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Photo of Chacham Ovadiah Yosef as a young rabbi


There’s an amazing story about sacrifice that I saw in Rabbi Ashear’s Living Emunah book, from Sefer Emunah Sheleimah. The story is about a young man who was engaged to be married, but a few weeks before the wedding, the bride-to-be was having terrible headaches, so she went to see a doctor.


It was discovered that she had a brain tumor. The doctors were unsure whether she would even survive. When the young man found out, he was devastated. He told his parents, and they all cried together. 


His parents then told him that the most logical thing to do would be to break off the engagement, but he refused. They agreed to seek counsel from a Torah sage and so they went to Chacham Ovadiah Yosef. First the parents spoke with the Rabbi, and then the young man went in to see him. 


Chacham Ovadiah told him that his parents love him very much, and they only want what is best for him. He also said there is nothing halachically wrong with breaking an engagement in such circumstances. Then, the Rabbi asked the Chatan for his thoughts. 


The young man said, “This is the bride I’ve been hoping for. I don’t want to turn away from her now. I’m prepared to do whatever it takes to help her, and to eventually marry her.” 


Chacham Ovadiah put his hands on the young man’s head and looked into his eyes. The boy broke down, crying. He saw that the Rabbi was crying with him. Chacham Ovadiah kissed him and said, “You will marry this girl, and Hashem will give her a complete recovery. You will have generations of righteous children with her, and she will be the best wife, just as you hoped for.” 


The family accepted the words of the Rabbi, and after many treatments, the wedding took place one year later. Chacham Ovadiah was the Mesader Kiddushin. He told the crowd at the wedding what the Chatan had done. He blessed the couple and everyone there said, “Amen.” Indeed, she was completely healed. They built a beautiful family together with eight wonderful children who all grew up to become righteous Jews, as the Rabbi had foretold.


In this man’s old age, after he already had many grandchildren, he was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis. He was cared for by his wife around the clock. Years earlier, he had been prepared to sacrifice his life to take care of her. Little did he know that in his later years, it would be the other way around!

Reprinted from the Perashat Bamidbar/Shavuot 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey’s parashat sheet with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

Weekly Chasidic Story #1065

Immersion Prophecies

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles


At his home, Rebbe "Shlomke" of Zevhil had an open-door policy -- everyone was welcome. People said that the only indication of his ownership was that when someone came in, he would ask them whether they wanted bread and jam. 


Once, an unstable person entered, and Rebbe Shlomke, as usual, offered him bread and jam. The slightly deranged man retorted, "You can eat bread and jam! I want pita with eggs." 


That was perhaps the only time that Rebbe Shlomke ever went to the grocery store! He bought pita and eggs, and fried them for his guest. After the man finished his meal, he asked, "And what about the jam?" Rebbe Shlomke brought out the jam, and asked him how much he wanted. "The entire jar," the man replied, and Rebbe Shlomke gave it to him. 

* * *


There was a yeshiva student from Hebron who slept in Rebbe Shlomke's home. He asked the Rebbe to wake him up at six in the morning. "I can't do that," the Rebbe said. The bachur woke up at six o'clock and saw, to his surprise, that the Rebbe was already sitting at his table, learning Torah.


The following night, the young man asked Rebbe Shlomke once again, to awaken him at six in the morning. "I can't do that," Rebbe Shlomke replied. Again, the student awoke at six, and saw that Rebbe Shlomke was already awake.


The third night, he again asked Rebbe Shlomke to awaken him at six in the morning. "I can't do that," the Rebbe said.


"Why can't you?" the student asked. "I see that you are anyway awake at that time."


Rebbe Shlomke handed him some money and said, "Buy yourself an alarm clock if you want, but I can't wake you. Upon awakening in the morning, most people feel a bit uncomfortable. Even if he wants to wake up early, he still feels uneasy right when he awakens, and I don't want to cause another Jew distress, not even for a short moment."

* * *


One of his steady guests was Reb Yaakov, a tall, very overweight, filthy, ignorant Yid. He wasn't welcome anywhere else - he wasn't even permitted to use the local mikvahs [bathhouses for purification immersions - separate for men and women] because of the way he smelled - but he was welcome at Rebbe Shlomke's. Once, while the second World War was raging, Rebbe Shlomke said, "If the people of Jerusalem would permit Reb Yaakov to use the mikvah, the Jews in Europe wouldn't suffer so much."


