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Chassidic Story #714

The Shameful Celebration
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

	It takes a notable celebration indeed to override the prohibition against eating meat and drinking wine during the Nine Days (that begin the Jewish month of Av). For this period, at the end of the annual Three Weeks of Mourning which begin with the fast of the Seventeenth of Tammuz, culminates in the fast of the Ninth of Av, the anniversary of the destruction of both Temples. 
	A notable celebration of this order under certain circumstances might be the festive meal that follows a circumcision or marks the conclusion of the study of an entire Talmudic tractate. 

A Custom to Celebrate the
Yahrzeit of the Arizal
	It was the custom of Rabbi Yissachar Ber of Radoshitz to complete the study of a tractate in the Gemara and to celebrate the occasion with a seudat mitzvah complete with meat and wine every year on the fifth of Av for this date is the anniversary of the passing of that giant among kabbalists, Rabbi Yitzchak Luria, the Arizal. And every year, in the midst of the gloom of the Nine Days, the Sava Kaddisha (Holy Grandfather) of Radoshitz would recount the same story to all the chassidim and students who had gathered for this festive meal. Here is the story. 
	In a faraway town there lived a man who used to sleep so much that he was nicknamed "the Sleeper." The month of Elul arrived in all its awe. Seeing the Days of Judgment within reach, every Jew alive trembled, and roused himself in repentance. But this fellow slept. It was already Rosh HaShana; his wife rose early to join the congregation in prayer but he slept on. When the morning service was underway she went home to nurse her baby. While there she tried to wake up her husband, but he neither budged nor stirred. 
	Several times throughout the morning she interrupted her prayers and stole away from the synagogue. Nothing helped. But when the congregation began the reading of the Torah, and time was running out before the high point of the days service, she ran home crying, and shouted at the top of her voice: "They're about to blow the shofar!"

Worshippers Stunned at
His Comic Spectacle
	He jumped out of bed in a flurry, grabbed some tattered garments strewn with feathers and threw it over his shoulders, bolted all the way to shul, and burst inside, puffing and panting, with slumber on his eyelids. The staid worshippers gaped at the comic spectacle. 
	Some and not only the children even snickered. The poor fellow felt so disgraced and humiliated that his burning shame flew up and appeared before the Heavenly Court. The verdict was pronounced forthwith: having been seared and cleansed by his shame, this humble Jew was now to have all his sins forgiven. 
	"So too with us," concluded the Sava Kaddisha. "Here we are, in the depths of this period of mourning over the destruction of the Beit Hamikdash, sitting down to a festive meal. Why, this is such a shameful thing that on its account the Merciful one should forgive the sins of the entire House of Israel!"

Shedding Tears into a Wine Goblet
	And with this plea from the heart, the tzadik wept so profusely that his tears fell into the wine goblet over which, in preparation for the Grace after Meals, he was about to recite the Psalm which laments the Exile: "By the waters of Babylon we sat, yea, we wept, when we remember Zion."

	Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from A Treasury of Chassidic Tales�(Artscroll), as translated by the incomparable Uri Kaploun, from Sipurei Chasidim by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin
	Connection: Seasonal - The Nine Days and the 439th yahrzeit of Rabbi Yitzchak Luria, the "holy lion" of Safed
	Biographic Notes: Rabbi Yissachar Dov [1765-18 Sivan 1843], the "Sabba Kadisha" (holy grandfather) of Radoshitz, was a disciple of the Seer of Lublin and of the Holy Yid of Peshischa. Famed as a miracle maker, he lived in poverty as a simple tutor. 
	Rabbi Yitzchak Luria (1534-5 Av 1572), Known as "the holy Ari," revolutionized the study of Kabbalah and its integration into mainstream Judaism during the two years he spent in Zefat before his death at 38. Much of Chasidic thought is based on the Ari's kabbalah teachings, as recorded by his main disciple, Rabbi Chaim Vital.

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed
www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Chesed that Came Back
By Yisrael Nathan
(As told to the Jewish Magazine staff)

Chessed : (definition) an act of loving kindness done without any expectation of remuneration 

	Don't think that the really great stories are the one's that are written by the world's greatest writers. The really great stories are the stories that really happened to real people and they are really and absolutely true. The following is one of the many really great stories. Great because it's really true! 
	America had finally entered World War I. Troops poured into Europe to put an end to the war. The war was in it's final stages. American troops were dispatched through out Germany. The year was 1917.

A Lone Jewish American
Soldier in Germany
	A lone Jewish soldier from Duluth, Minnesota, Alex Lurye, found himself in a small German town called Seldes. It was Friday night. Being far away from home was lonely. The young Jewish soldier had some time on his hands. Feeling out of place, he decided to see what the local Jewish population was like. 
	Entering the local village synagogue must have created a stir. An American soldier in uniform! The Americans fought the Germans in bitter combat. The lone soldier felt out of place. He was greeted by a kind German Jew by the name of Herr Rosenau who made him feel at home in the synagogue. 
	After the services, Herr Rosenau invited the serviceman to his house for kiddush and the traditional Friday night meal. 
	Seeing the beauty of a traditional Shabbat together with the warmth and kindness of this German-Jewish family made a deep impression on this young soldier. He was a stranger, a foreigner, even an enemy Yet because he was Jewish he was invited to another Jew's home, given a delicious warm kosher home cooked meal, complete with wine and the traditional Shabbat songs. Herr Rosenau's family, together with his teenage daughter, gave the soldier the feeling that he was not alone, certainly not an enemy, even in such a far and distant land. 

