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Two Parables for Prosperity

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

(1) Puddles of Wine


Rabbi Zvi of Portziva used to lead the Musaf prayer on Rosh Hashana in the synagogue of Rabbi Yosel of Torchin, the son of the Chozeh of Lublin. He was once asked by Rabbi Yitzchak-Meir, the Chidushei HaRim of Gur: “Perhaps you could repeat for me a teaching you heard from Reb Yosele?”

“I do not recall any words of Torah,” said Rabbi Zvi, “But I do remember a story. 
“One Rosh Hashana, just before the blowing of the shofar, the Rebbe entered the shul and told his chasidim, some of whom were undoubtedly thinking at that moment about their own requests to the Al-mighty for the coming year, “I am not going to rebuke you, not am I going to teach you Torah. I am only going to tell you a story. 


“In a certain city lived a learned and wealthy wine-merchant who was honored one day by a visit from the local rabbi. The host went out of his way to show the rabbi great respect. The merchant quickly sent his servant down to the cellar, where he was to fill a bottle of wine from the middle barrel of the third row -- for this was the best wine he owned. 


“All the while, he engaged in a scholarly conversation with his distinguished guest. When the merchant had waited quite a while for his servant to return, he excused himself and quickly descended to the cellar to find out what had happened. He was shocked at what he saw there. Some of the barrels were uncovered; others were being drained as their taps had been left open; broken bottles were lying in the puddles of wine on the floor; and the servant was nowhere to be seen. 


“The merchant returned upstairs, very upset at the serious damage which his servant had caused him. He began to look for the servant, calling him by name. The servant finally answered, from a comfortable place over the fireplace, where he was sprawled at leisure. 


“From up there, the servant called out to his master, 'Listen here! I want you to increase my salary by so and so much. It isn't nearly high enough.”

The Chidushei HaRim thanked Rabbi Zvi warmly. 


Now that is what I call a fine parable! he exclaimed. 


If you should happen to be mystified by this parable, here is another one with a somewhat similar message, which is explained. 

(2) Wagon Grease


A chasid approached the Modzitzer Rebbe, Rabbi Shaul Taub, seeking advice on his parnassah (making a living). The Rebbe pushed him away, saying, I dont occupy myself with the frivolities of this world. Immediately after this chasid was rebuffed, another chasid entered the Rebbe’s room and spoke to the Rebbe for a full two hours - about his parnassah! 


The first chasid returned to the Rebbe, and inquired why the Rebbe had refused to discuss his parnassah with him at all, yet subsequently had a lengthy discussion with his friend about the same subject. 


The Rebbe answered, “I’ll tell you a parable. A wagon driver entered a store which sold a variety of expensive merchandise, and requested to buy a little oil to grease the wheels of his wagon. The store owner began screaming, Get out of here, I dont sell wagon oil! 


The wagon driver retorted, “Why did you just give wagon oil to the customer before me?” The store owner explained, “The customer before you bought expensive merchandise and I earned a hefty profit. In appreciation, I also gave him oil for his wagon. You, however, are requesting only oil, and therefore I’m informing you that I’m not an wagon oil merchant.”

The Modzitzer Rebbe continued, “Your friend has asked my advice many times on the education of his children, organizing his time better to learn more Torah, and other issues of serving G-d. Therefore, when he came now to ask about parnassah issues, I dedicated my time to discuss it with him because it’s impossible to educate your children and to serve G-d properly without parnassah. You, however, came only about parnassah, like wagon oil, and therefore, I told you that I’m not an oil merchant. 


“A person sets aside time to learn Torah, fulfills the mitzvahs and gives pleasure to His Creator, and on Rosh Hashana, he requests his physical needs. G-d gives him what he desires in order that he can continue to serve Him. But someone who requests parnassah, and forgets that the spiritual is the main thing, should take it to heart that the Al-mighty is not a parnassah merchant.”

(1) Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Living Jewish. 


(2) Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Revach.net (a.i.d.=2783)


Biographic notes: Rabbi Yossel of Torchin (1782-1818) was the son of the Chozeh of Lublin, and some say that the Seer viewed him as his successor. 


Rabbi Yitzchak Meir Rothenberg/Alter (1789 - 23 Adar 1866) of Gur was the successor to Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Kotsk and the founder of the Gur dynasty. He was popularly known as the Chidushei HaRim, the title of his classic work of Torah analysis and interpretation. His charisma and concern for the masses resulted in Gerrer chasidus having a very large following. 


Rabbi Shaul Yedidya Elazer Taub [21 Tishrei 1886 - 16 Kislev 1947], the second Modzitzer Rebbe, succeeded his father, Rabbi Yisrael, in 1920. At the outbreak of WWII he left Poland and eventually arrived in New York in 1940. He traveled extensively, bringing Torah and niggunim to many communities, of which he composed close to 1000 compositions! 


On his fourth and last trip to the Land of Israel in 1947 he fully intended to remain and settle, but he passed away that same year. He was the last person buried on the Mount of Olives until after the Six-Day War. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed 

www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
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Sounding of the Shofar

By Rabbi Eli Hecht 

One of the highlights of the Rosh Hashana service is the sounding of the shofar. 


The shofar's message: remember the Al-mighty Father, the King who created heaven and earth. The shofar's blast is part of the King's coronation. 


Thirty years ago I attended a little yeshiva, a Jewish school, in Brooklyn. The student population had a large group of children who were post-World War II babies. 


Some boys were born in the displaced person camps in Europe, while others were infants during World War II. 


When the week of the Jewish New Year came around, my Jewish schoolteacher, a Holocaust survivor, told our class the following story that happened in the death camp in Auschwitz in 1944: 


It had been decided that there were too many Jewish children between the ages of 12 and 15 still alive in the death camp. A massacre of children was planned for Rosh Hashana. So, on a hot, sunny afternoon the army of timid, trembling, staring children, barefoot, clad in rough, striped prison uniforms, were ordered to march. 


They would walk past two stakes stuck into the ground. 


One was shorter, the other taller. The child whose head reached the top of the taller stake was safe. The smaller children were doomed for the gas chambers. 

When Rosh Hashana arrived, the spirit of defeat and death was felt by all. Early in the morning the rabbi kept walking from one group to another giving hope. Somehow he had been able to smuggle into the camp a small shofar. Quitely he recited prayers and blew the shofar. 


The children isolated in the special barracks -- the death-house -- also heard the sound of the shofar. 


They sent word that they, too, wanted to hear the shofar. 


Let the rabbi come to them with the shofar, they pleaded. The adults were divided in their opinions. Entering the death-house involved terrible danger. The execution was planned for the evening hours. The bells would ring when the barracks doors closed for the last time. It was growing late. To go in there was entering the devil's pit. 


But the rabbi who blew the shofar did not hesitate. He stole into the death house. 


Twelve hundred children sat on the floor of the barracks. Their faces burned with the fire of self-sacrifice; they were prepared to hand themselves to their executioners. But not before they would hear the shofar. 


"Rabbi, speak to us before blowing shofar," the children begged. 


The rabbi spoke words that he never would be able to repeat. 


He recalled the greatness of martyrs, the sacrifices of the millions of Jews who had perished in these terrible and tragic times. "The cruel Nazis are the worst of all nightmares," he said. 


Yet, strangely, the children did not feel that their death was as tragic as the rabbi said. They knew that they were going to die, but their death was at a pure and innocent age. 


They had done nothing wrong. Yet they accepted G-d's will. This is something that would never, ever be explained. The oldest of the children said: 


"We children are going to our deaths on our New Year. We are returning our lives to our Creator; our belief is stronger than ever. Our New Year's gift to G-d is accepting his will. We have been chosen for this task because of our purity -- this in spite of our lack of understanding. 


"We thank the rabbi for risking his life in coming here and giving us a last chance to hear the shofar. We pray that you survive this horror. Tell children all over the world to be strong and to love G-d so our deaths won't be in vain." 


As the rabbi blew the shofar the alarm began ringing and wailing, joining the shofar. An eerie sound was heard in heaven that day. The cry of the ram's horn was disturbed by the bells of hell. 


The rabbi ran for his life as the doomed children's barracks were sealed. 


This Rosh Hashana I'll be in the synagogue with my congregation listening to the shofar. 


I will remember the wishes of the tender children who would not hear the shofar and make sure that today's children listen to the shofar carrying its special message. 


My children and I will also visit hospitals and old-age homes to sound the shofar for those who cannot attend the synagogue. 


Let our children learn and practice their time-honored religion. See to it that they attend services. 
(Editor’s Note: Rabbi Eli Hecht is director of Chabad of South Bay, a synagogue and school in Lomita, California. The above article originally appeared in Issue #333 (dated 26 Elul 5754/September 2, 1994) of L’Chaim, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, New York.
It Happened Once
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Rabbi Mordechai Dov of Hornistopol Comes to Visit a Shtetl Near Ushamir

The Jews of the tiny shtetl near the town of Ushamir suffered terribly under the heavy hands of the dictatorial manager of the lands they leased. 


He worked them to the bone, though nothing they did ever pleased him. 


Things were bad enough in normal times, but when he decided to vent his rage, life became completely unlivable, for the manager would cut their salaries without a second thought. 


This manager was, sad to say, actually a Jew. 


No one knew where he had come from or what his past was, but as far as the present was concerned, it was a known fact that his tie to Jewishness was in his origin only, and even that was a burden to him. 


It was the week before Rosh Hashana and the tzadik, Rabbi Mordechai Dov of Hornistopol arrived in the town of Ushamir for Shabbat. 


It was his custom during the month of Elul to travel through all the nearby towns and villages to arouse the hearts of the people to the worship of the Creator and urge them to return to Him in full repentance. 


Hundreds of Jews from all the neighboring settlements streamed to Ushamir to spend Shabbat together with the great tzadik. 


Among those who came were many Jews from the nearby shtetl. After Shabbat, the people were given an opportunity to speak to the tzadik to receive his blessings. 


The residents of the next village decided amongst themselves that this would be a chance to tell Reb Mordechai Dov about the manager. 


With great sorrow the tzadik listened to their heartbreaking story. 


He was particularly distressed when he heard that the man was a Jew. "Wait till tomorrow, and we'll see what is possible to do," the tzadik told them. 


The next day, right after the morning service, Reb Mordechai Dov told his attendant to get the carriage ready for a trip. 


The tzadik ordered the carriage driver to turn the horses in the direction of the neighboring village. The inhabitants of the village who were at that very time preparing to return home, were very surprised. 


In great haste, they, too, jumped into their wagons and followed the tzadik. 
A veritable caravan of wagons set out, the carriage of Reb Mordechai Dov leading the way . 


When the caravan reached the shtetl the tzadik inquired where the manager lived, and instructed his driver to proceed there. 


When the villagers saw the caravan with the tzadik in the lead, they emerged from their homes and stood outside in anticipation. All the while, the tzadik was very withdrawn, saying nothing. 


When they saw from afar the large and beautiful mansion which was the residence of the land manager, all the people drew to a halt. "What is the tzadik going to do?" they wondered. "What will he say to that wicked one?" they asked one another. "Perhaps with the gaze of his holy eyes, he will turn the manager into a pile of bones," they thought, hopefully. 


Standing on the porch, watching the scene, in all his glory, pipe in mouth, stood the land manager, his entire appearance reeking of arrogance. 


Yet, as the caravan approached his house, one could see the questioning look of wonder cross his face: What was the meaning of this procession? 


Reb Mordechai Dov asked that his carriage halt just in front of the house. Behind him stretched a long line of wagons as far as the eye could see. The tzadik lifted his eyes and beheld the beautiful mansion. He noticed that the manager was studying him intently. The tzadik looked in his direction with a steady and unwavering glare. 


Reb Mordechai Dov got down from the carriage and walked toward the mansion. The others, eyes focused on the tzadik, didn't budge. Reb Mordechai Dov reached the door and after a few seconds, the door opened up from inside. 


The tzadik and his attendant entered the house. 


Only a few minutes passed and the tzadik and his attendant left the house, climbed up on the wagon and departed. 


What happened inside, the people heard later from the attendant who reported that from the moment the manager had opened the door and until they departed, not one single word was spoken! 


With a small nod of his head the manager motioned for them to enter and pointed to a chair for the tzadik to sit on. 


He, then sat opposite them. 


The tzadik put both hands on the table, straightened his back and lifted his pure eyes, to look directly into eyes of the evil dictator. 


At first, the manager returned his gaze with a hard, defiant look. But gradually as the seconds turned into minutes, his glance began to soften. 


The gaze of the tzadik, however, which had started off soft and merciful, gradually became deeper and harsher. 


Then, the eyes of the manager grew moist; a large tear rolled down his cheek. At that moment the tzadik rose from his seat, and without a word walked to the door. The manager remained motionless in his seat, as if nailed to his place, unable to even accompany his guest to the door. 


That day the tzadik remained in the village. 


Everyone who had not been in Ushamir that Shabbat now was able to receive the tzadik's blessing. 


Towards evening, when the house in which the tzadik was staying had emptied of all the people, a bowed figure was seen approaching the house. It was the manager. 


He entered the house in an agitated state, as if pursued by demons. For the next two hours he was closeted with the tzadik. 


That Rosh Hashana a new and unexpected worshipper appeared in shul. It was of course, the manager. 


For the holiday, he stood practically motionless, wrapped in talit and praying, and weeping copious tears. 


From that day on, the estranged and despotic man who the manager had previously been, changed into a true repentant and a friend of his fellow Jews.

The above article originally appeared in Issue #333 (dated 26 Elul 5754/September 2, 1994) of L’Chaim, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, New York.
Preparing for Rosh Hashana:

The Secret to an Inspiring New Year.
By Rabbi Yaakov Salomon


I have always felt Rosh Hashana to be somewhat confusing. Solemn, yet celebratory. Stirring, yet scary. Inspiring, but rather intimidating.


But there is one facet of this holy day that is as clear as the clarion call of the shofar itself - it is a day of opportunity for closeness to God. Some find it through introspection, others through meditation. For some, prayer is the medium of choice, while for others it is the shofar blasts that pierce through the curtains of the mundane. But for many of us, the closeness never really comes and the disappointment is palpable.


The key to getting the most out of any experience is preparation before the event. You cannot expect to leap from the shower to the shul and instantly feel holy. It just doesn’t work that way.


You can't expect to leap from the shower to the shul and instantly feel holy. 

With that in mind, this year I decided to do something practical to get “in the mood.” Mere reflection and contemplation were just not cutting it.


Being a native of the asphalt jungle called “Manhattan,” I always felt that I was perhaps too easily impressed by anything that grew and was any shade of green. Show me an impressive patch of artificial turf and you just might catch me extolling some kind of sacred blessing. I needed to raise the bar.


So I made plans to visit the picturesque Pocono Mountains in Eastern Pennsylvania. I had been there before and always appreciated the incredible scenery and Heavenly wonders. Perhaps that would do the trick. Maybe by witnessing God's wonders of nature, that special closeness would be within reach.


It was thankfully a glorious Tuesday when my wife and I embarked on our VTBI (Voyage to be Inspired), otherwise known as Bushkill Falls. The Chamber of Commerce of this fine State has seen it fit to describe this attraction as The Niagara of Pennsylvania. Hmm…


We parked, searched for the camera that my wife (not me... never me) forgot, purchased two bottles of water for about $150, and prepared to get “connected.”


