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In his youth, Rabbi Shalom of Belz had the habit of smoking a pipe excessively. In particular, he would smoke while learning in the beit hamidrash (House of Study). 


One day, he witnessed something that led him to kick the habit. 


While in the midst of his studies, he saw someone in the beit hamidrash preparing to smoke a pipe. The man cleaned the bowl of his pipe, then filled it carefully with tobacco. After all his preparations, he finally lit up and began to smoke. During the time that it took the man to make his preparations, Rabbi Shalom managed to learn a full page of Talmud!


At that moment, the Belzer put down his own pipe and said, "If this object is capable of causing a person to lose out on learning a page of Talmud, it is not going to enter my mouth ever again!"


And from that day on, he never smoked again. 


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from "Stories My Grandfather Told Me" (Mesorah) by Zev Greenwald]


Connection: Weekly Torah - Guard yourself very carefully� (4:9, and again, 4:15). 


Biographic note: Rabbi Shalom of Belz [1779 - 27 Elul 1855] was the first of the Belz chassidic dynasty. He became the main rebbe of Galician Jewry, and had tens of thousands of chasidim. His teachings are collected in Dover Shalom. 


Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed

www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
Instead of Taking Down a Fruit Tree, Building Around It

By Elizabeth A. Harris


Sheya Wieder owned a small old house on a large lot in Borough Park, Brooklyn, until about six years ago, he said, when he decided it was time to knock it down and build an upgrade. He was all set to go when it occurred to him that the big, shady tree, standing tall and proud right where his new stoop would go, might cause a problem. He took a branch to Brooklyn Botanic Garden, where he was told it was a mulberry tree. 
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The stairs leading to the door of a building in Borough Park, Brooklyn, were constructed on an angle to accommodate a fruit tree, a custom among Orthodox Jews. 


“The rabbis wouldn’t let me take it down,” Mr. Wieder said. “They told me if there is any possibility, even if it costs you money, you should work around it.” 

So he did. 


Today, a black metal staircase wraps partly around the tree, and a beige wheelchair-accessible elevator stands beside it. The tree looks perfectly happy, right there in front of the door. 


“It cost me over $100,000 to save it,” Mr. Wieder said. 


In certain Orthodox Jewish communities, from Borough Park to Monsey, N.Y., rabbis say, there is a strong aversion to chopping down fruit trees, which results from some combination of biblical verses, Jewish law and mystical documents that prohibit destroying them wantonly. In New York City, where space is tight and the option to build out in another direction generally does not exist, that means friendly neighborhood foliage can present an especially hard challenge. 


“It’s an extraordinary reminder of the kind of spiritual consciousness people need to be able to sustain, particularly in urban settings,” said Rabbi Saul J. Berman, an associate professor of Jewish studies at Yeshiva University. “You see this tree and the way it’s being guarded, and suddenly you realize there’s something going on here besides just human needs.” 


This broader consideration, however, does not always come cheaply, as Mr. Wieder can attest to, or easily. 


Others have wrapped more than just a staircase around a tree in the name of keeping it alive — like, for example, an entire building. 


At Shloimy’s Bake Shoppe on 12th Avenue in Brooklyn, where flaky perfection can be found in the form of hand-rolled rugelach, there is a glass enclosure toward the back, right behind a giant oven and stacks of baking trays. Inside this glass box, which is open to the sky, is a berry tree. 


“When we bought this place, we thought we would build all the way back, and then it became summer,” said Joe Leiberman, whose family owns the bakery. “We saw it was a fruit tree, and we changed all the plans.” 


Interpretations may vary, but several rabbis, including Rabbi Berman, Rabbi Mayer Schiller and Rabbi Gavriel Zinner, who has written more than two dozen books on Jewish law and tradition, say this practice emerged from a passage in Deuteronomy: 


Even in wartime, one should not chop down your enemies’ fruit trees. There are also Talmudic sources, some said. And a mystical document called the Will of Rabbi Yehudah HaChosid, which dates back nearly 1,000 years and tends to hold more sway in Hasidic communities, took it further. 


“He very cryptically asserted that it’s really dangerous to cut down a fruit-bearing tree because you’re tampering with G-d’s property,” Rabbi Berman said. “And if you want to tamper with G-d’s property, be cautious.” 


Caution might also be advised to those left to deal with pre-existing fruit trees. 


