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The Purpose of Making

A Blessing on Fruits

By David Bibi
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Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky tells a legend which I heard many times from my Rabbi [Abittan]. 


The story is told about the Rabbi known as the Toldos Aharon. He was sitting at his table with one of his Chasidim. After a very long while, the sexton brought a bowl of beautiful fruit to the table. It was quite appealing and the Rebbe noticed the sparkle in the eye of the hungry patron. The Rebbe invited his disciple to make a blessing over the shiny crimson apple.


The guest declared that such a beautiful fruit was worthy of a beautiful blessing and he resolved to make a blessing with his entire heart one truly befitting this marvelous creation. The student stood up, held the apple in both his hands, and spent a few minutes contemplating the delicious fruit that Hashem had created. His eyes sparkled in anticipation, which enthused him even more. Carefully he annunciated every word of the blessing. Swaying back and forth he began, “Baruch Atah, Blessed art Thou . . . ”


After what must have been the most eloquent blessing the man ever recited, he bit excitedly into the delicious fruit, and after swallowing, he once again praised the beautiful taste and appearance.


The man seemed to revel in his act of spirituality, and the Rebbe knew he had to explain something to him.


“You made a beautiful bracha my dear disciple,” he began. “Now I will teach you the difference between your blessing and the blessing of a complete tzadik.”


 “You saw the fruit. You wanted to eat it. But alas, one is not allowed to eat a fruit without a blessing over it. And so you made a most beautiful blessing. It is truly commendable.


 “A complete tzadik, however, does not have his mind set on fruit. He wants to bless Hashem for his beautiful handiwork. But alas, one is not allowed to make that blessing without partaking in the pleasure of His handiwork. And so he looks for a fruit. When he finds the fruit, he is now ready to make the blessing he had long waited to make.”


Rabbi Abittan told us that most of us bless to eat, but there are the few special ones who only eat in order to bless.

Reprinted from the Parshat Matot-Masei 5777 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

We Don't Even Know

By Rabbi David Ashear


We have a Mitzva every single day to remember what Balak and Bilaam tried to do to the Jewish people in the desert, "ה צדקות דעת למען"-so that we will know about the righteousness of Hashem. The Jews there were in grave danger. Bilaam knew the precise moment that his curse could take effect. Yet Hashem protected His people and didn't allow it to happen. 


The Jews had no idea what danger they were in. They went about their daily routine, oblivious to what was going on. But, they had Hashem protecting them. That is something we must remind ourselves every day.


There are so many dangers out there that we have no idea about. We have to appreciate that we have Someone protecting us from them. Most of the time we don't even know what Hashem is saving us from. But, Baruch Hashem, we can always feel secure knowing that He is protecting us. 


A woman in my neighborhood wanted to sell her house. She found a buyer who was even willing to let her live there for another twelve years after the sale. He came to the house with his engineer, and they discovered that the house was slightly slanted. 


The man agreed to do the deal on condition that the woman fix the main beam of the house to make it perfectly level. She priced it out and found that it would cost twelve thousand dollars. She agreed to the condition, saying that eventually she'd get around to making the repair. 


But the man said, "No. I need it to be done right away in order for me to sign that contract." So two weeks ago, the contractor came over to do the job. In the middle of the job, he called her over and asked if she was waking up feeling woozy lately. 


She answered, "Actually, yes. I don't know what's causing it." 


The contractor then showed her a slow gas leak from behind that main beam. He said, "Luckily you called me when you did, because if this continued, then G-d forbid, one day you might not have woken up at all." 


This was Hashem protecting her from a danger she could not have known about. This is "ה דעת למען "-letting us know Hashem's righteousness. 


Last week, I was sitting in my house one afternoon and I heard a loud explosion outside. I looked out the window and saw down the block a ball of fire in the sky which appeared to be right over another home. It looked like a bomb had gone off. 


I went outside and saw all the neighbors running to see what happened. The power had gone out, and they were all panicking. We ran to the end of the block and saw a fire with black smoke coming from a manhole in the middle of the street. We were wondering whether everyone was okay.


This took place at a very busy intersection where there are always two lanes of cars lined up waiting for the light, and there are always people crossing that street. We saw that, Baruch Hashem, there was not a car or a person anywhere near that explosion.  


