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Emunas Chachomim #25

R’ Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev’s Advice To a Father on How to Acquire an

Expensive Dowry to Marry Off His Daughter
By Yair Weinstock


Berel was having a hard time deciding which prospective young man would be most suitable for his outstanding daughter, Gittel. One proposal, however, was most appealing – a brilliant young Torah scholar with sterling middos and a handsome appearance. Berel was enthusiastic – until he heard the young man’s condition.


In order to be able to immerse himself in Torah without financial worries, the young man was requesting as his dowry a courtyard with four apartments – three to rent out and one to live in. The cost was 5000 rubles. Berel nearly fainted! 
He had set aside a respectable dowry of 200 rubles. Where could he obtain 5000?! But he did not want to give up this “catch” of a young man. He traveled to consult his Rebbe, R’ Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev. The Rebbe confirmed that the young man was a true gem and Berel should do his utmost to gain him as a son-in-law. The Rebbe told him to take a 5000 ruble loan with which he should buy merchandise to sell at the fair in Lemberg for three times his purchase price. He could then use one third to pay back the debt, one third to buy the apartments, and another third to support his family for years to come.


Berel followed R’ Levi Yitzchok’s instructions to the letter. He arrived in Lemberg with a large flock of fat oxen. Having paid two men to tend the oxen, and stressing that they not sell them for less than three times the price, Berel went off to the Beis Medrash to learn.


Potential customers came, but quickly passed by when they heard the ridiculously high asking price. On the last day of the fair, Berel had not yet sold even one ox while the other dealers had practically sold out. Suddenly, an officer in charge of supplying meat for the army arrived to purchase oxen to feed the soldiers. 
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The tomb of Rabbi Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev


The other merchants only had scrawny, left-over cattle. The officer would, every year, buy oxen at the fair’s closing in order to secure a cheap price. But this year there were no good oxen left save Berel’s. If he bought inferior cattle, he would be severely punished. He wanted to buy Berel’s fat oxen – until he heard the price. 


Asking to speak to Berel, he exclaimed, “Are you insane? In two hours the fair will be over and you will lose your entire investment!” 


Berel replied quietly, “I don’t care.” The Rebbe had told him to sell at three times the price, and he would not swerve by one iota from his Rebbe’s holy words. The officer tried to bargain with Berel, but to no avail. Finally he paid the full 15,000 rubles for the entire herd of cattle. 


Berel paid back the loan, bought the four apartments and married off his daughter to the outstanding young man. But instead of keeping the remaining 5000 rubles, he gave them to R’ Levi Yitzchok to distribute to tzedakah. The Rebbe gave those 5000 rubles to another man who needed help marrying off his daughter. (Tales for the Soul, Vol. 3)

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeshev 5777 email of The Weekly Vort.

Story #994

The Fluctuating

Price of Lumber
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com
 


Before Rabbi Simcha-Bunim became the Peshischa Rebbe, there were years when he earned his living as a lumber merchant, working for the famous wealthy man, Mr. Dov-Ber Zitkover.
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Once R. Bunim took a large shipment of wood from Warsaw to Danzig, where the annual grand trade fair was being held. By the time he reached Danzig, the price of wood had fallen drastically. All of the other lumber merchants were forced to dump their merchandise at a great loss. He, however, decided to hold on to his goods and wait for the price to rise again, even though his financial situation could ill afford the delay.


When his condition became critical, he lifted his voice in prayer, saying, "G- Al-mighty, we see in Your Torah that Potifar's house was blessed in Yosef's merit. I cannot begin to compare myself to Yosef, but neither can I compare my Jewish master, Reb Dov Ber, to Potifar the Egyptian. Let me plead, therefore, that you help my employer and bless him, as you did Yosef!"


His prayer did not go unanswered. Moments after the words were out of his mouth, a lumber merchant rushed in to the room, announcing that, somehow, the price of wood had just soared again. Rabbi Simcha Bumin was able to sell the wood at a great profit for Reb Dov-Ber!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from " Tales of Tzaddikim " (ArtScroll) by G. Matov. 

Biographic note: Rabbi Simcha-Bunim of Peshischa (1765 - 12 Elul 1827), before becoming a Rebbe, 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 Rebbe and the first Rebbes of Ger and Alexander. 

