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A Brand New

Jewish Doctor

One Jew who makes it his business to travel around the world to elevate the holiness of people and places, is Rav Dovid Ordman, a senior lecturer for the organization "Arachim."

Rav Ordman goes from Eretz Yisroel to distant Jewish communities such as Bangkok, South Africa, Los Angeles and Brazil, where he inspires Jews with little or no background in Judaism.  Throughout the years, Rav Ordman has both heard and witnessed amazing stories.  The following story is one such story which Rav Ordman heard in his travels.

Rabbi Ordman's most amazing story of all is the story of Dr. Barry Brand. Dr. Brand was a Jew who had intermarried. He knew absolutely nothing about Judaism.

One evening, he was on duty in the emergency room in a Los Angeles hospital. Suddenly they brought in a stretcher. On the stretcher lay a fellow, who seemed dead to all appearances. Apparently, the man had been walking on the street when he was suddenly struck down by a massive heart attack.

The crew attempted to revive him, but to no avail. Unfortunately, the man was D.O.A. - dead on arrival. Dr. Brand was left alone with the body as the other doctors and nurses filed out of the room.   He had already removed his gloves and was about to leave.

Then suddenly, he realized that the dead man was trembling. Dr. Brand's protective mask was still in place, so he began to perform CPR once again. Mistakes do happen, after all.

Suddenly the fellow pulled off the doctor's protective mask and whispered something unintelligible. The doctor asked, "What did you say?"

The fellow repeated, "Are you Meir Chaim?" Dr. Brand was floored. No one other than himself knew his Jewish name. It had never been used once since his bris.
In complete surprise he answered, as he continued pumping the fellow's schest, "Yes, I am Meir Chaim."

The anonymous fellow asked, "Do you keep kosher?"

"No," the doctor said.

"Then keep kosher. Do you lay tefillin?" came the next question.

"No, I don't," said the doctor.

"Then start!" said the man before his head rolled back and he died - this time forever.

When Rabbi Ordman met Dr. Brand, it was clear he was not a person who suffered from hallucinations. Further investigation proved that he was a rationalist in the fullest sense of the word.

When Dr. Brand retold the story, he repeated that he did not know anything about the patient. As a matter of fact, the deceased was never identified.

Dr. Brand first made his way to an Arachim Seminar two years later, after his marriage fell apart. Only then did he remember the strange story and decide to do something about it.  As we read these words, Dr. Brand is climbing higher and higher in spirituality.

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Massai 5775 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

The Rebbe Defends a 

Young Man’s Shidduch

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

A religious family from Hungary lived near 770 Eastern Parkway, [in the Crown Heights section of] Brooklyn which is the Rebbe’s Synagogue-headquarters-Yeshiva. They decided to send their son to learn Torah in a Chabad yeshiva. The boy took to it like a fish in water and became a Chabad Chassid. His parents were happy that their son was happy until something happened.
Around his twentieth birthday suggestions for marriage began coming in and after a while he met a young lady that he really liked. Together they decided to write to the Rebbe to ask for his blessing to marry and, mazal tov, The Rebbe gave his blessing and everything was going wonderfully.
Until the young man told his parents and they began to ask questions about the girl and her family. As the details were revealed their faces became sour and their heads began wagging from side to side. They rejected the entire idea and gave all sorts of reasons for their decision.
But their son, being that he had become a firm follower of the Rebbe and had his blessing, and also because he could find nothing wrong with the girl, didn't accept their reasons and didn’t want to break off the match. He wrote again to the Rebbe and told him of his predicament.
The Rebbe replied that according to the Torah one must give honor to his parents in all matters save two; matters of where to learn Torah and whom to marry.
So our hero informed his parents that he really loved and respected them and, as pleasantly as he could, told them that he had decided to go ahead with his plans because the Rebbe gave his blessing twice. 

