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Why Rav Aharon Kotler Wouldn’t Drink His 

Morning Cup of Coffee
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Gedolim understand the dangerous pitfalls of Rechilus and Lashon Hara, and would Daven for help from Shamayim to keep them away from these Aveiros. There was a certain student that would always bring Rav Aharon Kotler, zt”l, a hot cup of coffee each day at a specific time. 


One day, the Talmid brought the coffee as usual, but when he passed by Rav Aharon an hour later, he noticed that the coffee had not been touched. He thought

Rav Aharon might not have noticed it since he was engrossed in learning, and he brought another steaming cup of coffee for his Rebbe as the first cup was now cold. However, this one too, remained untouched.

The Concerned Talmid Asked

If Something was Wrong


The Talmid was concerned and he asked his Rosh Yeshivah if something was wrong. Rav Aharon replied, “I am aware of a certain family that is making inquiries for a Shidduch concerning a young man who had once studied under me.


If the family calls me, I will be in a difficult situation. I cannot say something that is not true, however, I also cannot say the truth about this young man, because the truth does not speak well for him. Therefore, I have accepted today as a fast day on myself, in the hope that in the Zechus of my fasting and Davening, this family will not ask me any questions about this boy!”

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

Just Two Words

By Rabbi David Ashear


I read a story about a man named Steve who was serving a jail sentence for illegal, insider trading. He sat in his prison cell sulking, remembering the great life that he once had- a loving wife, beautiful children, and a high-powered job on Wall Street. Since he became too greedy, however, he got into trouble. Now, time was passing him by, and he had nothing to look forward to.


One day, he was told that he had a visitor. He was soon introduced to Rabbi Richard Bieler, the prison chaplain who had moved up from New York City to take the position. Steve was far removed from his Jewish roots at the time, but was open to talking to a Rabbi. They spoke for a little while. The Rabbi said that he would be back another day to talk more.

During the next few visits that they had, the Rabbi gave Steve words of hope and Emunah. Eventually, they started learning Torah together. Then came the day when the Rabbi told Steve that he was leaving, and moving back to New York City. Steve thanked the Rabbi for all that he had done for him, and they wished each other well.


A number of years later, Rabbi Bieler was walking down a Manhattan street, when he came upon a man who looked very familiar. He then realized that it was Steve! They shook hands warmly. The Rabbi asked what had happened since the last time that they had seen each other. Steve replied that the Torah sessions that they had gave him a thirst for more. When the new Rabbi came in, they continued learning on a regular basis. His connection to Torah became the anchor that had been so missing in his life.


When he finally got out of jail a few years later, rather than being diminished by his prison experience, he had a new positive direction in his life. He told the Rabbi how his relationship with his family became strengthened, how he had gotten a new job and how much he is enjoying the religion.


The Rabbi was so happy, and he mentioned that he was actually leaving on a trip to Israel the next morning. He told Steve that there is a custom that people put notes in the Kotel, making requests from Hashem, or giving certain messages. He asked Steve if he wanted to write something to put in.


"Definitely," Steve said. So, the Rabbi took out a pen and paper, handed it to Steve. "Write whatever you want to say, he said."


Steve took no longer than a few seconds to write. He then handed the note back to the Rabbi. Surprised by how quick he was, the Rabbi asked, "What did you write so fast?"
Opened the Note and Saw Two Words


Steve responded, "I wrote something that I think that Hashem does not hear often enough. You can look at it if you want." The Rabbi opened the note, and saw two words, "Thank You." What a beautiful message. Here the Rabbi was telling this man, "You can ask Hashem for whatever you want." His first thought was just to say "Thank You. Thank you for giving me a second chance. Thank you for bringing me closer to your Torah."


The words "Thank You, Hashem" are very easy to say, and they are so beloved to Him. The Reshit Chochma quotes from the holy Zohar that when a Jew praises and thanks Hashem, it causes him to cling to Hashem. The Pasuk says in Tehilim: "טוב להודות להשם"- "It is great to thank Hashem." We have so much to be thankful for. The more a person realizes that he does not deserve anything, the easier it becomes to say thank you.


Somebody once recommended that each time that we say the Amidah, we should think of one new blessing to thank Hashem for when we recite Modim- the Beracha of gratitude. It does not even have to be something new. Whatever it is, just get accustomed to saying the words "Thank You, Hashem." That itself accomplishes so much.


