewish residents of our apartment building. Thanks to my work papers, I was able to save my family from being drowned in the river together with our neighbors. 


My parents survived the war – they found refuge in one of Raoul Wallenberg’s safe houses, and later on, in 1953, we escaped Hungary and moved to Israel. My father, who’s buried in Jerusalem, opened this tailor shop, and now that he’s gone, I work here.”


Now, his voice beaming with pride: “But my son, he’s not a tailor. He’s a rabbi, a real Torah scholar.”

In the Merit of Tefillin


A few months later, the Germans grabbed Eliyahu off the street and brought him to a brick factory. “It’s impossible to describe what it was like. Thousands of Jews were lying helpless in the mud. One old woman had extended her arm to try to grab a crust of bread. A Hungarian soldier kicked the bread with his shiny leather boots. In my innocence, I thought he was trying to kick it closer to the starving woman. Instead, he continued kicking it until it was totally out of her reach. A few minutes later, the woman succumbed to starvation.


“Shortly after I arrived, the Nazis brought a truckload of Jews from the old age home and the Jewish hospital. The old people could barely walk. The soldiers cruelly pushed them into the mud and shot them.


“After a few days of this hell, the Germans ordered us to leave the factory and begin marching. It started to rain, and then the rain turned into snow. Our ‘friendly’ neighbors stood on either side of the road, jeering at us as they threw snow-covered rocks. Some moved their hands across their necks, to let us know that we were being taken away to slaughter.


“We left the city and continued walking, and walking and walking. Every night, we slept somewhere else – on hard gravel, pavement, mud, even inside a pigsty. The Germans didn’t provide us with food or water; they just forced us to walk until we finally arrived at the city of Sopron on the German-Austrian border.”


In Sopron, Eliyahu, together with the other inmates, were loaded into cattle cars and shipped west into Austria, away from the approaching Red Army. Thirty-five thousand men had left Budapest. The remaining 5,000 were brought to Mauthausen.


“We arrived on erev Pesach. Mauthausen is located in an ancient castle on the top of a very tall mountain. Entering the building, we felt as if we had just passed through the gates of hell. While a band played a rousing march, we stared in horror at the skeletal beings dressed ludicrously in pajamas.”


Before entering Mauthausen, Eliyahu hid his precious tefillin by carefully tying them to his leg. At the selection, someone whispered to him to lie about his age and profession. Eliyahu, a 15-year-old yeshiva student, told the camp commandant that he was a 28-year-old tailor. “I was sent to the right, to life, while the other boys my age were sent to the left, to death.”


When sent to the shower, Eliyahu miraculously managed to hide his tefillin under a rock. “That was the last time I was ever separated from my tefillin. I kept them with me throughout the war, and afterwards. Today, I take them with me wherever I go.” He pointed to the small velvet bag lying on the counter.


“Dressed in nothing more than thin pajamas, we slept that night in the snow. It was our mattress, our blanket, and our food. Back home, a maid would polish my shoes. Now I had no shoes. Not far from us were what appeared to be five small huts. When I woke up, I was horrified to discover they were really five enormous piles of frozen corpses. There was no fuel to burn them."

Take Me


“The first morning in that hell, I donned my tefillin and begged God to take me. I could not stand the suffering. But although I was no better than the others, God wanted me to remain alive.”


Eliyahu remained alive, and continued to don his tefillin and recite a quick prayer each morning before setting out to work. He had to be careful – if the Nazis were to discover him with the tefillin, he would be immediately shot.


If the Nazis were to discover him with the tefillin, he would be immediately shot.


“The camp commander took tremendous pleasure in torturing the prisoners. Afterwards, he would return to his house, located on the camp premises, and, together with his wife, listen to classical music, to Mozart!”


Eliyahu recalled the special Divine providence in hiding his tefillin: “Twice a day, at roll call, the SS soldiers would surround us and check us with their dogs. Although these dogs always stopped to smell my leg, the one where the tefillin were tied, the Nazis never discovered my tefillin. I can only describe it as a miracle. There is no other explanation.”


“The allied forces were closing in. One day, there was a selection. Most were sent to the crematorium. I was selected for life. Life? We were forced to march for 12 days in the heavy rain until we reached our destination, Gunskirchen. Of the 33,000 who left Mauthausen, 20,000 arrived in Gunskirchen.


