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I Need the Mansion,

But Not for Me

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Reb Pinchas used some of his fabulous wealth to build a brick mansion for himself. As most of the other houses in the city of Shklov were made of wood, his house stood out. In truth, in Shklov any mansion was a sign of affluence, but a brick mansion was something really spectacular.


When he mentioned to the Alter Rebbe his plans to build the mansion, the Rebbe asked him, “Pinchas, why do you need a brick mansion?” 


“Rebbe, believe me,” explained Reb Pinchas, “when I thought about building my house, I shed more tears than there will be bricks. I keep reminding myself, ‘Do I need a brick mansion?’
Important Meeting Will Take

Place in “Pinchas” Mansion


“But because I will have a mansion, important community meetings will take place in ‘Pinchas’ mansion.’ Since the meeting is taking place in ‘Pinchas’ mansion,’ Pinchas has a say. Once Pinchas has a say, the chassidishe melamed has a job! 


“Now, if Pinchas doesn’t have a mansion, the meetings won’t be taking place in Pinchas’ home. Then Pinchas won’t have a say and the chassidishe melamed won’t necessarily have a job.” 


The Alter Rebbe responded, “You are right; this is a proper thing for you.”


So Reb Pinchas stated, “The mansion is not for me. I personally don’t need it; it is simply a way in which I can help others.” 


This brings us to a final thought on this story. 


Many people feel comfortable in their own home. They feel that in the privacy of their house, they could do as they feel; after all, it is their own house. However, Reb Pinchas knew and stated, everything a person has is there in order to serve Hashem: “Yes, I have a large house, but it is only to enable me to help another Jew.” 
One’s Home Should Be a Place Where

Hashem’s Glory Should be Present


Reb Pinchas stated that a person should envision his own house only as a place where Hashem’s glory should be present and be manifested. The Alter Rebbe was so pleased with this response that he came to the dedication and said a maamar.


However, we should note, Reb Pinchas did not only assist the melamdim and poor among the chassidim; he helped everyone equally, and this brought about tremendous tolerance and goodwill in Shklov. This was evident from the fact that the misnagdishe talmidei chachomim looked forward to the Alter Rebbe’s frequent visits and to listening to his Torah thoughts.

Reprinted from the Parshas Be’halosecha 5779 email of the Weekly Story of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzion. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com
Desperately Looking for

The Missing Car Keys
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Before Rabbi Uri Zohar turned the talents of his mind to Torah at the age of forty after an encounter with a Rabbi, he had been Israel’s top entertainer for many years. At the end of one class he related a story: He had just received a call from an old friend, someone from the old bohemian days. 

This fellow and his wife had gone out to the beach like so many others on the Holy Shabbos! After a day of sun bathing he returned to the car with his wife and soon became aware that he could not find his keys. 

After checking all his pockets, he implored his wife to search the depth of her pocket book for the missing keys. He retraced his steps in the sand back to the place where their blanket had been. No keys. He emptied the nearby trash can. No keys. He looked under the car. Still no keys! 

People were driving away with ease and the sun was an orange ball setting in the western sky. In a moment of desperation, he began to march across the sand and out to the water as his wife looked on in horror. He waded up to his thighs in water. Rabbi Zohar stood from his chair to demonstrate. It was obvious he had lost none of his dramatic flair. 

The fellow raised his hands and shouted out, “Elokim! Elokim! Give me my keys!” At that very moment, floating in the water, touching his leg were his keys. He came back to the car shaken and his wife observed that he had found the keys. He told her that he had found more than the keys. 

That Sunday morning, he gave a call to his old friend, Rabbi Uri Zohar to ask, “Where do I begin?” (Story from Rabbi Label Lam). 
Reprinted from the Parshas Be’halesocha 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

The Egged Bus to Jerusalem
By Rabbi Dovid Hoffman

R’ Elimelech Biderman shlit’a recounts the following story, and the lesson learned therein. On Motzei Rosh Hashana 5777 (October 4, 2016), a large group of people found themselves waiting at the Egged bus stop on Rechov Kahaneman for the #402 bus to Jerusalem. 
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They had all spent Yom Tov in Bnei Brak, and late as it was, they all needed to get back home to Jerusalem, as soon as possible. The night hour was late, and the bus was not coming. People’s patience was being tried, and one after the other, upset riders called the bus company to complain about the #402 and why it STILL hadn’t come. A few demanded that they send out another bus to pick up the huge crowd of Jerusalemites who needed to get home. 