When the Nazis were getting close to the Holy Land, Rebbe Shlomke and other tzaddikim [very pure, holy Jews] went to the grave of the holy [author of] Or HaChayim on Mt. of Olives and prayed for the Jewish people and the Land. Their prayers were answered; the Nazis were defeated in Egypt before they could manage to enter the Land.


Throughout the war years, Rebbe Shlomke was very active with his prayers to help the Jews in Europe. He passed away on the day World War II ended. Tzaddikim said that his 'departure' on the day the war ended demonstrates his close connection to the spiritual battle against the Germans.

* * *


When people would come to Rebbe Shlomke, asking him to pray for the ill, he would immerse in a mikvah, and then be able to perceive whether the person would live or die. By the way he responded after the immersion in the mikveh, people discerned their beloved one's fate - and Rebbe Shlomke was always correct. His attendant, Reb Elyah Roth zt'l, asked him, "How do you know what will be in the future? Are you the Urim-Tumim [the 'breastplate' with precious stones that helped the High Priest to prophesize]?"


Rebbe Shlomke replied, "In our generation, The Master of the World's direct supervision of the world is concealed. That is not a good thing. People don't see His 'hands-on' management, and this leads to questions in faith. Therefore, G-d chooses a tzaddik in every generation to whom the concealment of His presence does not apply. Through him, awareness of G-d is revealed to the world."


Roth understood that Rebbe Shlomke was implying that he was that tzaddik. Through him, Hashem was revealed to the world.

* * *


One of Rebbe Shlomke's outstanding traits was his carefulness with his personal holiness. The Rebbe of Gur, the Beis Yisrael, said that since he died because of his exceptional Fear of Heaven, it is propitious for our own Fear of Heaven to speak about his ways, and to visit his grave. (Indeed, for the first few yahrzeits the Rebbe Beis Yisrael would spend time at Rebbe Shlomke's grave.)


The former chief rabbi of Jerusalem, Rabbi Yosef Tzvi Dushinsky, said that the holiness of Rebbe Shlomke was comparable to that of the sages of the Mishna and Talmud.

* * *


Every year, at the yahrzeit memorial meal for Rebbe Shlomke of Zevhil, the Lelever Rebbe, R. Moshe Mordechai, would say that he was in the room when the taharah (the respectful cleansing of the body before the burial) was made on this great tzaddik. "Generally there's a bad odor in the room, but this time, we smelled pleasant herbs and spices."


He also reported that he asked Rebbe Shlomke's son, Rebbe Gedalya-Moshe, who was also present at the taharah, whether Zevhil has a custom to bring nice-smelling substances into the purification room. He replied that there was never such a custom, and that there were no spices or herbs in the room. Yet, everyone present smelled the spices. This was a sign of the holiness of this great tzaddik. May his merit protect us.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from several issues of "Torah Wellsprings" (gleanings from the teachings of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman of Jerusalem, as translated by R. Baruch Twersky).

Biographical note: Rabbi Shlomo (Shlom'ke) Goodman of Zivhil [of blessed memory: ? - 26 Iyar 5705 --yesod of yesod (? - May 9, 1945 C.E.)] was the first one of the dynasty to be based in Israel. For a long time after he came to Jerusalem, no one knew his true identity as the Rebbe to whom thousands had flocked in his native land, until a chance visitor from his hometown revealed his secret to the stunned worshipers in the shul he was attending. So once again he acquired thousands of followers and admirers. Famed for his remarkable deeds of kindness, he particularly concentrated on rescuing youths from missionaries and inculcating the importance of the laws of family purity to the masses, while still finding time to answer complicated questions in Jewish Law.

Connection: Seasonal -- The 26th of Iyar is the 73rd yahrzeit of Rebbe "Shlom'ke".

Reprinted from the last week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.
The Elderly Preacher


Rav Yankel of Horodna, O”BM, was an elderly itinerant preacher, who earned a meager livelihood by traveling around the countryside in Europe delivering speeches in small towns and villages. He was not much of a scholar, nor was he a dynamic public speaker, only memorizing a few “Derashos” (discourses), which he would repeat almost verbatim in the places he visited.


 His salary was entirely comprised from the donations of the townspeople who would place a few coins into the charity box as they left the shul after his discourse. 


When he was too old to continue this exhausting way of life, he came to live with his son in Radin. He would spend most of his day warming himself by the yeshiva’s oven. He derived great pleasure from repeating the speeches to young students that he delivered in his younger days. 


Some students politely complimented him after sitting through his repetitive speeches, but there were others who enjoyed finding contradictions in his words or attempting to “poke holes” in the logic of his lessons. They would tease him by saying, “Reb Yankel, your words make no sense!” 


