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The Call of the Rooster

By Rebbetzin Esther Jungreis, a”h


ויאמר לכו עבדו את ד‘ And he said, “Go, serve Hashem…” (Shemot 10:24) 
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Rebbetzin Esther Jungreis, a”h


Around forty years ago, at a reception dinner for the Hineni organization, a lady came to see me. She was currently in her second marriage and had an important issue she wanted to discuss. 


“Rebbetzin,” she said, “I need your help. My teenage son is absolutely brilliant. He is in fact so brilliant that he obtained a position on Wall Street despite his young age. But his smarts got him into trouble when he managed to embezzle tremendous sums of money and was caught. 


“Taken to court, the judge said that since he was a minor, he would release him through custody if an organization was willing to accept responsibility for him.” 


And then the woman looked straight into my eyes. “Rebbetzin, would your organization be able to accept responsibility for my son?” 


Thinking about it for a moment, I knew that it would be an awesome challenge to do so. But then I realized that here was a yiddishe neshama which needed help. And so, I said to the mother, “Let me meet him.” 


When the boy was later brought to see me, I looked at him and said, “My dear child, let me tell you something. If you will join our organization, you are going to learn a new way of life. You are going to pray regularly, and the first blessing you are going to say in the morning is, ‘Hanosein la’sechvi vinah – Blessed are You, G-d, Who grants wisdom to the rooster.’” 


Without a moment’s delay, the boy looked at me. “The rooster? You are thanking G-d for the rooster?” 


“Yes,” I said, “the wisdom of the rooster. I know what you are thinking. You believe that the rooster is this brainless creature G-d created. But let me tell you that you can learn three life lessons from the rooster. And if you always remember this, you will be set for life. 


“First and foremost, as we say in the blessing, the rooster possesses the capability ‘Le’havchin bein yom u’vein laylah – To distinguish between day and night.’ The rooster can discern between light and darkness, between right and wrong and between truth and falsehood. 


“A person can have the most gifted of minds, but such brilliance can be warped and misused. You can be the greatest physician or scientist and build gas chambers and crematoriums. It is only through the knowledge of G-d that a light is cast into the darkness and matters become clear. 


“Secondly, the rooster crows every morning, rain or shine, summer or winter. The rooster is always in uniform even when it is not in the mood. The same is true of you. You are a Jew every single day of your life, in illness and health, in poverty and wealth, in Auschwitz and Jerusalem. Never forget who you are; you have a purpose and a mission as a Jew. 


“And lastly, the rooster knows that no matter how dense the darkness is, morning will always come. There is always hope, irrespective of where you find yourself in life.” 


And then I shared with him the following anecdote. “When the Nazis ym”s arrived to deport my family along with many others, they knocked on our door and shouted that we have a few minutes to get out of the house. Anyone who resisted would be shot or beaten. 


While panic filled us all, my father’s mind was preoccupied with something very dear to his heart. He wished to smuggle out the tefillin of my great-great grandfather, the Menuchas Asher, and the manuscripts of Torah novella on multiple Talmudic tractates from my great-grandfathers, Rav Mordechai Bennet and the Be’er Yitzchak. 


“But let me ask you,” I said to the boy, “what was my father thinking? Would those manuscripts be published in Auschwitz or Bergen-Belsen? Wouldn’t my father have been more prudent to smuggle out a can of sardines, a piece of jewelry or some money? 


“But the rooster knows,” I continued telling this boy, “that no matter how dense the darkness is, morning will come. My father wasn’t the only one who thought this way. The Piacesner Rebbe, as well, while in the Warsaw Ghetto never put down his pen from continuing to write divrei Torah. 