This is "ה צדקות דעת למען". Who knows who missed a light a few minutes earlier, which actually saved their lives? Who knows who was delayed and didn't cross that street? Only Hashem knows all the dangers, but the same Hashem is protecting us. We have to remember this lesson every day and appreciate His protection all the time.

Reprinted from the July 18, 2017 email of Emunah Daily.

It Once Happened

A Brand New Bed for

The Chozeh of Lublin
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The town was buzzing with the great news of the impending visit of the tzadik. Reb Yossele, the son of Reb Mordechai of Neshchitz, couldn't rest from the moment he heard that the tzadik Reb Yaakov Yitzchak, the famous "Seer" or "Chozeh" of Lublin would be passing through his town. He had heard many awesome reports about this holy man and he burned with the desire to meet him and glean some insight from him.


So intent was he to host the great tzadik that he commissioned a local carpenter to build a bed especially for the Chozeh. He undertook this extraordinary preparation because he had heard it said that when the "Seer" travelled and had to sleep in a strange bed, he would sometimes be heard to cry out, "It's prickly! It's prickly!" Wanting to avoid any possible discomfort for the tzadik, he decided to provide a brand-new bed for him, and thus eliminate any possible problem.


Reb Yossele was very exacting in his instructions to the carpenter. First of all, he was careful to choose a workman who was known to be a G-d-fearing man; second, he instructed the carpenter to immerse himself in the mikva before beginning his work, and to very carefully guard himself from impure thoughts while he was working.


For his part, the carpenter was not anxious to accept this complicated assignment. He was particularly unwilling since the work would have to commence during the first week of the month of Av, the intense mourning period for the Holy Temple. However, since his rebbe had made the request of him, he couldn't bring himself to refuse. He undertook the job in a depressed frame of mind, feeling spiritually unworthy of the task ahead. Despite his unwillingness, he worked well and completed his task successfully and in good time.


When the bed was finished, Reb Yossele placed it in a specially prepared room. He covered the bed with fresh, new bedclothes, and put next to it a small table, a lamp and a chair. Satisfied that his preparations would ensure the comfort of the Chozeh, he then closed and locked the door to guarantee that the bed would be untouched by anyone except the tzadik himself.


A few days later, when the Chozeh arrived in the town, Reb Yossele went out to meet him. His joy was complete when the tzadik accepted the invitation to be his guest. Reb Yossele happily escorted his honored guest into the newly appointed room. He proudly showed the Chozeh the bed, explaining that a G-d-fearing carpenter constructed it especially for the tzadik's use. Tired from his long journey, the tzadik lay down to rest.


After only a few moments had passed Reb Yossele heard the Chozeh exclaiming, "Prickly, help, it's prickly!"


Reb Yossele was astonished. What could these cries mean? He quickly went to the tzadik's room and not knowing what else to do, offered him the use of his own bed, hoping it would prove more comfortable. The Chozeh gladly accepted Reb Yossele's offer, and all was quiet. Reb Yossele, however, suffered a sleepless night wondering if the tzadik's rest would be disturbed by some spiritual unworthiness in his house. When morning came the Chozeh awoke refreshed and happy. He remarked to Reb Yossele, "Thank you so much, I had an excellent rest. Your hospitality has revived me!"


Reb Yossele was gratified by the tzadik's words, but still, he couldn't understand the Chozeh's initial reaction to the new bed, and he questioned him about it.


"Don't worry about it at all. The bed is perfect and kosher in every respect," the tzadik assured him. "The reason I couldn't sleep in it was because it had a certain smell of sadness about it since it was built during the Nine Days preceding Tisha B'Av. The carpenter, being a pious man, was mourning the destruction of the Holy Temple while he was building it, and the spiritual residue of his grief adhered to the bed."

Reprinted from the Parshat Devorim 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

I Know Your Guilty Secrets

By Elisha Greenbaum
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As night approached at a wayside inn, the holy Reb Zusha of Anipoli retired to his room. But instead of going to sleep, he began his evening routine of study and prayer. Murmuring quietly to himself over his books, he spent hours communing with the Divine and praying for the safety and security of the Jewish people.