This is the essence of a Jew. This will build our connection with Hashem.

Reprinted from the January 4, 2017 email of Daily Emunah.

L’Maaseh

How the Jews of Iran Were Saved from Being Exiled


A story is mentioned in connection to last week’s Parshah, on the section that discusses the area of land in Mitzrayim that Yosef designated for his family, where they could live separately from the Egyptians (45:9-10). 

The Rabbanim from Eretz Yisroel once sent a messenger to Tehran, Iran, to

collect funds for the poor people of the Holy Land. This messenger was called a Shadar, which was an acronym that stood for the words ‘Shlucha D’Rabbanan’, a messenger of the Rabbis שד"ר – שלוחא דרבנן 


This messenger began going around to the Jewish homes in Iran and after a few stops he noticed that everyone he met was depressed. He finally asked someone what happened, and it was explained to him that one of the Jewish residents of their town threw away his heritage and converted to

Islam, R”L. 

He then went to the king of the land, a Persian Muslim, and told him that in the Torah of the Jews it is written: “The best of gentiles – kill”, which is actually found in Meseches Sofrim (Perek 15, Mishnah 7). Upon hearing this, the king sent for the Rav of the community and said to him, “You have to find a satisfactory interpretation of these words of Chazal, and if not, I will evict all the Jews from my country!” 

The Jews told the Shadar that they were at a loss for ideas and they did not know what to do. Apparently, the explanation of the words in Chazal is accurate, “The best of gentiles – kill!” 

The Shadar, who was a Talmid Chacham, immediately told them, “Don’t worry. I will go to the king and straighten everything out.” The Shadar went right to the king and said to him, “I will explain to his honor, the king, what the intent of our Chachamim, z”l, was, in this teaching. 

“There are many similarities between the Jews and the Moslems: there is a day of rest— for us it is Shabbos and for you it is Friday. We have the holiday of Pesach and you have Pischa. We fast on Yom Kippur and you fast on other days.

There is no difference between us except for one thing that you have that we do not have, and that is by us, since the destruction of the Bais HaMikdash, our court system does not have the power to punish people with the death penalty for their sins and iniquities. 

“However, you, who are living in your land, still have the death penalty and you can carry it out. It is in regard to this that Chazal have said, “The best of the gentiles”, meaning, what is the benefit and advantage that the gentiles have over the Jews? “Kill” – they have the capability to put to death someone deserving of it.” 

The words of the Shadar settled in the heart of the Moslem king and he calmed down, and the Jews of the kingdom were spared eviction due to the wisdom of the Rav!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Rabbi Mottel of Chernobyl’s Supernatural Experience in Shomayim

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Some two hundred years ago in Russia lived a great Tsaddik (Holy Jew) called Rabbi Mordechi (Mottel) of Chernobyl.


He had thousands of followers and was renowned for his erudition and holiness.


But it so happened that once he became critically ill, lost consciousness for four days and was literally hovering between life and death.


His Chassidim and followers prayed and said Psalms non-stop and it worked. G-d heard all the prayers; Rabbi Mottle regained consciousness and several weeks later made a great thanksgiving meal with hundreds of participants.


At the meal, one of the older Chassidim present took a few Le'chiams and mustered up the courage to ask him what he saw in those four days he was 'out'.


"I’m glad you asked," he answered. "I saw that I was being judged for the opposite of life. My situation was desperate, so I requested an audience with my departed father Rabbi Menachem Nachum of Chernobil. I was sure that if he would intercede for me in the heavenly court I might have a chance.


"I was raised from heaven to heaven and my father was lowered to my level but when we were finally face to face he looked at me for a long time and sadly admitted that he didn't recognize me!


"I was heartbroken. I tried to make him remember but to no avail. Finally, he asked if I had done any sins since he passed away because sins can conceal one's identity.


"So for two and a half days I just tried to remember if possibly I had done something wrong but when I found nothing he asked me to tell him what I had done in the last hour or two before my disease.


"I told him one thing that came to mind, but it certainly wasn't a sin. A wealthy Jew who had recently lost all his money and become a pauper came to ask me for a loan of several hundred rubles to get on his feet. He said he had an opportunity to make a good investment but needed some funds. Of course I had to turn him down because I barely had one ruble to my name. So I gave him what I had and, as it says to do in the Shulchan Aruch (book of Jewish law) I tried to comfort him.


