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My Day in Traffic Court

By Rabbi Yaakov Salomon

I was driving northbound on Hamilton Ave. en route to the Brooklyn Battery Tunnel. I’ve taken the route hundreds of times. But instead of veering left into the lane for the tunnel, I decided to swerve right - into the lane headed for the Brooklyn Bridge. And there he was.


“Okay buddy, pull over here,” he seemed to be saying with his dramatic hand movements. He was short for a cop; a bit stocky, and very animated.


“License, registration and insurance card,” he demanded.


I do not enjoy being pulled over by a law enforcement officer. It falls somewhere between toenail fungus and sea sickness on my “Must Experience” list. I’m not sure if I attempted some lame, incoherent muttering explaining why I crossed that dreaded SOLID WHITE LINE, but I am sure that it made no impact on Officer Stankowski.
“Have a Nice Day”


“The instructions are on the back,” he kindly informed me while handing me the yellow summons. “Have a nice day.”


During the five minutes or so that he took to write the ticket, I got out of the car and took pictures of the pavement markings and signs posted in the crime scene area. It was something I had seen others do, but never done before myself. I had no idea why I was doing it, but it seemed like my only way to express my innocence to Stankowski. “If I’m taking pictures, then I MUST not be guilty.” Don’t worry. It made no sense to me either.


In the ensuing months I made the usual inquiries of friends, some of them attorneys, to help craft and strategize my approach to the infraction. One avenue was clearly consensual: “Push this off as long as you can. You never know what could happen.”


Police officers move out of town, get transferred, or run for District Attorney or other such positions all the time. 


Maybe the law will change. 


Nuclear war could beckon. 


Dutifully, I cooperated. Nearly a full year went past, but, my luck, the World remained at relative peace. That meant that April 8th was D-Day.
My Secret Weapon

The sun shone brightly that Friday morning. I trimmed the beard and chose a dark tie. Stomach in flutters, I skipped breakfast. I drove (very carefully) to the courthouse and saw my name on the hearing ledger taped to the wall next to Room 5. The paint was peeling. There was no smell. I was early. I’m never early.


I guess a lot of people were early, as most of the seats were already occupied by my fellow defendants. They peered at me as I walked in. They knew I was innocent, as much as I knew the same about them. It’s like a club, these hearing rooms, with new members joining every few hours. “It’s us against the cops. How dare they pronounce us guilty until proven innocent! It’s anti-American. We will band together and we WILL defeat them!”
Right.


In walked the enemy. A group of six or seven uniformed officers in full regalia - as if they were actually setting out to real combat. It seemed unfair. Stankowski, in knee-high boots, oversized revolver, gleaming badges and medals, and perfectly pressed slacks versus Salomon…in the dark tie.


But unbeknownst to the prosecution, Salomon had brought a secret weapon- a manila envelope containing copies of Section 3A.01 of the MUTCD. Not familiar with the Manual on Uniform Traffic Control Devices? Neither was I, until my research uncovered that the “Bible” of Traffic Law indicated that (read carefully), “A SOLID line usually indicates that crossing the line is discouraged. It goes on to explain that there are actually different widths of solid lines that suggest different levels of restriction. And, according to the pictures that I (so brilliantly) took, that solid line that I crossed could have been construed as very crossable, thank you.


The first case involved a woman charged with driving while talking on her cell phone. She totally denied it - patently and emphatically. It was basically her word against the cop.


“Guilty as charged!” bellowed the judge. “One hundred and forty dollars plus two points on your license. No appeals allowed. See the clerk. Next!”


A pall fell over the gallery.  The club members were distraught. How was that justified?


The next brother was called. Unsafe lane change was his alleged violation. The arguments were spirited on both sides, with my new comrade making a strong case for how the traffic pattern demanded that he switch lanes at that time.


“Guilty as charged!” bellowed the judge. “One hundred and forty dollars plus two points on your license. No appeals allowed. See the clerk. Next!”


At this point I was happy that I had skipped breakfast, as a dour sensation of sudden nausea invaded my digestive tract. I held on to my manila envelope extra tight, but began to question its potential influence.
More Guilty Verdicts Handed Out


Two more sisters followed - both with cell phone violations issued by different officers. The verdicts were of similar ilk. They shuffled out of the courtroom pale, with heads bowed and wallets opened. (One of the sisters also had a manila envelope.)


I started feeling a bit light-headed and a slight quiver emerged on my bottom lip.


Wow, I thought, I am really nervous about this thing. How absurd is that?
I found myself in touch with my deepening tension and anxiety and I began to feel…well… embarrassed.
It’s Only Traffic Court, for Heaven’s Sake!


What’s the big deal? It’s only a traffic ticket! And just because you already have two points on your license, that’s a reason to panic? Nausea? Quiver? IT’S ONLY TRAFFIC COURT, FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE!

And then, instinctively, I actually began to pray - yes…pray. I said some Psalms by heart and spoke to G-d - asking for His intervention. Stankowski - even in his boots - was no match for the Almighty, I reasoned.


The gallery was slowly starting to empty. The next victim…er…accused, was an older gentleman. He looked so sweet and yes, innocent. I couldn’t hear too many of the details, but one part came through loud and clear.


“Guilty as charged! One hundred and forty dollars plus two points on your license. No appeals allowed. See the clerk. Next!”
“This is What You Pray for?”


That thud you heard was the lump that egressed in my larynx.


Now I was sweating and intensifying my prayers. It was clear to me that without some kind of supernal assistance I would be on line at the cashier in just a few minutes. But as my entreaties were compounding, so too was my shame.


This is what you pray for? This? Do you think G-d has time for such trivialities? World hunger, terrorism, apostasy, apathy, disease, abuse are all rampant. And you’re worried about two points on your license and a few dollars? What has gotten into you??

