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Is That Real Progress?
By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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The Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l  Rabbi Nissen Mangel


As we contemplate our response to the "laws" that were recently passed in New York, Virginia and elsewhere I thought it appropriate to relate the following story, which I recently heard from Rabbi Nissim Mangel sheyichye. It took place in the late 60's or early 70's. He related:

In those years I often accepted requests from various institutions including prestigious universities to give a lecture. Being that the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe was aware of this arrangement, I didn't inform him of every invitation and request which I received and accepted. 


One day I was contacted by the chairman of the department of Jewish Philosophy of NYU – a prestigious university in Manhattan, with the request that I give a lecture. A date and topic was agreed upon and the proper publicity was made. For some reason the chair decided to invite the dean of the university, as well as various religious dignitaries.


A few weeks before I was to give that speech, I had a yechidus with the Rebbe. Among the points I mentioned was the speech I was going to be giving.


The Rebbe inquired if the scheduled venue had separate sitting or was it mixed seating. I replied, it would be mixed. The Rebbe instructed me not to give the speech.


After the yechidus, I called up the chairman and informed him that I am a follower of the Lubavitcher Rebbe and the Rebbe instructed me not to give this lecture, so although I agreed to it, I must back out.


Understandably he was quite upset and inquired about the entire conversation. I informed him of the Rebbe's question about the seating arrangement. However, being that I agreed to speak, I felt bad for his predicament and offered to arrange for him, a yechidus with the Rebbe, where he can ask him.


He angrily declared, The Rebbe is a fanatic. He is so old fashion. We have made tremendous progress in equality and decency and I refuse to speak to him or anyone with those outdated beliefs. Women are not second class and don’t have to be segregated. He continued, however, being that I sent out invitations and the dean of the university and other dignitaries, are planning on attending. So can you please write your speech down and I will say you couldn't attend, but you sent in your address.


I agreed to this request and wrote it up, and after receiving it, he called me to say, he was extremely pleased with it.


He then requested that I reconsider my decision, as he believes that it would have an everlasting impact on the attendees if I deliver it in person, which in turn would influence them to help in various Jewish causes. I thanked him for his kind words, but I pointed out that as a chossid I cannot go against the instructions of the Rebbe. I concluded, but if you want, you can plead your case to him.


To my surprise this time he said he agreed and a time was arranged.


We waited in the office of the mazkirus and at the arranged time, we stood outside the Rebbe's room. When he entered and saw the Rebbe he froze, and I had to literally help him walk to the chair in front of the Rebbe's desk and help him sit down.


After asking the Rebbe to allow me to give the lecture and explaining the tremendous benefit it would create, as many distinguished and influential people will be attending, the Rebbe inquired, "In what topic did you request Rabbi Mangel to talk about?


He replied, on Jewish philosophy.


The Rebbe replied, for your participants, it would be much more appropriate to talk about the seven Noachide laws.


The chairman became so upset, he burst out and stated, “The seven Noachide laws are so outdated. Society has made tremendous progress. We are past and better than that!”


The Rebbe gently replied, in society nowadays they eat lobster and crab. Do you have any inclination on how they are prepared? They take a live fish and throw it into a boiling pot of water and cook it alive. That is an extremely achzurious (barbaric) act! And that is called progress?!


The chairman was visibly shaken by this reply, he had no answer and respectfully left the Rebbe's room.


Once we were outside, he told me: 


I have met with numerous presidents and prime ministers. I met leaders of various religious persuasions, but I never felt incapacitated by fear as I did when I gazed upon him as I entered his room. Now, the Rabbi is a religious Jew, so I can correctly assume he doesn't eat those fish. However, I am not observant and yes I eat and enjoy them. I never thought about the way they are cooked, and now I see he is correct, that is truly barbaric – that indeed demonstrates that we fall short in the progress we pride ourselves in.


I have to take back my argument about him being a fanatic and old fashion and we are making progress.


Rabbi Mangel then added the following thought. Evidently the Rebbe wanted to help this Jew do teshuva, and hear and see the Torah from a different vantage point. That is why he instructed me not to give that lecture, in order that the chairman comes for a yechidus and hears this. As shortly afterwards the Rebbe told me I should be successful in my lectures at Universities.


The reason I am posting this story is; let us realize that infanticide is not progress and cultured, it is barbaric. The path and ways of the Torah are sweet and uplifting, while the other path leads to the opposite extreme, harmful for all humanity.

Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5779 email of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon’s Weekly Story email. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the [Lubavitcher] Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

He Who Sits in

Heaven will Laugh


The hours that people call the wee hours of the night, is the time that I get up. This is the best time for me to learn and study the holy Torah without interruption. Since I am always the first to purify myself in the mikvah before davening, they gave me the key so that I can let myself in without having to wait for someone to let me in. 


One day, I arrived at the mikvah and the door to get in was locked. I felt in my pocket, but I forgot the key at home. Since it was cold and a chilly rain was falling, going home to get the key was not an option. Wait outside? From experience I knew that it would be a long time before someone opened the mikvah. I thought that perhaps I should just miss going to the mikvah today. 


But then I suddenly remembered the story of the Rabbi of Yerushalayim, Rabbi Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld who devoted himself to going to the mikvah every day, despite being elderly and it took him a long time to immerse, come out, and dry himself. 


When his aide asked him why he bothers himself so much every day and just go to the mikvah in honor of Shabbos since this takes up much of his valuable time. He responded in a loud voice and with much feeling: 


“If a mikvah can covert a goy into a Jew (since a goy receives his Jewish neshama and he becomes a Jew only after immersing in a mikvah), then when a Jew immerses surely, he becomes a better Jew!!!” 


I abruptly walked to another mikvah which was a few minutes away and I immersed with joy and devotion. The next day I arrived at the mikvah and I overheard two men talking and one said to the other that the water in the mikvah is not hot enough, and the other responded: 


“What are you complaining about? Yesterday, the water in the mikvah was cold and there was no hot water even in the dressing room. Today, there is hot water in the showers and the mikvah has lukewarm water!!! At least the problem is being addressed.” 

When I heard the conversation, I laughed to myself, and I thanked Hashem. I laughed that I thought that because I was being devoted by going to another mikvah to immerse , it turned out that Hashem had mercy on me and sent me there so that I should have nice, hot water and so, the key should have remained at home from the start.

Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.
The Chofetz Chaim and

The Secular Jewish Doctor
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The Ponovezher Rav and the Chofetz Chaim


The Ponovezher Rav once told over how while he was undergoing medical treatment in an American hospital, he met a secular Jewish doctor. Speaking with him, the Rav discovered that the doctor had learned in Yeshivah when he was young, and although he wasn’t now observant, he still maintained respect for Torah and its scholars. The Ponovezher Rav observed that this man had lost all connection to Yiddishkeit, R”L. 

The doctor told him, “The only reason that I don’t officially convert and go to church, is because the jacket of the Chofetz Chaim doesn’t allow me to.” 

The Ponovezher Rav was a student of the Chofetz Chaim, and he looked at the doctor with curiosity, wondering what he meant. 

The doctor explained, “When I was a child, my parents sent me to learn in the Yeshivah of Radin, by the Chofetz Chaim. When I arrived, I joined the line of new Bochurim at the home of the Chofetz Chaim, and I waited to introduce myself and receive instructions regarding where I would be lodging. 

“My journey had been very long and exhausting, and as I waited there, I became overcome by fatigue. I sat down on the floor and within moments, I was fast asleep. I barely felt someone lifting me and carrying him to a bed, but when I woke up late that night, I realized that the great Tzadik himself, the Chofetz Chaim, had carried me to a bed and covered me with his own jacket. 

“The Chofetz Chaim was sitting at his table and learning in his shirt-sleeves. The compassion that he showed me and the sheer simplicity of the Chofetz Chaim affected me profoundly, and even though many decades have passed, the Chofetz Chaim has left a warm glow that has remained within me. It is that inspiration that has always stayed with me, and it is why I will never leave Judaism completely!” 
Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Rabbi and the

Taxi Driver “Arik”
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Once, a student sat in the back seat of a taxi along with his Rosh Yeshivah, Rav Moshe Shmuel Shapiro, and they were discussing a topic of Gemara. They were conversing back and forth with spirit and energy, when suddenly, Rav Moshe Shmuel stopped him. 


The Rosh Yeshivah had just noticed the identification card that was hanging near the driver’s seat, and he saw the taxi driver’s name. Rav Moshe Shmuel then said to his student, “Let us continue the conversation in Hebrew rather than in Yiddish, so that Arik, our driver in the front, can also enjoy and partake in the conversation.” 