Outside, the innkeeper was going through his own nightly routine of cleaning the kitchen, setting up for the next day’s breakfast and barring all doors and windows. As he finally made his weary way to bed, he was arrested by the brokenhearted sound of Reb Zusha crying out loud:


“Oy, I feel terrible. I have sinned. My G‑d, I have sinned.”


Who could possibly resist such a juicy invitation to eavesdrop? The innkeeper made himself comfortable in the hallway and settled down to enjoy the details of his guest’s confession.


However, to his absolute shock and growing dismay, the “sins” that Reb Zusha started enumerating began to sound more and more familiar. He himself was guilty of every bad deed that his guest described! The innkeeper could feel his long-buried conscience begin to stir, and unaccustomed feelings of contrition started to cascade through his body.


Without even realizing it, he too began to weep. For the first time in his life he truly begged for G‑d’s forgiveness and resolved to change for the better. As he sobbed out loud, the door to Reb Zusha’s room slowly opened, and the tzaddik welcomed him into the room.


“My friend, it seems we both have sins of our past that we regret. Come, let’s do teshuvah together.”


Reb Zusha was endowed with Divine revelation, and used this awareness to awaken people to teshuvah. He didn’t need to go through this charade to make his point; he could have sat people down and given it to them straight, revealing the details of their transgressions and how to repair the damage. However, it is far more effective to move someone in the right direction through empathy than with anger and recriminations, and Reb Zushe was willing to be thought a sinner just to help another.


When we describe the mitzvah of confession and the sacrifices that a sinner offers on the altar in the Temple, we’re talking about actual sins, not vicarious confessions and imaginative self-incriminations. Reb Zusha was clearly innocent of the litany of sins that he described, so why did he plead guilty? What right did he have to lie?


There is a well-known teaching of the Baal Shem Tov that when you see someone else sinning or doing the wrong thing, it is a heavenly sign that in some way you are guilty of a similar crime. You were shown the deed only so that you would reflect on your own behavior and repent.


Don’t judge. Never criticize. Although your instinctive reaction might be to look askance at the perpetrator and condemn him for his failings, G‑d is really doing you a favor by revealing to you your own character flaws.


You might not have done exactly the same sin. Your sins and struggles are unique. Yet in some subtle way you have struggled with a similar temptation, and you too have been found wanting.


When Reb Zusha would openly “confess” to the sins he perceived in others, he was recognizing the fact that he too, on his own level, was flawed. He too had faults to overcome and imperfections to rectify. He may not have been guilty of the gross misbehavior of his host, but even a man of his caliber and spirituality can, and must, constantly strive to improve.


And that is why Reb Zusha was so successful in drawing people close to G‑d. People can sense sincerity when confronted with it, and they know when you’re just putting on a show. Reb Zusha was not crying crocodile tears of fake piety and trying to trick the other guy into repenting. He truly believed that he was the guilty party, and he truly resolved to change.


When we are confronted with sin, rather than look away in judgment or glare in condemnation, we must have the strength of character to recognize that we too are imperfect and need to change. And then, once we’ve worked on ourselves and resolved to become better, we have a responsibility to reach out with love, to help others cross the same divide.

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org

The Incredible

Power of Speech
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We can learn from the laws of nedarim the power of speech. One says, "This food is forbidden to me," and he may not eat it. The food may be totally kosher, but his words made it forbidden for him. He can also make his own items forbidden to others. Because words aren't as insignificant as people think they are; they have immense powers. 

Reb Chaim Vital zt'l (in the name of Reb Yisrael Sruk zt'l) explains the passuk as follows: one shouldn’t think that his speech is mundane, because everything he says creates something — either for the good or for the opposite. His words can create sanegorim (angels of defense) or mikatregim (prosecuting angels) chas veshlom.


I once met an older bachur. At the time, he was a homeless alcoholic, living in Meron. When he was younger, he was a talmid chacham. This is his story: Many years ago he was engaged; but a relative of the kallah said to her just two weeks before the planned wedding, "After all these years of waiting, all you got is him?" Because of that lashon hara she decided to drop the shidduch, and on that he decided to live as a homeless alcoholic in Meron. Since then this man’s life was destroyed. This is just one example of the hazards of lashon hara, and just one example of the power of words.