Wrote a Letter of
Appreciation to His Hosts
	The soldier was never able to come back again to see this kind family again. However, the warm impression that he had received, the experience of the Shabbat in a warm and caring Jewish home did not leave him. It meant so much to this young soldier that when he finally returned to Duluth, Minnesota, his home town, he took time out to sit down and write a letter to the German Jew who had touched his life with such kindness. This was is 1917. For some unknown reason, although Herr Rosenau received the letter it was never answered. It was placed in a desk drawer and there it rested for twenty one years. 
	Time moves on. Ruth, the teenage daughter of the German Jew, has grown up and married a German Jew by the name of Eugene Wienberg. She now has three small children. The oldest is a boy of eleven. The time is a bad time for the German Jews. The year is 1938. The dreaded Adolf Hitler has taken hold upon Germany and anti Jewish proclamations are being contrived and enforced on a continually regular basis.

Discovering a Letter with
A Foreign Postage Stamp
	Herr Rosenau is now a grandfather. He is bothered about the dark and dismal future for himself and his fellow Jews in Germany. He doesn't pay attention to his eleven year old grandson, Sigbert, as he is rummaging through his desk looking for something of interest. Suddenly a foreign postage stamp catches his eye. He pulls out the envelope with the postage stamp from America. "Grandfather, can I have this?" 
	Twenty-one years have past since he received the letter. "Yes, take it," the grandfather replies. After years of giving, an old forgotten envelope makes his grandson happy. He takes it home to his mother. "Look, look what grandfather has given me!" 
Noticing the Envelope with Curiosity
	The mother and her husband, Herr Wienberg eye the envelope with curiosity. The letter is still inside. They remove the letter and read it. It is the thank you letter from the American service man, from twenty-one years ago. 
	The mother remembers the young man. "Let's write to him! Maybe he will remember us and sponsor us, enabling us to immigrate to America" (It must be remembered that the U.S.A. did not let refugees come to it's shores freely. However if some one would sponsor you, then there was a chance.) 
	Looking on the envelope, they saw that there was no return address only the name, Alex Lurye, and the city and state, Duluth, Minnesota. "We have no future in Germany, we must get out before this mad man, Hitler, begins to do worse things to the Jews". 
	So they wrote a letter addressed only as follows: 
	Alex Lurye 
	Duluth, Minnesota

Mailing a Letter without a Street Address
	What can you do? Can you send a letter to a person in a large city with out a street address and expect it to be delivered? Of course not. You would have to be foolish to think that it would get to its destination. But some times it works out. In this case, Alex Luyre had become a wealthy businessman who was well known in Duluth, a town of over a hundred thousand people. The postmaster delivered the letter. 
	When Alex received it, after a lapse of twenty one years, he quickly sent a return letter acknowledging his receipt of their letter and pledging to help bring the Wienberg family to Duluth. Alex kept his promise. The entire Wienberg family was brought over in that year and arrived in May of 1938. Shortly there after, the Rosenau family came over to America. 

A Commitment to Honor the Shabbat
	In Duluth, the Wienberg family began working hard to make life bearable through the depression era. Sometimes two jobs were necessary for both the father and mother in order to make it through the week. Yet in Duluth as in Seldes, Germany, the family made sure that the Shabbat would be joyously honored. 
	The rest of the family was quickly brought over to the states. Unfortunately, the horrible World War II swiftly came. The rest of German Jewry was destroyed. 
	Yet the kindness that Herr Rosenau had given to a stranger twenty one years earlier had come full circle. Because of their kindness, with out any thought of personal gain, Herr Rosenau and his family were spared from the horrible fate of their fellow German Jews. The chessed that they had so warmly given to others with out desiring a payment in return had come back to them with dividends. The entire family was saved. 
	Today that family has sprouted and grown. A family blessed with many children and grandchildren and great-grand-children (Bli Iyin Hara). All have taken upon themselves always to honor the Shabbat. 
	Doing chessed is the Jewish way. Helping another Jew, without trying to receive a thing in return. Pure and unadulterated kindness. It's for you and for me.

Reprinted from the website of Jewish Magazine. 

One of the Greatest
Of All Miracles
By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“Alas – she sits in solitude.” (Eichah 1:1)
	Eicha was written by the prophet Jeremiah.  He witnessed the destruction of the First Temple, the killing of the people and the dispersion of the nation.  This happened on Tish’ah B’Ab, the day of Jewish tragedy.  Few people know that the exile from Spain in 1492 was on Tish’ah B’Ab, or that WWI, which began the downward slide of the Holocaust, began on Tish’ah B’Ab.  Truly a day of tears and tragedy.
	When one ponders how the Jewish nation still exists, in spite of its history of trials and tribulations, while the great empires of the world are found only in history books, he can come to one simple conclusion.  There must be an All-Powerful being, protecting the nation from the laws of nature.
	Rav Yaakov Emden writes that when he thinks about this phenomenon, he realizes that the survival of the Jewish people is a greater miracle than all the miracles that G-d performed in Egypt, the desert, or in the land of Israel.  And the longer the exile continues, the greater the miracle becomes.  Through the understanding of the suffering of the Jewish nation, one can come to appreciate the relationship that we enjoy with Hashem.  This special relationship is exhibited during two three week periods of the year: The three week mourning period of the destruction, and the three weeks between Rosh Hashanah and Succot.  Just like the three happy weeks accomplish the removal of our sins, so do the three weeks of tragedy remove our sins.  Personal pain, as well as national suffering, assist in our atonement of sin.  The more one studies our history the closer one feels to Hashem.  
	These three weeks, beginning with the fast of the 17th of Tamuz, are indeed an auspicious time.  Let us use it wisely to draw closer to Hashem and His Torah.

