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The Dog on the Chain

By David Bibi
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Rabbi David Sutton quotes the son of Rav Chaim Brisk who tells the following story as a mashal. 


The citizens of a town hire a new teacher for the children. They caution him to be wary of a wild dog who resides at a certain junction. It is a powerful, dangerous and unpredictable dog held in place by strong steel chains. 


The man likes animals and this peaks his curiosity. He goes to visit this junction, sees the dog secured with multiple chains. The dog appears to be docile. He decides to offer the dog a treat and repeats this day after day. Soon he is petting the dog and playing with it.  


Weeks go by and the teacher approaches the owner questioning why it is necessary to lock up this sweet dog with so many chains. He pleads that the dog seems to be so nice. He begs for a chance to free the dog from its chains and prove his theory. The people are not so brave and lock themselves in their homes. The owner warns him again, suggests he is crazy, but hands him the keys. 


The teacher approaches the dog he has played with over the last few weeks. He feeds the dog adding some treats. He pets the dog and plays with the dog. And then he unlocks the dog, chain by chain. No sooner is the last chain unlocked when the dog goes from docile to vicious. The playful dog attacks his savior ferociously confronting the teacher and endangering his life. It is only the fact that the townspeople come out with canes and mallets and force the dog back into captivity which saves the teacher’s life.


We live in a world filled with ferocious enemies. Given the chance, they attack. We are being told to remember what happens when the dogs are let loose. At Shittim, 24,000 people die when the advice Bilaam shares with Balak becomes reality. 


We must remember that Hashem keeps the dog on a chain, but if He lets the dog loose even for a moment, the dog wreaks incredible havoc. This is what we are commanded to remember.


We lived peacefully with our Arab neighbors in Syria for two thousand years, and then they attacked us. In Europe our brethren lived for 900 years with their Lithuanian neighbors. They were friends, associates and business partners, but look what happens when Hashem lets them off the leash even for a moment.


If not for the Torah, we would have never known the story of Balak bringing Bilaam to curse the people. How many planned attacks are foiled without us even learning of them.


Rabbi Sutton reminds us of the words of the Hagadah. In every generation they stand up to destroy us and Hashem saves us from their hands. The Hagadah continues, “go and learn what Laban the Arami, (the ancestor of Bilaam) wanted to do to Jacob our father. 


Don't we have better examples of enemies to pick from? We know that Jacob's father-in-law tried to swindle him. But do we really see an attempt by Laban to kill Jacob? We see Jacob's brother Esav wants to kill him. Why not use Esav as the example? Why use Laban his father-in-law?


Rashi explains that Laban was ready to kill his son-in-law, his four daughters and twelve grandchildren but, “The G-d of your father came to me in a dream”. We see that the plan is foiled even before it can even be acted upon. 


It’s a scary story. But we see it happening every day. How many of us are like the teacher? How many believe that the dog is kind and loving and will be a friendly neighbor? How many think that if we throw the dog a bone, build him a nicer dog house, give him a larger play area and remove his shackles, he will be loyal and caring? 


But then how many times have we been killed when that dog was allowed to do it’s bidding? There is a miracle in our survival. It is the miracle of Hashem holding back our enemies. There is the daily miracle of the enemies not being allowed to fulfill their desires. 


We should be saying thank You Hashem for protecting me every day from the things that we see and from the things that we don't. And we do in our daily prayers, but we have to be reminded of what this really means. 


Rabbi Sutton tells a story of the Chafetz Chaim who recalls as a child being with his friends who want to pull a prank on the milkman. After the milkman retires for the night, the mischievous boys in the midst of winter enter his barn. They fill his jugs with water hoping that the water will freeze during the frigid night. 


In the morning they return to witness the milkman imagining they will laugh as he goes about getting the ice out of each of his jugs. Instead the jugs are empty. Little did they know that the Chafetz Chaim returned during the night to empty the water and foil their plan. The boys wonder what happens and the milkman does not even realize he has been saved. 


