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The Bais HaLevi, Rabbi Yosef Dov Soloveitchik, zt”l


There is an incident that occurred with the Bais HaLevi (1820-1892). It took place during an assembly of Rabbanim in Russia when they were gathered to discuss the pressing issues of the day. 


One of the free-thinking, wealthy, lay people posed a question, and asked the Rabbis to “ease the load of Mitzvos” on the people, arguing that many of the Mitzvos of the Torah were outdated. 


The Bais HaLevi stood up and responded to this contemptuous individual with a Mashal. “There was once a businessman who succeeded in only one thing, and that was amassing very large debts. He would purchase large amounts of merchandise on credit and could not pay his bills. Understandably, his reputation was not very good. 


One night, shortly after midnight, he knocked on the door of one of his biggest creditors, someone he owed 100,000 rubles to. He told the creditor that he was aware that he hadn’t made any payments in years, and he wanted to make an exact accounting of the debt. 


The creditor was not interested in meeting with this man at that time of the night, but the hope of collecting his debt motivated him to pull out his ledgers and go through the entire bill. They went over every detail and negotiated, until the debtor was able to adjust the debt to 50,000 rubles. 


The creditor was very upset, but he realized that accepting half the amount owed to him was better than getting nothing at all, so he agreed to the compromise, expecting to receive a check immediately for the balance. We can only imagine his anger and disgust when the debtor wished him a good night and walked towards the door. 


The creditor exclaimed, “You are not paying me now?!” 


The debtor replied, “No, of course not. You know that I have no money.” 
The man asked, “Why then did you bother to go through the entire bill, leading me on that you were going to do something about it?” 


The debtor responded, “You don’t understand. Every time I borrowed money, I felt bad that I was taking someone else’s money, when I knew I would not be able to repay them. This feeling would lay like a stone on my heart, and I knew that I had to do something about it. That is why I came here tonight to go over the bills. True, I cannot pay you, but at least I feel better now. I no longer owe you 100,000 rubles, I only owe you 50,000, and this brings joy to my heart. You should feel better also, knowing that I don’t owe you as much money anymore!” 
The Bais HaLevi concluded, “You are asking to have less of an obligation to Hashem, yet, you do not want to strengthen your service to Him. Even if you only had the Aseres HaDibros [the Ten Commandments] to observe, you would try to find a way out of keeping them. 


“For people like you, no compromise will ever be good. You seek one thing and one thing only, and that is to abolish the Torah! You have no desire to pay your debt, you only want to allow yourself to feel better. The Torah cannot be changed. It is perfect and complete. You would do yourself a great service if you would accept the Torah in its entirety, with devotion and self-sacrifice— just as your ancestors have done, but you will never receive from us a compromised deal to diminish your holy debt to Hashem!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A Most Incredible and
Miraculous Pesach Story

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton



The Tzemach Tzedek


The Tzemach Tzedik (Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson,1789-1866) became Rebbe [of Lubavitch] and in the latter years of his life a large group of some twenty Chassidim from the city Tolinesh in Serbia decided to travel to Lubavitch (a three-month journey!) to spend Passover with him. They left their city shortly after Chanukah and days before Passover arrived at their destination.


They assumed that because they had come from afar they would certainly be allowed to be spectators at the Rebbe's Seder on the night of Pesach itself. Therefore they finished their Seder as quickly as possible and rushed to the Rebbe's home. But the Rebbe's secretary had bad news. They couldn’t enter.


First, the Rebbe was weak, second it was not his usual custom to eat the Pesach meal in public and finally his house was simply not big enough to take so many guests. Rather, the secretary suggested, they should go to the home of the Rebbe's son, Rabbi Yehuda Leib, who was also a holy genius and he would certainly give them an unforgettable experience. Then perhaps later in the week they could have an audience with the Rebbe.


With no other choice they went. It was already late by the time they reached Rab Yehuda Leib's house and then they had to wait over an hour while he rested after his Seder. But finally he received them cordially and told them that because it would soon be morning and he didn't have time to sit with them at length, he would tell them a wondrous story that he just experienced the other day that began just over a year ago.


They agreed and he began.


"Before Passover last year my father told me to hide in one of the corners of the room and listen to the first of his private audiences (Yechidut).  This was very unusual but I was happy to follow his orders.


"The person that entered was a well built, clean shaven young man of some twenty years old that seemed to be very anxious and afraid of something.