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

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Can One Rejoice When Others are Suffering?


	QUESTION:


 
Is it proper to serve Hashem with Simcha when other people are suffering Tzaros?

	ANSWER:


	[image: 9av]


A man must have the ability to departmentalize his mind. I'll give an example. Just recently we had Tisha B'av; we sat on the ground and we wept for the destruction of the Bais Hamikdash. We wept Al Bais Yisroel, V'al Am Hashem Shenuflu Ba'cherev.
	Soon after that came Chamisha Asar B'ov, we didn't say Tachanun. Lo Hoyu Yomim Tovim L'Yisroel K'Chamisha Asar B'av. This year it came so soon, that it seems to us, no time in between?
	The answer is, that's our job in life. We don't have any emotions of our own; we feel with emotions of the Torah. Eis Lakol, there's a time for everything; there's a time to mourn and a time to rejoice. And therefore when we think of other people’s misfortunes, we should sympathize with them, no question. But it doesn't mean that when you have some good fortune in life, you shouldn't appreciate it. Hakadosh Baruch Hu doesn't want you to overlook the happiness He is giving to you. Hakadosh Baruch Hu wants you to appreciate, to enjoy it fully.
	And as a result you will serve Him with a full heart, you'll be grateful and thanking Him. And therefore we have to have a mind that's capable of both, even at the time that you’re rejoicing, if you'll remind yourself of your fellow-man's misfortunes, you'll feel for him, but that won't stop you from dancing at your daughter's wedding. 
	And therefore even the person who is mourning for the Churban Bais Hamikdash, and for the sadness of the multitudes that perished by persecution, nevertheless even then he shouldn't lose sight of the fact that Hakadosh Baruch Hu gave him garments, makes a Brocho Malbish Arumin even on Tisha B'av. He makes a Brocho for a belt, Ozer Yisroel B'gevurah, even on Tisha B'av. He makes a Brocho on the ability to walk, Hameichin Mitzadei Gover.
	All the benefits that we enjoy in life, we still enjoy on Tisha B'av. So you see even on the same day that you're sitting and mourning, even on that day you're cognizant of the happiness that Hashem gives you. You can't make a Brocho for nothing; it means you are happy with these things, only you demonstrate sadness today. On another day, you demonstrate on Simchas Torah, you demonstrate joy, but always both qualities must be in the mind.
	And that's how a Jew has to be. A Jew can not be one thing, if he's one thing, he's a cripple, one thing, you lost free will. A man who is alive has free will and he chooses constantly between this attitude and the other attitude and all the attitudes are true.

Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l” and transcribed from Rav Miller’s answer to a question asked at his classic Thursday night hashkafa lectures delivered at his Flatbush shul circa 1970’s – 2001.


When I Joined the
“High Society” Synagogue
By Dovid Zaklikowski

	I admit I am intolerant. At times I am bigoted towards others.
	I judge people by the way they look, the way they walk, the way they talk, and an immeasurable amount of other calculated imagery I build up in my mind about them.
	For example, if the first time I meet him he is slow to respond or doesn’t have anything profound to say, I place him into my “not so smart” basket. If the first day I meet him he is not dressed well, I place him into my “untidy” basket.
	By the end of the day, I’ve filed everyone away in my mental filing cabinet: this one is a helpful person, this one is lazy, this one is smart, this one is stupid . . . the list is endless. Ultimately, there are those with whom I want to associate myself, those whom I want to include in my circle of friends, and, of course, those who are not welcome.
	Just over a year ago I moved to a new home, several blocks away from my old one. In our lazy world, I cannot walk that extra block to my old synagogue, so I changed synagogues to one a little closer—a whole block closer.
	This new synagogue had a reputation as a place for “the better people”—the rich and famous, the important people, the know-it-alls. You know, that file I labeled “the higher society.” I planned to try out this synagogue, and if I did not like it, I would go to another one (a little further away, up a flight of stairs).
	The first time I arrived at the synagogue for prayers, I psyched myself up, preparing to encounter egotistical, snobby men, chattering with their close circle of friends. I cautiously made my way to an open seat and began my prayers.

A Member of the “Misfit” File
	Ten minutes into the prayer service, a man entered the synagogue. He was someone I’d known for many years—a member of the “misfit” file. He’d never made it in life, or so I thought. He seemed to be morose, not interested in much. I wondered what he was doing here. Or, was he, like me, just trying this place out?
	One of those “snobby, egotistical” men slapped this man on his back, grasping his hand with warmth and wishing him “Shabbat Shalom,” a peaceful Sabbath. Another macho man exchanged pleasantries with him and they shared smiles. I was shocked. These guys were his friends?!

The “Overweight and Obnoxious” File
	A short while later another guy strolled into the synagogue. He is in the “overweight and obnoxious” file. “Misfit” does not even begin to describe this fellow. He was bouncing off the walls, running in and out of the synagogue, as if he could not decide whether to stay or leave. It was a strange scene. He was long on the list of those I do not associate with.
	Evidently deciding to stay, he walked from table to table, exchanging a few words with each person, but leaving before anyone had a change to fully respond. From there he went to the next table, then to the next, and then back to the first to finish off the conversation.