“When asked by his students, ‘What is the Rebbe doing? They will kill us all! For whom is the Rebbe writing this?’ The Piacesner Rebbe replied, ‘As long as I am alive, I have a mission to write Torah and teach Torah; the rest is up to G-d.’ 
“When the war came to a close, amid the rubbles of the ghetto where my family used to live, a Polish gentile boy found the manuscripts of my great-grandfathers. And what can I tell you? When an American soldier recognized the Hebrew writing, he said to himself, ‘My Jewish chaplain would be so happy to have this.’ And with that, he purchased the manuscripts off the little boy for a bar of chocolate. The rest is history. The manuscripts have been published and are now being studied in yeshivos all around the world. 

“These are the messages the rooster sends with his crow,” I concluded telling the boy. “We must always look to discern between that which is right and wrong by consulting with our Torah leaders and Jewish law; be aware of our mission as Jews; and remember that no matter what life sends our way, we are an eternal nation who never gives in or gives up.” 

The call of the rooster is a call to each of us. It calls us to stand up straight, peer into our lives and proudly march forward with a sense of purpose. Each and every morning, bright and early, the rooster reawakens us and reminds us of our purpose in life. All that is left for us is to answer its call.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torahanytimes.com
A Real Lesson!

HaRav Chaim Kanievsky, Shlita, brings from the Zohar (Parashas Ki Sisa) that the eirev rav who left Mitzrayim with us included the chartumei Mitzrayim (the sorcerers and necromancers) --who were sons of Bilam! Hakhel Note: If the chartumim would want to associate with good--and perhaps have some Teshuvah thoughts--oh, what should we say, what should we do?!

Reprinted from the February 3, 2017 Hakhel Community Awareness email.

Understanding the Reason of One’s Imprisonment in a Siberian Labor Camp

In the pamphlet VeNomar Amein, the story is brought about a religious Jew who was placed into one of Stalin’s, yemach shemo, Siberian labor camps.  One morning, as he awoke, he contemplated for a moment what he was going to say Modeh Ani about.


After all, he thought, what type of life was he leading--far off in a distant, forsaken corner of the world, a captive in the ice cold weather of Siberia?  Not only had he been separated from his family, but he was being forced not to observe Shabbos, not to put on Tefillin, and not to keep Kosher.


There were no Jews around him either.  What, then, was he thanking Hashem for with the words She’hechezarta Bi Nishmasi Bechemla--for returning his neshama with compassion”?  

The prisoner then recalled that the concluding words of Modeh Ani are Rabba Emunasecha--abundant is my faith in You [Hakhel Note:  Others translate it as-- abundant is Hashem’s Faithfulness].


He thought:  “They can take away so much of me physically and spiritually--but they can never take away my Emunah in Hashem.  For my Emunah in Hashem itself, it is worthwhile to get up in the morning and meet the day ahead.”


He had the will to live again and survived the inhumane conditions.  Later, after this Jew was released, he told his Rebbe of his mental debate and his ultimate conclusion on Modeh Ani. 


He Rebbe responded:  “You should know that you were sent Min HaShomayim to the depths of Siberia in order for you to reach this conclusion and achieve this special relationship with HaKadosh Baruch Hu!” 

Hakhel Note:  It is reported that Rav Chaim Stein, Z’tl, would not be satisfied with reciting Modeh Ani just once, but would be seen repeating it in the morning continuously after he left his home on the way to daven Shacharis in the Yeshiva.

Reprinted from the February 3, 2017 Hakhel Community Awareness email.

May One Eat

Bread Loaf’s Ends?
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Q. I have heard that some have the minhag (custom) not to eat the end slices of a loaf of bread. What is the reason for this?

A. Rav Yaakov Kamenetsky, zt”l said that he did not know of any source for this minhag, and presumably he was not concerned about this. This was also reportedly the response of Rav Chaim Kanievsky, shlit”a.


However, the Minchas Yitzchak (9:8) writes that he personally was careful not to eat the ends of a loaf of bread, because people say that it causes one to forget their Torah learning. Although he writes that he too does not know of any source for this minhag, he advises that the minhag be continued. 