What kind of self-respecting person would feel compelled by terror in Traffic Court to pray to G-d for salvation? But, on the other hand, just as there is no such thing as “too big” for G-d, there is no concept of “too small” either. It’s not as if G-d is too tied up with the really important stuff, so He can’t attend to the trifle details of our lives. That would imply human-like restriction to the All Powerful.
The Same Blessing for a Two-Pound 
Filet Mignon as for a Tiny Cup of Water


The same way we make a blessing on a 32 oz. filet mignon, we also recite a blessing before a tiny cup of water. In fact, it is actually the very same blessing that we make on both. My praying to Him when serious illness crosses my earshot in no way precludes my praying when Stankowski looms before me.


Armed with my new artillery, I clutched that manila envelope ever so snugly, closed my eyes, and freely asked G-d for help.


Seconds later we stood before the judge. A surprising calm descended. The nausea was gone. My voice trembled just a bit when I pleaded, “Not guilty,” but I felt ready to accept His decision. I looked to my right. There stood Stankowski. He was ruffling through his papers.
The Judge Asks Officer Stankowski if He is Ready


The judge asked if he was ready to proceed. Stankowski continued to ruffle. Now his feet were shuffling too. I thought I detected a bead of sweat or perhaps a hair skid out of place.


“Officer Stankowski - are you ready to proceed?”


Silence. Now he was shaking his head. A couple of summonses fell to the floor. He bent down to retrieve them.


“Your honor, I…er…I cannot seem to locate the ticket or my notes on this case.


I thought my legs were going to leave their sockets.


“If you cannot proceed, I will have no choice but to dismiss these charges.”


Stankowski was done and he knew it. He pretended to continue his search for the missing documents, but it was to no avail.


“I’m sorry. I cannot find anything on this violation.”


“All right then. Let the record state that I am entering a verdict of ‘Not guilty.’ No points or fine are assessed. You are free to go.”


I thanked the judge and wobbled away.


On the way out, I did three things. First, I glanced over at the remaining fraternity members and smiled. They gave me lots of thumbs up and lots of smiles. One brother pointed to heaven…really.


Second, I said a prayer of thanks. I apologized for my overreaction, but acknowledged that He is truly the G-d of large and small.


And finally, I tossed that manila envelope in the trash bin.
Reprinted from the website – Aish.com

The Daughters of Selofhad Were “Experts” of Common Sense

By Rabbi Shmuel Choueka


"The daughters of Selofhad drew near." (Bemidbar 27:1)

Before the Jews entered the land of Israel, Moshe had the task of dividing up the land amongst the tribes and families of B'nei Yisrael. The daughters of Selofhad, who were not yet married, were not given a portion of land, since Selofhad had died without any sons. The daughters sought out Moshe to present their case and found him teaching Torah. They waited until he began teaching the topic of inheritance, and then they made their claim to Moshe. Their claim was upheld and they were granted the land.

The Midrash Highlights One Particular Virtue of the Daughters

The daughters of Selofhad were praiseworthy for many reasons. They demonstrated a clear grasp of Jewish law, and they had a sincere love for the land of Israel. The Midrash, however, highlights one virtue in particular - their timing. They waited for the most opportune time to approach Moshe and only then did they present their case. What is so special about this trait that the Midrash treats it as their greatest virtue?

The Midrash is teaching us that the crowning virtue of a great person is common sense. Without this, a person can be intellectually brilliant, be packed with knowledge and have beautiful intentions, yet fail in his endeavors. The daughters of Selofhad knew that they must approach Moshe at the right time, and they understood enough to know the best time for their presentation.

It has been noted that common sense is very uncommon. A man can master the complexities of a supercomputer, yet not be able to interface with his fellow man. Through the study of Torah, with the analysis and honest introspection of musar, we can deepen our understanding of human nature and increase our common sense.
Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin
Majorcan Descendants of Spanish Jews Who Converted Are Recognized as Jews

By Doreen Carvajal


PARIS — Centuries after the Spanish Inquisition led to the forced conversion of Jews to Catholicism, an ultra-orthodox rabbinical court in Israel has issued a religious ruling that recognizes descendants from the insular island of Majorca as Jews. 


The opinion focused narrowly on the Majorcan community of about 20,000 people known as chuetas and did not apply to descendants of Sephardic Jewish converts in mainland Spain or the broader diaspora of thousands of others who scattered to the Ottoman Empire and the Spanish colonies in South and North America. 

Until Recently – An Insular Community of Catholic Converts


The island, isolated until a tourist boom that began in the late 1960s, is a sociological preserve for descendants of Jews who formed an insular community of Catholic converts that intermarried through the centuries because of religious persecution and discrimination that barred them from holding certain positions in the Roman Catholic Church through the 20th century. Most carry the names of 15 families with ancestors who were tried and executed during the 17th century for practicing Judaism. 


The religious court in Israel, led for more than 40 years by Rabbi Nissim Karelitz, sent another rabbi to the island in May to explore its warren of streets where a synagogue once stood and to examine the family trees of some of the chuetas who trace lineage back 500 years.
A Brief Two-Paragraph Rabbinical Court Opinion


In a two-paragraph opinion — typical of the private rabbinical court that deals with matters of conversions, marriage conflicts and financial disputes — Rabbi Karelitz issued a statement that said because of the intermarriage patterns of the chuetas, “all those who are related to the former generations are Jews.” 


“The decision is a headline ruling,” said Rabbi Israel Wiesel, a judge from Israel who explored the community in Palma, roaming the street where, for generations, many chueta families have operated jewelry stores. “Unlike other Marranos in Spain and Portugal, who lost their line of history,” he said, “this particular community is unique and kept the pure line of history for the last 700 years, which means they are Jewish.” 


In May, the regional government of the Balearic Islands became the first to create a memorial ceremony for Jewish descendants, marking the deaths of 37 people who were executed in 1691 by the Inquisition, and expressing regrets for persecution that chueta families suffered through the centuries. 


Bernat Aguiló Siquier, an amateur local historian who is descended from one of the 15 chueta families, said most of them stopped practicing Judaism altogether in the 18th century. But he said he still found the decision significant because it is “a recognition of a fact, as much as an act of justice.” 

