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The Dedicated Searcher

Of a Lost Child

Rabbi Yissocher Frand tells a story about a couple, who after a long wait, were finally blessed with twin girls. As the babies grew into mischievous toddlers, their parents took them on vacation to a hotel, where the mother stayed with the girls during the week, while the husband stayed at home in the city so he could go to work, and would join them for the weekend. 

One day in the dining room at lunch, the mother took one twin to the sink to wash her off, leaving her other daughter at the table for just a moment, and the second twin wandered off. Frantic, she asked everyone for help to find her daughter, and came across a group of Bais Yaakov girls. 

The girls agreed to help search for the missing toddler. One girl took charge and organized the search, dividing everyone up to go search a different area. One by one they returned, without finding the little girl, until, finally, the girl who organized the search returned with the missing child in her arms! Everyone wanted to know how and where she managed to find her, because they had searched the entire premises. 

She said she found her in one of the classrooms. One of the girls said, “But we checked all the classrooms and we didn’t see her!” 

The organizer asked, “Did you look under each desk?” and they quietly shook their heads no. 

As she returned the little girl to her grateful mother, who simply had no words to thank her, the mother felt compelled to ask how it was that this one teenage girl had shown so much energy, had been able to take charge, and was so devoted to finding the toddler? The girl seemed reluctant to answer but finally told the mother, “Because I am Leiby Kletzky’s sister.” 

Rabbi Frand explained that sometimes it is our life experiences that make us into who we are, but the notion of caring deeply for our fellow Jew is one that should motivate us daily. We should each instill within ourselves the sensitivity to feel someone else’s pain. Whether it is davening for someone who is sick, out of work, or needs help finding their Shidduch, each of us should take upon ourselves to think beyond our own needs, and to think of others as well.
Reprinted from a recent email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Story of the Week

Even a Tzaddik 
Can Lose Strength

A student at the Radin Yeshivah become ill with epilepsy. With a broken heart, he came to the Chofetz Chaim and implored, "Rebbi help me. The doctors have no cure for my illness. What should I do?"

The Chofetz Chaim answered quietly, "I will give you advice on one condition that you never tell this to anyone in the world. Go to a certain town, and ask for a blessing from the local rabbi, and then you will be cured." 
The student went to the town, sought out the local rabbi and told him of his problem. The rabbi blessed him with a speedy recovery. As soon as he had left the Rabbi's house, the illness disappeared entirely and did not return. Later, the student married and had a family.

Years went by, and suddenly his wife's sister became ill with epilepsy. His wife had found out that her husband had suffered from the very same illness in his youth, and she asked him to reveal how he had been cured. Although he tried to give her a roundabout answer, she nevertheless persisted, and both his wife and sister-in-law did not leave him alone, but nudged him constantly.

After begging him to reveal his cure had not succeeded, they started threatening him. Finally, he could not take it any longer and revealed the secret. As soon as he finished speaking, he collapsed with an epileptic attack.

He then travelled to the Chofetz Chaim, who was by this time very old. He shamefacedly explained what had happened and asked once again for a cure for himself.
The Chofetz Chaim answered, "My dear one, what can I do to help you? I don't have the strength I once had. You should know that at the time of your previous illness, I fasted for 30 days! I prayed and prayed for you to have a recovery. But now in my old age, my strength is gone, and I am unable to repeat that feat.”� 
Only then did the student appreciate that his being sent to the small town to be "cured" by the local rabbi was only a ploy devised by the Chofetz Chaim to disguise the fact that he himself was saving his student.

Comment: So many lessons to learn from this tale. The most powerful being that prayer is man’s crowning investment.
Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5775 email of Mendel Berlin’s IVORT.

Story #992
Reserving Residency

In Heaven
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
 

The Mishnaic sage, Rabbi Yehoshua ben Alam, was once told in a dream, "Rejoice, because you and Nanas the butcher will sit together in Gan Eden in Heaven."

