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A Maggid Shiur’s Trip to Antwerp Miraculously Saves Lives in Jerusalem

By Rav Menashe Yisroel Reisman


The following story of hashgachah pratis was related by Harav Menashe Yisrael Reisman, a noted marbitz Torah in Yerushalayim whose daily shiurim are listened to by countless Jews throughout the world. The following is an adaptation of his remarks from the shiur he delivered Sunday morning.


The Sfas Emes says in Parashas Lech Lecha that Avraham Avinu’s approach of demonstrating how all of the world’s events are under the direction of Divine Providence was a response to Nimrod’s worldview. Nimrod attempted to explain even supernatural events such as the Mabul according to the rules of nature and, thereby deny Hashem’s hand in the world. In response to this, Avraham sought to show people that, not only are supernatural events guided by hashgachah, but that the everyday events that seem to be part of the course of nature are also under Hashem’s expressed direction.


Last week, there was a terrible event here in Yerushalayim, when a terrorist killed Rabbi Yeshayuhu Krishevsky, Hy”d.


There is a phenomenal story that has been traveling throughout the Jewish world and that the facts of which have now been confirmed. The security cameras across the street from our beis medrash showed the terrorist who murdered Reb Yeshayahu was staking out this spot. He saw that when our shiur ends at 10:10, a large crowd would typically come out and it seemed that he had found an opportune location to carry out his horrific plans.


However, as we know, no such attack occurred here. What happened?


A few months ago, I received a call from Antwerp asking me to deliver divrei chizuk there in the beginning of Elul. However, I told them that I did not see why I should leave my shiurim here in order to say one there and declined the offer. However, they were persistent and asked if I would agree to speak Erev Rosh Chodesh Cheshvan. I said no again, but eventually conceded to go to Antwerp and deliver a shiur, the next day on Rosh Chodesh Cheshvan, the day of the attack.


“I cannot explain, even to myself, why I suddenly agreed. I have gotten many such offers in America and London and always said no. There was no mitigating circumstance that should have made my decision any different, but for some reason, I said yes and the arrangements were made.


I called them back shortly after and said that I had changed my mind and wanted to cancel.But the organizers there said that they had already advertised the event and that it was too late to change the plans.


Accepting that the trip was now going to happen, I tried to arrange for a substitute to deliver the shiur, but nothing could be worked out. The shiur was canceled for the day.


The security cameras show that the terrorist arrived here on the day of the attack, as he had on the days before, shortly before the shiur would have let out. However, as 10:10 came and went, no one emerged from the building. Frustrated, he got into his car and searched for a bus stop with more people. He did not find one and then drove to Malchei Yisrael where he killed Rav Yeshaya Krishevsky, Hy”d.


The second person who the terrorist attacked, Rabbi Pesach Krishevsky, was brutally chopped at with an ax, and he not only survived, but is recovering and is supposed to get out of the hospital soon. That is also not in the normal order of things that somebody should recover and go home a week after such an attack.


That is an amazing demonstration of hashgachah pratis. A shiur is canceled for no understandable reason and everybody who attends it was saved

Reprinted from the October 18, 2015 edition of the Hamodia in Israel.Special appreciation to Yisroel Federman for emailing me this amazing story.

It Once Happened

Tales of Old: Abba Tachna And Tovi the Servant

Shabbat was quickly approaching and Abba Tachna was happy. He had managed to gather everything his family needed to make the holy day a true delight. His wife and children were awaiting him and he quickened his pace. The heavy bundle hoisted on his shoulder contained not only Shabbat delicacies, but many of his possessions, for Abba Tachna worked outside the city and returned home only for Shabbat. He hoped to arrive early enough to prepare himself properly for the holy day as was his weekly custom.
As Abba Tachna considered these thoughts, he saw a man lying in the middle of the road, groaning in pain. Abba Tachna approached the man who begged in a weak voice, "Please, Rabbi, bring me to my house. If you don't help me, I am sure I will die from pain and hunger, for I can't move."

Abba Tachna saw that the poor man was covered from head to foot with sores and bruises. He quickly considered the situation, for it was completely impossible for him to carry both his bundle and the injured man. He thought to himself, "If I carry the man to his home and leave my bundle here, it may be stolen, and then my family will have nothing. And if I take the time to bring the man home and then return here to pick up the bundle, it may be too late to carry the Shabbat food and then my family will go hungry. However, if I bring my bundle home and then return for the man, he may die, G-d forbid."