On a piping hot afternoon last week in Borough Park, a woman in a long black skirt struggled to get a stroller down the front stoop of her sister’s house. The double-wide buggy was empty and the stairs were tidy, yet the woman faced a distinct challenge: The steps extended from the house sideways at roughly a 45-degree angle to avoid a tree directly in front of the doorway. 


“They are fruit trees,” the woman said of the tree in her path and another nearby, protruding from a brick shelter that housed the building’s trash cans. “That’s why they made the steps crooked, because they didn’t want to take it down.” 
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Shloimy's bakery on 12th Avenue in Borough Park was built to enclose rather than remove a fruit tree.[image: image4.png]




	.



She jerked the buggy awkwardly to the left, then the right, before sighing and releasing her grip. She watched as the stroller bounced to the sidewalk. 


All of this does not mean that exceptions cannot be made, said Rabbi Zinner, sitting in his cozy wood-paneled library last week surrounded by volumes and volumes of worn leather books. And if a tree is a danger to people, he continued, it can certainly go. A few years back, he said, he received a call from members of an Orthodox community north of New York City asking what they should do about a fruit tree that was attracting bears to an area where children played. He said they could chop it down. 


“We have to respect a tree,” Rabbi Zinner said. “But we have to have respect for human beings, also.” 


Though some groups take this prohibition more seriously, there are communities where stories circulate about tragedy or hardship, like a lost business or a sick child, befalling those who take the restriction lightly, and those can have staying power. 


“It is a fear,” Rabbi Schiller said of the attitude in certain groups. “A mystical fear of mystical forces.” 


Asked about his personal approach to the subject, he said, “I try to maintain the traditions of my community.” And besides, he added, “why take a chance?” 

Reprinted in the July 30, 2012 edition of The New York Times.

It Once Happened

The Rich Miser’s Cheap Five Kopecks Coin Donation


In a small town in white Russia there lived a rich Jew who was considered to be a real miser by all the townspeople. Whenever he was approached for a donation, he would take out a rusty copper five kopecks coin [worth perhaps a nickel], and offer it as his contribution. People would throw the rusty coin back at the miser and eventually stopped approaching him for donations altogether, until something quite remarkable happened. 


A young couple, both poor orphans, were soon to be married. The townspeople provided them with their needs and also made sure that they would have a fine wedding feast. Indeed, everyone had contributed to this special fund and was entitled to participate in the simcha (happy occasion), except the miser. No one had even asked him for a contribution. 


In the midst of all the preparations for the wedding, without any warning, the groom was taken into custody by the Chief of Police for military service! 

The Anti-Semitic Chief of Police


The Chief of Police was known as a Jew-hater. When he heard about the wedding, he thought it would be a golden opportunity to strike at all the Jews. He sent for the groom on his wedding day! 


A special delegation hurried to the Police Chief to arrange for the groom's release. The Chief threw them out with the warning that they would be sent to Siberia if they continued to harass him. 


At this critical time, the revered and famous Rabbi Shneur Zalman arrived in town. He had made the match between the young couple and had come to join in their simcha. When he heard what had happened, he asked the rabbi of the town to accompany him to see the Police Chief. 

A Request for the Release of the Bridegroom


"We've come to ask you to release the bridegroom, who is to be married tonight. We are ready to pay the tax to obtain his immediate release. Just name the amount," the Rebbe said in a firm voice. 


The Police Chief, an avid card player and gambler, had gotten himself into serious debt. He now saw a chance to squeeze a large sum of money from the Jews in his town. 


"One thousand rubles," said the Chief. 


Without hesitation, Rabbi Shneur Zalman replied, "You will receive this amount before sunset."
The Father of Orphans Will Not Forsake Them


As soon as they were outside, the Rabbi asked the Rebbe, "How can we possibly raise such a large sum of money from our poor townspeople, and before sunset today?" 


"G-d, the Father of Orphans, will not forsake them," the Rebbe answered confidently. 


Rabbi Shneur Zalman insisted on going to the "miser" first. "We will give him the opportunity to participate in the great mitzva of redeeming the imprisoned," said Rabbi Shneur Zalman. 


Arriving at the rich man's house, Rabbi Shneur Zalman told the man what had happened to the groom. The rich man said nothing but brought out the five kopek coin and offered it to the Rabbi. Rabbi Shneur Zalman quickly took the coin, saying, "May you have the merit to do many more mitzvot." 


As they got up to leave, the Jew blurted out, "I think my contribution was too small. Here is a whole ruble." 