Rabbi Yehoshua woke up alarmed: "Woe is me! My entire life I have always maintained a state of awe of Heaven, I have toiled only in Torah, never walked four cubits (2 meters) withouttzitzis or tefillin, and have eighty worthy students. Yet all of my accomplishments are only equal to those of this butcher?"

He promptly sent a message to his students that he would not enter the Study Hall until he ascertained who this butcher was. He trudged from village to village asking about Nanas the butcher until he finally arrived in his town.

The townsmen were surprised that the tzadik was interested in this ordinary individual. Nevertheless, they set out to bring him, but he refused to come, unable to believe that the great sage was really asking to meet him. Rabbi Yehoshua had no choice but to go visit the butcher at his shop.

When he arrived at the shop, the butcher fell on his face and exclaimed, "Why is today so special that the Crown of Israel has come to visit his servant?"

Rabbi Yehoshua told him that he wanted to hear about his conduct.

The man replied, "My master! I work as a butcher. Also, I have two elderly parents who cannot take care of themselves, so every day I dress them, feed them and bathe them myself."

Hearing this, Rebbi Yehoshua kissed his forehead and said, "My son! Fortunate are you and fortunate is your lot! And how fortunate is my lot that I have been found worthy of being your partner in Heaven!"

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Lma'an Yishme'u #230 â€“ based on Seder HaDorot

Connection: Weekly reading - Honor Your father and mother� (Deut. 5:16)

Editor’s note: Fast forward 1600+ years or so to the 1970s: In Flatbush, Brooklyn, I overheard a young Sephardic Jew of Syrian descent telling his friend that he had gone to the local expert in rabbinical law and asked him a question. For several weeks already he had sole responsibility for his elderly, incapacitated mother, and he was regularly feeding and bathing her. He told the Rabbi he felt embarrassed and somewhat guilty about undressing his mother and bathing her. Is he really permitted to do so?

The Rabbi rose from his chair and said, “I stand before you because you are a ben olam haba; I declare that you have a guaranteed place in the highest heavenly chambers (after 120).”

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan email of KabbalahOnline.com, a project of Ascent of Safed.

Shabbos Treasures 

To Sign or Not to Sign Release Papers on Shabbos?

At one time in his life, the Z'viler Rebbe, Rav Gedaliah Moshe Goldman, was imprisoned in a Siberian labor camp. It was a miserable, back-breaking experience, and the only comforting thought the prisoners had was that it was not a Nazi extermination camp. 
One Shabbos, the commandant summoned both the Rebbe and another Jew, a frail, older man, to his office. He told them, “You are both free to go. All you have to do is sign these papers and you may leave.” 
Rav Gedaliah Moshe reached for the papers and stopped. How could he write on Shabbos? True, it was a release, but could he desecrate the holy Shabbos? After all, as bad as it was, it was not life-threatening. He reasoned that he was young and strong, and even if he would be detained there for a few more years, he would survive. 
He replied, “I am sorry, sir. While I appreciate your kind gesture, I cannot desecrate my Shabbos, and I can’t sign the papers today.” 
The commandant screamed, “Are you crazy? I am granting you freedom! How can you waste such an opportunity?!” 
The Rebbe said, “I understand and appreciate your kindness, but it is my day of rest, and I may not write.” 
With disgust, the commandant said, “If you do not sign, you will rot in this place,” and he pushed the papers towards the old Jew. He said, “Sign and you can leave.” 
The man thought to himself that if the Rav wouldn’t sign, how could he? “I am afraid that I cannot sign either. Today is Shabbos and the same law applies to me.” 
The commandant took his papers back and said, “If that is your choice, you both will never leave here.”

