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	"The Proposal" 
by Hendel Liberman



The Hebrew month of Tishrei is my favorite time of the year. Of course, the nature of the month has much to do with that -- a month brimming over with the whole gamut of holidays ranging from inspirational and cleansing to family oriented, cheerful and fun-filled.
A Month That Also Marks

My Wedding Anniversary


On a personal level, the twenty-eighth day of this month also marks a very special life-altering day for me -- my own wedding anniversary. 


So eleven years ago, as Rosh Hashanah was approaching, I was thinking about anniversaries: the 5,763rd year anniversary celebration of mankind's entry into a relationship with You, G-d, as well as my own seventeen-year marriage anniversary.
A New Door Opened in My Life


While seventeen years may not sound like much, especially in comparison to close to six thousand years, to me, it marks the door that opened a whole new world and life.


It feels like yesterday when, as two youngsters, my husband and I felt such a pull one to another. Had someone described our relationship or knowledge of each other in those first weeks and years as superficial, I would have been thoroughly insulted.


Maybe other relationships, but not ours.


Though we had our differences, our connection was real. And deep. At the time, I could never have imagined that the magnetic bond pulling us together could grow stronger.


But the bond did grow. And like an elastic band, it also grew more flexible as it tightened around us, providing more room for our respective means of expression.
A New Attitude Towards the 
Differences with My Husband


The differences that we had, which had at times seemed irreconcilable, now seem almost petty. What had before infuriated me -- all right, some things still upset me, but now the edge of anger is not as sharp. Sometimes I even have a glimpse of appreciation for how those differences enhance our connection.


I guess that with the familiarity we also both let our guard down more. Careless words stumble out more freely. We don't think as much before acting. The small, sweet gestures for one another may have become less frequent. 


But that doesn't hide the intent which is still obviously there. Besides, now his every small effort to please me becomes all the more precious. When he does put that special card on my desk, it means all the more to me.
What About Our 
Relationship with G-d?


As I was musing about my upcoming anniversary, the thought struck me: Could it be that this same dynamic is mirrored in our relationship, as a people, with You, G-d? True, after all these thousands of years, we may be less sensitive to Your wants and wishes than we had been in the past. 

Our guard is down; our behavior may no longer reflect the same nuances of care as in previous generations. Our speech and actions don't have the proper consideration and forethought that they are meant to have. We aren't in tune with Your desires as we had been in better times of our history.


And You, too, don't give Yourself as freely as you did in times gone by. The miracles don't abound. The intimate connection isn't felt as much. Our matrimonial homeland is not imbued with the same holiness and warmth.


But maybe, despite this seeming rift and deficiency in our relationship, the bonds of connection are in a way stronger and superior. Each of our actions counts for so much more and, when it really comes down to it, we're ready to sacrifice our very selves for You.




I was caught up in these reflections in the week before Tishrei as I busily went about preparing, spiritually and materially, for the upcoming holidays. There was so much to do. Meals to cook, soufflés to bake, dresses to purchase and all the usual hubbub of frenzied household activity for the holiday arrangements.
By Midday His Pain Had 
Intensified Unbearably


Then, Thursday morning, in midst of these preparations, my husband commented that he must have caught a bad stomach virus. The following morning, a day before the eve of Rosh Hashanah, the bags under his tired eyes indicated that his abdominal pain had not relented but rather kept him up most of the night. By midday the pain intensified unbearably and was now situated just to the left of his stomach.


A short and immediate visit to the doctor confirmed our suspicion. "Rush immediately to the hospital for a possible emergency appendix surgery," instructed our family physician.


Upon our arrival at the hospital -- ignoring the traffic lights, at my husband's urging -- I could see that he was doubled over in pain. His ashen face was creased in anxiety.


Seeing him in such inordinate pain, still uncertain of its cause, as we waited the endless wait in the hospital emergency room, made me feel utterly helpless.
All the Hospital Preparations 
Were Forgotten


Forgotten at this moment were all the holiday preparations. The recipes sitting on my counter for the fancy desserts, or the pants desperately needing hemming, were completely disregarded.


Forgotten as well were all the times in the past that my husband had made a comment that was stupid or reckless. Overlooked were all the times he forgot to take out the garbage or left his jacket thrown over the living room couch, knowing full well how it irked me so. Nor did I think of the times he thoughtlessly forgot to express gratitude for something I did for him. Even the toothpaste tube that he so often carelessly leaves open didn't enter my mind.


These didn't matter. Not in the slightest. Not now. 


As I sat at his bedside awaiting emergency appendix surgery at 3:00 AM on the eve of Rosh Hashanah, exactly 29 days before our seventeenth anniversary, my thoughts were focused entirely on what I could do to ease his pain. 
Mouthing Nonstop Prayers to G-d


As I waited in the nearby waiting room as he was wheeled into the operating room, I was only capable of summoning the strength to mouth nonstop prayers begging G-d that no complications arise and that the operation be successful.


And rushing to the recovery room at 4:00 AM, on tired feet that had not let up for twenty-two hours, as he was groggily wheeled from the successful operation, I could only wish that his recuperation be speedy.


And when the doctor released him the following afternoon, on his insistence, just hours before Rosh Hashanah, all I could think of as I drove us home was how to make him more comfortable.
A Deeper Aspect of our Relationship


Have the differences between us gone away? Have I learned not to care when he forgets the garbage? No, I still care, and will care, about these things. But what has surfaced over the last seventeen years is a deeper aspect of the relationship than these gestures will ever represent.


Sure, the gestures are nice. And certainly, we should work on keeping them intact, and even growing. But far more important is the surfacing of the bond that had grown and that will hopefully continue to grow. And this bond that was being revealed is far more potent than any gesture possibly could be.




As I stood in shul on Rosh Hashanah listening to the sound of the shofar, I did indeed resolve to make sure to work on those "gestures" that I know are so dear and important to You, G-d. This year, I vowed, I will work on my prayers, on saying my blessings with more concentration and increasing my times of Torah study. I will work, as well, on my patience and tolerance for those around me and on being more careful with the words that come out from my mouth.