At the end of the ride, Arik said to Rav Moshe Shmuel, “When you switched languages and starting speaking in Hebrew, I still didn’t understand what you were talking about, but I got a message that was more important to me. I appreciated that you considered me to be a person too, and that I deserved to be recognized and shown respect. True, I didn’t know what you were saying, and I couldn’t contribute to the conversation, but you still made me feel like I was part of it, and for that I thank you!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

It Wasn’t Even a Sacrifice

By Elisha Greenbaum
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The great Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev would routinely pay a pastoral visit to every sick person in the city of Berditchev. He would pray with them, offer his help to the family and reassure them of G‑d's essential goodness. With the love and concern he would display for the needs of every patient, his very presence would often prove the panacea that could drag someone from their very deathbed back to the land of the living.


At one house, however, all his well-practiced efforts would prove to be of no avail. Drastically ill and in extreme pain, the patient refused all attempts to lighten his spirits. Clearly suffering from some spiritual crisis or existential angst he refused to be comforted by any well-meaning bromide.


"Rabbi, I'm terrified," he finally admitted. "I have been a sinner my whole life and I feel that I have nothing to show for all the years I wasted on earth. No good deeds, no merits. What will happen to me after I die?"


Without hesitation Rabbi Levi Yitzchak reached forward and took the man's hand. "I hereby give you as an absolute gift, for now until eternity, my complete portion in the world to come. If I have any reward waiting for me in paradise, it's yours."


Shocked beyond belief, it took a while for the message of the tzaddik's gift to sink in. But finally the man sank back onto his pillows in relief and the worry over his future faded from his eyes. A few minutes later he died.


"Rabbi," one of his aides cried in frustration, "we are so used to you donating your time, sacrificing your health and being there for others, but this time even you have gone too far. Did you have to forego your future bliss for such a person? He definitely did not deserve it and didn't even live long enough to appreciate it."


The great man was unfazed. "It was worth it," he declared with finality. "It wasn't even a sacrifice. I'd gladly give away everything I have, in this world and the world to come, just to buy a few seconds of comfort for a fellow Jew."

Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
Israeli Police Honor 2 Boro Park Residents for Saving Life of Officer

By Reuvain Borchardt


Two Boro Park residents were honored Thursday for heroism in saving the life of an Israeli police officer who was under attack from a stabber.


Mordechai Lichtenstadter and Simche Czin had traveled to Israel for Lag BaOmer 5777. The morning before the festival, on Shabbos, May 30, 2017, they davened Shacharis at the Kosel, then stayed a bit longer to say Tehillim before departing around 1:00 p.m.


“We went home through Shaar Yaffo, through the Armenian Quarter, when we heard a commotion,” Lichtenstadter recalled in an interview Thursday with Hamodia. “We turned around and saw this guy stabbing a police officer.”


As the Druze officer, Naaman Fares, tried to defend himself, he fell backward. The terrorist, a Jordanian, pounced on Fares and stabbed him repeatedly.


Simche Czin (third from left) and Mordechai Lichtenstadter (second from right), with their children, at the ceremony at the Israeli embassy in Washington, Thursday.


That’s when the two Americans sprang into action.


Lichtenstadter jumped in and ripped the terrorist off Fares. “The officer got out, but then the stabber began attacking me,” said Lichtenstadter. “His knife nicked me once on the right hand; it was a light wound. The officer was able to get up, shoot and kill him.”


Czin assisted the wounded officer, using his tallis to stanch the flow of blood.


Fares suffered serious injuries, but the actions of the two Americans saved his life.


That week, Lichtenstadter and Czin were brought to police headquarters and thanked for their heroism. The incident went largely unreported in the media, and Lichtenstadter and Czin quietly returned home to America shortly thereafter.


“I’m not looking to be famous or anything,” said Lichtenstadter, whose family owns Kineret Florist on 13th Avenue in Boro Park.



Master Sgt. Fares


Every two years, Israeli police hold a ceremony honoring all officers injured in the line of duty. Before the most recent event, last November, the Israeli National Police Decoration Committee decided to also present the Medal for Civilian Exemplary Conduct to Lichtenstadter and Czin.


But the two Americans were unable to travel to Israel for that event, so the awards were instead presented in a cseremony Thursday at the Israeli embassy in Washington, D.C.


Ambassador Ron Dermer, who presented two citations to each man – one in English, one in Hebrew – said that the incident exemplified the close ties between Israel and the United States.


“We have no greater friend than the United States of America,” said the ambassador. “It’s fitting that the first non-Israeli to ever receive this citation, would [be] two Americans.”