Our first task was choosing which trail to traverse. They ranged from Blue (the shortest walk), to Red (the longest). We chose yellow and began. This not being a travelogue, I'll spare you the unnecessary details. Bushkill actually contains eight different “falls.” Most of them are small, so we concentrated on the main one. It is actually quite pretty. You see the falls from a distance early on the trail, and you walk down a series of winding stairs and bridges, getting closer and closer to the falls.


Temperature in the area of the gorge is quite cool and the whooshing sound of the rushing water adds a soothing element to the serene ambiance.

“Isn't this…er… nice?” I said to Temmy.

“I guess,” she said.


When we reached the bottom and were at the closest possible distance to the falling water, I thought I detected a faint spray in the air. Maid of the Mist it wasn’t.


“Well...” I commented.


There was no reply.


We lingered there about as long as we could and began our ascent toward the eventual exit. I didn't need to be genius to figure out what Temmy was thinking, because I was thinking the same thing. After all, this was a VTBI.


“This is a very nice place, but THE NIAGARA OF PENNSYLVANIA??”


I wasn't sure if the ad exec who created that line should be fired or promoted, but I sure did want to meet him. Scenic? Yes. Calming? I guess. But inspiring? Not exactly.


We climbed our way back toward the top of the falls and spoke about various topics. Needless to say, the words Rosh Hashana were not mentioned.

The trail ends at the top of the Falls. I had already written off the experience as something between disappointing and okay. The exit sign with the customary arrow beckoned to my left. But my eye caught something. It was small. It was subtle. But it was profound.


We were standing above the Falls. We were able to see where the water originated from. The water was just moving slowly through the woodland. It was, I guess, what you call a creek. The stones caused the water to disperse into scores of different channels, all moving ever so slowly towards the edge of the cliff. Without purpose; without direction. But then, the channels all kind of narrowed at that edge. And when the waters hit the edge they simultaneously came cascading over the natural rock formations in a rushing torrent.


You want to create a waterfall, but you have to start small. 


We stood there… fixated. Seeing just the Falls, we weren’t particularly impressed. After all, we were expecting a Niagara-like experience. But watching the source and seeing how this Falls came to be was quite another story.


We sat down on a bench and peered out at our little creek. We said nothing. It was so simple and peaceful and unassuming. And then we spoke about Rosh Hashana… finally.


People always talk about making big changes – New Year resolutions.


“I want to lose 50 pounds.”


“I want to finish the entire Talmud.”


“I’m going to spend 90 minutes of quality time with my daughter every night.”


It doesn’t work. It never does. And if it does, it peters out. You have no choice. You must start small. You want to create a waterfall…maybe a Niagara, or even a Bushkill. It doesn’t just happen.


You need a creek and a few stones. The water has to crawl and meander and slowly reach its destination. And then…when the time is right…it can crash and splash and whoosh and become something.


We almost missed it, but we had our Voyage to be Inspired.


And I hope you have too.


Take it slow and have a wonderful, inspiring New Year.
Reprinted from this week’s website of Aish.com

Sukkah Shadchan
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Do you have a sukkah that you don’t need anymore? Are you planning on buying a new sukkah this year? Don’t let your old sukkah simply sit in your garage. The Weiss family knows people who would be happy to use your old sukkah. Your old sukkah will be picked up from your house.


In the past years, the Weisses were able to match close to 315 families with sukkahs. It is becoming increasingly difficult to find people who have a sukkah to give away, however. If you have a sukkah that is no longer being used, contact Matzav.com or the Weisses as soon as possible so that we can find a new home for your sukkah.


Call 718-998-6596. If no one answers, leave a detailed message with your name, phone number, type of sukkah and neighborhood that the sukkah is located in. Every message is heard and you’ll get a call back as soon as possible.

Reprinted from Matzav.com’s website on September 3, 2010.

RABBIS' MESSAGES

Is it Happiness or Crying?

By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“It shall be a day of Shofar sounding for you.” (Bemidbar 29:1)

 


When the Torah describes the blowing of the Shofar, the word teruah is used. The word teruah has two meanings: happiness and crying. We find it means happiness in the pasuk Hashem his G-d is with him and the friendship of the King is on him” (Bemidbar 23:27). In Tehillim: “Call out to Hashem all the earth open your mouths and sing joyous songs and play music” (Tehillim 98:4).


On the other hand the Torah says “When you sound short blasts” (Bemidbar 10:5). The Targum translates these words, “And you blow wailing sounds,” which means crying. 


Well, which is it?  Is the teruah happiness or crying? The answer to this question is precisely our objective. On Rosh Hashanah the Shofar is happiness and crying together. Because the greater the pain and the trembling and fear, the greater the level of teshubah. The greater the level of teshubah, the greater the reason to rejoice.


Imagine a person who is wounded and lying on the floor unable to move. All who see him will assume he is dead. However, if he still has a little bit of power to cry, others will hear his crying and save him. He knows that the moment he can cry he can be helped. So too on the High Holidays, the crying itself is the happiness.  his is the power of the Shofar on Rosh Hashanah. Happy Holiday. 
 

A Time to Ask One’s 
Friend for Forgiveness

By Rabbi Shmuel Choueka


Although Yom Kippur atones for a good portion of our sins, those transgressions between man and his fellow man are not forgiven unless we ask our friend to forgive us first. This should be a priority on everyone's list as we come to Yom Kippur, because we want to achieve the best atonement possible and we need to be forgiven by those we may have wronged.


It is a proper custom to ask all of our friends' forgiveness before the holiday and to say we forgive them when asked by them. It is especially important to kiss our parents' hands on Ereb Kippur and ask their forgiveness and, if they are not near us, to do it on the telephone.


In addition, many synagogues have instituted that before Kal Nidre it is announced that everyone should forgive each other and everyone should say that they have forgiven. This creates a tremendous force of atonement in Heaven and will affect a Divine Pardon by Hashem to all His people.
Tizku Leshanim Rabot.

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Why Does Rosh Hashana 
Come Before Yom Kippur?

	QUESTION:


 

Why doesn't Yom Kippur come first, Rosh Hashana is Yom Hadin and it's a great Sakona, a great danger, we might be inscribed without doing proper Teshuva?
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	ANSWER:


And the answer is as follows. There's a Klal and there are Protim. There's a general principle we have to learn, and there are details in that principle. The number one principle that includes everything else, is Emunah in Hashem. What will it help a person to say Al Chait Shechotosi L'fonecho, if he is lacking in Emunah. And therefore Rosh Hashana is dedicated to one purpose, Hashem Melech, all day long. We have to shout again and again. Melech means, He is the One that owns the world. Why does he own the world? Hayom Haras Olam, this is the birthday of the world, on Rosh Hashana He created the world out of nothing.

     The whole world is nothing but the imagination of Hashem. Wherever you look it's nothing but Hashem on all sides. And this Klal, this general rule, is the fundamental Teshuva. Of all kinds of repentance, this is the most important and that's most urgent. First and foremost to feel the presence of Hashem in the world, He is the owner, Lashem Ha'aretz Umlo'oh, the whole world belongs only to Him. If we concentrate on that one subject, if we utilize Rosh Hashana properly then we start talking about the Protim, the details. Al Chait Shechatanu L'fonecho on this and on this and on this...

    But remember the most important Teshuva, is the Teshuva of not being aware of Hashem Melech. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l” from a transcription of one of the questions posed to Rabbi Miller by a member of the audience to his classic Thursday night hashkafah lecture that was held in his shul in Flatbush from the early 1970’s until his petirah in 2001. To listen to the above question and answer from Rabbi Miller, please dial (201) 676-3201.

Why Do We Specifically Dip an 

Apple in Honey on Rosh Hashanah?

By Rabbi Baruch S. Davidson

One of the primary reasons why we use an apple is because of its sweetness. Coupled with the added sweetness of the honey, it is symbolic of the ultra-sweet year we hope G‑d will grant us.


I suppose, however, that you are asking why the apple was specifically chosen from all other fruits that are also sweet—why not, say, a peach or a mango dipped in honey? 


The apple symbolizes Gan Eden (the Garden of Eden), which according to the Midrash has the scent of an apple orchard, and in Kabbalah is called "the holy apple orchard." When Isaac commented regarding his son Jacob (Genesis 27:27): "Behold, the fragrance of my son is like the fragrance of a field, which the L-rd has blessed!", the biblical commentator Rashi explains that this refers to the scent of an apple orchard; the scent of Gan Eden. 


Furthermore, when Solomon depicts the love G‑d harbors for His nation, he writes (Song of Songs 8:5): "Beneath the apple tree I aroused you[r love]." Eating an apple on Rosh Hashanah is an attempt to remind G‑d of our age-old love.
Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.org Magazine
Why Is the Shofar 
Not Blown on Shabbat?

By Rabbi Naftali Silberberg

Though sounding the shofar (ram's horn) on Rosh Hashanah is a biblical precept1 – no matter what day of the week the holiday may fall on2 – the Mishnah3 tells us that we do not sound the shofar when Rosh Hashanah falls on Shabbat:


If the holiday of Rosh Hashanah falls on Shabbat, the shofar is sounded in the Holy Temple,4 but not in the Land.


The Talmud5 gives us the explanation for this surprising law: 


Rabbah said: All are under obligated to blow the shofar, but not all are skilled in the blowing of the shofar. Therefore, there is a danger that one will take the shofar and go to an expert to learn [how to properly sound it], and he will carry it four cubits in the public domain [—an act that is forbidden on the Shabbat].6

Indeed, the Sages are empowered to "overrule" a Torah precept (if their instruction involves restraint from action, not a proactive violation of a biblical command).7 Our obligation to follow such directives is implicit in the verse,8 "And you shall do according to the word they tell you, from the place that G‑d will choose, and you shall observe to do according to all they instruct you."9

In numerous chassidic discourses10 it is explained that it is inconceivable that the Sages would deprive all of Israel of the benefits afforded by one of the greatest mitzvot we have—simply on account of a few ignorant souls who might otherwise err. We must conclude that the Sages understood that on Shabbat it is actually unnecessary to blow the shofar, for that which we normally accomplish through sounding the shofar is, of its own accord, accomplished on Shabbat.


The accomplishment of the shofar is to renew G‑d's pleasure in His works, especially this world, so that there will be a desire to continue infusing His works with the life force necessary for their continued existence. If He delights in us, then He has reason to continue creating us, reason to continue His relationship with us. (For more on this, see The Kabbalistic Spin on Rosh Hashanah.)


The principal theme of Shabbat is also pleasure, delight and desire. "Call the Shabbat a delight," the prophet enjoins us11—which we accomplish by partaking of sumptuous meals.12 And that which G‑d instructs us to do, He also does Himself.13 If so, on Shabbat the delight and desire to continue with our world and with our relationship is already there—no need to blow the shofar to renew it.


(Nevertheless, there are many gradations to pleasure. The level of Divine pleasure evoked through blowing the shofar in the Holy Temple – the location where G‑d's essence was manifest – is greater than the pleasure naturally activated on Shabbat. As such, the shofar is sounded in the Temple even when Rosh Hashanah falls on Shabbat.)


Soon, we hope to merit hearing the "great shofar" that will be sounded on the day of the Redemption: "And it shall come to pass on that day, that a great shofar shall be sounded, and those lost in the land of Assyria and those exiled in the land of Egypt shall come, and they shall prostrate themselves before G‑d on the holy mount in Jerusalem."14

The "great shofar" symbolizes the ultimate level of pleasure, far greater even than the pleasure evoked in the Holy Temples of yore: the pleasure that G‑d takes in each and every one of His children. It is this pleasure that will be felt and manifest. 


Indeed it is this immense revelation, this grand sounding of the shofar, that will reach the hearts of even the most distant of Jews – those lost in the land of Assyria and exiled in the land of Egypt – and kindle within them the desire to return to where they really belong: the holy mount in Jerusalem.15

Wishing you and yours a sweet new year,

FOOTNOTES
	1. 
	Numbers 29:1: "And in the seventh month, on the first day . . . it shall be a day of shofar sounding for you."

	2. 
	And though the sounding of the shofar on Shabbat violates no biblical precept—as it's not included in any of the 39 creative works forbidden on the Day of Rest. (The Sages nevertheless forbade the sounding of the shofar on any Shabbat, because it is a "weekday-like activity." See Alter Rebbe's Shulchan Aruch, Orach Chaim 588:4.)

	3. 
	Rosh Hashanah 29b.

	4. 
	Following the destruction of the Temple, the authorization to blow the shofar on Shabbat was transferred to wherever an ordained Sanhedrin (Rabbinical Supreme Court) was convened, for in such a setting there's no fear that an ignorant person will carry the shofar in the public domain. Today, however, there is no such ordained court.

	5. 
	Ibid.

	6. 
	The Talmud concludes that for the same reason we don't take the Four Kinds on Shabbat, nor do we read the Scroll of Esther if Purim were to fall on Shabbat.

	7. 
	See Talmud Yevamot 89b-90b. This authority is subject to many limitations. For example, the Sages can only use this power in order to preserve another Torah statute (as in our case, the Torah prohibition against carrying in the public domain on Shabbat), and they don't have the ability to completely abolish a Torah rule (e.g., to decree that we never fulfill the mitzvah of blowing shofar, no matter on which day the holiday falls). For more on this topic, see Encyclopedia Talmudis vol. 25, entry Yesh Koach B'yad Chachamim La'akor Davar Min HaTorah.

	8. 
	Deuteronomy 17:10.

	9. 
	It should be noted that the Jerusalem Talmud (Rosh Hashanah 4:1) maintains that the original biblical command to sound the shofar on Rosh Hashanah only applied to when Rosh Hashanah falls on a weekday. This they extrapolate from two seemingly conflicting verses regarding blowing the shofar on Rosh Hashanah:
One verse (Numbers 29:1) tells us: "It shall be a day of shofar sounding." Another verse (Leviticus 23:24) tells us: "In the seventh month, on the first of the month, it shall be a Sabbath for you, a remembrance of the shofar blast." 
Why here does the Torah tell us that on Rosh Hashanah we merely "memorialize" the shofar blasts? The Talmud explains that this verse refers to when Rosh Hashanah falls on Shabbat, in which instance we only recall the sounds of the shofar, through reciting verses that discuss the shofar, but we do not actually sound it.

	10. 
	The original source of this concept is in Likutei Torah by Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi, Derushei Rosh Hashanah 56a ff.

	11. 
	Isaiah 58:13.

	12. 
	Alter Rebbe's Shulchan Aruch, ibid. 242:1.

	13. 
	Midrash Rabbah Exodus 30:9.

	14. 
	Isaiah 27:13.

	15. 
	See Sefer Hamaamarim Melukat vol. 6, d.h. Vehaya Bayom Hahu.
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Changing Your Life 

For the Better in 5772

By Daniel Keren


Let’s be honest. If we examine ourselves in these last few days before the start of Rosh Hashanah 5772, can’t we find a few things to be ashamed of and that truly need changing? Perhaps in past years we made those resolutions to become better, and yet all too often even before the candles were lit for the first night of Yom Tov Sukkos, we seemed to have shall we say regressed.


Rabbi Yaacov Haber, author of the sefer “Sefiros” has published via www.TorahLab.org an impressive small book titled “The First Ten Days: A Down to Earth Guide to the Days of Awe based on the Sefirot.”