Rav Gedaliah Moshe then yelled, “Wait! Please let him go free! I will sign the papers for him!” The commandant was surprised and said, “I don’t understand. You just told me that you can’t write on Shabbos, and yet you are willing to sign his papers? Have you lost your mind?! Why are his papers different from yours?” 
The Rebbe explained, “There is a major difference. I am younger and stronger than he is, and I am not in immediate danger. I can survive here. He, on the other hand, is old and weak, and He will not make it. Therefore, if he is not prepared to sign, I will sign for him in order to save his life!” 
The commandant was speechless. He was so impressed by this act of selflessness that he said, “I am allowing you both to leave without demanding your signatures. You are both free to go,” and he tore up the documents!

Reprinted from a recent email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Girl Who Changed My Perception of Religious Jews

By Jolie Greiff
“Man, is it hot out here!” a girl with a distinct New York accent called out. “Where’s the next Howard Johnson’s? I need a milkshake!”

What kind of a nut job is she? I wondered. We were hiking in the middle of the Sinai Desert. It was August, and she was right that it was really hot. But there were obviously no Howard Johnson’s restaurants around. What was her story?

Around the next bend, I met the girl behind the New York accent. Her name was Jenny, she had a riotous sense of humor, and she was, of course, just joking. But when I first heard her, I didn’t realize that.

I'd heared all religious girls were cliquey and straight laced

I had come to Israel for my junior year of college, and I had just completed a summer ulpan (intensive Hebrew course) at the University of Haifa. That’s where the students from California did our ulpan, before moving to Jerusalemfor the remainder of the year. The other students on the Junior Year Abroad program did their ulpan at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem.

The Sinai trip was the first time the California kids were with everyone else. I was to learn that, unlike the Californians, most of the non-Californians were religious.

Now, I had heard from a friend in Los Angeles that all religious girls were straight-laced, cliquey and snobby. Since I wasn’t observant, I was told that religious girls wouldn’t want to have anything to do with the likes of me. And I was assured that I wouldn’t want to be friends with them, either.

So it was with great surprise that I met this friendly, humorous religious girl on our hike. I don’t remember our exact conversation, but I do remember liking Jenny right away. Neither she nor I were avid hikers, and we ended up bringing up the rear together as we trekked up “Jabal Musa”—the commonly used Arabic name for “Moses’ Mountain,” which some believe to be Mount Sinai.

Jenny was not only not cliquey, she was super all-inclusive. She was friends with students from across the spectrum—secular, religious, right wing, left wing, super intellectual, anti-intellectual. She didn’t care who you were, or what you believed, so long as you were willing to be friends.

Jenny was so different from me. She was from Manhattan; I was from Los Angeles. I went to UC Berkeley, a public university; she went to a hoity-toity private girls’ college, Bryn Mawr. I had a stay-at-home mom; hers was a college professor. Our biggest difference was that she was from a religious family, and I was not. But none of it mattered. She was great fun to be with, and we became fast friends. And her religious friends were nice too! Surprise, surprise.

In those days, there were no cell phones. Often, Jenny would knock on my door and say something like, “Hey, a bunch of us are going to a concert. You wanna come?” Or, “My parents are coming to visit next week. Can you go out to dinner with us for New Year’s Eve in Tel Aviv?”

To that one, I answered, “I’d love to go, but I really don’t have anything fancy to wear . . .”

“Fancy, schmancy!” she answered. “Who cares?”

I had been so convinced that religious girls were snobby and cliquey that it took me a while to realize that Jenny was neither. When I would go to the concert, or picnic, or whatever she was doing, I was never left on the side. She talked to me and made sure I felt included, even if there were a dozen others. And I think that she did that for everyone. I thought I’d somehow be like a poor cousin, since I was not a sophisticated New Yorker, nor religious. But I came to see that Jenny really liked me and accepted me for who I was. She didn’t care that I wasn’t like her. It didn’t matter to her what I wore, or what anyone else wore, for that matter.

She always included me for Shabbat meals with her religious friends. The religious kids didn’t stay in their dorm rooms Friday nights or go to the disco. They got together for potluck Shabbat meals for dinner and lunch, which were so much fun! The kids told jokes and stories and sang Shabbat songs. I was shocked that, in the late seventies, when it seemed uncool to have group sing-alongs, these kids loved singing Shabbat songs! I was attracted to the sense of community the religious kids had, and I loved going to those Shabbat meals. The others there didn’t seem to care that I wasn’t religious; they welcomed me as one of the gang.

