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Who Is the True Sinner?

By Menachem Posner
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Rabbi Yaakov Kaidaner, author of Sippurim Nora’im, recalls a meeting at a fair in the city of Königsberg. Jewish merchants from all over Poland, Lithuania, and Russia had gathered. They had time on their hands and began discussing the chassidic movement and its leaders.

Among the assembled were a group of learned men from the city of Slutzk, Belorussia, known as a stronghold of staunch opposition to the chassidic movement.

When the conversation turned to Rabbi Dov Ber, the Maggid of Mezritch, who had succeeded the Baal Shem Tov as the leader of chassidim, the merchants from Slutzk shared the following story:

It happened once that a young man from Slutzk traveled to Volhynia onFreezing and scared, he continued to wander deep into the night...business. It was a cold, wintry day, and he suddenly found himself in unfamiliar territory. Freezing and scared, he continued to wander deep into the night. It was well after midnight when he finally arrived at the town of Mezritch.


He drove down the silent, snow-covered streets, looking for a place to warm himself and rest his weary bones. Suddenly, he saw a candle flickering in a window. Unbeknownst to the young merchant, it was the home of Rabbi Dov Ber.


Excited to find a place to rest, he knocked on the door and was soon admitted into Rabbi Dov Ber’s sparsely furnished home. Hearing that there was a visitor, Rabbi Dov Ber (who had been studying by candlelight) came to see who had arrived.


In response to the rabbi’s warm greeting and inquiry, the young merchant introduced himself as an aspiring businessman from Slutzk who had lost his way.


“It was not for naught that you lost your way and arrived at my house,” replied Rabbi Dov Ber. “Oh no, if G‑d arranged that you find yourself here, there is a purpose.”


He then put on his spectacles (as he was wont to do when peering deeply into the spiritual worlds) and asked, “When you left home, was your son ill?”


“Yes, he was,” said the astonished merchant.


“You have nothing to worry about,” said the rabbi reassuringly. “He has recovered and is doing fine, thank G‑d.


“When you go home,” Rabbi Dov Ber continued, “you will hear that there is a terrible illness in the city and that children are falling ill and dying, may G‑d shield us. In response to the tragedy, the rabbi and Torah sages of the city will investigate the actions of the townspeople to try to determine whose sin caused the terrible tragedy.


“On the day following your arrival, one of the rich men of the town will hold a celebration for his son’s circumcision, and you will be invited. There, the elders of the city will speak about the plague and people will accuse a certain young man of being the cause of the evil. In truth, this young man is completely innocent and he will try to defend himself. In fact, one of the leaders of the accusation—a respected man in the city—is the one who has sinned, and it is he who is the reason for the plague.


“Things will get so bad that the people will begin to strike the hapless young man. When the rich leader (whom you know to be a sinner) will raise his hand to hit the poor man, you must grab his hand and tell him, ‘Evil one, admit your wrongdoing. You are the sinner, and you are the cause of the death that has come to our city.’ He will then admit his sins, and the plague will subside.


“Know,” concluded the rabbi, “that if you do not follow my instructions, your own son will die a terrible death.”


The following morning, the merchant continued on his way. Upon arriving home, he learned that everything was exactly as Rabbi Dov Ber had foretold. His son had recovered, and other children were ill. At the circumcision, an innocent man was accused, he confronted the true sinner, and the plague dissipated.


The entire town was abuzz, continued the men from Slutzk. They wondered, “Can there be such a holy man of G‑d among us, through whom G‑d Himself speaks?”
Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5776 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Pearls of Wisdom…A Word for the Ages 

The Rebbe of Saklid’s Request to Chaim Tzvi


During the dark days of the Holocaust, a seventeen year old boy named Chaim Tzvi Solomon who learned in a Yeshivah in Hungary was rounded up for slave labor. Before he left the Yeshivah, he approached the Rebbe of Saklid and asked for a Brachah. 


The Rebbe placed his two hands on him and said, “Promise me that you will maintain a constant connection between yourself and Hashem.”


The Bachur was very moved by his words and he gave his promise. The Rebbe again placed his hands on his head and said, “This connection will guard you everywhere you go!”


