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Requesting 15 More

Minutes in Order to

Understand a Difficult Rambam
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The Ponovezher Rav, Rav Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman


Rav Yechiel Spero told a story in the name of the Ponovezher Rav, Rav Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman, which he used to illustrate true Ahavas HaTorah, love for the Torah. Rav Avraham Burstein was the Rav of the city of Tevrig in Lithuania. During World War I, there was a curfew placed on the city. 

No one was allowed to have any lights in their homes so that the enemy would not be ableto spot their homes and come attack. Rav Avraham disregarded this warning and left on a very small light, enough to enable him to see the page of the Sefer he was learning. 

Despite the light being so small, the soldiers noticed it and barged into his home, and accused him of being a spy. Rav Avraham tried to explain that he was only using the light to study, but the soldiers would not listen to him.


They demanded that he admit to his crime, but Rav Avraham Burstein would not say that he did anything wrong. The soldiers then prepared to shoot him. Just before they did, Rav Avraham asked for one last request. He asked them to spare him for just 15 more minutes. He explained that he was learning a difficult Rambam and he didn’t fully understand it yet, and he asked for only 15 minutes more to live so he could try to understand what the Rambam was teaching. 

The soldiers agreed to his dying wish, and Rav Avraham went back to the Rambam he was learning. A few moments later, a loud siren sounded outside. The soldiers knew that this meant they had to leave everything they were doing and move on quickly to the next village. They immediately left the house, leaving Rav Avraham alive, who proceeded to figure out the Rambam without any disruption!

Reprinted from the Shavuos 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Protection of Tzitzis #2

The Power of a Dream

By Rabbi Yosef Weiss


Mr. Azar, a successful salesman for a children’s wear business, frequently traveled to all parts of the world. As a young boy in the 1930’s, Mr. Azar had been educated in a Talmud Torah, then moved on to a yeshiva high school, where he stayed until he was 20. As he became more and more involved in his business, however, he began to move further away from mitzvah observance.

One day he happened to glance down at his tzitzis. He became lost in thoughts of his yeshiva days when he had been immersed in Torah and mitzvos. 
“How can I desecrate my tzitzis with my current behavior?” he thought. So he decided to stop wearing tzitzis. Shortly thereafter, Mr. Azar scheduled a major sales trip to commence a few weeks later. In the interim, he worked overtime to finish up his local work. He would come home exhausted every night with barely enough energy to eat before he fell into bed.


One night he dreamt that he was driving a rented red car, headed toward Louisville, Kentucky. With no traffic, he had plenty of time to get to his appointment scheduled for half an hour from then. But he lost control of the car, which spun around several times, and then headed off the road toward a 20-foot embankment. 


Mr. Azar tried desperately to turn the wheel, but to no avail. He closed his eyes and braced for the impact as the car crashed into the mountain. When he opened his eyes, he was amazingly unhurt. He tried to exit the car, but the doors were jammed shut. Then he smelled something burning. The car was on fire! 


He started to yell, “Help! I don’t want to die! I’m young, I have a whole life to live! Please, someone save me!” But no one was there to hear. The flames grew larger and suddenly the car exploded. 


Mr. Azar sat bolt upright in bed, bathed in a cold sweat. It was a dream, but it had seemed so real. Still feeling shaken in the morning, he went to his Rav, Chacham Baruch ben Chaim, and relayed his dream.
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Chacham Baruch ben Chaim

He asked his Rav, “Are they trying to tell me something Upstairs? Am I going to die?” 


The Rav asked him, “Is there anything you are doing now that you haven’t done in the past? Or is there something that you aren’t doing now that you were doing before?” 


The first thing that came to Mr. Azar’s mind was – tzitzis! 

The Rav told him to immediately buy a pair of tzitzis. He made Mr. Azar promise that he would always wear them. “Do as I say and all will be well,” assured the Rav. Mr. Azar complied and began wearing tzitzis again that very day. 
A week later, Mr. Azar left on his trip. He visited Pittsburgh, Cleveland, Detroit, and Chicago. He then rented a car – as it turned out it was a red car – and drove to Louisville, Kentucky. He had plenty of time until his meeting and there was no traffic. And then he lost control of the car! It was uncanny! He was living through his dream! 