The Rebbe Took the Ruble 

And Repeated His Blessing


The Rebbe took the ruble and repeated his blessing. As they turned toward the door, the Jew called out, "Excuse me Rebbe, I'd like to give a larger donation." He took out a ten-ruble note. The Rebbe took it graciously and blessed him as before. This performance repeated itself several times with the Rebbe blessing the man each time. Finally the Jew burst into tears. 


"I once gave a beggar a five kopek coin, and he threw it back in my face. I was so annoyed that I said to myself, `This coin is going to be my donation, whatever the cause, until someone accepts it with a friendly word. Since then, that five kopek piece has always been returned to me with scorn and abuse, until people stopped coming to me altogether for charity."
Thanks the Rebbe for His Friendliness


"You, saintly Rebbe, are the first person who accepted my donation with friendliness. You gave me the opportunity to participate in this great mitzva and you found it in your heart to bless me. I shall never forget what you have done. 


"Now, I shall give you the full amount needed to pay for the groom's release. I hope and pray that it will make up for the tzedaka (charity) opportunities I have missed." 


The Rebbe blessed him again that G-d should enable him to give charity with an open hand and a joyous heart. The groom was released after the money was paid and the wedding was celebrated with unsurpassed joy and gratitude. One of the most distinguished guests, in addition to the Rebbe, was the Jew who had donated the whole ransom money. 

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization. The story was originally published in Talks and Tales.
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By Yvette Alt Miller

Ever since my husband was diagnosed with cancer, losing weight seems shockingly frivolous.

Yesterday I stepped on my scale and saw I lost several pounds. I've been dieting for months and was now two pounds away from my goal. But instead of celebrating, I just shrugged, marveling that a diet of chocolate and potato chips eaten in the hospital that week – plus all the goodies that well-meaning friends had been bringing to our house – would make me lose so much wait. Go figure.


Ever since my husband – my young, handsome husband – was diagnosed with cancer a week ago, losing weight seems shockingly frivolous. Our "normal" life full of ordinary, prosaic goals seems so far away. I can't believe that until last week I was worried about my car, which has been rattling strangely, or that I felt stressed about a rash of household repairs we suddenly needed.

Not Really Focused on Each Other


In the crucial weeks before my husband's diagnosis, we weren't really focused on each other. No, in those last, precious weeks of normality, what really consumed our attention was looking for new household light fixtures. We made a big purchase we'd been thinking about for years: a new chandelier for our dining room. We couched it as something that would elevate our Shabbat celebrations; we said we'd invite Shabbat guests over just to see it. We were so excited.


The other day my husband saw me looking at it and read my thoughts: "You're thinking you'd rather not have the chandelier but have me healthy, right?" I know it's not a trade-off, but I nodded my head sadly; they seemed linked to both of us. We'd spent so many weeks being happy about a light fixture when we could have been focusing on each other.


We were in happy, easy, pre-cancer heaven, and we spent it shopping.

Spiritual Spark


After my husband received his diagnosis, he met with our rabbi. Echoing the long-standing Jewish belief that G-d cares for each of us in exactly the way we each need, our rabbi advised my husband to think of his new circumstances as a challenge. Each of us is meant to grow in certain ways in this world, he told him, and the various conditions in which we each find ourselves are the perfectly-calibrated tools we require to do this.


When I heard this, I thought, How can our rabbi expect my husband to accept this "gift" from G-d with anything other than bitterness? Worse, as my husband pointed out, how is he supposed to know what personal growth being sick is supposed to bring?


"Can't G-d just tell me what I'm supposed to do?" my husband joked. "I'll do it without the cancer!"


He's been trying, though. Even while buffeted by bad news almost daily, he's determined to make something positive of it. There is a three-fold formula in Judaism to affect change for ourselves and our communities. Prayer, charity and teshuva (repentance) are all said to avert an evil decree. They do this not by "convincing" G-d to change, but by changing ourselves, and thus altering the challenges from which we each need to grow.


In the past week, we've prayed with more intensity than ever before; we've given more charity, and we've worked on improving our Jewish observance. We even volunteered to hold a children's learning event in our home, sponsored by a Jewish organization that we've never previously had any connection with. In the past, I know my husband would have said "No way!" but now it was, "Bring it on!"


I never thought of us as skimping, but in our new, topsy-turvy existence I see that before this diagnosis we coasted long. We gave what we thought was appropriate, rather than giving unceasingly. We stayed pretty close to our comfort zone, as opposed to really pushing ourselves to the limit.