This is a book to read for the first 10 days of the coming new Jewish Year, perhaps beginning Erev the first day of Rosh Hashanah. In the preface to “The First Ten Days,” Rabbi Haber writes:

Changing Your Life 

For the Better


“Close your eyes and imagine what the world must have looked like at the beginning of creation. Pristine, fresh, untainted, healthy and unpolluted. Man is created. He is naïve, pure and innocent. His face shines from the goodness of his unadulterated soul. His tongue is holy because he has never told a lie. His heart can only love because he has not learned how to hate. Don’t we all wish we were there? Don’t we all wish we could catch a whiff of the freshest air in history?


“Welcome to Rosh Hashanah. Today the world is being created. It is a new world. Today we can start afresh…Imagine for a moment that you are moving to a place where nobody knows you. They have not seen any pictures of you nor will they ever meet any of your friends. You now have the opportunity to start anew. You can look in the mirror of your soul and ask yourself if there is anything that you would like to change.

Start Doing Positive 

Things for Yourself


“You now have the chance to shed some parts of yourself that you may have felt stuck with forever. You can start doing things for yourself that you have always really wanted to do.”


Rabbi Haber contends that every one of us can utilize the 10 days from the beginning of Rosh Hashanah (Wednesday night, September 28) through Yom Kippur (Shabbos, October 8) to experiment with new positive behaviors.


The author brings a Zohar (Zohar Terumah 165A) to teach that there are 10 Sefirot or Divine emanations that contribute to the infrastructure of the world. Rabbi Moshe Cordovero, zt”l, in his classic sefer “Pardes Rimonim” explains that each of these 10 sefirot connects to one of the 10 days from Rosh Hashanah until Yom Kippur, with the first day of Rosh Hashana being the sefirah of Keter and Yom Kippur concluding with the sefirah of Malchut.

Easy-to-Read Book


In this small easy-to-read book “The First Ten Days,” Rabbi Haber teaches how one can utilize the unique spiritual qualities of each day’s sefirah in order to change over one’s life for the better. Each chapter can be read in just five minutes, which allows for reading it at least twice each day. This book is for those who would like to change their lives for the better, even for those individuals who have perhaps given up hope that they could ever do so.


“The First Ten Days: A Down to Earth Guide to the Days of Awe Based on the Sefirot” by Rabbi Yaacov Haber is available in Jewish bookstores or by contacting the publisher by emailing info@torahlab.org or clicking www.torahlab.org Published in paperback with beautiful color illustrations, Rabbi Haber’s book is a great and affordable gift to help someone you care about gain a new perspective of the Yomim Noraim and the new and better person they can become.

Special Biography of the 

Chafetz Chaim for Youth


In line with the motif of trying to become a better person, Feldheim Publishers has just issued a special youth edition of “The Chafetz Chaim: A Giant in Torah and Middos” by Rebbetzin Shulamit Ezrachi whose mother (Rebbetzin Tzivia Chodesh) told the author as a child of stories she recalled as a child when the Chafetz Chaim (Rabbi Yisrael Meir HaKohen Kagen) came on a special visit to her house to wish her father mazel tov on the birth of a baby boy.


The new Feldheim book is a translation by Mrs. Libby Lazewnik of Rebbetzin Ezrachi’s sefer newly revised in Hebrew, 25 years after originally being published under the title of “Zeh HaIsh.” As the English title declares the Chafetz Chaim was a giant in both the learning of Torah and perhaps just as importantly the demonstration of middos, good character traits.


As Pirkei Avos teaches us, Torah learning without derech eretz (good character traits) will not long endure. Most religious Jews are familiar with many of the legendary stories told about the Chafetz Chaim and they certainly do emphasize his positive middos as exemplified by his incredible dedication to not speaking lashon hora and thereby not hurting another Jew. His honesty, even with goyim continues to be an inspiration to one and all.

An Appropriate Time to Read


Indeed as we come to Rosh Hashana and hopefully prepare to do teshuvah (repentance) on Yom Kippur, it certainly can’t hurt to learn more about the Chafetz Chaim whose incredible contributions towards Torah learning (i.e. publishing his classic books on shmiras halashon (guarding one’s speech and the Mishna Berurah and also for founding the famed Yeshiva in Radin, Poland) continues to influence all segments of Klal Yisroel (the Jewish nation) today.


The new Feldheim edition of “The Chafetz Chaim: A Giant in Torah and Middos” is a perfect book for one’s children or even grandchildren to read not only in these days of cheshbon hanefesh (making a spiritual accounting one one’s past year) but also throughout the year. And if an adult was to read the book to a young child or even to oneself, it probably would be a beneficial thing to do. The book is available in bookstores or by calling the publisher at (845) 356-2282 or clicking www.feldheim.com
Reprinted from the September 23, 2011 edition of The Jewish Connection.

Story #722

Almost Too Clever

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

The Seer of Lublin once invited all those who were going to blow the shofar in his region to call on him before Rosh HaShanah in order to receive his blessing. Also, he had not yet chosen the shofar-blower for his own shul. When they all entered his room, Rabbi Simchah Bunem of Pshischah** joined them, even though he had never blown a shofar in his life and did not even know how to. 


When the Seer noticed the presence of his outstanding follower, he said: “The Talmud teaches us that shofar-blowing is a skill (chachmah) and since Simchah Bunem is a clever man (chacham), it is he who will blow the shofar here.�
Taught the Kabbalistic 

Significance of the Mitzvah


When Reb Bunim later entered the rebbe’s study for a private audience, the Seer first taught him all the kabbalistic significances of the mitzvah. He then pointed to a shofar for him to take and told him to meditate as instructed in preparation for blowing the required sounds. 


“But never in my life have I been able to blow a shofar!”� confessed the chasid. 


The rebbe expressed annoyance at this reply, and the disciple realized he could be in trouble, possibly even in danger. Quickly, he defended his actions. “I have grounds for my behavior in the Torah itself.’

The Seer Raised an Eyebrow


The Seer raised an eyebrow. “From Moshe, who delivered us the Torah. Explain yourself,”� demanded the rebbe. 


“When G-d first commanded Moshe to go and liberate the Children of Israel from Egypt, he asked: ‘What shall I say to them when they ask who sent me?’ Then, after the Almighty revealed to him a special sacred Name and instructed him what to say, he still protested: ‘I am not a man of words. Send someone else.’


The rebbe smiled. “Well said. Indeed you are a clever one. Go in peace.”�

[Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the rendition in A Treasury of Chassidic Tales (Artscroll), as translated by the esteemed Uri Kaploun from Sipurei Chasidim by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin, plus oral traditions.]


Biographical Notes: R. Yaakov Yitzchok Horowitz (1745 - 9 Av 1815), known as â€˜ the Chozeh [Seer] of Lublin, was the successor to R. Elimelech of Lizensk (1717-1787), and leader of the spread of chassidism in Poland. Many of his insights were published posthumously in Divrei Emmes, Zichron Zos, and Zos Zichron. 


Rabbi Simcha Bunim of Peshischa (1765 - 12 Elul 1827) spent many years as a business man and a pharmacist. He was a beloved disciple of the Seer and of the Holy Yid,� whom he succeeded. Known as a rebbe of rebbes,� his major disciples included the Kotsker and the first Rebbes of Ger and Alexander. 

** Editor’ Note: Other versions of this story circulate. The storyline is almost exactly the same; however, the identities of the Rebbe and chasid/Rebbe vary. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed

www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
G-d Understands all Languages, Including English

By Dovid Zaklikowski,


Some of my worst childhood memories are sitting in the synagogue, bored out of my mind, mumbling the words of the High Holiday prayers. It was simple: I did not understand the words I was saying. They had no meaning to me. Even though we were observant, and I attended a Jewish day school, the Hebrew prayers just did not speak to a kid who spoke English at home. 


Then, at age fourteen, I was inspired by the following story:


Abe Saks was a basketball coach for the Harlem Globetrotters. He was growing in his Jewish observance, and felt bad that he could not say the prayers in Hebrew. 

Impulse Visit to 770 Eastern Parkway


On impulse, he decided to visit 770 Eastern Parkway, from where the Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, of righteous memory, led the Chabad-Lubavitch movement. The Rebbe met Abe in the hallway. Before Abe had a chance to utter a word, the Rebbe said with a broad smile, “G-d Almighty understands all languages - English as well.”�

I purchased a Hebrew-English prayer book and have used it to help me understand the meaning of the prayers. With time, I learned much Hebrew from my trusted prayerbook. It was a relief to know that I could always turn to the English when I did not understand the Hebrew. Each year, several weeks in advance of the High Holidays, I continue to learn more of the High Holiday prayers and my prayer book serves as my trusted guide. 


The prayers are not just words that need to be said. They are words to be internalized. 


With blessings for sweet and meaningful prayers and a happy and sweet new year!

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Kabolos or Resolutions 

For Rosh Hashanah

QUESTION: One person writes: Every year we make a Kabolo to change, but I am still the same schlepper as I always was!

ANSWER: Let me tell you something. You're not the same, you're getting worse. As time goes on, “Ovar Avaira V'shono Bo Na'aseis Lo K'heter.” When you make a Kabolo, Bli Neder, you have to have something specific, at least one thing, Tofasta Meruba Lo Tofasta. To say in general, “I am going to be good this year,” is better than nothing, but not much better. You have to specify something clear cut.
Say, “This year, no matter how mean my wife is to me, and she'll bother me and criticize me and nag me, I won’t say anything impolite to her. I'll keep my mouth closed.”

A Great Zechus Not to Talk Back


"Toleh Eretz Al Blima," the world will hang on the person who keeps his mouth closed. The Zechus of keeping his mouth closed when people are insulting you is a very big Zechus, you should start with your wife. You can start with somebody else. Let's say you have an employer who insults you! Keep quiet. You want to keep your job, don't you? So keep quiet. Make it a Kabolo, "I'm going to keep quiet, I won't answer back."


A tremendous thing to do that, but you have to pinpoint it, something clear cut. Then you can carry it out. Don't talk in general [terms], in general means nothing at all.

Take a Little Bit at a Time


Or, you want to daven with kavana, make up your mind that you're going to fight to get that first bracha, every word, Magen Avrohom, that first Bracha down clearly and don't let go of it. Tofasta Muat Tofasta, take a little bit at a time and hold on to it; Tofasta, you're holding on to it. Hold on to that little bit.


Let's say you made a Kabolo to learn, learn every night fifteen minutes. [It’s] better than nothing. At home, take out a sefer [for] fifteen minutes. You want to learn an hour? Very good. A little bit, but every night learn fifteen minutes. Or go to a Shiur every night, even better. That's a Kabolo that is Dovor Sheyaish Bo Mamesh.


Now even though sometimes there are so many things that you should have done and you didn't do, at least one thing you're doing. Hashem sees you're headed in the right direction. Haboh L'tahier M'sayin Lo, He'll help you go further and further. But at least you have to do one thing. Then you'll get Seyata Dishmaya to do more and more. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l,” based on a transcription of an answer given by Rav Miller to a question from a member of the audience to one of his classic Thursday night hashkafa lectures.

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1True Stories that Teach

The Importance of Simcha

Compiled by Rabbi Dovid Flagler


Rav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, was always careful to make others b’simcha (happy and feel good.) One Erev Yom Kippur, a few years before his passing, Reb Moshe was wheeled into an elevator in his apartment building. He was accompanied by his daughter-in-law, Rebbetzin Feinstein.


In the elevator was a Yid who was not wearing a yarmulke. The man bent his head towards Reb Moshe, and with a touch of hesitation said, “A happy New Year.” Reb Moshe looked up and with genuine warmth wished the man the same.


Reb Moshe’s sincerity moved the man to bend down again and say, “And a healthy year too, Rabbi.” With his sparkling eyes, Reb Moshe looked back at the man and said, “May you also be benched with a healthy year, one filled with success and nachas from your children. And may you live to witness Moshiach’s arrival.

A True Kiddish Hashem

The man was moved by Reb Moshe’s words. As Reb Moshe was wheeled into the car, the man turned to Reb Moshe’s daughter-in-law and said, “It is obvious that I am not religious. My head is not even covered. Yet, to the Rabbi I am somebody!”


Lesson learned: We can learn from Rav Moshe that it is a big Mitzvah to try and make all Yidden happy, even if they do not observe mitzvos. (Recalled by Simcha S. Zukierman, a former talmid of Yeshiva and Mesivta of Brooklyn.)

To See the Bright Side


The Baal Shem Tov once called over a water carrier and asked him how things were coming along. “Well,” he answered, “I am really having a hard time supporting my wife and children. Besides, I must also support my sons-in-law so they can learn. My wife is very sick and I am getting older. I think I am going to fall apart.” 


Another time the Baal Shem Tov met the same water carrier and asked him again how things were going. But, this time he answered with a big smile, “Baruch Hashem! Even though I am older, I am able to support my sons and sons-in-laws so they can learn Torah! My wife is so special to me and she does her job as a housewife even though she is very sick.” (“Growth Through Torah.”)


Lesson learned: Everyone has control of his simcha. If someone wants to be sad, he will have something about which to be sad. If someone wants to be happy, he will likewise find something about which to be happy. (Related by Refoel R. Ungarischer, a former talmid of the Yeshiva).

The Flicker of the Flame


Harav Shimon Schwab, zt”l, explains that Ivdu es Hashem b’simcha means that we must serve Hashem with happiness even in times of sorrow.


Harav Schwab compares Simcha to a flame on a stove, which we must raise and lower in order to cook, but which must never be allowed to go out.


Chazal declare, “Mishenichnas Adar Marbin b’simcha” and “Mishenichnas Av Memaatin b’simcha.” In the month of Adar we should increase our simcha. In the month of Av we should minimize our simcha, but we should never let it disappear.


How can we ever have any simcha on Tisha B’Av? Rav Schwab answers that the fact we are misabel because Hashem wants us to be, is a good enough reason for us to feel simcha. Fulfilling Hashem’s mitzvah of mourning for the destruction of the Beis Hamikdash is itself a cause of simcha. (“In the Footsteps of the Maggid” by Rabbi Paysach J. Krohn).

A Time Not to Answer


A young man, a talmid chacham, who recently had a lot of problems in gaining a parnassa (livlihood) asked a very hard question in Gemora to which a number of other Torah sages were  unable to answer.


When Harav Yisroel Salanter, zt”l, entered the beis hamedrash, the young talmid chacham approached with his question. Reb Yisroel agreed that it was a difficult question and replied that he did not have an answer for it.


After the talmid chacham left the beis hamedrash, Reb Yisroel’s talmidim knowing how smart their teacher was, asked him why he didn’t answer the question. Surely, he must have known the answer.


Reb Yisroel explained: “This man has suffered a great deal and I wanted to cheer him up.” (Related by Dovid Yitzchok Waldman, a former talmid of the Yeshiva and Mesivta of Brooklyn from the sefer Chayai Hamussar.)


Lesson learned: Do whatever you can to make a person happy.

Reprinted from the July 2005 edition of The Flatbush Jewish News. Rabbi Dovid Flagler was a rebbe at the time in the boys division of the Yeshiva of Brooklyn.