Whereupon they informed him that not only would they not attend the wedding but they were cutting him off forever and his mother swore that he wouldn't get away with this. And she meant it. The next day his mother and father showed up in the Rebbe’s Synagogue where her son and a few hundred other young men were learning Torah, she walked angrily up to her son and gave him a stingingly loud slap in the face!
Seeing that things had gotten totally out of control, one of the other pupils in the yeshiva approached, and tried to reason with her. He told her that she and her husband certainly were aware that when they enrolled their son into this Yeshiva that he would become a Chassid of the Rebbe and would listen only to the Rebbe’s advice. He suggested that if they had arguments or complaints they should take them to the Rebbe, who was a very reasonable and intelligent man, and talk it over with him.
The words hit home and the next evening after all the arrangements were made they entered the Rebbe’s office with fire in their eyes, ready for a ‘showdown’! But just five minutes later they came out of the office smiling and beaming and announced to their son and his friends (about a hundred of them) who were waiting outside with great anticipation that the wedding was….ON!
The same student that had spoken to the mother the day before approached her again and asked the obvious question; what did the Rebbe do or say in such a short time that turned them completely around?!
She explained. “When we entered the Rebbe was very cordial. He apologized for the misunderstanding but he explained that when our son first asked for his agreement to the marriage he didn’t agree without first going up into the ‘upper worlds’ and checking the ‘books’ to see if the marriage would work. And only when he saw there was no opposition 'there' did he give his blessing. He said he didn't expect we would react the way we did

But when he heard of our negative reaction he said he thought that perhaps he had missed one of the ‘books’ so he went ‘up’ again. But when he saw that, in fact, he had missed nothing he just repeated the blessing.”
She looked at the young man and concluded. “If a holy Tzaddik like the Rebbe said that he went up into the heavens and looked at the books, then who are we to disagree?”

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Massai email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

L’Maaseh… A Tale to Remember

Who is the Thief?

In a shiur, Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, points out regarding stealing, that it is often viewed relatively. In other words, if someone steals an object, his warped mind will likely convince him that this object is now his, and whoever takes it from him is the thief. Rav Galinsky related an incident that occurred in which he was once confronted by a less-than-observant Jew, who was furious over the successful efforts of Rav Galinsky and others like him, people who were sacrificing themselves to rescue lost souls who had been forced into renouncing and abandoning their religious observance.

The man began the conversation with a shout, “Galinsky! When will you do Teshuvah, and repent?”

Rav Galinsky immediately countered, “What sin have I committed that requires Teshuvah?”

The man yelled, “You are stealing souls away from us! How dare you attempt to teach Jewish children your archaic laws and rituals by force, and call it ‘saving them’?! 

Rav Galinsky replied, “At worst, we are only guilty of geneivah min ha’ganov, stealing from a thief. You grabbed innocent Jewish children from their homes, cut off their peyos, and infused them with Communism, teaching them a godless lifestyle. All we are guilty of is taking back what is rightfully ours. Yet, you have the audacity to call us thieves!”

Rav Galinsky continued, “This reminds me of a story that took place in Russia many years ago, before the Western Union telegram offered a service for wiring money. In those days, when one wanted to send money from place to place, he would dispatch a special messenger to deliver the money. 

“Obviously, since this mission was fraught with danger, the messengers were not your everyday common type of person. They were powerful, strong and capable men, who could take care of themselves. When confronted with a gun, however, the toughest messenger would immediately become compliant. 

“One such messenger was once stopped by a robber who demanded the money he was carrying in his pouch. As only a fool stands up to a loaded gun, the messenger turned over the pouch together with everything that he was carrying in his pockets. He was left emptied of all valuables. 

“The messenger asked the robber, ‘Can I ask you for a favor?’

The thief, slightly interested in what the man had to ask, agreed to listen to the request. 

The messenger said, ‘The man who sent that money with me is a very suspicious person, and he will not believe that I was robbed, but he will think that I stole the money. Would you please shoot a hole in my jacket so that I can prove to him that I was the victim of a robbery?’

The thief was a practical person and couldn’t think of a reason why he shouldn’t help and accommodate the victim, so he agreed. The messenger took off his jacket and held it up, and the thief pointed his gun at it and shot a hole right through it. 

The messenger said, ‘You know, perhaps one bullet hole is not enough. Can you shoot some more holes? Just to make it look more convincing.’ Once again the robber complied, and put another two bullet holes in the jacket. 

The messenger once more asked, ‘Just to be safe, can you shoot another bullet into the bottom of the jacket? That would make it look like I just barely got away.’ 

The robber replied, ‘I would love to help you out, but I am clear out of bullets!’

The messenger then said, ‘If that is so, then you have no advantage over me!’ He immediately jumped on the thief and pummeled him, quickly retrieving the money pouch and his valuables.

As he started to continue on his way, he heard the thief moaning, ‘Not only did you beat me to within an inch of my life, but you took away my pouch with my money in it!’

The messenger screamed at him, ‘Your money?! I only took back what you originally stole from me!’”