"He told my father, the Rebbe, that he was a Cantonist (Jews that had been snatched from their homes at a young age and 'prepared' for service in the Czar’s army to 'clean' them from Judaism). He, unlike many others, survived and even kept his Jewish identity but a few days ago he deserted. Now he was on the run and he needed the Rebbe's blessing so he wouldn't get caught.


"But my father didn't agree. 'No! NO!' he said forcefully. 'You must go back to your battalion as soon as possible and G-d will protect you from all harm. You will merit to have long life and see children and grandchildren learning Torah and doing the Commandments of G-d.'


"The bewildered soldier looked at my father in disbelief and said, 'But Rabbi, if I go back now I could have my head chopped off. You don't know our commander. He is a very cruel person, a wicked animal, and a Jew hater at that!'


"'Don't worry!' he assured him with a smile. “˜It will be all right. Just tell him you went to visit relatives and he will let you off.'


"'The soldier took a few seconds to digest it all but finally nodded his head, said he would do what the Rebbe told him and turned to go. But my father stopped him.


"'I have a request for you, please don't refuse. Soon will be the days of Passover; ask your commander for a two-day pass to allow you to go to the nearest town to celebrate both days of the holiday with other Jews.


“Certainly he will agree. But, please do not sleep in the same house that you eat at. Rather, both nights of the holiday go to the Synagogue and sleep there no matter how much your host insists you sleep by him.


"'Afterwards return to your battalion and then on the seventh day of the holiday again plead before your commander to give you a second leave for the last two days of the holiday. Also this time do not sleep in the house where you eat but rather go to the general guest house. But the main thing is do not worry! Everything will be fine if you think positively. Your commander will be on your side.' The soldier dutifully agreed, saluted, bowed and left.


"This was almost exactly a year ago" Said the Tzemach Tzedik's son, "and since then I had heard nothing. Then, just a few days ago my father again told me to hide in the corner of his room.


"I waited, suddenly the door opened and who entered? None other than the same soldier! But this time he was full of gratitude and excitement! He apologized for the delay and explained that this was the first opportunity he had since then to get a leave. He told my father what happened.


"He followed the Rebbe's advice, returned to his commander and it was just as the Rebbe had said; when he said that he went to see relatives, he smiled understandingly, slapped him on the shoulder and released him. It was a revealed miracle!


"But that was just the beginning. A few days later; the day before Pesach, he again approached his commander asked for a two-day leave to spend the holiday in the town and his request was granted! Another miracle!


"Just hours later the soldier was seated around a richly decorated table with other well-dressed Jews in a warm festive home about to begin the Pesach Seder. It was like being in heaven! During the meal tiredness overcame him several times but he made it till the end. Then after the meal was over he remembered what the Rebbe said and dragged himself to the nearby Synagogue to sleep despite the pleading of his host to stay.


"As he entered the Shul a dejected, disheveled fellow of about fifty year of age stood up from the corner where he had been sitting and approached him.


"The man was obviously desperate for someone to talk to and despite the fact that it was obvious that the soldier desperately wanted to lie down, he poured out his sad story.


"His name was Efriam the Tailor. He had been a wealthy man but after his wife tragically passed away over a year ago he made the mistake of marrying a woman some twenty years his junior without really investigating her. After several months of what he thought was a happy marriage, while he was on a business trip, she took all his valuables and ran off with one of his gentile servants leaving him penniless.


"He reported it to the police but there was nothing they could do and when the news of his tragedy spread his creditors began hounding him. They foreclosed all his mortgages and took even the roof over his head. Now he had only this Shul to call home.


"The soldier comforted him as best as he could before he went to sleep on one of the benches and the same scene repeated itself the next night but in more detail; his wife's name was Sherel the servant's was Vashka etc.


"That next evening the soldier returned to his camp and, just as the Rebbe promised, five days later his commander again agreed to give him another two-day holiday leave.


"But now his battalion had moved and were now encamped near a larger city where the Jewish community had better arrangements for guests; two guest houses, one for men and one for women.


"That night after the holiday meal, the soldier again left his host's house, turned to the men's guest house, was given a bed and went promptly to sleep. But in the middle of the night he was awakened by drunken singing and yelling.


"It seems that bunch of gypsies had somehow gotten in to the guest house and, not noticing him and thinking they were alone, began drinking and carousing. The soldier was about to yell at them to leave but suddenly he heard one of the voices was a woman's! He listened and he heard the names 'Sherel' and 'Vasha' and they even bragged about how they stole the tailor’s money. Somehow the Rebbe knew that they would be there!!


