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A Pesach Shmura Matzah or Shmitah Miracle Near Gaza!

By Avi Jacob


Three weeks ago a group of residents came from Bnei Brak to harvest wheat for Pesach. They harvest the wheat every summer when the sun beats down on the fields, thoroughly drying the wheat. The wheat is then stored until the winter when they start the production and baking of matzos.


Aharon Samet, owner of the Samet� factory producing tzitzis, fringes, is the Badatz community supervisor for the wheat harvest. On a radio program today with Rabbi Moshe Ben Lulu, Samet told the story of the great miracle which occurred for the people of Israel thanks to this year’s wheat harvest.


“This year we are getting ready for the Shmitta agricultural sabbatical year, so this summer we harvested wheat grain for two years. We searched the whole country, looking for wheat which was sown late in the season and needed rain which fell late. At Kibbutz Sufa right next to the Gaza border we found an entire field sown in mid-January, which was considered very unusual, so we found 2000 acres of green wheat which was just right for us,” said Samet.


“We harvested the wheat,” said Samet, “and we ran into military police, as well as undercover and regular police who came to check out who we were.” 


The Gaza air campaign was already underway, and Samet and his colleagues saw the smoke clouds over Gaza, and heard the sirens while they were busy harvesting and transferring the wheat to trucks and moving them towards the cleaning plant near Masmiya for cleaning the wheat, fumigating and enriching it.


Two days later 13 terrorists [yemach shemom] came from Gaza out from the tunnel which opened into the fields near Sufa. The terrorists had been planning a big attack, and had been counting on hiding among Sufa’s giant wheat field “which the matzah makers had just chopped down in its entirety. The terrorists couldn’t understand how their camouflage had disappeared.


The empty field enabled military observers to easily spot and identify the terrorists and open fire on them. Many Jewish lives were thus saved by the grace of Heaven.

Reprinted from an email forwarded to me by my daughter Adina Hollander. (Editor’s Note: This article by Avi Jacob (and translated by Rivka Friedman) appears on the site of Radio Kol Chai)

It Once Happened

Napoleon and the 
Young Torah Scholar

Napoleon personally commanded his mighty army in order to realize his dream of capturing India and other lands in the Far East. He captured Egypt and from there marched into the Land of Israel. 

About the same time, in the year 1798, a great-grandson of the Baal Shem Tov, Rabbi Nachman, arrived in Israel. His hope was to quench his thirst for Torah from the great saintly Sages living in the ancient city of Safed. 

Once, after concluding his prayers with great concentration and devotion, he lay down on the grass to rest and fell asleep. Suddenly, in his dream, he beheld an old man who told him to go to Tiberias where he had an important mission to carry out on the banks of Lake Kinneret. 

Reb Nachman wasted not a moment. He gathered his things and hurried off toward Tiberias. There, he rented a room in the house of a fisherman. Napoleon, in the meantime, had made his headquarters on the east bank of Lake Kinneret. He was receiving reports that there was much unrest in France, and that his opponents were seeking an opportunity to dethrone him. In this unsettling atmosphere, it was not easy for Napoleon to maintain the strict military discipline upon which the success of his armies depended. 

One day, a thieving band of soldiers set out on a rampage, raiding the homes of the poor fishermen near Lake Kinneret. Three soldiers dashed into the home where Reb Nachman lived and demanded from the old Jewish fisherman all his money. 

"I am too old to go fishing anymore and my only son supports me," explained the elderly man. "I have no money." 

The disappointed soldiers began beating the old Jew mercilessly. Reb Nachman heard the commotion from his attic room and hurried to the rescue. "Leave the old man alone!" Reb Nachman called out in a commanding tone. 

The soldiers let go of their victim. But seeing the intruder was a thin, pale, young Jew, they turned their attention on him. "So, you would like to have a taste of this beating?" one of the soldiers called out contemptuously. He took off his belt and approached Reb Nachman. 

Rabbi Nachman shot a piercing glance at the soldier who remained standing with his arm paralyzed in the air. The two other soldiers tried to help their friend, but they, too, were quickly made helpless by the sharp look of Reb Nachman. 

Reb Nachman ordered them to put the old man on his bed and ask his forgiveness. "Now, get out of here at once and don't let your foot enter any Jewish home if you value your lives," he warned the soldiers. 