"I told him that he shouldn't think that G-d hates him because it says in the Book of Proverbs, 'The one that is beloved, G-d reproves' (Prov. 3:12). Namely that G-d sometimes makes those he loves, suffer."


"Aha!" my father replied. "Now I know why I didnâ€™t recognize you! Here in Heaven we learn that saying completely differently!


"We learn it like this:


'The one that is beloved!.. G-d reprove!' namely if you see someone that is suffering then 'G-d reprove'; you should reprove G-d!


Just as Moses said to G-d when he saw the suffering of Jews: "Why do you cause pain to Your people!!?" (Ex. 5:22)


"After all, G-d is infinite... surely He can accomplish what He wants without making people suffer! So we should never accept the suffering of others, rather we have to come to G-d with complaints, demands and prayers, and not try to justify them!"
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5777 email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

A Valuable Teaching from Rebbe Baruch’l of Mezbitz


Rebbe Moshe Kobriner and his chassidim were in the home of the daughter of Rebbe Baruch'l of Mezbitz. Before leaving, Rebbe Moshe Kobriner asked the hostess to repeat something from her great father. 


She said, "My father would say, 'A Yid tur zich nisht yugen – a Yid shouldn’t rush.'" 


Rebbe Moshe Kobriner told his chassidim to stop rushing – because they were rushing to leave – they will leave tranquilly when they are ready.


When they finally left, people told them that they are fortunate that they left now and not earlier. 


"A band of thieves were hiding, near the home. They heard that you 'll be traveling, so they waited in ambush to steal all your wealth. But apparently, after waiting some time, they saw that you weren't coming, lost hope, and went elsewhere." 


If they would have rushed out, they would have run straight into the thieves. But because they were patient, the gangsters left the site before them and they were saved.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
The Great Value of Bitachon, Trust in Hashem

How would you feel if a very wealthy person tells you, "You don’t need to worry about financial matters any more. Whenever you need some money, just ask me and I'll give you whatever you need"? 

Most people would be happy with this offer. And even better, how would you feel if Hashem tells you, "I'm going to take care of you. From now on I will give you whatever you need." 

This is even better, because a person is limited in how much he can give you but Hashem can do anything. Also, it's embarrassing to rely on people for help. But we are ultimately all dependent on Hashem. How wonderful it would be if Hashem made a private pact with us and would promise that from now on, whatever we want is ours. 

This sense of security is the lot of those who have bitachon. As the Rabbeinu B'Chaya writes one's heart is strong with his trust, as if Hashem promised him." He feels certain that Hashem will help him, just as certain as the one to whom Hashem openly said He would help him. A person who lives with this attitude is most definitely the happiest person in the world. 
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The Brisker Rav, zt”l


When the Brisker Rav zt'l got married, his wealthy father-in-law endowed him with an entire street in Warsaw, as a dowry.


But this gift came along with many obligations (such as: finding tenants, collecting the rent, hiring handymen to maintain the houses etc.) and the Brisker Rav realized that his newly received wealth was taking him away from Torah study. So the Brisker Rav hired an agent to rent the houses and collect the rents for him. 

But then WWI began and the Brisker Rav had to run away. When he returned to Warsaw, the agent was no longer among the living. The Brisker Rav went to the government archives to see what happened to his property. What he found out was disappointing. The agent wasn't honest and had put the street with all its houses on his own name. 

To encourage himself and to retain the Torah-true outlook, the Brisker Rav began studying Shaar HaBitachon from the Chovas HaLevavos many times. He said, "I used to think that someone who owns a street in Warsaw is wealthy. Now I know that someone who studies Shaar HaBitachon is tens of times is wealthy, because bitachon makes a person stay calm. No one in the world is happier than someone who has bitachon." 
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
An Hour of Spiritual Bliss in this World for a Daf Yomi Maggid Shiur


The long winter wedding that began before sunset took away from my precious time. Naively, I thought I would find a shul near the hall but it dawned on me that the wedding was in a neighborhood that was far shuls and Batei Midrash. 
Now I was stuck in a place where I could not prepare the Daf Yomi shiur that I was supposed to give in the morning. Outside the hall I complained to my brother-in-law that had I known, I would have brought a small Gemara with me and I would have used the time to prepare the shiur. 

I asked him where I would be able to get a Gemara in a place like this?! While we were talking, a man turned to me and offered me a Schottenstein Gemara from his car. I was pleased with the help and I followed him to the car. On the way to the car, I thought to myself, where would I be able to sit and concentrate on the Gemara when I would be interrupted every minute with ‘Mazel Tov’ and I would not be able to concentrate. 