He quotes a Yerushalmi (Terumos 8:3) which says that when it comes to matters of sakana (danger), one must be concerned for what people say, even if it appears to be without merit. He suggests that forgetting Torah knowledge might be comparable to a sakana.


Some have suggested that the source for this minhag is the Gemara in Horiyos (13b). The Gemara lists 10 things that can cause one to forget their learning. One of them is if one eats from a loaf of bread that is not fully baked. It could be that in some communities the loaves were crammed into an oven and this led to the ends not baking fully. However, today the ends of the challah are often the crustiest part of the bread, and therefore this concern no longer applies.


This column comes from OU Kosher’s Halacha Yomis dedicated in memory of Rav Chaim Yisroel ben Reb Dov HaLevy Belsky, zt’l, Senior OU Kosher Halachic Consultant (1987-2016). Subscribers can also ask their own questions on Kashrus issues and send them to grossmany@ou.org. 
Living with the Rebbe

The Connection Between Manna and Shabbos

Adapted by Rabbi Yitzi Hurwitz

from the teachings of 

Rabbi MenachemMendel Schneerson, zt”l

The Lubavitcher Rebbe,
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Rabbi Yitzi Hurwitz, who is battling ALS, and his

wife Dina are Lubavitcher emissaries in Temecula, California


In this week's Torah portion, Beshalach, we learn about the manna that sustained the Jewish people in the desert. One month after the Jewish people left Egypt, their provisions ran out. The people complained to Moses and G-d responded that He will rain down bread from heaven in the mornings.


Moses told the Jewish people to gather one omer (a Biblical measure) of manna per household member each day. Miraculously, no matter how much manna one picked, he arrived home with exactly the amount he was supposed to. Moses also commanded the Jewish people not to leave over any manna from one day to the next.


On Friday, when the people went out to collect the manna, they collected the same amount as on the previous days, but found that they had amassed a double portion. Moses explained that being that the next day was Shabbat, no manna would fall so the double portion was for Friday and Shabbat.


The verses describing the manna is the first time Shabbat is mentioned in the Torah. What is the connection between Shabbat and manna? What lesson can we take for our lives that Shabbat is mentioned for the first time in connection with the manna?


Logic dictates that if you don't work, you won't have. Observing Shabbat - which includes not working or doing business on the holy day - is putting trust in G-d that He will take care of you, despite logic.


The same was true about the manna. Except for Shabbat, the manna lasted for one day. Every morning the Jewish people put their trust in G-d that He would send manna to sustain them.


Shabbat and manna are about trust in G-d. It is this trust that is the source of the sustenance we are blessed with. It is also the catalyst for blessing in general. When we put our trust in G-d, it opens the channel of blessing in our lives.


When we felt like our whole world was falling apart, my wife received advice from a friend: At times like this, let go and allow G-d to take over. It was the best advice. G-d sent his blessings in the form of good, kind, and loving people, who we are so grateful for. This advice has carried us through all of our difficulties.


G-d is there for you. When there doesn't appear to be any answers, when all hope seems lost, put your trust in Him. When there seems to be nobody, G-d is there for you.

Reprinted from this week’s edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn. The above divrei Torah by Rabbi Hurwitz appeared in yitzihurwitz.blogspot.com

You might also want to click youtube – yitzi Hurwitz – Shine a Bright Light to hear world famous Jewish singers performing a catchy song Rabbi Hurwitz composed before he developed ALS.
Rabbi Yehuda Simes z”l, “The Rolling Rabbi”
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It is with great sadness that Matzav.com reports the passing today of the very special Rabbi Yehuda Simes z”l of Ottawa, Ontario, husband of Mrs. Shaindel [Vinitsky] Simes and father to a large mishpacha.


A musmach of Yeshiva Chofetz Chaim, Rabbi Simes was known as “The Rolling Rabbi” after a horrific car accident in 2010 left him a quadraplegic. His emuna, bitachon, and positive outlook in the face of significant challenges were a source of inspiration to his family, friends, the Ottawa Jewish community, and the Jewish world at large.