Words can do a lot of good too:… A Yerushalayimer Yid told me that after sitting shivah for his wife, one of his sons davened at the amud in a certain beis medresh. It was the first time that this boy ever led the tefillah. After Shacharis, people came over, and commented about the speed of his tefillah. They warned him that since he would apparently be davening in their beis medresh for a year, he should learn to daven at the right speed — not too fast or too slow. 

The boy came home crying. The father, who is close to the gaon, Reb Yaakov Mendel Yuravitch Shlita (from the beis din of the Eidah Chareidis) told Reb Yuravitch what happened. 

Reb Yuravitch replied, "I was also at that minyan. I was planning to tell your son how nicely he davens. Only for some reason, I didn’t get around to it. Now I realize how much distress I could have prevented had I taken the time to encourage a poor yasom." One shouldn’t be stingy with kind words. Words don’t cost money, and they do so much to encourage a fellow man.

Recently, someone made a seudas hoda’ah, thanking Hashem for curing him from cancer. He stood up to speak, and said that he was going to reveal the secret of his recovery, which he had never told anyone before: 

"One day, lying in the hospital, I heard the doctors convening near my bed. My eyes were closed, and they assumed I was sleeping. One of the doctors said, 'According to statistics, he barely has a chance to live. Yet, I'm certain he will survive because he has a strong desire to live.' 

After hearing those words, I made a strong commitment to remain strong and pull out of the illness. There were many hard times. No one should ever go through the suffering I endured, but the doctor’s encouragement was always on my mind: 'I have willpower to live and I will survive.' That's what pulled me through the long road until my complete recovery. And now I would like to introduce to you my doctor. He’s here at this seudas hada'ah, Dr. …" 

Everyone applauded as they rejoiced in his recovery, in honor of the doctor who helped him, and due to the important lesson that they learned; how one can overcome illness — and any other hardship — by a strong determination to survive. 


The doctor then stood up to speak. He said, "Everything my patient said is true. I remember that meeting at his bedside, when I said that the patient will recover due to his strong desire to live. 


“But I want you all to know that we were speaking about a different patient. I wasn't speaking about our friend over here… because his illness was so severe, I didn’t imagine he could live, even with a strong desire. I learned from his recovery two things: When one has a strong desire to live, he can recover from the most severe illness. Two: Encouragement goes a long way, even when the patient only imagines that it was intended for him." 
Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
The Tzemach Tzedik 

And the Agunah

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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The scene is Czarist Russia in the early eighteen-hundreds. Rabbi Menachem Mendel, nicknamed The Tzemach Tzedik (third Lubavitcher Rebbe (1789 - 1866) was famous throughout Russia for his holiness, wisdom, all-encompassing knowledge and the many open miracles that he performed, especially regarding deserted wives (Agunot)


Agunot are estranged wives who according to Jewish law cannot remarry unless they have proof of either divorce or the death of their husband.


Such a woman once appeared in Lubavitch (The place of the Chabad Chassidim and their leader, the Tzemach Tzedik) with three small children.


For several years she tried in vain to locate her missing husband until finally her wanderings brought her to the door of the Tzemach Tzedik as her last hope. With no home to call her own she asked if she could receive his blessing, advice or some thread of hope. 


But the Rebbe did not give private audiences to women and for some reason also did not respond to the urgent letters and notes she sent to him.  \


But she didn’t go unnoticed. The Chassidim had mercy on her, found a place for her and her children to live and even found her a job in the communal kitchen hoping that eventually the Rebbe would notice her. But he didn’t. The Rebbe was a very occupied man, every second of his day was precious, he rarely left his room, never entered the kitchen and seemingly didn't even know she existed.


Months passed with no breakthrough until one of the Chassidim had an idea and put it into action.


The Rebbe had many young grandchildren. This Chassid befriended one of them and convinced him to go to his Grandfather, the Rebbe, and ask "What will be with the kitchen-lady?"


It worked; the child entered, entered the Rebbe’s study, innocently asked the question and the next day received a written reply: The Rebbe said to, "Let her wait."


Now there was hope! The Rebbe answered! He said she should wait. So they waited. But nothing happened.