Abba Tachna's decision took mere seconds. Of course, he must bring the injured man to his home first. He let down his bundle and ever so gently raised the man to his shoulders and proceeded to the man's house. When they arrived he put the man in bed where the man's family began to tend to him. Then he hurried back to the roadside and, to his delight, found his bundle where he had left it.

Praising G-d, Abba Tachna doubled his pace toward home. As he approached the city, he saw many people, already dressed in their Shabbat clothes. They were hurrying towards the synagogues, prayer books in hand. Abba Tachna wondered, "Could the Shabbat already have arrived?" The people stared at him, and he read their thoughts, "Why is Abba Tachna still in his work clothes and carrying a bundle?"

Abba Tachna was seized with a panic; could it be that the Holy One would actually allow him to desecrate the Shabbat because he had expended precious time in order to save a man's life? Isn't it true that to save a life is the highest mitzva of all? Abba Tachna quickly scanned the horizon and with great relief saw that, in fact, the sun had not yet set. The Sabbath had not yet begun. He hurried to his home, bathed, dressed in his Shabbat clothes and rushed to the synagogue, arriving just in time. Abba Tachna prayed that Shabbat with a special fervor, for G-d had granted him the merit of saving a fellow Jew and also celebrating the holy Shabbat together with his family.



Rabban Shimon ben Gamliel was head of the Sanhedrin and a wise leader of the Jewish people. One day he instructed his attendant, Tovi, to go to the market saying only, "Tovi, please buy something good to eat."

Tovi thought for a few moments and then went to the butcher. He purchased a tongue, known to be a great delicacy. Returning to his employer, Tovi proudly showed him his purchase.

"Excellent!" said Rabbi Shimon. "Now, go back to the market and buy something which is not good to eat." Tovi was surprised at Rabbi Shimon's unusual request, but he turned back to the marketplace. As he walked, he thought, "Why would my master desire that I buy bad food? There must be some purpose for his request. Perhaps he wants to teach his disciples something." Tovi's thoughts continued in this vein.

Tovi entered the butcher shop and ordered another tongue. Then he returned to his employer and showed him the purchase. Rabbi Shimon asked, "When I asked you to buy something good to eat, you bought a tongue. But then, when I sent you out a second time to purchase something bad to eat, you returned with another tongue. Is a tongue good or bad?"

Tovi replied, "A tongue is both. For when the tongue is good, there is nothing better, but when it is bad, there is nothing worse. When people learn Torah or speak G-d's praises with their tongues, there is nothing more exalted in the world. When they express kindness to their fellow man and use their words to help one another, it is a very great thing. However, when they speak ill of one another, when they insult or hurt another with their words, they bring about great evil and the tongue is very bad."

Rabban Gamliel smiled at his wise and understanding attendant. The incident circulated amongst all the students of Rabban Gamliel and was long remembered every time they used their tongues.

Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

L’Maaseh…A Tale to Remember

The Chofetz Chaim and the Pair of Fur-Lined Gloves


Rabbi Yechiel Spero writes a beautiful story about the saintly Chofetz Chaim and how he exemplified the idea of always looking to do Chessed for others. The cold, harsh winters in Radin, Poland, the home of the Chofetz Chaim, were a challenge for the poor Jews there due to inadequate heating. As bad as it was in their homes, it was much worse outdoors. Consequently, they would remain at home as much as they could, unless they had to take an occasional trip to the market.


Warm clothes were a scarce commodity, and gloves were an especially sought after item. Once, a wealthy man came to visit the Chofetz Chaim, and after spending some time with the sage, left him a precious gift: an expensive pair of fur-lined gloves.


The Chofetz Chaim was not one to accept gifts, nor was he inclined to wear such fancy gloves, but after seeing how much it meant to the man, the Chofetz Chaim acquiesced and accepted the gift.


A few days later, the Chofetz Chaim, accompanied by a few of his closest students, traveled by train to a neighboring town to attend an important meeting. The compartment on the train in which they sat was small and compact. The trip was short, so the Chofetz Chaim sat in his coat, and his new gloves he kept in his pockets. 