Little by little, I decided that I, too, wanted to become more observant. And Jenny helped me, answering my questions without judgment. I remember her sitting with me as I slowly made my way through Birkat Hamazon, the Grace After Meals, long after everyone else had zipped through it.

They welcomed me as one of the gang

She became one of my closest friends.

Jenny returned to Bryn Mawr, and I to UC Berkeley. We actually stayed in touch by mail. I now live in Israel, and Jenny’s in Atlanta. Luckily for the two of us, she visits Israel twice a year to spend time with her kids and grandkids, and of course, to see me.

Recently, Jenny was in Israel for a couple of months, and we got together several times. I commented to her that I was thankful that I didn’t let my preconceived notions about religious girls keep me from becoming her friend.

“Are you kidding?” she replied. “I’d have made you be my friend even if you didn’t want to!”

What a friend.

Reprinted from last week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
It Once Happened

The Dangers of Trying to Teach a Friend a Lesson

The grandson of the holy Baal Shem Tov was getting married. The elaborate wedding procession was a sight to behold. At its very head stood the tzadik himself, leading the bridegroom to the chupa (wedding canopy). All of the townspeople followed behind, dressed in their finest holiday clothes.
At that moment a wagon rumbled into town. This wouldn't have attracted undue attention, but when the Baal Shem Tov left the procession to speak to the driver, all the guests were astounded. Everyone watched how the Baal Shem Tov whispered something into his ear before returning to the bridegroom's side.

The driver was dressed as a simple Jew, but this didn't fool the Baal Shem Tov's Chasidim. Surely the stranger was a "hidden tzadik"; why else would the Baal Shem Tov have run over to talk to him?

The next morning they decided to get to the bottom of the mystery. They located the inn where the man was staying and paid him a visit. Maybe, just maybe, the "tzadik" would reveal some secret the Baal Shem Tov had divulged.

"Shalom Aleichem, Rebbe!" the Chasidim addressed the stranger reverently.

"Rebbe?" the man said in embarrassment. "I'm not a Rebbe, and not even the son of a Rebbe."

"Oh, please," the Chasidim persisted. "You don't have to play any games with us. If the Baal Shem Tov made it a point to speak to you, it must mean that you're a holy man."

"You're making a big mistake," the man replied. "The Baal Shem Tov only spoke to me about a personal matter." But the Chasidim were so persistent that he finally agreed to tell them his story:

"I live in a small village," the stranger began, "and my best friend lives right across the road. My friend is a peddler who plies his wares throughout the surrounding countryside. Sometimes he's gone for weeks and months. But whenever he comes home, all his friends and neighbors gather in his house to welcome him back. I always arrive first, because I live the closest.

"One time my friend returned after a long absence, and as usual I was the first to walk over. I didn't bother to knock, as we'd known each other so long we each felt at home in the other's house. Oddly enough, however, he wasn't there. The children were out in the yard and his wife was in the kitchen. Looking for something to do, I opened the cupboard to get some tobacco for my pipe. I was surprised to see a big fat moneybag just sitting there, where anyone could find it. No doubt it contained all the money my friend had just brought home.

"'How careless!' I thought to myself. 'I'm going to teach him a lesson.' I took the bag and put it in my pocket. Scaring my friend into thinking he had lost it would ensure that he never acted so irresponsibly again.

"I sat down and waited for him, but for some reason he was delayed. Then I remembered that I had something urgent to attend to at home, so I decided to leave and come back immediately. In my mind, I was already preparing a long reprimand.

"But I never got to deliver it. When my friend came home and couldn't find his money, he let out a bloodcurdling scream. His wife and children started searching frantically. By that time the house was full of people, which only added to the tension. When I returned a few minutes later it looked like a house of mourning. My little prank had gone terribly haywire.