His story was featured in magazines and discussed on his blog, Rolling Rabbi.


The levaya was held last night in Ottawa at Cong. Beit Tikva. The aron has been brought to New York and a second levaya is taking place at Schwartz Bros. Funeral Home, 114-03 Queens Blvd. at 76th Road in Forest Hills. Kevura will take place at Beth David Cemetery in Elmont NY.


Shiva in New York will only be on Thursday morning. The family will then relocate to Ottawa for Shabbos and the remainder of shiva.


Yehi zichro boruch.

FROM RABBI SIMES’ WEBSITE:

Welcome to “Rolling Rabbi” – the place for you to learn, think and be inspired. I decided to develop this blog to reach out to my fellow Jews who may be looking for personal growth and inspiration. Read the provocative articles, listen to the compelling audio, watch the engaging video, ask probing questions and receive stimulating answers and build an even stronger relationship with Hashem and His Torah.

I named this blog “Rolling Rabbi” because I’m just that. Figuratively, because I like to think of myself as one who rolls with the punches, and literally, because I also roll on the wheels of my power chair. This is because I am a quadriplegic – one who has no or limited function in any of his four limbs, and in my case, near complete paralysis beneath the lesion to my spinal cord, caused by traumatic injury on a high level (C4 – C5).

My qualification as “Rabbi” comes as a result of many years of study in the great Yeshiva Chafetz Chaim (Rabbinical Seminary of America), having received Rabbinical Ordination and being a close disciple of the renowned Rav A.C.H. Leibowitz Z” TL, the great Rosh Yeshivah.
The goal of this blog is twofold: to invite others to share in my world and see everyday things on a deeper level, and to further motivate myself to continue along my personal journey with strength and fortitude.

My Story




I was born and raised in St. Paul Minnesota in the late 60s and through the 70s. My parents were strong role models in Judaic values, as well as tireless workers and leaders throughout the Jewish community in the Twin Cities. My three sisters and I grew up in a loving and closely knit family, and our bonds have grown ever closer especially since my “accident” in June 2010.

I attended the Wisconsin Institute for Torah Studies in Milwaukee for my four years of Yeshiva High School. There I developed close relationships with the Rabbis and lifelong friendships that have stood by me through thick and thin until this day. 


I continued in the post high-school yeshiva program (Beis Midrash) in the “Chafetz Chaim system”, eventually spending three years at the Jerusalem branch and 11 years at the Home Base in Queens. During those years I toiled in Torah learning (as well as completing a Bachelor’s degree in computer science and a Master’s degree in education) and I grew in my passion for spreading Torah wherever it may be most appreciated. 


During those years I took side jobs in tutoring, bar mitzvah lessons, leading youth groups, becoming a chaplain at a nursing home, substituting at yeshiva elementary schools and teaching a bit in the Chafetz Chaim high school. I also took part in teacher training programs offered by excellent hands-on yeshiva training colleges.

Armed with a deep commitment to teach Torah, and willing and ready to carry out this lofty ideal, I taught for two years in the New York area, gaining priceless experience and proficiency at touching the souls of young people. Meanwhile, my wife and I were looking to relocate to a smaller Jewish community where we might be “big fish in a small pond”, hoping that our entire family of seven would become integrated within the community and integral to its functioning. 


After exploring various opportunities, we fell in love with Ottawa, Canada. We knew at once that this was our home. The Jewish community was extremely warm and abundantly helpful in making us feel at home and truly valued. The year was 2002, my wife and I immediately became entrenched in teaching and changing the lives of our new community that drew us close, and we never looked back.

A glorious decade went by, constantly feeling enriched as we enriched the lives of others. Our family grew with the birth of three Canadians, we continually became influential in the educational fabric of the Ottawa community, and all we knew was success, achievement and blessing. I remember thinking that all of this was almost too good to be true. Alas, prophetic thinking.

