Shabbos Stories for

Parshas Ki Savo 5778
Volume 9, Issue 51     21 Elul 5778/ September 1, 2018
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Milk Man

By Rabbi Yosef Weiss

The following amazing story illustrates the tremendous insight, which Hashem grants our Torah leaders.
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The Tosher Rebbe, Rabbi Meshulem Feish Segal-Lowy, zt”l (1920-2015)


Yosef G. remembered what it was like to be new in a yeshivah. So the experienced Yosef made a point of befriending many of the younger students, becoming like a big brother to them and helping to ease their way into the yeshivah schedule. Mendel was one of these boys. Yosef became his chavrusah - study partner, and the two spent many hours deep in study. 


In their conversations outside of learning, Yosef would motivate his friend to become more exact in his performance of the mitzvos and his fear of Heaven. One issue that bothered Yosef was Mendel's lenient attitude toward cholov yisrael, the requirement that the production of milk products be strictly supervised by a Jew. 


Yosef often reminded Mendel of the halachic importance of cholov yisrael, and of how it helps avoid and eradicate timtum halev, impurities of the heart. But Mendel remained unconvinced. While he generally appreciated all that Yosef had to offer him, he continued to ignore him on this specific issue, instead continuing his lenient attitude toward cholov yisrael.


The years passed. Yosef and Mendel both left yeshivah, were married and embarked on their separate lives. Yosef later became a teacher of Torah. Over time, the two friends lost track of each other. Sometime later, Yosef traveled to a city in the Midwest to attend the wedding of one of his students. It was then that, after many years, he finally met Mendel again. It was an emotional meeting.


Yosef, in particular, found it hard to control his feelings, especially when he noticed that Mendel was being supported in his chair by several medical pillows. Clearly, something was wrong.


"What brings you to this wedding?" Yosef asked, ignoring, at first, the obvious question about Mendel's health. Mendel smiled. "I was the one who helped bring this family close to Torah. They eventually became shomer Shabbos." 
"That's wonderful!" Yosef exclaimed. There was a short pause. Mendel shifted slightly in his chair.


"Listen, Yosef. Do you remember how you always encouraged me to be careful about cholov yisrael?" "Of course I do. Why do you mention it?" Said Yosef.


"Let me tell you a story. It will explain how I came to be in this condition and why the mitzvah of cholov yisrael is so important to me now." said Mendel.


Mendel had become seriously ill, and was hospitalized in preparation for major surgery. His condition deteriorated very rapidly. The doctors were pessimistic about his chances, giving him only a 5% chance of survival. His surgeon, Dr. Tony Menzalla (not his real name) was very curt when he instructed Mendel to say goodbye to his wife, children and parents. Mendel was delirious with fever when his family gathered anxiously about his bedside, yet he mustered his strength for the difficult task of bidding them farewell.


They had just left the room, and the doctor was about to inject Mendel with anesthetic in preparation for surgery when the phone suddenly rang. Somehow, Mendel reached out his hand and picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" "The Rebbe would like to speak with you," a strange voice said. 
"The Rebbe? Which Rebbe?" Mendel asked, confused. 


"The Rebbe of Tosh from Montreal (Rabbi Meshulem Feish Segal)."


"Who's that? I never heard of him." 


By now the Rebbe himself was on the phone. "Vein nisht, vein nisht, altz vet zein git, don't cry, don't cry, everything will be good." And then the Rebbe hung up. 


Mendel put down the phone as the doctor completed his preparations. 


"Who was that?" Dr. Menzalla asked curiously. 


"A rabbi from Montreal," Mendel answered shortly. 


"Who, the Tosh'er?" 


Mendel looked at the Roman Catholic doctor in amazement.."That's right. Do you know him?" said Mendel. 


"Yes, I do. I go there once a year to get his blessing. So what did he say to you?" Dr. Menzalla asked.


"He told me not to cry, that everything will be good." 


Dr. Menzalla gave a dismissive wave. "So, what are you worried about? The rabbi said it will be good." 


And with those words Mendel fell asleep. The next thing he knew, the surgery was finished. He had woken up and he felt great! No fever. No nausea. None of the terrible side effects that are usually expected after surgery. It was unbelievable.