No Longer a Need to Live In Between Worlds


Shavei Israel, a private group that offers support and religious training for Jewish descendants in Spain and Portugal, had been pressing for the recognition for years. The result, according to its founder, Michael Freund, is that now “they no longer need to live in between worlds. We have succeeded in opening the door for them to come home.” 


What that means in actual practice is still evolving. Mr. Aguiló said he hoped that it would inspire the state of Israel to grant citizenship to the chuetas. 


For now, Rabbi Wiesel said, the next steps for the Spanish island were more modest. 


“Rabbis will come and teach whoever is interested in learning,” he said, “and offer every assistance to those who want to come back to the Jewish fold.” 

Reprinted from the July 10, 2011 edition of The New York Times.

Elijah the Prophet in Minsk

By Yitzchak Buxbaum
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A chassid went to the Baal Shem Tov in Mezhibuzh and said, “Rebbe, I want to see Elijah the Prophet.”


“It’s simple,” said the Baal Shem. “I’ll tell you what to do. Get two boxes and fill one with food and the other with children’s clothes. Then, before Rosh Hashanah, travel to Minsk. On the outskirts of town, right before where the forest begins, is a dilapidated house.


‘Find that house, but don’t knock on the door immediately; stand there for a while and listen. Then, shortly before candle-lighting time at sunset, knock on the door and ask for hospitality.”


The chassid went home and told his wife he would be away for the holiday. “How can you leave your family?” she said. “The children want their father to take them to the synagogue!” He told her, “I have a once-in-a-lifetime chance to see Elijah the Prophet!” Finally, she agreed that it was something that he could not pass up.
Fulfilled the Baal Shem Tov’s Instructions


So he went and did as the Baal Shem Tov told him. He filled the parcels with food and clothing and went to Minsk, where he found the broken-down house at the edge of town. He arrived shortly before evening and stood in front of the door, listening. Inside, he heard children crying, “Mommy, we’re hungry. And it’s Yom Tov and we don’t even have decent clothes to wear!” He heard the mother answer, “Children, trust in G‑d. He’ll send Elijah the Prophet to bring you everything you need!”


Then the chassid knocked on the door. When the woman opened it, he asked if he could stay with them for the holiday. “How can I welcome you when I don’t have any food in the house?” she said. “Don’t worry,” he said, “I have enough food for all of us.” 

Unable to Sleep Because of His Great Anticipation


He came in, opened the box, gave the children the food, and they ate. Then he opened the other box and the children all took clothes for themselves: this one a shirt, that one a jacket, the other one a hat. He was there for two days, waiting to see Elijah the Prophet. He did not even sleep. How could he sleep? How often do you get a chance to see Elijah the Prophet? But he saw no one.


So he returned to the Baal Shem Tov and said, “Master, I did not see Elijah the Prophet!” “Did you do everything I told you?” asked the Baal Shem Tov. “I did!” he said. “And you didn’t see him?” “No, Rebbe.” “Are you sure?” “Yes, Rebbe! I didn’t see him!” “Then you’ll have to return for Yom Kippur,” said the Baal Shem Tov. “Go back before Yom Kippur, with a box of food, to the same house. Again, be sure to arrive an hour before sunset, and don’t knock immediately. Wait for a while and just stand in front of the door, listening.”

Explains to His Wife of His Need to Return to Minsk


The chassid went back to his wife and told her he would be away for Yom Kippur. “How can you leave your children again?” she asked. “But the Baal Shem Tov says I’ll be able to see Elijah the Prophet, like one of the great tzaddikim!” he said, “How can I not go?” His wife agreed that it was worth going away for two or three days if he could see Elijah the Prophet.


So he went back to Minsk before Yom Kippur. This time, he went earlier and stood in front of the door, listening. Inside he heard children crying, “Mommy, we’re hungry! We haven’t eaten the whole day! How can we fast for Yom Kippur?” 


“Children!” said the mother. “Do you remember you were crying before Rosh Hashanah that you had no food or clothes? And I told you, ‘Trust in G-d! He’ll send Elijah the Prophet, who’ll bring you food and clothing and everything else you need!’ Wasn’t I right? Didn’t Elijah come and bring you food and clothing? He stayed with us for two days! Now you’re crying again that you’re hungry. I promise you that Elijah will come now, too, and bring you food!”


Then the chassid understood what his master, the Baal Shem Tov, had meant. And he knocked on the door.

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

 
The Greatness of 

The Gift of Peace
By Rabbi Reuven Semah


“Behold I give him My covenant of peace.” (Bemidbar 25:12)

Bilam and Balak conspired to cause the downfall of the nation of Israel. The plan was to make them sin thus causing a rift in the relationship between Hashem and the Jews. The worst type of sin is the sin of immorality, and so they sent the women to sin with the men. Hashem’s anger was aroused and the nation was in terrible danger.


Pinhas, however, by his quick action against the leader, Zimri, reinstated the peace between Hashem and Israel. Therefore, since he brought peace he got a gift of peace. The gift of peace was in two forms. Firstly, he became a Kohen.  The function of the Kohen primarily was to bring sacrifices. These sacrifices give pleasure to Hashem and Hashem grants blessings and life to the people.

The second form of blessing of peace was long life. Actually, Pinhas lived forever and never died. He was later known as Eliyahu the Prophet who finally went to Heaven alive and never died and still lives today as an angel.

The Seforno has a novel explanation how the gift of peace will produce immortality. He explains that any illness and old age is due to the fact that the various organs or processes between organs don’t function in complete coordination. If the various powers of the body relate properly and are in “peace” with each other, the body lives forever. This was the second form of peace given to Pinhas.

This Seforno reveals a key lesson of life. Peace brings good health and long life, and strife and arguments shorten life. The dreaded sickness of cancer is when the cells in the body erupt and grow without any order and supervision. The peaceful order of growth among cells is disrupted, and cells invade the boundaries of other cells. But this is a product of strife that also invades the boundaries between people. And as it was during the time of Pinhas that the innocent people were endangered, so too today innocent people are stricken with this dreaded disease. May Hashem protect us.