"I'm the first to admit that I'm a coward. I just didn't have the courage to come clean before such a large audience. How could I ever explain myself adequately? I made believe I didn't know what was going on, and pretended to share in my friend's sorrow. I resolved to wait for the first opportunity to return the money when no one was looking.

"Unfortunately, the days passed and the opportunity never presented itself. My friend was even forced to borrow money. But still I couldn't come up with a way to return the money without looking like a thief.

"Several months later the money was still in my possession. Then my Evil Inclination started urging me to invest the money so I could return it with interest. But I couldn't figure out how without arousing suspicion. I hired a horse and wagon and set out on the road...

"Shortly afterward I arrived in your town. When the Baal Shem Tov saw me he came over and whispered, 'It isn't too late to repair the damage. Go home and give back the money. I promise your friend will believe that you never intended to steal it. I'll even tell him myself, if necessary. But you mustn't waste any more time...'

"I feel as if a huge stone has been lifted from my heart," the stranger concluded. "However, I must hurry now and leave. I've learned a lesson to last me the rest of my life..."

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5775 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

Good Shabbos Everyone

Sis Boom Bah! Learning

To Cheer for Hashem!

By Sandy Wolshin Mendlowitz

The Torah tells us, "From there you will seek Hashem, your G-d and you will find Him, if you search for Him with all your heart and all your soul."  (Devorim 4:29)   We Jews are a searching people.  Why is it that Jews are disproportionately involved in social activism?  Because the Jewish soul seeks out spiritualism.  The following amazing true story is told by one Jewish seeker Sandy Wolshin Mendlowitz who ultimately found herself taking part in the ultimate social activism:  Torah and Mitzvos.
"I was a cheerleader for the LA Raiders for five years.  Everything was great -- the attention, the autographs. I cheered for a TV audience of one billion when the Raiders went to the Super Bowl. I was living the All-American girl's dream. The attention, the autographs.

Eventually, I decided to leave the cheerleading squad. What triggered it? Maybe it was the ruthless carnage on the football field that didn't seem right to me. Or the lingering sense that I was somehow contributing to the objectification of women. Or the empty feeling inside as I danced my heart out on the field, but wanting to use my talents for something more fulfilling. Most likely it was the strong hand of my mother reasserting itself.

I remember my mother's lectures about how looks were superficial, and how important it is to develop one's character. My mother, who had immigrated from Russia, wanted me to be strong on the inside. Her fear was that people would place so much emphasis on the exterior, that I'd come to rely on that at the expense of developing myself in other areas. My mother's message was a good one, even though her Russian style may have seemed too stern growing up.

So I left cheerleading and became a standup comedienne. (I got that talent from my father, who had an act in the Borsht Belt.) I performed on TV, in film, live at The Improv, and overseas for American troops.   One day I realized that I had "issues" with overeating.  I sought out help and a byproduct of that effort was that I became more aware of the spiritual spark inside me.

I shifted my priorities -- I wanted a home, a soul mate and a stable, secure life. I found a quiet 9-to-5 job, and began looking for a Shidduch.

Soon after, Boruch Hashem, I was lucky enough to meet my Basherta (intended mate).  We connected on a purely emotional and spiritual level, which meant the world to me. We spoke about everything from children, money, where to live, and what we expected from each other. It was liberating to know that he was interested in who I am inside.

In the dating process, I asked a man in my community to act as my surrogate father, since my father had since passed away. He took his role very seriously, even asking questions about my future husband's financial affairs. My husband-to-be lugged two suitcases full of documents to a meeting; my surrogate father wanted to see if he was willing to go to any length to prove he would be a good husband.

I was new to Judaism and the transition was not always easy. I recall going to shul and seeing people standing outside the bathroom near the drinking fountain, moving their lips and saying something in Hebrew. I didn't know they were saying the blessing after using the bathroom; I thought they were all blessing the holy water fountain!

