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A Most Valuable Deal
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Rav Aron Leib Shteinman, zt”l


At the Shloshim of R’ Meir Volk, zt”l, along with his family and friends, they were joined by the members of the Kollel of the Gadol HaDor and Rosh Yeshivah, Rav Aron Leib Shteinman, zt”l, for a Seudas Mitzvah. 

What was unique about this was that Rav Shteinman had signed an agreement with R’ Meir shortly before R’ Meir passed away. R’ Meir had agreed to donate a significant amount of money to Rav Shteinman’s Kollel in exchange for a signed document of partnership in Rav Shteinman’s portion of Olam Haba, which he would receive in the Zechus of the Kollel. 

Rav Shteinman was hesitant at first to sign this agreement, but he ultimately agreed to sign the contract and share his Olam Haba. Rav Avraham Pecter, who is in charge of financing the Kollel, had arranged the contract, and he later discovered how valuable the contract had been to R’ Meir. 

After R’ Meir passed away, Rav Pecter met R’ Meir’s friends who described the value and esteem with which R’ Meir had viewed the contract. One of R’ Meir’s close friends said in a Hesped that the day after the contract was signed, R’ Meir called and told him about it. He had said, “I made the greatest deal of my life! I can now die in peace because I’m confident that I have a share in Olam Haba!” 
At that point, however, no one was aware of how soon those words would come true. At the Seudah, a young Bachur approached Rav Avraham Pecter, and introduced himself as a messenger of one of the friends of R’ Meir. He told Rav Pecter that the friend was interested in donating a full month of support for the Kollel in exchange for a similar contract of partnership with Rav Shteinman.

 Rav Pecter said that he would arrange a meeting with the friend and Rav Shteinman to see if the Rosh Yeshivah would agree. During the meeting, Rav Shteinman spoke about the significance and value of supporting Torah, and he agreed to sign a contract of partnership to share his Olam Haba for the support of the Kollel. 

Rav Shteinman then told over an awesome story which caused everyone who heard it to tremble. Rav Shteinman prefaced the story by saying that he felt it was necessary for them to hear it in order to understand that this agreement of partnership was not an imaginary deal, but it was quite real. He said that after R’ Meir’s death, R’ Meir appeared to him in a dream, and revealed that this contract of partnership was the only thing that saved him in the Bais Din Shel Maaleh! 

Rav Shteinman said that this should give Chizuk to everyone about the Chashivus, importance, and Zechus, merit, of those who learn Torah and those who support them. Torah learning is so valued and appreciated in Shamayim that it has the power to save a Jewish Neshamah and bring him to Olam Haba!!

Reprinted from the “Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Story #1068

"If Only I Knew!"

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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On the date of Hei [5th] Teves in the Hebrew year 5747 (1987), the Chabad movement received the affirmative court ruling concerning the ownership of their huge priceless library. Two days later, the Lubavitcher Rebbe announced on an international hookup that whatever anyone requested [in writing], their wishes will be fulfilled!


The Jewish world went wild. Requests were pouring into Lubavitch World Headquarters in Brooklyn round the clock. Fax technology was fairly new then. The Chabad emissary in Paris, Rabbi Shmuel "Mula" Azimov went to Air France and borrowed 3 fax machines from them, which were then in operation for 24 hours straight!


Rabbi Motti Hasofer was then a Lubavitcher emissary in Melbourne, Australia. When the directive came from the Rebbe, he and his wife were visiting her parents in Sydney. They called everyone they knew back in Melbourne, telegrammed others (before email), and went from door to door in the Sidney neighborhood they were staying in asking people to write in.


Everyone was intrigued. Only one person refused outright to write in a request -- the young Mrs. Hasofer's father! A holocaust survivor from Europe, he would answer every approach to him about anything Jewish with, "Where was G-d during the holocaust?"


After speaking to everyone they could, the daughter again asked her father to please reconsider and request something. He said that he wouldn't, but she can request for him that tomorrow when he goes fishing he should get a good catch. 

So she did.


The following morning at 6AM there was loud knocking on the Hasofer's bedroom door. It was her father. He exclaimed excitedly, "Let me tell you what happened.


"I went out with my friend at 4 this morning to go fishing. When we arrived at our preferred spot, we saw that there was a commercial Italian fishing boat there. With their big nets and other equipment. we thought we wouldn't catch anything.