My friends, day in and day out it is we who are that milkman. We don’t even realize we are watched over, cared for and protected on a daily basis by Hashem. 


Let us remember our Protector, let us be thankful and let us merit to be protected always.

Reprinted from the Parshat Balak 5777 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

Story #1022

A Proven Fertility Aid
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
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Cover of the classic Torah Commentary of the Oh HaChaim, Rabbi Chaim Ibn-Atar

Studying the holy Or HaChaim commentary on the Torah by Rabbi Chaim Ibn-Atar is considered to be conducive for practically everything. The Jews of Jerusalem (and much of the rest of the Jewish world) know that one who needs a salvation of any kind should undertake studying Or HaChaim for twenty minutes a week and he will see wonders. In particular, studying Or HaChaim is propitious for bearing children.


Rabbi Binyamin Mendelson (the founding rav of Moshav Komemiyut see below) and the Leiv Simchah (Rabbi Simcha-Bunim Alter, subsequently the Rebbe of Gur see below) both attended the funeral in 1962 of the Varshevar Rav (R. David Sperber see below) in Jerusalem. On that occasion, Rabbi Mendelson told the Leiv Simchah the following:
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The Chofetz Chaim, zt”l   The Chazon Ish, zt”l

"The Varshever Rav didn’t have children for many years. He went to his rebbe, the Imrei Yosef (founder of the Spinka dynasty see below), who told him to learn a certain section of the Or HaChaim, saying that it is propitious for having children. He studied this piece many times, and Boruch HaShem, praise G-d, he had children. Unfortunately, the Varshaver Rav confessed that he doesn’t remember which section of Or HaChaim it was."


The Leiv Simchah replied: "The truth is that every piece in the Or HaChaim is conducive for having children, because the Or HaChaim HaKadosh himself didn’t have children of his own, so he placed his power of bringing children into his holy book."*

Once there was a rabbinic convention in Vilna, in the home of Rabbi Shmuel Greinemen. The Chofetz Chaim [1839 - 24 Elul 1933], Rabbi Chaim Ozer [Grodzinski: 1863 - 6 Av 1940], and the Chazon Ish [1878 - 15 Cheshvan 1953] (three of the greatest Torah scholars of the generation) were all there in attendance. 
The Chofetz Chaim noticed Reb Greineman's daughter in the kitchen checking the rice. Later, he saw that she was still there checking the rice, so the Chofetz Chaim asked her: "How many times do you check the rice?" She said: "My mother’s brother, the Chazon Ish, will be eating in our home today. Therefore, I am checking the rice for him twelve times."


The Chofetz Chaim was impressed by her respect for Torah and its scholars, so he blessed her that she should live long, always have a clear mind, and never need eyeglasses. (The reason he added this last point was because he saw that she was checking the rice by the window, to catch the sunlight, so he blessed her that she should always have good eyes.) Later, she moved to Eretz Yisrael, living in Petach Tikvah, and all of the Chofetz Chaim's blessings materialized. Indeed, she lived until the ripe old age of 98.

The Chazon Ish, her uncle, was her matchmaker, and she married Rabbi Mordchai -Shraga Eiselman, but for seventeen years they didn’t have children. She went to the Chazon Ish and she told him about her plight, and the Chazon Ish gave her a blessing that she should have children.


She said: "I don’t want a blessing, I want that you should promise me that I will have children."


The Chazon Ish put his head down on his arm, and when he raised it he answered: "I can't promise this."


She said: "I was an orphan, and you arranged my marriage. Now you must take responsibility for the match that you made."

The Chazon Ish put his head down another time, and raised it and said: "You should go to pray at the grave of the Or HaChaim HaKadosh."


This was in year 5704 (1944 C.E.), and it wasn't safe to go to the Mount of Olives, because of the Muslims. She mentioned this to the Chazon Ish, who replied: "There is no other solution."