These and other similarly caustic comments infuriated the old preacher, who would chase after the young critics, swinging his cane at them. This made for some “good fun,” and after a while it became a game among some of the students who could provoke the old Maggid (speaker). 


When the Chafetz Chaim, O”BM, heard about the mistreatment of this man, he called all the students of the yeshivah and delivered a fiery speech: “How can you do this to Reb Yankel? He has lived an exhausting, poverty-stricken life, filled with much humiliation and suffering. Now, all he has left is the little joy reliving the ‘glory’ of his younger days – and you want to deprive him of even this? There can be no greater cruelty than that!” (from “Chofetz Chaim al HaTorah,” Pg. 166) 
Comment: The Torah discusses verbal abuse and points out that verbal abuse is transgressed when elderly people are spoken to as “dumb,” or worse, laughed at. We cannot be influenced by those in secular society who look at the elderly as obsolete and lowly, and worship the power of the youth. Instead, let’s remember to be sensitive to the elderly (and all people) and not be verbally abusive.

Reprinted from the Parshas Behar-Bechukosai 5778 email of Torah Sweet Weekly, edited by Mendel Berlin.

The Prime Minister

And the Gadol Hador
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Binyamin Netanyahu, the Prime Minister of Israel, once came to discuss a matter with Rav Ovadia Yosef, zt”l. He was escorted into the Rav’s study, along with his entourage and the media crews covering the visit. 

When he got inside the room, Rav Ovadia was studying a work on Hilchos Challah. Each time he reached a source, he would stop for a moment, search his memory until he was able to recall the exact words of the source, and then continue studying. 

Prime Minister Netanyahu was awed by the Rav’s complete immersion in learning Torah, and also shocked that the commotion of the camera crews and reporters hadn’t caused him to even lift his eyes from the Sefer. 

After a few minutes, MK Eli Yishai, who had arranged the visit, told Mr. Netanyahu that he would inform the Rav that the prime minister had arrived. However, Mr. Netanyahu said, “No, no. I never get to see anything like this.” 
When the cameramen saw that Mr. Netanyahu was enthralled by the sight, their attention was grabbed by it as well, and they started snapping photos of Rav Ovadia engrossed in his Sefer. Mr. Netanyahu continued watching in fascination, wondering how long it would take the Rav to notice the dozens of people in his room. 

Finally, after a long while, Rav Moshe Yosef, Rav Ovadia’s son, explained that if no one interrupted Rav Ovadia, the Prime Minister would wait all day! Rav Moshe bent down next to his father and said, “Abba, the Prime Minister is here.” Rav Ovadia looked up in complete surprise and said to Mr. Netanyahu, “Baruch Haba! Wecome!”

A Rooftop Sukkah in Chicago

By Yair Weinstock
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Michoel’s poverty was no secret. He was a man of many crafts, but no blessings. With a large family to support, he was forced to seek his fortune in America, then considered a spiritual wasteland. 


Michoel lived in a small shtetel in Poland. The letters they received from his wife’s sister and brother-in-law, who had moved to America a few months before, were glowing with praises of the glorious land of opportunity and laced with much prodding and encouragement for Michoel and family to follow them. 


Finally, Michoel gave in and moved with his family to Chicago, where his brother-in-law promised to give him a job in the laundry business that he had started. But not before Michoel received a blessing from his Rebbe, the Sfas Emes, who let him go on one condition – that he and his descendants would never shave off their beards. Thus, said the Rebbe, no harm would come to their Yiddishkeit. 
For the first few days in Chicago, Michoel and his family were overwhelmed by the metropolis. They felt dizzy looking down from their sixth floor apartment. It was a lot different than their simple wooden cottage back in Poland. Michoel was disappointed with his brother-in-law’s transformation – from Yosef to “Joe,” and with the absence of his former beard. He had already become Americanized, and Michoel was determined not to let that happen to him and his family. He would not deviate an inch from their observance of Torah and mitzvos. 


One thing bothered Michoel about his new apartment – there was no kosher porch. “What is a kosher porch?” his wife asked. Michoel explained, “Our porch is completely covered by the one above it. I want a porch that stands open to the sky. I need a kosher porch for a sukkah.” 


Thinking of other options, they ruled out building a sukkah on the sidewalk – this was not their quiet shtetel in Poland, and doing such would likely land them a hefty fine and the ire of their neighbors. Finally, he thought of the roof. The roof! 
The building had a broad roof which belonged to all the tenants. Most of the space was taken up by various structures that had long ago been erected by tenants and which had decayed and rusted with the years. There was a maze of chimneys as far as the eye could see, as well as abandoned crates and cartons. 