"My friend and I agreed to try our luck anyway. I put my rod in and immediately caught a fish, then another and another, and more.


"My friend was very despondent because he caught nothing. I told him, 'you know what, let's change places.'


"So we did. I put my rod in, in the place where my friend had been sitting, and caught a fish and then another etc. My friend didn't catch anything, so he felt even worse. I told him, 'Don't feel bad. This is happening because I received a blessing.'


"The boat filled up with fish pretty quickly, so we decided to return to shore. When we passed near the large Italian commercial vessel, the men on deck asked why we were leaving so soon. We replied that our boat was full.


"They pointed up to heaven and said to me, 'Your G-d must have been watching over you. We are not catching anything.'"


Concluding his story, he handed his daughter a huge fish and told her to use it for Shabbos.


That Shabbos he came to shul for the first time since his childhood, and soon after that started coming to shul regularly. On one occasion in the shul, he overheard one boy asking his companion, "Who is that man?"


The other boy replied, "That's the man who could have asked for anything and he asked for some fish."

Source: Rabbi Shmuel Lew told this story on Hei Teves this year (5778) at a Chasidic gathering in honor of the occasion. Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a report on WhatsApp.

Connection: Weekly Reading of Baha'alotecha (Num. 11:5) -- "longing for the fish"

Biographical note:[image: image7.jpg]


Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, the Lubavitcher Rebbe: [11 Nissan 5662 - 3 Tammuz 5754 (April 1902 - June 1994 C.E.)], became the seventh Rebbe of the Chabad dynasty after his father-in-law's passing on 10 Shvat 5710 (1950 C.E.). He is widely acknowledged as the greatest Jewish leader of the second half of the 20th century. Although a dominant scholar in both the revealed and hidden aspects of Torah and fluent in many languages and scientific subjects, the Rebbe is best known for his extraordinary love and concern for every Jew on the planet. His emissaries around the globe dedicated to strengthening Judaism number in the thousands. Hundreds of volumes of his teachings have been printed, as well as dozens of English renditions.

Reprinted from last week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

Two Sages and a

Single Basket of Fish

By Menachem Posner
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Rav Anan looked up from his holy book and greeted the stranger who had entered his chamber. “Shalom, what brings you here?” asked the sage, whose fame had spread across Babylon.


“I have a disagreement with someone, and we cannot resolve it,” said the man, who was bearing a basket of small fish for the rabbi. “We could only agree to abide by your judgment.”


“I cannot take the basket of fish,” said Rav Anan, who was as principled as he was wise. “That would render me partial toward you. Neither will I judge you, since my judgment has already been tainted in your favor.”


“But Rabbi,” pleaded the man, “if you will not judge me then surely you can still take the gift from me. After all, the sages say that giving a gift to a Torah scholar is akin to bringing bikkurim, first-fruits, to the Holy Temple in Jerusalem!”


Said Rabbi Anan: “Originally I was not going to take them, but now that you explained your reason, I will accept the basket from you. As for your judgment, I will refer you to my colleague, Rav Nachman.”


Rav Anan then wrote on a small slip of parchment and instructed the man to give it to Rav Nachman. On it, he wrote, “Let the master judge this man, for I, Anan, am unfit to judge him.”


Upon reading the letter, Rav Nachman thought the man must be a relative of Rav Anan, for why else would Rav Anan recuse himself from judging?


At that time, Rav Nachman had been judging a case that involved orphans. Caring for orphans is a mitzvah, but so is honoring a Torah scholar (and his relatives). Rav Nacḥman concluded that honoring Torah takes precedence and set aside the case of the orphans. He presided over the case between the man he believed to be a relative of Rav Anan and the other litigant, listening carefully to both sides. 


Now, the other litigant saw that Rav Nachman was acting deferentially toward the one he thought was Rav Anan’s relative. This caused him to become increasingly agitated and prevented him from properly presenting his arguments; as a result, he was unable to articulate his position and the case was decided in favor of the man who had brought the fish to Rav Anan.


This entire series of unfortunate events was due to an innocent mistake, but in the Heavens there was an uproar. Rav Anan had unwittingly caused an unjust verdict.


Until this time, Rav Anan had the privilege of being visited by Elijah the Prophet, who would teach him mystical secrets of the Torah known as Seder d’Eliyahu, the “Order of Elijah.” After this incident, the visits stopped.