Responding with Patience and Kindness
	But as I watched, he was not treated any differently than anyone else in the synagogue. Everyone responded to him with patience and kindness. I cannot describe how normal these two misfits seemed in the synagogue. There they were not misfits.
	I slowly learned that in this synagogue, everyone is equal. There are no misfits in this community.
	Today I am greatly ashamed of how I used to think. I became better acquainted with these two individuals, and many others, and have learned that there is much more to people than a label for my filing cabinet. They are complex individuals, with feelings, intellect, needs and wants, just like I have.
	Several months ago a member of this synagogue became very ill. He was in a vegetative state in the hospital, while his wife and three children were left without a functional husband and father. On all accounts, it was a horrible situation. Previously this man had also been in my file of misfits, filed in the “never made it in life” file.
	What transpired when the man’s illness became known astounded me. I had never seen anything like it. Members of the synagogue visited the man in the hospital daily. Many were deeply involved in the financial aspects of his illness. Every time we met, he was a part of the conversation. The synagogue members constantly said prayers for him. They prepared meals for his family. It is hard to adequately describe the deep sense of responsibility they felt, as if they were all his brothers.

Touched by Communal Responsibility
	He passed away last night. The communal responsibility and love for another rubbed off on me, and I wanted to attend the funeral home and escort the body to the cemetery. I don’t know why—maybe because I thought most would not be able to take off a day of work.
	I arrived a little early, expecting to be the first there. I was surprised, but by now not shocked, to find many synagogue members already at the funeral home. They were not people I could file under “unemployed.” On the contrary, they were well-to-do businessmen. And as the ceremony inched closer, more and more arrived.
	Many continued to the cemetery, a half-hour’s drive from Brooklyn. As we stood there, I looked around. Many have the custom that all the tombstones and plots should be the same. In the Lubavitch community, this is strictly kept.
	It dawned on me that here everyone is equal. The rich and famous do not get a bigger stone than the poor and unfortunate. There are no files here, just as in my new synagogue there is no filing. Everyone is treated equal in death; so, too, they should be treated in life.
	I did a lot of thinking and mental unloading on the way back home from the cemetery. By the time I arrived home, my filing cabinet was much, much emptier, and I intend for it to remain that way.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Testing 1, 2, 3,

	In this week's Torah portion Parshas Devorim, Moshe Rabeinu (our teacher) reprimands the Jews for their misbehavior during their travels in the wilderness. One of the sins that Moshe Rabeinu mentions, is the sin of the Spies. The Spies went to Eretz Yisroel on a reconnaissance mission to see the condition of the inhabitants, in order to plan an invasion. 
	In essence however, the incident of the spies was really a test for the Jews, to see if they would have faith in Hashem. Hashem had already promised the Eretz Yisroel to the Jewish people in many places in the Torah.

“Do Not Fear and Do Not Lose Resolve”
	As Moshe Rabeinu says in this week's parsha: "See… Hashem your G-d has placed the Land before you; go up and possess, as Hashem, G-d of your forefathers, has spoken to you. Do not fear and do not lose resolve." (Devorim 1:21) 
	However, as the Torah tells us, 10 of the 12 spies came back with a pessimistic report about Eretz Yisroel, saying about the land that it contains "[a] people greater and taller than we, cities great and fortified to the heavens, and even children of giants have we seen there." (Devorim 1:28) The Jewish people believed this pessimistic report and became fearful.

Demonstrating a Lack of Trust in Hashem
	This behavior on the part of the Spies and the Jewish nation in general demonstrated a lack of trust in Hashem. The Bnai Yisroel failed Hashem's test. Hashem had promised the Bnai Yisroel that they would take the land easily and they failed to believe in Hashem. For this lack of trust, the generation was condemned to die in the wilderness and not enter Eretz Yisroel. We learn from here how important it is to pass the tests in life which Hashem sends us.
	The Rabbis teach us that life is full of tests. In fact, life itself is a series of tests. In order to understand this, we must delve deeper into the spiritual realm. A soul is sent down to this earth in order to fix spiritual shortcomings; shortcomings that the soul failed to fix in a previous incarnation. 
	The Sages tell us that if we see that a certain thing in life is more of a temptation for us, then we should know that that is the shortcoming that our soul has come down to this earth in order to fix. For example, if a person has a great desire to steal, he should know that one of his primary purposes on this earth is to come to respect others' property.
	Hashem routinely sends tests to people, in order to see if they are really working on themselves in this life. Following the previous example, Hashem will give the thief opportunities to steal, in order to test him.
	Let us now tell an inspirational story, which shows how one Jew withstood a test that Hashem sent his way.

A Traveling Salesman
	Almost 30 years ago, Mr. Albert Azar was a salesman for a clothing-wear company. Mr. Azar often had to travel around the country for several weeks at a time. Since he was an observant Jew, Mr. Azar usually had a great deal of trouble finding kosher food on his extended business trips.
	Of course, there were kosher restaurants in New York, New Jersey and in Detroit. However, Mr. Azar had the biggest difficulty when he traveled in the South. After several inquiries, Mr. Azar managed to find a reliable kosher restaurant in Memphis, Tennessee. He was able to stock up on food from the restaurant in Memphis, which would feed him for the next two weeks during his travels down South.

A Business Trip to Birmingham, Alabama
	In 1972, Mr. Azar began a business trip in Birmingham, Alabama, planning as usual to wrap up the week in Memphis for Shabbos. In Birmingham, Mr. Azar attempted to sell to a client who had refused to buy from him several times before. Mr. Azar was amazed this time to hear from the president of the corporation who was interested in purchasing clothing from Mr. Azar.
	On Thursday afternoon, Mr. Azar rushed to the office of the corporation to discuss the sale with the president of the corporation. The appointment was set for 1 p.m. Mr. Azar arrived on time but he was forced to wait for several hours. Mr. Azar began to become concerned that he would not be able to make it to Memphis by Thursday night. Shabbos was quickly approaching and he did not want to get stuck in Birmingham. As the hours dragged on, Mr. Azar reasoned that he could leave Birmingham early on Friday morning and still arrive in Memphis before Shabbos.