So she went to the Or HaChaim's burial site on his yahrzeit, the fifteenth of (the Jewish month of) Tammuz. Exactly nine months later, on the 25th of Nissan, she had a son. He is now living in Bnei Brak. **

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Torah Wellsprings - R. Elimelech Biderman (Bolok 5775) adapted and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from the translation of R. Baruch Twersky.

Author’s notes:

*It is also written in Imrei Pinchas in the name of Rebbe Pinchas of Koritz that since the Or HaChaim didn’t have children, he placed his entire strength for children into his book.

**This child was viewed as a great wonder, because in those days, it was extremely rare for someone to have a child after waiting seventeen years. [At the brit mila,] people were so astonished, they were eagerly taking turns holding the new-born miracle, and someone accidently dropped him. The child's life was in danger for eight weeks, but he pulled through. Today he has a slight limp because of that fall. Otherwise, he is boruch Hashem, well.
Biographical notes:

Rabbi Chaim (ben Moshe) Ibn Atar (1696 - 15 Tammuz 1743) is best known as the author of one of the most important and popular commentaries on the Torah: the Ohr HaChaim. He established a major yeshiva in Israel, after moving there from Morocco. Chassidic tradition is that the main reason the Baal Shem Tov twice tried so hard (and failed) to get to the Holy Land was that he said if he could join the Ohr HaChaim there, together they could bring Moshiach. His burial site outside the Old City of Jerusalem, on the Mount of Olives, is considered a propitious place to pray.

Rabbi Benyamin (ben Menachem Mendel) Mendelson [of blessed memory: ?-24 Iyar 5739 (?-May 1979 C.E.)] was born in Plotzk, Poland. He emigrated to Israel after WWII, where he became the founding rabbi of Komemiyut, a religious moshav in the south, which under his guidance and rabbinical leadership became one of the first settlements to observe all the biblical and rabbinical agricultural laws which apply to the Holy Land. He is still is considered a foremost authority on the laws of the Sabbatical Year.

Rav Simcha-Bunim (ben Avraham-Mordechai) Alter  [of blessed memory: Nissan 5658  7 Tammuz  5752 (April 1898 - Aug. 6, 1992 C.E.)], also known as the Lev Simcha after the works he authored, was the fifth Rebbe of Ger, a position he held from 1977 until 1992. Prior to becoming Rebbe he was an extremely successful businessman. During the time of his leadership, Ger grew greatly in Israel. He instituted the daily learning of a page of Talmud Yerushalami.
Rabbi David (ben R. Baruch Kalonymus) Sperber [1877 - 25 Adar B 1979], the composer of Teshuvas Afrakasta d'Anya and ten other sefarim, was the leader of pre-WWII Romanian Jewry. In 1950 he left Europe and settled in Jerusalem, where he was an important member of Agudat HaRabbanim and Chinuch Atzmi.�.

Rabbi Yosef Meir (ben Shmuel Tzvi) Weiss [[of blessed memory: 18 Adar 5598 - 6 Iyar 5669 (1838 - 1909 C.E.)], founder of the Spinker dynasty, attended the Chasidic masters of Belz, Vizhnitz, Zhidichov and Sanz, and studied under several prominent rabbinical sages in his native Hungary. In 1876 he became a Rebbe in his own right, eventually attracting many thousands of followers including prominent Torah scholars. He authored a number of important books, of which the most well-known is Imrei Yosef on the Torah readings and the festivals. He was also famous as a miracle worker. His remains were brought to Israel in 1972 and reinterred in Petach Tikvah; his body was completely intact!

Connection: Seasonal--274th yahrzeit of the Ohr HaChayim.

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchos 5777 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
L’Maaseh

The Satmar Rebbe and His Uncomfortable Rich Chasid
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The Satmar Rebbe, zt”l

The Satmar Rebbe, Rav Yoel Teitelbaum, zt”l, had a beautiful Minhag in his Bais Medrash. After Shacharis every Sunday morning, the Rebbe would select three people and assign them the special Mitzvah of approaching everyone in Shul to ask them for Tzedakah money. Also, they were asked to spend the entire week raising money for poor people, and at the end of the week, they would bring the money that they had collected to the Rebbe, who would distribute it to the poor. 