Recognizing that something was wrong, Rav Anan fasted and prayed to G‑d that he be forgiven. The visits resumed, but Rav Anan would become frightened whenever the Prophet visited him. For this reason, the teachings that Rav Anan received from Elijah were divided into two sections: Seder d’Eliyahu Rabbah (the “Great Order of Elijah”) was from before this incident and Seder d’Eliyahu Zuta (the “Minor Order of Elijah”) was from after.

Reprinted from the Parshat Beha’alosocho 5778 email of Chabad.Org magazine. Adapted from Talmud Ketubot 105b-106a
Israel Dog Unit Finds Missing Man Unconscious in Ashkelon

By Mordechai Sones
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Israeli Rescue Dog “Aishaleh”

With sirens blaring and loud booms of Iron Dome rockets intercepting projectiles launched from nearby Gaza, the Israel Dog Unit (IDU) volunteer handlers and service dogs searched in the scorching Ashkelon heat and humidity for an at-risk man missing since early Monday morning.


53-year-old Daniel was reported missing Monday evening. Daniel suffered a break-down after being informed he was fired from the factory where he was employed. He left home in a miserable state of mind, leaving behind his wallet, keys, and phone. His family found a letter in which he left instructions concerning his insurance policies. By the time they read it, Daniel had disappeared. He took with him a copious amount of pills, and nothing else.


Daniel’s son Yair said, “We're scared that he took a lot of sleeping pills and he's laying somewhere unconscious. If we don’t find him soon, he'll die. I'm begging the public to help spread my father’s picture and help us find my father.”


The IDU deployed teams in open areas; in the vicinity of the man's house in northern Ashkelon they searched abandoned buildings and other places between there and the coast.

[image: image5.jpg]



Israeli Dog Unit Command Post


Searches continued despite sirens and barrages in the area as it was clear this was a race against time and the missing man must be found as quickly as possible.


After Daniel had been missing 36 hours a trace scent was picked up by the rescue dog "Aishaleh" leading them to an abandoned ruin in an overgrown thicket, where IDU volunteers found the man unconscious and severely dehydrated.


Upon finding him, one of the volunteers shouted, "He...is...breathing!", while calls were made to police and paramedics directing them to the site. IDU volunteers rushed to the road nearest to the ruin to direct arriving police and paramedics to the barely-alive missing man's hiding place. As they ran and panted in the blazing summer swelter after disregarding enemy rocket and mortar, admiring police and rescue forces congratulated and saluted them, perhaps themselves being reminded of the youthful idealism that once inspired them to undertake dangerous careers in rescue.


The missing man was brought from the field on an IDU stretcher and evacuated by MDA for further treatment at Barzilai Hospital in Ashkelon, where he remains in critical condition.

Reprinted from the May 31, 2018 email of Arutz Sheva.

The Legacy of Rabbi Avraham Netanel, Zt”l
Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack Rahmey

I recently read a biography on the life of a special man from our community. His name was Rabbi Avraham Netanel a’h and the book is called “A Tzadik In Our Midst”. This man’s life story grabbed me in a most amazing way. This is the story of a man who really had no religious upbringing who ultimately grew to become the epitome of what we should all strive for. 


He didn’t have any meaningful connection to Judaism until he was 25 years old and despite that, he was able to grow to become an extremely learned and well-loved Rabbi in our community with many followers. This showed me that any one of us can grow as he did to reach our potential, because that’s all that Hashem wants of us. In addition, he had tremendous midot and was humble way beyond his stature. He consciously kept himself under the radar and therefore would never take a formal position.


The book describes a time when there were several ba'alei battim that joined forces in an effort to have Rabbi Netanel open up his own Yeshiva. Knowing what a difference Rabbi Netanel was making in people's lives, they felt his leadership would be of great value to the community. Of course, Rabbi Netanel, an unassuming man by nature, didn't want to consider it. But these men were determined. Again and again, they reached out to him, trying to find a way to convince him of the importance of their request, until one day he seemed more receptive. These men were overjoyed, believing they had finally gotten through to him and thought it was going to happen.