An Appointment for Friday Morning
	Finally, at closing time, the president of the corporation came out and apologized to Mr. Azar, telling him: that his meeting had lasted longer than he had expected. They set another appointment for Friday morning at 9 a.m.
	Mr. Azar arrived the next morning on time to the appointment. Again, the president made Mr. Azar wait. The hours dragged on and Shabbos was nearing. Finally, Mr. Azar called the restaurant in Memphis to order food for Shabbos. The restaurant was closing, they could not make food for him. Mr. Azar was crushed. What would he eat on Shabbos and in the coming two weeks? However, he believed that Hashem would help.

Barging into the President’s Office
	It was really getting late and Mr. Azar could longer wait for the president. Before the receptionist could stop him, Mr. Azar barged into the office of the president. "I am leaving on the next flight out." Mr. Azar told the surprised president. "If you want to place an order, do it now." He said to the president. The president gave Mr. Azar a small order!?!
	Miraculously, Mr. Azar managed to catch a flight and arrive in Memphis mere minutes before Shabbos. Still, he would have no food for Shabbos. However, he believed that Hashem would help. As soon as he landed, he made his way to the cheap hotel where his company had made reservations. Mr. Azar made an instant decision.

Refuses to Stay in a Dumpy Hotel for Shabbos
	It was bad enough that he had no food for Shabbos but was not going to stay in the dumpy hotel. However, he believed that Hashem would help. He headed across the street to a brand new hotel. By then, it was mere minutes to Shabbos.
	The clerk at the hotel desk told Mr. Azar that the hotel was practically empty. He could chose any room that he wanted. Mr. Azar told the clerk that he was running late, so he told the clerk that any room would be fine. The clerk assigned him room 358.
	With minutes to sundown, Mr. Azar rushed upstairs to room 358. It was nearly Shabbos and he quickly began to unpack before Shabbos. He had a sinking feeling in is heart. There was nothing to eat for Shabbos. However, he believed that Hashem would help.

Shocked By What the Closet Revealed
	He flung open the closet door and began to hang up his clothing. He was shocked but what he saw in the closet. He closed the closet door and opened again, wondering if his eyes had been playing tricks on him. Everything was still there!
	Mr. Azar stretched out a trembling finger and touched a bottle of strictly kosher wine. With the wine were two challahs, six different kinds of packaged meats, pickles, olives, potato salad, coleslaw, cookies, soda, and whiskey. It was enough to feed ten people.
	As Mr. Azar prayed the Shabbos prayers, he thanked Hashem for the miracle of the Shabbos food. He was able to enjoy Shabbos even under the most difficult conditions.
	About three months later, Mr. Azar was at a gathering at the home of a friend Abe Kassen back home in Deal, New Jersey. It was then that Mr. Azar heard the story behind the mysterious Shabbos food. Three months earlier, Abe Kassen and fellow businessman Ike Hillery had been in Memphis on a business trip. They had bought enough food for the coming week.

Feeling Sick on Shabbos
	On Shabbos afternoon, Abe began experiencing stomach pains. Not wanting to strange hospital in Tennessee, Abe asked his friend Ike to rush him home. In their haste to leave the hotel, the two left the food in their hotel room, the same hotel room that Mr. Azar happened to receive when he checked into the hotel.(Visions of Greatness page 36 Rabbi Yosef Weiss)
	Hashem tested Mr. Azar to see if he would lose faith. However, Mr. Azar continued to believe that Hashem would help him, even up to the last minute. Let us be inspired by this story to withstand the many tests that come our way in life. Let us remember that these are all tests from Hashem. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

The Assimilated
Jew’s “Bad Luck”
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

	This week we begin Devarim; the last of the Five Books of Moses. This book is also called 'Mishna Torah' (Literally 'The Repetition of the Torah), because it basically is a last-minute summary to the Jews of the previous four books just before they entered the land of Israel.
	But this book is unlike the previous four books in that here Moses does not say that he is just repeating G-d's orders. Rather here "The Shechina spoke from the 'throat' of Moses". In other words Moses said everything 'on his own' and everyone knew it was 'really' G-d speaking.
	The reason for this strange way of conveying G-d's message is that the Jews were about to enter Israel where things would be different. In the desert they had time to think. All their physical needs; food, water, clothes, protection, security etc. were provided by G-d. There were no urgent problems or emergencies to make them doubt G-d.
	But in Israel they would have to do it all themselves; there were constant challenges that could weaken their faith and that demanded split second decisions. So their connection to G-d had to be a more 'internalized', down to earth, day to day, personal one.
	That is why G-d actually spoke through Moses' mouth! To show that such a unity with G-d is actually possible.

A Vision of the Third Temple
	This Shabbat is also the Shabbat before the fast day of Tisha B'Av when both the first and second Temples were destroyed. But Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Briditchev said that on this Shabbat everyone is shown a vision of the Third Temple!
	To understand this, here is a story. (HaYidion HaKfar July 28, '11)
	The setting is Poland 1831. As usual the world was in a state of confusion. Poland was suffering under Russian rule and saw its chance to break away when Russia became engaged in a bloody war with Turkey. Poland saw its chance to take advantage of the confusion and fight for freedom.

A Leaderless Rebellion
	The problem was that rebellious Poland had absolutely no leadership and no clear idea what they were fighting for - only who they were fighting against.
	The result was large bands of armed, murderous 'revolutionaries' roamed the country and fought against anyone they thought stood in their way; the ruling class, other groups, rich people and of course…. The Jews.
	Occasionally the Czar sent a few battalions of Cossacks to quiet things down which only added to the bloodshed and helped the warring groups to unite. But the Jews, because they weren't connected to any of these groups and because anti-Semitism is a Polish pastime, were the targets of everyone and many thousands of them were killed for any reason the Poles could think of.