One Sunday morning, the Rebbe approached his Chasid R’ Yisrael Zupnick, and asked him to collect Tzedakah that week. R’ Yisrael was mortified. He was a wealthy individual who had always given much Tzedakah, and he felt embarrassed asking others for money, even though he knew it was not for himself. 


He approached the Rebbe and said, “Rebbe, please forgive me. You know I try to do anything that you ask of me, but I just can’t go around asking people for money. Please tell me how much is collected each week, and I will be happy to write a check for that amount for Tzedakah, and I will not have to go collecting.” 


The Rebbe answered, “I appreciate your wonderful offer, but I would still ask that you go around collecting Tzedakah this week.” 


R’ Yisrael persisted, “Rebbe, I am more than happy to simply write a check for even more than the amount that is generally collected.”


The Rebbe smiled and said, “I knew when I asked you that this Mitzvah would not be easy for you to do. However, I am insisting that you go around, and I will explain why. After you spend this week collecting Tzedakah, the next time a poor person comes to you to ask for your help, you will look at him differently. It will be easier for you to feel his pain and to understand how difficult

it is for him to approach people for money. This is something we all must feel, and that is why you have to collect.” 


That day, R’ Yisrael gained a new awareness. The Rebbe didn’t just want his personal money, but rather, he wanted to teach him a lifelong lesson in sensitivity towards others asking for Tzedakah. It’s more than just giving money that is important it’s also how we make the recipient feel!

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights collected by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Middos

Rav Shlomo Zalman’s

 Advice to the  Mother of 

Three Young Orphans


A widow raising three young children once approached Rav Shlomo Zalman Auerbach, zt”l, and asked for his advice. She said that she did not have a lot of money, but she was somehow able to put a small amount together, and she wanted to do something with it that would be a Zechus for her husband.


Some of her friends suggested using the money to buy Seforim or give it to a

Gemach, and she asked Rav Shlomo Zalman for his suggestion.


Rav Shlomo Zalman thought for a moment, and then he said, “I have the perfect suggestion for you to do something meaningful as a Zechus for your husband, and I am confident that if you follow it carefully, it will be a great source of merit for him. 
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“I want you to take the money, and go with your children to a toy store, and use the money to buy games and toys for them. Then, go home and play these games with your children. Also, make sure to take your children to the park as often as you can, and play with them there. Spend time with your children and create a strong and loving relationship with them. This will make your children happy and wholesome.” 


Rav Shlomo Zalman smiled at her and said, “Trust me, raising genuinely happy children will serve as the greatest Zechus for your husband!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5777 email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights collected by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Protection of Tzitzis #6

The Rabbi’s Advice for Traveling on a Dangerous Narrow Road towards Beirut




One of the greatest Torah giants of Aleppo, Syria was R’ Ezra Harari-Raful. Once, one of the members of his community came to ask R’ Ezra for a parting blessing. He wanted to travel to a city north of Beirut, Lebanon. 


The way, however, was fraught with danger as the narrow road leading to the city was situated in the mountainous region that bordered the Mediterranean Sea on one side, and a deep abyss on the other side.


R’ Ezra blessed him and advised that he make sure to wear a tallis katan (tzitzis) which protects one from all harm. The man traveled with a group in two separate vehicles. The people were terrified at every turn on the road. 


Suddenly, one of the vehicles swerved off the path and plummeted into the sea. All of the passengers on board drowned. The other vehicle, in which the man was riding, arrived safely at its destination. The surviving passengers were very shaken up by the accident that had occurred. 


They turned to the Jewish man, exclaiming that it was surely in his merit that they had been saved. What they did not know was that the miracle of their salvation was due to the sage advice and blessing of R’ Ezra Harari-Raful. (Chachmei Aram Tzovah)

Reprinted from the Parshas Pinchas 5777 email of the Weekly Vort.