"The soldier snuck out quietly from the room, rushed to the home of the town Rabbi, they both went to the police and that night the thieves were arrested, imprisoned and forced to return almost all of what they had stolen.


"The soldier, as he told the story to my father, became more and more amazed and so did I!  I’m sure that my father wanted me to hide in the corner both one year ago and again just now in order to tell you this story."


The visitors from Tolinesh were satisfied.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
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The Rabbi with the

Extra-Large Salary
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, [1748-1825 (also known by his sefer the “Ohev Yisroel”)] served as a Rav (qualified authority in Jewish law) as well as chasidic Rebbe, and in 5560 [1800], he accepted the position of Rav in the city of Apta, one of the oldest and most important Jewish communities in Poland. In honor of their new Rav, the venerable shul in the city changed its nusach [order and slight textual distinctions of prayer] from Ashkenaz to Sfard. It was in Apta that thousands of people began to flock to him for blessings, and he soon became famous as a miracle worker, in addition to being a posek [Halachic decisor].


For nine years, he served as Rav in Apta, and then to the astonishment and consternation of its townspeople, he accepted the position of Rav in the distant town of Yassy, Romania. The people of Apta had formed a close and strong bond with their Rav, and he too had a special affection for them. 

He promised the residents that he would always be referred to as the ''Apta Rav'' and for the rest of his life, when he signed his name, he added, "of Apta." To this day, the Jews of Apta have the eternal merit that the name of this great tzadik is forever linked with their town.


Why did he leave? According to the Munkatcher Rebbe, author of Darkei Teshuva, when the Apta Rav agreed to take the position in Apta, he insisted on a large salary. When he left, he told them the following story:


"My father, Reb Shmuel, was a poor melamed [teacher-tutor] in a small town. His older brother, a very wealthy man, lived in Apta. Due to various calamities, my father and his brother had been separated from each other when they were eight and ten years old, and had no knowledge of each other's whereabouts. My uncle died childless, and left his young widow with very little information about his brother. Being childless, she was required to get chalitza [ceremony demonstrating the brother-in-law's refusal to marry the widow] from this unknown brother - but how was she to find him?


"The Rav of Apta at that time suggested that she send the letters to all the major rabbis in all the neighboring countries, telling them that there was a widow in Apta searching for so-and-so to give her chalitza. She should also announce that when the brother comes and fulfills his obligation, she would give him half of what she inherited from her husband.


"She followed his suggestion, and one such letter arrived at the town where my father lived. The Rav called him in and said, 'I know you don't have money to make the trip to Apt, but seeing that you stand to return home a very wealthy man, I will lend you the money for the trip. Pay me back when you return.'


"My father went home, and told my mother the story. She said, 'A great mitzvah has come your way. This is one mitzvah that most people never get a chance to fulfill, and indeed, no one wishes for such an opportunity. Now that you have the chance to do this singular mitzvah, you should do it for its own sake, and not for the sake of the money involved. In fact, you should not accept any money for it.'


"My father agreed, but my mother wasn't satisfied. 'The desire for money is very powerful. You may agree with me now, but when you are faced with that huge sum of money, who knows if you will be able to overcome this desire? Therefore, lift up myKorban Mincha prayer-book, and promise that you will not take even a single penny.'


"He then returned to the Rav and told him that he did not want to borrow the money from him. 'Who says I'm the real person?' he explained. 'Perhaps I only seem to match the description, so how will I be able to repay you? I will go there by foot and see what happens.'


"My father took his bag and walking stick and set out for Apta. He came to the Rav of Apta, and it turned out that he was the person they had sought. When the chalitza was completed, the woman insisted that my father take half of his brother's inheritance, but my father insisted on keeping the promise he had made to my mother and steadfastly refused to take any money.


"The widow insisted that she had no wish to keep this money, and if he would not accept it, it should remain in the community's possession.


"My parents’ actions caused a great tumult in Heaven. It was decided to reward them; and so, although my parents were very old, they were blessed with a son. I am that son," concluded the Rebbe. "Now you know why I consented to come here and be the Rav, but only for a large salary. I was only taking back the money that had been due my father, but was left in the hands of the community. Now that I have received the full amount, I can leave here and go to Yassy." *

For four years, the Apta Rav served as Rav and Rebbe in Yassy. Then, on 18 Kislev 5572 [1811], the Rebbe Reb Baruch of Medzibuzh passed away. The Jews of Medzibuzh had become accustomed to having a venerable tzadik in their midst. Only half a century earlier, the Baal Shem Tov had resided there. For the past twelve years, it had been his grandson, the Rebbe Reb Baruch, and for the twelve years before that his older brother, Rebbe Moshe-Chaim-Efraim of Sudylkov, the author ofDegel Machaneh Efraim, had served as their Rebbe.