But though I will work on these things, I realize, too, that my personal bond to You, and our collective bond to You as a people, runs deeper than any of these things possibly could be. Our bond to You means that when it comes right down to it, we are willing to forego our very selves for Your sake.


And, standing in shul on Rosh Hashanah, 28 days before my own anniversary, as I resolve to make these improvements for the coming year, I also make one more small resolution. 


This year, I will make sure to buy him an anniversary card -- on time.

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org

It’s A Wonderful Life
The film's powerful Rosh Hashanah message.

By Rabbi Benjamin Blech

It's a wonderful life.


At least that's what a movie by that title, considered a classic of American cinema, wants us to believe. George Bailey, the hero of the film powerfully acted by James Stewart, finally decides upon suicide as his only recourse to solve his financial problems. 

Because he has a $15,000 life insurance policy he feels he's worth more dead than alive. Acting on his desire to help his family he's ready to jump off a bridge when the angel Clarence intercedes not only to save his life but to make him realize that it is really worth living.
An Incredible Transformation


The way the angel accomplishes this incredible transformation from a man anxiously seeking his own annihilation to a person perceiving the true value of his existence and the ultimate meaning of his life contains a powerful Rosh Hashana message.


How should we fulfill our obligation to better ourselves as we reach the 10 days of repentance on the Hebrew calendar? Many of us emphasize focusing on our sinfulness. It is a time to seek out our flaws, to seriously consider our failings. And of course that must be part of our personal stock taking.


First become aware of the positives in your life.


But that cannot be the whole story. If we spend our time only in self-condemnation we stand in danger of losing sight of the ways in which we have been successful. If we stress only the ways we've gone wrong we won't ever be able to notice our accomplishments. We need to first become aware of the positives in our lives.


This point explains the sequence of the days book-ending our spiritual journey from Rosh Hashana to Yom Kippur. On Yom Kippur we fast. We beat our breasts in confession of all of our sins. We cry out to G-d, “Who are we? What is our lives? We come from the dust of the earth and we return to the dust of the earth.” 
A Necessary Restraint for our Egos


It is a recognition of how much we have failed, how far we have come from reaching our fullest potential. Yom Kippur is a necessary restraint to our egos. Before we can feel fully reconciled with G-d it is essential for us to demonstrate our understanding of our imperfection.


But it is not Yom Kippur that begins the process of our purification. The 10 days of repentance start with Rosh Hashana for good reason. Rosh Hashana doesn't mark the first day of creation, but rather the last -- the day on which the first human beings were created. Just as a host fully prepares for his guests before they enter his home, so too, the Midrash explains, G-d filled the earth on the first five days of creation with everything people might need before He brought them into being. Adam and Eve were created on the sixth day to endow them with a sense of their uniqueness and spiritual stature. It is we who were created in the image of G-d. Realizing this is a necessary prelude to leading a life worthy of our divine origin and our sacred nobility.
Getting Closer to G-d by 
Understanding of our Own G-dliness


So on Rosh Hashana we begin getting closer to G-d by reminding ourselves that we are G-dly, that we have a pure soul. On Yom Kippur we conclude the journey by acknowledging that we have not yet achieved all that of which we are capable.


Rosh Hashana asks us to remember how much we are worth to G-d, to our families, to our friends, and to the world. We feast as an expression of the joy we find in our life. And that understanding must precede the Yom Kippur emphasis on our failings that prompt us to fast and to cry over our imperfections.


To lead our lives only from a Yom Kippur perspective is to insure discontent and despondency. To be overwhelmed by a constant feeling that we are failures is to invite the pernicious desire to end it all. Why bother going on if we can never do anything right, why continue the struggle if we are doomed to always losing the battle?


Suicide is the response chosen by those weighed down by a devastating sense that they accomplished nothing in their lives. It goes against G-d who as the ultimate giver of life decided that we still have a positive role to play here on earth. (Article continues below.)

Click below to watch a trailer for "It's a Wonderful Life"
Putting One’s Life in a 
More Balanced Perspective

In the film, after suffering a financial setback of $8,000 that puts his small saving and loans bank at risk, George feels his life is worthless. Despite the serious consequences this entails, if George would have framed his life as a balance sheet of accumulated good versus the mistakes and bad things he has done, he would have been able to put events in a more balanced perspective and not judge himself so harshly.


In the cosmic balance sheet of one's life, sin does not wipe out the positive gains.


In business, your losses can wipe out your balance sheet. But in the cosmic balance sheet of one's life, sin does not wipe out the positive gains. You are not your business or profession.


When George bitterly wept that he wished he would never have been born, Clarence, with his angelic power, showed him what the world would have been like if his wish really came true. He showed him his life's balance sheet. George never realized how many people he had affected during his lifetime. He had no idea how different his community, his family, his friends, his neighbors, and indeed the world would have looked had he never been on earth.
The Richest Man in Town


When George comes to realize how many lives he has touched and how much of an impact he has had on so many others, he can at last acknowledge the truth of his brother’s toast that he is “the richest man in town.”


There are countless “Georges” among us. There are all too many who deserve to be recognized as successes when we consider the ripple effects of their deeds translated into the achievements of others. And perhaps most relevant of all, in the time of our own introspection, as we feel ourselves burdened by the sins of our failures, we ought to make room for the contentment and peace of mind that comes from knowing that God also weighs the good we inspire in all those around us.


Perhaps the most powerful irony associated with “It's a Wonderful Life,” is the message implicit in its reception when it was released in 1946. The movie was a box office failure leading critics to say that Frank Capra, producer and director, was past his prime and no longer capable of producing a major motion picture.


What an incredibly mistaken evaluation for a film that today is ranked by the American film industry as one of the top 10 classic movies in its genre ever made. What appeared at first glance to have been a failure is in retrospect one of the most outstanding successes. Isn't that the whole point of the film itself?