Seeing Too Much

By Yerachmiel Tilles


Rabbi Aharon Moshe was a follower of R. Yaakov Yitzchak Horowitz, the Seer of Lublin. He always made an effort to spend as little time as possible in the company of Jewish sinners. This was not because he looked down upon them, or even that he did not have feelings of love for them as his fellow-Jews. Neither was the case.


Rather, his level of purity was such that with one glance, his penetrating spiritual vision could detect their most intimate secrets, including every physical sin they had done. This awareness made him so uncomfortable that he avoided such encounters whenever he possibly could.

Meeting the Ohev Yisrael


One time he happened to be in the same place as Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, the Rebbe of Apt, known to one and all as the Ohev Yisrael—“Lover of Jews.” The chassid seized the opportunity to consult with him, and asked plaintively, “What shall I do, that I am able to see into the hearts of others, and what I see distresses me so?”


The rebbe (who often referred to himself in the plural) replied, “My dear Aharon Moshe, in our youth we also saw things. When a Jew would come before us, we would immediately know what he was and what were his deeds. How many incarnations he had been through, and what were his mistakes and blemishes in each lifetime.


“Later on, we came to the realization that it is not appropriate to see into another Jew’s heart and the mysteries that are concealed there, in order to perceive things that are not positive. So we prayed to the Merciful One that He remove from us this ability. Since then, whenever a Jew comes before us, we see only the good deeds and the soul-rectifications that he accomplished in each incarnation.

Request of the Almighty


“So you too, Aharon Moshe, should request this of the Almighty, and thereby cease to perceive what is not necessary to see.”


[Translated and adapted from Sichat HaShavua 1073.]


Connection: Weekly Reading—“The secret things are for G‑d, our G‑d, while the revealed belongs to us and our children.” (Deut. 29:28)

Biographical note: Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel (1755—5 Nissan 1825), the Apter Rebbe, was an important disciple of Rabbi Elimelech of Lizhensk. He is also often referred to as “the Ohev Yisrael,” both after the title of the famous book of his teachings, and also because its meaning (“Lover of Jews”) fits him so aptly.

Reprinted from last week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Awe Inspiring Atmosphere

Of the Rosh Hashanah Yom Tov

By Savta Kops

Tishrei marks the beginning of the Jewish New Year

The young and old are assembled to join in Divine Prayers.

Everyone in the synagogue waits for Rosh Hashanah to start

A two-day holiday characterized by the solemnity of the heart.

It is referred to as Yom Teruah, the day of blowing the shofar

Which can be heard in all synagogues, from near and afar.

It is known as Yom Hazikaron (the Day of Remembrance)

When all frum Jews pray enthusiastically, deeply intense.

Rosh Hashanah is known as Yom Hadin (the Day of Judgment)

All mankind passes the throne of the A-mighty, pensively bent.

The Creator decides the destiny of every human being

For the New Year to come, as we pray with hope and singing.

The awe-inspiring moments of the blowing of the shofar
Remind us when, on Sinai, the people of Israel stood afar.

From the mountain, we were constituted as a “Kingdom of Priests.”

Where nothing moved – neither winds, nor birds, nor beasts.

The customary greeting on Rosh Hashanah night is especially dear

“Leshana Tova Tikateivu” – to be inscribed for Life, with a good year.

May we all be “zoche” to pray with our hearts, with “kavanah”

And enjoy our sacred awe-inspiring Yom Tov of Rosh Hashanah.

Sowing the Seeds

Of Teshuva
By Rabbi E. Hoffmann


These ten days, beginning with the first day of Rosh Hashana and continuing through Yom Kippur, are called the Aseres Yemei Teshuva - The Ten Days of Repentance. Our Sages teach us that on Rosh Hashana the verdict for the New Year is written. It is not sealed, however, until the end of Yom Kippur. Thus, even a harsh decree, G-d forbid, may still be changed between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur. 


In the Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur prayers we read that, "Teshuva (repentance), tefilah (prayer), and tzedakah (charity) annul (even the most) severe decree." In other words, during these days it is especially important that we perform as many mitzvos as possible.

Eat Only Jewish Baked 

Bread in These 10 Days


The Shulchan Aruch (ch. 603) writes that even one who eats (kosher) bread baked by non-Jews all year (known as pas palter - which is permissible under certain circumstances), should during these days only eat bread baked by a Jew. 
One might question such practices: Certainly we agree that it is important to always be scrupulous in mitzvah performance, but what do we accomplish by being especially careful for these ten days, to the point where we adapt stringencies that we know we are not capable of sustaining throughout the year? Are we, G-d forbid, trying to 'fool' the Almighty by presenting ourselves as being uncharacteristically good?

A City Resident Who 

Decided to Become a Farmer


A person who lived all his life in the big city decided one day to become a farmer. He bought a parcel of land and went to live on a farm. Knowing that whether his land will grow crops or not depends on the mercy of G-d, he prayed fervently to Hashem for rain. His prayers were answered - rain descended on his fields in abundance. 


Now he was sure that his fields would yield luscious fruits and vegetables. Yet as he checked his fields from day to day, to his dismay he found only weeds. His disappointment became even greater when he saw that all his neighbours' fields were indeed filled with beautiful produce. 


In despair, he approached one of his neighbours: "My field had the same amount of rain as yours. My field had the same sunshine as yours. My field is even the same size as yours - yet mine didn't yield any fruit - and yours did! Where did I go wrong?" 

The Answer is Simple


"The answer is simple," explained the neighbour. "Hashem blessed us this year with an abundance of rain. But Hashem's blessings are only effective when you do what you have to do. I planted seeds, fertilized the ground, and removed the weeds - so now Hashem's blessing of rain has brought forth wonderful fruits. You didn't do anything for your field. You prayed, but you didn't do anything to cultivate Hashem's blessings. So how can you expect His blessings to bear fruit?" 


On Rosh Hashana we ask Hashem to grant us everything we need for the coming year. Hashem accepts our prayers, and "gets busy" preparing a year of beracha (blessing) and hatzlacha (success) and health and prosperity. These blessings are like the rain - Hashem sends them down to the earth to nourish us, both spiritually and materially.

Our Good Deeds During Aseres 

Yemei Teshuva Are Seeds


The good deeds we perform during the Aseres Yemei Teshuva are the seeds we sow in order for Hashem's blessings to take effect. Once the farmer has sown his seeds and prepared his fields for the coming season, he can, so to speak, "sit back" and allow nature to take its course.


The rigorous preparations he made during the critical period of plowing and sowing ensure that all will go well throughout the rest of the year, G-d willing. These days, between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur, are when we do our planting, so we are extra-careful to do everything we can to ensure the coming year will "bear fruit" that is healthy and abundant!

Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbos Candle Lighting

Israel Forever

Looking Back and 

Looking Up

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach


The last Shabbat of the year 5771 is followed in many [Ashkenazi] communities by the recital of the Selichot prayers leading up to Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur.


More than prayers the Selichot service is an appeal to Heaven for forgiveness of the sins committed in the year gone by. It is also a time for Jews to reflect on the spiritual heights they are capable of reaching if they truly repent their

errors and resolve not to repeat them.

Which Arab State Could 

Build a Taller Building


Perhaps a mashal for aspiring to such heights can be seen in the competition between two oil-rich Arab states as to who can build a taller building. Envious of the construction in Dubai of the world’s tallest building (838 meters), the Saudi Arabians decided to build an even taller one (one kilometer) at an estimated cost of 1.23 billion dollars. (How ironic that the company handling this project is headed by the brother of Osama Bin Laden who was responsible for the Twin Towers tragedy!)

Reaching Greater Heights 

In Service to G-d and Man


As others look upward in terms of towers, we must look upwards to Heaven and aspire to reach greater heights of service to G-d and man in the year to come.

Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET: The Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine on the Internet (www.orh.edu)

The Human Side of the Story

Charity Saves from Death

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach


“Could you please spare a chicken for me? I have hardly anything to eat!” 
This was the heartrending appeal a Jerusalem Torah scholar heard from the poor woman who had just knocked on his door. The trouble was that his financial situation was not much better than hers. 


With great difficulty he had somehow managed to secure two chickens for the sparse holiday meals for his very large family. After a momentary effort to explain his helpless situation, he quickly switched his mental gears and told the lady to wait while he went to fetch one of those chickens from his refrigerator.

A Most Horrifying Sight


The sight that greeted him when he opened the door of the fridge almost caused him to faint. There lay his three-year- old son, unconscious and blue from the cold. He had playfully locked himself inside, and his cries were muffled by the locked door. 


Emergency medical help was immediately summoned and they were able to revive the boy. The attending doctor told the father that had the child been discovered a minute later he would have been beyond saving.


This was a timely reminder that “Charity saves from death” and that someone may give away a chicken and in return receive a child.

Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET: The Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine on the Internet (www.orh.edu)

It Once Happened

The Baal Shem Tov’s Suggestion to a Troubled Jew


The time for morning prayers had passed, and all the other congregants had filtered out of the shul, ready to begin their daily tasks. Only one Jew lingered, wrapped in talit and tefilin, buried deep in his own thoughts. In truth, he hadn't even begun the prayers, so entangled was he in the doubts that had haunted him for months.

A Terrible Black Depression


Now, the black depression - created by his own evil inclination - had so overtaken him, that he couldn't extricate himself. His mind wandered from one question to another; no foreign idea was barred entrance. And so, the morning passed imperceptibly, and the Jew slid further and further into the dark pit he had created for himself. 


Suddenly he was roused from his trance by the touch of someone's hand on his shoulder. He looked up, and to his utter surprise, the Baal Shem Tov (known also as the "Besht") stood gazing down at him. "Do you think that by thinking and questioning G-d's ways you will find the answers? Don't you recall the words of King David who said, 'For I am ignorant and know not; in simplicity I followed You and I am with You always.'

Serve G-d for No Other Reason


"A Jew must totally submit himself to G-d, serve Him and follow His commandments, and for no other reason than because the orders come from his Creator, not because of his own philosophical conclusions. When you begin by accepting the 'yoke of Heaven,' then, and only then, will you achieve true spiritual enlightenment. And you, too, will conclude as did King David, 'I am with You always.' First perform the mitzvot, the Divine instructions for life. Then you may think about them and delve into them to the best of your limited human ability." 


 Jew sat spellbound by the Baal Shem Tov's words, which entered and cleansed his heart. 


"This is my advice to you," the Besht continued. "Put aside your intellect; forget it and just begin doing. Accept the fact that G-d is our King and then put all of your strength into doing mitzvot - do them without thinking too much. If you follow my instructions, I promise that you will surely attain true wisdom and understanding." 


As suddenly as he had appeared, the Baal Shem Tov disappeared and returned home to Medzibozh. The startled Jew was trembling from head to toe, but he lost no time in praying the morning service with a fervor that he had never before experienced. The depressing thoughts and doubts which had been his steady companions for months had vanished.

Puzzled by the Hows and Whys


The Jew was left to puzzle the hows and whys of the Baal Shem Tov's sudden appearance and equally abrupt disappearance. "How did the Besht know exactly what I was thinking, exactly what was troubling me?" he wondered. "It must be just as he told me, not everything is according to human logic; there are many things which lie outside our ken. And certainly the ways of G-d are among those things." 


That same day the Jew packed his belongings and made the trek to Medzibozh. There he became one of the Baal Shem Tov's devoted students. 

Reprinted from last week’s issue of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

In a TriBeCa Park, a Question of 

Law and a Religious Symbol

By Joseph Berger


Ralph Musolino unreeled his Stanley tape measure across the walkway of a small park in TriBeCa, marking off space for the construction of a Jewish ritual hut known as a sukkah, while Rabbi Zalman Paris, in auburn beard and tzitzit fringes, crouched nearby holding the tape’s other end. 


“If the sukkah goes out onto the sidewalk, that’s a whole other issue,” Mr. Musolino cautioned the rabbi, as he chalked off where on the walkway he could squeeze the hut’s roughly 12-by-14-foot footprint. “But I want to make sure you don’t have a telephone-booth-sized sukkah.” 


Though not Jewish, Mr. Musolino, the Lower Manhattan district manager for the New York City Department of Parks and Recreation, has learned quite a bit about the often obscure structure known as a sukkah because the agency has allowed the huts to be erected in several parks, including two in Mr. Musolino’s jurisdiction, Battery Park and Bowling Green. 


But the one being contemplated for TriBeCa’s Duane Park, which is more of a triangular traffic island, has presented a different challenge. Some members of the local community board, as well as advocates for the park, oppose the erection of a sukkah, saying it violates the First Amendment’s prohibition against establishment of religion or, at the very least, is an intrusion in a tiny park. 

Permit for Sukkah Was put in Limbo


When Rabbi Paris’s organization, Chabad of TriBeCa, asked for a permit to put up the sukkah, three members of the board’s 11-member TriBeCa committee either voted against it or abstained, leaving the permit in limbo. 


“I don’t want to encourage having all sorts of religious things in our public parks,” one committee member, Paul Cantor, told a community newspaper after voting against the application. Mr. Cantor did not respond to messages left on his voice mail. 


The entire board, Community Board 1, is scheduled to vote on the permit on Tuesday. Scott M. Stringer, the Manhattan borough president, has urged the board to support the sukkah. Julie Menin, the board’s chairwoman, would not say how she would vote but said, “our community has been known as a very tolerant community.”

Board Involved In Islamic 

Center Controversy


The board played a role in the controversy over the creation of an Islamic center near ground zero when it approved a request to drop the landmark status of the building envisioned for the center. 


“It’s very important that no religion get preference, but every single religion needs to get fair and equal treatment,” Ms. Menin said. 


Controversies about religious displays in public spaces are as common before Christmas as holly wreaths. The public sukkah, though, is an autumnal phenomenon — this year the eight-day Sukkot harvest holiday begins at sundown Oct. 12 — and has its own constitutional complications. 

Fragile Shacks with

Branches or Reeds


Sukkahs are fragile shacks with branches or reeds as roofing, which Jews put up because of the biblical injunction to remember the transitory shelters the ancient Israelites used while wandering in the desert. They are usually erected on synagogue grounds or rooftops or private balconies or backyards. 


But a request for a display in a public space raises difficult questions. 

Is the sukkah merely a cultural symbol, or is it unmistakably religious in character? Does the government endorse its religious significance by allowing it to occupy a big chunk of a park when symbols of other faiths are not represented? 


Despite several Supreme Court rulings, religious displays — whether of crèches, crosses, menorahs or the Ten Commandments — remain a subject of great ambiguity, civil liberties lawyers say. Individual municipalities must often decide the matter for themselves, relying on guidelines that the courts have clarified. 

Accepted Principle is Equality


Arthur Eisenberg, legal director of the New York Civil Liberties Union, said one widely accepted principle is equality: The government cannot discriminate against groups that seek access to the park, cannot “favor some religions over others” and “cannot privilege nonreligious expression over religious expression.” 


Nathan Lewin, a lawyer who has successfully represented Chabad in menorah cases, said government can accommodate religious displays but cannot appear to endorse them, an impression that might be created by a nativity scene stationed inside a government building with no other religious symbols nearby. 


The parks department said it allowed sukkahs as long as “the applicant ensures that they are structurally safe.”

Content Neutral When 

Evaluating Applications


“We’re content-neutral when evaluating applications for events in parks, whether they be of a religious, political or cultural nature,” Vickie Karp, a spokeswoman for the department, said. 