The Town of Vilkomir
	Our particular episode occurred in the town of Vilkomir near Russian city of Kovna, shortly after it was conquered by the Polish forces led by a large group of Polish nobility.
	After securing the town and in order to throw fear into the hearts of the population, the Poles proceeded to round up all suspected traitors and sentence them to death by hanging. But to the horror of the Jewish community, many Jews were also arrested and convicted. Among them was the Rabbi of the community and ten of their most respected members.
	The Jews were heartbroken and immediately set to doing everything in their power to avert the decree. They fasted prayed, gave charity, increased doing good deeds as well as using their 'connections' and trying to bribe the nobles....but it seemed that nothing could help.

A Sudden Beam of Hope
	But suddenly there was a beam of hope. One of the sentenced Jews was Rabbi Yitzhcak Abbes. He was a truly G-d fearing man with a heart of gold and a good head for business. Most of his fortune he made from his five star hotel, which he built and furnished himself and had often hosted many of the nobles that were now sentencing him to death.
	These nobles had no idea who had been imprisoned and they were caught by surprise when they went to visit the prisoners for the first time and Rabbi Yitzchak stood from his cot and called them by name through the bars of his cell door. "Count Stanislasus, Duke Polanski etc. What have you done?! Are you not ashamed of yourselves?! I am Rabbi Yitzchak, the owner of the inn! You know me well. You ate and slept in my hotel. Many of you confided your most private secrets to me. Did I ever betray anyone? Did I ever lie to you? Do you really think I would betray you now? Are you not afraid to spill innocent blood?"

The Nobles Began to Tremble
	When the nobles heard this they began to tremble. Rabbi Yitzchak was right! They all knew and trusted him. Immediately they made a circle, talked it over and ordered that he be released.
	But when his cell door was opened he refused to step out to freedom. Rather he announced, "No! I'm not leaving! Just as I am innocent so are my Jewish brothers. If you want to kill them, then kill me as well. But I swear to you that you are killing innocent men."
	So again the nobles formed a circle, talked it over and decided to release all the Jews. Except one.

The Assimilated Jew Becomes the Scapegoat
	This one poor fellow they picked was a totally assimilated Jew that had had denied his Judaism almost all his life. Besides being dressed in the style of the day, he was known as one who had scoffed at and belittled anything Jewish.
	It was bitterly ironic that the one Jew who tried to cling to the gentiles was the ONLY one those gentiles wanted to kill. But on the other hand you could say that he had it coming.
	But Rabbi Yitzchak did not think so. "Kill me instead of him!" He yelled out. "You know that he is as innocent as I am. Either release all of us, him included, or if you want to kill one person…. kill me."
	These were very dangerous words. There was no telling what the nobles might do if he pushed them too far. But they just shook their heads no, released all the Jews except for the 'apostate' and took him out for hanging.

Town Square Fills Up for the Gruesome Spectacle
	The town square was filled with bloodthirsty spectators expecting gruesome action. The Jew was led up to the scaffold, hands tied behind his back. A rope was fastened around his neck. He was placed over the trap door, the hangman signaled to someone below and with a loud unceremonious 'bang', the door opened, the Jew fell down and, to the utter disappointment of the crowd……the rope broke!!
	At first everyone yelled out in surprise, afterwards some people laughed, others cursed in frustration and everyone had something to say. They were clearly not happy the Jew was still alive.
	Now, usually in such cases it is taken as a 'sign from above' that the doomed man should be set free but here it would be impossible. The crowd was mad. If he was freed from hanging then for sure they would kill him. 'Traitor! Traitor!" they all screamed and chanted.

The Priest Has an
Idea to “Save” the Jew
	Suddenly a priest in the crowd had an idea how to save the poor fellow. He ran up on the gallows where they had brought him again and just as they were putting a new rope around his neck the priest announced. If this Jew changes his religion he will LIVE!" the crowd mumbled in dissatisfaction but the priest continued. "If he agrees to be one of us then all of his sins are forgiven and we must not, we can not kill him!"
	The crowd mumbled. Everyone knew that this fellow had acted like a gentile all his life; it wouldn't really be much for him to 'change' his religion because he didn't have much to change. But finally shook their heads solemnly and fell silent; they couldn't disagree with the priest. All eyes were on the Jew to give the word or just nod his head in agreement for them to remove the noose around his neck and let him go.
	The Jew cleared his throat and spoke just loud enough for everyone to hear, "I was born a Jew and I'll die a Jew. I'm not going to deny being a Jew any more." Then he yelled out at the top of his lungs "Shma Yisrael, HaShem Elokenu, HaShem Echaud!" and the hangman pulled the trapdoor open.
	The sight was enough to stun the entire crowd. For months afterward no one spoke against the Jews and for years thereafter the Jewish community made a special prayer on that day to commemorate the self-sacrifice of that assimilated Jew.
	This answers our questions.

It is Very Simple to Believe in G-d
	Judaism is a very deep and complex religion. But on the other hand it is very simple; to believe in G-d and do whatever He says (See Tanya chapts. 33 and 42).
	But this requires a total change in our priorities of life, as we saw in our story; the apostate that lived only for himself suddenly got it 'together' and realized that his 'True' self is his connecting to the Creator and doing what He wants.
	But there is a higher unity that dying for G-d; living for G-d.