May Hashem help us in our pursuit of peace and thereby grant us all a healthy, long life, Amen.
Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.

It Once Happened

The Gentile Who 

Owned a Red Heifer


While the Holy Temple stood, G-d gave the Jews a way to purify themselves from even the grossest impurity, and that was through sprinkling upon them the ashes of a red heifer. But finding such a cow was no easy matter. First of all, it had to be completely red, with not even the slightest admixture of another color. 


Secondly, it had to be a cow which had never borne a yoke on its neck, that is, a cow which had not yet been used for any work. Such a heifer was rare, and, therefore, every valuable, and the Sages would go to great lengths to procure one. 


So, when the Sages heard that a red heifer was owned by a certain gentile, they travelled to seen him and to examine the heifer. Upon close examination, they saw that the cow was completely kosher and they offered to buy it. "We would like to buy this cow from you and we will gladly meet your price. How much do you want?" 


The gentile was very agreeable and answered, "If you pay what I'm asking, I will sell it to you." The man realized that this was his chance to make a good profit. He said, "I'm asking three, no, four gold coins." 


Although the price was high, the Sages didn't haggle. They agreed at once, saying only that they had to return home for the rest of the money. 

The Gentile Decides to Renegotiate with the Jews


When they left, the gentile began to think: Why did the Jews want this particular cow? What was so special about it? And if something was so special about this cow, perhaps he should have asked a higher price. He thought and thought, until he remembered that the Jews needed a red calf for their Temple. He decided to renegotiate when they came back. 


The rabbis returned shortly, expecting to make the purchase and return home, but the gentile refused to sell the animal! He demanded a much higher price--a thousand gold coins! The rabbis were shocked,but acquiesced and returned home to get the enormous sum of money required. 

The Cow’s Owner is Still Not Satisfied


The gentile, however, wasn't satisfied. Now he decided to have one up on them. He would put a yoke on the cow's back--why, they would never know and he would get the money anyway! What he didn't know was that there were two signs distinguishing a cow that has never worked from a cow which has borne a yoke: there are two hairs on a cow's neck that stand up straight before a yoke is placed upon it and a cow's eyes look straight ahead. Afterward, its eyes tend to cross and look to the side. 


The Sages returned, money in hand, ready to bring the precious heifer back to Jerusalem with them. They examined it for a final time, but they couldn't believe their eyes! The telltale hairs on the heifer's back were now flat and crooked. They checked the heifer's eyes, and they were crossed and gazed to the side. They understood that they'd been duped. The cow that had been priceless in value was now worthless. 

Shocked by the Wisdom of the Rabbis


Meanwhile, the gentile, never suspecting a problem, was impatiently waiting to receive his money. His mouth dropped open when he heard the words: "We have no use for your cow now, since by putting a yoke in it, you have made it invalid for use in our Holy Temple. We will have to look further for a red heifer." With those words, the rabbis turned and sadly made their way back to Jerusalem without the coveted cow? 


The gentile was shocked by what had occurred. He had thought to play a joke on the Jews, but he had never dreamed that he would be the one to suffer. His opinion of the Jewish Sages changed to one of respect and admiration. How had these holy men been able to discern any difference in the heifer? The man suffered from his great disappointment to such an extent that his health suffered and he was never the same again.

Reprinted from issue #275 of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization that was published for Parshas Pinchas 5753 (July 9, 1992).

Chassidic Story #711

Blessed Army Service

By Aaron Roth, z”l

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

On July 10,1942, I, Aaron Roth, was drafted into the American Army. My father, Meir Hillel (may his soul rest in peace), told me then that before taking a very important step in life, one should go to see a Rabbi. My father's Rabbi was not available and so he took me to a different one, a "Gutta Yid" [a good Jew “ an early 20th century honorific for a chassidic spiritual leader “editor], the Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Yoseph Yitzchak Schneerson, ztz"l, in Brooklyn, who received us quite willingly. 


After we entered his office and exchanged a few introductory remarks, the Rebbe suddenly asked me, "What do you want?" As I quickly collected my thoughts, I recalled my father telling me that he had been in the Austrian army, yet never had to eat non-kosher food nor desecrate the Shabbat. And since he came home in good health after four years of service, I figured that this would be a good bracha for me. So that was what I asked the Rebbe. 


The Rebbe looked straight at me and replied: "NU?" And so my father and I left. 


As time passed I was called up for induction to Fort Dix where I was issued a uniform and all the gear a soldier needed. Shortly thereafter, I was sent off to Fort Euston, Virginia for basic training, which lasted one day!


The second day on the parade ground the First Sergeant asked if there was anyone who could type. Of course, no one ever volunteers for anything in the Army, but because I was afraid that he would find out that I could type which would have made matters worse for me, the third time he asked the question I raised my little finger. And so I was called out to follow the Sergeant up to the Colonel's office where his secretary was waiting eagerly. 

Asked If He Could Cut a Stencil


He immediately asked me if I knew how to cut a stencil, to which I replied in the negative. He then said menacingly, "Either you cut a stencil or you're dead!" 


(I subsequently found out that the Colonel's secretary was scheduled to go on leave but was unable to do so without a replacement.) "All you have to do is remove the ribbon and type on the stencil as though typing a letter" he explained. And so I learned the art of typing stencils. 


I worked in the Colonel's office for a full nine days, going from my barracks at nine AM and working until three. The rest of the afternoon I was free. On the tenth day the Sergeant appeared in the office and asked what I was doing there. I meekly said: "I don't know." He then turned towards me and said: "Who do you know in Washington?" When I replied that I didn't know anyone in Washington, he asked me more questions as to my job in the office, and then repeated again and again and again: 

Still Asking “Who Do You Know in Washington?”


"Who do you know in Washington?" As he turned to leave the office he said: 


"You must tell me who you know in Washington." My reply remained the same. 


Before he left he told me to report to his office after work. 


All kinds of thoughts were going through my mind on the way to the Sergeant's office. 