“I had been positive there could be no place worse than Mauthausen. But I was wrong. Gunskirchen was much, much worse. The first thing the Nazis did upon our arrival was to set three huge German shepherds on my friend Chaim. They tore him to pieces.


“Gunskirchen was not a work camp. We did nothing all day, except remove the dead bodies from our barrack and wait for time to pass. A few times a week the Nazis would give us a bit of food and water.”

Escape


Eliyahu recalls his last day in the camp: “It was a Friday night. We were locked in our barrack, and had heard that the Germans placed explosives around it. They wanted to kill us and hide all the evidence. People were dying like flies, and I knew that if the Germans didn’t explode the barrack, I would die of hunger. I said to my friends, the Klein brothers, ‘If you’ll join me, let’s escape together.’ We began climbing over bodies to make our way toward the door.


“In front of the door, I saw a man named Yitzhak lying on the floor. He had converted to Christianity prior to the Holocaust. I bent down and asked him, ‘Do you want to return to the Jewish people?’ Although he was already unable to speak, his eyes told me that he did. My friends were upset with me. But I couldn’t leave him like that. I said the Shema with him. He died at the word ‘echad’ – one. 

“We somehow found the strength – don’t ask me how – to break the door open and escape that death-filled room. Of course I had my tefillin with me. Once we were in the forest, we threw off our lice-infested prison pajamas and put on SS uniforms that we had removed from dead soldiers.


“Suddenly, we heard the sound of a car traveling. When we saw it was an American jeep, we emerged from our hiding place and stood at the side of the road. Three soldiers jumped out of the jeep, their guns trained on us, and requested that we show them our documents. Documents? We didn’t even have clothes, let alone documents!”

You Are the Moshiach


“I didn’t have documents, so I showed the soldiers my tefillin. At first they thought it was a hand grenade! But then one of them recognized they were tefillin. He asked me, ‘Du bist a Yid?’ (Are you Jewish?)


 “I started crying, and said, ‘You are the Moshiach!’ The soldier ordered me to recite a Jewish prayer. I said Shema. He immediately embraced me and started kissing me. When I told him that the two German soldiers standing next to me were also Jews, he hugged and kissed them, too.


“I gave them directions to get to Gunskirchen. Although the camp was not far from where we were located, it was difficult to find. The Jewish soldier immediately phoned his commander and informed him that he had found the camp they had been looking for. ‘Please save the 35,000 Jews that are left there,’ I begged. ‘Most of them are on the verge of death. If you don’t get there quickly, most will die. Every minute is crucial.’


“The army immediately sent medical care to Gunskirchen, and in doing so, thousands of lives were saved. My tefillin saved my life, and the lives of thousands of Jews, because in their merit, the American army arrived at the camp quickly,” Eliyahu concludes with deep emotion.
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Eliyahu was sent to a local field hospital. When he arrived there, he weighed 81 pounds and was running a very high fever.


“I lost consciousness almost immediately after arriving at the hospital. I woke up to discover my tefillin under my head. I asked about the Jewish soldier who had saved my life, but no one could identify him. That was the last I heard of him for almost 70 years. Last year, I asked the American embassy to help me find him. They suggested I call the Vatican – a lot of help that was!”


Eliyahu turned to the media. “I phoned one of the more popular radio stations, hoping they’d publicize my story. After explaining my request, the man on the other end of the telephone said, ‘Everything you told me was broadcast throughout the country. Certainly one of our listeners will contact you with information.’”


None of the listeners contacted him, but a major Israeli newspaper did, and a large write-up about his quest appeared in their Friday edition. Saturday night, the phone rang in the Herman household, and when Eliyahu answered the phone, a stranger asked, “Are you the man who was in Gunskirchen 65 years ago?”


Eliyahu replied in the affirmative.


“Do you remember what you said to that Jewish soldier?” the stranger asked.


“I told him, ‘You’re the Moshiach.’”


A few days later, Eliyahu and Rabbi Meyer Birnbaum, a well-known scholar in Jerusalem and author of Lieutenant Birnbaum, met at Rabbi Birnbaum’s home in Jerusalem. Of course Eliyahu brought his tefillin. They are always with him.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Aish.com. which printed the article with permission of Jewish Lifestyle Magazine.
Staff of Life

From: Melanie

Dear Rabbi,


It’s been my impression that Judaism ascribes blessing to things having to do with bread, like washing the hands for it, treating it with respect, making a special long blessing after eating it, and so on. Why is this?