The doctor was pleased, but he cautioned Mendel, "You aren't out of the woods yet!" Dr. Menzalla planned on spacing out the surgery over time to minimize the danger. He wanted Mendel confined to bed-rest for an entire year. Only then would he conclude the surgery. 


Mendel was dismissed from the hospital with Dr. Menzalla's warning ringing in his ears. "Absolute strict bed rest! No long trips or plane flights. No standing or putting any strain on your back."


Mendel had every intention of following these orders and with Hashem's help, regaining his full health. It wasn't long after Mendel returned home that the phone rang with another call from the Rebbe. "I want you to come to me to Tosh." 
Mendel was in a quandary. He didn't want to turn down the Rebbe but he was terrified of disobeying the doctor's orders. He decided to call his father and ask his advice. His father encouraged him to go to the Rebbe, despite the admonition from the doctor, who had himself expressed faith in the Rebbe.


He and his wife flew to Montreal, and despite his fear he arrived feeling perfectly fine. A limousine had been arranged by the Rebbe to pick them up from the airport. On Friday night a huge crowd gathered for davening in the massive Tosh shul. Mendel too had come though he remained sitting down as his doctor had ordered. 


He watched with interest as the Rebbe entered a special roped-off area for prayer. Suddenly, the Rebbe turned around. He began pointing and motioning to Mendel. Mendel understood that the Rebbe wanted him to stand up and join him in the roped-off area. 


With the whole crowd watching, Mendel stood up and walked over to stand right next to the Rebbe. The davening resumed, with the Rebbe insisting that Mendel stand for the entire time. Mendel decided to do his best, though he hadn't stood up for this long in many months. Despite his fears, he managed to remain standing with no ill effects. 


After davening, the Rebbe asked someone to bring a chair with cushions. He had Mendel sit down, and then he gave Mendel a blessing.


The same scene repeated itself the next morning. The Rebbe had Mendel come stand next to him for davening, and insisted that he remain standing the entire time. Mendel knew his doctor would never believe that he had been able to remain standing for so long. 


The Rebbe asked Mendel and his wife to visit him after Shabbos. When they were seated in his room, the Rebbe opened a sefer - Torah book and began learning with them. First he discussed the importance of not bearing a grudge against others who harm you. And then he brought up the subject of cholov yisrael - Jewish supervised milk. The Rebbe turned to Mendel. "I want you to accept upon yourself that you will be stringent with cholov yisrael. It will be good for your neshamah - soul."


Immediately Mendel's mind flashed back to Yosef, his chavrusah - study partner, who for many months had stressed the same point. He had not taken it seriously then. But now, as he sat before the Rebbe, he finally pledged to be careful with cholov yisrael.


 "Yes, it's taking time, Reb Yosef," Mendel said to his friend as he concluded the amazing story, "but now, Baruch Hashem, I am slowly on my way back to health." 


In the years that followed, Mendel continued to maintain a close relationship with the Rebbe. On another occasion, the Rebbe blessed him, "You should be able to handle great things that come your way." This blessing, too, came to fruition, as Mendel has opened up many yeshivos around the world, and has encouraged young adults to learn and come closer to Torah. (From Visions of Greatness, page 160 Yosef Weiss).


Let us be inspired by this story to look to our Torah leaders, who have an extra special assistance from above to guide Jews through their spiritual travels in life.
Reprinted from the Parshas Shoftim 5778 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

One Spoon, One Sausage Filler = Five Lives

Retold by Rabbi Sholom Avtzon
From a Yid in South Africa


My family background comes from the meat business. We make sausages – the best sausages in the whole world.  The problem is that it is hard work. On top of it being hard work we have had a small manual sausage filler which was broken so I have been looking for a replacement sausage filler.Not only that but we need a particular spice and to make a batch of sausages you need 60g of the spice.

So I phoned one of the local spice houses and they tell me that whilst they have the spice  it comes packed in 25kg bags. 25kg is crazy – there must be someone who sells it in smaller quantities, the sales rep tells me that there is a company called Africa Spice and Africa Spice may sell it in smaller quantities, and I should phone them. They do and sell me one kilogram.