Order to Pack Up and Ship Out


When I arrived he said, "Pack your things; you are shipping out." My first reaction was that I was being punished for not being with my unit, but after explaining to him that I was only doing the job demanded of me, he once again repeated "Who do you know in Washington?" When my answer remained the same as before, he handed me some papers from his desk and said: "Here are your shipping orders." I was in shock and didn't know that to do or say. But there they were my shipping orders. 


(Apparently these orders came directly from the War Office and not through the regular Army channels, and this was the reason suspicion arose that I knew someone in Washington.)


A jeep was waiting to take me and my gear to the train station and it was only at that point that I learned my destination would be Shreveport, Louisiana, a two-day train trip. I traveled in a First Class cabin with very few passengers and since I had a small section to myself, I was able to put on tefilin, pray and eat my kosher food. 
Special Treatment Given to an Ordinary Private


When the train arrived to Shreveport, I was greeted by a sergeant and corporal. After checking my identification, they asked me to leave the train. When I told them that I had two barracks bags on the train, the corporal went back to retrieve them and put them in the jeep. This really surprised me because I was an ordinary private and privates don't usually qualify for this kind of treatment. At the army camp I was driven to a tent at the very end of the base. This was to be my quarters. 


There was only one other person in the tent, an American of Armenian extraction. It quickly became clear that he knew about as much of what was happening as I did! We were, however, told that we had the whole day free no duties but that we had to return to quarters by five p.m. 

Promised to be Told What Special 

Unit They Were Being Assigned to


During the next few days, we were joined by two other soldiers, who also knew no more than we did. After the fourth day, we were visited by a sergeant who asked us what we knew about what was going on. In reply to our negative response he told us that within a few days we would be informed about the unit and its make-up and that more men would be joining us. 


Finally we were told that this unit will form the Security Intelligence Unit for the entire Middle East. Among the eight of us, we spoke 24 foreign languages! Each one of us soon realized that he was going to "A Familiar Country" and to me it meant Israel. I was to be stationed in Tel Aviv!


We traveled from one staging area to another until we reached Port Jarvis in Staten Island, N.Y. where we embarked on the "Aquantania." A once Luxury Liner Cruise ship which was now equipped to hold the 8,000 soldiers on board. The date was Erev Yom Kippur. 


The next morning while everyone was standing at the railing saying "Good Bye" to the Statue of Liberty (and probably saying his own prayer), I was on deck with my "Machzor" praying without interruption the Yom Kippur service. It had taken all night to board the 8,000 men and we were traveling without a convoy!


Two nights later I was called for guard duty (like everyone else was in turn). After my shift, I went down to the galley with the other guard for a hot drink and to just sit around and schmooze [converse]. The Second Steward was there and all of us were talking about our private and personal histories. I too participated in the conversations and told the Steward that I had brought my own kosher food along for the trip. 
“I Couldn’t Believe My Eyes!”


Laughingly he said, "Soldier, your food will never last as long as this trip. You had better come with me!" He then invited me for a tour of the ship the following morning. The next day, after showing me various places, the Steward took me into a very large dining room. I couldn’t believe my eyes! There were closets marked "Kosher Meat"! And next door was another large dining room with closets marked "Kosher Dairy"!


The Second Steward explained that the "Aquatania" was a luxury Liner Cruise ship that during peacetime had strictly kosher kitchens. Now, because of the war, it had been converted into a troop transport ship. Then he gave me a note to the Chief Steward, advising me to see him, which I did of course. 

“Give this Soldier Anything He Wants”


The chief asked me several questions, and then in turn he too gave me a note, to the Galley instructing the workers there to "give this soldier anything he wants." And so, instead of semi-starving as I had expected, I ate better on the 40-day voyage than anyone else on board!


Once I had arrived at my destination and got into the swing of my job, I was no longer taken up with food and keeping Shabbat. Due to the nature of my duties, I was required to dress in civilian clothes and was given substantial per diem expense account to cover all of my needs, including clothing, housing, food and travel. I was free to work whatever hours I chose and to live off base in whatever housing I found to suit me best. The perfect set-up for a Jewish boy from Brooklyn. 

Six Months in the Suez Before Being Shipped to Tel Aviv


I spent my first six months in Suez before being shipped off to Tel Aviv, where I spent the following year and a half in the Secret Service Dept of the American Army. The family of the Sadegora Rebbe, who lived in Tel Aviv then, found me very suitable accommodations which even included some meals. I lived the life of a civilian-soldier until the Army moved out of the area. 


Next I was transferred to Alexandria where I enjoyed the same conditions and treatment for the following six months as I had in Tel Aviv. With the Army on the move I, too, was moved to Eritrea, where I continued to live in the same fashion as heretofore, doing the same work as before for the Security Services. 


Not so long after that, Nazi Germany collapsed and the war was over. 


Although I was eager to get to Europe to try and help the Jewish survivors, the Army, in its full force of bureaucracy, decided that since I had already been overseas for over three and a half years without any home leave, to which I was entitled, scheduled my return to the U.S. on the very next ship. I was reunited with my family in New York in October 1945. 


And so, the Lubavitcher Rebbe's blessing followed me from the start of my Army service to its very end!

Story Told by a Granddaughter 

Of the Author – Aaron Roth


Source: Chana S., granddaughter of Aaron Roth


[Two years ago the boy next door got married. His parents, a sweet Sephardic couple, asked us to host some relatives of the bride for the Shabbat of Celebration after the wedding. He was an Israeli rosh yeshiva. His wife was an Israeli teacher. She told us in Hebrew the following amazing story about her grandfather. I pleaded with her to write it down. Whereupon she said she has an old copy of it in writing from her grandfather -- IN ENGLISH! But then, it took a year for her to arrange for it to be word processed and emailed, and then another year for me to discover on Lag b'Omer! the obscure folder where it had been unfortunately spam-filtered and misfiled. I cried out Baruch Hashem!� edited it, and held on to it for this occasion.]

The 131st Birth Anniversary of the Rebbe Rayatz


Connection: Seasonal -- 131st anniversary of birth of Rabbi J. I. Shneersohn; 84th anniversary of his miraculous release from Soviet prison. 


