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The Chazon Ish’s Calculations at the Bris Milah
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There was a Bris Milah taking place in Bnei Brak, and the baby’s father honored the Chazon Ish, zt”l, with being the Sandek. Many people swarmed to the Shul to get a Brachah from him, or to at least get a glimpse of his holy presence. The Chazon Ish received each person with a smile, carefully listened to their requests, and patiently advised each one. 


Only his close inner circle of family and close students saw how pale he was, and it worried them. When the Chazon Ish finished receiving the people, he slowly stood up and proceeded to the car that was going to take him home.


Instead of going home though, the driver decided to quickly get the Chazon Ish to the hospital, but the Chazon Ish said to him, “Drive slowly.” The driver, who was one of his students, listened to the Chazon Ish and drove slowly.


After they reached a turn in the road, the Chazon Ish said he could now go faster, and soon he said, “Faster, faster.” The student handed the Chazon Ish a pill that his doctor had prescribed for heart attacks, and after the Chazon Ish took the pill, he instructed his student to stop so he could step out and breath some fresh air. 
The Chazon Ish calmed down and told his student, “That was a strong heart attack!” 


The student asked, “When did you know you weren’t feeling well?” 


The Chazon Ish replied, “I already knew on our way to the Bris.” 


The student then asked, “Then why did you go?” and the Chazon Ish replied that he had hoped it would go away. 


The student then asked, “But when it didn’t go away, why did you continue to receive people?” 


The Chazon Ish answered, “So many people were there, each one waiting for me with their packages of problems! I couldn’t run away from them. If they would only understand that ‘The People of Israel’ are loved by Hashem, they would ask Hashem directly for help, and Hashem would answer them. However, they don’t realize this, and they ask me to Daven for them. How could I refuse them?” 


The student was impressed by the Chazon Ish’s noble spirit, but he asked, “Why did you tell me to drive slowly when we got into the car?” 


The Chazon Ish asked back, “Didn’t you see the crowds of people there behind the car? If you’d have gone fast, they would have gotten hit with the exhaust fumes right in their faces! How could I mistreat and dishonor a Jew like that?”

Reprinted from the Parashas Bo 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Chassid and the Robber

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

Reb (short for Rabbi) Gedalya was a Chassid of the holy Rebbe Yisroel of Ruzin. The rest of the year he was a businessman struggling to make ends meet, but on the Shabbat and holidays he was a different man; a spiritual king with no worries or cares.


But twice a year; on Chanukah and Shavuot when he would visit the Rebbe it was literally heaven on earth.


To see the Rebbe of Ruzin was like seeing and feeling G-d in the Holy Temple. It filled Gedalya with joy, courage, inspiration and love for the entire year.


But one Chanukah was completely different.


As usual Gedalya loaded his wagon and set off the day before Chanukah but the weather was a bit stormier than usual. The cold winds and deep snow made travel tedious and difficult and by the time he finally reached his first stop; the hotel where he usually spent the night it was well after midnight.


He got a room, lit the first candle on his Chanuka Menora and watched the flickering flame till he fell asleep. But the next day the storm was even worse, the cold, fierce winds and blinding snow made travel impossible so he was forced to spend yet another day in the hotel.


With a broken heart he went to his room that night, lit two candles in his menorah and watched the small dancing flames with mixed emotions. On one hand he was happy it was Chanukah but on the other he was sad that he was missing the Rebbe. But he also had a strange feeling that there was a cosmic reason for his delay.


Suddenly, through his closed door he heard the entrance of the hotel burst open followed by screams, shouting, and the sound of shattering glass and furniture.


He opened his door a crack and saw that a band of thieves had invaded the place and were robbing the guests in the lobby and ransacking the hotel - it was only a matter of time till they came to his room.


There was nowhere for him to run or hide and jumping from his second story window was out of the question. 'Let them take my money', he thought. 'Hope they won't take my Tefillin. Maybe I can leave my suitcase open and hide under the bed.'


But before he could move, his door burst open with a kick as the leader of the gang, a fierce insane look written all over his face, raised his long knife in the air and stepped into the room roaring like a wild animal. 


Gedalya screamed, "Take my money! Have mercy! Don't kill me! I have a wife and children! Here, take my money!!" But then he saw something that sent chills down his spine; the candles in his menorah caught the robber's eye.


