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The Best Help

By Rabbi David Ashear
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When we hear of people going through difficult times, our immediate reaction is to think of ways in which we could help them. If we're close to them we offer our assistance. There are, however, ways in which we could help everyone. They are actually the greatest form of assistance; prayer and good deeds. 


Heartfelt Tefilot and accepting upon ourselves to go beyond our limits, to give the people merits, help the most. The more difficult the Mitzvah we accept, the greater the merit it provides. It's so important that we know, every prayer and every good deed that we do helps both us and the people that we're trying to help, whether we see it or not.


There is a young boy who was diagnosed with the Machala and, Baruch Hashem, a year ago he was in remission. But during the past year, he experienced a severe blood clot and had to be put in a medically induced coma. The situation was dire; there were communal gatherings of prayer and dozens of people who accepted upon themselves to improve in his merit. 


Many young boys from his neighborhood decided, on their own, to get together every evening and say Tehillim. Over the course of the year, they have finished the Tehillim multiple times and were very excited each time they heard good news about the patient. Baruch Hashem, the boy was taken out of the coma, but he still has a long road to recovery. 


After Pesach this year, when the clock changed and the weather started getting nicer, it was difficult for all those boys to continue their Tehillim group. They just made a Siyum and were deciding who's going to continue. Six of the boys said, we know how much he needs our prayers and our help, and they were willing to continue it even into the summer.


A few weeks ago, there was a neighborhood baseball game going on and one of the boys in the game was from those who accepted to continue the Tehillim. He looked at his watch and he realized, the group was going to be gathering in just a couple of minutes, but he was up next to bat and he didn't want to miss his turn. He fought himself and he said, the right thing to do is to make the Tehillim. So he told his teammates, "I'm sorry, I have to go." He went to the Shul and said the Tehillim. He came home and told his father what he did.


His father told him how proud he was of him and how proud Hashem was of him and he said, "For sure, your act of self-sacrifice definitely just accomplished a lot for your friend." The next night, this father was on the phone with the father of the boy who was sick. In the middle of their conversation, he told him what his son did the day before to let him know how much everyone cares.


The man replied, "I don't believe what you're telling me. This morning we had a major breakthrough with my son's therapy." They got him to walk and they're very hopeful that he's going to improve.


He then sent a video of the therapy session. It was of someone pitching him a ball, him hitting the ball and the doctor saying, "Run to first!" And he took a couple of steps. Then they said, "Run to second!" And he took a couple of more steps, "Run to third, run home!" And they all cheered, "You got a homerun!" This was the therapy that they thought of, playing baseball with him. Just twelve hours after that other boy gave up his turn to bat to say the Tehillim.


This was a beautiful message of Hashem telling us, I see your efforts; I appreciate all that you're doing. B'ezrat Hashem, this boy and all others who need Refuah Shelemah, should be cured בקרוב-soon.

Reprinted from the May 23, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.
Getting the Coat

[image: image2.jpg]




A student of Rabbi Dovid Kviat, O”BM, witnessed the following scenario play itself out several days in a row. The elderly Rav told his wife that he was leaving the house to go to shul for prayers. Rebbetzin Kviat told him she would get him his coat. The Rav thanked her but said he would get it himself. His wife insisted and brought him the coat. 


After several days, the student asked the Rav why he insisted on getting his coat when his wife wouldn't let him. 



Rav Kviat chuckled and said, "People think that marriage is a 50-50 partnership. It's not so. Each partner must give 100 percent for the marriage to thrive. I have to offer my best, regardless of what my wife insists." (Story from "Power Points,” by R’ Nisenbaum) 


Comment: We learn in this (Bamidbar 5:23) that although it is generally forbidden to erase Hashem's Name, Hashem insisted that we do so (in the Sotah water process) to bring peace between a husband and a wife. Peace in the home should be the number one priority, above having it our way or being right (in most cases). 

There are some people who stand their ground and end up being miserable, and then there are those who give in and are happy. "Would we rather be right or happy?" is the question we should be asking ourselves whenever the waters of disharmony threaten to rise.

Reprinted from the Parshat Naso 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
It Saved My Life

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Mr. Eugene Schlesinger


[A few weeks ago] I posted a story and message titled “Never Extinguished” that Rabbi Mangel said in connection with the International March of the Living. The feedback was more gratifying than I anticipated, and thank you.


Rabbi Newman of the Hebrew Academy of Long Beach California, shared with me the following story of Mr. Eugene Schlesinger. He was a holocaust survivor and would come to the school to speak about his experiences in the war. 