As we reflect upon the meaning of our earthly existence before the High Holy days, keep in mind that sometimes it takes years for the beauty of our own lives and its significance to be fully recognized

Reprinted from a recent email from Aish.com

Stories and Parables for Rosh Hashanah-Yom Kippur

Arranged and Adapted by Eliahu J. Klein
From original Hebrew sources

Praying for your life


Once, the mysterious Rabbi, Reb Yehudah Tzvi of Stretyn after the long and ecstatic prayers of Rosh Hashanah made an enigmatic statement to his Chasidim. It was during kiddush and the Stretyner turned to his followers: "When Chanukah comes, during the lighting of the fifth candle if you will remind me at that moment, I will prepare a banquet for everyone!"


The Chasidim looked at their master perplexed and thought to themselves, "What is the connection between Rosh Hashanah and Chanukah?" And others thought, "Why a banquet only on the fifth night? Why not every night!?"


The fifth night of Chanukah came and the Chasidim reminded their rebbeh of his promise made on Rosh Hashanah. His face lit up and he immediately ordered a banquet prepared for all the guests. After many L'chaim's were offered someone stood up courageously and asked, "Rebbeh, so what's the occasion of the banquet?" 


The Rebbeh began talking in hushed tones, "I saw during the sacred prayers of Rosh Hashanah that a tzadik of our generation would be appointed one of the judges of the heavenly court. I knew there were three possibilities. Either myself, the Rebbeh of Butzchatch or the Holy Rebbeh, Reb Tzvi Elimelech of Dinov (The Dinover). 

I prayed with all my heart to the creator that I wasn't worthy to be a judge of the heavenly court. It wasn't clear to me what the heavenly decision would be until this moment. For as you all know Chanukah is the final seal of whatever happened on Rosh Hashanah. Now I know that I wouldn't be chosen. That is why I have made this banquet."


The Chassidim were awestruck by this revelation. Soon thereafter the news spread that the Holy Dinover had been chosen to be a judge of the heavenly court. He passed away on the 18th of Tevet. 
Degel Machaneh Yehudah p. 12 #32
Linking with the Spirit


The great rebbeh, Reb Bunem of Pirshis'cheh, once recounted ...one time he was the service leader on Rosh Hashanah. This happened one year after the death of his teacher Reb Yakov Yitzchak, "the Holy Jew" (as he was known). At the moment Reb Bunem began Kaddish (for the Musaf prayer) until the end of the prayers he clearly had the vision that his rebbeh the Holy Jew was standing next to him clearly in full illumination. Reb Bunem was transfixed and kept turning his head to gaze at the presence of his teacher. Once Reb Bunem concluded his prayers, the Holy Jew disappeared. 

Nachlei Binah P. 318 #634
From the Depths

Of the Heart


I have heard from my father the Holy Komarna. One time a Jewish peasant boy came to the big town to celebrate Rosh Hashanah. He didn't know how to pray. He could not even read the letter Alef. He only saw that everyone was traveling to the synagogues to participate in the holy prayers. He thought, "If everybody is going to town I must go too!"


He arrived at the town synagogue with his father and watched the congregants crying and singing together swaying to and fro. He turned to his father and asked, "Father, what is this all about?" 


His father turned to him and said, "The Holy One blessed be sits enthroned in the heavens and we pray all year long to Him. We especially pray during these two days of Rosh Hashanah when the whole world is being judged and each person is being judged for the rest of the year."


The son responded, "Father, what am I to do since I do not know how to pray?"


His father quickly said to him condescendingly, "All you have to do is be quiet and listen to the other Jews praying. That is enough for you."


"But Father, if I don't know what these people are saying how is that going to effect G-d's decision? How is being silent going to help me?"
Father Becomes Upset at His Son


His father became unnerved and blurted out, "Listen, you should be quiet so no one will know you're an ignorant peasant!"


The son stood still for a couple of minutes as his father and the rest of the congregation continued praying and then - the young boy stood up and spoke loudly.


"I am going to pray to G-d in the way I know best. I will whistle to  G-d as I whistle to my flock of sheep."


He began whistling the sweet calling as most shepherds know. His father was enraged. The boy continued whistling with all his might not caring what other people thought. 


Now, it happened to be, that this particular Rosh Hashanah, all the heavenly gates were shut and suddenly because of this pure whistling of the heart, all the gates burst open. The prayers of Israel were finally heard.

Nachlei Binah P. 317 #632 Tehillim Ben Beiti, Rabbi Eliezer of Komarno
The Disappearing Shofar


The rebbeh of Rizhyn repeated something he overheard from the Rabbi of Apt (the Holy Apter) who proclaimed: the Shofar he would blow with on Rosh Hashanah would be the same Shofar the Messiah would blow...when the great morning would come. After the death of the Apter this Shofar mysteriously disappeared. 

In the name of Chortkover, Nachlei Binah P318-319
#636 Imrei Tov Parsha Ki Tisa

The Last Shofar

Of the Rizhiner


During the last year in the life of Rabbi Israel of Rizhin (the Rizhiner), his son the Rabbi David Moshe of Chortkov was feeling unwell himself and set up his bed in the same room that his father prayed in. This was a small room, a private prayer chamber that was built into the synagogue. Reb David reminisced that his father's prayers were beyond normal praying, they transcended nature as it were. 

Especially since the Rizhyner was dying at the time. Reb David said, "After the prayers, my father enigmatically remarked, 'Today during the blowing, I heard the Shofar of the Messiah.' The truth was that year the Shofar blowing was uncannily powerful and wondrous. The Shofar that was used was also strangely shaped and produced eerie sounds no one had heard before."


After Rosh Hashanah this Shofar disappeared mysteriously. This Shofar was brought to Rizhyn by a Chasid as a gift for the Rizhyner literally minutes before Rosh Hashanah and after the holiday disappeared completely.

Nachlei Binah P.319 Divrei David, P. 25 col 3.
Reprinted from the website of www.hasidicstories.com
Shofar in the High Seas

By Rabbi Nissan Mindel

Even on the high seas, the Shofar reveals the greatness of G-d…

A great and saintly Rabbi was once aboard a ship, together with two of his disciples. Rosh Hashanah drew near and land was not in sight yet. So the Rabbi and his disciples prepared to spend the Holy Days of Rosh Hashanah on the High Seas.