Rav Galinsky concluded his tale, “How is it that we have suddenly become the kidnappers, while you are the victims?! We are only taking back what was ours to begin with!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5775 email of “Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insightr” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Remembering My Grandmother (Sito) of Blessed Memory

By David Bibi

This Friday is Rosh Hodesh Av. It is the day my grandmother Victoria Bat Rosa, Victoria Gindi, passed away. I was going to write about the day being the day Aharon HaKohen died and coincidently the day, our grandmother, sito, the daughter of Kohanim, the wife of a Kohen and the mother of Kohanim left the world.

I recalled an article I wrote some years back and re-read it and decided to reprint it below. Additionally I would love to remind every child out there to take the time and sit with your grandparents and interview them, take out your iphones and record them.

They think you don’t want to hear the stories, but believe me, one day you will be grateful if you do and you will regret it if you don’t. With the dozens of hours the Sephardic Heritage Foundation has of my dad on video, with all his writings, with an Artscroll book coming out based for the most part on his narrative and with all the time all of us spent together, the day after he passed away, we regretted everything we didn’t know and forgot to ask.

Even the community historian and archivist Shlomo Dayan who my father bequeathed to so much of his link to our past tells me a day doesn’t go by where he is haunted by the fact that he didn’t ask Joe Bibi this or that.

My grandmother lived some sort of mythical life. What a book it would have made? What a tale to pass to the next generations. She was to us the real Snow White. She was born the beautiful daughter of a wealthy banker and was raised in Beirut. They went north for the summers where they lived in what was to us an almost mythical castle on the sea shore of Tripoli. Aunt Sally Azrak had photos she showed us. 

Sito’s mother died when she was very young and we imagined the evil stepmother moved in. Sito was sent away to a convent where she studied. We wondered who would send a Jewish child to the nuns? What an evil stepmother she must have had. It was only recently that I learned that as an alternative to the Alliance schools which the rabbinate was so against, some of those who wanted their daughters educated sent them to the convent where special arrangements were made. So maybe the stepmother whoever she was, wasn’t that evil.

In a world where few women could read, Sito was fluent in French, English, Latin and Arabic. (In America she was the neighborhood letter reader and writer helping others to communicate with relatives in the old country). At some point we imagined she ran away from home meeting and falling in love with the tall, dark and handsome David Gindi from Aleppo. They married and David perhaps after seeing his brother Moshe who would become one of the communities leading sages, Haham Moshe Gindi, haKohen return from America with a veritable fortune decided to try his luck in the Golden Medina. (His other brothers were Isaac and Ezra Gindi and a fifth brother remained in Syria with his family only leaving in the late eighties). 

Leaving Sito behind with Aunt Sally, Uncle Jack and Aunt Rose, he came to America where he was taken in by his cousin Aharon Gindi who was a partner of Isaac Shalom. (It seems that the descendants of the two Syrian-American Gindi families, those of Aharon Gindi, HaKohen and those of Jacob Gindi, HaKohen are certainly cousins even though I have often heard them say they were not sure). 

Aunt Sally told us that they moved into the castle in Tripoli while awaiting word from their dad in America. Eventually they set sail for America with a treasure of gold coins Sito’s father gave them and which were hidden in the watermelon she carried. Over the next decade of the roaring twenties Jido (Grandpa), successful as a textile peddler and salesman amassed a small real estate empire. 

When the depression hit, he thought he would be protected because his tenants were banks. But that wasn’t to be and the story we were told was that the night his little empire crashed, Sito’s hair turned from jet black to pure white. 

I am not sure how much of those tales are true, fantasy or simply exaggeration. Certainly it is the stuff of a great book or movie! The one thing I can tell you is that Sito had this simple yet special faith. When she placed her hand on the mezuzah at the end of Shabbat and prayed for a blessed and successful week to come, her connection with Heaven could be felt. When she blessed you with Ah-lah Maak – G-d be with you, you felt blessed.

Reprinted from the Parshat Matot-Masei 5775 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
In Praise of Ordinary Jews

By C.J. Srullowitz

Years ago my chavrusah walked into the beis medrash one morning looking sad.

“Why the long face?” I asked.

It seems that over Shabbos, my chavrusah’s family had invited over a guest. My chavrusah’s father was very involved with one of the kiruv yeshivas in town and was constantly bringing over the boys for Shabbos meals. These guests usually told very colorful stories about how they became frum, what life was like before they were frum, what life is like now that they are frum.