Terrified and in deadly silence, the soldiers ran out. Arriving at their barracks, they told their friends about the terrible experience with the holy young Jew who had magical powers. 

The story spread throughout the entire French Army camp until it reached Napoleon. Napoleon had the soldiers brought to him. He questioned them and then decided to meet this unusual rabbi, who might be able to foretell what the future had in store for him. 

"That is the man," Reb Nachman heard a familiar-looking soldier say. 

As Napoleon approached Reb Nachman, the rabbi rose and greeted him with great respect, saying, "Good evening, your Majesty. Blessed are you in your coming." 


Amazed, Napoleon asked, "How do you know who I am?" 

"Our Torah enlightens the eyes of those who follow its teachings," Reb Nachman replied. 

As they talked, Napoleon realized that he was conversing with a distinguished spiritual personality, who also had a deep understanding of worldly problems and events. 

"Do you think I should continue my military expedition through the countries of the Middle East to reach India, or should we return to France?" he asked Reb Nachman. 

Reb Nachman pondered the matter for a while then said, "The Creator has blessed you with exceptional qualities which you should use for the benefit of mankind. The way to achieve this is not through wars and bloodshed. Do not allow your military victories to mislead you. They will not bring peace to the world, and without peace you have nothing. Return home and help to create in your own country an exemplary order of justice and righteousness." 

Napoleon shook his head and said, "Such a mission is not for me. I would rather live a short life full of triumph and power than a long life without them." 

"Everyone has freedom of choice in the way he wishes to live," said Rabbi Nachman respectfully. 

Napoleon invited Reb Nachman to accompany him as his adviser, despite the fact that he hadn't followed Reb Nachman's advice. 

But Reb Nachman demurred the honor, saying, "My only wish is to serve the Alm-ghty with all my heart and with all my soul."

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
L’Maaseh…A Tale to Remember

The Honking of a Truck

By Rabbi Yosef Weiss

Yonah Kaufman was driving in his car one day, listening to a shiur by Rav Dan Segal on a Torah tape, as he often enjoyed doing. As he was driving along on his way, he suddenly heard a loud honk. He looked around him and in his rearview mirror, but he did not see anyone who might be honking at him. 
As he continued driving, he again heard the honk, but after looking around and not noticing anything unusual, he kept on driving. Shortly after, there was another loud honk, and this time, Yonah decided to pull his car over to the side of the road and investigate. 
Just as he pulled over, a pickup truck ran right through a stop sign that was at the intersection just in front of him. Yonah realized that had he not pulled over, he would have been directly in harm’s way, and would have been in a dangerous car accident, R”L. 
As he was looking around to see who was trying to get his attention, he heard the honk yet again, however, there was no one else around him. He realized that the honk was in the background of the shiur that he was listening to, and not happening currently! 
Apparently, when the lecturer, Rav Dan Segal was speaking, a truck was near the building and honked its horn just at that moment. Yonah was flooded with emotion and thanks to Hashem because the shiur he was listening to was recorded ten years earlier. Hashem orchestrated that someone would honk their horn at a precise moment ten years ago, and it would save his life when he heard it again moments before he was heading towards danger! 
Yonah's dedication to Torah learning saved his life. Presumably, at the time when the loud honking occurred, people considered it an annoying distraction which was interrupting a wonderful Torah lecture. No one could have possibly realized at the time that Hashem was masterfully arranging those noises for the benefit of someone else a decade in the future! (Visions of Greatness Vol. IV, by
Rabbi Yosef Weiss)
Reprinted from last week’s email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights Compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
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Tales of the Gaonim

The Chassidim of Germany

By Rabbi Sholom Klass

In the late 18th and early 19th centuries the struggle between chassidim and their opponents, the misnagdim, reached its peak. In many cases, chassidim were barred from areas where the misnagdim were the majority. Certainly it was unheard of for such a city to choose a chassidic adherent as its rav.

Yet, Germany – one of the heartlands of opposition to chassidim – did choose two great chassidim to be rabbanim in two cities.

The city of Frankfurt chose Rav Pinchas Halevi Horowitz while his brother, Rav Shmuel Shmelke, was appointed spiritual leader of Nicklesburg. Both brothers were students of the famous Maggid of Mezhirech, who was the spiritual heir of the founder of chassidus, the Baal Shem Tov.