After a short while, it became stuffy in the train compartment, so one of the students opened the window to let in some fresh air. The Chafetz Chaim moved to another seat, and in the process, his coat brushed against the open window and one of his gloves fell out of his pocket and out the window. A student noticed this and, when he told his Rebbe, the Chafetz Chaim, that he had lost one of his gloves, to the amazement of his students, the Chofetz Chaim took the second glove out and immediately threw it out of the window as well!


Noticing the puzzled stare of his students, he explained, “Someone is going to be walking along the tracks one day and will find the beautiful glove, but since it is a single glove, it will have very little use for him. I asked myself, what benefit would I derive from a single glove? I might as well provide another person with a complete pair of gloves, so at least someone else will benefit from them.”


Rabbi Spero writes that the Chofetz Chaim was the paradigm of an Ish HaChessed, a man of loving-kindness. His thoughts before he acted were even more impressive, as he saw an opportunity to perform Chessed and he acted immediately. The Chofetz Chaim taught that wasted opportunities are lost opportunities!

Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) email of “Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Behind the Custom of 

Singing Shalom Aleichem


Why is Shalom Aleichem--"Peace unto you, angels" sung before kiddush on Friday night?

Since in the hustle and bustle of Shabbat preparations, members of the household might irritate one another, the angels are called upon to restore peace. Also, according to the Midrash, when returning home from the synagogue, we are escorted by two angels, one good and one evil. When they enter the home and see everything beautiful and serene, the good angel blesses the family, and the evil one must answer "amen."

Reprinted from the archives of “L’Chaim Weekly,” (Issue #185 – Lecha Lecha 5752/1991.

A Case Is Referred

To Lubavitch

By Yanki Tauber
Published and copyrighted by Kehot Publication Society
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G‑d descended to see the city and the tower which the sons of man had built

Genesis 11:5
Obviously, G‑d did not need to “come down” in order to see their crime; but He wished to teach all future judges that one must not judge the defendant until one sees and appreciates

Rashi’s commentary

Do not judge your fellow unless you are in his place.

Ethics of the Fathers 2:2


In 1857 a fire destroyed much of the town of Lubavitch, including the synagogue and study hall of the then Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem Mendel, and the homes of the rebbe and his sons. Rabbi Menachem Mendel initiated a rebuilding campaign, and a new and expanded “courtyard” was constructed to serve as the headquarters of Chabad-Lubavitch chassidism.


At the groundbreaking of the new complex, a festive farbrengen was held. Long tables were set up in the courtyard to accommodate the large crowd of chassidim. When Rabbi Menachem Mendel joined them, he asked: “Do you wish to hear a discourse of chassidic teaching, or a story?” The chassidim replied that they wished to hear a story.


“Reb Yaakov,” began Rabbi Menachem Mendel, “was an impoverished tavernkeeper at a country crossroads, and a chassid of the ‘Holy Ruzhiner,’ Rabbi Yisrael of Ruzhin (1796–1850). He leased the tavern from another Jew, also named Reb Yaakov, who had a deal with the local nobleman: he would lease the nobleman’s entire estate, and in turn sublease the fields, the forests, the mill, the tavern and other assets to other Jews.


"Business at the tavern was poor, and Reb Yaakov the tavernkeeper failed to meet the rent that was due Reb Yaakov the leaseholder. Months went by, the debt accumulated, and still the tavernkeeper found himself unable to make even a token payment. Finally, the leaseholder lost his patience and threatened to evict his delinquent tenant.


"The distressed tavernkeeper travelled to his rebbe, the Holy Ruzhiner, and complained that his leaseholder, Reb Yaakov, was about to deprive him of his home and livelihood. The Ruzhiner summoned the leaseholder and asked him to forgive a destitute Jew his debt. Now, this Reb Yaakov was an upright and compassionate man; he did as the rebbe asked, and more. Not only did he forgive the tavernkeeper his outstanding debt, he even reduced the monthly payments on the tavern. His only request was that the tavernkeeper promise that henceforth he would pay the rent on time.


"But business at the tavern continued to plummet, and the poor man was simply unable to keep his promise. The benevolent Reb Yaakov allowed him one extension after another, until he again lost patience with his hapless tenant. When his repeated demands for payment yielded only excuses and more promises, he notified the tavernkeeper that if he could not come up with at least some of the money owed by the end of the month, he was to remove himself from the premises.