Chaim Tzvi, whose parents and seven siblings were sent to their deaths in Auschwitz, not only maintained his connection to Hashem, but also managed to wear his Tefilin every day. He took them everywhere he went, even to slave labor. 
Once, the Germans decided to conduct a search, and they told everybody to remove their clothing. In a flash, while everybody was undressing, Chaim Tzvi dug a small hole in the earth and placed his Tefilin inside it. He stood on top of the hole, but one of the Germans noticed what he was doing.


Chaim Tzvi whispered in the German’s ear that he wouldn’t gain anything from what he had placed in the hole, but he would gain from what he would give to him. Chaim Tzvi took out an expensive gold watch which he had managed to smuggle out and keep with him, and gave it to the German, and incredibly, the German left him alone.


Chaim Tzvi continued to maintain his connection with Hashem, and with great Mesiras Nefesh, he strived to fulfill as many Mitzvos as he could. He survived until the liberation, and eventually returned to his hometown. There, he found everything destroyed. The town was in complete shambles.


Chaim Tzvi sat on a stone and began to weep over this Churban. With bitter tears, he Davened to Hashem and said, “Hashem, I accept everything You do, but I can’t forego the ancient Sifrei Torah which were in my father’s Shul. Ribbono Shel Olam, if the Sifrei Torah are still in this area, please help me find them!”


These Sifrei Torah were extremely old, and they were written with an unusually Mehudar type of writing. All the Rabbanim and Talmidei Chachamim of the area always preferred to read from these Sifrei Torah.


Suddenly, Chaim Tzvi heard the sound of loud barking. He opened his eyes and saw a dog running towards him. As it got closer, he recognized it as the dog that used to belong to his family. They had used it as a guard dog for his father’s factory.


The dog was barking frantically in a way that Chaim Tzvi, in all the years of the dog’s faithful service, had never heard before. Chaim Tzvi sensed that the dog was trying to tell him something. As Chaim Tzvi stood up, the dog began to run, and Chaim Tzvi ran after him. The dog ran to the edge of the town, and stopped next to a wheat field.


The dog began to dig with his feet into the ground. Chaim Tzvi started to dig as well, but he found nothing. He almost gave up and left but the dog refused to stop. He continued to dig and bark at Chaim Tzvi, so Chaim Tzvi started to dig again. When he had reached a significant depth, he heard the sound of metal, and soon they had uncovered a huge metal suitcase. Chaim Tzvi pulled the suitcase out and opened it up, and inside he found the two Sifrei Torah from his father’s Shul, completely intact!


The dog, however, did not calm down, and continued to bark. Chaim Tzvi continued to dig, and a little deeper, he found a box filled with a huge sum of money. It was his father’s fortune that he had managed to hide together with the Sifrei Torah before he was taken away!


A week later, the dog died. It showed Chaim Tzvi that Hashem kept the dog alive all this time just to answer his heartbroken Tefilah, and that one will always benefit from keeping a constant connection with Hashem! (Aleinu L’Shabei’ach)

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Stories Heard at an All-Day 

Tisha B’Av Program in Brooklyn

By Daniel Keren

 


Thirty years ago when Torah Connections first began orchestrating its All-Day Tisha B’Av Programs in the Flatbush section of Brooklyn, it was a startling innovation. For many Jews at that time this fast day that recalls and mourns the greatest tragedies in our nation’s history, from the Churban Bais Rishon and Bais Sheni, the Crusades, the Spanish Inquisitions and more recently the Holocaust was just a day to endure and for some to try and sleep through. 


However the Annual Brooklyn Torah B'Av Program gave people another option to spend the day by listening to lectures by prominent rabbis on how to gain spiritual energy to help oneself and others in Klal Yisroel focus on what can be done to actually bring the geula closer. Today that concept has been picked up by dozens, if not hundreds of other Torah organizations, yeshivas and shuls around the world. This past Sunday’s Tisha B’Av Program organized by Torah Connections was also viewed by thousands of people at various locations around the world, including Eretz Yisroel.