Master Sgt. Fares, who is still recovering from his wounds, spoke via satellite. Lichtenstadter told Hamodia he was also able to speak with Fares privately by phone on Thursday – the first time they’ve spoken since the incident 20 months ago.
Reprinted from the January 31, 2018 edition of Hamodia.
A Dispute Between Brothers


Unfortunately I did not grow up in a home of Torah. My family kept the mitzvos, but that was it. There was no real interest in Yiddishkeit, while making money and business were the top priority.


After I got married I became much stronger spiritually and I spent most of my time learning Torah. Baruch Hashem, that He enabled me to do so as my wife came from a wealthy family and we had no financial worries.


After a number of years my brother approached me with a tempting proposition. Since Hashem blessed me with wealth I could team up with him in purchasing a chain of stores. I would pay half and he would pay half and we would be partners. 


My brother promised me that I would be able to continue learning as usual and even so we would split the profits 50-50. I accepted his offer and Baruch Hashem the business yielded huge profits each month.


Our lives could have continued peacefully if not for the Yetzer Hora who took special notice of us and was apparently upset at the harmony between us.And so, one day my brother began complaining that I am learning too much and I am not involved enough in the business. I replied that this was our agreement , that I would be able to continue learning and he would run the business, but he was not satisfied and a fight broke out between us. 


This bothered me greatly and I tried with all my might to avoid fighting however I was not successful. 


As much as I tried to appease him and make peace, the fight just became bigger. I decided to travel to his home to ask him if we could end the partnership between us, the main thing was that we should not be fighting.


I explained to him that this is the first mishna in Masechet Bava Basra, which begins, “The partners that want to make a separation between them in their yard, build a wall in the middle.”�


From here we learn that if a fight breaks out between partners they should separate from one another in order to avoid the hatred and other misfortunes that fighting brings. Therefore if we are unable to make peace we should close the business, sell it, and divide the money between us. 


He replied in agreement and said that he indeed wants to close the business. However he said that he deserves to get three quarters of the entire business because he invested time and energy into the business not me.


I was shocked to hear his words because this totally contradicted the agreement between us. We had agreed that I would continue learning Torah and we wouldsplit the profits evenly.


Still because I was so eager to stop this fight I decided to come towards him a bit and to give him a little bit more than half of the business but certainly not three quarters.


My brother who was not interested in what I had to say began to scream it to me and shame me. He said that I don’t deserve any of the profits and that I should say thank you that he is even prepared to give me a quarter of the business as I did not do anything to make it grow. 


Because we were talking about a huge sum of money I was not prepared to take less than what I had suggested before.


My brother, who is not a ben Torah, threatened to take me to secular court. I pleaded with him and asked that he not force me to go to court and that we should bring our case before a Beis Din that would rule according to the Law of Moshe and Israel. He did not pay attention to my suggestion and that is how we parted.


I left his house broken mainly from the rift that had been created between us, but also because I might have to forgo on a huge sum of money that is coming to me according to the law of the Torah.


After a few days I received a summons in the mail. In the beginning I ignored it and hoped that it wouldn’t have to go but after few days I received another letter in the mail. It was a warning that if I don’t show up at the court I will be punished severely according to the law.


After I received an okay from my Rov and with a heavy heart I went to court. After the first hearing no conclusion was reached and we were told to show up again in court in a few months.


This unfortunate situation caused the rift between us to become even bigger and we and our families totally disconnected from one another.


When the time came for the second hearing I arrived in court only to find my brother in a wheelchair appearing very frail and weak.


I was very worried as I did not understand what had happened.


At the end of the session I gathered my courage, approached my brother’s lawyer, and asked him what happened to my brother. He said to me that I brother contracted cancer in the bloodstream and this had made him very weak.


I went home very preoccupied with my thoughts and I was flooded with feelings of guilt as well. I felt that because I was the cause of this. Because I had been stubborn about the money a great fight broke out between us which brought about all the aveiros that brought my brother to this situation, heaven forbid.


After calming down and giving this issue great thought I gathered my courage and traveled to my brother’s home. I told him that I am prepared to back down and do as he said. I will take a quarter of the business and he can take three quarters.


My brother’s eyes lit up and he blessed me and thanked me. Understandably, he dropped the case against me in court.


Peace and harmony between us return and of course we did not stop to daven for my brotherâ€™s recovery.


Hashem Hatov did not forsake me and with the money I received I bought an eight story building.


