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Is it Time to Say

“Goodbye Grandmother?”
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"After sustaining a severe heart attack in 1973, my grandmother sank into a deep coma and was placed on life support systems in the hospital. Her EEG was totally flat, indicating zero brain activity. She was hooked up both to a pacemaker that made her heart beat artificially and a respirator that made her lungs breathe artificially. 


But technically, as the doctors told me privately, she was basically as good as dead.  "She'll never come out of the coma," they said, "and she's better off this way. If she did, her life would be meaningless. She'd exist in a purely vegetative state."   


Even though she was in her mid-seventies and had lived a full life, I refused to believe that my beloved grandmother could simply slip away like this. She was too feisty, too vital to just disappear into a coma. My instincts told me to start talking to her and keep chatting away. I stayed at her bedside day and night, and that's precisely what I did. 

Spoke about My Husband and

Our Two Small Children


I spoke to her all the time about my husband and our two small children, about other relatives, about her own life. I told her all the news that was circulating in Australia at the time. Anything and everything was grist for the mill. I also kept urging her to keep clinging to life, not to give up.


"Don't you dare leave us!" I exhorted. "I need you, Mom needs you, your grandchildren need you. They're just beginning to get to know you. It's too soon for you to go!"


It was hard for me to do battle for my grandmother's life, alone as I was. During the time that she fell ill, I was her only relative in Sydney. Her daughter (my mother) was away overseas on a trip, and my only sibling -- a brother -- lived in Israel. My husband was home caring for our children so that I could take my post at her bedside. I stood a solitary vigil, but that was not what placed such tremendous pressure on me. 


What was enormously difficult was being asked to make decisions alone. The emotional burden was huge.   When four days passed with no signs of life flickering in either my grandmother's eyes or her hands, and no change recorded by the EEG, the doctors advised me to authorize the papers that would turn off the life support systems. 

The Doctors Argued for Taking

Grandmother Off Life Support


I trembled to think that I held the power of consigning my grandmother to an early grave.   "But she's really already dead," the doctors argued. "She's just being kept artificially alive by the pacemaker and the respirator. Keeping her hooked up to these machines is just a waste."


"Well, listen," I said. "It's Thursday afternoon, and in the Jewish religion we bury people right away. My parents are overseas -- practically two days away -- and they would certainly want to be here for the funeral. But we don't do funerals on Saturday, the Jewish Sabbath. The earliest we could do the funeral would be on Sunday. So let me call my parents to get ready to fly home, and I'll sign the papers on Sunday." 


It was all very cold and calculating, but deep inside, my heart was aching. Meanwhile, I didn't let up. I kept talking up a storm, discussing weighty matters, babbling about the mundane. 

"Guess what, Grandma?" I gossiped. "You won't believe who ended up being your roommate here in the hospital! Stringfellow! Your next door neighbor at home, Mrs. Stringfellow, was just brought in with a serious condition. Isn't that a coincidence? She lives next door to you in Sydney and now she's your roommate here in the hospital!"

I Thought I Noticed Grandmother’s

Eyes Had Begun to Blink

On Shabbos, I was at my usual post at my grandmother's bedside, getting ready to start a round of tearful goodbyes, when I thought I noticed her eyes blinking. I called a nurse and told her what I had seen. 


"It's just your imagination, dearie," the nurse said compassionately. "Why don't you go downstairs for some coffee, and I'll stay with her until you come back?"  


But when I returned, the nurse was brimming over with excitement herself. "You know," she said, "I think you may be right. I've been sitting here watching your grandmother, and I could swear I saw her blinking, too."  


A few hours later, my grandmother's eyelids flew open. She stared at me and then craned her neck to look at the empty bed on the other side of the room.  "Hey," she yelled, "what happened to Stringfellow?" 
“For this I Had to Schlep

All the Way Home?”


By the time my mother arrived at the hospital the next day, my grandmother was sitting up in bed, conversing cheerfully with the hospital staff, and looking perfectly normal. My mother glared at me, annoyed, sure I had exaggerated my grandmother's condition. "For this, I had to schlep all the way home?" she asked. 

Later, my grandmother told me that while she was in the "coma" she had heard every single word that was said to her and about her. She repeated all the conversations to me, and her retention was remarkable.  "I kept shouting to you," she said, "but somehow you didn't hear me. I kept on trying to tell you, 'Don't bury me yet.'" 