Among the many highlights at this year’s Tisha B’Av Program were remarks by Rabbi Daniel Glatstein, Rav of Kehillas Ahavas Yisroel in Cedarhurst who has lectured extensively on “Proper Ways to Remember the Holocaust.” He recalled his grandfather who survived the concentration and death camps and went on to supervise JOINT activities after the war to assist fellow survivors, before coming to America and serving as a rabbi in Pittsburgh, PA. 


One of the lessons Rabbi Glattstein said we can all learn from his grandfather is that if we are alive today, that means the Ribono shel Olam truly cares about us and the Torah we learn and the mitzvahs that we perform. His grandfather and uncle were on the line to go to the Crematoria when just feet away from the entrance, an SS officer suddenly grabbed them and put them into another line, shouting that they looked like they were strong enough to perform work for the Third Reich. They barely survived the torture of hard work and starvation diet. But as Rabbi Glattstein told the audience, it was not only his grandfather and uncle whom the Ribono Shel Olam saved that day from the Crematoria. He also saved his yet unborn father as well as himself and his own children.


Rabbi Yisroel Reisman, Rosh Yeshiva of Mesivta Torah Vodaath and Rav of the Agudath Israel of Madison  spoke about the special hergash or feelings a Jew should have for Eretz Yisroel. For most of our history since the Churban Bais Sheni, Jews have not had the opportunity to easily visit Eretz Yisroel. Only in the last 50 years has this been possible.


 Unfortunately anything that becomes common is something that we don't always appreciate. So how does one gain a better appreciation for the gift of Eretz Yisroel? Rabbi Reisman quoted the Beis HalLevi who wrote that Eretz Yisroel has a unique relationship with Klal Yisroel. When for most of the years of our galus Jews were unable to live in the Holy Land, the land did not produce abundantly for others. Eretz Yisroel awaits for its Jews to return. The next time you go for a visit, spend or encourage your husband as much as possible to learn Torah in a Bais Hamedrash. You will leave an entirely different person and with a greater appreciation for Eretz Yisroel.

Rabbi Moshe Tuvia Lieff , Rav of the Agudath Yisroel Bais Binyomin in Flatbush said that the fact that there are today Jews on Ocean Parkway in Brooklyn  mourning the Churban Bais Hamikdash is perhaps a greater miracle than even Yetzias Mitrzrayim or even the Brios Haolam. He recalled how Rabbi Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman, the Ponovezh Rav was once in Rome after the Holocaust and he took a cab late at night to make a special visit to the Arch of Titus when there would be no tourists around.


Titus was the Roman general who defeated the Jewish uprising and ordered the destruction of the Bais Hamikdash. He was also rewarded for those efforts by being chosen by the Roman Senate to serve as the Caesar or Emperor of Rome. His great military conquest of the Jews was honored with the construction of the famed Arch of Titus. The Ponovezh Rav in the silence of the Rome night called and asked “Titus where are you?" 


In other words who beside a few isolated history buffs today still cares about you or even knows what you did as a once great Roman general or emperor. The Jews on the other hand still keep and study the same Torah as the Jews you thought you had vanquished. Are there any Romans today who don't eat meat or drink wine in the nine days before the anniversary of the sack of Rome by the Visigoths? The fact that Jews on Ocean Parkway and elsewhere around the world still mourn on Tisha B'Av is proof positive that our connection to Hashem was never severed and that we can confidently look forward to the geulah and the restoration of the Bais Hamikdash. (Reprinted from the August 19, 2016 edition of the Hamodia.)
A Rabbi Who Keeps Things Kosher at Manischewitz

As told to Patricia R. Olsen
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Rabbi Aron Yohan Hayum is the plant manager and rabbinical supervisor at Manischewitz in Newark. Photo Credit Bryan Anselm for The New York Times
Q. What do you do at Manischewitz?

A. I certify that the products are kosher, or adhere to Jewish law. All ingredients must be kosher, and the equipment must be kosher. If non-kosher food is cooked in a utensil, the utensil must be kashered, or rendered kosher again, by using boiling water or direct steam or flame. Also, the process needs to be kosher. For example, food cooked by a person who is not kosher-observant is not considered kosher. As plant manager, I make sure that the plant runs smoothly. I help plan the production schedule, for example.