While I was talking to the salesman at Africa Spice, I asked him if he knew of someone who could fix my sausage filler or someone who has a second-hand sausage filler to sell.  He replied that it was funny that I was asking, because just this week an old Italian customer of theirs phoned to say that he is selling all his equipment and he has a sausage filler and do they know anybody who wants a sausage filler. So he gave me his number. The man’s name was Tommy.


I phoned Tommy and he said that he has a sausage filler and he is waiting for some parts for it to be fixed but I could come and see it. I told him that we were closed for Yom Tov on Monday and Tuesday but I will be back on Wednesday and it was arranged that I go to see him on Wednesday.


I drove to his house and there was the sausage filler, we were standing talking about sausages and had an argument about who makes the best sausage in the whole world. The interesting thing is that he owned a butchery shop on the corner of Jeppe and Rissik Street and my Uncles butcher shop was on the corner of Kerk and Rissik Street – one block away. So he knew my uncle. 

When we were finished arguing about the sausages he says to me “come on are you Jewish?”.  So I look a little Jewish with the beard and a yarmulke! I said “yes - of course”! So he said that his wife had a story that she needs to tell me. 


So this is his wife Carla’s story.


She was a little girl who lived in a town in Italy called Vicenza. From what I understand Vicenza is close to Padua which is close to Venice and she lived in a home with her parents and her grandparents. Her grandparents owned an Inn just outside the town.  The Inn was on a small little farm and they had some grapevines and they made wine and they hosted people. 


When she was 10 years old the Nazis (Yemach Shemom) invaded. The Nazis took over from the Italians and the Inn was commandeered by the SS, and into the inn moved 20 SS Officers. Her family was forced to live in the stable whilst her grandparents were allowed to live in the Inn but they were forced to take care of these Nazi Officers. One of the things that the Nazis insisted is that the family eat breakfast and dinner together with them each day. Her grandmother and her mother had to cook the meals, and serve them.


Her grandfather after a few weeks came to them and said that “from now onwards as he could not stand this arrangement and he needed some private space – he needs a place where he can take care of his emotional wellbeing -   the cellar is now off limits to everybody except him. Every night whilst he was forced to sit with the Nazi Officers to eat – he did not eat – and at the end of the meal he made sure to collect a significant portion of the leftovers and he would take it to the cellar and eat it on his own. This continued until the end of the war. 


At the end of the war the grandfather called the family together.  The Nazis were gone. He introduced them to a young family that were in the Inn.  The family name was Katzenellenbogen and he revealed the secret as to why they had not been allowed to go to the cellar because for nearly two years they had hidden this Jewish family in the cellar underneath the Inn that housed these 20 Nazi Officers and no one was allowed to know about it. 

Mrs Katzenellenbogen came from a very wealthy family and they had lost everything.  They had first been dispossessed of everything, and were then sent to a Ghetto from where they escaped and happened to come to Carla’s grandparents, but she had managed to save only one item from her previous life. 


When she had gotten married her mother had given the young couple a sterling silver canteen of cutlery as a present, and when she left her house she had managed to take with her only one sterling silver spoon. She insisted on giving this spoon to the Innkeeper’s wife as a token of appreciation for having saved her life and the lives of her husband and their two children. 


The Innkeeper’s granddaughter finally left Italy and when she was leaving her grandmother said to her. We don’t where you are going- but make sure that you never lose the spoon and that it stays in our family.  This is a spoon that tells a story of its own.  


Tommy’s wife then went upstairs and she came back and showed me the sterling silver spoon – it represented the saving of the life of four Jews. Whilst she is telling this amazing story – her husband who has a serious case of verbal verbosity, is chirping that he is convinced that he has Jewish blood, he has always worked for Jews and he likes the Jews a lot and I am thinking that usually when someone says “their best friend is a Jew” is never a good sign. 


He said to me that he is a good Catholic but he knows somewhere inside he has Jewish blood. Carla then she tells me that he may be right as a few years ago a cousin of his went to visit Auschwitz. The cousin’s surname was Rubini and he says that Mr Rubini walked into the gates of Auschwitz and he became instantly cold and he cried for the full two hours that he was at Auschwitz, and he knew at that point in time that he had to be Jewish. 