Nevertheless, the city has at times indicated that more blatant religious images might stir questions. The Department of Transportation removed a crèche last Christmas from the St. George Ferry Terminal in Staten Island, drawing protests from some priests and ministers.

Simple Desire to Help TriBeCa 

Jews Observe a Custom


A department spokesman said the crèche had been removed because a staff member had put it up without authorization, but he also said that menorahs and Christmas trees were “consistent both with traditions at the ferry terminal and also with legal precedent.” Supporters of a crèche said the suggestion was that trees and menorahs were seasonal images and not as blatantly religious as a figure of the baby Jesus. 


Rabbi Paris, 36, director of Chabad of TriBeCa, and his wife, Chana, seem not to have had these issues in mind. He said the impetus for putting up the sukkah came from Jews in TriBeCa who wanted a convenient way to observe the custom of sitting and eating in a sukkah. TriBeCa, he said, offered few options because outdoor parking lots and large backyards were scarce. 


Rabbi Paris took pains to say he was mindful of the neighborhood’s sensitivities. 


We respect anyone in our community who might object to a sukkah in a public space,” he said, “and are actively searching everywhere for appropriate and accessible space.” 

Reprinted from the September 26, 2011 edition of The New York Times.
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A Slice of Life

Days of Awe Spent in New

Caledonia (French Polynesia)

By Rabbi Ben Tanny


A person's earnings for the coming year are determined in the days between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur. (Talmud, Beitza 16a) 


The plane taxied slowly to the airport terminal and then came to a stop. I strapped on my backpack, picked up the Torah scroll, and headed to clear New Caledonian customs. As I had expected, a man met me at the exit gate. He was thrilled to see me with the Torah. "It has been so long," the man said. "May I carry it?" 


I handed him the Torah which he held reverently for a few seconds. Then his face lit up with the biggest smile. "We are so delighted you could come," said the man. "We are maybe 150 Jewish people here mostly from Algeria and Tunisia. It has been a long time since we have had a rabbi and a Torah." 


"I am not a rabbi," I corrected him. "I am an 18-year-old studying in a Rabbinical seminary. Perhaps one day I will be a rabbi." 


"Yes, but you can read from the Torah. You know how to blow the shofar, lead the prayers, and put up some mezuzot. We here cannot do this very well. We are isolated on this island." 


The man's name was Abraham. I knew this from having spoken to him on the phone. Other than knowing his name, I knew nothing about him though I'd learn a lot as he welcomed me to stay in his home for the following weeks. 


Abraham spoke with me in French. I understood most of what he was saying with my Montreal Quebec French, though there were some differences. When we needed clarification we switched to broken Hebrew. Abraham had never been to Israel but his parents had taught him some Hebrew when he lived in Algeria. 


The truth was I had not wanted to come to New Caledonia for the High Holidays. I had just spent almost an entire year of intensive study in Australia and was scheduled to fly home to Montreal. I wanted to see my family and friends. There was also a synagogue in Montreal that had offered to pay me $800 to conduct services over the High holidays. 


But two weeks before the end of the school term a call had come through. The Jewish community of New Caledonia wanted a rabbi for a few weeks. The senior yeshiva students laid a "guilt trip" on me. I was the only student in the yeshiva who could lead a service, blow shofar, and speak French. In addition, they knew that I had solo backpacked around Europe, so they thought I might just be crazy enough to go solo to this French Polynesian island. 


After a large dose of hearing that I was the only one who could do the job, I agreed to go. I found someone who would lend me a small Torah scroll provided I insure it. Also, as requested by the community, I purchased 10 mezuzot and 50 kipot on the agreement that they would pay me back for everything. 


Though I wouldn't earn the money I could have earned in Montreal, I imagined that I would at least have some fun exploring the island. But upon arriving in New Caledonia, I wasn't so sure about that. 


In the week preceding Rosh Hashana, I visited Jews in and around Numea. I affixed 10 mezuzot to door-posts, put tefilin on people, helped a boy find a yeshiva in Israel, and even had an interview with a local newspaper. I was kept busy teaching Torah and it seemed as if all 150 Jews wanted to meet and talk with me. 


I was asked to sit through a number of community meetings and I gave my two cents when asked, and sometimes even when not. At one point they were discussing building plans for a new synagogue and mikva. One of the big donors did not want to give any money towards the construction of the mikva. "If you have money for just a synagogue or a mikva, Jewish law requires that you build a mikva," I explained. It took a little more convincing, but in the end he agreed to contribute. 


I finally did get a few days break in the days between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur. A wealthy community member rented for me a wave runner for a full day. I rode from one island to the next, stopping off to snorkel in the reefs teaming with magnificent coral and fish life.


The next day he gave me a plane ticket to one of the smaller neighboring islands. I cycled around, exploring native villages where people lived in grass huts, caves filled with bats, and deserted white sandy beaches. I picked green coconuts to drink and found plenty opportunities to escape into my own tropical paradise. 


When I got back Abraham set me up to go spear fishing with one of the local champions he knew well. Needless to say I didn't spear anything but the fisherman gave me half his catch to take back for Abraham to cook for us. It was a delightful change from canned tuna. 


The two and a half weeks flew by. As Abraham drove me to the airport, I sat in the car thinking; "Even if I did not make any money I accomplished a lot and had a great time. The money made in Montreal would have been nice, but I got to have an incredible experience." In addition, I had a direct flight to Montreal and would please G-d see my family in the next 24 hours. 


"We are very thankful that you came and for all your help," Abraham said, as he bid me good-bye. "We want to give you something as a token of our appreciation." He handed me an envelope. In the envelope there was $1000 Australian which equaled $800 Canadian based on the exchange rate at that time. I had just received the same amount of money that I would have earned had I forgone New Caledonia and gone home to Montreal. 


At the young age of 18, my trip to New Caledonia had helped me realize that I could not make one penny more or less than what G-d had intended for me. I did the right thing by coming to help the New Caledonian community, I had an awesome experience, and I received the exact amount of money that was destined to be mine[1]. 
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 INCLUDEPICTURE  "http://lchaimweekly.org/icons/note.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image6.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE  "http://lchaimweekly.org/icons/note.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image7.png]



Notes: 

(Back to text) The Talmud (Beitza 16a) states that the amount a person will earn for the year is determined in the days between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur, except for one's expenditures in honor of Shabbat, Jewish holidays, and for the Torah education of one's children.

Reprinted from the archives of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Ortganization in Brooklyn, NY.

The Night of 

The Coronation

[image: image22.jpg]



Rabbi Yosef Dov Soleveitchik related: When I learned in cheder, in the village of Chaslavitch, a day before Rosh Hashanah, one could recognize in my teacher, who was a Chabad Chassid, an unaccustomed feeling and joy. 


We students were very amazed at this, until our teacher said to us, “Do you know what tomorrow evening is? Tomorrow will be Rosh Hashanah, and among Chassidim the night of Rosh Hashanaha is called 'Karanatzia Nacht' ('Coronation Night'), when we place a crown on the head of G-d, so to speak. And do you know who places the crown? Yankel the Tailor and Berel the Shoemaker . . ."


Over the years I have said many sermons and written many discourses on the concepts of Rosh Hashanah, but nothing ever made me feel the theme of the holiday as the words of that teacher. Every year, when I pray: “Rule over the whole world in Your glory,” I remember them.

Reprinted from last week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Rosh Hashanah:

“Just Don’t Do It”

By Yael Mermelstein


“Are you sure you can manage the kids?” I ask my mother. She has just arrived from the U.S. and is still stretching her legs that have been cramped in economy class for 12 hours. My husband and I have a wedding in an hour. Mom still hasn’t changed or showered from her flight and she hasn’t had anything to eat. I prepare her a plate of food and pour her a drink. I feel terrible walking out on her like this.


“I’ll be fine,” she says as she sits on the floor and doles out piles of gifts to my squealing children. They don’t even look backwards at us as we prepare to leave. I call a babysitter and ask her to come anyway. “She’ll just keep an eye on the baby,” I tell my mother.


“Go, go,” she says, waving us away with her hand. My kids don’t even see us leaving as their heads are sniffing through the suitcase for stray goodies.


After a beautiful evening out, we come home – it’s nearly midnight. The children are all fed, bathed and sleeping. The dishes are done, the house is spotless and my mother’s bulging suitcases are nowhere to be seen. She sleeps soundly on the couch. And once again I am amazed at her boundless energy in her sixth decade of life.


The next morning, my mother lets us sleep in as she gets six children off to school on her own, dressing them, brushing their teeth, preparing their lunches and then some.


“Not a big deal,” she says. After doing errands with me all morning, she takes the children to Jerusalem for lunch so that I can have some quiet time to work. Later, she takes the older children out for supper and then helps me to put the younger ones to bed. When I sit down to work at ten o’ clock, she sits down beside me, wide eyed and ready for a good shmooze. I hop off my chair in favor of spending time with her.


“I just can’t believe you still have any energy left,” I tell her. “You got off the plane last night and since then you’ve been with the kids non-stop. Aren’t you jetlagged?”


My mother looks at me and shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t do jet-lag,” she says.


“You don’t do jet-lag?”


“Nope,” she says, her blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “I just don’t do it.”


“What does that mean?” I ask her. I reflect on my numerous trips back to the United States throughout my years living here. I trip off the plane with one or more children in tow and I try to keep my eyes open through the ten-minute ride back to my parents’ house.


“I don’t get it. Jet-lag isn’t a thing that you do or you don’t do. It’s just something that happens to you.”


“Nope,” my mother says. “I don’t agree.”


And I realize that this short conversation sums up one quintessential quality that my mother possesses. If there is really a concept of mind over matter, then she has just provided the definition. It’s not that she isn’t tired. She just chooses to put aside her physical discomfort in favor of something even more precious to her: time with her children and grandchildren. And in her choice, the jet-lag miraculously ceases to exist.


And if my mother can do it, then maybe I can too. When my neighbor extends her house or redoes her kitchen, or when my friend’s child is succeeding in the same thing that my child struggles with, why can’t I just say: “I don’t do jealousy”?


And when my children infuriate me to the point of no return, I can just say: “I don’t do that raising my voice thing. I just don’t do it.”


And when the friend who never lends me anything wants to borrow my special evening gown, I can just tell myself: “Sorry, as much as I’d like to, I just don’t do revenge.”


Rosh Hashanah, the Jewish New Year, is the first day of the ten days of repentance. This period of the year gives us the opportunity for a fresh slate. We can overcome even the darkest parts of ourselves. Rosh Hashanah is the birthday of mankind, and it is free will that separates humanity from all of the other beings on earth. Our ability to hope, to dream, to grow into whoever we wish to be – that is part and parcel of this momentous day of the year.


But how do we cultivate a desire to change so that it is more than just a vacuous resolution?


When a doctor tells his patient after a heart attack that he has less than a year to live if he doesn’t cut out smoking and implement a regular fitness routine, suddenly he embraces a physical life transformation. He taps into the latent power of utilizing his free will and he quits smoking once and for all. On Rosh Hashanah, we can do this too in the spiritual realm.


Because G-d has even more authority than any doctor. When we acknowledge that G-d is the ultimate reality, that doing His will is the avenue to our deepest fulfillment, and running away from Him is self-destructive, we can truly begin to change. And that’s what it means to make G-d King on Rosh Hashanah. It means choosing to align our will with His will.


All of us can change and start doing more of the things we yearn to do and less of the things we know deep down we don’t want to do. We can change even the things that seem impossible to uproot within ourselves.

Don’t tell me that I can’t. Because I don’t do despair.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Aish.com

Blowing The Shofar

It shall be a day of sounding the Shofar [ram’s horn.]”


Blowing the Shofar on Rosh Hashanah is such an integral aspect of the day that the Torah refers to the day not as “Rosh Hashanah,” but as “Yom Teruah” – a day of sounding the Shofar.

WHY?


1. At Mt. Sinai, the site of our original commitment to serve G-d through observance of the Torah, “The sound of the Shofar continually increased and was very powerful.” The Shofar of Rosh Hashanah reminds us to renew that commitment.


2. Upon creating the universe, G-d became its sovereign ruler. Rosh Hashanah marks the anniversary of that day, and therefore we blow the Shofar as it is customary to blow trumpets at the coronation of a king.


3. The Shofar, the ram’s horn, reminds us of Akeidas Yitzchak [The Binding of Isaac] when a ram was sacrificed in place of Isaac.


4. The Shofar reminds us of the ingathering of the exiles which will occur through the blowing of a “great Shofar.” The piercing blast of the shofar symbolizes the heartrending cry of the Jew who has strayed from the path of G-d and wishes to return but doesn’t know how. The blessing recited over the performance of the mitzvah of Shofar is:

Blessed are you Hashem our G-d, who has sanctified us with His mitzvos and instructed us to hear the sound of the Shofar


The Torah refers to the sound of the Shofar as a “Teruah.” The Talmud derives from Scripture that the Teruah must be sounded three times on Rosh Hashanah and each Teruah must be preceded and followed by a “Tekiyah,” – a long clear sound. There are three opinions cited in the Talmud as to what defines a Teruah.


1. A succession of nine quick blasts akin to whimpering sounds [known as Teruah]


2. Three wailing sounds of medium length [known as Shevarim]


3. A combination of three medium length and nine brief sounds [known as Shevarim Teruah] The accepted custom is to blow all three varieties, which, counting the Tekiyas that precede and follow and each Teruah comprise a total of thirty sounds and constitute the minimum

requirement.


In practice, we sound the first thirty blasts prior to the onset of the Mussaf prayer, and an additional 70 throughout and following the Mussaf prayer. One who cannot hear all 100 blasts should be sure to listen to a minimum of thirty.

SYMBOLISM OF THE SHOFAR


All Shofars are acceptable as long as they come from a kosher animal except that of a cow or a bull, because these remind G-d of the sin of the Golden Calf. The Shofar must be hollowed out and not have holes or cracks that change its sound. The curved shape of the Shofar is a reminder that we must bend our hearts in subservience to G-d. 


The broken notes of the Shofar also remind us that we have some breaking to do of our own: We must break the evil inclination which constantly leads us astray.


Rosh Hashanah is too important a day to allow to pass unnoticed. The Shofar, with its unique piercing sound, is used to pierce the spiritual plaque that surrounds our hearts and prevents us from realizing our desire to grow and flourish spiritually. It offers a unique opportunity to break free of the

physical bonds that tie us down and helps us present ourselves before the Almighty in the very best light possible.


“It’s not the quantity that counts, but the quality.” The more heartfelt and sincere the prayer, the greater its ability to inspire Divine mercy. The Shofar represents the purest prayer we can possibly offer, a cry from the

depths of the soul, unencumbered by words. No wonder the blowing of the Shofar is reserved for the most critical of all days – the Day of Judgment!

Reprinted from this week’s email from Partners in Torah – “Rosh Hashanah in 60 Minutes (or Less)”

Just One Blast!

By Hirshel Tzig


This heartwarming yet chilling story was told by Rabbi Baruch Rabinovitch of Munkacs, father of the present Munkacser Rebbe, about his late father-in-law, Rabbi Chaim Elazar Spira (1871-1937), known as the "Minchat Elazar."


For a period of time, Reb Baruch and his wife lived in Warsaw. Later, when the Minchat Elazar became ill, he begged them to come back to Munkacs, in Czechoslovakia, which they did.