The community decided to invite the Apta Rav to relocate to Medzibuzh, and in 5573, he left Romania and became Rebbe in the city of the Baal Shem Tov.

Two years later his close friends, the other three main "inheritors" of the Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhinsk: the Chozeh of Lublin, the Kozhnitzer Maggid and Rebbe Menachem Mendel of Riminov, all passed away within months of each other [see story #303** in this series]. The Apta Rav was then considered the oldest chasidic rebbe of the generation. All major decisions were sent to him for arbitration, and his word was accepted throughout Eastern Europe and even as far away as Eretz Yisrael.


Like the two previous tzadikim who lived in Medzibuzh, the Rebbe Reb Baruch and the Degel Machaneh Ephraim, the Apta Rav lived and served there for twelve years and then passed away. Shortly before his final days, he bade farewell to the table at which he had studied, the bookcase full of holy books, and to the mezuza on the doorpost. He returned to his bed and began to say [the first line of a hymn recited in the Shabbat morning prayers], "Ha'aderes vha'emuna, l'Chai Olamim" - Strength and faithfulness are His, who lives Eternally," and it was with these words that he departed this world. 
* Original author's note: A different Chasidic rebbe gave a second explanation. According to Rebbe Yissachar Dov of Belz, the Apta Rav heard a voice from Heaven proclaiming that Rabbi Meir ben Shmuel, the author of Ohr LaShamayim, was to become the Rav of Apta. Rebbe Avraham Yehoshua Heshel realized that since the town could only have one Rav, it meant that either he would move to another town, or pass away from this world. It was then that he decided to move to Yassy. Shortly thereafter, Rabbi Meir became the Rav in Apta.


** Editor's note:Subsequently revised and expanded significantly and published in my Festivals of the Full Moon (Koren Publ.).

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from //heichalhanegina.blogspot.co.il, as excerpted and adapted there by "Dorfy" from an article written by Shia Ellen in a March 2007 edition of the English HaModia magazine.

Biographical note: Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel [of blessed memory: 5515 - 5 Nissan 5585 (1755 -March 1825 C.E.)], the Apta Rebbe, was a main disciple of the Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhinsk. 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. The Kapishnitzer Chasidic dynasty descends from him.

Connection: Seasonal-the 192nd yahrzeit of the Apta Rebbe, this Shabbat.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com
Alex Clare’s Impressive 

Acts of Mesirat Nefesh

By Jack E. Rahmey 

with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes
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Alex Clare


Rabbi Fischel Schachter told a story about a musician named Alex Clare. Alex was born in 1985 and grew up in London with a totally secular background, without any Jewish education. He had a passion for music and was very talented. He played many instruments, sang and composed songs. He was determined to make music his career. 


In 2007, at the age of 22, he began learning about Judaism and before long he felt very spiritually connected to his religion. He began keeping Kosher and then he committed to keeping Shabbat. 


He eventually signed a contract with a major record label, Island Records. But he told them in advance that he would not perform on Shabbat. They were not happy about it, but they agreed because he was so talented. 


He recorded his debut album with them, but he needed opportunities to promote it. As it happened, every event or appearance was scheduled for Friday night, and Alex turned them all down. Then, an excellent opportunity arose. He was offered the chance to do a world tour with the famous English singer, named Adele. 


His producers told him, "This is it, the chance you've been waiting for." But Alex told them, "I'm sorry, it comes out on my holiday of Passover. I'm going to have to turn it down." 


That summer his album was released, but did not receive much attention, due to his limited promotion. A few months later, right after Yom Kippur, Alex found a message on his phone from Island Records. "You' re not going to believe this, but BBC Radio told us that they had a cancellation for one of their segments and they want you to play live. This will be in front of a national audience and broadcast throughout Europe. 


“You will receive national coverage and gain thousands of listeners. This is what we need to promote your album. The best part of it is that it's on a Thursday night, so you can do it." 