Meanwhile hundreds of Jews and occasionally non-Jews were constantly pouring in from all corners of Russia and Europe with all sorts of requests and problems for the Rebbe. About a month later one of them was a well-dressed, for all appearances, wealthy non-Jew, who asked to see the Rebbe privately and was told to wait a moment.


The secretary entered the Rebbe's room, informed him of the new visitor and the Rebbe said to let him in.


When the visitor heard that he could enter he took his place before the Rebbe's door and prepared himself; fixed his tie, straightened his suit, smoothed his hair back, stood straight, chest out, turned the door knob and stepped in.


But as soon as he saw the Rebbe his eyes widened, he put his hand to his open mouth, let out a moan, fell to his knees, and toppled over unconscious on the floor!!


The Rebbe’s secretary heard the noise and when he entered, the Rebbe told him to bring the kitchen-woman, two witnesses and a scribe. A few moments later the stranger regained consciousness, his wife and the others arrived moments later and she took one look and identified him! It was her husband! He confessed, admitted that it was true and that he would do whatever he was told whereupon the Rebbe gave orders that he should immediately give her a bill of divorce. A half hour later the story was over.


But the visitor did not leave Lubavitch. That evening he again went in to the Rebbe and the next morning he appeared in the Synagogue with a suitcase, asked the Chassidim if they would remind him how to put on Tefillin and when he finished told them the full story.


Ten years ago things weren’t going well for him in business and he decided he deserved more. So without telling his wife or anyone else he simply left home, took a train to a faraway part of Russia where there were no Jews, married a gentile woman and even went so far as to go to the local priest and change his religion.


He went into business and in a short time became a very rich man. He built himself a mansion, had many servants, the simple townspeople there treated him like a king and he felt he finally was living the life he wanted.


So it went for almost ten years.  He continued.


“Then just a few weeks ago, as I was returning from my business a shocking thing happened. With no warning a bearded, old Jewish man with a large staff appeared in the distance. He came toward me until we were face to face, looked at me menacingly and said in Yiddish ‘You left a wife and children. It's time you returned and gave a 'get' (bill of divorce)!!’ And then turned and walked away.


“At first I couldn't believe my eyes and was really shaken. But I returned home and an hour and a few shots of brandy later I calmed down and convinced myself that it must have been an illusion. Perhaps I’d been working too hard. And I put it out of his mind.


“Until two days later it happened again. This time in a different place. I was walking from the market when he again appeared. I wanted to turn and run but for some reason I couldn’t. I just stood there frozen until the old Jew stood before me, shook his staff and said, but this time in an angrier tone. ‘You left a wife and children. Go back and gave a 'get!!!’. and again turned and walked away.


“Now I was really shaken. I wanted to tell someone about it, to talk to someone but there was no one to tell, I had no friends there. And this time the brandy didn’t help; it was too real to dismiss.

“I was scared. I couldn’t think of anything else. I was both afraid it would happen again and strangely hoped it would. Suddenly I realized that I was a sinner. I had abandoned my family and in fact it wasn’t right. I was so confused I didn’t know what to do. So I decided that if the old man returned I would try to talk to him. That way I would know if it was just an illusion and if not what he wanted me to do? How could I divorce my wife? After all it had been years and I had no idea where she was.


“Sure enough a few days later, just when I wasn’t expecting it, the old man again approached me but this time with fire in his eyes. He lifted his staff and said, ‘If you don't give her the 'get' I am going to split your head!’


“Trembling and almost paralyzed in fear I screamed out "Don't hit me! Please! I’ll do what you want! Anything!!! Just tell me where to go! Where is she?" And he answered "Go to Lubavitch." And disappeared.


“The whole thing shook me so much that, although I had never heard of such a town, I just ran home, threw some clothes in a small suitcase, stuffed a wad of money in my pocket, told my wife I was going on a business trip and left.


"After several weeks of wandering I finally met some Jews, they told me where Lubavitch is and after another week I arrived here, asked some of the townspeople if there were any Jews in the town and they, assuming that I came to see the Rebbe, directed me there.


"Well, that's what happened." He concluded,


"But that wasn't all" he continued wiping the sweat from his forehead, "After I gave the divorce and left the Rebbe’s room I began to realize the terrible mistake I had made. So I went back to the Rebbe’s secretary and a few hours later I was given permission to see the Rebbe again.  I told him what I had done, broke down crying and begged for help. ‘Rebbe, what will become of me? How can I fix the mistake I made?’ And he answered


“Wander from door to door and beg. That is your cure."