"Oh no!" Gedalya thought to himself "A Jew hater! He's going to kill me for sure!!" He closed his eyes and said the last prayer every Jew should say before death: 'Shma Yisroel Ado...." Suddenly someone shouted:


"GEDALYA!!"


"Ehh?" he said as he opened his eyes. It was the thief shouting!


"Gedalya Grossman!! Is it you? Is it you? Gedalya?"


Gedalya shook his head yes as though in a dream. "Yes. That's me! I'm Gedalya Grossman. But who are you?”


"Do you remember me? The thief said as he lowered his knife. "It's me! Itzik Popper!!"


Gedalya and Itzik had been friends from childhood. They were partners in learning Torah and spent every free moment together. But when they got older and married, they each went their separate ways. They corresponded by mail for a few years and then lost contact.


Itzik married into a rich family. His father-in-law owned a large hotel which his wife ran while he sat and learned Torah uninterruptedly. But it was a bit boring for Itzik's ego. Deep down he wanted action.


So when it just so happened that a large group of rough looking gentiles came into the hotel when he happened to be in the lobby. They took a table in the corner, began arguing heatedly and Itzik listened in. They were discussing some financial issue. Itzik understood the problem and the solution and decided to show off his intellectual prowess and mediate.


They enjoyed his ideas and it wasn't long before they visited again asking him advice which he joyously gave and so it continued. Although it took a while, he was drawn into their world of profit and excitement and eventually became their leader. They were professional thieves.


That was many years ago. But now here he was, Itzik Popper, standing face to face with the truth that he had abandoned years ago.


He turned around, left the room, ran downstairs ordered the thieves to stop what they were doing, return all the booty and leave the hotel and then returned back to Gedalya.


That whole night they spoke. Itzik tried to explain that he was too far gone while Gedalya assured him that if G-d could take millions of Jews from Egypt He certainly can save one Itzik Popper.


But the thing that really clinched it was as soon as Gedalya mentioned the Rebbe of Ruzin.


Itzik fell strangely silent and tears flowed from his eyes. 


He said he wanted to light Chanukah candles for the first time in years. Then, when the sun came up he put on Tefillin.


He agreed to travel to the Holy Rabbi of Ruzin and when they actually met face to face Itzik became transformed into a different person. He gladly accepted the Rebbe's detailed plan to fix his past deeds including returning all he had stolen and returning to Judaism.

Reprinted from the Parshat Shemot 5780 email of the Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim of Kfar Chabad, Israel parshasheet. (Based on a story published in Y’dion HaKfar 12/21/2006.)

Tips on How to Reach

The Top of the Mountain

[image: image2.jpg]



Rav Eli J. Mansour


The Tosafos Yom Tov qualifies this and explains that when it comes to performing a Mitzvah, one should not hold himself back from doing it because others are mocking him. One should never feel any shame when he is doing one of Hashem’s Mitzvos. 


This is in line with what the Rama writes in the very beginning of Shulchan Aruch (Orach Chaim 1:1), that when it comes to Avodas Hashem, serving Hashem, one should never be ashamed or embarrassed in front of others that may be ridiculing or mocking him. 


Rav Eli Mansour once related that after he finished high school, he went to learn in Yeshivah in Eretz Yisroel, and when he returned home, he was becoming very serious about his learning and wanted to continue in this way. 


However, many of his friends from earlier in his life were not thinking in similar ways, and they tried to dissuade him from learning. They mocked him and tried to pull him to do other things that would distract him and take him away from his growth in Ruchniyus (spirituality). 


Rav Mansour stated, “This bothered me very much, and I didn’t know what to do about it. I decided to go visit Rav Avigdor Miller, zt”l, and seek his advice, and this is what he said to me: 


‘Suppose you have a mountain climber who organizes a team to go with him to climb Mount Everest. They all start off on their expedition with excitement, and with the same goal in mind, and that is to get to the top of the mountain. However, the climb proves to be more difficult than many of them had thought, and slowly, people from the group fall away, and return back to the base at the bottom of the mountain. 
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Rav Avigdor Miller


As they go higher and higher, more and more people decide to go back, and when they are about half way up the mountain, the climber has about half his group left with him. He is determined though, to get to the top, and he continues with whoever will join him. 