On the night of Rosh Hashanah a terrific storm broke out. The ship was tossed about by the huge waves and was in grave danger of breaking up. The big waves swept over the ship again and again, flooding it from bow to stern. The sailors worked hard to bale the water out, until they had no strength left in them. It seemed only a matter of time before the ship would sink, unless the storm passed immediately.


During all this time the saintly Rabbi sat in his cabin, engrossed in prayer, paying no attention to the storm threatening the ship. At dawn, when the storm had not let up, his two disciples decided to tell the Rabbi of the danger that threatened all of them.
Hesitating the Disturb the 
Prayers of the Rabbi


Entering his cabin, and finding him engrossed in prayer, they hesitated and withdrew, finding no courage to disturb him. A little while later they tried again, but again they turned back, not daring to disturb him. Finally, when the storm seemed to have reached its height and it was a matter of minutes before they would all be drowned, the disciples decided there was no time to be lost. With trembling voices and tears in their eyes they approached the Rabbi and told him of the danger they were in.


"If this is the case, then waste no time. Bring the shofar quickly and let us fulfill the sacred commandment of sounding the shofar while we still are alive," the Rabbi said.


The disciples brought the shofar, and soon the sound of the shofar was heard through the boat -- tekiah, shevarim, teruah, tekiah… ah... ah…" And the high winds seemed to snatch up the sounds of the shofar and carry them far away…
Suddenly the Wind 
Began to Calm Down


Suddenly the wind began to calm down, as if afraid to drown out the holy sounds of the shofar. Also, the roar of the sea grew quieter and quieter and before long there was perfect calm over the water. The last sounds of the shofar rang clearly in the stillness of the early morning.


It was a wonderful miracle!


The captain and the sailors and many passengers, following the sound of the shofar, came to the Rabbi's cabin, where they found the Rabbi and his two disciples joyfully concluding the solemn shofar service.


Amazed and full of awe, they bowed their heads in respect, and when the Rabbi concluded the service, the captain said, "That is certainly a magical horn that you have there, for it has changed the stormy sea into a calm lake. If you will sell it to me, I will give you anything you wish for it."


The Rabbi smiled as he answered: "No, my friend, it is not a magical horn, but a shofar, a simple ram's horn, which we Jews are commanded to sound on the solemn days of our New Year. It raises a storm in our hearts, which is mightier than the storm of the sea, for it calls us to return to G-d with humility.


"I did not know," the Rabbi continued, "that it would save us all. All I wanted to do was to fulfill one more Divine commandment in the last moments of life left to us. But G-d is merciful, and spared us all, so that we might live a good and holy life. Let us show our gratitude to G-d by obeying His commandments always, in times of safety as well as in times of danger, for we are always at His mercy."
Excerpted from The Complete Story of Tishrei, published and copyright by Kehot Publication Society, Brooklyn NY

A Rosh Hashana Lesson:

Reclaim Freedom and Liberty as a Divine Gift

Rabbi Yoseph Geisinsky


As the chief Rabbi of Russia Rabbi Berel Lazar just visited us today in Great Neck I found in the news this past week, Russian President, Vladimir Putin, together with many thousands of Russians, spent a day near a village named Borodino, 75 miles west of Moscow. Russia spent 1.1 million dollars and watched hundreds of actors reenacted the battle of Borodino, which occurred exactly 200 years ago.
A Brutal Battle Later Glorified 
In Tolstoy’s “War and Peace”


It was the morning of September 7, 1812. In an open field near the village of Borodino, two ferocious armies fought a brutal battle, later to be glorified in Leo Tolstoy's classic “War and Peace.”� 

A few months earlier, in June of that year the brilliant and fearless Emperor of France, Napoleon Bonaparte, invaded Russia. But September 7 was the largest and bloodiest single-day action of Napoleon's invasion of Russia. In one day, on one field, 70,000 soldiers, both Russian and French, were killed.


Earlier that morning, in another small Russian village, Krasna, just a few miles from the battlefield, the first Rebbe of the Chabad dynasty awoke before dawn. And he did something he has never done before: He blew the Shofar at the crack of dawn, the first moment you are permitted to blow shofar on Rosh Hashanah, before the services.


Sep. 7 1812, was the first day of Rosh Hashanah.


On Rosh Hashanah 1812, the fate of Napoleon was decided both in heaven and on earth.
Whose Victory Would 
Be Better for the Jews


As two massive armies slaughtering each other on the battlefields of Eastern Europe, Jewish leaders debated the question what would be better for the Jews? A French or a Russian victory?


The answer seemed simple to most Jews. On one side stood Napoleon, heir of the French Revolution, espousing the ideals of liberty, equality and fraternity. Against him stood the Russian Czar Alexander and other monarchs of Europe, claiming a divine right to rule, casting themselves as defenders of structures of royalty and religion.


Most rabbis eagerly awaited liberation by Napoleon’s armies. Among these voices of support were the saintly; Rabbi Levi Yitzchack of Berditchev; Yet, shockingly, there was one voice, coming from one of the greatest minds of the generation, one of the most influential thinkers and leader of his age. He was a man who suffered tremendously under Russian yoke. Yet astonishingly, this man opposed Napoleon vehemently and invested enormous effort to help the Czar.
Rabbi Schneur Zalman Battled 
Napoleon on all Fronts


This man was Rabbi Schneur Zalman, founder of Chabad Chassidism, known as the Alter Rebbe (his birthday will be commemorated this coming Shabbat, 18 Elul). He battled Napoleon on all fronts, interceding on high to affect his downfall and aiding Russia’s effort to defeat him.


There was even a spy, Rabbi Moshe Meisels of Vilna, who, at Rabbi Schneur Zalman’s behest, worked as an interpreter for the French High Command and relayed their battle plans to the Czar’s generals. His role in the defeat of Napoleon was recognized by Czar Alexander I, who awarded him and his descendants the title and privileges of a “Citizen Honored for Posterity.”� 

Chassidim tell the story of a contest that took place on the morning of Rosh HaShanah moments before the battle of Borodino broke out-- between Rabbi Schneur Zalman and Reb Levi Yitzchack of Barditchev to decide the outcome of Napoleon’s war against Russia. The sounding of the shofar on Rosh HaShanah effects G-d’s coronation as king of the universe and the divine involvement in human affairs for the coming year; each of the Rebbes therefore endeavored to be the first to sound the shofar in the fateful year of 5573 (1812-1813) and thereby influence the supernal decree.