"The poor tavernkeeper, without a kopeck in his pocket, again travelled to his rebbe and poured out his heart. Once more the Ruzhiner appealed to Reb Yaakov, and again the latter fulfilled the rebbe’s request and forgave the loan. Sensitive to his tenant’s difficulties, he even further reduced the sum to be paid each month.


“Still, the tavernkeeper’s fortune only worsened. Again his debt accumulated, again the leaseholder pressed for payment, again he was served notice, again he rushed to Ruzhin. However this time the Ruzhiner’s appeals were to no avail. “The Rebbe is not the master over my money,” maintained Reb Yaakov the leaseholder. “I have already done far more than anyone can reasonably expect of me. I can no longer afford to absorb these ever-mounting debts. Either he pays up, or I lease the tavern to another.” A short while later the tavernkeeper was evicted from the building which housed his living quarters and his defunct establishment.


“Years later, Reb Yaakov the leaseholder passed away, and his soul came to stand judgement before the heavenly court. Many were his virtues, as he had been a man of compassion and integrity. He had conducted his business affairs with honesty and sensitivity, and had contributed generously to the needy. But one nasty stain blemished his upright life: he had cast a fellow Jew out into the street, depriving him and his family of young children of their home and livelihood.


“‘What more could I have done?!’ objected Reb Yaakov. ‘I forgave him the money time and again, and continuously reduced the rent. Besides, this court is not qualified to judge me on this matter.’


“‘Why do you say so?’ asked the supernal judge.


“‘Here in heaven, you have no idea what money is,’ argued the defendant. ‘You do not understand what it means to earn a livelihood, so you cannot condone the fact that I did what I did “merely” because the man owed me money. I wish to be judged by a court that appreciates the value of money, that has experienced the struggle to provide for one’s family.’


“The heavenly court conceded that Reb Yaakov had a point. So his case was referred to the souls of two great authorities on Jewish law, Rabbi Yosef Caro1and Rabbi Yoel Sirkes.2 The two reviewed his case and found him guilty.


“Still Reb Yaakov protested. ‘These great men have long forsaken the physical world and its petty cares. It is centuries since they have been obliged to worry about money. I demand that my case be reviewed by a human court, comprised of souls still enmeshed in bodies and bodily needs.’”


At this point, Rabbi Menachem Mendel addressed his chassidim: “Well, what do you say?” The assembled chassidim were at loss to reply.


Again Rabbi Menachem Mendel demanded: “I maintain that Reb Yaakov is in the right. What do you say? Eh?”


Finally, the crowd caught on that the “case” was now being decided. Together with Rabbi Menachem Mendel they proclaimed: “Gerecht! (He is in the right!)Gerecht! Gerecht!”

	FOOTNOTES

	1.
	Author of the Shulchan Aruch, the Code of Jewish Law (1488–1575).

	2.
	Known as “the Bach,” author of the halachic commentary Bayit Chadash (d. 1640).


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

Thoughts that Count
“Fear not Abram, for I am your shield.” (Gen. 15:1)

Our forefather Abraham was the epitome of unlimited loving-kindness; in his eyes everyone was good and had merit. Unfortunately, however, looking at the world in such an undiscriminating fashion precludes the entire purpose of creation, i.e., the eradication and nullification of evil. For this reason G-d promised Abraham that He would put a "shield" on his loving-kindness, to make sure it would be applied with the proper discretion. (Torah Ohr)


“And Abram took Sarai his wife... and all the souls they had made in Charan.” (Gen. 12:5)


As Rashi explains, this refers to the people whom Abraham and Sarah "brought under the wings of the Divine Presence. Abraham converted the men [to the belief in one G-d] and Sarah converted the women." Because this took place before the Torah was given at Sinai, the concept of conversion did not exist as it does today; according to halacha, Abraham and Sarah were considered "Children of Noah." Thus Rashi uses the unusual phrase "brought under the wings of the Divine Presence" to establish this fact before using the word "conversion" in a non-literal sense. (The Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l)

Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim Weekly.)



The Importance of Being Honest with Everyone, Including Goyim


Once, while Eliyahu HaNovi was walking on his way, he was approached by Yid who started .asking him question after question in Torah After Eliyahu HaNovi answered each one, the :man related the following:


“A goy once came to my home to buy a large amount of dates. I only had a small measuring container and therefore needed to measure small amounts and then total all the measurements together. Because of this, and the fact that my house was dark, I miscalculated and gave him less than I was supposed to. 