Every person forges his own personal path back to Yiddishkeit, but this particular Shabbos, their guest gave an interesting twist to his story—one that disturbed my chavursah greatly. Unlike the classic baal teshuvah, this man had grown up in a frum home, actually a frum home in the very same town in which my chavrusah and I grew up, lived and learned, the very same community that housed the baal tesuvah yeshiva in which he was currently enrolled. He went, as we had, to the local yeshiva and had been frum for the first fifteen years or so of his life.

But as he got older he began to veer away from tradition. It began, as it so often does, with minor indiscretions—sleeping through Shacharis, forgetting to bentch—but eventually mushroomed into something much larger. By the time he was old enough to be on his own, he had moved out of his parent’s house, moved away from the religious community, and started to live the life of a full-blown “shaygetz.”

He was interested in the entertainment business and got some work at a radio station. He knew he hit the bigtime when he was hired to work on the most famous—and most degenerate—morning radio program in America. That show introduced him to the depths of depravity. He drank, gambled, took drugs, and became sexually reckless.

“I was as far from Judaism as a person could be. Even farther—because I had once been religious and abandoned it,” he told his hosts.

But then one fateful day, he woke up. He recognized that he had it all, he did it all, he could do it all again, but it wasn’t enough. All the things he thought would bring him happiness, failed to provide that happiness. Worse, he was miserable.

And so he began his journey back. Eventually, he ended up one of the finest young men in the yeshiva , and because of his background, catching up was easy to do. He was even able to tutor and serve as a role model to others, showing them how to learn gemara, how to understand halachah. He was one of the brightest stars of the yeshiva.

Everyone at my friend’s family’s house was amazed and impressed by his story.

Everyone except my chavrusah, that is. He just got depressed. “Here I am,” he told me, “a twenty-something year old yeshiva bochur. I’ve stayed in yeshiva. I listened to my rabbeim. I’ve learned. I’ve behaved. I never went off the derech. Never took a vacation from religion. But nobody is wowed by me. Nobody is impressed. Nobody wants to hear my story. This guy goes off and does every aveirah a person can think of, and comes back to a hero’s welcome. I behaved, and I get nothing.”

“So you feel like Nemuel,” I said,

“Who?” he asked.

“Exactly.”

“Who’s Nemuel?,” he repeated.

“That’s my point,” I said. “From Parshas Pinchas. Nemuel.”

“Who is he?”

Exactly.

Nemuel is listed as one of three sons of Eliav, the grandson of Reuvein, son of Yaakov. Nemuel had two brothers. No doubt, you’ve heard of them: Dasan and Aviram.

Ask any yeshiva bochur—better yet, ask any elementary school yeshiva student—Who are Dasan and Aviram? They will tell you. Terrible people. Awful people. Among the worst Jews in history. Moshe’s nemeses. Always challenging, mocking, threatening Moshe Rabbeinu!

But ask, Who is Nemuel? No one knows.

I picture Nemuel as a fine, if average, Jew, encamped in the midbar with the rest of his sheivet, listening attentively whenever Moshe Rabbeinu addresses the people, doing the mitzvos, studying Torah, collecting his mohn, observing the Shabbos.

And yet no one’s heard of him. Sure, the neighbors were aware that he had two shady, good-for-nothing brothers. Perhaps it made shidduchim more difficult for Nemuel’s daughters. Perhaps Nemuel had to work extra hard on his middos and be meticulous in his observance so that no one would think he was “one of them.” Nemuel was no doubt embarrassed by his brothers’ behavior. Maybe he tried to speak to them about it once or twice, to no effect. For Nemuel, life went on. He did the best he could. He struggled just to be “average.”

Recently, the Jewish journal, Klal Perspectives, devoted an entire issue to the challenges of being a “poshuteh” baal habayis. But “The Simple Jew is Not Simple,”as Rav Menachem Zupnick titled his essay. The “simple” Jew has a lot on his plate: religious obligations, financial obligations, family time and community commitments all weigh on him and vie for his attention. One would think that anyone who even comes close to this standard would hail himself a hero, even if no one else will.

But that doesn’t seem to happen.

According to several of the author-contributors, this “average” baal habayis—this Nemuel, as it were—feels a sense of underachievement; he feels second-rate. Rav Herschel Welcher contends that “almost uniformly, baalei batim seem to find themselves falling short, and feeling the lesser for it.”