Do you also conduct religious services?

I attended rabbinical school and I’m able to conduct services, but that wasn’t my career path. This is my full-time job, five days a week.

What’s a typical day like for you?

I might check ingredients delivered to shipping and receiving to confirm that items we ordered as kosher for Passover are labeled correctly. Perhaps I’ll spend time with the purchasing staff and learn that we need dried blueberries for Passover. If I can’t find a source for them, I call manufacturers to see who can produce them. I also walk the production lines to ensure the staff is adhering to kosher requirements.

Your work serves others besides Jews.

Observant Muslims eat food according to halal, or Islamic law. Kosher meat satisfies the requirements of halal meat, so if their meat is unavailable, Muslims can be comfortable eating kosher meat. In addition, lactose-intolerant people may not be kosher, but if they see a product marked pareve, neither meat nor milk, they know they can safely eat it. Some kosher food is gluten-free, which is good for people who are gluten-intolerant. There are also those people who perceive that kosher food is better for you because our processes are so thorough.

What do you find especially fulfilling about your job?

Besides providing a service for observant Jews, I like to think I also provide one that’s meaningful to Jews who may not be observant, or who may have moved away from their religion. There are times during the year when many Jews return to their roots, whether it’s for a Seder or for Hanukkah. Being a part of that is fulfilling.

Reprinted from the August 7, 2016 edition of The New York Times.

Why the Megaleh Amukos Decided Not to Leave Krakow


The Megaleh Amukos once announced to his congregation that he had decided to leave his rabbinic post in Krakow and go elsewhere, but he didn’t want to tell them the reason behind his decision. The community begged him to stay, but he wouldn’t be persuaded. 


When the final day of his tenure arrived he let the community know that he changed his mind and would stay with them. The people of the city were overjoyed, but also perplexed. 


They said, "Why were you planning to leave, and what caused you to change your mind?" 


The Megaleh Amukos replied, "I will still not tell you why I originally planned to leave, but I will tell you about a din Torah that came before me just yesterday, which caused me to reassess my decision and I decided to stay." 


The people listened attentively as their great rav told them about the din Torah: "There's a certain pauper in our city; he earns his parnassah by selling breads. His wife bakes them, and he sits on the roadside, like the standard poor peddler, selling breads to the passersby. 


A couple of months ago, a wealthy person recognized him. "Aren't you the son of so-and-so?" 


"Yes, that's me." 


"You're a talmid chacham, this job is beneath your dignity. I also know your prestigious lineage. How did it happen that you ended up like this?" 


"This is what I do for a living," the pauper answered simply. 


The wealthy man said, "I will support you. You can remain in beis medresh and learn Torah, as is fitting for a scholar like yourself, and I will send you a weekly stipend. It will be even more than you earn now…" 


The pauper agreed, and this arrangement continued for a couple of months. But recently, the wealthy man caught the pauper on the street again, selling breads. 
"What happened? We made an agreement. Why are you outdoors selling breads again?" 


The pauper replied, "I decided to back out of the deal." 


"You can't back out without my consent. We made a deal, and like every agreement, you can't back out on your own. It needs to be done before a beis din." 
The Megaleh Amukos continued, "Yesterday they presented this unusual din Torah to my beis din. The wealthy person wants to continue supporting, and the pauper doesn’t want to accept. 


"I asked the pauper why he wants to break the agreement, and this was his response: 


"As a peddler, my wife and I are continuously davening. When my wife kneads the dough, we pray the dough should rise properly. We pray that I should find dry firewood (wet wood creates smoke, which ruins the breads), and we also daven to sell the breads. Our entire day revolves on our tefillos and we continually trust in Hashem. But ever since the wealthy person supported us, we almost stopped davening. We feel that we can manage with the weekly gift that he sends us, and we forget to daven to Hashem. We’ve become detached from Hashem. I want to be a peddler again." 


"When I heard this poor man's words I said, I want to remain in this city, to be around people like this." 