This is the cousin of the man that I have been dealing with whose name is Augustino Casosolla. So I said “what about you – are you Jewish how is it that your cousin is?” and he said that he does not know who to ask.


At about 8.30 P.M.  on Thursday morning my phone rings and I answer the phone.  It is Augustino.  He says “Shraga I have to tell you a story I don’t know what it means, but this is what I found out”. 

“I phoned my sister in Italy who is 90 years old and I asked her what is the story with our family and the Jews, and she told me that she does not really know but all she has is a scrapbook from their mother which has in it an invitation from his grandmother’s sister’s to her sons’s bar mitzvah. I told Augustino that I was comping to visit.


So on Thursday afternoon, I took my son Yosef and the two of us drove out to Glenvista a suburb to the far south of Johannesburg, and we were very privileged to give Augustino at 83 years old a bar mitzvah for the first time.  We put on tefillin with him, we said Shema with him – I said the words and he followed and at every single word he cried like a baby whilst wearing teffilin.  
When we came to the word “ mezuzot “ in the recitation of the Shema he got al excited and he said that that is the thing that the Jews put on the door – the only thing he knew. 

When we were finished we took the teffilin off and he insisted on giving us a cold drink to drink and he kept on saying to me “what you did for me today no money in the world can buy.  Remember what I told you that the spoon is not for sale for a million dollars – what you did for me today no money in the world can buy.


So thank G-d we were able to find this Jew in the week before he leaves to go back to live in Italy to see out the rest of his days – 83 years old . He is here for one week and we found him in that week and we were able to give him this very special present of being able to put on teffilin once in his life.


Incidentally for such a special spoon, even though she wouldn't sell it to me, i was able to polish it, so that it looked beautiful.

Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

Reprinted from the August 9, 2018 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Sholom Avtzon.

Never Too Late

By Rabbi David Ashear

There are people who did not have the opportunity to get a Yeshiva education when they were younger. They were never taught how to read Hebrew; they were never taught how to make a Beracha; they were never taught how to pray. And although there are opportunities for them to learn now, they feel that it's too late for them. They have been living a certain way for sixty, seventy or even eighty years. "Does it really matter if we start praying now?" they think.


There's a Rabbi Moshe Friedman, shlita, who was sent to give a Torah lecture to a group of people in the South of Israel who did not have any background in religion. After his speech, an older Russian couple came over to him and asked if he could pray for them to die. 


The rabbi was stunned. He had never heard such a request before. He asked them, "Why do you want to die?" 


They explained, they used to live in Communist Russia. They finally managed to leave and make Aliyah to Eretz Yisrael. Their life in Russia was a horror, but even after they got to Israel, they still had a hard life, including Parnasa problems and loneliness. The only thing they had in their lives that brought them any joy was their two daughters, one lived in Haifa and one in Los Angeles. Their daughters were their pride and joy. They were their reason to get out of bed in the morning.


"A little over a year ago," they said, "we managed to save up enough money to afford plane tickets to go to Los Angeles so we could visit with our daughter. We spent a full month there with her, and we were on cloud nine the entire time. On the last day of our visit, our daughter took us to the airport and bid us farewell. But right before she departed from us she said, 'Please, my parents, I have a request from you. I need to sever all connections between us going forward. I need to move forward with my life, but I feel that I can't, so long that I'm still connected to you and my past. Please understand, this is for my best.' 


“We got on the plane and cried for the full twelve hours back to Israel. That was the worst experience we had ever encountered. We said to each other, 'At least we still have our other daughter in Haifa, let's go see her when we land.' We took a taxi to Haifa and visited with our other daughter and we told her about what her sister just did to us. 


“She replied, 'Wow, I can't believe she said that. Mom and Dad, I have been thinking about saying the same thing for a few years now, but I was too embarrassed. Now that she did it, I want to make the same request as well.'


"Rabbi," they said, "this is the reason why we want you to pray for us to die. We haven't spoken to our daughters in over a year now. We have no purpose being here anymore."


The rabbi told them, "I see what you're saying, but I have a much better idea for you. Instead of praying to die, why don't you pray to G-d that your daughters start talking to you again? You can ask Hashem to put it in their hearts to love you like they used to, to feel the necessity to have parents in their lives. You can pray to Hashem that they learn more about Kibud Av v'Em and come to their senses."