After a few years the price of the building went up much more than expected. Due to this I was able to continue my Torah learning undisturbed without having to be too busy with my business.


My brother, after undergoing medical treatments, became healed.


Not only did I profit from my vitur by gaining peace and Olam Haba, I also merited to eat the “fruits” in this world and Baruch Hashem I was able to marry off my children in a dignified manner.


He who makes peace above, may He make peace upon us always, amein.

Reprinted from Rabbi Dov Brezak’s Shehakol  Parshas Terrumah 5779 email. The following story appeared in the recent Mesikas Ha Shabbos Newsletter Parshas Mishpatim 5779. 

The Adopted Baby

And Her Thief Son


The following story that happened over 60 years ago in Argentina is an example of Hashem’s mercy that came through something that on the surface seemed very negative. Baby Marcela was adopted by a Catholic family.


At eighteen, she was told that her mother was Jewish and had abandoned her when she was born. All Marcela had left was her mother’s identity card with her name on it: Señora Calypso. Marcela looked for her mother, but was never able to find her.

Marcela married a non-Jewish man at a young age. But after the birth of her son, her husband rejected her. She found herself alone with her baby, Diego, on the streets of Buenos Aires. It’s not surprising that by the age of ten, Diego was already an experienced and successful thief. In the beginning his mother had forbidden him to steal, but when she didn’t have anything to eat, she had no other choice.

After a life of misery in Argentina, Marcela’s Jewish soul prodded her to make aliya with Diego, now nineteen. There she found a job as a cleaning lady, while Diego quickly learned Hebrew and continued his dishonest activities. One evening he decided to rob a villa located in a wealthy neighborhood, but once inside he realized that there were no valuable objects to be found.

He was about to leave the villa when he noticed a briefcase on top of the fridge, which he took. When he opened it at home, he was disappointed to see that it contained old newspapers. Then he noticed an envelope under the newspapers. It contained two hundred dollars and a letter:

 “Hello, my dear thief, this briefcase has been waiting for you for a number of years, as you can see from the dates on the newspapers. I hope that the two hundred dollars in this envelope will suit you. In this case, I’m very happy for you.

Diego had a hard time believing this. For the first time in his life, a man was giving him attention. Nobody except for his mother had ever given him attention, and here was a letter written by a man who not only seemed to like being robbed, but also seemed to rejoice in the robber’s gain! He continued reading.

I wanted to present you with the world vision of an observant Jew. One does not need to dirty one’s hands with theft. G-d loves everyone boundlessly, and every day He takes care of them, by providing them with all their needs. You’re probably Jewish yourself, and if you wish, I’m happy to meet with you and tell you more about our faith. Come by whenever you want. I’m not angry. I want to help you stop being a thief.

With all my affection,

Dr. Shraga Avigad.”
 

Diego knew that he was Jewish, but he had never heard of all these religious concepts. Deep down, he no longer wanted to be a thief. He told his mother the whole story, and they decided to meet this unique doctor together.

The doctor welcomed them inside and said with a big smile, “You’re the thief?! You can’t imagine how happy I am to meet you.” Diego told him of his difficult life, and then Marcelo told her story as well.

The doctor kept quiet and thought for a while. All of a sudden he began whispering, “This can’t be. This can’t be!” He left the room and returned pushing an old woman in a wheelchair.

He said, “Mommy, when you were young you told me about an event which had happened to you, and I’d like Marcelo and Diego to hear it.”

His mother hesitated, then said, “My name is Naomi. I got married very young, but could not have children. After several years of tears and prayers, I finally got pregnant with a little girl. But when I gave birth I barely had time to kiss her before I lost consciousness due to a dangerous virus. I was in a coma for three months. When I woke up, my daughter was gone. They told me that she had died of jaundice. But from what I remember before I blacked out, my baby was perfectly healthy. To this day I’m convinced that the government stole my baby girl.”

“Which government?” Marcela asked.

“That of Buenos Aires, Argentina, where I grew up. At the time, my name was Señora Calypso.” Reeling, Marcela pulled out the old identity card with her mother’s name on it — Señora Calypso — and handed it to Naomi.

“Where did you get this from?!” Naomi asked.

Marcela explained, “I received it from the Argentinian government, when I wanted to know who my mother was. They told me that she had disappeared right after giving birth.” And she burst out into tears in her mother’s arms.
Reprinted from the Parashat Tetzavah 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.
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