While his story impacted all the students, there was one incident that had a unique message to the 7th grad boys (the year of their bar mitzvah) about the importance of putting on tefillin every day, even in the most difficult situations.


My name is Eugene and I wish to share with you the story of these tefillin that I am holding. I grew up in a small village in Czechoslovakia. We were a very traditional Jewish home in a small village which had a handful of Jewish families. There were similar villages in the area, all with their handful of Jewish families. 

None of the villages had a synagogue or the capacity to make a minyan. So Shabbat services rotated from village to village. Each Friday afternoon the families from the villages would travel to the designated village of that week and would stay with the few families in that village. This way we were able to make a minyan and to hold services. 


We had no rabbi, but in Europe most Jews were well versed in reading Hebrew and knew basic tenets of the customs, traditions and Jewish law, so we could organize our services without a rabbi. 


When the Nazis came to our village and ordered me to follow them, they allowed me a few minutes to part with my mother. The parting words she told me were, to wrap my Tefillin each morning and she said that will help you stay alive. Throughout the four years that I was a prisoner in the various concentration camps, I kept her command, wrapping the tefillin on my hand and placing it on my head. 


Boys you understand that I couldn’t do it in public; it would have been taken away from me. So often it was put on in the most extreme conditions. I had to wake up much earlier than everyone else. I always wonder how they never found it or caught me. Indeed Hashem was watching over me.


Toward the end of the war as the German war machine was collapsing, and the guards were trying to save themselves, I managed to escape from the camp I was in. As I was walking on the road, I saw a dead German soldier and I changed into that cursed German army uniform. I felt it was safer to walk in that uniform than in the clothing we wore in the camps.


One day as I was walking, I came upon a field and saw a large assemblage of German soldiers standing with their arms up. I realized that they were prisoners of an advance Russian unit. I stood there contemplating my next move. Obviously I too would be taken as a prisoner, but perhaps when the Russians interrogate me and will see the prisoner number tattooed on my arm, they will take care of me.  


I hesitantly and apprehensively began walking towards them, and barely had I taken a few steps when I was spotted. I was stopped by a Russian soldier who ordered me to hand over my knapsack. He rifled through it and pulled out my tefillin bag. He looked at me (in the German uniform) in astonishment and shaking his head, he said, ‘Ivri (Hebrew/Jew)?’

I nodded. The Russian soldier pointed to the forest and I realized that I need to leave right away and as fast as possible. I ran toward the forest to safety and a few moments later, I heard the rattle of machine gun fire behind me, as all the German soldiers who were being held as prisoners in that field, were gunned down by the Russians. At that point I realized that the Russian soldier was a fellow Jew and he realized that I was a Jew who was wearing a German uniform to survive. 


He realized this only because he saw my tefillin, the tefillin that I held on to so persistently and with a resolve that I and them will never part. Yes doing this mitzvah saved my life!


Children, with Hashem’s kindness you are living in a beautiful country, where we pray that these or similar atrocities never happen again. It is not dangerous to put on tefillin, or some other mitzvah and declare that you are a proud Jew. 


But sometimes, when things are going easy, people become lax thinking it is ok if I don’t put it on every day. So I want you to remember my mothers’ words, One day this or some other mitzvah may protect and save your life as it did mine.


Yes each and every mitzvah we do, is an extra protection for us.


I thank Rabbi Newman for sharing this story with me to publicize, and invite others to please do so as well. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5778 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Lubavitcher Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available for speaking engagements in your community and can be reached at avtzonbooks@gmail.com
The Silent Storyteller

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

Before the Baal Shem Tov passed away he called all of his main disciples to his bedside and spoke to each one individually. He told each one what occupation he was to undertake in the future and how he was to behave. Last of all, he called his devoted student and attendant, Yaakov, to him and said:


"You, Yaakov, are to travel about telling stories about me. This will serve you as your means of livelihood as well, for people will pay you to hear such incidents and happenings."


"But Rebbe," protested Yaakov, "is that to be my aim in life, to be forever wandering and to tell stories?"


"Don't you worry. You will be rich from this, with G-d's help"


The Baal Shem Tov passed away. All the disciples fulfilled his last instructions and Yaakov, too, went forth to visit settlements and villages to tell tales of the Baal Shem Tov as he had witnessed them, earning a handsome income to the bargain.