Dear Melanie,


Your impression is right, there are many teachings that express the importance of bread, and the special blessing associated with expressing appreciation of it by dealing with it respectfully.


But this should not be a total surprise. Even in English, we find wealth and money referred to by terms like “bread” and “dough”. This is because, although in our day and age we may not fully appreciate it, bread is the “staff of life”. Just as a staff simultaneously supports the infirm and is wielded by the strong, so too bread imparts life and strength to those who have it. However, because of its simplicity, it can be taken for granted.


Interestingly, the Talmud suggests that the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil was, in fact, wheat (bread). This is based on the idea that a person starts to be able to consume bread around the age when one starts to speak, and specifically say “Aba” which means father.


The ability to “quantify” G-d and thereby rebel against Him is thus associated with the ability to eat bread. If abusing this ability resulted in curse, appreciating it and thereby humbling oneself before G-d, results in blessing.


The Sages taught that one who meticulously fulfills the mitzvah of reciting the blessing after meals, the “Birkat HaMazon”, will never starve. It was to this teaching that a Holocaust survivor who lived in my neighborhood in Jerusalem attributed his survival. 


The story is as follows:


After learning this teaching as a young boy, he was very careful to recite the blessing with great intent. When the Nazis invaded Poland, despite his young age, he was directed right, and to life, because of his height. There, each prisoner was ordered to report his abilities in order to aid the Nazi enemy. Young and frightened, he had no idea what he’d say. Suddenly, a voice whispered behind him, “You’re a cook”.


 He was directed to the kitchen, and needless to say, although he suffered, it was not from lack of food. After some time, a certain particularly cruel Nazi officer was visiting the camp and became incensed at seeing such a well-fed Jew. 
He ordered the young man to go outside and dig a trench-hole with a hammer, or otherwise not return to his work in the kitchen. Obviously, the implication of being assigned this impossible task was death. 

After having attributed his survival to his continued commitment, he offered a prayer to G-d, not to forsake him such that he should die on account of food. Just then, a convoy of Nazi soldiers drove by, and upon seeing this pitiful Jew hack away at the hard earth with a hammer, they jeered at him and wildly began pelting him with potatoes, tomatoes and cucumbers as they drove by.


But the Jew saw in this seeming curse, the blessing of G-d’s bounty raining upon him. Strengthened and heartened he stood up and gathered all the food in piles.


Shortly thereafter, a convoy of Polish soldiers came driving by. Thinking he was a German responsible for overseeing the food in the camp, they asked if they could have some. Quickly, the young man gathered his wits and capitalized on the situation by commanding them to dig a large storage pit there, after which they could have some food. Unloading pick-axes and shovels from the vehicles, the soldiers quickly dug a big ditch, for which the Jew “insisted” they take all the food, so none should be left.


When the Nazi officer returned, he couldn’t believe his eyes. The Jew was standing over a huge trench hole holding the hammer. The officer begrudgingly said something about G-d’s miraculous care of the Jews and sent him back to the mess where he stayed, relatively well-fed, until the camp was liberated by the Allies.


Till the end of his days, this man was known for his great piety in matters associated with bread in general, and “Birkat HaMazon” in particular, which he insisted was the “staff of life” to which he owed his life.

Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.

What’s the Right Thing to Do?
Have You Heard This Before?


Question: Everyone enjoys the pleasure of being the first to tell someone else some news or an interesting story. I often find, however, that many times I have already heard the news or the story and am tempted to tell my informer that there is no need for him to waste my time. What is the right thing to do?


Answer: Assuming that what you are being told does not come under the category of lashon hara (gossip or slander) to which you are forbidden to lend an ear, the issue which faces you is whether to sacrifice a few moments in order to make your informer feel good.


Professional comedians used to introduce their jokes with the line “Stop me if you’ve heard this”. But it is rare that a friend of yours will give you this escape hatch. It then becomes important for you to reflect on what our Talmudic Sages have said about a smile given to another person being more appreciated by him than offering him a cold, refreshing drink.


This teaches us the importance of making others feel good, something that you accomplish by making believe you have never head the news or story before. And don’t forget the “golden rule” of the Sage Hillel: not to do to others what you don’t want done to you. How do you feel when someone interrupts you by saying “I’ve heard this already”?

Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

An Inspiring Lesson from 

Rav Elyah Lopian, Zt”l


In last week's portion Balak, we read about the attempts of the evil Bilaam to curse the Jewish people. When Bilaam opens his mouth intending to curse the Jewish people, Hashem causes Bilaam instead to utter praises of the Jewish people. In Bilaam's first "blessing" he says about the nation of Yisroel, "Behold! It is a nation that will dwell in solitude and not be reckoned among the nations." (Bamidbar 23, 9) 


There are many interpretations on this verse. One of the spiritually inspirational interpretations of this verse is the following: We Jews are different than the Nations of the World. The Talmud tells us that a Jew is distinguished by three character traits: shyness, mercifulness, and dedication to doing of acts of kindness. (Yevamos 79b)


The Talmud goes so far as to say that someone who lacks one of these qualities must be checked out to make sure that he is really Jewish! The following inspirational story illustrates how our Torah leaders exemplify what it means to be a doer of chessed - kindness.


Yossi Berman was very anxious to spend the day at the yeshivah in Kfar Chassidim. That was where he hoped to be accepted to learn, under the tutelage of the famed mashgiach (principal) Rav Eliyahu Lopian, one of the great mussar giants of his generation. 


It was Wednesday. Yossi planned to spend one day in the yeshivah to see if it was the right place for him — sit in on a couple of shiurim - Torah lessons, listen to Rav Elyah's mussar shmuess (ethics 'pep-talk'), meet some of the other bochurim - students — and then head home for Shabbos, which was about an hour and a half away. 


After a short while, Yossi knew this was the right place for him. He felt comfortable around the young men, and enjoyed the davening and learning very much. Later that day, after meeting with the mashgiach, he would find out if he was accepted. The time came, and he was called to the mashgiach's office. 


Although Rav Elyah was warm and caring, Yossi could not help but be intimidated and in awe of this great tzaddik. The mashgiach asked the boy about his home and family, and then asked some questions about the Gemara that Yossi had been learning. Yossi answered the questions on the Gemara very clearly and felt as though he had made a good impression. 


Finally, Rav Elyah stood up, shook Yossi's hand, and welcomed him to the yeshivah. Yossi was incredibly impressed with the warmth of this man, and he looked forward to learning in the yeshivah and becoming close to him. 


Although he was scheduled to leave the next day, Yossi decided to delay his departure for a few days and stay in the yeshivah for Shabbos. He didn't say anything to anyone about it, but on Friday he realized that he probably should have. He felt terrible, hoping the administration would not think him ungrateful or impolite by "barging" in for Shabbos. 


His anxiety turned to panic when he was told that the mashgiach wanted to see him. Yossi was frightened. He was sure he would be chastised for assuming he could stay for Shabbos without asking, and he would probably lose his chance to learn at the famous yeshivah. 


All his dreams were to be destroyed by this one error. He was so disappointed in himself. He walked into the mashgiach's office and waited for the mashgiach to speak, too nervous to utter a word. 


"Didn't you tell me that you were going home for Shabbos?" asked Rav Elyah. The small window of hope had just been shattered. If there was any chance of his being called in for another reason, now that seemed to just slip away. Yossi confirmed that he had planned to leave on Thursday but thought he would stay for Shabbos so that he could enjoy the yeshivah atmosphere a little longer. 


The mashgiach nodded slowly, looked at Yossi, and continued. "Yossi, I guess you realize that there is a problem with your doing that." Yossi was on the verge of tears. He wanted to tell the mashgiach how very sorry he was and how he would never act so irresponsibly again. 


Just as Yossi was about to speak, though, the mashgiach started to remove his kapota - frock coat. "Here, try it on for size." Yossi looked quizzically at Rav Elyah. What was going on? Was the mashgiach mocking Yossi somehow? But Yossi had actually misconstrued Rav Elyah's action. 


"I imagine if you are staying unexpectedly, then you probably did not bring the proper Shabbos clothing. Try my kapota on. If it fits, I will be happy to give you a shirt, pants, and jacket for Shabbos." 


Yossi did not know if he should laugh or cry. He was so elated, not only that the mashgiach had not reprimanded him, but also because he now knew how very right he was in choosing this yeshivah. His mashgiach was an a Torah Great who thought about the needs of others just as he would think of his own needs. 