The car spun and spun, and headed off toward a 20-foot embankment. Mr. Azar tried to gain control of the car, but it was hopeless. The car crashed into the mountain, but Mr. Azar found himself unhurt. He had a dreadful feeling about what would happen next. Sure enough, the doors were jammed shut. 

Then he heard a woman’s voice telling him that she had seen his car lose control and she called the police. “Relax,” she said, “they’ll be here soon to get you out.” 

Mr. Azar screamed frantically, “There’s no time!” He located a shattered window and dove through. He screamed to the woman to run away, and as they ran up the embankment, there was an ear-splitting explosion. They dove to the ground and then turned to see the car engulfed in flames. Later, in the emergency room, the medical staff shook their heads in disbelief as they examined Mr. Azar. “You are very lucky,” they told him. 

They removed his shirt, and then began to take off his tzitzis to remove the glass from his body. “No!” he said, “Don’t touch those – they saved my life!” (Visions of Greatness, Vol. 1)
Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5777 email of the Weekly Vort.

Story #1018

Pocket Guards
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

Shneur Zalman Stern is a talented photographer and computer programmer, originally from Kentucky. He attended Hadar HaTorah in the 70's, the first yeshivafor young men who had little or no Jewish background. He was very close with the famous chasid, Rabbi Yisroel Jacobson,* who founded the yeshiva.
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Rabbi Yisroel Jacobson

The road to a Torah life has its ups and downs. Once, on a Saturday night, after Shabbos was over, against Rabbi Jacobson's advice, Stern went to visit a photographer in Far Rockaway, Queens, the last stop on the subway line. They spoke for several hours, and it was well after midnight when Schneur Zalman finally left. He went to the station to catch a subway train back to Brooklyn.


He took note that there was no one else on the platform except himself. But suddenly two black youths grabbed his arms from behind and demanded his money.


With his heart pounding, Shneur Zalman said to them, "If you rob me or hurt me, you should know that there is a G-d in the world, and He will surely pay you back, in this world or in the next."


They sneered. One of the youths shoved his hand into Shneur Zalman's pants pocket and made a grab for his money, but then suddenly he began to scream:


"Aiy! Aiy yaiy yaiy! Pocket guards! He got pocket guards!"


His fingers had gotten tangled in the tzitzis strings of Stern's 'little tallit' [four-cornered sleeveless garment worn under a male's shirt], and it cast a fear upon him. Extricating his fingers with difficulty, he jumped away and ran off as fast as he could, shouting, "Pocket guards! Pocket guards!"


The other young man was deeply affected. "Listen," he said. "You'll never catch a train here. The next one doesn't come till morning. Come with me. I'll take you to a different station."


And so, in the dark night, he led Shneur Zalman out of the station, and across several fields, till they came to another station, where he caught a train, and finally returned to the yeshiva.


Before they parted company, Stern gave the former mugger his blessing.

The tzitzis had protected Shneur Zalman Stern physically and spiritually, saving him from one gangster, and transforming the other into an angel of kindness!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Expanded by Yerachmiel Tilles from a weekly email of Dovid Sholom Pape, editor of "The Moshiach Times" (I also heard this story directly from S.Z.S.).

Editor's note: It happens that Rabbi Jacobson's yahrzeit falls at the beginning of this week, on Sunday, Sivan 27.

Connection: Weekly reading of Shelach (end--which is also the 3rd and final paragraph of the Shma Yisrael prayer), is the biblical source for the commandment of tzitzis.

Reprinted from the Parshat Shelach 5777 email of KabbalOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.  www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Responsibility of a Father


A boy once approached the Gerrer Rebbe, OB”M, and complained that his father was remiss in his responsibility to provide for his family. When the Rebbe spoke to the father, the man explained that he worked many years to support his family, and now that his children were getting a little older, he felt that his children should be able to fend for themselves. He felt it was no longer his responsibility. 
The Rebbe said in response, “When the Jews in the desert complained that they wanted meat, Moshe asked, ‘Did I conceive these people? Where will I get meat for them?’ (Bamidbar 11: 12-13)


This implies that only because he did not bear the nation could he excuse himself from giving them meat. Had they been his children, however, it would’ve been inexcusable. A father must always do his best to provide for his family.” 
Comment: A father’s not “off-the-hook” for the actions of his son when he says “Baruch Shepotrani” at his Bar Mitzvah. A mother never stops being there for her daughter. And no, a child doesn’t stop being a child when he or she gets married and becomes independent. Family is there for each other, through thick and thin. At least it should be. (Story by Rabbi Ephraim Nisenbaum)
Reprinted from the Parshas Beha’alosecha 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly.