Fast-forward to June 20, 2010. We were driving up from Rochester, New York after spending a lovely few days with my brother-in-law and sister-in-law and their family. We looked forward to returning home and settling the kids into the long summer vacation, and gearing up for a restful and productive break from school. We were happily chatting, singing and playing road games. As the sun began to set, I exited at a turnoff to pray Mincha (the afternoon prayer). Looking back, those moments spent in prayer were to be the last moments I would ever spend standing on my own two feet.

Feeling a bit fatigued, I asked my wife if she wouldn’t mind taking over the driving for a couple of hours. As always, she graciously agreed. So we switched spots, she taking the driver seat with me occupying the passenger position. This would end up being the way we would drive for the rest of our lives. Funny how things repeat themselves without our realizing.

So she continued driving into the night as I dozed and the seven children behind us fell into a blissful sleep. My eldest daughter was quietly speaking with my eldest son who remained behind in Ottawa. A regular and usual scene. Whoever would’ve thought differently?

Suddenly, I awoke with a start. Our faithful blue van began to screech to the left, into the oncoming traffic lane. I sluggishly reached towards the steering wheel to help redirect the van. My wife overcompensated, hurling the van towards the right. Again, she aggressively pounded the wheel all the way to the left. I don’t know how many times we sharply weaved back and forth, screeching loudly and leaving strong black marks on the highway. Apparently, my wife had seen the two green eyes of a deer staring at her through the windshield, beckoning her to join him in a deadly game of Russian Roulette. Indeed, the deer lost, as he darted back into the woods from whence he came.

I remember saying under my breath, “oh no, oh no”. Finally, the van skimmed a post beyond the oncoming traffic lane, causing the van to tumble and roll numerous times. It was during this horrifying somersaulting that I kept repeating, “Shema Yisrael”. Looking back, this just poured out of my lips automatically, without thinking to form the words. Eventually, the van ended its death roll in an upright position, abruptly giving an appearance of, “all is well”. But all was not well.

Thankfully, the eight others in the vehicle escaped with no or minor scratches and bruises, with my seven months pregnant wife sustaining the most worrisome injuries. But it was I, sitting in my wife’s original seat, who absorbed the brunt of the fury that night. The roof of the van was primarily crushed above my head, effectively breaking my neck and trapping me in the van.

The rest of my family unbuckled each other and climbed out through the bashed out windows, and they huddled together on the side of the highway. Amidst sobbing and crying out, they tearfully realized that they no longer had a working cell phone. Feeling hopeless and helpless, a man suddenly appeared, having stopped his car to see how he could help. 


It was he who called 911, and within 15 minutes a multitude of fire engines, ambulances and police cars quickly descended all around us, their sirens and red flashing lights cutting through the thick darkness. That kind man refused to give his name, and he disappeared as mysteriously as he had appeared. To this day my kids think of him as Eleyahu Hanavi.

Fast-forward three years. We now know that the daily challenges that come our way are guideposts along our journey. They are meant to teach us something. But the wisdom of three years has given us an understanding that our journey is a marathon, not a sprint. Unlike an illness, where the patient can see some light at the end of the tunnel and a return to their prior state of health, what we are facing is a non-ending new reality. 


Everything we had thought of as permanent and unchangeable, was suddenly ripped out from under us, in an unforgiving moment. Now, many things must be different, but we fight to keep them normal. We accept that things are different, but somehow they must stay the same. At the same time, many things that we took for granted before the accident we will never underestimate again.

So… Let’s get rolling! Let me enlighten you and brighten your life! Because our lives should be saturated with so much pleasure and happiness. We only need to  access the tools that Hashem has given us.

Reprinted from the February 8, 2017 website of Matzav.com

Perashat Beshalach/Shabbat Shira

As Heard from Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

By Sam Gindi


On the Seventh Day of Pesach we read from the Torah the Shirat Hayam, which tells of  the stupendous miracle of the splitting of the Sea of Suf.  We also read this portion each year in Perashat Beshalach, and we say it every day in our morning prayers.  This repetition means that it is very important for us to understand and feel the many teachings of this open Miracle.