However, the next morning, Rabbi Netanel approached them, his brow darkened in concern, visibly upset. "I'm sorry," he began, "But please, don't ever bring this up with me again. I cannot possibly be tied down to a yeshiva. If l am busy with a school, who will be busy with people having troubles? Who will take care of the people who walk into shul in need of help? 

“Who will assist those who have no jobs or who have shalom bayit problems? Who will help the precious children who are getting thrown out of schools? Who will look out for the strangers in the street who are down? How can I give up helping so many people to take care of one single yeshiva? Please, let's never speak of this again."

The following story is an example of Rabbi Netanel’s commitment to others in need. The Rabbi was once walking in the street when he noticed a bachur of about 18 shuffling along the sidewalk, face turned away as if to hide tears. Rabbi Netanel had never seen this boy before, but his nature would not let him ignore such a miserable sight. 

He stopped the boy and asked him his name. The boy mumbled a response. Next, he bluntly asked the boy what was wrong. Although he was reluctant to speak at first, the boy soon succumbed to Rabbi Netanel's genuine warmth and concern and spilled his heart out.


He explained that he'd just been forced to leave a certain Yeshiva in which he'd been looking forward to starting his Zman. But his hopes were soon crushed, when the Yeshivah told him that his learning was too weak for them to find him an appropriate Chavruta. Since they had no one on his level for him to learn with, they could not permit him to join the Yeshiva.


Rabbi Netanel looked the boy in the eyes and told him, "Go tell the Rosh Yeshiva that you found a Chavruta on your level. His name is Avraham Netanel." The boy, re-energized with purpose and joy, promptly turned around and raced back to the Yeshiva. He headed straight for the Rosh Yeshiva's office and knocked on the door.


 “Come in," came the muffled response and he entered eagerly, smiling from ear to ear.


“Rosh Yeshiva," he exclaimed, "I found a Chavruta! He promised to learn with me every day, and said I should tell you that he is on my level."

The Rosh Yeshiva was skeptical. "Who is this Chavruta?" he asked. "And how did you find him so quickly? How much does he charge?"

"His name is Avraham Netanel, and he promised to learn with me for free," the boy answered. “So can the Rosh Yeshiva accept me now?"

The Rosh Yeshiva was stunned into silence. He sat there, frozen. In an instant, he had been thrown back twenty-five years. He remembered himself as a young bochor in the exact same situation. He too was rescued by Rabbi Avraham Netanel, who without a second thought offered to learn with him every single day. The rest, as they say, is history.


"So, am I accepted into the yeshiva?" the young man asked again.


"Of course the Rosh Yeshiva replied, his voice soft, wistful. "And tell your Chavruta....tell him I said thank you - for the second time."

The boy's brow wrinkled in confusion, but the Rosh Yeshiva smiled to himself in wonder at the way Hashem runs the world. Rabbi Netanel’s kindness had truly come full circle.


This is the legacy that Rabbi Netanel left with his children and many students of all ages and that’s why this book is so important for everyone to read. So they can learn the important Mussar from this special Tzadik’s life, which would most likely not be revealed to the public if not for the writing of this amazing book.

Reprinted from the Parashat Behalotecha 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey.

The Worth of a Sefer

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Rav Yaakov Yosef of Polnoye was one of the greatest talmidim of the Baal Shem Tov. He was the first person to publish a sefer containing the teachings of the Baal Shem Tov. The name of his sefer is Toldos Yaakov Yosef. The author desired to publicize the teachings of his Rebbe, the Baal Shem Tov, so he wrote and published Toldos Yaakov Yosef (in the year 5540/1780).

Since the entire purpose of publishing the sefer was to spread these teachings, he undertook the difficult task of personally traveling from town to town and selling it. 


One day, Rav Yaakov Yosef arrived in the town of Zhitomir, which was known as being a chassidishe community. He made his way to the local marketplace, opened a box displaying the seforim he had brought, and announced that they were for sale. “This sefer contains the teachings of my holy teacher, the Baal Shem Tov!” he proclaimed. 


Hearing his announcement, many people rushed over, eager to buy the prized sefer. “What is the cost of the sefer?” they asked. Rav Yaakov Yosef specified a certain amount. 


The townspeople were not all that pleased. “The price you gave is much too high, even for such an important sefer,” they declared. “A sefer of this size is never sold for even close to such a sum!” When they saw that they could not convince the vendor to lower his price, they walked away disappointedly. 