The Goat and the Grandson
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Here is a story I just heard about a Jewish wedding 20 years ago in Israel.


The young couple getting married were Baali Tshuva; namely Jews from non-religious families who decided to become observant.


The atmosphere was a bit tense being that their families didn’t exactly agree with the Torah and commandments but it was generally happy especially for the bride’s and groom’s friends who were dancing singing and rejoicing to the music. (Men and women separately of course).


But when the band stopped and everyone sat down to eat the groom’s grandfather, who had perhaps taken a few too many Le’Chiams, seized the opportunity between courses, climbed on the stage, and with a full wine glass in one hand and the microphone in the other, announced that he wanted silence.


He had a sort of inebriated, maybe even angry look on his face that made everyone a bit apprehensive, hoping he wouldn’t make an issue of the non-observant factor. After a few minutes everyone stopped talking, gave him their attention and hoped there wouldn’t be a scene as he cleared his throat and began.


"First of all, thank you all for coming. Even the religious people. (Nervous laughter from the crowd). Second, I want to make a Mazal Tov toast to my grandson and his new wife and I hope they appreciate the 50,000 dollars we put out for this wedding.”� (more nervous laughter). He took a sip from his glass and continued. “And…”  He cleared his throat, waited again for complete silence and began, “I want to tell a story about religious Jews.


"Over seventy years ago, before the holocaust, there was a small town in Poland where there lived a lot of ultra-orthodox, Chassidic Jews. The boys starting from three years old went to Cheder to learn Torah all day till they got married. And then they kept learning as much as possible for the rest of their lives.


But it so happened that one of the boys there was a black sheep. From the beginning he didn’t fit in, not only did he not sit and learn like the other children. he was what they call a trouble maker.


"He either came late to class or didn’t come at all. And he loved to do crazy things, like what they call 'practical jokes'. Anyway, somehow he made it to the seventh grade, but by the time he was twelve he had done so many practical jokes and crazy things that he was just on the edge of getting expelled from the school but they didn’t kick him out because the fools they were, they hoped he would somehow change.


Then, one day he crossed the line. "It happened on Shabbos in the Synagogue. Everyone was dressed nice, really quiet and religious. They had been in the services, saying and singing prayers for almost an hour already and you know how it is when they open the ark to take out the Holy Torah, everyone was serious, chanting and looking at the ark when, just as they opened it a big GOAT jumped out!!


A big hairy goat! The women began to scream and waive their arms, the Rabbi stopped breathing and almost had a heart attack, people were yelling, rushing all over the place. It began jumping around the Synagogue making noises and knocking people over. The caretaker was holding his head, others laughed so hard they fell off their seats. The kids loved it!!! Pandemonium!


It wasn’t hard to figure who did it. The only one not in Synagogue was that crazy kid. He actually had snuck in the Shul early that morning with a goat and somehow put it in the Holy Ark! That's right! A goat!


"Needless to say the next day he was brought before the school board and officially informed that for once and for all he was permanently expelled!

"This is what I heard. Maybe for the first time in his life this kid got really serious. He said something like. “Expelled for life? I deserve a last request.”


"'Deserve?' said one of his teachers 'if you deserve anything it's a good spanking!'


"'Maybe you're right about that too' he answered. "But a man before he is executed gets a last wish.”


“Executed?! That’s ridiculous! Last wish?” one of the Rabbis exclaimed. “I also have a last wish! That we never see you here again!!� 

But the boy continued, “Listen, for sure no other Jewish school will accept me. Right? So I'll have to learn in a regular gentile school which is like killing my Jewish soul. So before I’m executed I deserve a last wish.” 