The House of our Life
	That is why on this Shabbat we can see a vision of the Third Temple… often called Bait Chayenu 'The house of our life'. Because just as near death brought out the Judaism of the condemned man in our story to be willing to die, so also the terrible exile we have been suffering for almost 2,000 years will bring out our will to LIVE and unify G-d with the world, as it was with Moses in our Torah portion.
	This is what the Moshiach will accomplish, as the Rambam writes and explains. That then the world will be filled with the awareness of G-d and everyone will be unified with the Creator as Moses was in this last book of the Torah.
	But it all depends on us one more good deed, word or even thought can actually tip the scales save the entire world and bring…Moshiach NOW!

Reprinted from this week’s email of the Parsha Story from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Golden Coin that
Was Found on Shabbos
By David Bibi

	At the conclusion of our class on Sunday morning, a question came up concerning finding money on Shabbat in the street and what would you do. The amounts ranged from a decaying $5 bill to a million dollars in a bag.
	I recall Rabbi Abittan, z’sl, telling us about a man who spotted a gold coin on Shabbat. The man decided to stand there covering the coin with his foot until Shabbat would end. A police officer spotted him and asked why he was loitering and ordered him to move along.

The Man Refused to Listen to Police Officer
	The man refused. The officer’s shouts did no good. The man was determined to stay. After all it was a gold coin! Finally frustrated the officer took his baton and whacked the man in the head. The man fell to the ground and as most of us would see after getting hit, he saw stars. They were so real and there were so many of them that the man yelled out Baruch HaMavdil Ben Kodesh LeChol, grabbed the coin and ran home. Obviously a joke,
	But to the what if, the rabbi told us a story about a scholar speaking with three students and asking what they would do if the found a gold coin in the street on Shabbat which could support their families for a year. The first says, he would not touch it. The Rabbi shakes his head. The second says he would take it and give it to charity. The Rabbi shakes his head. The third says that he could give any answer in theory but until he was really faced with the situation, he couldn’t be sure what he would do. To him the Rabbi smiled.

A Famous Rabbi Paysach Krohn Story
	The question though was an opportunity for the Rabbi to tell some stories of Bitachon and tough decisions. There is a famous story that Rabbi Paysach Krohn in his wonderful work Around the Magid's Table tells a beautiful story. (rather than retype, I took this version from Parsha Parables)
	One Shabbos afternoon when young Yitzchak Eisenbach was in Jerusalem, he spotted a very valuable gold coin shining in the distance. The value of the coin was enough to support his entire family for 2 weeks! But it was Shabbos and young Yitzele knew that the coin was muktzeh, prohibited to be picked up and taken on the Shabbos.
	He decided to put his foot on top of the coin and guard the coin until sunset -- a good number of hours -- but worth every moment of the wait. An Arab boy saw Yitzchak with his foot strangely and obviously strategically placed, and decided to investigate further.
	"What's that you're hiding?" the Arab asked.
	"Nothing," replied Yitzchak as he shifted his body to hide the fact that he was guarding a golden treasure.

Runs Away with the Treasured Coin
	It was too late. The Arab boy pushed him, saw the prize, quickly grabbed it and ran away. All Yitzchak could do was watch in horror as his attacker melted into the Arab market place.
	Dejected, Yitzchak sulked to the nearby Tzcernobel Bais Medrash (synagogue) where he sat in a corner. Normally, Yitzchak would help prepare the final Shabbos meal, but today he sat – dejected and depressed -- until the Sabbath was over. The Rebbe inquired about young Yitzchok's sullen mood and was told the story.
Summoned to the Rebbe’s Private Study
	Immediately after Shabbos the Tzcernobel Rebbe (1840-1936) summoned Yitzchak into his private study. In his hand he held a gold coin, exactly the same size as the one Yitzchak had almost secured earlier that day.
	"I am very proud of you," said the Rebbe. You did not desecrate the Shabbos even for a tremendous monetary gain. In fact," he continued, "I am so proud of you
that I am willing to give you this same coin." The Rebbe halted. "On one condition. I want you to give me the reward for the mitzvah you did."
	The boy looked at the Rebbe in utter disbelief. "You want to trade the coin for the Mitzvah?"
	The Rebbe nodded, slowly.
	"If that's the case, keep the coin. I'll keep the mitzvah." The Rebbe leaned over and kissed the child.

Reprinted from this week’s email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
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Will Power to Live
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

	Once, while feeling ill, Rabbi Benzion Halberstam, a previous Bobover Rebbe, consulted a doctor in Vienna. As he sat in the waiting room he smoked a Havana cigar. His followers regularly provided them for him, knowing that the Rebbe enjoyed them. When the doctor entered the room and saw the Rebbe smoking, he told him, Herr Rabbiner, smoking is not healthy for you!
	The Rebbe put his cigar into a nearby ashtray and followed the professor inside. When the examination was finished, he put on his coat and was about to leave. The doctor hurried after him, calling, Herr Rabbiner! Your cigar!
	The Rebbe turned to him and asked, What do you mean?
	Your cigar -- you have forgotten to take it. 
	Not really, the Rebbe replied. I don't smoke.

The Professor was Dumbfounded
	The professor was dumbfounded. The Rebbe explained that the moment the doctor told him that smoking was unhealthy -- a fact which he had not known -- he put the cigar down and would never touch one again. He was surprised at the doctor's incredulity. How is it possible to smoke after hearing it is not healthy? he asked. 
	For his part, the doctor was amazed that a person who had smoked for so long could quit so abruptly, without any difficulty. The Rebbe did not understand the doctor's surprise. 
	The Torah, he explained, commands us, 'Venishmartem meod lenafshotechem' ['You shall take care exceedingly of your lives' -- Deut. 4:15). I must obey this command to guard my health, just as I must obey any other command in the Torah. 