A similar story happened with the Bas Ayin. He arrived in Eretz Yisrael in the month of Elul. Originally his plan was to stay in Tzefas until after the holidays, and then move to Yerushalayim. 


But just as he was about to leave, he heard a woman tell her son, "Yerachmiel! We have to protect the schach from rain. On Simchas Torah we benched geshem and it will rain very soon." 


When the Bas Ayin heard this, he decided to stay. He wanted to be among people who believe with a complete faith in the power of tefillah. 


A person once came to the rebbe of Kotzk and told him about his many problems. The rebbe said, "So why don’t you daven to Hashem to help you?" 
"Rebbe," he answered, "I would love to daven, but I don’t have peace of mind. The tzaros overcome my ability to think straight and I can't pour my heart out in tefillah." 


The Rebbe of Kotzk said, "Not being able to daven is your greatest problem. Why did you tell me all your other problems first and leave this problem for last? This is the first thing you should have told me, because it is the greatest problem of them all." 


The Rebbe of Gustantin zy'a would tell the people who came to him that they should daven. They came to him, because they wanted him to daven for them, and he would respond that they should daven for themselves. Often, he would recommend which chapters of Tehillim to say each day until they have their salvation. Many people were helped in this manner. 


Once, someone came to the Rebbe, and told him his problems. The Rebbe asked him, "Did you daven yourself yet? Did you pray for a salvation?" 


The man replied, "That's why I came here. I want the Rebbe to daven for me. As the Gemara says, "Anybody that has an ill person in his home should go to a Torah scholar, so the scholar can daven for him" (Bava Basra 116). 


The Rebbe of Gustantin told him, "You've misunderstood the Gemara. It should be read like this: whoever has an ill person in his home should do the following two things: (A) he should ask a chacham to daven for him. (B) and he should also daven for himself." Their joint tefillos, will bring yeshuous. 
Interestingly, the Me'iri translates this Gemara the following way: "When there is an ill person in the home, he should go to a chacham, and the chacham will teach him how to daven." It isn't proper to rely solely on tzaddikim to daven for you; one should daven himself as well. 


The Noam Elimelech zy'a (end of Ha'Azinu) writes that davening for yourself is the highest form of tefillah – even greater than the tefillos of tzaddikim – because it emanates from the depths of the heart. Let us therefore maximize and utilize our potential for tefillah. With tefillah, all our hearts' desires can be attained.

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman, shlita as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

Mistaken Identity

By C.H.


Father was rushed unconscious to the emergency room after passing out for no apparent reason. Upon arrival at the emergency room he regained consciousness but because of overcrowding of patients there was no one available to treat him. I arrived at the hospital an hour after the ambulance in order to visit my father, but whoever I asked to examine him told me: “There are patients in more serious condition that need treatment and when a doctor will be available he will be treated.” 

Helplessly, I emotionally recited Tehillim. Twenty minutes later the full senior team of doctors arrived and gave my father a comprehensive examination, and then they took him to a private room where he was greeted by a senior specialist who devotedly treated my father and he diagnosed a severe stroke and he quickly treated him and saved him from certain paralysis. 
I thought to myself with great amazement, ‘Who sent the specialist to treat my father privately?’ The doctor and my cousin solved the riddle after a telephone conversation that was confusing itself. 

My father’s cousin had difficulty moving his hand and his family took him to the same hospital my father was taken to in order to diagnose the source of the problem which had been going on for the past several weeks, and so they contacted a private specialist.


The doctor, on his way to the hospital called the receptionist and asked to arrange the necessary examinations ahead of everyone else. Since the names of the families were the same the doctors mixed them up and took my father from the emergency room and conducted the examinations and the doctor treated him as he was certain that he was treating his patient until the family called him and asked him why he was so delayed and he responded: 

“I am treating your father for more than an hour with life-saving treatments.” 
“What treatments? I am by my father’s side for more than an hour and you have not shown up!” 

It was only then that the mistaken identity was clarified after our father was saved and his cousin was fine and the whole family was jubilant because of the miracle.