"Nu" The Rabbis answered nervously, 'So what do you want?'


"My last request is; okay, I understand that I deserve no mercy but what about my children? One day I’ll get married and have children. What will be with them? Why should they be doomed also? If I’m kicked out who knows who I’ll marry and even if my children are Jewish who THEY will marry? That’s my last request; save my children!”


The Rabbis were startled by this. They really wanted to be rid of him. But his speech touched them. So against their will and better judgement they gave him another ‘last chance’ 


"Like I said I happen to know this person; Somehow he managed to finish the next few years and even got married to a Jewish girl.


Immediately  after the wedding he shaved off his beard and removed his big black yarmulke (he only wore these things to please his parents) for a little red one he kept in his pocket. But occasionally he did a commandment or two, and he even kept Shabbat, holidays and kosher.


"Then, a few years later, I heard that he and his wife moved to America and then to Israel where they had an only son who grew up to be even less religious than they were and when he was eighteen, as soon as he finished high school, he announced he was leaving for America.


"His parents were heartbroken but somehow before he left, his father made him promise that no matter what he would marry a Jewish girl. And it worked! In America, although he had nothing to do with Judaism and was completely non-observant, by some miracle he married a Jewish girl and, like his parents, he and his wife had an only son.


"But this son was different from his parents and grandparents. He decided to become a Rabbi! A real observant Rabbi! So his grandfather's 'last wish' by the goat episode became a reality his offspring were saved!


The old man finished off the wine in the glass he was holding and concluded.


"The reason I'm telling this story tonight is because that troublemaker that put the goat in the Ark back then was ME!  And the groom whose wedding we are celebrating tonight!! Is my grandson!!


"So, the moral is when you educate a child, remember! You are educating not just him but his children and children's children for all generations!"

Reprinted from the Parshat Shelach 5777 email of the Ohr Tmimim Yeshiva in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Segula of Maftir Yonah
By Rabbi Label Lam
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Rabbi Label Lam  Rabbi Shimshon Pincus


Years ago I had the honor and privilege to hear the following story from Rabbi Shimshon Pincus ztl. He told us about a fine young man that had earned a marvelous shidduch, marriage match with a prominent family. This young man was an only child born to his parents after twenty-four years of marriage. Rabbi Pincus ztl. had asked the father if he had any sense of why they merited to have a child that year. Had there been any unusual incident? This was his story:

After twenty three years of childless marriage and approaching the edge of despair the husband did what amounts to an act of desperation. He had heard that on the other side of Jerusalem there was a small Chassidic Synagogue that held out a special promise. Anyone who would attain for himself on the holy day of Yom Kippur the honor of Mafir Yonah their request would most certainly be answered in the affirmative.

So with not much more than that hope he uprooted himself from his usual place in the Yeshiva where he had a seat of honor, and traveled to unfamiliar territory where he would be a stranger on a back bench. He arrived early enough on the eve of Yom Kippur and arranged with the one in charge and secured for himself for a hefty price the coveted Maftir Yonah.

After Kol Nidre and all the evening prayers while exiting the synagogue he noticed another young man like himself also not dressed like a Chassid seeming slightly out of place. He approached and asked him why he was praying here in this particular Shteibl for Yom Kippur. The young fellow told his tearful tale that he and his wife had been married for almost three years and they had not yet been blessed with children. He had heard that whoever would attain Maftir Yonah in this Synagogue would be granted their heart’s desire and he hoped to put in a modest bid for Maftir Yonah the next day.

The man just listened with astonishment. He could have slammed him with the sad news that he had already locked up the important honor for himself and made a good case why he was more needy and deserving but he rather said nothing. He just picked himself up and left returning to his place on the other side of Jerusalem.


That year his wife conceived and gave birth to their child. He felt that he his deepest wish was granted that year not because he got Maftir Yonah but rather because he didn’t say a word and he let someone else have it instead.

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5777 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.
It Once Happened

“From Where will

My Help Come?”