Reb Levi Yitzchack arose well before dawn, prayed speedily, and sounded the shofar, hoping to beat the Alter Rebbe to the plate. But Rabbi Schneur Zalman departed from common practice and sounded the shofar at the crack of dawn, before the morning prayers.
The French Suffered 
Huge Losses at Borodino


The French suffered huge losses of infantry at Borodino, which they could not compensate for. Soon Napoleon was left in Moscow during the fierce Russian winter of 1812 with overstretched and unprotected supply lines. He was forced to retreat in disgrace to France, with most of his army wiped out.


But why did the Alter Rebbe appose Napoleon? Did he not crave freedom for the Jews? The answer is that he studied one verse in the recent Torah portion of Ki Tavo, and it gave him perspective.


Moses gives voice to a series of prophecies of the sufferings that will befall the Jewish people if they fail to honour their mission as the people of G-d. When the Jews malfunction, chaos is created in the world. They are simply too powerful, potent, and holy to take themselves and their mission lightly.
Suffering for Not 
Serving G-d with Joy


But there is one verse that strikes us. Moses exclaims: Why would Israel suffer? “Because you did not serve G-d your Lord with joy and gladness in the midst of the abundance of all [good things].”�


It is in your time of joy and prosperity that you might sever your bond with G-d. The paradox is that when we have most to thank G-d for, that is when we are in greatest danger of not thanking : “nor even thinking of” G-d at all.


How did Moses know this? The astonishing fact is that he did know it, and now 3,300 years later we know it too. When Jews were persecuted, with only a minority of exceptions, they stayed Jews. When Jews are not persecuted when, we have reached the heights of affluence and achievement and have become a new elite.�

Jews are abandoning Judaism in unprecedented numbers. In the US over the last few decades, we lost one and a half million Jews! That is the tragedy Moses foresaw in this week’s Parsha. Unlike the American Founding Fathers, Napoleon was G-dless. For him, the human ego was the pinnacle of existence. The first Chabad Rebbe knew that a victory of Napoleon would be the exchange of material poverty for spiritual woe. Yes, Napoleon would free the Jewish body, but he would all but destroy the Jewish soul.
Discussing How to Live 
In a Free World Correctly


Due to Napoleon’s defeat in Russia, the winds of G-dless enlightenment blowing from the west, came much later and it still effected millions of Jews. But two centuries later, in a historical address in the winter of 1991, the great grandson of the Alter Rebbe, the seventh Lubavitcher Rebbe, spoke of the France of his grandfather and the France of today.


If we today live in a free world, it is because we have been deemed capable of using our freedom as a springboard for a spiritual Torah revolution rather than as a cause for ambivalence and assimilation, the Rebbe explained.


This too was part of Moses’ message. This faith I have communicated to you from heaven is not a religion of tragedy, It is a celebration of life. These are the commands you shall do and live by them, not die by them. Affluence and liberty must not cause us to perish.


On the contrary, with the proper education and perspective, we can realize that our freedom confers on us the historic opportunity to transmit a Judaism that inspires rather than dictates; one that speaks not only to us but through us; one that empowers us to actualize, rather than repress, our deepest inner individuality and potentials.
The Rebbe Began Chanting the Marseillaise

In fact, in one of the great moments at 770, Simchat Torah 1973 (in the midst of the Yom Kippur War), the Rebbe began chanting aloud the anthem of the French revolution, the Marseillaise.


The audience was shocked. The Rebbe, heir to the Alter Rebbe, singing in 770 the melody of Napoleon’s anthem, on Simchat Torah?!


Even more astounding was when the Rebbe put his own lyrics to the song Splendor and faith belongs to the eternal �Grandeur and greatness do not belong to Napoleon; they belong to the eternal life beat of all the worlds.

It was only in the winter of 1991, that the Rebbe explained his actions. Today, he said, we were given the historic opportunity and responsibility to reclaim freedom and liberty as a Divine gift to be used in a G-dly way.


Our new freedoms can and must become a tool for the greatest renaissance of Judaism yet!


Because freedom is not our enemy; we were made to be free and we yearn for it. Like every blessing, freedom can be misused.


We are now living in a world, when even so many Muslim countries are crying for freedom, we face our final challenge: to bring to light a freedom that is not a challenge to the sovereignty of G-d but its ultimate complement. A freedom in which the ego of man is but a reflection of the divine.�

Shana Tova a happy and sweet New Year,

Reprinted from the Ki Savo email from Chabad of Great Neck, NY.

Blowing the Shofar Before The Sultan of Turkey

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


The Baal Shem Tov, founder of the 'Chassidic' movement some 300 years ago, preached that we must stress ONLY the positive side of everything, especially when it comes to preaching to the Jews; G-d's 'sons' and chosen people, especially before Rosh HaShanna. He was very opposed to those Rabbis who, especially in these weeks preceding the 'Days of Judgement', preached negative, fire-and-brimstone speeches.
A Seeming Contradiction


But this seems to contradict what we read a couple of weeks ago in the Torah!


Every year precisely at this time we read, Parshat Ki Tavo, a frightening list of ninety eight negative, awful ……. curses!


Even the most casual reader can't help but notice that G-d is making some pretty gruesome threats to His people here. And it's no secret that He has carried them out in shockingly large doses throughout the ages.


So it is only natural that this provides excellent material for rabbis to scare the wits out of their congregations before the High Holidays. 


But the Baal Shem Tov couldn't have been wrong. There must be some positive message in these curses that G-d wants us to internalize for Rosh HaShanna. What could it be?


Here is a story to help understand.


Some two hundred years ago the Jewish community in Turkey numbered tens of thousands of observant Jews; there was no such thing as a non-religious Jew in Turkey.
Life Wasn’t Easy 
For the Jews in Turkey


But life wasn't so easy. Jews by definition were, at best, second-class citizens and, at worst, in danger of extermination. The Muslims outnumbered them a thousand to one and were officially not tolerant to infidels who denied their religion. So only G-d stood between the Jews and total annihilation by their Turkish neighbors.