After two and a half years of such an existence Yaakov head that there was a certain wealthy man in Italy who paid a valuable gold coin for each story he was told about the Baal Shem Tov. He rejoiced at this information for with his wealth of stories he felt he could earn enough to let him stay home for a year or so.


As soon as he was able, he bought himself a horse and wagon, hired an assistant, and set forth on the long trip to Italy. The voyage took him seven months, for he was forced to stop at the villages and towns along the way in order to earn enough to cover his expenses.


When he entered the city of his destination he asked around to find out what sort of a person this wealthy man was.


"Oh, he is a man of great means," he was told. "He holds court like a king, though he himself is a pious and righteous man. He spends all his time in study and prayer for he has faithful employees running his business for him. And every Shabbos, at the Third Meal, he has someone tell stories about the Baal Shem Tov. He later pays a gold coin for each story told!"


"Where does this man come from?" asked Yaakov curiously.


"No one really knows. He came here about ten years ago and bought himself a mansion with expansive grounds. He built himself a Beit Midrash on his property which is open to the public for daily prayers. And on Shabbos he invites half of the city to join him at his table!"


Yaakov told his attendant to go to this rich man and announce that his master, a former close disciple of the holy Baal Shem Tov, had just arrived in town. The servant was told that his master was very welcome to spend Shabbos in the mansion, during which time he would have many opportunities to tell all the stories that he knew of the Baal Shem Tov.


The Jews of the town were overjoyed to hear of the arrival of a master storyteller. They all gathered at the Shabbos table of the rich man after their own meals to listen avidly to the stories that Yaakov had to offer. After the traditional Shabbos night songs, the host finally turned to his important guest and nodded to him to commence.


Yaakov opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out. Suddenly the strangest sensation had come over him and he actually went blank. He forgot everything that he had ever known concerning his rabbi. He tried desperately to reconstruct an image of his rebbe before his mind's eye so that he might better recall some incident of his life, but he couldn't even remember any of his features. He tried to recall all the places that he had visited with his rebbe, but even his most supreme efforts were of no help.


He was utterly confused and helpless; he sat at his place with downcast eyes and a fallen countenance.


The townsfolk who had expressly come to hear his tales began whispering to one another, hinting that he was really a fraud, that he only sought a free meal and had never in his life seen the Baal Shem Tov. But the host, most disappointed of all, contained himself and said:


"We will wait until tomorrow. Maybe until then you will remind yourself of some incident."


That night Reb Yaakov wept in bed. He struggled to conjure up an image of his rebbe's face or even the faces of some of his friends, the Baal Shem Tov's disciples, but it was as if he had never seen the Baal Shem Tov at all. His mind was a complete blank; every trace of those former days was completely erased from his memory.


On Shabbos day the whole city had again gathered at the rich man's table, this time out of curiosity, to see if the guest had recovered his memory and had any stories to tell of the Baal Shem Tov. They suspected him more than ever of being a fraud, and when their host nodded to his guest after the zemiros, the guest only shrugged his shoulders hopelessly with tears in his eyes.


"Believe me", he said pathetically, "such a thing has never happened to me before! This is a most unusual occurrence".

What could be the reason for this unusual loss of memory - wondered the perturbed Yaakov all the Shabbos. Is it maybe because I ventured out of my familiar territory? The Baal Shem Tov said that I was to travel among the villages and cities where he had been known, where people had heard of the Baal Shem Tov and desired to hear more.


Yaakov spent the whole day in tearful prayer seeking a solution to his dilemma.


At the Third Meal, the rich man's house was packed. Everyone had come to scorn the faker who had dared to take advantage of their benevolent host. They teased him and jeered at him but he took it all in his stride.


However, that evening after the havdala ceremony signaling the end of Shabbos, Yaakov went to the rich man to bid him farewell. "I can no longer avail myself of your gracious hospitality. I have been prevented by heaven from telling any of the many stories that I know of my rebbe and have no excuse to remain. I therefore beg your forgiveness and seek your permission to leave."


"Please remain until Tuesday," his host urged him. "Give yourself another chance. It may be that the trials of your journey have made you temporarily forget. Your memory may yet return to you. Stay until Tuesday and then we shall see."


Yaakov reluctantly prolonged his stay. But he did not remember anything in the interval and when Tuesday finally arrived he again sought his host. "I thank you kindly for your gracious hospitality and beg forgiveness for the embarrassment I have caused you. Please let me go now."


The wealthy man gave Yaakov a generous donation and bade him farewell.