Rav Zupnick agrees. “I find it unimaginably painful when a baal habayis confides in me, in a clearly deflated emotional state, that he is unable to identify anything meaningful that he has done in his life. He observes how he has failed to achieve greatness in Torah and yiras shamayim.

He is neither a talmid chacham nor a tsaddik. He can discern in himself no major, tangible achievements in any other realms. His despair is authentic and profound. Though I understand the disappointment he is expressing, I find it almost unbearable to hear of such low self-esteem coming from a person who invariably leads a life saturated with Torah and mitzvos and dominated by and acute awareness of Hashem’s existence. Nothing meaningful in his life???”

This attitude must change. The “average” frum Jew has much to be proud of.

“By any objective standard,” the editors write in a preface to the journal, “the observant baal  habayis is a true hero. In fact, he is remarkable in simply retaining a commitment to Torah and mitzvos while navigating the spiritual perils of today’s workplace, and the external social pressure and influences. But that is only the beginning.

 The baal habayis also confronts overwhelming demands, while addressing his numerous responsibilities. The financial expectations of the Orthodox home far exceed those of others, in light of the expenses of large families, Shabbos, kosher food and Orthodox community home prices, all in addition to the cost of parochial schools, camps and seminaries. As a committed ben Torah, the baal habayis also faces the pressures of finding adequate time for daily Torah study, davening with a minyan and being involved in chesed and community needs (including attending simchas and fundraising evenst). And, of course, there are the all-important, yet very time consuming, obligations as a husband and father.”

In Jewish life, then as now, we have our great men and we have our villains, but we also have our Nemuels, the quiet heroes.

Here’s to them.

Reprinted from the July 17, 2015 website of Matzav.com The article originally appeared in www.luleidemistafina.blogspot.com
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Three Horses After

Three Days
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com
One of the principal French military chieftains of the First Crusade [1095-1100], the famous duke of Lower Lotharingia (Lorraine), Godfrey of Bouillon, heard rumors of the knowledge and wisdom of the rabbi of Troyes (about 25 miles from Paris), that even the gentiles sought his advice on monetary matters and marital law, and he used to reply in such an erudite manner that they would record his judgments in his name in the public record in Paris. This fabulous wise man was Rabbi Shlomo Yitzchaki, immortalized by the initials of his name as Rashi. 
In 1096, the duke summoned Rashi to his presence to consult with him about his mission of seizing Jerusalem from the "Ishmaelites," but Rashi refused to appear. Annoyed, Godfrey went to the rabbi's school,* accompanied by a number of his cavaliers. He found the gates all opened and the books upon the desks open, but the great building empty of people. Through the invocation of a holy Name, Rashi had made himself invisible, while he himself could still see everything. 
"Where are you, Solomon?" cried the duke. "Here I am," a voice answered; "what does my lord demand?" Godfrey not seeing a living soul repeated his question, and always received the same answer. But not a man to be seen! 
Utterly confounded, he left the building, whereupon he met a disciple of Rashi's. "Go tell your master," he said, "that he should appear. I swear he has nothing to fear from me." 
Rashi then revealed himself to him. "I see," Godfrey said to him, "that your wisdom is great. I should like to know whether I shall return from my expedition victorious, or whether I shall succumb. I have prepared one hundred thousand horses and two hundred great ships. I intend to capture Jerusalem, and this is quite feasible because the Ishmaelites are not warriors. And also Acre, where there are 10,000 cavalry ready to help us. Speak without fear."
"You will capture the Holy City," Rashi replied, "and you will reign over Jerusalem for three days, but on the fourth day the Moslems will force you to flee, and when you return only three horses, including your own, will be left to you." 
"It may be," replied Godfrey, irritated and disillusioned in seeing his future pictured in colors so somber. "But if I return with more horse than you say, even if only one, I shall wreak frightful vengeance upon you. I shall throw your body to the dogs, and I shall put to death all the Jews of France." 
The Crusaders took control of Jerusalem, in mid-July 1099. After several more years of fighting, Godfrey of Bouillon, ephemeral king of Jerusalem, was indeed forced to flee. He suffered heavy losses of men during the battles, and on the way back to France, many more died on the ships that were taking them home. By the time they landed on the shores of France, he was accompanied by the only three surviving cavaliers, each on his own horse. 
Altogether, then, there were four horses, one more than Rashi had predicted. Remembering the rabbi's prophecy, Godfrey determined to carry out his threat. But when he entered the city of Troyes where Rashi lived, a large rock loosened from the gate fell upon one of the riders, killing him and his horse. 
The duke was amazed at the miracle, and realized he had no choice but to recognize that Rashi's forecast to him was exactly correct. He decided to continue on to see him anyway, but to render him homage, rather than to execute him. 
Before he even reached the Rashi's house, though, he was informed that that the rabbi had already died during the years of fighting. ** This grieved him greatly. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: The primary source is Shalshelet ha-Kabbalah (The Chain of Tradition) by Gedaliah ibn Yahya (1526-1587), of Italy. My version is based on the French book, "Rashi," by Maurice Leiber, as translated into English by Adele Szold, and with some minor supplementing from //thefreelibrary.com/Rashi+and+the+First+Crusade as well as the final endnote. 
Biographical note: Rabbi Shlomo Yitzchaki [4800 - Thursday, 29 Tammuz, 4865 (1040 - July 1105 C.E.)], immortalized by the initials of his name as Rashi, was a descendent of the royal family of King David. He is considered one of the greatest scholars and teachers in the history of Judaism. No Jew who studies the Torah or the Talmud does so without Rashi, the gentle teacher and unobtrusive commentator who simplifies, explains and inspires all who study Torah. 
Connection: Seasonal -- The 910th yahrzeit of Rashi coincides with this Thursday. 