How did this unusual situation come about? It’s a story of judgement and forgiveness.
The Rothschilds
The father of Reb Meir Anshel Rothschild, the founder of the fabulously wealthy dynasty, was a simple but truly pious and G-d fearing man. He was straight and honest in his business dealings, but he suffered from the discrimination and persecution that was directed against all Jews in Germany in the 18th century.

Crowded into their ghettos and suffering legal disabilities that make today’s claims of discriminations pale into insignificance, the German Jews suffered poverty and wretchedness.

Rothschild saw that he would have to change his location if he hoped to change his luck, so he decided to go east and become a peddler. He wandered throughout Poland, living the life of a nomad, until he came to the Galilcian town of Chortkov.

In Chortkov, he was accepted as a shamash in the beis medrash of Reb Tzvi Hirsch Horowitz, the father of Reb Pinchas Halevi and Reb Shmuel Shmelke.

He was a faithful and hard-working shamash and people liked and trusted him. He gradually started a small business wherein he sold sefarim, tefillin and tzizis. He managed to save a little money and things began to look up for him, until one day an event occurred that was to force him to leave Chortkov.
The Dispute
It happened that two merchants had a violent dispute over money. Coming before Reb Tzvi Hirsch, they demanded that he preside over a din Torah and decide which of the two was correct.

“Very well,” answered the rav. “But you must each put up a sum of money as guarantee that you will abide by the decision that I render.”

Both parties agreed and put up 200 gold pieces. The rav then sat back and listened to both parties outline their case.

After carefully weighing both sides, the rav rendered a verdict on behalf of one of the merchants. The loser paid and now the rav turned to the shamash and said,

“Get the money that this man gave me as security and return it to him.”

The shamash went out and returned, pale and trembling.

“Rebbe, the money is gone! Someone has stolen it!”

A search of the premises failed to turn up any sign of the money and suspicion was directed against the shamash who had access to the entire house.

“Rebbe, I give you my word that I had nothing to do with it,” pleaded the shamash.

“I believe you,” said the rav, “but I must ask that you swear an oath that you did not touch the money.”

Reb Meir Anshel was shocked. To swear an oath, who ever heard of such a thing? If his word was not good enough….

“I cannot swear an oath,” he cried. “I would rather pay from my own pocket despite the fact that I know I am innocent of all wrongdoing.”

And so the pious shamash paid 200 gold coins from his hard-earned savings but was forced to leave Chortkov in disgrace, as many people believed he had taken the money.

Back to Germany he returned and became a peddler, going from farmhouse to farmhouse with his goods and eking out a living.
A Confession
The years passed and one of the residents of Chortkov fell ill. When he realized that he was dying he called in the rav and said, “Rebbe, I have a confession I must make before I die. Several years ago money was stolen from your house and the shamash was accused of stealing it. It was all untrue. I did it – I stole the money.”

When Rav Tzvi Hirsch heard these words his heart was filled with pain for having accused and suspected the shamash unfairly. Turning to his family, he said:

“I must go and find him and beg for his forgiveness.”

Despite the fact that he was an old and weak man, Reb Tzvi Hirsch traveled to Frankfurt and searched out his old shamash. Finding him, he told him the whole story and begged him to forgive him. Furthermore, he said, “I give you a blessing that you and your generations will become wealthy.”

The older Rothschild believed the blessing and told his son Reb Meir Anshel of the greatness and goodness of Reb Tzvi Hirsch. And in the years to come, when Reb Meir Anshel had so much authority in Germany, he was instrumental in bringing Rav Tzvi Hirsch’s sons to Frankfurt and Nicklesburg.
Reprinted  from the June 20, 2014 edition of The Jewish Press.

The Baal Shem Tov Pushes a Poor Chasid to Pick the Son of a Rich Man for His Daughter

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

Here is a story that happened some 300 years ago in Russia to the holy founder of the Chassidic 'movement', Rabbi Yisroel Baal Shem also known as the Baal Shem Tov.

The Baal Shem Tov (Besh't for short) had many pupils and followers and one of them was a great and holy man in his own right, Rabbi Wolfe Kitzes.

This Rab Kitzes was a truly humble man, a servant of G-d, a genius and a genuine pauper. He virtually didn't have a kopek to his name which made his life difficult and marrying off his daughter impossible.

One day the Besh't called Reb Kitzes to his office, and when he arrived the local matchmaker (shadchan) was already standing there holding a list of names in his hand.