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5776 email of Tiv Hakehila, a parsha sheet published by Rav Gamliel Rabinowitz’s Shul in Yerushalayim.

Not a Simple Ferry Ride

By David Bibi


This week I read an amazing story by Rabbi Yonasan Abraham, a Dayan and member of the London bet Din. He titles it, The Ferry Ride


He writes: “As I once stood in a small Beit Midrash in London, I soon found myself surrounded by a number of philanthropists, among them a man named Joe Orenstein. His father had been a Holocaust survivor who hailed originally from Opatow, an eminent Polish town. Having met much financial success, Joe was heavily involved in helping set up the London Jewish community and various chesed organizations.


 “It was one year during the month of August that he and his wife flew to New York to attend a wedding. Finding his table number and taking a seat, he was met by another gentleman sitting across from him. The man was dressed in Chassidish attire and appeared to be a distinguished individual. Striking up conversation with the man, Joe began to relate how he had recently moved from England to Israel and how a large part of his family now lived in Lakewood, New Jersey.


 “It was then the other gentleman’s turn to recount some of his past experiences and background. But there was one particular word which caught his attention when listening to Joe speak about his own life: England. Mentioning how years ago, he had also visited England, the man went on to tell Joe what exactly transpired on that one occasion:


 “Thirty-five years ago, I took a trip to England. I was twenty-two years old at the time and didn’t have anything to do with Judaism. My father wasn’t Jewish and I had no connection to it either. After being in England for some while, I continued on to Amsterdam, and from there to Berlin and then Paris. From Paris, I eventually decided I would make my way over to London.


 “To my luck, a rowdy group of fifteen-year-old boys sat alongside me on the train from Paris. Of course, I was somewhat older than they were and was unable to peacefully fall asleep listening to their noisy antics. But I managed to keep my cool. It was after this train ride that I needed to take one last ferry to my final destination. While I thought that I would now be able to enjoy a moment’s reprieve, I was mistaken. The same group of fifteen-year-old boys followed me onto the ferry. That was the last thing I wished would happen.


 “But then, all of a sudden, they became quiet. Surprised and curious as to what happened, I looked up and noticed that they were taking out black boxes from their bags. I had no idea what they were doing. All I could think about was how it was quiet and that now I would finally be given a few moments to peacefully relax.


 “But then, one of the boys walked over to me and began explaining what they were doing. Asking me if I was Jewish, I told him, “I’m sorry, but I am not. My dad is not Jewish.” “What about your mother?” he said. After replying in the affirmative, he reassured me that I was Jewish despite my father not being Jewish and my complete ignorance of Judaism. “Why don’t you try these on?” he told me.


 “Touched by the boy’s genuine sincerity in coming over to me and taking an interest in someone he never met before, I agreed to do so. And so, I began wrapping the black straps around my arm with his assistance. It was the first time in my life that I put on Tefillin. The boy also proceeded to teach me the verse of Shema Yisrael and explain what it means.


 “After this unexpected event, I was tremendously moved. While all I had wished to do was get off the ferry and move away from that group of noisy teenagers, in hindsight, that ride on the ferry changed my life forever. After looking further into Judaism, I eventually traveled to America and went on to learn little by little and become who I am today: a religious practicing Jew.”


 “After hearing this story, Joe Orenstein was certainly moved. But, rather quickly, Joe realized that this story was closer to his heart that he would have thought at first.


 “Can I tell you something?” said Joe to the gentleman. “Do you know whose Tefillin those were who you put on thirty-five years ago? Mine. I was that boy who went over to you and helped you wrap Tefillin for the first time. And here we meet thirty-five years later. Pleasure to meet you again…”


 “Years later, the two neshamot which had connected decades earlier met again. While Joe Orenstein may have believed he was simply exposing a fellow Jew to the beauty of a mitzvah, little did he realize that he was planting a seed that would later flourish into a plentiful tree with abundant fruit. This man’s life and the lives of his children saw an entirely different destiny due to that one morning on the ferry. Never should we minimize even the smallest gesture of outreach to a fellow Jew. Its impact can last forever.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Vaet’hanan 5776 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
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