Rabbi Baruch had a son named Tzvi [image: image23.jpg]


Nosson Dovid. Baruch would often recall that his father-in-law loved this boy—the Minchat Elazar's dear grandchild—in an "exaggerated way," in part due to the fact that they had waited a long time to have that first child. He would play with and "spoil" the child, and Tzvi would sit on his grandfather's lap at the Shabbat gatherings.


In the final year of his life, the Minchat Elazar took the shofar on the first day of the month of Elul and tested it to see whether it was in good condition. Tzvi was in the room and was visibly excited by the shofar and its sounds. 


He asked his zeide (grandfather) for one more blast, and his zeide gladly obliged. From then on, for the remainder of the month, this became a ritual; the Rebbe blowing the shofar once each day for little Tzvi. On the day before Rosh Hashanah, Tzvi was there, awaiting his daily blast, but he was disappointed. 


"Today is the day before Rosh Hashanah," his grandfather explained. 
"Today we do not blow the shofar. Tomorrow morning, we will blow the shofar in the synagogue."


The child did not comprehend the reasons. He knew no reason. He kicked and screamed, "Just one blast! Just one blast!"


After a while, the grandfather softened at the sound of his favorite grandchild crying, and he took the shofar and blew one blast.


On Rosh Hashanah, the custom in Munkacs was that the Rebbe spoke before blowing the shofar. That year, the Rebbe went up before the ark, opened it and said: "Master of the Universe, I have to repent. It's written that on the day before Rosh Hashanah one mustn't blow shofar, yet I did."


He began to sob uncontrollably and called out: "Master of the Universe, do you know why I transgressed this custom? It was because my young grandchild lay on the floor begging and crying that I should only blow one blast of the shofar for him. My heart melted, I couldn't bear to watch him cry like that, so I blew once for him, though I shouldn't have. 


"Tatte (Father), how can you stand by and see how millions of Your children are down on the floor, and crying out to You, 'Tatte, just one blast! Sound the blast of the great shofar which will herald the final Redemption!'? Even if the time is not right for it yet, even if the time for Moshiach has yet to arrive, Your children cry out to You: how can You stand by idly?!"


Rabbi Baruch cried as he recounted the story, and recalled how at that time the entire crowd cried along with the Rebbe. The sounding of the shofar was delayed, and for a long time. "They could not regain their composure... loud wailing was heard throughout the synagogue..." 

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org

Rosh Hashanah Begins, Ushers in Jewish New Year, High Holy Days

By Joseph Walker


With the setting of sun on Wednesday, Sept. 28 (2011 – last year), Jews around the world will begin the annual celebration of Rosh Hashanah, the Jewish New Year.


"In Hebrew, Rosh Hashanah means, literally, 'Head of the Year,'" it says on the JewishUtah.com website. "The anniversary of the creation of Adam and Eve, it is the birthday of mankind, highlighting the special relationship between G d and humanity." (There is a traditional Jewish practice not to write or print the Hebrew name of G-d, and some extend that reverence and respect to English.)


Rosh Hashanah heralds the newness of the year with special traditions such as the blowing of the Shofar, or ram's horn, which symbolizes a trumpet fanfare at the coronation of a king. Mostly sweet foods are eaten in celebration of Rosh Hashanah, such as challah bread dipped in honey or apple slices dipped in honey, to symbolize the desire for a sweet year.
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A religious Jewish man blow a ram's horn, normally sounded during Jewish rituals, at the tomb of Rabbi Nachman, the great grandson of the founder of Hasidism, in the town of Uman, 200 kilometers (125 miles) south of Ukraine's capital Kiev, Thursday, Sept. 17, 2009. (Efrem Lukatsky, Associated Press)


"We bless one another with the words, 'Leshanah tovah, tikateiv Veteichateim,' which means," the website said, "'May you be inscribed and sealed for a good year.'"


Rabbi Benny Zippel will lead Rosh Hashanah service at Chabad Lubavich of Utah (1760 S. 1100 East in Salt Lake City) on Wednesday at 7 p.m. and Thursday and Friday at 9:30 a.m. Shofar blowing will occur Friday and Saturday at 11:30 a.m. each day.


All are welcome to attend, regardless of background or affiliation, Rabbi Zippel said.


Rosh Hashanah is just the first of Judaism's High Holy Days, which continue through Yom Kippur in October.


"More than just a series of days on a calendar, or merely an occasion for the obligatory visit to synagogue, the High Holy Days offer a month-long opportunity for self-reflection, communal prayer and ritual that together allow us each to create our own spiritual journey," wrote Lauren Bottner in the Jewish Journal.
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Iranian Jew Parviz Minaei, blows the Shofar, a ram's horn, as a call for spiritual preparation for Rosh Hashana, the Jewish New Year, in the Mashadiha Synagogue in Tehran, Tuesday Sept. 30, 2008. (Hasan Sarbakhshian, Associated Press)


The 10 days leading from Rosh Hashanah to Yom Kippur (which falls this year on Oct. 8) are referred to as the Days of Awe, or 10 days of Repentance, during which time should be spent in serious reflection, repentance and making amends. 


"This is a time of year when we seek reconciliation with people we may have wronged during the year, or at any time," Bottner wrote. "According to the Talmud, on Yom Kippur we can atone for sins between ourselves and G-d, but for our sins against people, we must seek forgiveness from those people and attempt to right any wrongs we may have committed."


Yom Kippur, or the Day of Atonement, is generally considered by Jews to be the holiest day of the year. It goes back to the days of Moses, and commemorates the day that G-d forgave the Children of Israel for the sin of the Golden Calf.
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An Indian Jew blows a 'Shofar', a musical instrument used in Jewish religious ceremonies made from the horn of a Ram during the 'Tashlikh' ceremony during Rosh Hashanah, the two-day Jewish New Year that began Wednesday at sunset, at a dockyard in Mumbai, India, Thursday, Sept. 13, 2007. (Gautam Singh, Associated Press)


"From that moment on, this date . . . is annually observed as a commemoration of our special relationship with G d, a relationship that is strong enough to survive any rocky bumps it might encounter," the Jewish Utah website notes. "This is a day when we connect with the very essence of our being, which remains faithful to G d regardless of our outward behavior."


The focal point of Yom Kippur is a full day — actually, nearly 26 hours — of fasting (children and those who cannot fast for health reasons are not expected to do so).


"We abstain from food and drink, do not wash or anoint our bodies, do not wear leather footwear and abstain from spousal intimacy," the Jewish Utah website continues. "We are likened to the angels, who have no physical needs. Instead of focusing on the physical, we spend much of our day in the synagogue, engaged in repentance and prayer."
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An Orthodox Jew prays at the tomb of Rabbi Nachman, the great grandson of the founder of Hasidism, in the town of Uman, 200 kilometers (125 miles) south of Ukraine's capital Kiev, Thursday, Sept. 17, 2009. (Efrem Lukatsky, Associated Press)


At the conclusion of Yom Kippur's fasting is a huge feast, after which preparations begin for Sukkot (Oct. 12), the Feast of Booths (or Tabernacles), a seven-day festival that commemorates G-d's protection of the Jews during their 40 years of wandering in the desert. For these seven days, many Jews will build a sukkah, a three or four-sided booth made from a material that grows from the ground.


During the week they will eat their meals in the sukkah — many will also sleep and socialize there. There is also a special traditional prayer that is given while holding four different kinds of branches — citron, palm, myrtle and willow — waving the branches in all directions, representing G-d's presence everywhere.


Also celebrated during the coming weeks: Simchat Torah (Oct. 20-21), a joyful celebration of the completion of the annual cycle of reading the Torah, during which congregational members take turns dancing with the Torah scrolls.


"The rituals, prayers, meditations and deeds of the High Holy Days are designed to respond to a deep psychological need of all human beings to make some sense of their lives," wrote Rabbi Al Sulkes of Tallahassee, Fla. "Yet as important as self-examination is, the other aspect is equally important. It is never too late to turn your life around. Contemplation must be followed by action. Past is prologue, but what you do today and tomorrow is all that really matters."
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Chabad Rabbi Motti Seligson, left, watches Chabad Rabbi Saadya Notik, from New York blow the shofar, a ram's horn, as a call for spiritual preparation for Rosh Hashana, the Jewish New Year, in front of synagogue in Novi Sad, some 80 kms (50 miles) north of Belgrade, Sunday, Sept. 2, 2007, as a part of marking European Day of Jewish Culture. (Srdjan Ilic, Associated Press)


Rabbi Sulkes told of another rabbi who taught his disciples that everyone should repent the day before they die. The disciples were perplexed and responded, "No one knows the day they are going to die."


The rabbi replied, "Then make every day a day of repentance."

Reprinted from last year’s September 27, 2011 edition of the Deseret News, the second-largest circulation newspaper in the Mormon-dominated state of Utah.

Rosh Hashanah Eve Meal
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Kiddush


Before starting the Rosh Hashanah meal, we sanctify the holiday by reciting the kiddush over a cup of wine or grape juice. Click here for the Hebrew text of the kiddush.1
New Fruit


On the second night of Rosh Hashanah, a "new fruit," i.e., a seasonal fruit which we have not yet tasted since its season began, should be present on the table when the holiday candles are kindled and during the kiddush. While reciting the Shehecheyanu blessing after candle-lighting and after the kiddush, one should have the new fruit in mind.2

This fruit is eaten following the kiddush, before washing for bread. Before partaking of the fruit we say the following blessing:


Ba-ruch a-tah Ado-nai E-lo-hei-nu me-lech ha-olam bore pri ha-etz.

Blessed are You, L-rd our G‑d, King of the universe, who creates the fruit of the tree.

Challah in Honey


Immediately following the kiddush (and on the second night, the eating of the new fruit), we perform the ritual washing for bread. When everyone has returned to the table, we raise the two challah loaves and recite the Hamotzie blessing:


Ba-ruch atah A-do-nay, E-lo-hei-nu Melech Ha-Olam, hamotzie le-chem min ha-are-tz.

[Blessed are You, L-rd, our G‑d, King of the universe, who brings forth bread from the earth.]


Cut the challah, dip it in honey (some also dip it in salt), and have a bite. Pass around pieces and make sure everyone does the same.

Symbolic Foods
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On the first night of Rosh Hashanah, after eating the challah with honey, it is customary to eat several foods which symbolize the type of year we wish to have:


We dip a piece of sweet apple into honey. Before eating it we say:


Ba-ruch a-tah Ado-nai E-lo-hei-nu me-lech ha-olam bore pri ha-etz.

Blessed are You, L-rd our G‑d, King of the universe, who creates the fruit of the tree.


Ye-hi ratzon she-ti-cha-desh alei-nu shanah tovah u-m'tu-kah.

May it be Your will to renew for us a good and sweet year.


A head of a fish, ram, or other kosher animal, is served. This symbolizes our desire to be at the "head of the class" this year.


A pomegranate is eaten, symbolizing our wish to have a year full of mitzvot and good deeds as a pomegranate is filled with luscious seeds.


Throughout the meal, it is customary to also eat foods whose names in the vernacular allude to blessing and prosperity. For example, many have the custom of eating a carrot dish, because in Yiddish the word for carrots, meren, means to multiply.

Rosh Hashanah Cuisine


On Rosh Hashanah it is customary not to eat foods which are sour or tart (the gefilte fish will have to do without the horseradish...). Instead, the focus is on sweet foods, symbolizing our desire to have a sweet year, blessings and abundance. It is also customary not to eat nuts on Rosh Hashanah, as the numerical value of the Hebrew word for nuts ("egoz") is the same as the Hebrew word for sin ("chet").

Reprinted from the Rosh Hashana email of Chabad.org Magazine.

Submitting Your Annual Report:

This Rosh Hashana, Celebrate Your Spiritual Accounts

By Sara Yoheved Rigler


The latest issue of my Brandeis alumni magazine devoted two thirds of a page to the success of one graduate of the Class of '87. Her stunning achievement? She is Hollywood's only female sword-master and has become director of theatrical combat at the Beverly Hills Fencers' Club.


How does the magazine editor decide which graduate's career is worthy of highlighting? What criteria of success qualify to make one's alma mater proud? Wealth? Fame? Contribution to society? Uniqueness of profession?


The alumni themselves are invited to write in to describe their own recent accomplishments. This latest issue, for example, lists these truly noteworthy and hard-won accomplishments:


A.L., class of '91, received her doctor of veterinary medicine degree from Washington State University


J.H., class of '76, was named 2005 Psychologist of the Year by the Florida Psychological Association.

K.P., class of '73, was appointed executive vice president for strategy and ministry development at Catholic Health East.


A.S., class of '82, published a book, Mac Design Out of the Box.


Reading of my fellow alumni's various achievements, I wondered what a spiritual version of the magazine would look like. After all, a person can be justly proud of getting a degree, a promotion, or an award, but are spiritual achievements any less important?


If B.G. is feted because he got a promotion up the corporate ladder, shouldn't he be feted for becoming a kinder person this year? If N.H. is congratulated for getting a post-doc degree, shouldn't she be congratulated that she stopped yelling at her kids?


According to Judaism, the measuring rod of significance in life is a spiritual barometer. Thus, when N.H. gets that post-doc degree, from a Jewish standpoint she deserves congratulations because she exhibited the qualities of industriousness and perseverance to earn the degree. And if these qualities did not come naturally to her, she deserves even more accolades.


Contrary to popular perception, wealth, fame, and success are gifts from G-d, Who endows people with talent, intelligence, and specific aptitudes.


My book Holy Woman, which was published in May, just went into its fourth printing. Recently someone asked me, "You must be really proud to have written a bestselling book."


I replied, "Not really. Most of the ingredients of the bestseller -- my writing talent, my becoming acquainted such an amazing woman to write about, my access to the right people to interview [three of whom died a few months after the interview] -- all that came from G-d. My response is less pride than gratitude. But when I exercise enough self-discipline to get to bed on time, then I feel really proud."

The Yearly Issue


My alumni magazine comes out four times a year. Its spiritual counterpart, which really does exist, has only one issue per year: the Rosh Hashana/Yom Kippur issue. This is the time for all of us to reflect on and assess our spiritual accomplishments and failures. This is the time for our annual report.


While my alumni magazine prints only those reports submitted by proud alumni, its spiritual counterpart features a report by every one of us without exception. As the High Holy Day liturgy puts it: "The signature of every person's hand is in it."


And if, as Rosh Hashana draws near, we realize to our chagrin that we have few spiritual achievements to report, it's still not too late. The ten days between Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur, called "The Ten Days of Repentance," are an ideal time to score some spiritual goals. The deadline for submissions to our spiritual alum magazine is Yom Kippur.

Progress Report


From an alumni magazine, we can learn two important spiritual lessons. The first is: Idealize upward movement.

alumni generally report new jobs, promotions, recently awarded distinctions, etc. Similarly, in our spiritual lives we should strive to constantly reach new levels. V.N. would be embarrassed to report: "I'm working at the same mid-level job I've had for the last 15 years." So why shouldn't V.N. be embarrassed to admit, "The same things that ticked me off 15 years ago still make me ballistic"?


J.H. would be loathe to submit for the 2006 issue, "I was named the 1995 Psychologist of the Year by the Florida Psychological Association." Yet how often when we search for our spiritual accomplishments do we revert to, "I started eating kosher 11 years ago." When we stand before G-d on the High Holy Days, G-d wants to hear about how we grew, changed, and progressed this year.