After she was discharged from the hospital, my grandmother's quality of life remained excellent. She lived on her own as a self-sufficient, independent, and high-spirited lady and continued to live in this manner until her death sixteen years (!!!) after I almost pulled the plug."

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5779 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

Remembering Rav Yisroel Salantar on His 136th Yahrtzeit Anniversary


A learned, G-d fearing shochet came to Rebbi Yisroel and told of his wish to leave his job because he was afraid of bearing responsibility for the prohibition of neveilah (improperly shechted meat).


“What will you do to earn a living?” inquired Rebbi Yisroel.

“I will open a store,” was the reply. 

Rebbi Yisroel was amazed. “You are worried about Shechita, which involves only one prohibition of neveilah. How much more is there to worry about a store, which involves many prohibitions, such as stealing, oppressing, coveting, cheating, lying and keeping inaccurate measurements?” 

Hakhel Note: Today, we are blessed with several excellent Halacha Seforim in English on Choshen Mishpat which deal with many, if not all of the pertinent issues. Additionally, Hakhel has conducted several Yarchei Kallahs on these topics. For tapes of the Hakhel Shiurim, please call: (718) 252-5274.
Praying for the Welfare

Of the Government


Rebbi Yisroel used to pray for the welfare of the government. When he happened to be in a synagogue where the prayer was not said, he read it himself.

Rebbi Yisroel used to hasten to make Kiddush Shabbos evening because the housekeeper, who had worked hard all day preparing the Shabbos delicacies, was surely hungry, and it was not right to keep her waiting.


On the Seder night, just as he and his family were about to sit down at the table, an urgent message came. One of the city’s Jewish notables had been imprisoned and was in grave danger. Rebbi Yisroel left the table and hurried out to arrange his release.


After many hours, he finally succeeded in freeing the prisoner. Then he returned home and began the Seder. When asked why he was not concerned this evening about his housekeeper’s hunger, he replied, “Tonight was the case of saving a life, and in such instances every Jew, man and woman, is obligated to give his all in order to help and in order to participate in the distress of his fellow-Jew.”�

On Yom Kippur, Rebbi Yisroel kept cake in his drawer in Shul. That way if anyone came into danger because of the fast, Rebbi Yisroel would be able to feed the person on the spot.

A wealthy Chassid came to see Rebbi Yisroel. Upon leaving, the Chassid put down a hundred ruble note as a pidyon and asked Rebbi Yisroel to pray for him. Rebbi Yisroel refused to accept the money. Thinking that Rebbi Yisroel had refused because the amount was too little for so wealthy a man, he added another hundred ruble note to the amount. This too, Rebbi Yisroel refused to accept.


Finally, the Chassid pulled out a five hundred ruble note--a very large sum in those days--and put it down before Rebbi Yisroel.Â  Rebbi Yisroel smiled and said, “If you are willing to give away so much money, then you are the good one, and therefore I ask you to pray for me.”

Reprinted from the January 31, 2019 email of the Hakhel Community Awareness Bulletin.

The Mystery Grave

By Asharon Baltazar
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The coach rattled down the road through the heart of the forest, swaying gently in the horses’ wake. Dark, thick trees formed a canopy over the track, and animal howls rang out every so often. The pair of chassidim sitting inside barely noticed the hardships of travel; their minds were focused on their upcoming reunion with Rabbi Baruch of Mezhibuzh—their Rebbe—and they could think of nothing else.


Something bright caught their attention, and they asked their driver to stop for a moment. Creeping through the brush to investigate, they discovered, to their surprise, a lone candle in a clearing, burning atop a small headstone inscribed with the epitaph:


Here lies Moshe the son of Maimon

Who battled his desire

Even greater than Joseph the Righteous


The chassidim stood dumbstruck. Finding no further clues, they marked a neighboring tree and resumed their journey.


When they arrived in Mezhibuzh, they told Rabbi Baruch about the strange headstone in the forest.


“I want to see this with my own eyes,” said Rabbi Baruch, who eagerly followed his chassidim to its location.


Rabbi Baruch examined the small slab before setting off in the direction of the nearest village. Accompanied by the two chassidim, he scoured village after village in search of someone who may be able to shed light on the puzzling headstone.


“There is an old fellow in such-and-such a village who might know something about it,” they were told.