Biographic Note: Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn (12 Tammuz 1880-10 Shvat 1950), known as the Rebbe Rayatz, was the sixth Lubavitcher Rebbe, from 1920 to 1950. He established a network of Jewish educational institutions and Chassidim that was the single most significant factor for the preservation of Judaism during the dread reign of the communist Soviets. In 1940 he moved to the USA, established Chabad world-wide headquarters in Brooklyn and launched the global campaign to renew and spread Judaism in all languages and in every corner of the world, the campaign continued and expanded so remarkably successfully by his son-in-law and successor, Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson.

STATEMENT FROM 
AGUDATH ISRAEL OF AMERICA
 About Leiby Kletzky, Hy"d



Along with all of Klal Yisroel, Agudath Israel of America joins in deeply mourning the tragic petirah of Leiby Kletzky, Hashem yinkom domo.

 


The circumstances of this young boy's death are shocking and horrifying. With broken hearts, we offer our divrei tanchumin to the members of the grieving mishpacha, and are mispallel that they have strength and fortitude.

 


May the incredible dedication and achdus displayed by every segment of the tzibbur over past days during the search for Leiby, z"l, be a tremendous z'chus for Leiby's neshoma in Gan Eden.

 


We join the entire community in expressing our tremendous gratitude to the New York City Police Department, the FBI and local government officials for their round-the-clock efforts in leaving no stone unturned in their search; and we hope and trust that the perpetrator of this murder of an innocent boy will swiftly be brought to justice.  And we extend our special hakoras hatov to all the community organizations (in particular Shomrim, Hatzolah, Misaskim and Chaveirim) and to the scores of volunteers from near and far who so quickly mobilized and pooled their tremendous energy and resources into the search for Leiby, z"l.

 

HaMakom yenachem ha'mishpacha ha'nichbada
b'soch she'ar aveilei Tzion v'Yerushalayim.
ABC News’ Bill Ritter

 Visits the Kletzky Family
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By Bill Ritter


We cover so many tragic stories - but the saddest, always, are the ones involving children.


The murder and dismemberment of 8-year-old Leiby Kletzky has affected so many people. We in our newsroom are not immune to that.


I’m not immune to it.


I went to the Kletzky home in Borough Park this morning to visit the family.


I was honored that they welcomed me in. I was honored to pay my respects.


This is a family deep in mourning. 6 children, five of them girls. Leiby was their only son.


They are surrounded by an extended family - and surrounded as well, clearly, by a lot of love.


The family members I talked to want the world to know what a sweet and thoughtful little boy this was. They also want us to know that this tight knit Orthodox community rallied quickly to search for Leiby - thousands were out - combing the neighborhood grid more than 17 times. And finding the surveillance video that ultimately helped solve this crime.


I was also able to talk to Leiby’s mother and father. They are not aware of all the gruesome details of their son’s death. They don’t watch TV or read the general circulation papers.


I told them that while their pain is theirs alone - we all share a bit of it. And by we, I mean millions - because this tragedy has affected the entire City.


And then his father offered this: He said he was proud to have been Leiby’s father for nearly 9 years - and that if somehow his death is bringing so many people together - then what a great tribute to his boy.


I thought twice about going, but I was drawn there. And I’m glad I could express to Leiby’s parents what so many other New Yorkers are feeling.

Reprinted from the Matzav.com website and originally broadcast on ABC News.

Reflections on Leiby Kletzky, A”H
By David Bibi


I wanted to skip this week’s newsletter. I didn’t want to write anything. Last week I thought I might write about the relationships between Pinchas, Eliyahu. Moshe and Yehoshua and the qualities of leadership. I thought I might write about the Ohr HaChayim whose Yahrzeit is Motsei Shabbat. I thought I might quote the Ari and the Zohar which devotes so many pages to this week’s portion. But all I felt was numb over the immense tragedy.


"It was the best of times, it was the worst of times; it was the age of wisdom, it was the age offoolishness; it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity; it was the season of Light, it was the season of Darkness; it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair; we had everything before us, we had nothing before us; we were all going directly to Heaven, we were all going the other way." So wrote Charles Dickens 150 years ago.

A Week Shy of His Ninth Birthday


A little boy, a week shy of his ninth birthday, was on his way home from day camp. He was to walk a few blocks on streets so many of us know so very well to where his mother was anxiously waiting. He possibly took a wrong turn and ended up in the hands of a madman.


Word went out that he was missing and thousands of people showed up volunteering to help in the search. I imagine there has never been in this country an

outpouring of man power to this degree in response to an amber alert.

People Came from Far and 

Wide to Try and Find Leiby


People gave no thought to skipping work so that they might help find Leiby Kletzky. The greater community of Jews from as far south as Lakewood and Baltimore and up north to themountains all came to Boro Park.


No matter the sect, no matter the degree of observance, they all came together with one purpose. And those who didn’t come, tens of thousands of others were praying for the boy’s safe return.


As I too prayed for this little boy, I thought about the verse from Shemuel, "Who is like Your nation Israel, a unique nation amongst the (nations) of the earth?" We showed we are truly unique and a singular family in coming together with common purpose.


But with every passing minute, we knew the odds diminished that the boy would be found OK. And I mentioned to those in the office with me that I was afraid that the publicity might be working against this poor boy.


A day later, the murderer was found. And we all went into shock. It was simply beyond our ability to conceive that this could happen; right here in our backyard and by someone who was in some way a part of the Jewish family. It wasn’t a stranger. And if in fact the story that the lost boy came to this man for help is true, it’s even more frightening.

Jews are Raised to be Sensitive to 

The Needs and Feelings of Others


We are raised as Jews to be sensitive to the needs and feelings of others. In the laws of an Eved Ivri, we learn that if the master has but one pillow, the servant is entitled to it and the master must do without! .The Gemara relates a story of a calf that stuck its head beneath Rabbi Yehuda Hanasi’s coat to escape the slaughterer’s knife. RabbiYehuda Hanasi told the calf that it should go to the slaughter, for this is why it was created. The Gemara relates that Hashem brought travails upon Rabbi Yehuda Hanasi as punishment forhis failure to pity the calf. 
We teach our children that we cover the Chalah on Friday night so as not to embarrass the Chalahwhile we make the Kiddush over wine.