Precious Minutes


Less than a week before his diagnosis, my husband complained, "It's not fair!" It was Shabbat, our kids were roughhousing in the playground, and our son jumped off a slide, fell and broke his arm. "We've been doing so much lately," my husband complained. He'd recently helped out a stranger with medical and financial problems; we'd hosted Jewish classes in our home; we even had a Shabbat guest we'd never met before, who needed a place to stay. "Why should this terrible thing happen when we've been doing everything right?" he wondered.


Now, of course, a broken arm seems minor, and the few acts of kindness we've been doing seem paltry, too. We've pledged more to charity this week than I'd ever thought possible. We've prayed with an intensity I never knew existed. Now I look around our home and instead of seeing the material things we've accumulated and the repairs that need to get done, I see the missed opportunities when I held myself back from others, and from my husband. I see the moments I wasted. I wish I had those minutes back now that I realize how I should have spent them.


We don't know exactly what this challenge is for. We're supposed to grow, but how? Yes, we've been reminded of what really matters in life, but is this enough?


In the midst of all this, the other day, I was too emotionally and physically drained to take out the garbage. I called my son (not the one with the broken arm!), handed him a plastic bag and asked him to collect the trash from all the wastebaskets in the house. He looked at me like I was crazy – what a disgusting job! Reluctantly, he collected the garbage and presented the bag to me. “Great,” I said, “now take it out to the garbage can.” He gave me a look of sheer incredulity. “And please drag the garbage can to the curb.”


He returned a moment later and matter-of-factly told me one of the bags had broken and spilled garbage all over the street. I handed him another plastic bag and told him to please pick up the spilled garbage. His eyes practically bulged. "But there's gross food in there!" he protested. I insisted, and with a look of shock, he went out to pick up the trash.


I've been thinking of that exchange lately. I want my son to learn these household tasks, though to him it seems like senseless torture. I pray my husband gets through his own miserable time enriched and wiser, more equipped, like our son, to handle his responsibilities in this world.

Please pray for the recovery of Yecheil ben Avigail.
Reprinted from this week’s email of Aish.com

Good Shabbos Everyone

Rushin’ to Learn


Last Saturday night through Sunday night, Jews around the world marked the observance of Tisha b' Av, the ninth day of the month of Av, the day on which both of the holy Temples in Jerusalem were destroyed. Tisha b' Av is the saddest day of the year; in recognizing such, the Sages instituted fasting and denied us other comforts on that day in order to focus our attention on mourning for the destruction of the Temple, the Bais HaMikdash. 


The primary function of the Bais HaMikdash was to bring sacrifices, which among other things, enabled Jews to atone for their spiritual missteps. Now that we do not have the Bais HaMikdash, it should be speedily rebuilt, the Sages teach us that Torah learning takes the place of sacrifices. (see Menuchos 110a).

The Power of Learning to

Bring One Closer to Hashem


The MaHaRaL explains that just as the korban - sacrifice had the power to bring a Jew back closer to Hashem, so too does learning Torah has that power. A sin distances a Jew from Hashem; Torah learning brings him closer once again. The following inspirational true story will inspire us to want to learn more Torah. 


Under the dreaded Communist regime, the Soviet Union was nearly totally devoid of any Yiddishkeit - Judaism. All that remained was a small remnant of the great Torah centers and Jewish communities which once were. 

Yuri Zilber the Mathematician


There were just a few precious souls keeping Judaism alive. One such soul was Yuri Zilber, who was a mathematician. With a government position, he was regarded as a loyal, simple servant of Mother Russia. Yet his true servitude was not to Mother Russia. Clandestinely, Yuri was Yitzchok and he spent every free moment delving into the depths of Hashem's holy Torah. 


It seems impossible that a well-known academic could get away with living such a double lifestyle, but Yuri/Yitzchok had a secret. A secret that was well hidden. Every morning Yitzchok would tear out one page from a Gemara (Talmud), conceal it in his clothing, and when he had a spare minute, he would steal away some time to learn; at times he even got lost in the page he was studying, risking revealing his true identity. 


Amazingly, Yitzchok did this for quite a long time, demonstrating remarkable perseverance. Daf by daf, sheet by sheet, he lovingly tore out each page, reviewed it over and over, and mastered it, noting to himself the topics that were perplexing and difficult, and which he could not resolve.

Gaining Exit Visas for Eretz Yisroel


Ultimately, after tearing out over 2,300 pages of Talmud, he had mastered them all. He had accomplished the impossible! But his mission was not yet complete. In 1973 he achieved what he thought was hopeless — exit visas for his entire family to immigrate to Eretz Yisrael. 