As I was looking for a quiet corner, the man opened his car and suggested, “Listen, you will not be able to concentrate properly in the hall, Perhaps I could leave the light on and you can sit in my car in the quiet without interruption and I will rejoice with the chassan at the wedding.” 

I was quite pleased with the suggestion and I sat in the quiet to learn and prepare the shiur for tomorrow. After I finished properly preparing for the shiur and I wanted to go back to the hall but I did not know what to do, I could not leave the parked car unlocked. I decided to continue learning until the owner returned. Not a few minutes passed and the owner returned to go home.

Reprinted from the Parsha Vayigash 5777 email of Tiv Hakehila, a publication of Rav Gamliel Rabinowitz’s Shul in Yerushalayim.
Half a Cup

By Rabbi Yigal Haimoff

We have an elderly father… (Bereishit 44:20)

[image: image3.jpg]



Half Cups of Tea

Years ago, one elderly gentlemen served as the shamash of his local shul.


Given the responsibility to overlook the general upkeep and maintenance

of the entire building, he devotedly carried out his job. He cleaned the floors, cleared the tables and made the shul look as respectable as it deserved. Yet that was not the entire scope of his work.


Day after day, he took care of one other job. And that was preparing hot coffee and tea for those who would attend the early morning Torah class given by the rabbi. Rising soon after dawn, he would make his way over to the shul to ensure that hot water and tea would be ready for the attendees.


Yet, strangely enough, the shamash without fail always gave each man attending the class only half a cup of tea. He never, without exception, gave anyone a full cup.


Although the men would say that they could use a full cup, he politely replied that he could not do so. While no one ever understood why that was so, they respected his decision and appreciated what he nevertheless did for them.


One morning, the shamash was feeling under the weather. Knowing that he

would be unable to carry out his daily duty, he asked his son if he could wake up at

4am the next morning and cover for him. After his son agreed to take over for the

day, the shamash thanked him and bid him good night.


The following morning, the son arrived at the shul and was met by an anxious group of men. Smiling, as they saw that today they had a substitute, they made their requests for their tea of preference. Yet, knowing that here stood a rookie, they requested  that he please fill the cups to the top. “Finally,” they figured, “we will be given a full cup.” And with that, the boy headed back to the kitchen to begin preparing the tea.


Boiling some hot water and locating the necessary tea bags, he soon began to pour. And pour. And then pour some more. Each cup was now filled to the brim.


Placing them on a large tray, he straightened himself out and began heading for the door. But then he heard his name being called.


Turning around, he saw his father. “Abba! What are you doing here? I thought you were sick?”


“I am,” replied the father; “I have a fever. But I came here because I remembered that I forgot to tell you something very important.” Gently taking

hold of the tray, the father placed it back down on the counter.

“The cups are too full,” said the father. “Abba, what do you mean? They are perfect!” 


“Let me tell you something,” explained the father. “Every day I give each

man only half a cup of either coffee or tea. For years, I have been asked why I do

so, yet I never told them why. But, the truth is because there are two elderly men

who attend the class. And I know, that considering that the tea and coffee are hot,

if one of the men shakes, he will accidently spill the hot drink on his hands and burn himself. Besides that, he will become embarrassed. I therefore avoid filling their cups to the top.” 

Listening to his father’s secret, the boy just stood there surprised.

“But now you are probably wondering,” continued the father, “why I don’t simply give these two men half a cup, and everyone else a full cup. But, just imagine how they would feel if they find out that they are being treated differently because of their age. I cannot be sure, but I don’t want to run the risk of hurting their feelings. And so, every day, I make sure to give each person only half a cup so as to avoid possibly embarrassing any one of these older gentleman.”


That is what it means to think something through. While we may many times look for ways to help others, we can never forget to consider the repercussions of our actions as they affect all parties involved. It only behooves us to examine the entire picture and only then wisely make a decision. It will ensure that everyone remains happy and honored as they deserve. And surely if they would know the reason, they would be quite content with half a cup of tea. It would warm their heart and the hearts of all those around them.
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5777email of Torahanytime.com

The Brave Girl

And the Informer

By Miriam Paltiel Nevel
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Illustration by Sefira Ross
<
It is 1937. A brutal, murderous communist regime reigns in the White Russian city of Nevel. It is one of the windiest autumns that anyone can remember. On a narrow, curving street, on the third floor of a gray, three-story building, at the end of a long corridor that is dimly lit by one electric bulb, there is a metal office door, its top half a frosted glass window. A sign engraved in bold letters on the frosted glass reads “PASSPORTS.”