Our story begins when a young Turkish Jew named Shlomo got tired of living on miracles, separating himself from his gentile neighbors and, most important of all, not getting the attention he thought he deserved.


Although he often led the Synagogue in prayer and was always chosen to sound the Shofar on Rosh HaShanna, so he was in the center of things, it wasn't enough. Among Jews he was basically like everyone else. 


With his Muslim friends it was completely different. They laughed at his jokes, appreciated his talents and treated him like someone special. It wasn't long before Shomo spent all his time with them, away from the Jewish community, enjoying life and dreaming of bigger things on the horizon.
His Big Break Came


And eventually his big break came. One of the richest Muslims in Istanbul made a birthday party for his wife, somehow Shlomo's name had been brought up as an entertainer and he was brought there to play.


He was an instant hit! His witty remarks, clever jokes and charming manner and voice had everyone smiling, laughing, and really enjoying themselves and afterwards the invitations came pouring from more and more important people. Until one wonderful day he received an official invitation to perform in the palace of the Sultan himself!


The Sultan!! Wow!! The most important people in Turkey would be there! He had a new suit specially tailored for himself, prepared his best songs and jokes, went and…………. was a smashing success!


The next day a royal messenger appeared at Shlomo's door, handed him an official letter from the Sultan and a bag of golden coins. Shlomo opened it and read:
An Offer from the Sultan


"His Highness the Sultan wishes to thank you and graciously reward you for your magnificent performance last night and the impression it made on his family and guests.


"His Highness the Sultan recognizes the talents which Allah has bestowed upon you and wishes to express his gratitude by appointing you to the exalted position of permanent chief royal court musician.


"Consequently His Highness the Sultan extends to you the precious opportunity of accepting upon yourself the True Religion of our Glorious Prophet Mohammed as a condition to etc. etc. .


At first Shlomo was flushed with success, but when he saw the last clause he briefly paled; to leave the religion of his fathers that Jews were willing to sacrifice their lives for?


But then, he began to think about it and concluded that maybe it wasn't so bad.
Justifying the Fact that 
Islam Wasn’t Really Idolatry


After all, Islam wasn't really idolatry. In fact according to some it was permissible for a Jew to pray in a Mosque. So what if they didn't do the commandments? I'm headed to the palace of the Sultan, earning a fortune, surrounded by luxury, fame and …. attention! Let the other Jews do the commandments! I anyway already stopped doing some of the commandments etc. etc.


The next day Shlomo went to the main Mosque, showed them the letter, accepted Islam changed his name to Salaman and became a new man with a new title and a new glorious future!


He succeeded beyond his wildest dreams. He became rich, popular, and famous almost overnight. It was like a dream. He always managed to say the right thing at the right time, his music was the rave of the court and the people in the streets were humming his tunes. And it kept going that way for almost a year.


Until suddenly the balloon burst.


One day in the middle of a large festivity, Salaman was, as usual, on a 'roll' when someone happened to mention that 'today is the second day of the Jewish New Year; Rosh Hashanah'.


Salaman made a few clever remarks and then suddenly got an idea.


"Want to hear what the Jewish New Year is?" He asked rhetorically in a humorous voice.
Pulling Out a Jewish Shofar


He went to a large bag of 'tricks' he kept in the corner and pulled out what looked like a ram's horn; "It's a Shofar!!!" He shouted loudly holding it up theatrically for all to see. A Jewish Shofar!!!"


The crowd burst into laughter and all eyes were on him as he spun and danced around holding the Shofar high, putting on his nose and to his ear.


"Play a little New Year's tune, heh heh!" chuckled the Sultan.


Shlomo put the shofar to his mouth, the room was silent. He made another humorous comment, everyone laughed …….. and he blew a a long straight blast. "'T'kiah'" he shouted.


The crowd applauded. Shlomo bowed deeply, made another quip, called for silence and explained. "What you have just heard is one of three sounds the Jews make on their New Years; a T'kiah; one straight blast.


The one I'm going to do now is called a Sh'varim, it means broken up. Are you ready to break up in laughter?!"
The Crowd Merrily Applauded


Again the crowd, chuckled, fell silent, and when he was sure he had everyone's attention he blew three shorter blasts. The crowd merrily applauded. "That's called a Shvarim!"


"And the third and last" Said Shlomo exaggeratedly is the T'ruah; at least nine very short blasts. Here it goes!!!"


Again the crowd was silent but this time something happened. He tried a few times but all that came out were a few raspy croaks and squeaks. The crowd burst into gales of laughter and Shlomo laughed with them as though he had done it intentionally. But he hadn't, and when he tried again and again and didn't succeed people began to sense that maybe he wasn't joking.


"Play that thing Salaman!" someone said. "Yes! Show it who the boss is!" yelled another. "Hey, Jew where is your music!" shouted a third.


They were mocking him. He knew he should just stop and make some sort of clever remark but he couldn't; he had to blow that T'ruah. It didn't make sense! He'd done it a thousand times before, he just had to!!


But the more he tried and failed the more ludicrous he became until it was obvious that he was losing it.


The crowd began booing him, calling him a stupid Jew, throwing things at him, laughing and laughing until he ran from the room, shofar in hand, out of the Sultan's palace and back to the Jewish quarter in time to hear the last hour of the Rosh Hashanna prayers in the Synagogue.
Didn’t Want Anyone to Recognize Him


He was so ashamed. He entered the house of prayer, took a prayer shawl, threw it over his head so no one would recognize him and sat in the corner weeping and regretting every instant of the last year.


Before the prayers ended he slipped outside so no one would notice him and that evening, after the holiday he made his way to one of the great Tzadikim in the town to ask him for an explanation. It now had become an obsession. He had blown the Shofar for years. Why suddenly was he able to make all the shofar sounds except the T'ruah? What was so different about that sound?


The Tzadik listened, asked a question or two and then replied that he knew the answer. Shlomo was all ears as the Tzadik began.