Rav Yaakov Yosef was beside himself. “How can it be that no one appreciates the true value of my master’s teachings?” he thought. “Yes, my sefer is more expensive than other seforim, but the Baal Shem Tov’s teachings are worth even more than what I am asking for! Many of the people here are chassidim, and they should appreciate its value!” 


The hours passed, and Rav Yaakov Yosef had yet to sell a single sefer. His frustration mounted with every passing moment, to the point that he could no longer contain himself. “This demonstrates a lack of respect for the Baal Shem Tov!” he rebuked the townspeople sharply. “You deserve to be severely punished!” 


The residents were taken aback at these strong words, fearing that they might, chas veshalom, cause negative consequences. Nervously, they hurried to their rov, Rav Velvel of Zhitomir, and told him what had happened. Reb Velvel immediately understood that the seller was none other than the tzaddik Rav Yaakov Yosef himself, whom he had not seen for some time. He hurriedly made his way to the marketplace to appease Rav Yaakov Yosef.


“How many seforim do you have for sale?” Rav Velvel asked him. “How much do they cost?” 


Rav Yaakov Yosef named his price, and Rav Velvel — whom Rav Yaakov Yosef did not yet recognize — proceeded to purchase every single sefer available for sale. “What a fair price this is!” he made sure to add. “After all, the teachings of the Baal Shem Tov are truly priceless. What a bargain!” 

Thankfully, Rav Yaakov Yosef was no longer visibly upset at the townspeople. After all, at least one individual in town had appreciated the sefer’s value and had bought all the seforim he had with him at the time! Rav Velvel had succeeded in averting the punishment that could have resulted from the tzaddik’s displeasure. 


Rav Yaakov Yosef agreed with Rav Velvel wholeheartedly. “Indeed, these seforim are worth much more than the amount I’m asking for. However,” he added sadly, “no one else in town wants to buy the sefer, even at this bargain price. Evidently, they don’t understand its true value!” 


 “You are correct,” Rav Velvel replied. “The people here apparently don’t recognize the true value of the sefer. But Rebbe, may I ask you a question?” 


 “With pleasure,” replied Rav Yaakov Yosef. 


 “Before Hashem gave us the Torah,” said Rav Velvel, “Hashem offered it to all the nations of the world, and each nation declined the offer. Nevertheless, Hashem didn’t display any sign of displeasure. He didn’t threaten to destroy them or punish them. Shouldn’t a servant be just like his master?!” 


Rav Yaakov Yosef understood the point the buyer was conveying, and he realized that this person was no simple Jew. “Among the Maggid’s talmidim was a student who was known as Velvel the Sharp One,” he said with a smile. “Can it be that you are none other than that talmid?” 


 “I indeed have the merit of being a talmid of my great master and teacher, the holy Maggid,” Rav Velvel answered humbly, “and they called me Velvel.” 


I believe I heard this story from Reb Itche Der Masmid. Oros Ba’afeilah, pp. 129–130.

Reprinted from the May 24, 2018 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon, a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Lubavitcher Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available  to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com

The Happiness of the Beis Aharon


The 17th of Sivan is the yahrtzeit of the Beis Aharon. The Rebbe of Kuzhmir (and other tzaddikim) would call him the freilechen tzaddik because he always exuded joy. People thought he was a happy person by nature, but the Yesod HaAvodah (of Slonim) zy’a testified that the Beis Aharon's happiness was the result of his hischazkus. He battled with his yetzer hara to be happy, it wasn't natural for him.


He also taught his chassidim to be happy, and his beis medresh was always filled with joy. There was one person, though, who was always depressed, as he was always thinking about his sins. 


The Beis Aharon told him the following mashal: A family climbed into a wagon, and began their trip to a different city. They were all happy, because they were traveling to the wedding of one of their children. As they were leaving the city, they saw a pauper on the roadside who asked if he could join them for the ride. 


They answered, “You can come, but on one condition: We are very happy, because we’re traveling to a wedding. If you can be happy with us, you can join us. But if you are going to be sad, you will ruin the atmosphere and you can’t join us.” 
The melancholy man understood the message. His disposition shouldn’t ruin the happy atmosphere of the tzibur. He must make himself happy to be part of the tzibur.
Reprinted from the Parshas Behaloscha 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelch Biderman. 
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