“Later I used the money to buy a jug of oil, and put it in the same place where I had sold the dates. A short while later the jug broke, and all the oil spilled out.”


Eliyahu HaNovi explained to him that the Torah forbids stealing from a goy, just as it .forbids stealing from a Yid (Tana Dabei Eliyahu, Chapter 16.)

Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) edition of Sparks of Light, a publication of The Baal Shem Tov Library in Flatbush edited by Rabbi Shimon Hellinger.
Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) edition of Sparks of Light, a publication of The Baal Shem Tov Library in Flatbush edited by Rabbi Shimon Hellinger.

The Divorced Mother

And the Succah


A divorced mother with young children once called Rav Yaakov Weinberg, of blessed memory, Head of the Baltimore Yeshivah (Ner Yisrael), before Succos and asked him a halachic query. 


She said that she did not have much money and that it would be a financial burden to put up a Succah. She,reasoned that she was a woman and women are not obligated to sit in a Succah. Her young sons were also not obligated in the mitzvah of Succah because they were only in the Chinuch stage.


In addition, they were only going to be with her for three days of Succos, and the rest of the time they’d spend with their father. She asked for Rav Weinberg's concurrence to her conclusion that it wouldn’t necessary for her to build a Succah that year.


Rav Weinberg told her that based on the strict law, she was 100 percent correct. But he told her that she was a "distinguished woman" and her children should be aware of her status. For that reason alone, the Rav asserted, it would be worthwhile for her to build a Succah. "A Jewish house," he told her "should have a Succah." 


The next day, a pre-paid, pre-fabricated Succah was delivered to the woman's door. The package did not say who paid for it but she did not need to be a

genius to figure that out. Comment: Doing kindness well means one has to see the need of those around him, like Rav Weinberg did. It isn’t always so evident what people are lacking. We therefore need to take more interest in the lives of others. (Story from Rabbi Yissochar Frand)

Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) email of Torah’s Sweets Weekly.

Why I Didn’t Shake

President Bush’s Hand

By Lieba Rudolph
[image: image2.jpg]


It’s still hard for me believe the irony. The first “Orthodox” rabbi I met refused to shake my hand, and fifteen years later I refused to shake the hand of the president of the United States.

When Rabbi Shalom Lipskar politely refused to shake my hand in 1987 at our first Shabbaton, I felt the utter humiliation of looking like an ignoramus in front of someone I wanted to impress.

If my husband had listened to my ranting when Rabbi Lipskar walked away—I became hysterical and demanded we leave the place immediately—it’s quite possible that my life would be very different today. I would have been “turned off” and joined the legions of people who want nothing to do with the “Orthodox” because of their manners, their dress, their way of thinking, their everything.

But once I overcame my embarrassment and started listening, I realized in the course of that very weekend that I actually wanted to become one of them.

Because what I ultimately sensed from Rabbi Lipskar’s refusal to shake my hand was his supra-rational commitment to Something Really Big.

Something Really Big, I quickly learned, was G‑d’s Torah. And suddenly, handshaking (and so much more) became a modern American cultural thing; not handshaking (and so much more) became a G‑d’s Torah thing. Which quickly became my thing.

But one thing surprised me about my rapid commitment to Jewish observance: how quickly I also became committed to not shaking men’s hands. I mean, I knew painfully well how embarrassing this encounter could be. And some rabbis are lenient with this law; they consider handshaking to be a professional, not personal, type of touch. Yet for some reason, I became determined to try to raise awareness among the general population, doing it one “no handshake” encounter at a time.

Initially I thought such encounters could spark curiosity about Something Really Big called G‑d’s Torah, but I don’t think they ever did. I had my succinct explanation (“Please understand there’s a religious prohibition against men and women shaking hands”) and my longer explanation, my attempt to clarify how the laws surrounding men and women touching/not touching are intended to protect relationships, mostly marriage.

But by the time I realized that nobody was too interested in the reasons why I didn’t do it, I had become committed to not shaking, even in difficult social settings. I even wrote an article for the Chabad women’s magazine about my “unshakable commitment.”