"Rosh HaShanna celebrates the last day of Creation. On that day G-d created man and, so to speak became 'King' of the universe.
Coronating G-d with the Shofar


"We Jewish people have been chosen by G-d to remind humanity of this. It is up to us, especially on the day of Rosh HaShanna, to 'coronate'    G-d. And we do it with the Shofar. 


"The Shofar" continued the Rabbi, "is the screaming out of the Jewish soul from a 'narrow place' saying; "G-d we are your people, your servants, please be our King! Be King of the Universe!"


"Now, according to Kaballa, each of the three types of Shofar blasts, T'kiah, Shevorim and T'rua are connected mystically to one of the Fathers of Judaism; the T'kiah to Abraham, the Sh'varim to Issac and the T'ruah to Jacob.


"The T'kiah, corresponds to Abraham who had a son called Ishmael that left Judaism and became the father of the Arabs with their religions.


"The S'hvarim corresponds to Issac who bore Asev who also left Judaism and became the father of the Arian peoples with their religions.


"That is why you, Shlomo, could make these first two sounds although you separated yourself from the Jewish people.


"But the T'ruah is connected to the third and final forefather Jacob, or Yisroel as he was later called. His 'offspring were the 'perfect' twelve tribes of Israel, and were connected only to Judaism. 


That is why you were unable to make the T'ruah. As soon as you left Judaism you lost enough of your connection to 'Yisroel' to become unable to make the sound corresponding to him."
Shaken to the Very Core of His Soul


When Shlomo heard the explanation he was shaken to the very core of his soul and returned to his true self, to his true identity as a Jew.


This answers our question.

`The curses mentioned in Parshas Ki Savo come when the Jews try to deny their true identity, and obligation, as G-d's chosen people.


The Jews were chosen by the Creator to 'coronate' G-d and fill the world with meaning, blessing and joy. But when they refuse, as did Shomo in our story they deny the world all this and bring the opposite upon themselves and the entire world; confusion, sorrow and …… curses. 


This also explains the reason the Torah gives for these curses (27:37) "Because you did not serve G-d with joy."


That the Jewish people should feel joyous and privileged to have such an important task because without them the result is chaos, and they are the first to feel it.
Reminding Us of Our True Identity


So the curses are really reminding the Jews of their true identity. Just as the derision of the Sultan's guests made Shlomo return home.


This is the importance of Moshiach.


According to Maimonides there will arise a great leader like King David who will awaken the Jews and inspire them to do their job; transform all curses into blessings.


Only then will the 'Great Shofar be sounded' and the G-d of Israel, the people of Israel and the Torah of Israel will truly manifest the truth in the Land of Israel.


As we say in the prayers of Rosh HaShanna "The G-d of Israel, is the King, and He rules over all creation"


But it all depends on us to make it happen even one moment sooner.


Just one more good deed, word or even thought can tip the scales of destiny and bring....Moshiach NOW!
Reprinted from a recent email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Chassidic Story #822 

Give Credit Where 
Credit’s Not Due
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com
There was a wealthy man in the town of Kovno named Shraga-Feivel Frank. A prominent businessman from Aleksot once approached him for a substantial loan, naming a date by which he expected to repay it. Reb Shraga Feivel cheerfully lent him the money.
The Man Did Not Come 
To Pay Back His Loan

After some time passed, the loan was due, but the man did not come to repay it; Reb Shraga Feivel said nothing about it, as was his wont in such cases. However, at one point he himself needed a certain sum of money, and his wife Golda recalled that this businessman owed them a large debt. She approached him and requested that he repay the loan, which she was certain he was then able to do, telling him that they needed the money.

The man refused her request, answering with such impertinence that the insulted woman returned home very upset. With much effort her husband calmed her down, but the incident was far from over.
Comes to Borrow 
Even More Money

Sometime later the businessman appeared at the Frank home, but not with the money he owed. Instead, he told Reb Shraga Feivel that he wished to borrow more money, which he promised to pay back together with the first sum by a certain date. Taken aback by this brazen request, Reb Shraga Feivel told the man he would have to consider the matter before replying, and would inform him later of his decision.

When, Mrs. Frank heard of the ma’ns temerity, she asked her husband incredulously, “How can you even consider such a thing after he was so unreliable the first time, and behaved with such ingratitude and impudence! I am sure you’ll never see this money either.”�
“My dear wife,” replied Reb Shraga Feivel, “are we then any better than this man? Every year on Rosh Hashana we ask G-d to forgive our sins and accept our prayers. We always say earnestly, ‘G-d, this year we’ll be good!’ But we backslide and sin again the next year. Then how can we come to ask Him once again to forgive us? What happened this past year? Didn’t we come to Him last year with the same request and the same promise?

“But now I can really say it! This Jew borrowed money and also promised to pay it back, but instead of repaying me he asked to borrow more and I will give it to him! I will now have some merit in the eyes of G-d, that He should do the same for me, measure for measure, just as I have done for this man.”�
In the face of such logic, Golda could only bow her head in agreement to extend the loan.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from "Gut Voch" (Mesorah) by Avrohom Barash.

Connection: Seasonal - Rosh Hashana is fast approaching! 
Reprinted from the a recent email of KabbalaOnline.com, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
The Shoemaker’s Parable: 
Return While There's Still Time
Moshe informed the Jewish people that even if the time will come when the majority of the nation will abandon the ways of the Torah and calamities will therefore occur, they can still return to their Father in Heaven through the means of repentance. 
Repentance consists of several stages. One must declare the past negative behavior as wrong and unproductive. One must actively take on correct behavior, setting ones goals in a new, positive direction and then resolve not to go back to the old negative habits.

This can often be a difficult and lengthy process complete with challenges and the inevitable "three steps forward, two steps back". One must focus on one aspect of one’s personality at a time and refuse to give up when faced with slow progress. This applies to those well off and those who are not, those who are young and those who are no longer young. One's position and stage in life has no baring here as we learn from Rabbi Yisroel Salanter.