Pick one," said the Besh't to Reb Kitzes. "The time has come for your daughter to marry."

Reb Kitzes looked at the list and his eyes widened in horror. "But, but these are the wealthiest families in the..." He stammered as he looked up almost in tears. But the Besh't just stared at him. So with no other choice he made his choice and the shadchan set off to the city where the prospective in-laws lived to finalize the match.

Everything went smoothly; the family agreed to the match, a dowry of two thousand rubles (a small fortune) was agreed upon that the Rabbi would pay their son before the wedding, they shook hands, made a toast, l'chaim, and the shadchan returned to the Besh't and his follower with the good news.

But, when Rabbi Kitzes heard the news he had trouble being happy. It was a custom for the bride to send gifts to the groom, before even sending the dowry, and he had nothing to his name. He'd been wearing the same shoes for twenty years, where would he find money to send gifts no less the immense dowry? 

Two weeks later he received a letter from the father of the groom asking why he hadn't received the customary gifts and hoping that everything was all right.

Rabbi Kitzes ran to the Baal Shem with the letter but all he got from the master was a vague smile and an assurance not to worry.

Then, two weeks after that another letter arrived demanding an explanation. Why had they ignored the previous letter?! But when the Baal Shem saw it he reacted just as calmly as the first time.

A month later the third letter arrived; the groom's father was really angry. If a reply was not received immediately the engagement was off. Reb Kitzes read it again and again and each time became more depressed; he desperately wanted the match but he also couldn't stop being realistic. Maybe it was better to just call the whole thing off. But on the other hand this is what the Besh't told him to do. He was confused. 

He took the letter to the Besh't.

This time the Besh't said that he should write back, apologize for the delay and invite the groom and his entire family to Mezibuz (the city of the Besh't) to rejoice together with the Besh't several days before the wedding at which time all the gifts and moneys would be paid in full. Rab Kitzes' spirits rose a bit. But two days later they came crashing down to reality!!

Two days later he received a letter saying they were on their way!

Suddenly it hit him full force. True, he should have more faith. True, Chassidim are supposed to always be happy! True, he should have more trust in the Rebbe and in G-d. But what would happen if...things just stayed the way they are?! After all, who was he that G-d should make him a miracle? He had been poor all his life, why should things be different now? 

With a heavy heart he walked slowly, letter in hand, to show it to the Besh't and ask for more encouragement. As he was walking a stranger stopped him in the street and asked for directions to the Baal Shem Tov because he needed a blessing. "Come, I'm going there myself." He replied and they walked silently together, both sunk in their own problems.

When they reached the house and entered they were both ushered into the Baal Shem's office.

The Besh't asked them to be seated and, seemingly ignoring Reb Kitzes, turned to the stranger and said, "I would like to tell you a story. Is that alright with you?" Surprised by the question the stranger shook his head in agreement and the master began.

"About fifteen years ago a certain rich Jewish businessman from the Ukraine was on his way home on a long journey in his personal carriage, with his personal driver. He was returning from Prussia where he had just made a small fortune, about forty thousand rubles, on a lumber deal. He tucked the money under his seat and despite the noise and the bumpy ride drowsed off to sleep, satisfied with his success.
"Suddenly he woke abruptly; the wagon had stopped in the middle of a forest! He opened the door and shouted out to the driver if everything was all right and when there was no answer he got out of the carriage to have a look for himself.

"But no sooner did his feet touch the ground then his 'trusted' driver jumped from behind him, pushed him to a tree, tied his hands and feet and, waiving a sharp hatchet in the air, threatened to kill him if he didn't hand over all the money immediately.

"He pleaded with the driver to leave him at least some of the fortune but when he saw that he meant business he told him where in the carriage he had hidden it. The driver tied him to the tree, went inside the carriage, found the money, climbed back on the wagon, took the reins in his hands, then paused a moment, climbed back down walked over to the bound Jew and announced.

"'I've decided to kill you! If I leave you alive for sure you'll go to the police."

"The poor businessman wailed, begged and promised but the thief just declared mockingly 'You can shout as loud as you want, Jew. We are so deep in the forest no one will ever hear you.. Or find you!! I'm giving you ten seconds to pray' and yelled out 'Ten! Nine! Eight!....