I often think back to my life as a cheerleader. At the time I felt it was such a great career. We would get a lot of fan mail, people would send us bouquets of flowers to our practices, we'd sign autographs at the games. Like the other women on the squad, I was taught that cheerleading is wholesome and All-American -- just like mom, baseball and apple pie. The women I cheered with were sweet, good girls who would volunteer to help the elderly and were even religious in their own way. But I never thought about what my job really stood for. I actually thought the Raiders had cheerleaders to help the team win!

Now I get it what it's all about. I was so naive. Being valued for one's external traits contributes to low self-esteem. As a NFL cheerleader I was more valued for my external traits, not the person inside. Now I realize how that contributes to low self-esteem. (Wasn't that my mother's message all along?)

I'm still in touch with the cheerleaders and they're thrilled for me. Sometimes they call and ask questions, particularly about the way I dated and my new modest wardrobe. I'm finding that all women are craving modesty. Our society spends billions of dollars pulling the country in the opposite direction. But I think we're seeing a backlash against this and that modesty is the wave of the future. That's why it's so important to have a strong sense of community and religion to show another way.

I'm still on my path to becoming closer to Hashem, which I know will be a lifelong journey. I now serve as a theater director at various religious girls' schools in LA, directing the end-of-year shows. A little Torah, a little Tap -- it's perfect! I also had the privilege of teaching a class to Bat Mitzvah girls. (And when they found out I was a former cheerleader, I relented and taught them some cheers in the last five minutes of class, which was fun for me as well.)

My main project now is as a dating coach for marriage-minded women, using my life experiences to help others attain their relationship goals. Through all this growth and change, it helps to have an extraordinary husband who loves the part of my soul that reaches out for more. Yes, I used to be a Raiderette. As for now, I still do cheers around the house: "2,4,6,8 -- Shabbos is coming, Don't be late!"

Reprinted from the Good Shabbos Everyone email of Parshas Va’eschanan 5775.

The Profound Lesson Taught By the Simple Wagon Driver

By Rabbi Reuven Semah

There will be no infertile male or infertile female among you or among your animals. (Debarim 7:14)

The simple meaning of the verse quoted above is that when one keeps the laws of the Torah, there will be no infertility among the people and the animals.  However, the Midrash takes these words and brings them to another level.  There will be no infertility even among the people who are weak intellectually like an animal, and these simple people will be wise enough to counter and defeat heretics.

Rabbi Obadiah Yosef ztâ€�l illustrates this with a beautiful story.  It was well known that Rabbi Yonatan Eibeshitz ztâ€�l was able to defeat all the Christian priests in his debates with them.  One day the priests came to the king and said they have the ability to convince the simple people that theirs is the true religion.  The king agreed to test it out and commanded to bring before him the first simple Jew they find in the street.

Soon after, the police found a Jewish wagon driver in the street, and brought him to the king.  The priests turned to the driver and said, “I will give you this pouch of gold coins that is in my hand and I will guarantee you a great livelihood for the rest of your life if you just exchange your religion for mine.”�

The Jew looked at him and said, “Look sir, I am a simple person and I don’t have the knowledge to debate with an intellectual and learned person as you. But, I will tell you what my father, who was also a wagon driver, told me. Before he passed away he told me a lesson for life.

“My son, if someone comes to you and wants to exchange his horses for your horses and he will add some money to the deal, be very wary of such a deal. His horses might be sick and dangerously ill and he is willing to pay extra money just to rid himself of his horses. 

“So too, I will tell you sir, why are you willing to add a large sum of money just so that I give up my religion for yours? It must be that your religion contains a severe sickness and dangers that can bring a person to lose his life and that’s why you’re willing to pay all of that money. Therefore, I’m not interested.”

When the priest heard these words from the mouth of this simpleton, he was speechless and ran away. So once again the Jews defeated the priests and gained the upper hand. And thatâ€™s the meaning of the Midrash, that even the most simple Jew knows how to defeat the vicious plans of the gentiles and the heretics. May Hashem always protect us!