Editor's notes: 
* Some say the visit took place in Worms, where till today a monument marks the location of Rashi's yeshiva. 
** Historically, it would seem to have been a different French nobleman/ military officer that Rashi was involved with. Geoffrey of Bouillon died in Jerusalem, five years before Rashi. *** 
***Could Godfrey have known Rashi or known of him? The answer is probably yes. It would not have been difficult for him to travel from Bouillon to Troyes, a four- or five-day ride, or to have stopped there on his way home from the Paris military conference in February 1096â€¦.It is not likely that Godfrey himself directly accosted Rashi, especially with a strong military force. This would have been most offensive to the Count of Champagne; Troyes was his capital, and the Jews there enjoyed his protection. Two other possibilities are more plausible: first, that the Godfrey of the story was Godfrey of Esch-sur-Siire (Ascha), a noble knight in Bouillon's service known to have served as his envoy. As a messenger he would be identified with his master and thus easily confused in the later retelling of the tale. A second choice might be Godfrey of Saint Omer, who left France with the Count of Champagne in 1104, while Rashi still lived, and returned in 1108 after Rashi died. He, too, might have been confused with the more famous Godfrey as time passed. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masai 5755 email of Kabbala Online,org, a division of Ascent of Safad. www.KabbalaOnline.org
Short Story of the Week

The Reward of a Sincere Demonstration of Love

Rav Aryeh Levine of blessed memory took it upon himself to visit Jewish inmates held under British rule prior to Israel's statehood. He became like a father to the prisoners, bringing them food, clothes, compassion and care. For years, despite sweltering heat and frigid rains, he never missed a Shabbos visit, save one..

Once, in the midst of a Shabbos service, a very excited messenger called him out of the prison. Reb Aryeh's daughter had become paralyzed and the doctors were helpless. He was needed for support at home, immediately. After Shabbos, an Arab messenger was sent by the concerned inmates to inquire what tragedy interrupted the weekly visit. 

The next Shabbos, despite the enduring tragedy at home, the Rabbi went to the prison as usual. Normally during the Torah reading, prisoners would pledge a few coins to charity. That week, the donations were far different.

"I will give up a week of my life for the sake of Reb Aryeh's daughter," the first convict pledged. Another prisoner announced that he would give a month from his. Each one called to the Torah upped the previous pledge until the last prisoner cried out, "what is our life compared to Reb Aryeh's anguish? I will give all my remaining days for the sake of the Rabbi’s daughter.�

At this unbelievable display of love and affection, Reb Aryeh broke down and wept. Miraculous as it may sound, that Saturday night Reb Aryeh's daughter began to move and, within days, was fully recovered.
Comment: When one shows care (and love) to another, that feeling gets reciprocated. This is another reason why the High Priest’s mother invested� in the unintentional killer’s well-being. People tend to wish their benefactors well.
(Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masai 5755 email of Mendel Berrlin’s IVORT. Story adapted from “A Tzaddik in Our Time,”� by Simcha Raz, Feldheim Publishers)
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