The key word here is "progressed." Spiritual achievement means that you're better in a particular character trait or mitzvah than you were last year. "More of the same" doesn't cut it.

G-d is Interetest Only in Progress Reports


So, if you are by nature and habit generous, reporting, "I gave $10,000 to Yad Eliezer for food distribution in Northern Israeli bomb shelters during the recent war," may not be at all impressive, because G-d is interested only in progress reports.


Let's say, on the other hand, you are by nature tight-fisted, never give to charity, and always throw out all your junk mail charity solicitations without even opening them. One day this August on your way between your mailbox and the trash basket, you noticed that one envelope was from Yad Eliezer and emblazoned on it were the words, "HELP ISRAEL'S NORTHERN RESIDENTS."


You opened the envelope, read the appeal, and battled with yourself about whether to donate money. Finally, you decided to help, and wrote a check for $25. That's a spiritual victory!


Here's where the spiritual sword master comes in. All spiritual progress is a victory of one's higher inclinations (the soul) over one's lower inclinations (called the yetzer hara). Where there is no duel between these two rivals, there is no victory. Doing what comes naturally or what you do habitually is not a spiritual achievement. It doesn't qualify for the spiritual alum magazine.


That's why I feel prouder about getting to bed on time (in order not to be cranky the next day) than about writing a bestselling book. Writing comes easily to me. There's no battle involved, and therefore no victory. Getting to bed early enough to get a good night's sleep (a key to spiritual success), however, is a nightly fencing match with my yetzer hara. In collusion with my addiction to "getting one more thing done," it seduces me with temptations such as, "Just unload the dishwasher, so you can wake up to a clean sink." When I exercise enough self discipline to overcome its blandishments, I achieve a hard-won victory. I have to keep my sword to the yetzer's throat until the moment I turn out the light.

Validating Victory


The second profound lesson we can learn from an alumni magazine is: Validate every accomplishment.

One of the greatest detriments to spiritual growth is our minimizing of our spiritual victories. K.W. is proud to report that she got her M.D. from Middlesex School of Medicine. So what that it wasn't Harvard Med! Yet most of us downplay our spiritual accomplishments: "So, I didn't yell at the kids this time, but I yelled at them twice yesterday." "So I let someone into the supermarket line ahead of me, even though I was also pressed for time. What's the big deal?"


We know that the best way to educate our children is with positive reinforcement. If we want our child to sit still when eating, we have to reinforce every three minutes she sits still, heaping on her attention and praise. Why, then, are we so remiss with reinforcing our own desirable behaviors?


When we face off with our yetzer hara, we have to be the home team. When a home team football player scores five yards, the fans cheer wildly. They don't pooh-pooh it, saying, "It was only five yards. It wasn't a touchdown." The more we cheer for our spiritual victories, the more victories we'll score.


Your mother pushed your button and you didn't snap back at her? Hurray! Bring out the band! Your co-worker at the water cooler started to gossip, and you changed the subject? Bravo! Give yourself a mental bouquet of roses!


These feats deserve at least as much recognition as becoming the first female sword-master in Hollywood.


As Rosh Hashana approaches, sit down and make a list of all the ways you've grown and improved this year. Don't consider any accomplishment too small. Then resolve to make new strides in the new year -- not giant leaps, but small, consistent steps.


There is no such thing as an insignificant spiritual victory. Emblazon that motto on your desk and start cheering!
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Sara Yoheved Rigler is the author of the new G-d Winked: Tales and Lessons from My Spiritual Adventures. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of Aish.com. The article was originally published in 2005.
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Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Layover in Bangkok:

 Part Two


On Rosh Hashana, there is a custom to eat an apple dipped in honey. Before eating the apple dipped in honey we say a declaration: "May it be Your will, Hashem, our G-d and the G-d of our forefathers, that You renew for us a good and sweet year." (Shulchan Oruch, Hagah 583:1) Many also have the custom of dipping bread into honey through Simchas Torah.


Rosh Hashana is a time of teshuva - introspection and examination of our deeds and resolution to change for the better. Teshuva is a mitzvah of the highest order, as the Torah tells us in this week's portion Nitzovim "You shall return to Hashem your G-d and listen to His voice..." (Devarim 30:2)  If we want to have a good year, we must do Teshuvah.  The following inspirational story told in the first person by Reb M. M. Gorelik (of blessed memory), will inspire us to do real teshuva before Rosh Hashana.

Why Do We Dip the 

Apple into the Honey?


We can now come to answer our question from above, namely, why we dip apples and bread into honey during this time of the year. Honey is unique in that it is one of the few, if not the only foods which comes from a non-Kosher animal, the bee. We dip into honey to show that it is possible for good to come out of the bad. 
When we do teshuva, we turn our misdeeds into 100% Kosher sweetness. As the Sages tell us, after teshuva, what was once a misdeed now becomes a source of spiritual reward. (see Yuma 76b) Bee honey therefore symbolizes teshuva - returning to Hashem. Teshuva makes life sweet. The following continuation of our amazing story from last week, illustrates an incredible story of Teshuvah.


When he came to the synagogue the next morning, Rabbi Shechter had another surprise waiting for him. Not only was there no mechitzah separating the men from the women, but the congregants were all sitting together. As an Orthodox Jew, Rabbi Schechter prayed alone in an anteroom to the side of the main sanctuary. After Shacharis (morning prayer), he asked the rabbi if he could address the people, to explain why he had not joined them for the prayers. He was granted permission. 

Expresses an Appreciation 

Of Their Hospitality


"My dear brothers and sisters," he began, "I am grateful to G-d that He granted me the privilege to be with you wonderful people this Rosh Hashanah. Surely many of you know that it was my original intention to be in Eretz Yisrael with my family, but G-d in His wisdom decreed that I be here with you in Bangkok. Perhaps some day I will know the reason. I appreciate your hospitality and friendliness. Because of your overwhelming kindness to me, I feel that I must explain why I did not pray with you this morning, but rather prayed alone in the anteroom. 


"Every synagogue is meant to be a model of the Holy Temple that once stood in Jerusalem. The sanctity of the synagogue is similar to the sanctity of that holy place. And because of the temple's holiness, men and women were separated during all services, to insure that there be no frivolity or diversion of attention from the prayers and the holiness of the place. A synagogue in which men and women sit together loses some of its holiness. Therefore, as you can see, I must pray in the anteroom." 

The Importance of Understanding and 

Appreciating One’s Jewish Heritage


Rabbi Schechter spoke about the importance of a child becoming bar mitzvah and studying Torah to understand and appreciate his Jewish heritage. 
Rabbi Schechter's words were eloquent moving, and respectful. He did not talk down to the congregants nor criticize them. Rather, he pleaded with them to start Torah-study groups so that they could become more familiar with the traditions, customs, and laws of their forefathers. 


He raised their spirits and when he finished his talk and unbelievable thing happened. A Dr. Frankel, one of the members of the synagogue, walked up to the podium and began speaking spontaneously. "I'm sure that many of you feel as I do that it is an honor to have such a distinguished guest in our presence. In his honor, may I suggest that we separate the men from the women before we continue with the Torah reading and shofar blowing so that he can pray with us." 


The local rabbi was offended that something so drastic was done in "his" synagogue without consulting him. He got, up to protest, but it was too late. Two hundred people were already on the move, the men stationing themselves on the right side of the synagogue, the women to the left. And they remained so for the entire holiday service.


The next morning Rabbi Schechter spoke again, and once again the Atlas boys, sons of his host, were present. The older of the boys, Morris, possessed an inquisitive, analytical mind and was much taken with Rabbi Schechter. The conversations which had flowed between the young thinker and the older scholar had established a strong bond between the two.

A Decision to Study in Ohr Somayach


Morris had never been to a yeshivah and he had no idea what Orthodoxy was all about, but here was an Orthodox man who touched his heart. By the time Rosh Hashanah was over, Morris had made a decision. He was going to interrupt his studies at Oxford and transfer to Ohr Somayach (a yeshivah with a program for boys with little Torah background) in Jerusalem. 


After much discussion, Mr. Atlas agreed that his son could try it for one semester. The young scholar went off to Israel and the one semester lasted three fruitful years. During those years he became a true ben Torah and eventually influenced his younger brother to come to Ohr Somayach as well. 

Brothers Make A Strong 

Commitment to Torah and Mitzvos


Today, years later, the Atlas brothers are Orthodox Jews living in London, strongly committed to Torah and mitzvos and deeply indebted to the rabbi who slept through his stopover in Athens. Back in Bangkok, the classes which Rabbi Schechter organized have also borne fruit; some women now observe taharas hamishpachah (family purity) for the first time in their lives.


When retelling this story Rabbi Schechter observes reflectively, "It is true," he says, "that I was punished. I could not be with my family in Eretz Yisrael for the holidays. Yet, because of my unscheduled trip, a chain of events was put into motion that accomplished much for Yiddishkeit. Hashem let me be involved in returning two Jews to authentic Judaism." (The Maggid Speaks, Rabbi Paysach Krohn p.233)


Hashem is waiting for all of us to return. 

Reprinted from this week’s Good Shabbos Everyone email.

Caught in the Act

By Yerachmiel Tilles


It happened in Berditchev. On the first day of Rosh Hashanah, during the repetition of the Shacharit prayer. In the shul of the great tzaddik, Rabbi Levi Yitzchak.


The rebbe himself was leading the service. His sweet yet powerful voice permeated the shul, stirring the soul-strings of all present and churning their emotions. Each person felt as if he was standing at that moment before the Throne of Glory Tears streamed down many faces. Everyone was inspired to pray with much more greatly focused intensity than usual, from the depths of their hearts.

Every Person Felt as if He Was 

Standing Before the Throne of Glory


Just before Kedushah, when he started to intone the prayer that begins with the words “L’E-l orech din”—“To G‑d who conducts judgment,” the tzaddik’s voice quivered. A current pulsed through the room. Every heart pounded as the holiness and seriousness of the occasion seemed to be climaxing. Each person felt as if he was standing at that moment before the Throne of Glory, and the Judge of the World was measuring and weighing his deeds of the past year as His gaze penetrated every heart and secret thought. The Rosh Hashanah judgment was about to emerge!


When he came to the words of one of the final couplets, “l’koneh avadav badin”—“Who acquires his servants through judgment,” R. Levi Yitzchak’s voice cut off. He stood as if frozen in his place. His face turned white as a sheet. His eyes bulged. As his tallit began to slip off his head, it seemed as if his soul had flown off to higher realms.

All Eyes Were Riveted 

Upon the Rebbe


All eyes riveted upon the rebbe. Everyone shook in fear. What will be, what will be?


The veteran chassidim, however, realized that something special must be happening, even if they couldn’t perceive it. With great joy he called out confidently, “Who acquires his servants through judgment!” They concentrated on thoughts of teshuvah, of regret for the past and good resolve for the future.


A few more seconds went by. Then, the color returned to the tzaddik’s face. It was as if he had been restored to life. His face shone. With great joy he called out confidently, “L’koneh avadav badin”—“Who acquires his servants through judgment.”


After the prayers, at the holiday meal, one of the elder chassidim mustered his courage and directly queried the rebbe, “What happened during Shacharit? Did you see something in the upper worlds?”


Not one present ever forgot the rebbe’s extraordinary reply.


“I saw the Accuser carrying a huge sack on his back. Right away I felt uneasy. I realized that it was full of the sins of the Jews that he had managed to accumulate over the course of the year.

Peeked Into the Accuser’s Lark Sack


“I went over and peeked in to see what he had. Let me tell you, there was a full assortment: some nasty lashon hara talk, stinginess, baseless hatred, wasted time that could have been used for Torah study, and so forth and so on ad nauseam. Big ones, little ones—the sack was bulging, and the Accuser was gleefully galloping toward the Throne. As I took each particular sin and considered it in the light of these thoughts, it melted in my hand and disappeared as if it had never been!

“‘Oy!’ I thought to myself. ‘What can I possibly do?’ I couldn’t come up with any plan. My spirits sank.

Detecting a Jew Committing a

 Sin on Rosh Hashanah


“Suddenly the Accuser stopped short. His sharp eyes had detected a Jew committing a sin on Rosh Hashanah itself. He dropped the sack and jumped off to pick up this juicy new item to top off his collection.


“As he disappeared from sight, I decided to look in his sack again to get a closer look at what he had. I went over and started examining the different transgressions. I quickly saw that the Jews who had done these things weren’t really so guilty. 


The bitter harshness of the exile, their bleak poverty, the oppressive negative influence of the dominant cultures in which they lived, and other extenuating circumstances, all combined to coarsen the Children of Israel and seriously weaken their Jewish identity and commitment, until finally they were mired in the filth and unable to resist temptation. Those poor Jews! What could be expected of them? And anyway, what could these puny errors weigh against the callous murder, immorality and theft in which the host nations were sunk?


“As I took each particular sin and considered it in the light of these thoughts, it melted in my hand and disappeared as if it had never been! The pile shriveled and shrank, and soon was all gone.


`“Just then, the Accuser returned. When his glance took in the empty sack, he shrieked grievously, ‘Thieves! Ganavim! They stole all my Jewish sins that I worked so hard to amass.’

Grabbed by the Beard


“Then he spotted me. He recognized right away that it must be me that would do something like this to him. He flew over and grabbed me by my beard!


“Now, you should realize that when it comes to knowing Torah, the Accuser is no slouch! He demanded that I pay him back for what I stole, and not only that, but that I was obligated to pay him double. When I answered him that I didn't have anything to pay him with, he quoted the verse, ‘If the thief can’t pay back, he is sold into slavery.’


“With that, the Accuser seized me firmly and dragged me off to sell me. The first angel we encountered, though, adamantly refused to buy me. A Jewish slave? No way! It is too much responsibility. He’d be obligated to feed me and provide for my other needs, and at the same time have to worry about getting caught in false accusations and other problems. ‘He who acquires a Jewish slave acquires a master for himself,’ he quoted. ‘Even if he were free, I wouldn’t take him,’ he finished.

No Angel Wanted to Buy the Rebbe


“So the Accuser offered me to the next angel we came upon, and to a third and to a fourth. No one wanted to buy me. No one was interested at all.


“Deciding it was hopeless, the Accuser took hold of me again and pulled me right up to the Throne of Glory, and set forth his case before the Almighty Himself! When he finished, a voice was heard. ‘“I have made you and I shall carry; I shall sustain and I shall deliver.” I will buy him from you, O Accuser.’


“The Accuser stood slack-jawed. All his complaints were silenced.


“At this point I revived, as you saw for yourselves. And now you know the explanation of ‘Who acquires His servants through judgment’: we are all servants of the Almighty, and only by serving Him can we escape the clutches of the Accuser. So let’s do it!” concluded the tzaddik dramatically. “And in the merit of doing so, surely we will be inscribed and sealed for good.”

[Translated and adapted from Elul-Tishrei, p. 45.]

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

A Message from the Kalever Rebbe for Rosh Hashana 5772

 

Hear the Shofar: 

Heed the Call

 


Our fast-paced, busy lives leave us precious little time to reflect upon the direction and meaning of our journey in this world.  Even as we rush from place to place, eyes wide open, we are often asleep with regards to our true purpose, ignoring the eternal in favor of the temporal. Hashem, in His infinite wisdom and mercy, grants us a special opportunity once a year to awaken from our sleep-walk and reorient ourselves in accordance with His will and our highest purpose. That opportunity is Rosh Hashana.  