Reb Shmuel Brin sat in a waiting room packed with chasidim who had traveled from far and near to seek the advice of the Rebbe Maharash--the Fourth Lubavitcher Rebbe. A tense atmosphere prevailed and showed itself in the serious and worried faces of all. Reb Shmuel was well known, the owner of a distillery which produced vodka, and an ardent follower of the Rebbe Maharash. He had been waiting to see the Rebbe for days, and now his turn had come, and he sat reciting Psalms with a broken spirit.
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The Rebbe Maharash


He entered the Rebbe's study, and was overcome with emotion--what had he done to bring this terrible calamity upon himself? He began to explain the situation to the Rebbe: "As the Rebbe knows, I earn my livelihood from my distillery. A certain tax is paid to the government for the amount of liquor produced, and a special meter attached to the fermenting vat measures each quart. From time to time an inspector comes to assess the taxes due.


"Until now there has never been any trouble, but it seems that one of my employees has found a way, through making a small hole in the vat, of siphoning off some of the vodka, and thereby bypassing the meter. The vodka he managed to steal he sold to his friends, and so he cheated both me and the government. I have no idea how long this has been going on, but this is how it came to my attention:


"A second worker caught the first thief red-handed, and demanded a share in the take. The first thief agreed, but later they had an argument and the second "partner" went to the police. Upon investigation, the police discovered the swindle and arrested the thief. When questioned, he admitted the theft, but he claimed that it was done on my orders.


"I don't know why, but then the police freed the thief and arrested me instead. My family barely managed to bail me out and I came here right here away to seek your advice. The penalty for cheating the government is very severe--there is even the possibility of life imprisonment or slave-labor in Siberia."


With that, Reb Shmuel broke into uncontrollable sobs, crying "Rebbe! Help me! me'ayin yavo ezri--From where will come my help?"


The Rebbe was thoughful for a while, and then responded: "Yes, your help will come from me'ayin, from the Unknown, from G-d. Return to your home, and when you will meet a Jew in trouble who will say: 'Me'ayin yavo ezri' help him; then G-d will also help you."


Reb Shmuel left very much encouraged. Not long after, Reb Shmuel heard about a terrible misfortune that had befallen his old friend Reb Chaim. He had become destitute in a devastating fire which destroyed his entire inn. With a house full of children, Reb Chaim was desperate.


Reb Shmuel went seaching for his friend, and found him sitting near some scorched wooden logs where his inn had previously stood.


The two friends greeted each other warmly. Reb Shmuel eagerly offered his friend a loan, but he shook his head. "Where would you get the money? You have troubles enough of your own," he replied. "As we say in Psalms: 'From where will come my help? My help will come from G-d.'"


As soon as he heard the words of his Rebbe echoed by Reb Chaim, he was even more anxious to extend his help. He didn't let Reb Chaim go until he finally accepted the proffered money.


Weeks passed and finally the day of the trial arrived. Many members of the community appeared to testify on behalf of Reb Shmuel, but things didn't go well for him. The two accusers swore that they acted under orders of their boss, and the prosecutor made a fiery speech denouncing Brin as a swindler of the worst type. Brin could only repeat over and over again that he was innocent of the charges.


After the lawyers had concluded their arguments, the judge proceeded to summarize the case and instruct the jury. He concluded his speech saying, "I want to recount the following episode which has a bearing on the case: Once, the young son of a nobleman was traveling by train. He left his luggage on the platform to get some refreshment. On his return it was missing, and along with it, all of his money and ticket. For a couple of days he hung around the station hungry and miserable, noticed by no one.


"Then a man descended from an incoming train, and with one look at the boy, invited him to partake of a meal at his expense. The boy accepted gratefully and told the stranger about his predicament. The man reached into his pocket and gave him money for a ticket. When the boy requested his name, so that he could repay him, he refused, saying that one day the boy would pass on the favor to another, and that would be his reward.


"Members of the jury," concluded the judge, "this man that you see before you is the very man who helped me so many long years ago! Such a man could not be liar and a thief! A man who could so graciously help a complete stranger with no thought of recompense could never commit this crime! I leave it up to you to decide!"


In a few minutes the verdict was returned. "Not guilty!" Reb Shmuel Brin did not immediately hear the verdict. His mind was on the words of his saintly Rebbe: "Fill the void of another in distress, and G-d will fill yours."

Reprinted from the Parshat Korach 5752/1992 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
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