After an additional frustrating wait - it was after 1:30 in the morning - when they saw an approaching Egged bus. But, sadly this bus was not the #402 to Jerusalem, but the #318 to Rechovot. 


The driver kindly slowed down and a few people jumped on and asked if perhaps he can change his route and take them all to Jerusalem, instead of Rechovot. 


The man calmly explained to the group, that he can get fired for changing his route and sadly he could not do as they asked. They pleaded with him. “No one is going to Rechovot. You have an empty bus. Please take us - do this mitzvah!” The driver was literally bombarded with requests, persisting and cajoling him to take them to their intended destination. 


Finally, he smiled hesitantly and reluctantly agreed to switch his route. He changed the digital display in front from #318 to #402 and after what seemed like a mass embarkation onto his bus, he drove off in the direction of Jerusalem. The entire group was extremely grateful, continuously singing his praises all throughout the entire bus ride to Jerusalem. 


As they approached the outskirts of the holy city, one curious passenger had the temerity to ask, “Why did you agree to risk your career with Egged and change your route for us? You know they can track your bus with a GPS!” 


Instead of a frown, the driver broke out in a wide smile. “To be frank with you,” he said, “my route tonight was not to Rechovot after all - it was truly meant to be Jerusalem all along!” 


The passenger’s jaw dropped in astonishment. “So many people had called that the bus company dispatched a bus to come get them. The problem was that no driver was willing to take the route. We all knew how irate and upset the large group on Kahaneman was going to be at 1:30 A.M., and how they would likely take their angst and indignation out on the driver. 


Finally, I agreed to take the route but I made an usual request of my superiors. I proposed - and received approval - to allow me to change the display to Rechovot and pretend that I was not meant to pick them up. But when I will agree to take them all, instead of complaints, they will be thrilled and show their appreciation by showering me with blessings! Instead of viewing my late arrival with contempt and exasperation, they will view it as a huge favor, undertaken at great personal risk. And, I am happy to say, it worked!” 


We see from here, a new lens from which to view the way we appreciate all that is done for us. Hashem provides us with all that we need and He maintains us on this world He created, with no benefit to Him. 


And yet, what do we do? We complain about this and that - and lose sight of the big picture. “Kol Mah D’avid Rachmana L’tav Avid” - all that Hashem does is for our good, and even if it takes an Israeli bus driver tricking us into seeing that, it’s all worth it in the end.

Reprinted from the Parshas Behaaloscha 5779 email of Torah Tavlin.
Chassidic Friends and Families Rally to Help

Haitian Scam Victim

By Menachem Posner
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Gabriel Pierre and Rabbi Yisroel Gordon.


Haitian-born Gabriel Pierre is gentle, kind, thoughtful and eager to help others—the perfect candidate to serve as an aide for an elderly person with dementia [living in the Crown Heights section of Brooklyn]. It also made him the perfect candidate for smooth-talking scammers who robbed him of his life savings of $18,500.


Since the money was stolen last month, Ellen Gordon and Rishe Deitsch—wife and daughter of Rabbi Yisroel Gordon, whom Pierre cares for—spent hours on the phone and computer in a vain effort to recover the stolen funds. After filing police reports, and speaking to bureaucrats, lawyers, elected officials and activists, the family finally concluded that the money could not be recovered.


“Gabriel was sad. Devastated. He couldn’t even bring himself to come to my nephew’s wedding, and Gabriel always participates in our family occasions,” Deitsch told Chabad.org. “He just couldn’t come. I didn’t know what else to do. All the lawyers we called said the case was ‘unwinnable,’ and they did not want to waste their time.”


The family decided to collect the money, dollar by dollar, to help put Pierre—whom Deitsch calls “my brother from another mother”—back on his feet.


“Despite my father’s very challenging illness, Gabriel has always treated my father with gentleness, calm and respect,” explains Deitsch, who lives down the block from her father and visits on a daily basis. “Gabriel’s warm smile greets us when we arrive, and when we leave he always thanks us for coming. Every day he puts his own feelings and comfort aside, only focusing on what’s best for our father, may he live and be well.”
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At a Gordon family celebration, front row, l to r: Rabbi Yossy Gordon, Rabbi Yisroel Gordon and Gabriel Pierre.


During the five years that Pierre has been caring for Gordon, a retired cantor and Jewish educator, he has picked up a remarkable repertoire of Chassidic and Yiddish folk melodies, memorized the blessings said before and after eating, and even learned large parts of the morning prayers by heart.