“I’ll Just Light a Candle”
Rabbi Salanter once went to a shoemaker in his town in Europe to have a pair of shoes repaired. Since it was already nearing the end of the day he felt that the lack of light might cause the shoemaker difficulty. Rabbi Salanter therefore suggested that the shoemaker wait till the next day to start on the job. "Do not despair" came the shoemakers reply. "I'll just light a candle. As long as the candle is lit, it is still possible to do the repairs".

Rabbi Salanter saw these simple words as significant and took them to heart. Upon his return to the yeshiva he repeated the shoemaker’s words to his students, while shedding his own Torah "light" on them. The lesson he wanted passed down reads like so: As we learn Torah commentary we see time and again that the human soul is compared to a candle. 
Never Resign Oneself 
To Spiritual Despair

The shoemaker has given us a beautiful parable. One must never resign oneself to spiritual despair. As long as the candle burns, one can effect the necessary repairs. No matter what "time" of life one starts from, as long as the Jewish soul flickers, it is possible to return the Torah's path.

What greater message for us at this time with the eve of Rosh HaShana being this coming Wednesday night. Let's put a truly "new" face on our New Year.
Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbat Candle Lighting

History of Tzom Gedaliah

Tzom Gedaliah (Fast of Gedaliah) is an annual fast day instituted by the Jewish Sages to commemorate the assassination of Gedaliah Ben Achikam, the Governor of Israel during the days of Nebuchadnetzar King of Babylonia. As a result of Gedaliah's death the final vestiges of Judean autonomy after the Babylonian conquest were destroyed, many thousands of Jews were slain, and the remaining Jews were driven into final exile.

The fast is observed on the day immediately following Rosh Hashanah, the third of Tishrei. In the Prophetic Writings this fast is called 'The Fast of the Seventh' in allusion to Tishrei, the seventh month.

An Impoverished Jewish 

Remnant Allowed to Remain

When Nebuchadnetzar King of Babylonia, destroyed the Temple's Sanctuary in Jerusalem and exiled the Jewish people to Babylonia, he allowed an impoverished remnant to remain in the land and appointed Gedaliah Ben Achikam as their Governor. Many Jews who had fled to Moab, Ammon, Edom, and other neighboring lands returned to the land of Yehudah, tended the vineyards given to them by the king of Babylonia and enjoyed a new respite after their earlier oppression.

The King of Ammon however - hostile and envious of the Judean remnant sent a loyal Jew, Yishmael Ben Netaniah, to assassinate Gedaliah. In the seventh month (Tishrei) Yishmael came to Gedaliah in the town of Mitzpa, and was received cordially. Gedaliah had been warned of his guests murderous intent, but refused to believe his informants in the belief that their report was mere slander. Yishmael murdered Gedaliah, together with most of the Jews who had joined him and numbers of Babylonians whom the Babylonian King had left with Gedaliah The remaining Jews feared the vengeance of the Babylonian King and fled to Egypt.

The Fast of the Seventh

The surviving remnant of Jews was thus dispersed and the land remained desolate. In remembrance of these tribulations, our Sages instituted the 'Fast of the Seventh' on the day of Gedaliah's assassination in the seventh month.

There is an opinion that Gedaliah was slain on the first day of Tishrei, but the fast was postponed till after Rosh HaShanah, since fasting is prohibited during a festival. Concerning this fast day, the Rabbis have said that its aim is to establish that the death of the righteous is likened to the burning of the house of our God. Just as they ordained a fast upon the destruction of the Sanctuary, likewise did they ordain a fast upon the death of Gedaliah.

The fast is observed from daybreak till the stars appear at night. The cantor includes the prayer Anenu in the repetition of the Shachris amidah. A Torah Scroll is withdrawn (from the the ark) the Thirteen Divine Attributes are said and the Passages of Vayechal are read from the Torah (Shmot 32: 14 and 34: 1-10).

Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbat Candle Lighting

The Czar’s Son

By Rabbi Reuven Semah

It shall be a day of shofar-sounding for you.” Bemidbar 29:1)

Rosh Hashanah is a day of judgment, but it is also a day of intense closeness to Hashem, no matter what we have done to threaten that relationship. It is a day when we can change the past and strengthen our bond for the future.


Rabbi Yechiel Spero tells a true story. In the early 1800’s there was a great uprising against the Czar. The Czar sent the best soldiers to quell the insurrection. The soldiers fought valiantly to defend the honor of the Czar. Before long the insurgents were captured and most of them were killed for their role in the rebellion. They captured the leader and were shocked to discover that he was none other than the son of the Czar.
Breaking the News to the Czar Slowly


The soldiers knew they had to reveal this information to the Czar but they broke it to him slowly. When they came to the palace they first informed him about the battle, which was good news. But then the inevitable moment came, and the Czar wanted to know who led the revolt. When he discovered it was his own son, he reacted stoically. The verdict was clear and definitive. There would be no leniency in the face of conspiracy. “My son must be put to death,” said the Czar. The Czar explained that the world must know what the consequences are for such behavior.


To show the Czar a measure of mercy, the military decided to execute the rebel far away from the palace, in a secluded area. As fate would have it, a few 
days later, the Czar was taking his leisurely daily stroll in the outskirts of town when he noticed that nearby his soldiers were conducting some sort of ceremony. He came close and realized he had come to the site of the execution. The soldiers asked the Czar if he would like to stay the execution. He refused without hesitation. Instead, he approached his son with tears in his eyes saying, “You understand that I cannot stay the execution.”
Asked if He Had Any Last Words


His son nodded, and although he could not articulate his feelings at that time, it was clear that he was terribly sorry. “I understand, Father. You must do what you must do.” The Czar gave the order to carry out the death sentence and the young man was asked if he had any last words. He motioned that he did, and then stepped forward and proudly declared, “Long live the Czar!”


The Czar heard his son’s words and immediately jumped up. “Stop the execution! Let him live!”


And as they released the prisoner form his shackles, with tears in his eyes, he ran toward his father and fell at his feet.


We have clearly sinned against Hashem, our Father, and for that He really has no choice but to punish us. But as we blow the shofar, we declare, “Long live the King!” Hashem hears this and He lovingly awaits our return. 


Shabbat Shalom and Tizku Leshanim Rabot.

Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin
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