Yaakov took his place in his wagon and signaled to his attendant to drive. 
But as soon as the horses began trotting he shouted at him to stop the wagon.


"I remember! I remember!" he screamed excitedly as he jumped down and ran back to the rich man's house.


The rich man was waiting for him and begged him to tell his story.


It happened, he began, once just before the gentiles celebrated their Easter. That Shabbos the Baal Shem Tov seemed most upset and tense, continuously pacing back and forth. Immediately after Shabbos he had Alexei, his customary driver, prepare the wagon. He took along with him three of his close followers, including myself. We sat in the wagon and traveled all that night. When we reached our destination in the morning, the horses stopped of their own accord at a large house in a big city.


The windows and doors were tightly barred but the Baal Shem Tov told me to knock nevertheless. An old woman peered out and shouted angrily:


"What are you doing here now? Are you all mad? Do you want to be murdered? Don't you know that today the gentiles kill any Jew who is out on the streets! Today is the day that they take revenge on the Jews who they say killed their god. If they find out it will be tragic for you and we will also suffer the consequences. Now hurry, get out of town while you still can!"


The Baal Shem Tov gently urged her aside and entered, ushering us after him and closing the door behind us all. The members of the household were huddled together, speechless with fright. The old woman began ranting and raving against the Baal Shem Tov but he paid her no heed. He took his position by a window, moved the curtain aside and looked out. The woman shrieked that he was bringing destruction upon them all.


The Baal Shem Tov could see the city square from his vantage point. He saw a high platform with thirty steps erected in the center and a mob of people already assembled, waiting for the bishop. The bishop's address was the signal for the rampage, bloodshed and havoc that was annually wrought upon the lives and property of the Jews of the city.


Soon the sounds of bells announced the coming of the bishop's procession. The Baal Shem Tov watched the procession advance until the bishop finally took his place at the podium on the platform. Then he turned to me and said:


"Yaakov, go to the bishop and tell him to come to me immediately!"


When the members of the household heard these words they were shocked. 
"How can you send a man to his slaughter! Why, that bloodthirsty mob outside will rip him apart limb from limb!"


But the Baal Shem Tov paid them no heed and just told me to do as he had bidden, and to hurry.


I had implicit faith in my master for I had seen him perform great wonders and miracles in the past and I went forth fearlessly to do his bidding. And wonder of all wonders, the mob ignored me. I passed through them unharmed and untouched. I reached the central platform and climbed up the thirty steps while all was silent.


I went boldly up to the bishop and delivered my message.


"The Baal Shem Tov is here and he summons you to come immediately."


"I am aware of his presence," answered the bishop. "Tell him that after I have finished my speech I will come to him."


As I returned to the house I could see all the Jews peering out with baited breaths, from cracks and slits, while I threaded my way back. I delivered the message to the Besht and he answered angrily:


"Tell the bishop that he must come instantly, without further delay! Tell him not to be a fool!"


When I made my way back to the platform the bishop had already commenced his address. I tugged at this robe and repeated the words of the Baal Shem Tov. The bishop listened and then turned to his audience.


"Please excuse me. I shall presently return."


The bishop followed me down the steps and back to the house. When we entered, the Baal Shem Tov took the bishop aside into another room, and was closeted with him there for two hours. When the rebbe emerged from the room, he ordered the wagon prepared and we journeyed back home.


This took place about ten years ago and to this day, I don't know what transpired between them or what happened afterwards with that bishop.


It's very strange, mused Yaakov, that I haven't remembered this story all these ten years until today.


"Praise be to G-d," said the rich man lifting his hands upward in thanksgiving. "I can testify to the truth of your story. The moment that you came to me I recognized you but I was silent. Now I shall tell you the end of the story.


"I am the very bishop in your tale! I had converted from Judaism, tempted by the lure of false knowledge. I was saved in the end by the merit of my ancestors who were saintly men. They begged the Baal Shem Tov to help me. They appeared to me in a dream as well, beseeching that I return to the fold. I promised them that I would run away the next morning, before the crowd assembled.


"But when the morrow dawned I was again swayed by my evil inclination. I saw all the people gathered, waiting for me to address them. I also saw that the Baal Shem Tov had arrived and I was undecided. When the church bells began chiming I found myself walking to the central platform. I felt that I could not disappoint the crowd that was waiting for me. I could not forego all the honor and glory that went with my position.


"When you called to me the first time, I was still in the clutches of my evil inclination. But when you came the second timeâ€¦I suddenly became another person. I followed you to the Baal Shem Tov and he showed me how I was to repent.