Michoel’s heart quailed at the sight. Was this a place to build a sukkah? He looked around, and finally found a kosher spot in a secluded corner of the roof. It was only four square cubits in size, but it was an empty area with no chimney or other structure on it. It would be difficult to put up a sukkah in that corner because of the piles of garbage that had accumulated there. It would take several workers to dig out the mess and clear the small space. 


That was no problem; he and his sons would do the work. First, though, he must put up the sukkah walls to claim the spot as his own. The noise of hammering the wooden walls brought many tenants up to the roof to see what was going on. A short time later, a severe-looking man appeared and said something to Michoel in English. 


It took time to convey the message, as Michoel’s knowledge of English was still sparse, however, he understood that he was being told that the roof was not a free-for-all. The owner of the building was waiting to see Michoel right now for an explanation of his actions.


When sitting across from the owner of the building, Michoel explained, “Please sir, the roof is empty. I checked it carefully. I am not bothering anybody. Why would you mind if I live in my little “wooden room” for eight days, and then immediately take it apart?” 


The owner made a rapid calculation. He lived for money and would never give anything away for free. “Eight days? Rent free? I can’t permit that!” he exclaimed. 


Michoel was taken aback. But then he had an idea. “What if I buy that piece of the roof from you?” 


The owner stared at him. The Jew looked quite excited. He could take advantage of this. He must be sure and suck this bone very dry. “If you buy it, then it would have to be a final sale. You can’t come running back to me after eight days and say you want to cancel our agreement. Pay me $500 and that piece of the roof is yours.” 


Michoel was thunderstruck. Five hundred dollars for a few square cubits of space? At that price, he could buy half an apartment! But the owner was unmovable. Seeing no alternative, and feeling a deep commitment to fulfilling the mitzvah of sukkah, Michoel borrowed the $500 from his brother-in-law. By doing so, he gave up half his salary every month for many years to come. But he was willing to sacrifice such a fortune for the precious mitzvah of sukkah. 


The owner insisted on signing a contract of sale, properly sealed and notarized. The building’s owner had brought in a competent lawyer to make sure there were no loopholes for Michoel to wriggle through later. Now Michoel was free to build whatever he pleased on his property. 


As he and his sons labored to clear all of the trash from their spot, his eyes suddenly bulged out of their sockets. “What’s this?” One of the old bundles he was clearing away had burst open – to reveal a pile of pearls and gems! Michoel rubbed his eyes. “Am I dreaming?” he whispered. His son then found pieces of gold jewelry – handfuls of it! 


The news spread as though carried on wings. Soon most of the building’s tenants were aware of Michoel’s marvelous find. The building’s owner cried, puffing and panting as he ran up to the roof, 


“The treasure is mine! You bought only the rights to use the roof.” 


Michoel countered, “Shall we take the case to the police? As an honest citizen, I think that we must hand the treasure over completely into the hands of the law.” 


Reluctantly, the owner agreed. For the next two months, the treasure sat in a vault at a local police station while an investigation was launched. It turned out that the loot had been hidden by a gang of robbers that had operated in the area twenty years before. The jewels had long been forgotten, and no one had put in a claim for them. By law, they were to be returned to the man who had found them. 


“Look here,” the lawyer said, waving the contract of sale in the build-owner’s face. “What does it say?” 


In small letters, buried amid the rest of the legal jargon, were the words, "This corner of the roof, along with all its contents, is sold in its totality to Michoel Gottleib!” His financial sacrifice for the mitzvah of sukkah was repaid in full measure – measure for measure. (Holiday Tales for the Soul)

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor and Parshas Behar-Bechukosai 5778 emails of The Weekly Vort.

In the Nick of Time
By Asharon Baltazar
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The resting place of the Mitteler Rebbe in the spring of 2018 (photo: Zeesy Posner).

The following account was recorded by Rabbi Yaakov Kaidaner, 19th century author of Sippurim Nora’im.


My friend, who worked in the tobacco business, had set his sights on the town of Nyezhin in Ukraine. Although a close friend to many chassidim, he himself was not a follower of any rebbe. Nonetheless, before he embarked on his journey, I asked him to promise that he would pray at the burial site of the Mitteler Rebbe, who is interred in Nyezhin, and he agreed.


After that, I didn’t see him again for more than half a year.