Connection: Weekly Reading Yosef & Potifar (Gen. 39:1-5)

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeishev 5777 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
Thoughts that Count

And Jacob lived in the land of Egypt for 17 years (Gen. 47:28)

When the third Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem Mendel, was a child, he learned a commentary on this verse that these 17 years were the best years of Jacob's life. This surprised the boy, and he went to his grandfather, Rabbi Shneur Zalman, to find out how it was possible that the years spent in such a spiritually corrupt and abominable land could have been Jacob's best.


Rabbi Shneur Zalman replied: Before Jacob descended into Egypt, he sent an emissary to establish yeshivot and places of learning. Whenever and wherever a Jew learns Torah, he cleaves to G-d and achieves a true and meaningful life. Furthermore, precisely because Egypt was such an abominable place, the holiness and spirituality Jacob attained there shone that much brighter against the dark and evil background of his surroundings. (Lubavitcher Rebbe)

Reprinted from Issue #192 of “L’Chaim Weekly” (Parshat Mikeitz 5752/1991), a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization of Brooklyn, NY.
Rabbi Reuven Elbaz and the

Cynic Who Denied Techias Ha’Meisim
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Rabbi Reuven Elbaz

A story once happened with Rav Reuven Elbaz. He relates that he once walked by two men who were having a dispute concerning whether the concept of Techiyas Ha’Meisim was true or not. One of these people was an observant, Frum Jew, and the other was not yet observant. 

Understandably, the Frum Jew declared that there would one day be Techiyas Ha’Meisim, a resurrection of the dead. The other individual told him that it was impossible, and was absolutely, and totally unbelievable. 

When Rav Elbaz heard this statement, he approached the scoffer and said, “My friend, I promise you that you will not be among those who arise during Techiyas Ha’Meisim!” 

The man, slightly taken aback, asked, 

“Rabbi, why do you curse me?” 

The Rav replied, “I am not cursing you at all! After all, you do not believe in Techiyas Ha’Meisim. Why would it then bother you when I assure you that you will be excluded from an event that you do not even believe in?!” 

Rav Elbaz showed that skeptics and cynics claim to not believe in something or they mock things that should be held high in esteem, but that is only until they realize that they stand to lose something or not be included, and this is why one should not fall into the trap of being a scoffer or a cynic.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeishev 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

L’Maaseh
Rabbi Meir Chodesh

And the Firing Squad
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ArtScroll book with front cover photo of Rabbi Meir Chodosh


When Rav Meir Chodosh, zt”l, was a young man in Russia, just before the first World War, he was caught by Russian soldiers without his required papers. This was a period of time when the goyim did whatever they wanted to the Jews, treating them like some lowly creature. 

The soldiers determined that this young Jewish man was guilty of treason and should be executed and they set up a firing squad to carry out their decision. Sensing that his situation was hopeless, Rav Chodosh nervously began to say Vidui and Krias Shema. T

he soldier in charge of the firing squad demanded that Rav Chadash stand still and not move, since he was making it very difficult for the soldiers to aim well. Overcome with fear, the Rav trembled, shaking back and forth, and once again, the soldier called out harshly to him to stand straight. 

A Russian general who was taking his afternoon nap, woke up when he heard the soldier screaming. He looked outside to see what was happening, and he immediately scolded the soldiers for the terrible thing they were about to do. The soldiers quickly walked away, and Rav Meir Chodosh was saved. 

Rav Chodosh later said, “I decided that after such an incredible experience, my life would not be the same. I never wanted to forget the amazing miracle that saved me from certain death. Immediately, I made up my mind to take hold of this episode and force myself to always remember it.


I worked very hard on my Emunah, my belief in Hashem, recognizing that if Hashem desires that I should remain alive, then nothing whatsoever will ever be an obstacle for me. This miracle will always be before me, and will help me see Hashem in every situation, and it will keep me going with anything that may happen to me!” 

Rav Chodosh taught that sometimes people become complacent, despite openly seeing Hashem’s Hand helping them, and the only way to overcome this is to constantly work on seeing Hashem everywhere, and knowing that He is controlling every event that happens!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeishev 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Reb Shlomo of Karlin and the Jew Suffering from Kefira


There was once a man whose mind was severely troubled by constant thoughts of kefira (heresy) and avoda zara (idol worship). Desperate for a remedy, he went to a certain tzaddik but was told, "I cannot help you, young man. I would advise you, however, to pay a visit to the tzaddik, Reb Shlomo of Karlin. He will help you." 