Lovingly referred to as Gavriel (the Hebrew form of Gabriel), he participated in family events and otherwise became part of the fabric of the close-knit Chassidic community in Brooklyn, N.Y. This made his loss all the more personal for friends, neighbors and others, who have come to know and respect the soft-spoken man with a peaked cap and lilting French accent.


“My father’s home is a sad place now,” attests Deitsch. “This sad story is destroying Gabriel and his family.”


Citing the Jewish law that tzedakah (“charity”) is to be distributed to both Jews and non-Jews, Deitsch’s son-in-law, Rabbi Mendy Heber, launched a Gofundme campaign on Pierre’s behalf. In the first few days, the campaign already raised more than $6,800 in donations and expects to bring in more as the word spreads.


“Gabriel has done so much for our father,” says Deitsch. “He has taught me so much! From Gabriel, I learned the art of communicating without a word. In silence, because my father is frustrated by words he can no longer understand, Gabriel conveys total understanding and compassion. You have to see it to believe it. Even if we manage to raise all the lost money—even if we double it—we will never be able to truly repay him for his kindness to us.”


“Watching the numbers rise makes me feel like part of the family, not an employee,” said Pierre. “G‑d bless everyone.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Shelach 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

On Kind Deeds


… I received a call from a disabled worker, with no connection to my place of work, and he asked me if there was any chance that he could work for me for a few hours as he was sitting at home and going crazy from doing nothing, and he could also use a few shekel in his pocket. 


I had pity on him and despite not having anything for him to do, I told him to come to work despite that his output would be minimal because of his disability. 
The next day he showed up, but the regular worker had not shown up for work. Were it not for the disabled worker, we would not have made it through the day, and he did me the favor by saving the situation. 


All the workers were pleased as they saw that from kindness one does not lose out, even the disabled worker knew that we would not have managed without him and he really earned his wages a

Reprinted from the Parshas Behaalosecha 5779 of Tiv Hakehilah.

Where is Your Furniture?

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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A person once delivered a letter from the Baal Shem Tov to the Maggid. Entering the Maggid’s house, he was shocked to see that there was barely any furniture inside. The same board that served as a table, placed on two stumps, became the bed at night, when it was placed on the floor. 


Turning to the Maggid, he asked in astonishment, “Where is your furniture?”


The Maggid replied by asking him the same question: “And where is yours?”


“My furniture is in my house,” he answered. “The only reason you don’t see it is because I am traveling right now. But this is your home, so where is yours?” 


The Maggid replied “I am also traveling now. In my home [i.e. in Gan Eden], you will find my furniture.” 


So yes, the Maggid was extremely modest. Not only didn’t he own luxuries, he was careful not to have more than the most basic necessities.


However, his great-grandson, known as the heilige Ruzhiner, lived in luxury. He travelled in a wagon of which even the Czar of Russia was envious of, and he wore boots made out of gold. 


Some might ask, “Doesn’t modesty apply to all aspects of one’s conduct? A person should not ostentatiously show off his riches. Why did the Ruzhiner live with so much luxury?” 


The answer is: At the same time the Ruzhiner wore golden boots, there were holes in the soles. In other words, the Ruzhiner felt that the gentiles and nobility looked down at the “poor” Jew. So in order to enhance the image of a Jew, he dressed and traveled in the above-described style. However, he never felt any sense of personal satisfaction from his riches. 


When a person reflects and realizes that he was entrusted by Hashem, the Creator of the entire Universe, to successfully accomplish his mission, how can he let Him down? He must and will persevere! 


In this area, not only is haughtiness not frowned upon, it is laudable and in fact a necessity.

Reprinted from the Parshas Be’halosecha 5779 email of the Weekly Story of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com
Question About the Above Story

(Editor’s Note: I emailed Rabbi Avtzon that I have on numerous occasions heard from many speakers or read in numerous and diverse Jewish publications a similar story concerning the Chofetz Chaim as being the one who asked his visitor “Where is your furniture?” Rabbi Avtzon replied:


“Daniel I understand your question loud and clear. However, it is printed by the Frierdiker Rebbe [Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, zt”l, 1880-1950] in his Likkutei Dibburim, published in his lifetime He [the Frierdiker Rebbe] said it happened with the Maggid [of Mezeritch - Rabbi Dov Baer ben Avraham, zt”l, 1704-1772]. So it is not like I just heard a beautiful story and each chossid wants to connect it to his Rebbe or Gadol if the person who is relating it is Litvish. The Maggid is great enough that the Frierdiker Rebbe would not have to make up a story about his greatness. For then he is in essence saying he is not great at all. I hope this answers your question.  A gutte Shabbos.”)
How the Munkatcher Rebbe Replied to His Antagonist



Grand Rabbi Chaim Elazar Spira,

Munkatcher Rebbe, author of Minchas Elozor

In the years prior to World War Two, it was known that two Chassidic sects – the Belzer and the Munkatch Chassidim – did not get along very well. In the town of Munkatch lived a Belzer Chasid named Moshe Silber. Fiercely loyal to his Rebbe, he would often argue with the Munkatcher Rebbe (1868-1937), O”BM. 