The Highlight of the Holiday


The highlight of the holiday is the Mitzvah—commandment—of hearing the manifold blasts of the Shofar which, traditionally, is fashioned from the curved horn of a ram. Each set of Shofar blasts consist of three distinct sounds.  We begin with the Tekiah, a strong, uninterrupted blast much like the sound of a trumpet. This is followed by a Shevarim and Teruah, or combination of the two; these are short, doleful, mourning sounds akin to a brokenhearted cry.  Then a final Tekiah is sounded, concluding the triplet.


What is the significance of these elements?  What message of inspiration should we draw from the Shofar as we hearken to its sounds on the holy day of Rosh Hashana?

Primarily the Anniversary 

Of the Creation of Man


First and foremost, Rosh Hashana marks the anniversary of the creation of man. So we ask, why did Hashem create man?  Our Rabbis explain that Hashem is the beneficent King of the universe whose innermost desire, so to speak, is to bestow goodness and kindness unto his creations.  Hashem created man with a spark of divine intelligence that allows him to recognize and acknowledge his Creator and express gratitude for the goodness he receives from Him.


This expression of gratitude is what brings Hashem into this world and raises His glory in creation itself.  For if we receive without gratitude, then He is removed from the picture entirely (perceptually) and life degrades into a hedonistic hunt for pleasure instead of the noble quest for purpose which comes from the Divine. In essence, Hashem gave us Torah and Mitzvos so that we can follow His plan for creation and thereby merit the sweetest reward of all—reward that is earned through the performance of His will.

 


The initial blast of the Tekiah is our way of trumpeting Hashem’s kingship and sovereignty over all of creation on this, the anniversary of creation. Unfortunately, we often fall short of the mark and lose sight of our Creator. We naively believe that we alone are the arbiters of our destinies, that we can control our own fates. 

The Arrogance of so Many 

World Leaders Today


Witness the arrogance of so many world leaders today who cruelly oppress their own people and, more often, direct their hatred toward Hashem’s special children, the Jewish people, who serve as a constant reminder of Hashem’s presence in this physical world.  But, as we see world events unfolding, in the end, inhuman tyranny is overthrown by the hidden hand of the Divine, literally in the blink of an eye!


The challenge of life is to come back to Hashem with a broken heart and a cry of repentance and reconciliation with, “Avinu Malkenu,” our Father and King in heaven.  This is symbolized by the sound of the Shevarim–Teruah, the broken blasts emanating from the depths of our souls lamenting the rift we have allowed between ourselves and our King. And Hashem responds by embracing us and helping us to repair and straighten any crookedness we have allowed in our path toward Him. This is represented by the concluding Tekiah, sounding a strong and confident note of rapprochement between Hashem and us, His precious children. 

A Metaphor for Life Itself


The Shofar then is a metaphor for life itself.  On Rosh Hashana let us heed its clarion call to the possibilities of new beginnings with the help of the Almighty.  And may we thus be inscribed in the book of life for a sweet, healthy and spiritually uplifting new year.

Reprinted from an email sent by the gabbai (Reb Zalmen Rosenberg) of the Kalever Rebbe in Williamsburg. The Rebbe’s message was translated from Yiddish into English by Rabbi Avraham Shalom Farber and Reb Yehuda Leib Meth.

Israelis Consume 2,000 

Tons of Honey in Tishrei

By Chana Ya'ar 
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Israelis this year will consume 2,000 tons of honey during the Hebrew month of Tishrei, in which fall the Jewish High Holy Days, and the holidays of Sukkot Shemini Atzeret and Simchat Torah. 


Rosh Hashana, the two-day Jewish New Year, begins Wednesday night. 


The traditional round-shaped challah bread is dipped in honey at each holiday and Sabbath meal throughout the month of Tishrei, in order to ensure a “good and sweet year.” 


Honey use in Tishrei accounts for more than half of the Jewish State's annual purchases, industry experts told IDF Army Radio.


Cell phone companies are also expected to benefit on Wednesday just before the start of the holiday, with at least 150 million SMS text messages expected to be sent as the New Year approaches.

Reprinted from the the September 28, 2011 email of Artuz Sheva.

A Slice of Life
The Call of the Shofar

By Goldie Goldblum


Boruch Yosef, barely thirteen, faced the hospital reception desk on one of the holiest days of the year. "My name," he announced, in the high-pitched voice of a Bar Mitzva boy, "is Mr. Klein. I called yesterday and asked if you could have a list of Jewish patients ready for me." 


The receptionist shuffled some papers. "Oh, that's impossible, uh, Mr. Klein. When you called, I thought you were a little older." Not to be put off so lightly, Boruch Yosef said, "I have been visiting patients in this hospital for almost a year. If you are unfamiliar with my activities, please speak to the chaplain." 


Without another word, the list was handed over, and Boruch Yosef proceeded to divide up "his" patients. On this Rosh Hashana there were five elderly men on the fourth floor, and one on the ninth. Boruch Yosef made a mental note that maybe he'd skip the man on the ninth. 

Reaches the Fourth Floor Panting


He bypassed the elevators and began walking up the steep stairs. By the time he reached the fourth floor (Geriatrics) he was panting. Forget the ninth floor! He consulted his list. His first patient, Sidney Jacobs, was just two doors away. As it turned out, Sidney was sleeping, but Boruch Yosef was able to blow the shofar for Mrs. Jacobs in the lounge. 


The next patient was Erwin Goldfinger, who regaled Boruch Yosef with army tales , possibly embroidering a little to further widen Boruch Yosef's eyes. When the shofar was blown, Erwin fell silent, and sniffed quietly. "Fine boy, fine boy," he muttered. 

Steep Steps Painted a Hideous Hospital Green


The next three visits were uneventful, and Boruch Yosef headed for the stairs. He looked up at the flights rising above him, steep steps painted a hideous hospital green, and inwardly apologized to Mr. Fried, on the ninth floor. 


His list stated that Mr. Fried was over 70, and was in critical condition. Boruch Yosef's conscience didn't let him rest. Maybe this Rosh Hashana would be Mr. Fried's last. And because he didn't like the look of the nasty, rattling steps, perhaps Mr. Fried would not hear the shofar. 


It was enough. He slowly climbed up to the ninth floor. From previous visits, he knew that it housed the I.C.U. and that to visit it he would have to get permission at the nurses' station.

The Patient is in a Coma


The woman in charge said that Mr. Fried had been in a coma (What's a coma? he wondered) for several weeks, but that visitors were certainly welcome. She escorted him to the room. 


Mr. Fried was connected to all kinds of wires and gadgets. Sitting in one corner was an elderly man, half asleep over a "machzor" (holiday prayer book). Boruch Yosef softly asked if he would like to hear the shofar. The man's eyelids dragged open and he nodded his head. He explained to Boruch Yosef that his friend, Mr. Fried, had been "asleep" for three weeks, and was unable to hear the shofar. 


Boruch Yosef's father had given him this shofar for his Bar Mitzva, knowing how his son visited the hospital on Shabbat and Yom Tov. Now, Boruch Yosef touched its unusual surface and marvelled at how a mere ram's horn could make such a powerful, moving sound. 


He carefully recited the blessing and was not at all fazed when Mr. Fried cried out, "amen!" He raised the shofar and blew the required sounds, oblivious to the doctors and nurses rushing in, oblivious to Mr. Fried's friend's crying, oblivious to Mr. Fried sitting up, listening to the shofar blasts. When he finished, he quietly slipped out of the room, and went home. 

Quietly Slipping Out of the Room


The following year, Boruch Yosef was besieged by callers requesting him to blow the shofar in the small shuls near his home. Each one offered him a nice monetary incentive, and each time, Boruch Yosef flatly refused. One tiny shul, quite far from his neighborhood, however, admitted that they had no funds, but could offer him some homemade cake and a glass of tea. To this shul, Boruch Yosef said yes. 


It was not surprising that Boruch Yosef, still a short lad, caused a mild ripple of laughter in the shul. Boruch Yosef ignored the laughter, and concentrated on the task at hand. With closed eyes, he put his lips to the shofar and blew. Afterward, there was no laughter. They hadn't expected his seriousness, his attachment to the mitzva, this crowd of elderly Jews. He had surprised them. 

The Dignity of an Eagle


One man came forward. His creamy talis gave him the dignity of an eagle. His yellowed fingers tapped on the rail of the bima. "Young man," he rasped, 

"Do you remember me?" 


Boruch Yosef shook his head and smiled, looking like one of hundreds of yeshiva boys. Obviously, this was a case of mistaken identity. 


"Well, young man, I have not forgotten you. Last year I also had the pleasure of answering "amen" to your blessing." 


Boruch Yosef looked puzzled. "Sir, last year I did not blow the shofar in a shul." 


The man smiled. "But you blew it for me. I am Mr. Fried." 

Reprinted from the 5752 Rosh Hashanah issue of L’Chaim, a weekly publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization. The article originally appeared in The Yiddishe Heim.

In Brooklyn, a Rabbi’s 
Music Lessons Ring Out

By Joseph Berger
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Chester Higgins Jr./The New York Times

Rabbi Levi Yitzchok Meisner of Borough Park, Brooklyn, is an expert on the shofar, the ram’s horn heard on Rosh Hashana. 


In his corner of Brooklyn, he has the status of a Louis Armstrong, though he is a young man with a different kind of horn. 


Rabbi Levi Yitzchok Meisner is an expert on the shofar, the ram’s horn whose wailing, shivering sounds Jews will hear in synagogues across the world on Rosh Hashana, the two-day holiday that begins at sundown Wednesday. Though he no longer blows the shofar at formal services, he has taught scores of shofar blowers who do, especially in the heavily Hasidic neighborhood of Borough Park, where he lives. 


Many people think the shofar is a relatively simple wind instrument to master; after all, it does not have anything like the range of do-re-mi notes that Mr. Armstrong could evoke from a trumpet. But Rabbi Meisner, 28, a lush-bearded father of two whose main livelihood is as a kosher supervisor for a rabbinical court, will tell you its simplicity is deceptive. 


It does not take many lessons to learn the shofar, he said, but it takes a good deal of practice, practice, practice to sound an elegant tekiyah, shvorim, teruah — the three varieties of sounds that in various combinations are blown on Rosh Hashana and in abbreviated form at the close of Yom Kippur. 

It’s More Important to 

Take Away the Bad Habits


“You can’t teach how to blow,” he said, with the seeming incongruity of a Mel Brooks “2,000-Year-Old Man” routine. “It’s more to take away the bad habits that detract from blowing. Most people blow with a lot of effort, a lot of power. It’s exactly the opposite.” 


“There’s a fancy word with trumpets: embouchure,” he continued. “That tells you how to hold the trumpet in the lips, not to push too tight. The sounds happens by tiny vibrations. As the Talmud says, ‘Intelligence, not work.’ ” 


The other day, Rabbi Meisner, wearing his daily garb of a navy frock coat over a vest and white shirt buttoned at the neck, was instructing Yeedle Melber, 33, while a recent graduate, Rabbi Yechiel Lichtenstein, looked on. Mr. Melber said he wanted to be able to blow the shofar this holiday for his mother, who cannot leave the house because of recent surgery. Eventually, he said, he would also like to blow the shofar for his shtibl — a room-size house of worship. He can do an adequate long tekiyah and the trio of shvorim notes, but the nine short blasts of the teruah elude him. 

Falling into the Trap of Getting Tense


“I fell into a trap that a lot of people do,” Mr. Melber said. “I get tense.” 


“That’s the No. 1 killer,” Rabbi Meisner agreed. 


“You have to become one with the shofar,” Mr. Melber said, echoing a mystical phrase of Rabbi Meisner’s. “You have to make peace with the shofar.” 


Rabbi Meisner also imparts some practical tips for better blowing. Try not to eat before shofar time — it is easier to blow on an empty stomach. The first sound — tekiyah — can be performed with either a clean single keening sound or with a moanlike dip midway. Either way, it becomes a piercing call to repentance, which is after all the holiday’s raison d’être. 


“They say the tekiyah is meant to straighten out the crookedness of the heart,” Mr. Melber said. 


In recent weeks, Rabbi Meisner coached more than 50 students with two or three lessons apiece; he estimates that he has taught several hundred students in recent years. The need is great because Borough Park has 200 synagogues. But his influence will also be felt farther away — in a town outside Kiev in Ukraine, for example, where Rabbi Lichtenstein will be jetting in to lead a congregation that does not have a rabbi. 


Until now, Rabbi Meisner has not usually charged for lessons, but students typically will buy a shofar from him; he sells them out of his living room for $50 to $250 apiece. 

Learned to Blow at the Age of 8


Rabbi Meisner, who is allied with the Skver sect based in New Square, in Rockland County, N.Y., learned to blow at roughly 8 years old from his maternal grandfather, who blew the shofar at a synagogue in Washington Heights. 


He blew his first shofar in a synagogue the year after his bar mitzvah, and he still blows daily at his Brooklyn synagogue during Elul, the Hebrew month preceding Rosh Hashana. But he spends Rosh Hashana itself in New Square, and there the shofar is sounded by the grand rabbi’s son-in law. 


In mastering the shofar, Rabbi Meisner has absorbed its arcana. Shofars are reminiscent of the ram that Abraham sacrificed in place of Isaac, a Torah tale read on Rosh Hashana’s second day. Shofars were blasted at Mount Sinai and in Joshua’s capture of Jericho. Thereafter, they were blown as a call to battle or as a summons to the ancient Temple in Jerusalem. Believers expect the Messiah’s arrival to be announced with a shofar’s sound. 

Need a Permit from the Dept. of Agriculture


Shofars are mostly produced in Israel, Morocco and China, and American importers need a permit from the Department of Agriculture. The horn can come from a ram or any other kosher animal — some Jews prefer the spiraling horn of a kudu antelope — but the animal need not be slaughtered in kosher fashion. If a ram is used, it should be at least 2 years old. 


After the raw horn is cut off the carcass, its core is removed and the horn is heated by blowtorch or in oil so it can be straightened out for the drilling of a hole that joins the slender tip with the naturally hollowed-out fatter end. The horn is sanitized with an antiseptic solution, sanded, polished and sometimes carved with teethlike decorations. Any puncture, even if it is repaired with glue, renders the shofar ritually unfit. Rabbi Meisner’s shofars carry a rabbinical seal of approval. 

Hearing the Shofar is a Mitzvah


For Jews, hearing the shofar is a mitzvah — a required, virtuous deed. In the ultra-Orthodox world, women are encouraged, though not obligated, to hear the shofar; they are also permitted to do the actual trumpeting, but only at a service for other women. Rabbi Meisner sometimes blows the shofar at a wedding hall for women who cannot make it to synagogue, usually because they are busy taking care of children. 


Hearing the sound of the shofar is so essential that some synagogues are architecturally designed to assure that the acoustics do not resonate with strong echoes that overwhelm the shofar’s pure sound. On this point, Judaism makes an important distinction. 


“If you hear the echo alone,” Rabbi Meisner said, “you don’t fulfill the mitzvah.” 

Reprinted from the September 28, 2011 edition of The New York Times.
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