The man promptly traveled there, and found the tzaddik reciting pesukim from Tehillim, as was his minhag while lighting the menorah. When the tzaddik came to the possuk, “vayifrekeinu mitzareinu ki le’oilom chasdo” ("And He delivered us from our oppressors, for His kindness is everlasting"), he slapped his visitor on the shoulder and said, "Do you believe that HaShem can deliver a man from every tum'a (impurity) and from every Mitzrayim?" (For Mitrayim also implies metzarim, the restraints and limitations suffered by the neshama in a body.) 
At that moment, the man was free of all his disturbing thoughts, and he left – a new man. (Sipurei Chassidim Zevin Moadim, pg. 281)

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayeishiv and Chanukah 5777 email of Living Jewish, a publication of Chabad of the Cardo (Yerushalayim.)

Dr. Henry Heimlich: Saving Lives, Saving Worlds
By Menucha Chana Levin
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The maneuver of Dr. Heimlich, who recently passed away at age 96, wasn't his great contribution to saving lives.

Dr. Henry Heimlich, inventor of the famous Heimlich maneuver, was once described as “the man who saved the lives of more human beings than any other person.”


Henry Heimlich, born into a working-class Bronx Jewish family, struggled through the Depression.


Heimlich first saved a life at age 20 while returning to New York after working as a summer camp counselor in Massachusetts. The train derailed, pinning a fireman underneath one of the cars in a swamp. Heimlich held the man’s head above water for an hour until help arrived.


He joined Navy ROTC in medical school and, after being inducted in 1944, was sent on a top-secret mission to the Gobi Desert. The plan was to establish a medical camp that would later treat injured American soldiers during the expected invasion of Japan.


Meanwhile, in his spare time, Heimlich began treating the local Chinese farmers. At first they were suspicious, but when he cured a young girl of a huge stomach abscess, the camp suddenly found itself facing a line of Chinese peasants at its door each morning seeking treatment for various ailments. Heimlich soon recognized a local epidemic of trachoma, an eye infection that eventually causes blindness. He cured it by pulverizing a recently developed antibiotic and mixing it with shaving cream.
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When he returned to the U.S. after the war, Heimlich had difficulty finding a position. Doctors who had not been in the military had already built large practices.


Finally landing an internship with a thoracic surgeon, Heimlich began to take interest in patients whose esophagus had been damaged by drinking household lye. This was unfortunately a common accident before child-proof bottles. He developed a procedure in which a strip of the lower stomach was used to construct a new esophagus so these people could eat normally again.


Ironically, Heimlich’s greatest contribution to life-saving was not the renowned Heimlich maneuver. He was curious about the complex hospital equipment needed to drain the fluid from injured chests to prevent a potentially fatal lung collapse. The old method involved an electrically powered suction machine that presented problems moving it from room to room. Heimlich, observing that chest injuries drain naturally, wondered if a type of valve could prevent the deadly backflow.


He bought a flutter valve – a flexible “Bronx cheer” rubber tube – in a five-and-dime store and attached it to a hypodermic inserted into the chest of a patient. Then he kept vigil at the patient’s bedside for two nights. The device worked successfully and in 1965 the Army ordered thousands. 

The Heimlich Valve became standard equipment in every soldier’s pack in Vietnam, saving thousands of lives. When Dr. Heimlich visited Vietnam 24 years later he was astounded to find that his name was familiar there. The Quakers had supplied Heimlich Valves to North Vietnam, saving thousands lives there too. Heimlich felt that was the one of the most emotional experiences of his life.


In the early 1970’s, he was disturbed to learn that nearly 4,000 Americans die each year from choking on food or small objects. He researched ways to use diaphragmatic pressure to save victims of choking. In 1974, he developed a method that allowed air trapped in the lungs to be used to expel the object from the victim’s airway. This method would be called the Heimlich Maneuver. 

Simple and easy to perform, the Maneuver has saved countless lives around the world including President Ronald Reagan, Elizabeth Taylor, Nicole Kidman, Halle Berry, basketball sportscaster Dick Vitale, New York Mayor Ed Koch, and news anchorman John Chancellor. It is estimated that his famous Heimlich maneuver saves one choking victim in the United States each week.


Heimlich, who demonstrated the “Heimlich Maneuver” numerous times over the years, had never personally used it in an emergency situation. Not until a week ago.