I submitted it on a summer morning in 2002, not thinking about the powerful timing of my action. Only later would I recognize the divine providence, that it was G‑d’s will for me to submit this article just a few hours before I was destined to meet President George W. Bush.

The circumstances surrounding our meeting were fairly straightforward. President Bush was in Pittsburgh to sign a bill with religious implications, which is why Chabad’s Washington-based emissary, Rabbi Levi Shemtov, wanted obvious Jewish representation in the audience. My husband, Zev, was president of Yeshiva Schools at the time, so he was the natural choice to accompany our city’s head emissaries, Rabbi Yisroel and Blumi Rosenfeld. (As Zev’s wife, I got to come along too.) Our backgrounds had to be approved for security purposes, but otherwise, all we had to do was show up at a hotel conference room looking like observant Jews.

Everything was going along fine until the president finished his official duties and jumped up to shake hands with people sitting in the first rows, which happened to include the four of us. The cameras were flashing as he and his extended arm bounced rhythmically from one person to the next. I saw that within seconds the president would be standing in front of my husband.

My arms glided smoothly around to my back, as I locked my hands together as tightly as I could.

And that’s where they stayed, frozen, even when the president was standing in front of me. I don’t think I exhaled, which was probably why I couldn’t speak. I also couldn’t believe this encounter was really happening.

Fortunately, after a few eternal seconds, the president looked back at Zev, whose beard must have reminded him about the handshaking protocol. He smiled at me in acknowledgement, then smiled at Blumi, then kept on bouncing.

Everything but my hand was still shaking after President Bush left the room. Mostly it was that I saw G‑d’s “Hand” in all this, that within hours of submitting my article I was put to the test, which somehow I passed: even when the president of the United States extended his hand, I didn’t shake it.

I don’t know if President Bush appreciated my commitment like I appreciated Rabbi Lipskar’s, but I do know it made an impression on him. Within hours of our leaving the hotel, Rabbi Shemtov called Zev to report what he heard from a White House staffer: President Bush was curious to know who “the Rudolphs” were.

Not everyone who hears this story thinks I did the right thing by not shaking the president’s hand. But I made a commitment, which, I don’t have to tell you, I’ve been able to keep ever since.

How could I not?

It was Rabbi Lipskar’s supra-rational commitment that started me on my journey back to Torah observance. As I see it, that’s what G‑d wants from me in my observance, too.
Reprinted from Lieba Rudolph’s website www.ponderingjew.org dedicated to exploring her journey of spiritual growth.

Sparks of Greatness
The Rogatchover Gaon


Reb Yosef Rozin, the Rogatchover Gaon was born in Rogatchov, and served as the rav for the chassidim in Dvinsk. He is renowned for his incredible memory and depth in Torah. Hundreds from far and wide wrote him questions in Torah and he would answer each one. He passed away 11 Adar, 1936.


The Gaon accounted for every second. Even though he possessed other talents, he decidedly never got involved in anything other than Torah. The Rogatchover once asked a bochur to translate a letter written in Russian for him. 
After doing his bidding, the bochur turned to his teacher in surprise and asked “Rebbi, why don’t you learn the language? You could surely do it in half an hour!” 

The Rogatchover smiled and said, “It would take me half that time. But from where should I take fifteen minutes?”


The Rogatchover once received a tax notice from the Russian government stating that he owed two types of taxes. Hearing this he commented that the first tax is valid according to Torah and he is therefore obligated to pay it since “dina d’malchusa dina” (the law of the land is binding according to Torah). The second tax is invalid and he is therefore not obligated to pay. A few days later, he received a second notice apologizing for a miscalculation and that he is exempt from paying the second tax. 

In the year 1925, a chossid came to Leningrad to visit the Rayatz of Lubavitch. While there he visited the Rogatchover who asked him “Did you come ‘to Leningrad, to the Rebbe?’ or did you come ‘to the Rebbe, to Leningrad?” He then explained that there are 17 differences in halacha if his coming was primarily for the Rebbe or not. One of them was if he would be obligated in a Sukkah (one who is traveling to his Rebbe is exempt from a Sukkah). “For the other differences he said “break your head yourself and find them…”
Reprinted from last week’s (Parshas Noach) edition of Sparks of Light, a publication of The Baal Shem Tov Library in Flatbush edited by Rabbi Shimon Hellinger.
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