The couple replied, "Rabbi, for over seventy years, we have never prayed yet. We don't even know Hebrew. We don't know the first thing about what prayer is. We're going to start now?"


The rabbi then said, "Let me explain to you something. You know what it's like to have a child that doesn't talk to you. What wouldn't you give now to have your daughters just call you once and say, 'Mom and Dad, I love you.' You haven't heard from them for just a year and that's how you feel. Hashem is your Father. He yearns to hear from you, His precious children, much more than you want to hear from your children. 


Even if you would pray just one time to Him, it would be worth it. If you don't know Hebrew, start praying in Russian. Hashem understands all languages. Tell Him that you need His help. Tell Him that you want to have a relationship with Him. That will bring your Father the greatest joy."


Prayer is a gift. If we think about how much Hashem loves to hear from us, we'll be more excited to do it. It doesn't matter how old a person is or how long it's been since he's prayed last. Hashem is waiting to hear from everyone. And just the opposite, if you haven't prayed in years, it only means that Hashem misses you even more. Prayer is for everyone and we can all start right now.

Reprinted from the August 13, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.
Weekly Chasidic Story #1079

The Sash and the Cloak

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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Partial view of the palace of the Grand Rabbi of Ruzhin in Sadigura

The "holy Ruzhiner" Rebbe, on the lofty occasion of the bar-mitzvah of his youngest son, Mordechai Shraga-Feivish, just before personally girding the thirteen-year-old with his first gartel (a black silk woven prayer sash), recounted the following episode:


He began by saying, children in that area were unfortunately not the best. Attributing this grave situation to their own spiritual failings, the populace there gathered and voted to send two representatives to the Maggid to ask his instruction and his prayers for divine assistance.


They said to him, "Please recommend to us a man to act as our preacher, shield and shelter." 


The Maggid's response was to hand the two men his overcoat and dispatch them to [the Belarus city of] Vitebsk saying, "Travel there and inquire about Reb Mendele. He will be your preacher, shield and shelter."


They joyfully took the overcoat, and immediately journeyed to Vitebsk. When they arrived in the city, they asked where they could find Reb Mendele. People told them that there are many Mendeles here but no Reb [a distinguishing honorific] Mendele. The representatives repeated their inquiry to various other people, but they all replied with a similar response.


Later, they encountered a venerable old man and asked him as well where could they find Reb Mendele? He too responded that there are many Mendeles here but no Reb Mendele. In desperation they implored him, "But the Maggid of Mezeritch sent us to Reb Mendele!" 


When he heard the Maggid was involved, he said, "Perhaps he had in mind my son-in-law. He frequently travels to the Maggid, and also, I notice that all the Mendeles regularly gather by him. So maybe he is the one whom the Maggid intended you to meet."


The two went to the son-in-law's home but he was not there. So they asked his wife his whereabouts. She told them that he was in the study hall and would definitely not return home until he finished his studies. However, when they told her that the Maggid had sent them to her husband, she answered that if so, certainly she would go to call him home.


When he arrived home, he was accompanied by all of his Mendele companions. The Lithuanian representatives said to him, "The Maggid sent us to you for you to become our preacher, shield and shelter."


"I will not be a preacher nor a shield nor a shelter," he retorted.


But when they gave him the [Maggid's] overcoat, he immediately acquiesced to their request.


As soon as he put on the overcoat, a sudden great awe fell upon his friends, the other Mendeles. They accepted him as their leader, called him by the distinctive high title of "Rebbe" and shuddered in his presence.


The Holy Ruzhiner concluded, "This episode illustrates the meaning of the verse [Deuteronomy 17:15], 'You shall set a king over you […from among your brothers.]' One moment he was a regular peer and the next moment, through simply donning a single garment he became a [leader likened to a] king."


Having said all this, he dressed his son in a bekesheh [traditional long jacket], and belted his gartel [thereby coronating and symbolically transforming his son from a youth into a full-fledged Jewish adult destined for greatness as a communal leader].