The 96-year-old Heimlich was sitting at a communal dining table at Cincinnati’s Deupree House, an upscale senior living center where he has lived for the past six years.


Then he noticed fellow resident, Patty Ris, 87, was choking while eating a hamburger.


Immediately Heimlich jumped up, put his arms around her and pressed on her abdomen below the rib cage, as per his own instructions displayed on posters in most American restaurants.


Commented Dr. Heimlich afterwards: “I sort of felt wonderful about it.


After three compressions, this piece of meat came out, and she just started breathing, her whole face changed. I just felt a satisfaction.”


Ris said she randomly selected the seat in the dining room on Monday because she is a new resident at Deupree.


“When I wrote my ‘thank you’ note to him for saving my life, I said, ‘God put me in that seat next to you, Dr. Heimlich, because I was gone, I couldn’t breathe at all,’” stated Ris gratefully.


As Dr. Heimlich explains in his biography:


“My interest in saving lives goes beyond simply being fascinated with science. As my parents taught me from a young age, we each have an obligation to give back, to help others in whatever way we can. True happiness comes from giving of oneself.”


Judaism believes that, “He who saves a life saves an entire world.” In that case, Dr. Heimlich has been saving countless worlds throughout his lifetime.

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayeishev 5777 email of Aish.com

Spark on a Park Bench

By Chaim Drizin
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Artwork by Sefira Ross of Seattle, Washington

<
The car was magnificent. As we stood back to admire our handiwork amidst the gently swirling snowflakes, I had to admit that it was the finest MenorahCar that I had ever seen.


The ’78 Bonneville, with the huge wooden menorah on its roof, would definitely make people sit up and take notice—and that was our goal.


We planned to visit shopping malls and old age homes—anywhere that we could spread the joy and message of the festival of Chanukah.


Seven or eight of us were crammed into the smallish vehicle; the trunk was filled with tin menorahs and colored candles which we hoped to distribute. As the more technologically advanced kids discussed the intricacies of the electronic apparatus that powered the flickering lights of our menorah (was it an alternator?), I tuned out and stared out at the blackness of the winter night outside.


We presently arrived at our targeted destination for the evening, a huge residential complex in Brooklyn, situated in close proximity to our yeshivah.


In the 1970s the Russian floodgates had opened, and Trump Village was the destination of choice for thousands of newly-arrived immigrants. Often elderly, these feisty Jews had survived decades of communist rule with their Jewish identity intact; yet they knew very little about the particulars of the Torah and mitzvot, and we were hoping to kindle a spark or two.


I saw him sitting there. An elderly man of about seventy or seventy-five years of age, seated on one of those park-like benches that New Yorkers know so well. The base was concrete and the seat was wood, painted green, facing a concrete chess table. He just sat there and watched the cars go by on that frigid night.


“Ah freilichen Chanukah! Would you like to light the menorah?” I asked him, hoping that he would help me accomplish my personal goal of ten people that I had hoped to inspire that night.


“Please go away,” he replied in Yiddish. “I am not interested,” he said, perhaps a bit more softly.


I tried to change his mind. I cajoled, I explained the powerful story of Chanukah, perhaps I even pleaded a bit, yet he was pretty firm in his decision. 
“No, thank you. Now please have a good night.”


Sensing an opportunity slipping away, yet not quite ready to throw in the towel completely, I took the little tin menorah, placed it on the concrete chess table, inserted four colorful candles into the little slots that always seem as they were designed for candles much slimmer than mine, lit them, and turned to the old man and said: “Here is the menorah. If you want, it is yours—if you don’t want it, then it is not.”


The man said nothing, and I walked away.


We continued our rounds of the massive complex, and thank G‑d, we were extremely successful that night.


It was getting late and it was time to go home.


My mind kept on going back to the old Russian Jew sitting outside on that lonely park bench.


“Let’s drive past the place where we saw the old man.” I was curious. What had he done with the menorah? Did he throw it away, or perhaps had he just left it, a lonely menorah in a forlorn spot?


There are images that stick with you. Events that transpire that leave an indelible imprint on the psyche, that even thirty years later one can see them clearly.


This is one of them.


I see an old man sitting on a bench. His eyes filling up with tears, as one large tear courses down his left cheek.


The candles are burning low and he is staring at them. Staring and crying. Flame meets flame and a soul ignites.