“ And Hashem on that day saved Israel from the hand of Egypt”. (14:30)  The rescue of Israel from the power of Egypt was not completed until the day of the splitting of the Sea of Suf. From “that day” onward Egypt

no longer interfered in the affairs of Israel. The remarkable fact that for the following 500 years nothing is mentioned of any intervention by Egypt in the affairs of  Israel is a tremendous demonstration that testifies to the truth of the total devastation of Egypt by the Plagues and by the episode of the Sea.
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Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l


“ And Israel saw Egypt die on the shore of the Sea”. (14:30)  Not only did Hashem rescue Israel, but He also granted them the exultation of seeing the destruction of their pursuers, while standing safely on the shore.


When we see the downfall of the wicked, we gain more Awareness of Hashem’s power and His kindliness:


“Be elevated, O Judge of the world! Turn back recompense (revenge) upon the arrogant” (Tehillim 94:2).


“Then would sing Moshe and Bnei Yisrael”. (15:1)  Did the Jews rejoice at the destruction of the Egyptians?


Hashem does not rejoice at the destruction of any of His creatures, and it is stated that Hashem did not permit the angels to sing at the drowning of Paro’s host (Megilah 10B).


But here we see that Moshe and the Bnei Yisrael sang, and even rejoiced in every detail of the destruction of their enemy. We understand therefrom that men, unlike angels, must utilize such opportunities to gain more Awareness of Hashem, and more Gratitude to Him.  Angels cannot make any progress, but Moshe and Yisrael can gain understanding of Hashem and thereby improve themselves greatly.


And that is our function in this life, to improve ourselves.

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshallach 5777 email of As Heard from Rabbi Avigdor Miller. Adapted from  "A Nation is Born" by Rabbi Miller, ZT’L

Rabbi Yisroel Reisman Reflects on the

Significance of the Chamor, Donkey
By Daniel Keren
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Rabbi Yisroel Reisman


Many men and women once again took advantage of a legal holiday on Martin Luther King Day to transform a day off from work into an opportunity to gain new spiritual insights as a result of the Hakhel Yarchei Kallah that was held at the Agudath Israel of Madison, corner of Avenue S and East 22nd Street in Brooklyn. Hakhel is a Flatbush-based organization dedicated to promoting Torah-true values in our community.


Rabbi Yisroel Reisman, Mora D’asra of the host shul opened the Yarchei Kallah devoted to a half day of shiurim on hashkofos and practical halachos with a lecture on Sefer Zecharia, the titled “A Poor Man on a Donkey.” He began by offering an overview of the Sefer by noting that it contains 14 perakim, chapters and that there is a significant difference between the first and second halves of the Book of Zecharia, one of the last prophets in Tanach, the Jewish Bible.


In the first half of Sefer Zecharia, the Navi reveals various maros or visions he prophetically received, while in the second half the Prophet Zecharia deals with prophecies related to Yemos Hamoshiach, the long anticipated coming of the Days of Moshiach.


Rabbi Reisman suspected and checked out that indeed the non-religious Bible critics whose goal is to discredit the validity of Tanach, claim that Sefer Zecharia because of the differences in the content of the first and second halves were written by two different authors and not just by the Prophet Zecharia.

A Refutation of the Bible Critics


But, the explanation is not that complicated. The various books of the Prophets, including Sefer Zechariah for example simply show the natural changes in the life of the particular navi. A 60-year-old Prophet Zecharia with yirah shomayim, reverence for Hashem is not going to be the same as a younger 30-year-old Zecharia with yirah shomayim; simply because the seeming different prophecies only reflect on the development [and further spiritual maturity] of the same navi.