The excitement was indescribable. But perhaps more than anything else, Yitzchok looked forward to finally being able to resolve the difficulties that he had encountered in his Gemara studies throughout the years. His family boarded the plane and, with joy in their hearts, took the trip of their lifetime. 


The moment the plane landed in Ben Gurion Airport, Yitzchok descended and ran over to the first man with a yarmulka that he saw. With a tattered page of the Tractate Eruvin in hand, Yitzchok grabbed the man by the lapels, "Please explain this Tosafos (Talmudic commentary) to me!" 

The Stunned Security Guard


The stunned man, a security guard, stared at Yitzchok in disbelief. Had this man lost his mind? Yitzchok looked more closely at the guard and immediately realized that not everyone in Eretz Yisrael made the most of the opportunity they had to study Hashem's Torah. 


Broken, Yitzchok began to cry. After years of living in a land where religion was forbidden, and intolerance reigned supreme, he was shaken by the fact that every Jew who was free to do so was not constantly immersed in Hashem's Torah. 


Soon after Yitzchok and his family arrived in Eretz Yisrael, his son Anatoly, or Avraham as he was now called, came to the Mirrer Yeshivah in Jerusalem. He had come to meet the Rosh Yeshivah, Reb Chaim Shmulevitz. 


It was hard to fathom that a mere few days earlier opening a Gemara in public was grounds for imprisonment, torture and even death. And now here he was about to come face to face with the leader of one of the greatest yeshivos in the world. 


But Avraham's heart was filled with anxiety, and he did not wear the worry and concern well. The palms of his hands were sweaty and cold and his stomach churned as he stood on the ground floor of the yeshivah outside the door of Reb Chaim's apartment. 

Surprised by the Boy’s Request to

Learn in the Mirrer Yeshivah


The door opened and Reb Chaim invited the 17-year-old Russian boy inside. Reb Chaim's warmth enveloped the young boy. Although Reb Chaim was overjoyed to spend time speaking with the young man, he was taken aback when Avraham requested to be admitted to the yeshivah. 


Reb Chaim looked into the young man's eyes and could sense his intense desire to learn and to be a yeshivah bochur. But Reb Chaim explained to him that there were other yeshivos which were better suited for one who was still a novice in learning. He encouraged him warmly and assured him that when the time came he would most certainly accept him into the yeshivah. (Reb Chaim feared perhaps that Avrohom would become despondent should he fail to succeed in such a high caliber yeshivah.)

With Tears in His Eyes


Avraham listened to each and every word and nodded. When Reb Chaim finished speaking, Avraham looked at the Rosh Yeshivah, this time with tears in his eyes, and insisted that he be given a chance, a chance to prove himself. 


Finally, Reb Chaim relented and agreed to test the boy. Reb Chaim felt rather uncomfortable administering the entrance exam to this young man, for he feared that the boy would be embarrassed. They walked together to the bookshelf and Reb Chaim turned to Avraham and asked him on which tractate of the Talmud he wished to be tested. The young man hung his head in shame. 


Reb Chaim realized that the boy had obviously not learned much of anything in Russia. With no Hebrew school to attend, what could he have possibly learned? Reb Chaim looked down at the boy, and through his silence sensed the embarrassment the young man felt. Again Reb Chaim asked him, but this time in a softer tone, "You do not have to be ashamed. Is there any Gemara I can test you on?" 


The boy looked up and Reb Chaim noticed the tears that now filled his eyes. "I'm ashamed to say that I know only Seders (Orders of the Talmud/Mishna) Nashim and Nezikin, Gemara, Rashi and Tosafos." (A very sizeable amount of Gemara.) Reb Chaim could not move! He was stunned! 
He just stared at this suddenly mature young man and was overcome by the awesome realization that this boy, under the threat and danger of expulsion to Siberia, had learned more in his seventeen years than most yeshivah boys in liberated countries accomplish during their entire lifetime of learning. Reb Chaim pulled the young man close to him and held him tight — and he gladly accepted him into the yeshivah. (TOUCHED BY A STORY 2, Reb Yechiel Spero, P. 158) 


Let us all be inspired by this story to increase our Torah learning as much as possible. We hope to have the Beis HaMikdash rebuilt speedily in our days, at which time we will once again have the sacrifices to atone for our sins. In the meantime, let us apply ourselves in Torah learning, which Sages have promised us as having the power to atone for our misdeeds. 