Heartened by this small lead, the group hurried to the old cottage where a wizened gentile lay in bed under a heavy quilt. Seeing the visitors, he propped himself up and squinted at them in the gloom. The sight of Rabbi Baruch turned his confusion into a disbelieving grin.


“You’re Srulik’s grandson!” exclaimed the man, using the nickname by which Rabbi Yisrael Baal Shem Tov was known among the non-Jewish peasantry. “What are you doing here?”


Rabbi Baruch described the small headstone and his hunt for its backstory.


“It seems that the time has come for me to tell the story,” said the man dolefully. “This happened many years ago. In my village, there lived a wealthy landowner who employed the services of the tailor from nearby Mezhibuzh. Whenever his wardrobe needed mending, he sent for Moshe, the tailor’s apprentice. The young man would come to the landowner’s mansion, spend a few days there sewing, and then return home.


“The landowner paid attention to Moshe’s fine and diligent character and found him to be an attractive choice for his daughter who was of marriageable age. Using the pretext of needing fresh repairs, the landowner and his wife summoned Moshe to the mansion. Suspecting nothing, he arrived for the usual short trip. This time, however, his hosts seemed more friendly and attentive than usual. At a certain point, talk of the match was brought up.


“‘I’m a Jew, and I cannot forsake my people to marry a gentile woman,’ explained Moshe.


“But the wealthy couple would not relent. Their entire estate would be his, they promised, if only he would marry their daughter.


“‘I am very sorry,’ said Moshe, ‘but there is simply nothing to discuss.’


“The landowner was used to getting his way and being turned down drove him off the edge. He imprisoned Moshe with the strong suggestion to think hard about the offer. But Moshe was infuriatingly adamant. Meanwhile, Moshe’s repeated refusals shamed the nobleman’s daughter as well. She withdrew to her room and didn’t venture out to eat, health deteriorating dangerously. One dreadful morning, the couple discovered that their daughter had died.


“All the sorrow that erupted henceforth was aimed at Moshe. It was his fault their daughter had died, the grieving parents reasoned. With the help of some burly helpers, the nobleman beat Moshe to death and buried him together with his daughter.


“Meanwhile, the tailor began to wonder what had happened to his apprentice. The landowner claimed ignorance, saying that Moshe had finished his work, was promptly paid, and had long since left. Their sincerity was never questioned, and Moshe’s whereabouts were never discovered.


“I was a shepherd when this story occurred, and I often slept with the sheep, out in the meadow. One day, your holy grandfather Srulik, whom we all knew and revered, woke me up and requested that I accompany him. We went to the grave, and together we retrieved Moshe’s body, brought him over to the forest, and buried him there, installing the headstone you found. As a reward for my work, your grandfather promised me a long life.


“Your grandfather told me one more thing. If his grandson ever visited me,” said the old man nodding toward Rabbi Baruch, who was indeed the grandson of the Baal Shem Tov, “I should tell him the story of Moshe, the tailor’s apprentice. And now, after I’ve told you the story, my mission is complete and I know my time has come.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Mishpat 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Adapted from Chemdah Genuzah as told in Sichat Hashavua 1455.
Who will Get a 
Greater Reward?
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Rabbi Elazar Menachme Man Shach


When one of the Reichmanns, a great philanthropist, went to Eretz Yisrael, he met with the R’ Schach z”l, Rosh yeshiva of the Ponevizher Yeshiva in Bnai Brak. 

During the conversation he asked the sage who would have greater reward: the Rosh Yeshiva who learned and taught Torah, or he, who had supported it and enabled many to learn. 

R’ Schach contemplated this for a moment then replied. “I cannot say,” he told the multimillionaire “who has earned more Olam HaBa (a portion in the World to Come), but I can tell you that I definitely have more Olam HaZeh (enjoyment in this world.)”
Reprinted from the Mishpat 5779 email of Migdal Ohr.

Learning a Great

Man’s Secret
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Rav Eliezer Abish


Rav Eliezer Abish writes a great story about a man named R’ Nachum, who was a prominent business man from Brisk, and he would go each year to the fair in the large city of Lvov. The fair was a very busy event, with many people from many different places all trying to sell their merchandise. 

R’ Nachum was always very focused on what he aimed to accomplish at the fair, but he also enjoyed meeting a group of friends from Germany that also attended the fair. R’ Nachum always admired their honesty and integrity in how they conducted their business. 
Due to an Unusually

Harsh Winter


One year, due to an unusually harsh winter, R’ Nachum was not able to return home from the fair as he was scheduled, and he had to spend Purim in Lvov. Fortunately though, his friends from Germany were also stuck in Lvov for Purim, and they decided to have their Purim Seudah together. 