Reprinted from the Parshat Ekeb 5775 email of the Jersey Shore Torah 

Not Just “Talk the Talk”

But “Walk the Walk!”

“You shall teach them to your children to discuss them.”� (Debarim 11:19)
The words, “l'daber bam," to discuss them," are a key to understanding the essence of a father's obligation of limud ha'Torah to his son.

In the Talmud Baba Batra 60b, Hazal relate the story of two litigants that came before Rabbi Yanai with a halachic dispute. One litigant insisted that Rabbi Yanai require his disputant to cut the branches of his tree which were encroaching on his property. 

The Sage heard their arguments and asked them to return the next day for his judgment. As soon as they left, Rabbi Yanai ran home to cut the branches of his own tree, whose branches were growing out into the public thoroughfare. 

The next day, both litigants presented themselves before Rabbi Yanai. He then ordered the owner of the tree to cut the offending branches. Upon hearing the verdict, the litigant said to Rabbi Yanai, "His honor also has a tree that hangs over the public thoroughfare." 

Rabbi Yanai immediately countered, "I have already cut it down." This is what Hazal mean when they interpret the pasuk in Sefanyah 2:1, Hitkosheshu va'koshu, "Improve yourselves and improve others." First improve yourself - only then, are you prepared to improve others.

Self-improvement is a pre-requisite to teaching others. For the student to respond to the lesson, he must respect the lecturer. If one finds fault in his mentor, he will have a problem accepting his lesson. 

In his sefer K'ayal Taarog, Rav Abitbul, Shlita, interprets this idea into the above pasuk. If one wants to succeed in teaching his son Torah, he must first be midaber bam, the father himself must discuss Torah, be conversant in Torah, demonstrate his own love for the Torah. He does this as he sits in his home, his office, on the road - wherever he is. When a child sees how valuable the Torah is to his father, he will also accept it.

"Do what I tell you - not what I do" does not work. On the contrary, children tend to respect what their parents value, and disdain what their parents deprecate, either actively or subtly. A Jew once asked the Kotzer Rebbe, zl for a blessing that his young son learn Torah. The Rebbe said, "If you will study Torah, then your son will follow your lead and also study Torah. If you will be satisfied with seeking blessings (rather than activity pursuing the actual study), in all likelihood, your son will do the same."

A Jew who was a Torah scholar asked Rav Shlomo Zalmen Auerbach, zl, why he did not merit to have sons that were talmidei hachamim. His sons were fine upstanding laymen, but Torah learning was not their forte. This was in contrast to his neighbor, who was an unlearned milkman, who raised a family of distinguished Torah scholars. How did he do it?

Rav Shlomo Zalmen asked the man, "Tell me, when you heard a Torah lecture, with which you did not agree, what remarks did you make concerning the speaker?" "I probably commented that he did not know how to learn," the man replied.

"What would be your response when your Rav rendered a halachic decision that was unacceptable to you?" Rav Shlomo Zalman asked.

"I probably had a similar reaction, disparaging his ability to render a halachic decision," the man answered. Rav Shlomo Zalmen looked up at the man and said, "This is the difference between you and the milkman. When he heard a lecture, he returned home all excited, lauding the Rav who gave the lecture. Likewise, when the Rav issued a halachic ruling, he never complained. He accepted the decision with reverence, acquiescing to whatever was asked of him. His children grew up in a home where respect was accorded to the Rabbanim, where Rabbinic leaders, teachers, and whoever was involved in Torah dissemination were revered and cherished. This motivated them to strive likewise for such a venerable pursuit.

"Regrettably, your children did not fare as well, because you acted in a manner unbecoming a talmid hacham of stature. Your children heard your complaints, your nullification of the revered status of the other Rabbanim. Like "good" children, they emulated their father. When they saw no respect, they followed suit and similarly showed no respect. Why would they want to pursue Torah scholarship if they had no respect for its disseminators?" (Peninim on the Torah)
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