While he was away, his wife fell gravely ill. One day, she lost consciousness, and her doctors spent the entire night trying to revive her. Nothing helped. By morning, they had given up and waited for her to draw her final breath. But shortly after 10 o’clock, under the disbelieving gazes of the doctors, the woman began to stir! She was soon strong enough to sit up by herself, and within a month, she had made a complete recovery.


When my friend returned to town a few months later, he ran directly to my house, seized my hands excitedly, and shook them up and down.


“Since when does a man returning from a long journey abandon his family to say hello to his friend?” I asked good-heartedly.


“Yes, it’s true,” he said, “but incredible things happened to me during my journey, for which I have to thank you.


“I lost a great deal of money on bad investments, leaving me nothing but debt. Failure after failure plagued every venture I dared attempt. I was sick, and I worried about my wife. Disturbing visions of her poor health tormented me, and I told myself that I should stop at the gravesite of a rebbe and pray there for her recovery. When I arrived in Nyezhin, I remembered my promise to you.


“After immersing in a mikvah, I entered the small mausoleum. I was wearing thick winter clothes capable of withstanding extreme cold, but they felt too thin and I began to shiver. Terror and panic descended upon me. Unable to bear the cold and fear any longer, I wanted to flee.


“But then I stopped. ‘A holy person,’ I reasoned, ‘is bound to G‑d with a strong knot. All is good and holy here, so why must I leave?’ Forcing myself to calm down, I began to read the verses of Zohar and Tehillim that are traditionally read at a gravesite. A plaque hung on the wall with passages from Ma’aver Yabok, and I read those too. I stared at the plaque, mumbling the words, hot tears flowing freely. I could not remember the last time I cried so much.


“I placed two petitions on the headstone, one for my family and one for my wife about whom I was constantly beset with worry. Immediately, a sense of euphoric delight surrounded me. A taste of Gan Eden, I was sure. Not wanting to leave, I stayed there for two hours.


“The feeling of peace and happiness lingered. When I finally came home, I immediately inquired about my wife’s wellbeing.


“‘Thank G‑d she’s still alive,’ I was told. I then learned the entire story: the doctors’ despair, her close brush with death, and her miraculous recovery.


“‘What was the date? When did she wake up?’ I asked. It was the same day I spent at the Mitteler Rebbe’s resting place.


“‘And the time?’ I demanded. She regained consciousness at the very same moment I left my heartfelt letters on the rebbe’s headstone.


“As you can see, I didn’t even remove my coat before dashing over to tell you and to thank you for the miracles.”


“If your Chassidic rebbes don’t cease to live even after their deaths, and continue to gleam like stars in the sky,” he marveled, “how much greater must they be during their lives!”


“On the contrary,” I said, “the righteous are greater after their passing—when no longer confined to the physical world—than before.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Bamidbar 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
A Most Unexpected

Miracle Worker

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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To understand this, here is a story. (Toratcha Shashuai #552)


Some 200 years ago on a freezing, snow-stormy night on a desolate road in the middle of Poland, a Jewish businessman's wagon, laden with goods, was stuck deeply in the mud in a blizzard. Perhaps the ice broke under the wheels but the wind was whistling so crazily it would have been impossible for the driver to hear. 
One thing for sure, the wagon wasn't budging and the two strong horses that had previously been faithfully doing their job were now helpless.


The driver tried all the tricks he knew; whipping, prodding, begging them turning the reigns this way and that, but nothing helped. The horses strained until they were exhausted, another few hours in the cold and they would freeze to death. The forest was filled with wolves and robbers who were just waiting for such an opportunity. The horses and the contents of the carriage would be easy pickings. The situation was desperate.


The businessman was at the end of his wits. He turned to the driver and yelled at him over the wind to run to the nearest town; perhaps there he could find someone with a horse or two or a few strong men to come back and help. They had to do something fast. He would wait here in the carriage until he returned.
The nearest town was the city of Apta, perhaps a half hour's run from where they were. The driver took a small swig from the small vodka flask he carried and began running. But by the time he entered the town it was well after midnight and except for the screaming winds and snow the streets were enveloped in total, black, awesome, frozen silence.


The driver stood alone and looked around, all lights were out, everyone was certainly warmly curled up under their blankets fast asleep. Where would he find anyone to help him now? But he couldn't go back. With no choice he began walking, hoping to find some sign of life but in vain. It was so hopeless he wanted to cry.


He saw a dim light in the Synagogue; he had to get out of the cold.