At the Seudah, R’ Nachum made sure to bring enough wine for everyone. Seeing that everyone had their fill and the wine was taking its effects on his friends, R’ Nachum realized that he finally had the perfect opportunity to get an answer to a question he had for many years. 

He wondered how the group, especially one of them named R’ Yechiel, was able to conduct themselves with such a high standard of Yiras Shamayim. Whenever R’ Nachum would see R’ Yechiel, he was always acting with dignity, he was polite and pleasant to be around, and he never wasted his time. He was either negotiating in business, or he was learning and Davening. 
R’ Yechiel Would Never

Asks R’ Nachum’s Question


Over the years, R’ Nachum asked R’ Yechiel was his secret was, but R’ Yechiel would always change the topic and not answer him. When R’ Nachum saw that R’ Yechiel appeared relaxed at the Purim Seudah, he approached him and said, “Please tell me, how do you always remain so calm, focused and pleasant throughout the entire day? Not only that, but how are you able to Daven with such immense Kavanah and use any free time you have learning from a Sefer? What’s your secret?” 

R’ Yechiel looked at R’ Nachum and replied, “I will tell you. Every night before I go to sleep, I say Krias Shema, just like anyone else would. Then, before I close my eyes, I make a request of Hashem. I say, ‘Please, Hashem, if You feel that tomorrow I can be of service to You, that I can accomplish and improve my relationship with You, then please return my Neshamah to me in the morning. 
“However, if tomorrow won’t be a day that I will grow closer to You, then please, I beg of You, please don’t return my Neshamah to me!’ This is my request every night, after saying the words in Adon Olam, that in Hashem’s Hand I entrust my Neshamah— when I go to sleep and when I wake up. 
“Hashem has Faith in Me”


“In the morning, when I wake up, it is clear to me that Hashem has considered it worthwhile to return my Neshamah to me for another day, which must mean that Hashem has faith in me and believes that I have the ability to grow closer to Him that day. When I open my eyes and realize that I am alive, I say Modeh Ani and thank Hashem, the living and everlasting King, that He has returned my Neshamah to me with mercy!” 

R’ Yechiel concluded, “It is not so difficult to do the right thing each day, when you know with such certainty and clarity that Hashem believes in you that you have the ability to be successful in your Avodas Hashem!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Mishpatim 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Young Baal Shem of Michelstadt and the Duke
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The burial place of the Baal Shem of Michelstadt


Rabbi Yitzchak Seckel, (the Baal Shem of Michelstadt), O”BM, was a renowned child prodigy. Upon hearing of his brilliance, the local duke invited the child to visit his massive castle, full of halls, rooms, and passageways. 


The nine-year-old arrived at the castle alone and began to search for the duke. He could not find anyone to direct him, as the duke had warned his many servants and attendants to make themselves scarce. 


The intelligent boy, however, looked around, and realized that the windows of every room were open except for one whose curtain was drawn. This was clearly the duke’s room, so he knocked on the door and entered. 


During their conversation, the duke told the child that he’d sent all his attendants away in case they sent him to the wrong rooms in jest. “What would you do if all the servants tried to lead you astray, each pointing you in a different direction?” asked the duke. 


The boy answered that he would follow the majority. 


“It’s always a good idea to follow the majority,” agreed the duke. “Why, then, do you not adopt the church’s way of life? If the Jews are a minority in this world, why do you remain a Jew?” 


The boy answered calmly: “My master, I know without doubt that this is the room where you receive guests. Even if all the residents of the castle were to tell me otherwise, I would not listen to them. 


“The principle of ‘go with the majority’s ruling’ is only valid for debatable matters. However, facts clarified as the unadulterated truth cannot be changed by the majority’s opinion. For me,” declared the boy, “the religion of my forefathers is the truth! I cannot and may not abide by the majority’s opinion.” 


Comments: We live in a world obsessed with numbers and statistics. How many views did that clip get? How much money does that person make? How many “friends” does one have on social media? As such, even the most well-intentioned of people can sometimes confuse what is right for what is popular. The reality is, however, that sometimes the majority is wrong.