I don’t know where he is now, or even his name. However, I know that I was privy to something powerful that night.>
Chaim Drizin lives in Brooklyn, New York, and gives classes on Torah and Chassidism in the New York metropolitan area

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeishev 5777 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
Who Committed the “Crime” of Giving the Baby a Bris Milah?

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Communist Russia was the worst possible place on the globe for Judaism. After the revolution of 1917 the 'Party' began closing Synagogues and forbidding the learning of Torah and in the early 20's it was dangerous to even look 'Jewish' in public or practice Judaism in private. Only card carrying Communists could get jobs and anyone caught doing a Jewish ritual even in private would lose any position of importance and face interrogation or worse.


In such an environment occurred, in the city of Gomel in 1924, a sensational trial with a Jewish theme that made all the newspapers.


A high-ranking Communist official who happened to be Jewish, discovered that his wife, without his knowledge, had their baby son circumcised eight days after he was born and was suing for divorce.


The courthouse was overflowing; even the standing-room bleachers and public galleries were full to capacity and the Communists made sure it was well-publicized; they wanted everyone to see how ridiculous religion was and the punishment for following it.


The judge, who happened to have a Jewish name (to BE Jewish was not a crime! to ACT Jewish was), sat austerely in a large chair behind a large, thick table and before him stood several burly young Yevsektsia (Communist Jews against Judaism) 'security' ready to keep order.


The first to take the stand and testify was the husband.


"I want a divorce!!! He yelled angrily. “I came home to find my child crying. When I went to change his diaper I saw that he was bandaged up. 'Circumcised' she says! Just like that. I was surprised, disgusted and angry at once. Then she insisted that she had nothing to do with it, which is an obvious lie. And even if it's true still makes her at fault! Isn't she supposed to guard the child? And, frankly, I don't believe her. I mean, comrade judge, can one possibly live with a woman tells lies because her mind is too small to accept the new order?! I want a divorce!!"


The judge thanked him, told him to step down and called the defendant; his wife. She was red-eyed from crying and as she passed her husband he turned his head in disgust so as not to look at her.


"Comrade Judge." She said trying to choke back her tears and occasionally dabbing her eyes. "I am innocent. I swear I am a loyal Party Member and a good wife but my husband will not let me explain. What happened was like this. A few days ago I had to go out shopping to buy some food. I have no baby sitter, so I waited for the baby to go to sleep, locked the door and ran to the market. Anyway, I when I came back home, it couldn't have been more than fifteen minutes later, maybe twenty, my door was open and the baby was gone!! Gone!!!" She wept uncontrollably for a few seconds, blew her nose with a small kerchief and continued.


"So I ran into the streets asking people, searching like a crazy woman asking everyone if they saw my son until about a half an hour later I see my parents and in-laws walking in the distance. So I ran to them yelling and crying and what do I see? They are carrying my baby! They just had taken him for a walk!! That's what they said. I was so relieved and happy!! But when I got home I saw what had happened! He had blood on his diaper!! Oy!! How could my own parents have mutilated my baby!!! MY BABY!!" And she began wailing so loudly she had to be escorted from the witness stand.


The judge told her to be seated and the grandparents took the stand. The four of them stood before the Judge like wax figures of thousands of years ago. The men sported long white beards and wore worn-out, long black coats to their knees while the grandmothers had their hair covered with large kerchiefs tied under the chin. The judge asked if they had anything to say in their defense. 


One of the grandmothers who spoke Russian better than the others stepped forward and said in a thick Jewish accent, "Your Honor". The Judge cut her short and said authoritatively, "'Your Honor' is an outdated title of the old regime. You are to call me 'Comrade'.


"You Honorable Comrade" she said as a few snickers came from the crowd. "Although I don't see what's so bad about our einikel (Yiddish for grandson) having a 'Bris' (circumcision) like everyone but I want you to know that we didn't mean to do it. It just happened."


There was a second of total silence and then, like an explosion, the crowd burst into howling laughter repeating the words 'Just happened!' Haa Haaaa! Just happened!! Hooo!!'. Even the Judge had to turn his face to a side until he could regain enough seriousness to pound his gavel and call for silence.


The old lady was obviously lying and when things returned to normal he leaned forward, narrowed his eyes and asked her sarcastically. "Happened?! And how, Babushka, can such a thing as a circumcision just 'happen'?"