What Did We Do Wrong 

To Deserve this Monster?


Where was the confessed Murderer’s midah of chesed (measurement of kindness)? Instead of what we think should be there, we got the exact opposite. It is conceivable that little Leiby Kletzky expected kindness. Wouldn’t any of us expect that? Wouldn’t any of the millions of us offer that to the little boy? Yet instead of kindness he was greeted with pure Satanic evil. Hashem what did we do to deserve this monster?


And now we all are thinking twice. When my ten year old asks to walk on Central Avenue in Cedarhurst on Friday after school with her friends, do I let her go? But she knows everyone! And when your child wants to walk down Norwood Avenue in Deal, does that become off limits. And what of 18th Avenue, Avenue J and Kings Highway in Brooklyn? Or Main Street in Monsey, Lakewood or Allenhurst? 

A friend living in Manhattan said that he was reluctant to even let his kids

get dropped off with the doorman after this. But those are supposed to be safe paces. After all I rode my bicycle from one end of Deal to the other as a ten year old, even late at night. And at nine, I walked down Avenue R each morning to Coney Island Avenue where I took the City bus to school. 

And I must say that if I was a little boy and I say a guy with a hat and beard, I wouldn’t think twice of asking him for help. He would have been in my mind either a rabbi or like a rabbi. He would have been someone to be trusted. But a madman – even just one in a million – shatters our faith.


And then came the funeral. They say that eight to ten thousand people crammed into a court yard in Boro Park. Most never met the boy or his parents, but they shared the grief and stood for hours in the evening heat to pay their respects. Could there have been a dry eye when the boy’s father, whose voice shook as he stood before the crowd and addressed his dead son, saying in Yiddish that he was lucky to have had him, if only for nine years. “Thank God we had him.” And then, overcome by emotion, he went silent.

Our Obligation is to Make 

The World a Better Place


Hashem tells Kayin, “Your brother's blood cries out to me from the ground”. The blood of Leiby Kletzky cries out. I don’t believe it cries out for revenge. I don’t believe it cries for us tomourn. Our mourning is natural. I believe it cries out telling us to make the world a better place.


For some strange reason we often see good grow from tragedy. Is it Hashem’s way of comforting us? Every one of us would have done anything possible to help this little boy. And most of us probably want to see someone ring the neck of the murderer with bare hands. We think we cannot do anything for this boy anymore.

We Can Do Something for Leiby


Leiby is the pure Neshama who has risen in heaven. But we can do something for Leiby. We can make the world a better place. We can be like the thousands who searched. We can make a commitment to change our lives. We can make a commitment to help someone in need. We can really step out of our comfort zone and do something no matter how painful to make someone else’s life

better. And we can do these things with Leiby in mind.


This death has changed my life. It’s changed your life. It’s changed the life of your children. We must face that reality. But we can and must do more. This tragedy is a blaring siren that is tearing into our heads. It can’t be ignored. But what we do next is up to us. What would the pure soul of this little boy want us to do?

Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace

Absolute Soul

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


There is a lesson, meted out in this week's portion that has eternal ramifications upon the theological nature of the Jewish nation. It is a lesson that defines our attitudes toward spirituality and its relevance to modern living. 


After Bila'am's failed efforts to curse the Jewish people, he devised another ploy. He advised the nations of Midian and Moav to lure the Jews to sin through salacious activities. Midian complied wholeheartedly, offering its daughters as conspirators in the profanity. The scheme worked. The Jews cavorted with Midianite women, and the wrath of Hashem was aroused. A plague ensued and thousands of Jews died. 

Hashem Commands Us to Administer Justice


In this week's portion, Hashem commands His people to administer justice. "Make the Midianites your enemies and attack them!" For they antagonized you through their conspiracy that they conspired against you in the matter of Peor, and in the matter of Cozbi, daughter of a leader of Midian, their sister, who was slain on the day of the plague, in the matter of Peor" (Numbers 25:17-18). Eventually Jews go to war with Midian. 


The issue that may confront the modern thinker is simple. War? Over what? They were not fighting over land. There was no dispute over oil or natural resources. Why such vehemence to the point of physical attack over the incident at Peor? Why call for such physical retribution for an act that caused spiritual sedition through secular seduction? 

Before the Onset of World War II


Rabbi Eliezer Sorotzkin of Lev L'Achim related the following story: In November 1938, before the onset of World War II, some Jewish children had the opportunity to escape from Nazi Germany and resettle in England through what became known as kindertransport. Unfortunately, their were not enough religious families able to accept these children and other families who were willing to take them were not willing to raise the children with Jewish traditions.


The Chief Rabbi of London, Rabbi Yechezkel Abramski, embarked on a frantic campaign to secure funding to ensure that every child would be placed in a proper Jewish environment. 


Rabbi Abramski called one wealthy Jewish industrialist and begged him for a donation sizable enough to ensure that the children would be raised in proper Jewish environment. "It is pikuach nefesh!" cried Rabbi Abramski. 


At that point, the tycoon became incensed. "Rabbi," he said, "Please do not use that term flippantly. I know what pikuach nefesh is. Pikuach nefesh means a matter of life and death! When I was young, my parents were very observant. 
When my baby sister was young, she was very sick. We had to call the doctor, but it was on Shabbos. My father was very conscientious of the sanctity of Shabbos. He would never desecrate Shabbos. But our rabbi told us that since this is a matter of life and death, we were allowed to desecrate the Shabbos! He called it pikuach nefesh. Rabbi Abramski," the man implored, "with all due respect. The children are already here in England. They are safe from the Nazis. The only issue is where to place them. How they are raised is not pikuach nefesh!" With that, the man politely bade farewell and hung up the phone.
The Incessant Ringing of 

The Phone During Dinner


That Friday evening, the wealthy man was sitting at dinner, when the telephone rang incessantly. Finally, the man got up from his meal and answered the phone. 