"I subsequently gave half of my fortune to the poor and a quarter of it to the king that he might permit me to leave the country upon some pretext that I had given him.


"The Baal Shem Tov gave me a sign at the time. He told me that if someone were to come and tell me this very story - I would know that my repentance had finally been accepted. When I first saw you in my house I was overjoyed, for I remembered you. But when I realized that you had forgotten the incident, I knew that heavenly intervention had prevented you from remembering.


"All the time that you stayed by me, I prayed and repented and was finally rewarded now when you returned to tell me this very story.


"You will no longer have to continue your wandering. I shall shower you with gifts and money that will last you for the rest of your life."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Lightly edited and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from the English edition of Tales of the Baal Shem Tov (vol. 2) by Y. Y. Klapholtz , as translated by Sheindel Weinbach

Biographical notes: Rabbi Yisrael ben Eliezer [of blessed memory: 18 Elul 5458 - 6 Sivan 5520 (Aug. 1698 - May 1760 C.E.)], the Baal Shem Tov ["Master of the Good Name"-often referred to as "the Besht" for short], a unique and seminal figure in Jewish history, revealed his identity as an exceptionally holy person, on his 36th birthday, 18 Elul 5494 (1734 C.E.), and made the until-then underground Chasidic movement public. He wrote no books, although many works claim to contain his teachings. One available in English is the excellent annotated translation of Tzava'at Harivash, published by Kehos.

Connection: This Shavuot is the 258th yahrzeit of the Baal Shem Tov.

Reprinted from the Parashat Bamidbar/Shavuot 5778 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.  www.ascentofsafed.com ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Life Saving Advice

Of King Solomon

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Many hundreds of years ago a successful Jewish businessman left his home in Caesarea, Israel to a distant country to make money. Usually he traveled alone but this time took his 16-year-old son with him to introduce him to the world of business.


The trip was successful, and on their way back he filled a small chest filled with the solid gold coins that he had earned and put it in one of their large wooden suitcases.


They loaded their baggage in the hold of the ship they chartered to take them home and were assured by the ship’s captain that no one would touch it. But our hero, who we will call Reb Yitzchak (although in the story he was not given a name), was a bit uneasy, so he figured that when no one was looking he would sneak down into the hold to check in his suitcase whenever possible.


In the middle of the first night of their journey he tiptoed silently out of his room onto the rising and falling deck under the starry sky when suddenly he heard people talking. He stopped and was about to return when what they said caught his attention.


“Listen mates! You know our two passengers? Well I happen to know that the older one’s got a lot of money in one of his suitcases.”


“Money?” one of them almost whispered. “Is it a lot? How do you know?”


Reb Yitzchak recognized the voices; it was two of the sailors that he had heard shouting orders earlier. Obviously unaware that they were being overheard they continued.


“Heh heh!” the first sailor replied, “This afternoon I was in the hold and he didn’t see me. He went down there; opened one of his suitcases and inside there was a small chest. Well, he opened it and you couldn’t believe it! It was filled with Red Crowns! Filled!! I mean there must be a fortune there! Maybe five fortunes!!”


“Ha ha aaaha!!!” All five of them laughed and chuckled.


“But what can we do? I mean, they’ll go to the police when we get to port and we’ll get caught for sure!


“Not if they happen to,” here the sailor lowered his voice, “sort of.. fall overboard! Get it? Then everyone will be happy; we get rich, they get a good sleep and the fish get a good meal! Ha haaaaa!! We might have to give the captain something too. You know, maybe there are SIX fortunes. Haa Haaaaaa! What do you say mates? Ehhh?? We can do it tomorrow afternoon when the captain is asleep and we are far out to sea. What do you say? Are you all with me??”


Reb Yitzchak began to tremble as the sailors were laughing and making toasts to their plan. A cold sweat covered his body. He had never faced death before. He had to think fast but what could he do? He was no match for them, they were armed and murderous and there were five of them.


He tiptoed back to his room, woke his son, told him what he heard and suddenly had an idea.


Early the next morning shouts and screams came from Reb Yitzchak’s room.


“Lazy bum! Wake up! Wake up I said!!! I’ve had enough of your sleeping! Enough!!”


The sailors gathered around as suddenly the door burst open and Reb Yitzhcak, dragging his son by the neck of his pajamas pulled him out of the room.