Alex couldn't believe the opportunity he was hearing about. Thursday night, however, was the first night of Succot. With a lot of courage, Alex called them and said he couldn't do it. This was the last straw. They told him, "If you turn this down, we are cutting your contract. This will result in you being blacklisted and basically end your very short career."

At this time, Alex was penniless. He couldn't even make his next month’s rent payment. But he began to think of the Piyut he had read that day, on Yom Kippur, about Rabbi Amnon who gave up his life for Judaism. With tremendous strength, he said to himself, "If Rabbi Amnon could give up his life I can give up my music." 


He told his promoters that he would not play on his holiday under any circumstances, and indeed they cut his contract. All of his dreams were shattered in an instant. In need of Hizuk, Alex went to his Rabbi, Dovid Tugendhaft. He told him, "Rabbi, I don't understand. All I have ever done since I became religious is sacrifice for Judaism, and now I’m losing everything I ever dreamed of?"

His Rabbi told him, "This reminds me of the story of Avraham Avinu. He invested his whole life to change the world and spread the belief in One G-d, a loving and compassionate G-d who doesn't want people sacrificing their children to Idolatry. And then he was asked to sacrifice his own son, which would have made all of his teachings a mockery in the eyes of the world. He would have to give up on his lifelong mission, but he showed readiness to obey and became great as a result. That was one of the greatest moments in Jewish history."

The Rabbi continued, “Alex you are being asked to give up your dream for Hashem. It will make you great." A few hard months passed, until one day, he received a phone call from Microsoft. They wanted to use one of his tracks to launch their new version of Internet Explorer. Of course, he agreed, and the song was used in an ad in March 2012. The song was soon playing all over the world. It became the number one hit in Germany, number four in the UK singles chart and number seven in the U.S. His debut album now sold over six million copies. 


Alex Clare became a multi-millionaire instantly. He did not lose from keeping Shabbat. But it’s important to note that he didn't see any success arise from his sacrifice for a very long time. Week after week, he turned down jobs, and it kept getting worse. A person never loses from following Hashem, but we must be patient and stick to our convictions because rarely do we see immediate results. 
We also see from this that Hashem knows how to find a person and bring him success when He chooses to. Alex didn't have to go play in a hundred different places to gain recognition. It was one advertisement that did it. If a person follows Hashem, he will not always have immediate success, but he will be sure to have success somewhere down the road.


May we all realize that the sacrifices we make for Hashem and our Torah can be very difficult to go through, but we have to know that these hurdles or sacrifices that we face are all hand-picked by Hashem for us to triumph over and to for us to grow our Emunah stronger and stronger in our devotion to Hashem which will ultimately be for our benefit! Amen!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5776 email of Jack E. Rahmey.

The Amazing Shabbos that the Hornsteipler Rebbe Gobbled Up all the Cholent


Rabbi Abraham Twerski tells the story of his grandfather, the Hornsteipler Rebbe. The custom of the Chassidim was that when gathering for a meal, a large pot would be placed in front of the Rebbe, who would taste a mere morsel of its abundant bounty. He would then pass the rest (Shirayim) to the Chassidim, who would wait anxiously to partake in the leftovers of the holy Rebbe. 


One Shabbos, the Rebbe, accompanied by his Chassidim, stayed at the inn of a poor widow. The hostess brought out a sizeable bowl of cholent which was placed in front of the Rebbe. As was his custom, he tasted a small portion and stopped. He licked his lips, smiled, and said: “This is truly delicious, I must have some more!” 




Rabbi Mordechai Dov "Motele" Twersky

The Chassidim were stunned since the Rebbe never ate more than a half-teaspoon before the beginning the distribution. Not only did the Rebbe eat it, he took a larger portion and again commented on its delightful taste. He continued to eat, and within ten minutes the pot was empty. 

The Chassidim were shocked at the seemingly uncharacteristic gluttony of such a holy man. Dismayed, the attendant returned to the kitchen with the empty pot, only to hear in disappointment that the cholent was done. Coursing the inside of the pot with his index finger, the attendant tried to partake in some of the remnants of the cholent that the Rebbe had just devoured. 

When he licked his finger, he recoiled. As he rushed to find water, he realized why the Rebbe consumed the pot while singing the praises of its contents. He finally understood why the Rebbe did not distribute it to the Chassidim: he did not want to embarrass the poor woman with a possibly snide remark made by of one of his flock. For the woman had accidentally added kerosene to the cooking oil! For the Chassidim it may have stank, but to the Rebbe the taste was truly delicious.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
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