As he listened to the voice on the other end of the line, his face went pallid. 


"This is Abramski. Please. I would not call on the Sabbath if I did not think this was pikuach nefesh. Again, I implore you. We need the funds to ensure that these children will be raised as Jews." 


Needless to say, the man responded immediately to the appeal. 


We understand matters of life and death, justice and injustice, war and peace, in corporeal terms. It is difficult to view spirituality in those terms as well. 

Our Enemies Are Not Merely Those 

Who Threaten Our Physical Existence


The Torah teaches us that our enemies are not merely those who threaten our physical existence, but those who threaten our spiritual existence as well. Throughout the generations, we faced those who would annihilate us physically and others who would be just as happy to see us disappear as Jews. 


What our enemies were unable to do to the Jewish people with bullets and gas, they have succeeded in doing with assimilation and spiritual attrition. 


People fail to equate the severity of spiritual disorders with those of a physical nature. They may scoff at a prohibited marriage in the eyes of the Torah, or seek a leniency to absolve themselves from following matrimonial law, yet they will leave no stone unturned in searching for a genetic incompatibility or suspect health issue.


The Torah teaches us that the two the physical world and the spiritual world are inseparable. An attack on spirituality, breaches the borders of our very essence, and our response must be in kind. It is essential to know that when we do some serious soul-searching there is really something out there waiting to be found. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Everyone Counts


Menachem was unfortunately born very premature and with many disabilities. Among his disabilities were blindness and cerebral palsy, which meant that his walking would be awkward all his life. Knowing that Menachem would not be able to attend a conventional yeshivah, the Eisenbachs sought a school specifically geared to handicapped children.


The only institution available was Achvah, a government-run secular school. It had excellent programs for handicapped children, but much to the Eisenbachs chagrin, Achvah provided no religious education - Nevertheless, Menachem proudly wore his yarmulke and tzitzis to school every day, and thus his religiosity was obvious to both students and staff alike.

Tried to Teach Their Son As 

Much Torah at Home As Possible


The Eisenbachs tried to teach their handicapped son as much as they could at home about Torah and mitzvos. Father or mother would daven with the child every morning, and he began to recite berachos regularly, before and after eating. Every Shabbos, despite the difficulty, Menachem would walk to shul with his father, and he soon became familiar with the routine of Shacharis, Minchah, Maariv, and Krias haTorah (the reading of the Torah).


Another handicapped student at Achvah was the granddaughter of a prominent rebbe in Jerusalem, a charming eight-year-old girl named Yehudis. Yehudis unfortunately suffered from leukemia, and because she and Menachem were the only religious children in the class, they became friendly.

Yehudis Went Out of Her 

Way to Help Menachem


The Eisenbachs were very thankful to Yehudis because she went out of her way to help their blind and crippled son. She would walk alongside Menachem and carry his books so that he could steady himself as he slowly and hesitantly limped to class.


Both children progressed in their schoolwork, but Yehudis' health began to deteriorate. When she was absent from school, the children in the class would worry for her, but Menachem would be terrified. She was his closest friend, the eyes he had never had. In her absence, he missed her daily words of encouragement. Gradually she missed school more and more often, and eventually she was hospitalized. One dark day she passed away.


Parents and children in Achvah were devastated by her death, he and many came to be menachem aveil (pay a consolation call). Menachem, who was ten at the time, went with his father to Yehudis' family.


Sensing the sadness in the home, he asked to be brought to the little girl's mother. Standing unsteadily in front of the grieving woman, Menachem said, "Please don't cry for Yehudis- She is going straight to Gan Eden. She is with Hashem." Containing his own anguish, the youngster continued, "Don't cry. She is with all the tzaddikim (righteous ones)."

Happy that She is in 

Gan Eden and is Healthy


Those who heard Menachem's high-pitched voice fought to hold back tears as he concluded, "She was my best friend, but I am happy for her that now she is in Gan Eden and is healthy."


A week later, the school faculty decided to have a memorial service for the beloved Yehudis, Parents and students were invited to the auditorium, where they were to be addressed by the principal and a psychologist who would discuss how to cope with the loss of such a young child.


When everyone had gathered in the crowded auditorium, the speakers addressed the assemblage in comforting tones. When the principal announced the end of the assembly, Menachem stood up and called out from the back row, "I would like to say something for my friend Yehudis."

Everyone Turns to Look at Menachem


Startled, everyone turned around and looked at the blind, crippled boy leaning on the chair in front of him. It was common knowledge that Yehudis had been an enormous support to Menachem.


The principal knew that she could not deny Menachem this opportunity, and so she turned to him and announced, "Please, Menachem, we would be delighted to hear what you wish to say," Down the center aisle Menachem made his way slowly and laboriously towards the podium. His father walked with him and guided him up the three steps to the little stage.


Before we finish the story, let us briefly discuss one inspiration thought from the Torah this week. In this week's Torah Portion Pinchas, we read about the last counting of the Bnai Yisroel (the Jews) in the desert.  Why did Hashem need to count the Jews, did Hashem not know how many they were?  The answer is perhaps the following:  every Jew counts.


Rashi brings a parable in this regard, one who holds a valuable object in his pocket will constantly check to make sure that it is there.  Thus is Hashem's love for the Jewish people.  The Talmud brings that Hashem as it were, wears tefillin.  Asks the Talmud, what is written on Hashem's tefillin?  "And who is like you Yisroel, a [unique] Nation in the land..." 


Menachem took his position by the podium, steadied himself, and turned his head first sideways and then upward. He began the words no one had ever heard him say before or even realized he knew: "Yisgadal, v'yiskadash Shemey Rabba ..." Slowly and tediously he finished the entire Kaddish. It was all he wanted to say. Menachem couldn't see that everyone wept. (Along the Maggid's Journey, p.76 Rabbi Peysach Krohn)

Reprinted from this week’s email of Good Shabbos Everyone.
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