Yossi ended up learning in the yeshivah for many years. He did not need any mussar shmuess (ethics 'pep-talk') to teach him how to act. He had already received the greatest mussar shmuess (ethics 'pep-talk') of all. The love that the mashgiach showed for him was enough to motivate him to learn Torah in that yeshiva for many years! (Rabbi Yechiel Spira, p. 98 A Touch of Warmth) Good Shabbos Everyone.
The Human Side of the Story

You Can Take It with You


In his wonderfully inspirational and entertaining book “A Collectors Collection”, Rabbi Chaim Orange tells the following heartwarming story:


Jake was desperately looking for a place to spend the night while traveling to New York from the Midwest. After unsuccessful attempts at a couple of gas stations to locate a motel in the remote area where he found himself, an attendant at a third gas station suggested he try a retirement home up the road.


He succeeded in persuading the staff on duty to let him spend the night there. The next morning he asked the manager if he knew of any Jewish synagogues in the area. The reply he received was negative with a surprising addition: 


“In fact, the only other Jew I have ever known was a resident here in our facility, and he died just this morning.” Realizing that he had been directed there by Providence to care for a meit mitzvah (a Jew who has no one to take care of burying him), Jake quickly arranged to have the body transferred to New York for burial. 


Upon arrival at the first cemetery he was asked to provide $3,000 for a burial plot. The same thing happened at a second cemetery but Jake kept on trying. At the third cemetery he was welcomed and informed that someone had once donated several thousand dollars to cover just such an emergency.


Out of curiosity they checked their records to see who that donor was. It turned out that the Jew who had made that foresighted contribution was the very one who was now awaiting burial.

Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.

Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser Suggests Methods of Utilizing The Three Weeks Properly

By Daniel Keren
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Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser, Rav of Congregation Bais Yitzchok and popular Maggid Shiur and author of numerous books of chizuk spoke at the recent Independence Day Legal Holiday Yarchei Kallah sponsored by Hakhel at the Agudath Israel of Madison in Brooklyn. He spoke on the topic of “Bain Hameitzorim: Making it 21 Days of Practical Growth and Inspiration.”


“We are all here,” Rabbi Goldwasser declared, “to be mesaken the aveiros of our forefathers in the generation that saw the destruction of the Bais Hamikdash.” It is important to understand that we are not suffering because of the failings of that earlier generation. Rather if we don’t do a proper teshuvah now, it is as if we too are guilty of those transgressions which brought about the calamity of the Churban Bais Hamikdash and which continue to plague our nation today.


How are we to inspire ourselves to reach the lofty level of doing teshuvah for those sins? The answer is that we have to make the effort to understand the true and incredible spiritual glory that existed back in the days of the Bais Hamikdash when the Kohen Gadol symbolized the ruchnius aspirations of Klal Yisroel. This will allow us to realize just how much we are missing today and that should encourage us to sincerely daven and petition Hakodesh Baruch Hu to end our terrible golus by returning all Yidden to Eretz Yisroel with our holy sanctuary in Yerushalayim restored along with all of its related blessings – both material and spiritual.


Rabbi Goldwasser challenged the audience at the Hakhel Event by asking – “Do we truly yearn for the coming of Moshiach?” When we say that we desire for Hashem to send us Moshiach and bring us out of this spiritually debilitating exile from the Holy Land, do we really mean now? Or do we really mean perhaps after some other important event or function that we have scheduled and are looking forward to taking part in later in the day?


During these Three Weeks we are supposed to try and do teshuvah for the sin of sinas chinam or baseless hatred which was the cause of the destruction of the Second Bais Hamikdash by the Ancient Romans. Rabbi Goldwasser noted that Chazal have suggested a number of ways to accomplish this important goal.


Obviously one has an obligation to daven for the end of this golus. What is holding us back? One might erroneously think that his tefillah is not important. Who is he to request this of Hakodesh Baruch Hu? Such a person, of course, recognizes that the tefillah of a great tzaddik such as a prominent rosh yeshiva or rebbe is important. But, he himself suffers from a lack of self esteem.


Rather, Rabbi Goldwasser insisted, one should focus on the teaching of Chazal that everyone should reflect on the concept that the entire world or even the universe was created solely for him and this therefore makes him responsible for all of his actions. 


With such a belief, every Jew, even a seemingly simple Yid must recognize his responsibility to daven with all of his heart and abilities along with the recognized tzadikkim of our generation and the rest of Klal Yisroel for the geulah that we all so truly yearn for during these Three Weeks that we are currently finding ourselves.

Reprinted from this week’s edition of the Yated Ne’eman.
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