Still, the closer he gets to the top, there are more people who say they have had enough, and they try to dissuade others from continuing on, and instead, they should return to base with them. But our climber keeps on going. Finally, after much hard work and perseverance, this man reaches the top of the mountain. 
However, he notices that he is all alone. Everyone else had fallen back and didn’t make it. Only after working so hard and ignoring everyone who was trying to get him to turn back, did he make it to the top, and now it was only him.’ 


Rav Miller continued and said, ‘It is the same with Ruchniyus. If we want to climb the mountain of Ruchniyus, it will be very hard work and the climb will be very steep at times. There will be others who will want to join us, but not everyone will be able to make it. Some will want to go back down the mountain and try to take us with them. 


“But if we want to reach the top, we have to keep working on it, even if we are doing it by ourselves. The top may be lonely, but not many people actually make it up the mountain!’ Rav Miller advised me to disregard those who wanted to pull me down and were giving me a hard time, and he taught me that even if I am alone and without my friends, I will be able to make it to the top of the mountain, if I work at it hard enough!”

Reprinted from the Parashas Bo 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Ten-Year-Old

Boy’s Desire for a Bike
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I heard the following story first hand, and it demonstrates the power of tefillah: 

A ten-year-old son asked his father to buy him a bike. The father told him that he doesn’t have money for that, but "if you want a bike, daven for one." 

The son said, "I don’t know how to daven for a bike." 

The father replied, "Repeat after me: 'Hashem, please give my father money so he can buy me a bike." They had this conversation while walking down the street. 

Shortly afterwards, the father was walking on that same street again, and right where the child had previously davened there was 350 shekels on the ground (there was no obligation of hashavas aveidah). The father quickly went home to bring his son to the bike store. They bought a bike that cost exactly 350 shekels.

Reprinted from the Parashas Vaeira 5780 of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Chofetz Chaim’s Humiliation for the 

Honor of Shabbos


In Radin, where the Chofetz Chaim lived, there was an organization whose members would go to Jewish storeowners on Friday afternoon and encourage them to close their stores early, before Shabbos. The Chofetz Chaim urged people to join the group, and sometimes the Chofetz Chaim himself went with them on Friday afternoons, to speak with the storeowners. 
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One Friday afternoon, the Chofetz Chaim asked his student, Reb Avraham Kalmanovitz, ztl, to join him on such a mission. They walked from store to store, and reminded the shopkeepers to close their stores at the right time. 


At one store, the owner shouted at them for telling him what to do and he smacked them. The Chofetz Chaim and Reb Avraham Kalmanowitz didn’t answer back. They silently left the store and went on to the next store.


A couple of weeks later, someone came to the Chofetz Chaim in a hysteric state. He said that his wife was in the midst of childbirth and she and the child were at risk. The Chofetz Chaim asked him, "Is your wife careful with the three mitzvos one is tested on, by childbirth?" (The Mishnah Shabbos 2:6 states, "For three sins women die in childbirth: for not being cautious with the laws of niddah, challah, and lighting the Shabbos candles.") 


The man said that she is cautious with all of those. The Chofetz Chaim immediately summoned for Reb Avraham Kalmanowitz (who was learning in the yeshiva's beis medresh) and said, "You remember, a couple of weeks ago we were humiliated by a storeowner. Are you willing to give the merits you earned from that humiliation to this man who needs a salvation?" 


Reb Avraham granted him those merits. Moments later, they heard the good news that a healthy son was born. It was evident that the merits of the humiliation saved this woman's life and the life of her child. 


After this episode, Reb Avraham Kalmanowitz said to the Chofetz Chaim, "Rebbe, I have two questions: 
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(1) You were also humiliated and you were also smacked by the shopkeeper. Why did you ask me to give my merits? You could have given yours. 


(2) If the reward for embarrassments is so great, shouldn’t I keep it for myself?" 


The Chofetz Chaim replied, "I'm an old man, and I went through a lot in my lifetime. At this point of my life, it doesn’t bother me so much when someone humiliates me. But you are still young. The disgrace certainly hurt you very deeply. Therefore, I asked you to give him your merits. Your merit is greater than mine, and it could help this man. Regarding your second question, that you should keep the merits for yourself, I say the opposite: Why do we need merits, if it isn't to help others?"


Years later, Reb Avraham Kalmanowitz became the rosh yeshiva of Mir, in America.