“But why did you pass out in there?”� one of the Chassidim asked. “We heard that you fainted when you saw the Rebbe.”


"Why did I faint? I’ll tell you why!” He replied, “because...... that old man with the staff that I saw a thousand miles from here was him! It was your Rebbe!!! I never have been so scared in my life!!”


They say he spent the rest of his life wandering from town to town telling his story, and wherever he went the Chassidim befriended him.

Reprinted from Parshas Mattos-Massei 5777 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Addapted from Perlov, Tzemach Tzedik #36.

L’Maaseh 
The Woman Who Didn’t Get Upset by Her Hot-Tempered Neighbor
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Rabbi Chaim Sonnenfeld  Rabbi Yosef Shalom  Elyashev


Many years ago in Yerushalayim, lived a no-longer young couple who were married for a number of years but were not yet blessed with children, though they davened fervently for this. In those days, the only way to do laundry was by hand. After each article of clothing had been thoroughly washed and wrung out, it would be hung on an outdoor line to dry. 

One day, this now middle-aged woman washed her laundry and, as usual, hung the items on her line outside. After she went inside, a hot-tempered woman who lived in a neighboring apartment entered the courtyard on her way home. As she walked by, she slightly became entangled in the laundry which hung drying on the line. 

Her temper flared up and in a rage, she ran to her apartment and quickly returned to the courtyard with a pair of scissors. Without a moment’s hesitation, she cut the clothesline and all the clean laundry fell into the dirt. She then went home. 

A short while later, the first woman went outside to see if her laundry was dry. When she saw how the rope had been cut, tears came to her eyes. Silently, she gathered up her laundry and brought it inside. As she began her second wash of the day, she vowed to herself not to tell her husband what had happened. Were he to find out, he would surely be distressed, and out of concern for his wife, he might seek to discover the identity of the one who did such an inexcusable thing. 

She knew that Machlokes is like fire, and one must do everything in their power to avoid it. When her husband came home from the Bais Medrash that evening, she didn’t say a word. However, there was commotion in another home that night. A young child of this hot-tempered woman suddenly developed a high fever and he seemed to be getting seriously ill. A doctor was called in to check on him, and the boy’s father went to visit the Rav of the city, Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, in order to get a Brachah for the child’s recovery. 

Hearing of the suddenness with which the child got sick, Rav Yosef Chaim asked if anything unusual had occurred at home in the hours beforehand. The husband said he did not know of anything, but he said that he would go home and ask his wife. When he asked her, she became full of shame and told her husband of her terrible act. They quickly both returned to Rav Yosef Chaim. 

When he heard what had happened, the Rav swiftly put on his hat and coat. He said to them, “We have no time to lose. You must beg for forgiveness immediately.” He accompanied them to the woman’s home and knocked on their door. The husband was completely shocked to see the Gadol Ha’dor standing in his doorway, and the Rav said they had come to see his wife. 

The hot-tempered woman did not wait any longer. She saw the other woman, ran up to her, and started crying. She said, “I am the one who cut your clothesline. I feel terrible that I did that and Hashem has already punished me by causing my child to become very ill!” With great humility, she begged to be forgiven. 

The other woman accepted her apology and said that she forgave her with a full heart. The first woman thanked her profusely, and her child’s fever soon subsided and he made a full recovery. 

While all this was going on, Rav Yosef Chaim noticed that the husband of the woman who had hung out the laundry was totally confused by what was taking place. Rav Yosef Chaim asked him if he knew what had happened, and he said that he did not. Rav Yosef Chaim said, “You mean to say that your wife did not inform you of what had occurred to her today?” The man said, “That is correct. This is the first that I am hearing about it.” 

It became clear to Rav Yosef Chaim that this man’s wife was very righteous, since she did not make any mention of the incident. Deeply moved, he said, “In the merit of your silence, may you be bentched (blessed) with a son!” One year later, this woman gave birth to a boy, and they named him Yosef Sholom. He grew up to be the great Rav Yosef Sholom Elyashev, the world renown Poseik!

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehudah Winzelberg.
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