The Abarbanel, (Rabbi Don Isaac Abravanel), the famed 15th Century Biblical commentator is very vehement about interpreting the last chapters of Zecharia as referring to Yemos Hamoshiach, the ultimate days of Moshiach that we all long for. In doing so, he vehemently disagrees with the commentary on Sefer Zecharia by the earlier 12th Century Biblical interpreter the Ibn Ezra (Rabbi Avraham Ibn Ezra) who explained the Book of Zecharia as referring to the days of the Bayis Sheni [the Second Bais Hamikdosh or Holy Temple in Jerusalem.] 

Rabbi Reisman offered an explanation to try and reconcile the seeming divergent opinions of both the Ibn Ezra and the Abarbanel. He said that there are navuahs or prophecies that could refer to either the historical period of the Bayis Sheni or the long anticipated Yemos Hamoshiach.


Had the Jewish people in the time of Ezra seized upon these hopeful prophecies of Zecharia, Rabbi Reisman said that that generation could indeed have fulfilled the predictions of the Navi. But since they didn’t act upon the Navi Zechariah’s prophecies, it was as defined by the Abarbanel left to the future for Jews to fulfill with the coming of Moshiach.

The Most Famous Prophecy of Zecharia


Rabbi Reisman called attention to perhaps the most famous prophecy of Zecharia that portrays in Chapter 9:9 the image of Moshiach coming to be revealed as a humble person riding on a donkey. (“For behold, your king will come to you, righteous and victorious is he, a humble man riding upon a donkey, upon a foal, a calf of she-donkeys.”)

This image of the redeemer riding on a donkey captures our dream of the future and our respect for the Gedolei Yisroel. Indeed, it shows the futility of desiring a fancy car. Last week’s parsha (Parshas Shemos) tells us that Moshe [Rabbeinu] travelled back to Mitzrayim on a chamor, donkey. Rashi tells us that it was the same donkey that Avraham rode towards the Akeida, the commandment from Hashem to bind his son Yitzchak upon the altar and the very same donkey that will in the future be ridden by Moshiach.


Rabbi Reisman challenged the audience at last week’s Hakhel event by asking if the donkey is a kosher animal. Obviously the answer is no. But nevertheless this animal plays an important part in the history of the Jews in Tanach, including the aforementioned prophecy in Chapter 9 of Sefer Zecharia.


Other references to the chamor or donkey include the Midrash that declares that each Jewish man who left Egypt had at least 60 donkeys loaded with treasures given to them by their Egyptian neighbors. The donkey even makes it into the Aseres Hadibros, the Ten Commandments where one is commanded in Shemos 20:17 not to covet his neighbor’s house, wife, male or female servant, ox or donkey.

A Symbol of the Commitment of the Tribe of Yissochar


Then there is the special mitzvah in the Torah of Peter Chamor, to redeem the first-born donkey. The donkey is also the symbol, Rabbi Reisman said of the tribe of Yissochar’s commitment to devote itself to the dedicated study of Torah as depicted in Beraishis 49:14-15: “Yissochar is a bony donkey, lying between the boundaries. He saw a resting place, that it was good, and the land, that it was pleasant, and he bent his shoulder to bear [burdens]. And he became an indentured laborer [Torah student.]”


The famed 16th Century Jewish Torah scholar, the Maharal of Prague [Rabbi Yehuda Loew] has a tremendous insight into the chamor throughout the Chumash. It is the image of riding a donkey [whether that of Avraham or Moshe or Moshiach] being the symbol of domination, of being in control. A chamor is related etymologically to the Hebrew word “chomer” meaning physicality or gashmius (material as opposed to spiritual pursuit.) 


Therefore one who rides a donkey is symbolically demonstrating his control of the physicality of this world [and in the process actively transforms it into ruchnius or spirituality.]


The donkey is always schlepping, dragging things. It is constant in this role and thereby thus represents the concept of avodas Hashem, serving Hashem even when things or times are pleasant. 

Reprinted from the January 26, 2017 edition of The Flatbush Jewish Journal.
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