Inside the passport office, the head secretary, a woman of about 40—slightly stooped from a daily routine of bending over papers and a typewriter, and yet not without a certain dignity and grace—sits at her desk busily typing reports, lists of names and addresses, inter-office memos and letters. She is intent on her work and pays no attention to anything around her. Or so it seems.


Another employee is very much aware of everything going on around her. Sarah, 19, is a file clerk. She is also an Orthodox Jewess, though she tries not to make that obvious. Having been born and raised under Communism, she is always alert to danger. She never forgets that the Communists aim to repress, restrict, harass, imprison, interrogate, torture and execute religious Jews (in that order).

The Stone Man

And so, once in a while the girl glances at the curious-looking man sitting at a desk in the far corner of this long, rectangular office. Sarah’s hand moves to still her pounding heart, but she quickly puts it down. She tries to look away, but as though hypnotized, she turns again and stares in disbelief at the man with a beard and peyot (sidelocks) who is sitting at the corner desk.


Sarah’s eyes grow bigger and bigger, as though she is seeing a ghost. Her brow breaks into furrows, and she is perspiring profusely despite the autumn chill in the room. What is he doing here?


She frets but doesn’t dare to inquire.


She recognizes this man. Once, when he came to their house, her father warned her not to open the door to him. “He is a mosser—an informer. A denouncer of good people.”


Sarah’s hands shake. The paper she should be filing slips from her fingers. She bends to lift it. Then she inches toward the man at the corner desk to see what he is doing.


He is middle-aged, with a long, sparse gray beard with reddish spots, and peyot tucked behind his ears. His hands are gray, his face is gray, and his eyes are so dull there is no light shining from within. In a park he could be mistaken for a stone statue, forgotten a split moment after one has seen it. However, not so in this passport office. The unusualness of a statue, a non-man, sitting at a desk, silently screams danger.


The human statue doesn’t notice the lowly file clerk watching him out of the corner of her eye. Nor is he aware of the storm outside that is smashing tree branches against the large office window. He is intent on the names printed in the thick ream of pages that sits in front of him. He reads the names, and from time to time uses a large black fountain pen to mark a name with an X. The pen leaks, and the stone statue’s right index finger is stained with black ink. The odd man places the papers in a drawer and walks out for a few moments’ break.

During this brief interlude, the older woman opens the drawer, looks at the papers, and makes quick marks on her own tiny piece of paper.

A Talk in the Street

Six o’clock. The work day is finally finished. The two women walk down the winding street, grateful to leave the passport office behind. One is tormented by the information in her head. Both women clutch drab black sweaters close to themselves. But their sweaters are no match for the wind, and the loose flaps, like the wings of some giant bird, whisk about them.


As they turn the corner, the older whispers to the younger one, “I couldn’t talk to you in the office. The walls have ears. But I must tell you something. A lot of your chassidic people are about to be arrested. And the one you call ‘Uncle Yisroel’ is certainly among them because he continues to give religious lessons to little boys. I am afraid that someone has denounced him.”


The older woman gives her young friend the names of those marked for imminent arrest. The young woman turns pale. “That man sitting at the corner desk, the one who looks like a statue—he is the informer?”


“Yes,” the older woman says with certainty. “The men whom he marked with an X today are going to be picked up tonight or tomorrow at the latest. Not that I’m supposed to know this … not that you are …”


Sarah catches her breath and concentrates on hiding the depth of her anxiety from her seemingly stoic friend. The two reach Trubniy Pereulok, where they turn down different streets to go to their respective homes.


As soon as the older woman is out of sight, the girl breaks into a run. Not toward her own home but toward the houses of the people whose names, she now knows, have been marked for imminent arrest.

Giving the Alarm

The young file clerk knocks on doors and gives the warning in very few words. Many of the marked men pick up bags containing their tallit and tefillin, a bundle of clean clothing, and a loaf of bread if there is one in the house, and quickly disappear into the vast unknown territory of Mother Russia.