"I tell you Your Comrade Honorship." She continued as though talking to someone on the street. "You see; we went to our daughter's house to take the baby for a long walk for his health. My daughter doesn't take him for enough fresh air. Anyway she wasn't home but we have a key. So we took him, our little sweetie, and went for a long walk. Then suddenly in the street from nowhere some Jew walks over to us that we never saw before and asks if we want a bris. We answered, what's the question? So before we know it he makes a brocha (blessing) and that's it! Circumcised!!"


The crowd was already on the edge of pandemonium and this was it! The laughter was like thunder and it just got louder and louder. The judge pounded on the table, screamed for silence, stood up and stamped with his feet but nothing helped. People were in tears, holding their stomachs and a few actually fell into the isles! Totally out of control.


The Judge motioned to the Yevsektsia thugs and when they turned to the crowd and gave a few menacing glares the crowd became silent.


"But you should know, Comrade Honorable Judge," The old woman continued as though there had been no disturbance. "We are happy."


"Happy?! Who is happy? "Exclaimed the Judge in exasperation. "And about what!?"


"Ahh, we are all happy that our dear einikel is one hundred percent Jewish. just like you Your Honorable majesty! Aren't you proud and happy you are circumcised?"


That was it! The crowd went wild! Whistling and hooting! Even the Yevsektsia toughs couldn’t control the waves of sheer glee. The Judge didn't even try. He had no choice but to wait for the noise to subside, tell the grandparents to be seated, call the husband back and try to bring this fiasco to an end.


"Tell me, dear Comrade. I see from your record that you are a good, loyal hero of Communism and hold a very responsible position. Is there any other reason, that is, do you have any other reason for divorcing your wife?"


"No, Comrade Judge, none whatsoever; she cooks my meals, cleans my shirts and is a good wife. Except for this!"


"Well" The Judge continued "If I tell you that she is not guilty and has no part in this terrible and ridiculous act would you consider returning to her and dropping the charges?"


"If that is the decision of the court...yes, of course Comrade Judge."


"If so, the decision of this court is that your wife is innocent of all the charges. It is totally the fault of your superstitious parents and in-laws for allowing this act to be perpetrated. They will be fined 50 rubles and you may return to your wife. Case dismissed!!


No one in that room including the Judge had any idea that it was all a staged trick! The couple wanted to have their son circumcised and still retain their government positions and this was the only way they could do it! They played their parts perfectly.


The name of the 'Mystery Mohel' that circumcised the child from nowhere was Rabbi Chonya Shagalov; was one of the thousands of Chabad Chassidim of the time that risked their lives daily just to do a favor for someone else and whose offspring are Chabad Chassidim throughout the world still risking everything to help others.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeishev 5777 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. The story originally appeared in Di Yiddishe Heim, Winter 5742.

Thoughts that Count

It happened at the end of two years (Gen. 41:1)

Sometimes a person comes to "the end" of his years, the conclusion of his life, and, from the proper perspective, he finds that he only lived two years - he was asleep the rest of the time. (Rabbi Meir of Premishlan)

Pharoah called Joseph, Tzafnat Paneiach (Genesis 41:45)


Pharoah changed Joseph's name because he didn't want his viceroy to have a Jewish sounding name. However, he continued to be called by the name Josef, as it is written in the next verse: "And Josef went out from Pharoah's presence."

(Yalkut David)

And Jacob saw that there was food ("shever") in Egypt (Gen. 42:1)


According to Kabalistic teachings, the world is filled with "holy sparks" that must be redeemed by the Jewish people through Torah and mitzvot (commandments). These "sparks" are the result of "shevirat hakeilim" (literally "breaking of the vessels" - the Midrashic account of the building and destruction of primordial worlds prior to this one; shevirat is similar to shever). Jacob, with his prophetic vision, recognized the unusually high number of "sparks" that had fallen to Egypt, which was the reason for the Egyptian exile. (The Magid of Mezeritch)

And he said to them: You are spies (Gen. 42:9)

Of all the possible accusations he could level against them, why did Joseph accuse his brothers of espionage? Joseph was afraid his brothers would utilize their visit to Egypt to investigate his whereabouts. By accusing them of being spies, he prevented them from asking too many questions. For no one who is accused of espionage is likely to make too many inquiries about a head of state...

(Rabbi Avraham of Pshischa)
Reprinted from the Parshat Vayeishev 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
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