“Here! I want you to see something!”� 


He shouted at the boy, ignoring the spectators. See! Look in the sky!! See! Know what that is? It’s the sun rising! The sun! You lazy good for nothing! How do you think it gets in the sky? Never saw it rise did you! Cause you always sleep! Never earned a penny in your life and you never will! You think you’ll live off me do you? Well, just watch this!”�


Reb Yitzchak threw his son to the deck, ran like a madman through the door that led down into the belly of the ship with his son yelling after him. “Who cares about you or your money! I want to sleep! LEAVE ME ALONE!¦ GO MAKE MONEY!”


Reb Yitzchak came up with a crazed look on his face carrying the small chest on one shoulder. Then, before anyone could do anything, he ran to the rail of the ship, opened the chest with a key and screamed. “All you want is my money! You bum! Well!...now WORK FOR IT!”�


Saying this he tipped the chest over and the sailors watched in horror as all coins went spilling over the side, splashing unceremoniously into the ocean - forever.


The wide-eyed sailors held their heads in disbelief, “What a maniac!” One said. “What a temper! Whew! Lucky he didn’t kill his son!”� said another. “There goes our plan!”� said a third, as one of the others nudged him to keep quiet.


Yitzchak then pulled his son by the ear back into their room yelling “Now look what you made me do you lazy fool! Because of you etc. etc.!”�


Several days later the ship arrived in Caesarea and after the two passengers emerged safely from the ship Yitzchak’s son turned to his father and said sadly. “Good, father, we saved our lives but now we lost everything we worked for. What will we do now?”�


“Hashem will help! answered Reb Yitzchak. I think that King Solomon will not let us down.


“King Solomon?” repeated his son. “What has he got to do with this? How can he help?”


“Well, it was from him I got the idea how to save ourselves. I just hope the judge agrees. Come! Let’s see.”


The boy didn’t understand a word but he saw that his father was not worried or sad in the least which encouraged him.


Reb Yitzchak wrote a note to his wife that they had arrived safely, had his suitcases and the note taken to his house and headed straight for the home of the mayor who was also the judge of the city to tell him what had happened.


The mayor immediately told his police to apprehend the sailors, have them brought to jail and placed in separate rooms.


The mayor was a clever man and he sensed that Reb Yitzchak was telling the truth. He questioned the sailors one by one telling each one that the others confessed until finally all of them admitted that they had spoken about throwing Reb Yitzchak and son into the sea.


He then brought them all together to hear their defense.


“True,” One of them said “We did talk about stealing his money. But, well, we were drinking! Right? And, well...that’s no reason for him to throw it in the sea. Right?”� 


He looked at his friends who all were nodding their heads and rolling their eyes at the judge, shrugging their shoulders with palms up in innocence. “After all,” said another, “HE threw his money away! We didn’t do anything but talk a little. And we didn’t even talk to HIM!! We were just…well. Talking! He’s the crazy one!” He too looked at his friends who were nodding and smiling pathetically as before.


“True, true” said the judge quietly as though agreeing with them. “All you did was talk. And, after all, this man is from the nation of King Solomon. You must have known that he was familiar with the book of Koheles (Ecclesiastes).


“Ehhh?” they all said almost in unison “Koheles?”�


“Yes,” repeated the Judge, “Koheles. In that book written, by the wisest man ever, it says clearly that there is a “Time to cast away stones and a time to gather stones” (3:5). Are you familiar with this?”�


Not understanding what the Judge was getting at and certain that he was agreeing with them they just mumbled various things, shook their heads knowingly and kept smiling.


“My dear friends,” the Judge continued, “This Jew realized that despite the hard work that he put into amassing that gold, the only way he could save himself from your evil plans was to take the advice of King Solomon and ‘cast away stones’”.�


But King Solomon also foresaw how to rectify the situation the judge continued: “He wasn’t called the wisest man for nothing. Now it’s time for you to complete the saying, ‘A time to gather stones’ You must gather â€˜the stones he cast away and repay his loss.


“But if not” He continued “then I find you all guilty of attempted robbery with intent to kill and sentence you to life imprisonment at hard labor gathering stones. Take your choice. In any case for you it will be a time to gather stones!”�


Needless to say, they took the Mayor’s advice and did what they made Reb Yitzchak do: forfeited all the money they had to save their lives.


And Reb Yitzchak rejoiced in his regained wealth.

Reprinted from the Parshat Naso 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.Adapted from (Ko Asu Chachmeinu vol. 3 pg. 121 from Koheles Raba 3:8.)
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