"The Jew began to weep bitterly. He prayed to G-d with all his might and even swore that if he was saved he would give a tenth of all his wealth to the poor, even a half, even everything!!"

"Suddenly a rifle shot rang out! The Jew opened his eyes to see the driver standing with his hands raised above his head yelling 'don't shoot'. The overseer of the lands had 'happened' to be passing by and, hearing the commotion decided to see for himself. G-d answered his prayers!! He had been saved!!

"Yes, it was the miracle he had prayed for," continued the Besh't. "But unfortunately weeks later, after he returned home and all the confusion and joy died down, he completely forgot his vow. Not only that but because he by nature was a stingy person even that did not change."

"Years passed. The Jew was blessed with children, a beautiful girl and boy, but he refused to open his heart or hand to the poor; every time he found another excuse not to give charity. Even when, several years ago, his daughter became sick and tragically died he did not connect it to his vow.

"Now, just weeks ago his son also became similarly ill and when the doctors gave up hope he heard about me and decided to come here for a blessing. And that's the end of the story."
Before the Besh't could say another word the stranger yelled out "OY, OY!!! It was ME!! It was me!! I completely forgot about that vow in the forest! Oy! OY! That was me!!"

"It's not too late" The Besh't replied. "Don't worry. I'm not going to ask you to give all your wealth or even half. Give ten percent as you first vowed. Here!" he pointed to Reb Kitzes, "Give him the four thousand rubles you promised"

The stranger gave him the money right then and there. The Besh't invited him to stay for the wedding and a week later when the wedding was in progress the stranger received a letter that his son had fully recovered.
Reprinted from last week’s email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Fancy Steak Dinner

By Rabbi Yaakov Asher Sinclair


A story is told of a kosher restaurant in Manhattan whose cordon was so bleu that most of its non-Jewish patrons didn’t even realize – or care – that it was glatt kosher. Few of them noticed the small and impeccable kashrut certificate over the bar, and those who did, mistook it for an amusing piece of bric-a-brac.


Very often the non-Jewish patrons outnumbered the Jewish ones. In fact, one day there was but one Jewish diner, a quiet and unassuming man with a yarmulke on his head who sat in a side-booth nursing a lemon tea which he refilled from time to time.


Actually some of the patrons were not only not-Jewish but distinctly anti-Jewish. Quite an irony.


Into the restaurant came a large red-faced man draped in an air of power and assurance. He eyed the Jew with an unconcealed look of disdain and loathing. He stood near the Jew and said to the head-waiter in a louder than necessary voice, “I want to order a bottle of Scotch for everyone in this

restaurant.” 


The Maître D’ ran over to him and said, “Do you know how much a bottle Scotch costs in this restaurant?”


“A bottle of Scotch for everyone in this restaurant…except for the Jew!” he said, pointing in the Jew’s direction.


The bottles of Scotch were duly dispatched.


Seemingly unmoved, the Jew poured a little more lemon tea into his cup. The non-Jew’s face darkened to a deeper red.


“I want to order a 700 gram filet mignon steak for everyone in this restaurant.” Again the Maître D’ interposed, “That’s two hundred dollars a plate!” 


“…for everyone in this restaurant except the Jew!”


A few more sips of tea from the Jew.


The non-Jew was now seething with rage. “Everyone in this restaurant gets the most expensive dessert on the menu and doggie-bags to take home what they can’t eat… except for the Jew!”


The Jew sat totally impassive as vast amounts of out-of season strawberries coiffed with an outrageous pompadour of sorbet and chocolate made their way between the tables.


The non-Jew could stand no more. He went over to the Jew and hissed through his teeth, “Who are you?”


“I’m the owner,” he replied.


The nations of the world condemn us, they accuse us; they abuse us verbally and physically, but we the Jewish People must remember that in the end everything they do is for us.


Tisha B’Av is the saddest day in the year, the day when the nations of the world have vented their fury on us. They burned both of our Holy Temples. They massacred us at Beitar on Tisha B’Av. In 1492 Spain turned us out into the merciless wilds on that day, and on that day in 1942 the first transports left the Warsaw Ghetto bound for Treblinka.


And yet that saddest day of the year is also the birth date of the Mashiach, the Anointed One, the scion of King David, who will return the Kingship to the Jewish People, and all the nations of the world will then realize that everything they did against us was really paying for our Tisha B’Av steak dinner.

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