Reprinted from the Parashas Vaeira 5780 of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Value of Parents
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A young father once needed a complicated heart procedure, and he was unsure if he should inform his elderly parents about it. He approached Rav Elazar Shach, zt”l, and asked him for his advice, and Rav Shach insisted that he tell his parents, but not get into how serious his condition or the procedure was. 


The man hesitated and said, “Why should I worry them needlessly?” 


Rav Shach responded, “You don’t realize the power of a parent’s Prayer, and you must not forgo such valuable assistance!”

Reprinted from the Parashas Bo 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Reflections on Empathy

By Rabbi Meir Sultan


In the middle of the night late that summer, the Chafetz Chaim’s Rebbetzin awoke to find her husband missing from the bedroom. She bolted from her room in anxiety, calling his name. To her surprise, she found him not far at all, asleep on a wooden kitchen bench with his fingers knitted beneath his head. 


“Why do you sleep here?” she asked. “Go back to your bed!” 


The Tzadik responded, “Our Jewish brothers and sisters will suffer from this war. Some are already dead, or being driven from their homes. How can I sleep in comfort while all this is happening?”
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Rav Noach Orlowek Rav Yaacov Horowitz

My Rebbe, Rav Noach Orlowek once told me once about a teenager whom nobody was able to get through to, he simply wasn’t willing to open up to anyone. He was brought to Rav Yaacov Horowitz who captured this boy in a matter of seconds. How did he manage that? Rabbi Horowitz sat him down and before listening and empathising with him, he unplugged the phone cord from the wall, so as to communicate to him that he and what he had to say, is the most important thing in the world. When we think about empathy, there is a natural tendency to believe that so long as the sufferer is aware that I empathize, then I’m good. The Torah tells us that this supposition only brings us halfway home. Yes, empathy is important, but by communicating strong non-verbal messages, our empathy can be taken to a whole other level, just like the Chafetz Chaim and Rabbi Horowitz. It is not too much to ask.

Reprinted from the Parashat Va’eira 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, England)
HaRav Avraham Yitzchak HaCohen Kook
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HaRav Avraham Yitzchak HaCohen Kook, also known by the acronym HaRaAYaH (7 September 1865 – 1 September 1935) was an Orthodox rabbi, the first Ashkenazi Chief Rabbi of British Mandatory Palestine in the Land of Israel, the founder of Yeshiva Mercaz HaRav, a Jewish thinker, Posek, Kabbalist, and a renowned Talmid Chacham. He is considered one of the fathers of religious Zionism. 

Childhood


He was born in Griva in the Courland Governorate of the Russian Empire in 1865, today a part of Daugavpils, Latvia, the oldest of eight children. His father, Rabbi Shlomo Zalman Ha-Cohen Kook, was a student of the Volozhin yeshiva, the "mother of the Lithuanian yeshivas" whereas his maternal grandfather was an avid follower of the Kapust branch of the Hasidic movement, founded by the son of the great Rabbi of Chabad, Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneersohn of Lubavitch, known as the "Tzemach Tzedek".


As a child he gained a reputation of being an ilui (prodigy). He entered the Volozhin Yeshiva in 1884 at the age of 18, where he became close to the rosh yeshiva, Rabbi Naftali Zvi Yehuda Berlin (the Netziv). Although he stayed at the yeshiva for only a year and a half, the Netziv has been quoted as saying that if the Volozhin yeshiva had been founded just to educate Rav Kook, it would have been worthwhile. 


During his time in the yeshiva, he studied under Rabbi Eliyahu David Rabinowitz-Teomim (also known as the Aderet), the rabbi of Ponevezh (today's Panevežys, Lithuania) and later Chief Ashkenazi Rabbi of Jerusalem.

Marriage


In 1886 he married Batsheva, the daughter of the Aderet. Early career. In 1887, at the age of 23, R' Kook entered his first rabbinical position as rabbi of Zaumel, Lithuania. In 1888, his wife died, and his father-in-law convinced him to marry her cousin, Raize-Rivka, the daughter of the Aderet's twin brother. 


Rabbi Kook's only son, Zvi Yehuda Kook, was born in 1891 to Rabbi Kook and his second wife. In 1895, Rav Kook became the rabbi of Bauska. Between 1901 and 1904, he published three articles which anticipate the philosophy that he later more fully developed in the Land of Israel. 