One day, in the midst of such an argument, the Munkatcher Rebbe turned to Moshe Silber and said, "You will die with your tallis katan (tzitzis) on!" 

Some years later, the war came and Moshe Silber was deported to Auschwitz. The threat of death was constant: He suffered hunger, illness, and sheer brutality. 

Of course, in Auschwitz there was no way of obtaining a tallis katan. Moshe Silber never doubted that he would survive Auschwitz because the Munkatcher Rebbe had said he would die with his tallis katan on. If the Munkatcher Rebbe – a great tzaddik – had said so, it was doubtless to be that way. 

Ultimately, Moshe Silber did survive the war. And for years after, he would sit wearing his tallis katan in his New Jersey home, telling visitors wonderful stories about his former opponent, the Munkatcher Rebbe – whose words had given him the strength to survive a living purgatory. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky’s Unexpected Learning Partner

By Daniel Goldstein
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Rabbi Menahem began learning at Yeshivat Torah V’Emunah in Jerusalem, and later moved to Bnei Brak to study at Yeshivat Netivot Olam. His 14-year-old son Zohar joined a local Talmud Torah (Religious Torah School) 


Shortly after entering the school, the boy returned home frustrated. "Father, I do not understand anything that is taught in school." "I can’t read the Gemara(Talmud) without punctuation," he said.

The father responded to his son: "Zohar, when issues come up in life I go to the experts for advice, why don’t you try the same thing?” Here in our city, lives the famous Sage Rabbi Chaim Kanivsky shlit"a, he is an expert at Gemara,go and seek his advice.”

The boy went to Rabbi Kanievsky's house on Friday afternoon and asked him, "Perhaps your honor could teach me tractate Bava Metzia, the Gemara we are learning in Cheider?"

Rabbi Kanievsky replied: "When will I have the time to learn with you? And after a moment of thought, he said, "It's a good idea, sit my son and we will learn together."

"They sat and learned the tractate of Baba Metzia together for an entire hour: the giant Torah Sage with a young boy struggling to learn," the father notes with admiration. "When they finished studying and Zohar rose to go, he said: 'Rabbi, should I come again next week?' Rabbi Kanievsky, in his humility, replied: 'Come again next week and we will study together.'

So it was. The special friendship continued for two and a half years. Every Friday afternoon the boy arrived at the house of the great Torah Sage for a lesson in Gemara.

Even when the boy went to study in a yeshiva, the special friendship continued, albeit slightly differently: Zohar would arrive on Friday afternoons, and the rabbi would test him on what he had learned that week.
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A volume of the book 'Meir Oz


After several years, Rabbi Kanievsky said to Zohar: "Tell your father I said it’s time for you to get married". After the young man got married he went to Rabbi Kanievsky's home to ask advice about his Torah learning. The rabbi said to him: "I would like you to write a commentary on the Mishnah Berurah and indicate the sources on which the Mishnah Berurah wrote his rulings." In response, Zohar said that he felt this task was beyond him. He continued studying Torah in other fields and didn’t write the commentary.

After a while Zohar approached Rabbi Kanievsky expressing his concern that he had not been blessed with children yet. The Rav looked at him and said, "I told you to write a book about the Mishnah Berurah." Zohar said again: "This is beyond  me," but the great Sage didn’t give in and said, "Deal with the book and you will be blessed with children".

"And so it was," continues Rabbi Menachem with his story. "While writing the first volume of his commentary, he was blessed with his first son, and from there on, upon completing the next volumes in the series, he merited another son."

Rabbi Menahem took out the fourth volume of his son’s book, ‘Meir Oz’, and said; “indeed he now has four children."

Rabbi Friedman concludes; we learn from this story how precious the soul of every Jewish child is, to the extent that the Great Torah Sage of the generation put aside his precious time to help a 14 year old secular boy, connect to the beauty of the Torah and Judaism.
Reprinted from the Parashat Shelach 5779 email of Hidabroot.com, courtesy of the Dirshu website.
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