Sarah knocks on the door of the headmaster of the clandestine yeshivah and tells him that the informer has put an X next to his name. He listens to her quietly, and a moment later he leaves with only his tallit and tefillin in hand. The man’s distraught wife hisses at the young girl, “Sarah! You come here with stories! And now my husband has left. Go away. Stop making up stories, you silly, cruel child!”


In several other homes Sarah bears the brunt of similar reactions. But she keeps running from one house to another, desperate to save the lives of those whose names the informer had marked with an X.

One Who Doesn’t Listen

At last Sarah arrives at the large house on Klimowa Street where Reb Yisroel, who is a teacher of small children, a mohel, and a shochet, lives with his immediate family and his wife’s many relatives.


Reb Yisroel allows Sarah to slip into the house. The girl has been running. She catches her breath, then quietly warns Reb Yisroel, a Chabad chassid, of the impending arrests.


“You mean Faivel has informed on me and others? But we were students in the same yeshivah!” Reb Yisroel cries in a voice filled with disbelief.


For a quick moment it looks as if young Sarah might forget herself and grab the respected, older teacher by his lapels in an effort to shake him up enough to save his life.


“Uncle Yisroel, please believe me. I saw him,” she cries.


He is not really her uncle, but she calls him “Uncle” because their families are close.


Now her breath comes broken and shallow. “Listen to me. He marked your name with an X.”


But Reb Yisroel cannot believe it. “The man you think has informed on my secret cheder is a classmate from yeshivah days. It’s not possible that he would inform on me. You are a kind girl. You are trying to save lives. But it’s not necessary. Some people are motivated by fear and greed, but Faivel is not going to denounce fellow yeshivah students. It’s a mistake.”


Sarah begs Reb Yisroel to take her seriously. But the old chassid clearly cannot believe that a former yeshivah student could denounce anyone, especially especially another yeshivah student.


The girl is adamant. “Believe! Escape before it’s too late.”


Reb Yisroel tries to calm the girl. “Thank you for the warning. Now go home and help your mother to prepare for Shabbat.”


“You’ll do something?”


“Yes, my child. We can say Tehillim (Psalms) for him to help him withstand the challenge. And tell your parents gut shabbos from me.”


Reb Yisroel disappears into the back of the large two-story house on Klimowa Street. The old, drab beige building stands perfectly still on this windy autumn night, the Friday before Rosh Hashanah, in the year 1937.

One Saved Many

Courageous young Sarah saved many lives that night. But on that Shabbat, Reb Yisroel was arrested and taken from his home, along with many other Jews. Many perished. Reb Yisroel was released after 13 months of incarceration.


After his release from prison, my grandfather, Reb Yisroel, concentrated not only on teaching children Torah, but also on being a father to those orphans whose fathers had been arrested and did not return.>
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5777 email of Chabad.org Magazine. The story was originally published in the October 21, 2015 edition of At Home With Inyan—Hamodia’s Weekly Magazine.
Thoughts that Count


This week's Torah portion speaks of Yaakov's death, yet it begins with "and Yaakov lived." The Hebrew word for "and he lived," vayechi, has the numerical value of 34. Yaakov lived for 147 years. Of those years, the ones he enjoyed most were the 17 years that Yosef lived at home before his brothers sold him, and the 17 years after Yaakov was reunited with Yosef until his passing, totalling 34 years.
(Ba'al Haturim)


He blessed Yosef saying, "The angel who redeemed me from all evil should bless the lads [Menashe and Ephraim]" (Gen. 48: 15-16)


Yaakov began by blessing Yosef, but ended up blessing Yosef's sons. Yaakov's blessing to Yosef was that his children, Menashe and Ephraim, would be righteous and G-d-fearing Jews whom Yosef could be proud of. This is the greatest blessing for a parent. (Zohar)


And Yosef died at the age of 110 years. (Gen. 50:26)


Previously the Torah states that "Yosef lived 110 years." To now state that he died at the age of 110 appears to be redundant. When Yosef was appointed viceroy over Egypt, Pharoah gave him an Egyptian name, "Tzafnat Paneach." However, nowhere do we find that Yosef used this name. Yosef knew that the one way to retain his Jewish identity was to keep his Jewish name. The Torah emphasizes that up to the very last day of his life, Yosef lived -- and died -- with his Jewish name. (Sha'ar Bat Rabim)

Reprinted from Issue #449 of L’Chaim Weekly for Parashat Vayechi 5757/1996.
Shabbos Stories for Parshas Vayechi 5777
Page 16