R' Kook personally refrained from eating meat except on the Sabbath and Festivals; and a compilation of extracts from his writing, compiled by his disciple Harav David Cohen, known as "Rav HaNazir" (or "the Nazir of Jerusalem") and titled by him "A Vision of Vegetarianism and Peace," depicts a progression, guided by Torah law, towards a vegetarian society. 

Jaffa


In 1904 Rav Kook moved to Ottoman Palestine to assume the rabbinical post in Jaffa (Yafo), which also included responsibility for the new mostly secular Zionist agricultural settlements nearby. During these years he wrote a number of works, most published posthumously, most notably a lengthy commentary on the Aggadot of Tractates Berakhot and Shabbat, titled Eyn Ayah, and a brief book on morality and spirituality, titled Mussar Avicha. 


Another book, a collection of his letters called Igrot Hareiyah, incorporated the acronym of his name, Abraham Isaac. It was in 1911 that Rav Kook also maintained a correspondence with the Jews of Yemen, addressing some twenty-six questions to "the honorable shepherds of G-d's congregation" and sending his letter via the known Zionist emissary, Shemuel Yavne'eli. Their reply was later printed in a book published by Yavne'eli. 


Rav Kook's influence on people in different walks of life was already noticeable, as he engaged in kiruv ("Jewish outreach"), thereby creating a greater role for Torah and Halakha in the life of the city and the nearby settlements. In 1913 Rav Kook led a delegation of rabbis, including several leading rabbinic figures such as Rabbi Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, to the many newly established secular "moshavot" (settlements) in Samaria and Galilee. 


Known as the "Journey of the Rabbis" the rabbis' goal was to strengthen Shabbat observance, Torah education, and other religious observances, with an emphasis on the giving of 'terumot and ma'asrot' as these were farming settlements.

London and World War I


The outbreak of the First World War caught Rav Kook in Europe, and he was forced to remain in Switzerland and London for the remainder of the war. In 1916, he became rabbi of the Spitalfields Great Synagogue (Machzike Hadath, "upholders of the law"), an immigrant Orthodox community.

Chief Rabbi of Jerusalem


Upon returning in 1919, he was appointed the Ashkenazi Chief Rabbi of Jerusalem, and soon after, as first Ashkenazi Chief Rabbi of Palestine in 1921. In 1924, Rav Kook founded a yeshiva, Mercaz HaRav Kook (popularly known as "Mercaz HaRav"), in Jerusalem. Rav Kook decided to name the Yeshiva "Mercaz HaRav" to represent his vision of the Yeshiva being a place where the "Rav," or "many", could come to learn from all corners of the World. 


The deans (Roshei Yeshiva) following his death in 1935 included: Rabbi Yaakov Moshe Charlap, Rabbi Nosan Ra'anan, Rav Kook's son, Tzvi Yehuda Kook, Rabbi Avraham Shapira, and Rabbi Yaakov Shapira. Rav Kook was a master of Halakha in the strictest sense, while at the same time possessing an unusual openness to new ideas. 


This drew many religious and nonreligious people to him, but also led to widespread misunderstanding of his ideas. He wrote prolifically on both Halakha and Jewish thought, and his books and personality continued to influence many even after his death in Jerusalem in 1935, reflected in attendance of his funeral by an estimated 20,000 mourners. 


Rav Kook tried to build and maintain channels of communication and political alliances between the various Jewish sectors, including the secular Jewish Zionist leadership, the Religious Zionists, and more traditional non-Zionist Orthodox Jews. 


He believed that the modern movement to re-establish a Jewish state in the land of Israel had profound theological significance and that the Zionists were agents in a heavenly plan to bring about the messianic era. Per this ideology, the youthful, secular and even anti-religious Labor Zionist pioneers, halutzim, were a part of a grand Divine process whereby the land and people of Israel were finally being redeemed from the 2,000-year exile (galut) by all manner of Jews who sacrificed themselves for the cause of building up the physical land, as laying the groundwork for the ultimate spiritual messianic redemption of world Jewry. (https://www.wikiwand. com/en/Abraham_Isaac_Kook)

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshallach 5780 email of the whY I Matter parshasheet of the Young Israel of Midwood in Brooklyn edited by Yedidye Hirtenfeld.
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