Reprinted from the Parshas Mishpatim 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

A Baseball Game and

A Boy Name Shay

At a fundraising dinner for a school that serves children with learning disabilities, the father of one of the students delivered a speech that would never be forgotten by all who attended.

“As you are aware, my son Shay, as many of your children cannot learn things as other children do. He cannot understand things as many children do. The father continued his speech. 'I believe that when a child like Shay, who was mentally and physically disabled comes into the world, it presents a unique opportunity for true human nature to present itself, and it comes in the way other people treat that child.'
One summer day Shay and I were walking past a park where some boys Shay knew were playing baseball. Shay asked, 'Do you think they'll let me play?' I knew that most of the boys would not want someone like Shay on their team but as a father I also understood that if my son were allowed to play, it would give him a much-needed sense of belonging and much confidence to be accepted by others in spite of his handicaps.


I approached one of the boys on the field and asked (not expecting much) if Shay could play. The boy looked around for guidance and said, 'We're losing by six runs and the game is in the eighth inning. I guess he can be on our team and we'll try to put him in to bat in the ninth inning.'

Shay struggled over to the team's bench, and with a broad smile, put on a team shirt. I watched with a small tear in my eye and warmth in my heart. The boys saw my joy at my son being accepted.
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In the bottom of the eighth inning, Shay's team scored a few runs but was still behind by three in the top of the ninth inning, Shay put on a glove and played in right field. Even though no hits came his way, he was obviously ecstatic just to be in the game and on the field, grinning from ear to ear as I waved to him from the stands. In the bottom of the ninth inning, Shay's team scored again. Now, with two outs and the bases loaded, the potential winning run was on base and Shay was scheduled to be next at bat.


At this juncture, do they let Shay bat and give away their chance to win the game? Surprisingly, Shay was given the bat. Everyone knew that a hit was all but impossible because Shay didn't even know how to hold the bat properly, much less connect with the ball. However, as Shay stepped up to the plate, the pitcher, recognizing that the other team was putting winning aside for this moment in Shay's life. So the pitcher moved in a few steps to lob the ball in softly so Shay could at least make contact.


The first pitch came and Shay swung clumsily and missed. The pitcher again took a few steps forward to toss the ball softly towards Shay. As the pitch came in, Shay swung at the ball and hit a slow ground ball right back to the pitcher.

The game would now be over. The pitcher picked up the soft grounder and could have easily thrown the ball to the first baseman. Shay would have been out and that would have been the end of the game. Instead, the pitcher purposely threw the ball right over the first baseman's head, out of reach of all his team mates. Everyone from the stands and both teams started yelling, 'Shay, run to first! Hurry, Run to first!'


Never in his life had Shay ever run that far, but he made it to first base. He scampered down the baseline, wide-eyed and startled. Everyone yelled, 'Run to second, run to second! 'Catching his breath, Shay awkwardly ran towards second, gleaming and struggling to make it to the base.


By the time Shay rounded towards second base, the right fielder had the ball and had his first chance to be the hero for his team. He could have thrown the ball to the second-baseman for the tag, but he understood the pitcher's intentions so he, too, intentionally threw the ball high way over the third-baseman's head. Shay ran toward third base deliriously as the runners ahead of him circled the bases toward home. All were screaming, 'Shay, Shay, Shay, all the Way Shay'

Shay reached third base because the opposing shortstop ran to help him by turning him in the direction of third base, and shouted, 'Run to third! Shay, run to third!' As Shay rounded third, the boys from both teams, and the spectators, were on their feet screaming, 'Shay, run home! Run home!' Shay ran to home, stepped on the plate, and was cheered as the hero who hit the grand slam and won the game for his team.


"That day', the father softly spoke with tears rolling down his face, 'the boys from both teams helped bring a piece of true love and humanity into this world'.


Shay unfortunately didn't make it to another summer. He died that winter, having never forgotten being the hero of the game that day and making me so very grateful to those selfless boys at the park that very special summer day. Those boys put aside their needs during their baseball game to do a tremendous act of kindness by emulating Hashem. 


They decided in the middle of their intense game to show a special act of chesed to a little boy and his father who needed it most at that moment! As we’ll see later in the parasha how important it is to defend the widow and the orphan, the Torah also wants to teach us that we have to be especially sensitive to anyone who needs it due to their special circumstances, like Shay in the story!

Reprinted from the Parashat Mishpatim 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.
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