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a translation with annotations by Refoel Leitner from the book Irin Kadishin, where the complier, Naftali-Hertz Flintenstein, states, "I heard this story from several trustworthy individuals, some of whom heard it from Reb Yitzchak Toster, who himself was present during the proceedings described."

Biographical notes [in order of birth]: Rabbi Dov Ber [of blessed memory: c.5460 - 19 Kislev 5533 (c.1700- Dec. 1772 C.E.)], the son of Avraham and Chava, known as the Maggid of Mezritch, succeeded his master, the Baal Shem Tov, as the head of the Chasidic movement. Most of the leading Chasidic dynasties originate from his disciples and his descendents. The classic anthologies of his teachings are Likutei Amarim and Torah Ohr (combined by Kehas Publishing as Maggid Devorav l'Yaakov), and Ohr HaEmmes.
Rabbi Yisrael Friedmann of Ruzhin [of blessed memory: 5557 - 3 Cheshvan 5611 (1797 - Oct. 1850 C.E.)] was a great-grandson of the Maggid of Mezritch, successor to the Baal Shem Tov. At a young age was already a charismatic leader with a large following of chasidim. Greatly respected by the other rebbes and Jewish leaders of his generation, he was -and still is-referred to as "The Holy Rhyzhiner Rabbi" Six of his sons established Chassidic dynasties, several of which --Sadigora, Chortkov, Bianna, etc-- are still thriving today.

Mordecai-Shraga ("Feivish") Friedman, (1835-1894), youngest son of the holy Rebbe Yisrael of Ruzhin, became the first Rebbe of the Husiatyn dynasty. His thousands of chasidim included many prominent scholars.

Connection: Weekly Reading of Shoftim - the verse Deut. 17:15 is mentioned in the story.

Reprinted from the Parashat Shoftim 5778 email of KabbalahOnline.com

‘The Segulah of Tobacco’


On Shabbos night, I went with a friend, the son of the Rav of the shul, through the alleys of Yerushalayim to wish Mazel Tov to a young father and to the tish of an Admor for my soul to absorb from the pleasantness of the sanctity of Shabbos. 


At one of the intersections a man approached the Rav’s son and asked him for a little snuff (a dried and finely ground tobacco) [shmek tabbak]. The Rav’s son checked his pockets and did not have any. 


When he saw the sour face of that man who wanted a little snuff, he was filled with compassion and he told him: “Please wait here and I will bring you some excellent snuff!!!” 


He hurried to his father’s Bais Midrash and I hurried after him. We ran into the kitchen and he began feeling in the corner of an upper cabinet until he found a packet of snuff and we rushed to revive the soul of the man who made the request. 
The man smelled it and thanked the Rav’s son very much, and he did not leave until he took another large pinch for later that night, then he happily went on his way. 


We returned to the Bais Midrash to return the tobacco and the Rav’s son wanted to check the pots on the Shabbos hotplates for tomorrow’s kiddush. We were horrified to see that a shelf holding tissue paper and other paper had fallen on the hotplate and ordinarily would have set the kitchen on fire… and then the whole Bais Midrash. 


We immediately removed the paper before it caught fire and we saved the place from burning down. Why did this happen? In the merit of the chesed of my friend who went to get snuff for a man despite the late hour and the fatigue that had already set in.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5778 email of Tik Hakehila.
The Light Rail Ticket


I wanted to share a short story with the readers that happened to me a while ago but shows the great hashgacha that Hashem shows for all his creatures: 

My mother asked me to take care of something and I had to take the Light Rail (a Jerusalem type of public transportation). While standing by the train, I could not find my wallet to buy a ticket. 

One cannot pay on the train, rather, you have to pay before boarding the train itself, I felt strange and confused, no money and no ticket and the train was already on the platform… In my state of confusion and without an idea of what I could do, I heard someone call out: “Who needs a ticket with two train rides on it at no charge???!!!” 

He called out a few times. I immediately asked him if I had to pay and he said, ‘It’s free’ explaining that he bought a ticket and he did not need it and the trips would go to waste. I took the ticket and got on the train as the doors were closing. I went and returned thanking Hashem for the hashgacha pratis in details large and small in our daily lives.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5778 email of Tik Hakehila.
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