He entered the silent building, tried to warm himself up and after a few seconds burst into tears.


Suddenly he heard from a corner of the room someone say something. He looked up to see that a thin, young man who had probably been sitting and learning Torah by candlelight was standing looking at him. "What's wrong?" the young man repeated. "Why are you crying? What happened?"


The driver walked over to him, dried his tears, shook the young man's hand and told him the whole story; where the carriage was stuck, how he had come looking for some help and added that possibly there was a tavern or some other place in the town where they could find strong fellows or maybe a horse or two to help push the carriage. He was pleading for help.


The young man told him not to worry, put on his coat, closed his book and told him to follow him. The driver couldn't believe his ears! It was a miracle!! He thanked the young man profusely and thanked G-d for sending him. Soon there would be help! Probably he knew where there were some big strong men! The driver followed him out of the Synagogue into the street but to his surprise the young man didn't turn right or left; he kept walking straight out of the town in the direction of the carriage!


The driver tried to protest, to explain that it was senseless to go alone, they had to go back and get help; bring a horse or even three. But the young man just kept walking swiftly through the swirling snow and freezing wind until they arrived at the site of the carriage.


When the businessman saw they had arrived he jumped, half frozen, out of the carriage expecting to see salvation. But when he saw that this skinny fellow was all he had brought back he turned around, held his head in agony and began to moan. "No! NO!!! This is what I have been waiting in the cold for, for over an hour?! For this?! Who knows if the horses aren't frozen dead already? How is this matchstick going to get us out? Oy!! HaShem!! Have mercy!!"


But the young man seemed totally unaffected by all this. He just said quietly. "You have already been stuck here too long. I hate to see it when people are stuck. The time has come that you should continue in your journey."


There was something so simple in this young man's words that it caught the driver by surprise. "What do you mean?" he asked.


"I mean, go back up to your seat, crack your whip over the horses and continue in your journey." He replied.


"And what will you do?" The driver asked.


"I'll get in the coach and return with you to Apta".


The tone of the young fellow's voice made the driver, without a further thought, jump up onto the carriage, climb to his place, grab his whip and snap it over the horses and amazingly, the horses, as though they had just been waiting for this, with no effort pulled the carriage smoothly out of the mud â€¦â€¦ to freedom!!


The businessman and the driver turned in astonishment to the young man who waited for the businessman to enter the carriage, then entered after him and motioned for the driver to go. Minutes later they entered Apta and when the carriage stopped the young man alighted and walked quietly off into the darkness without saying a word.


Before they could digest what just happened the irresistible smell of freshly baked bread wafted softly into their nostrils. The bakery of Apta was preparing for the morning customers. They followed the smell and in just moments found themselves entering the bakery and being greeted by its owner, a religious Jew. "Welcome! Welcome honored guests! Come and partake of freshly baked bread! Come wash your hands and sit down" he said in the friendliest voice possible.


It was as though they had suddenly been transported into a warm pleasant, new world as though in a dream. They suddenly realized that their ordeal had left them very tired and hungry. They washed for bread while the baker prepared some hot tea and as they ate they told their host about the miracle that they had just experienced.


"Young man? Miracles? I know everyone in this city" the baker said "and I can tell you for sure there are no young, thin miracle workers here. Must be someone from another city, or maybe it was Elijah the prophet! You know it says in the Talmud that he makes miracles! But one thing for sure, you should have asked him for a blessing! I mean, if he could do such wonders then who knows what else he could do for you?!"


Suddenly the side door of the bakery opened and a skinny stooped over figure wrapped in an old cloth winter coat entered the room. The baker's smile faded and a look of disgust darkened his face. "Oy! That's my son in law! What a lazy bum! The whole day I work like a slave to support his family and... you know what he does?! Nothing! He drives me crazy!"


The driver's face became pale. That's him!¦ that's the one that took us out of the mud!!"


As soon as the baker understood what happened his eyes widened like saucers! "Him? He's the Tzadik (miracle worker)?!" He fell with a thud on the chair behind him totally confused, mumbling, "It can't be! It just can't be!"


As soon as the baker's son in law heard the thud and the commotion he ran to his father in law's aid but when the latter came to his senses he fell to one knee, took his son in law's hand and began to beg his forgiveness.


That night a hidden 'Tzadik' became revealed to the world; a great miracle worker who would help thousands 'out of the mud' known as "Ha'Y'ehudi HaKodesh M'Peshischa" (The Holy Jew of Peshischa).

Reprinted from the Parashat Bamidbar/Shavuot 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
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