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

A Slice of Life

The Right Stop


Costa Rica is a picturesque tropical country, wooded and lush with natural beauty. Natan and Avi, two Lubavitcher yeshiva students, spent one summer in Costa Rica as part of the Lubavitcher Rebbe's "Merkos Shlichut" program[1]. During the weeks they spent there they visited local tourist attractions and met with Jewish visitors, helping them to put on tefilin and sharing thoughts on Torah and Judaism. 


On the last day of their stay in Costa Rica, Natan and Avi intended to visit the coastal city of S. Teresa. Their flight back to New York was scheduled for Monday evening, and on Sunday morning they left the capital city for the beach town. They knew that they had a long trip ahead, and they had to arrive there before evening because people in Teresa tended to go to sleep early. The town was rather undeveloped and there were no street lights. They would need to hurry. 


But on their way to S. Teresa, the two lost their way several times on the crooked, partially paved roads of Costa Rica. Late afternoon, they realized they would not make it to their destination. They were stuck in a massive traffic jam. Drug enforcement police had set up roadblocks to capture traders who were attempting to cross the border into nearby Panama. 


"Apparently we are not going to reach S. Teresa today," said Natan. Having no choice in the matter, they decided to extricate themselves from the traffic jam at the nearest exit, before sunset. The first sign they saw was for the village of Montezuma. "Hopefully tomorrow we will be able to get in a few hours in S. Teresa," said Avi. 

Meeting a Young Man with

Dreadlocks, Earrings and Tattoos


At the center of the village they stopped their car to ask a passerby where they could find suitable lodging. A young man, "Pedro," with dreadlocks, earrings and tattoos came to their aid. He did not look like a native Costa Rican. He ran a roadside stand selling products from the East, together with a local young woman. 


"I'm sure you thought I was Israeli, right?" Pedro asked in fluent Spanish. 
Indeed, the Chabad students had taken him for an Israeli. 


"It's okay, you're not the first ones to think that," he laughed. 


"Are you Jewish?" asked Avi. 


"No," answered Pedro. "Actually, I'm not. But if you're looking for a place to spend the night, try that hostel over there," he said, pointing to a building across the road.

Asking if There Are 

Any Jews in the Village


"So, are there any Jews in this village?" asked Natan. 


"You know what," said the young man. "I have a Jewish grandmother. My mother's mother was Jewish. Although my mother raised us as Christians, I still feel a connection to the Jewish people." 


At this, the two Chabad yeshiva students blurted out, as if on cue, "That means that you're Jewish!"

A Confused Question


"What do you mean?" he asked, confused. 


"Listen carefully," said Avi. "Your mother was Jewish, and that means you are too. Judaism is determined by the mother, and this is something that does not change, regardless of the lifestyle you lead. You are Jewish in every sense." 


While Pedro tried to digest this new information, Avi looked up at the sky and decided to make use of the last few minutes remaining before sunset. He hurried to the car and pulled out a pair of tefilin. "You now have the opportunity to fulfill one of the most important mitzvot in Judaism. I don't have time to explain in detail, because the sun is about to set and then you won't have another chance until tomorrow morning. Give me your left hand, and I will wrap the tefilin around your arm, facing your heart, and around your head. Inside these boxes are verses of the Torah which remind us of our connection to G-d."

Somewhat Dazed and Hypnotized


Pedro looked at Avi somewhat dazed, and like one hypnotized he stretched out his arm. 


People in the street stopped to stare at the strange site of Pedro wearing straps on his arm and around his head attached to black boxes. Apparently he was a well-known figure in these parts. However, Pedro was overcome with an emotion that he had never before felt in his life. 


After he had taken off the tefilin and calmed down somewhat, Pedro explained that in his life he had visited many cults and performed many religious ceremonies, but had never felt such a sense of belonging as when he put on tefilin. Pedro, who just moments before had no idea of his Jewishness, suddenly developed a strong thirst for more information about Judaism. Avi and Natan were naturally happy to oblige and provided him with material in Spanish.

Ending Up Exactly Where Needed


The next morning, Avi and Natan made their way to S. Teresa. They found out that the village where they had spent the night was only ten minutes away from their original destination. "If we had known yesterday what a short distance there was, we would have stuck it out despite the traffic jam. But G-d sends us on our ultimate mission, and we ended up exactly where we needed to be to light this Jewish spark." 

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY. Originally the article was published in Beis Moshiach Magazine.
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