Your Blemish, Your Beauty

By Rabbi Lazer Brody
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For one elderly Jew who lived on the border of Ukraine and Romania, his job as the local watercarrier required him to walk down the paths of the Carpathian Mountains to the nearby river, fill up two buckets, and head back up with them thrust upon his shoulders. Just about all day long, he would bring the townspeople their fill of water. Yet, there was something special and unique about this particular town. The residents were especially pious individuals, and incredibly, even their buckets could talk. And on one occasion, one of the con​versations a bucket had with another bucket led to a remarkable realization. 


One bucket was brand new with a nice and sturdy surrounding rim, encased in iron and decorative polished wooden slats. The other bucket, however, was old and rusty, aside from which it had a hole, causing it to leak. Every morning, by the time the poor watercarrier would reach the top of the mountain, the old bucket would only be one-third full. And so, one day, the new bucket struck up conversation with the old bucket. 


“I don’t wish to insult you, but haven’t you been serving our owner for many years? You look like you could use a long-term retirement. Besides, you have a hole and leak every time you’re filled up. I only imagine our boss will want to get rid of you soon. Don’t you think so?” The old bucket was discernably upset and taken aback by this realization. “Look,” replied the old bucket, “I’ve been working for our owner for thirty years. Although I may be old, I have much experience. Despite me not being perfect, who says our owner will throw me away?” 


As the new bucket took in the words of the old bucket, he realized that he had misspoken. But, in the back of the old bucket’s mind, he still remained worried about his job’s security. “Just maybe,” he thought to himself, “this young bucket is on to something. Perhaps my owner really wants to get rid of me even after so many years of loyal service…” And so, the old bucket decided he would approach his owner about this concern. 


One day, as the owner made his way to the top of the hill with his two buckets, he set the young bucket down, allowing for the rare occasion of spending a few moments alone with the old bucket. 

The old bucket, having waited for this opportunity, quickly realized that now or never was the time to ask his question. “My dear owner,” began the bucket, “are you going to get rid of me? Do you not like me anymore? We have been together for so many years…” 

The elderly man, caught off guard by the bucket’s comment, was not hesitant to reply. “Get rid of you? You’re my beloved bucket who I’ve been using for thirty years! You and I are going to the Next World together. I’m never going to give you up!” 

“Well,” continued the bucket, “I just wanted to make sure, because the young bucket did mention how I am quite old and have a hole. I myself have begun to wonder, why in fact do you continue to use me if I have a hole? Why don’t you buy another bucket?” 


The owner, looking down at the bucket, let out a smile. “Let me tell you something, my dear bucket. I am an old man myself, and it is difficult for me to walk up and down the hill and fill up water. But you know where I gain the strength to do so every day? Just look down at the path leading up and down the hill. You see those beautiful flowers blossoming along the path? You know who made that path of flowers? 

“That little hole of yours. Every time I carry you up the hill, by the time I reach the top, there is only one-third of water left. But where has the rest of the water gone? One little drop of water falls here and another little drop falls there. Sooner than later, a flower begins to grow, and then another flower and another. 
“Whenever I see those beautiful flowers you produced all along the path, I forget how my back is aching and legs are tiring and I continue walking forward with renewed vigor and optimism. By virtue of your hole, I gain the strength to continue on with my job every day. What you consider to be your blemish is your beauty. And so, you are not something I would ever sell, but something I will always cherish.” 


In our own lives, we often look at our flaws and failures as imperfections and deficiencies we wish we never had. We feel that we do not measure up to the benchmark of perfection we ought to. But then, one day, we come to realize that in fact our blemish is our greatest source of beauty and blessing. Our “hole” is not our problem, but our perfection. 

All that goes into who we are as a person is precisely what we need to fulfill our mission in life. We need not wish we were someone or something else. Exactly the way we are is exactly the way we need to be. And there is nothing more beautiful and precious than that.

Reprinted from Parshas Balak 5777 email for Torah.Anytimes.com
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