	[Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Gut Woch (Mesorah) by Avrohom Barash]
	Connections (2): Weekly reading -- verse 4:15; Seasonal  69th yahrzeit
	Biographic note: Rabbi Ben Zion Halberstam of Bobov (1874 4 Menachem Av 1941), was born in Bikofsk in 1874 to his father Rabbi Shlomo Halberstam (18471905), the first Rebbe of the dynasty. At age thirty-one he succeeded his father as Rebbe of Bobov. He wrote a commentary on the Torah called Kedushas Tzion. Rabbi Ben Zion was murdered by the Nazis in 1941. He was succeeded by his son Rabbi Shlomo Halberstam (1907 - 2000), who rebuilt Bobov in the United States. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed   www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com

Good Shabbos Everyone.
Good Mourning

	Tisha B'Av which falls out this year on Monday night to Tuesday night, commemorates the destruction of the second Beis HaMikdash (Holy Temple) in Jerusalem some two thousand years ago. In a certain sense, Tisha B'Av has become a national day of mourning for the Jewish People. Many tragedies have befallen the Jewish people on this sad day. For example, the expulsion edict from Spain and the formation of the "Final Solution" which brought about the Holocaust and the virtual destruction of European Jewry.

The Bobover Rav –
Reb Shlomo Halberstam, zt”l
	One of the more famous survivors of the Holocaust was the Bobover Rav Reb Shlomo Halberstam, whose tenth yohrzeit just passed.  The Bobover Rebbe was one of the greatest Chassidic Rebbes and Torah leaders of recent memory.  On December 31, 1973 at a grandchild's engagement celebration, the Bobover Rav told the following amazing story of how he and his son Reb Naftuli Tzvi, of blessed memory, survived Nazi persecution during the tough times of the Second World War.
	"It would be impossible to retell in one night the entire miraculous story - with all its myriad details - of how we were saved.  But perhaps, in honor of this simchah, the engagement of my son Harav Naftultche's (Naftuli's) daughter, it would be fitting to show gratitude to the One Above and to publicize just one aspect of our miraculous salvation.
	It was the late spring-early summer of 1943.  We were smuggled across countless borders throughout our ordeal — from Lemberg to Bochnia, from Poland to Czechoslovakia, from Czechoslovakia to Hungary, from Hungary to Romania... And it wasn't just crossing the border in the middle of the night. We had to swim through streams of water - all at the risk of being showered with bullets by the border guards. On seeing the flare of gunfire from the border patrol, who could have dreamed at the time that we would survive, build families and eventually many off our children? Therefore, out of gratitude to Hashem, I will share one ordeal that I experienced with my son, who was a bachur of twelve at that time.
	We fled disguised as gentiles, so at first glance we would not be caught. We had hired non-Jewish agents to smuggle us across the border. With us was my mother; my grandmother, the Limonover Rebbetzin; and other family members. Obviously, we traveled in separate wagons so that they wouldn't realize we were from one family. Since I was dressed like a gentile, I hoped it would be difficult for our enemies to discern my Jewish identity. Nevertheless, my heart was pounding as we rode along with our smugglers toward Neimark, where other smugglers were waiting for us.

Arriving at the Border
	We arrived at the border on Friday afternoon. I had in my possession gentile identification papers, as well as Hungarian citizenship papers. I kept my Hungarian papers well hidden, and I had some money with me as well just in case I would need to grease some pockets. We were standing there at the border Plashow and a number of officers were on guard duty there. They could not distinguish me as a Jew but they seemed to notice that Naftulche had Jewish features.
	Since many Jews were giving away their children to gentiles at that time, the guards surmised that I was a gentile who was smuggling out a Jewish child. They pointed in Naftulche's direction and hissed, "Mali Zhidak (little Jew)." Then they ran off to summon a higher-ranking officer. The officer asked to see my papers and as he scrutinized them, I anxiously watched the people all around me board the train. I knew that if I missed the train and didn't cross the border that night, all would be lost. So I turned to the officer and said in Polish, "I'm not coming with you! I have to catch the train!"

Confronting the Officer
	The officer insisted, "You're coming with me." I mustered the gumption to answer, "Come board the train with me and I'll show you everything there because I have to catch the train!"
	I had in my possession a forged letter from the head of Bochnia's Gestapo, authorizing me to travel. The handwriting, the signature and the SS insignia were all forged, but I took the chance and showed it to the officer. "Herr officer," I told him, "I have to go now." Then I took out a thousand zlotys and handed it to him.
	When I saw that he was still hesitating, I added another five hundred and said to him, "Here's 1,500 zlotys — now let me go. You saw my papers already." This time it worked. Satisfied with his small fortune, he left me alone and I boarded the train. We arrived in Neimark Friday afternoon.
	Packed into my rucksack were manuscripts from my grandfather, the Djikover Rebbe, Harav Moshe Pshevorsker's tefillin, and the Sanzer Ray's walking stick. I guarded these items carefully, hoping they wouldn't be confiscated at the border, But Hashem had His plans.
	Suddenly, a raid was conducted by Gestapo officers and we were token off the train. I knew that my mother and the rest of the family were in other cars, so I looked around to see if they too had been removed from the train. But I didn't see them and didn't know where they were. They handcuffed us and led us to the Gestapo office. There was such a tumult among the officers.

Dire Threats to Kill the Jews
	"We caught Zhidsl" they kept shouting. We heard civilian gentiles telling each other, "You'll see, tomorrow they'll be hanged and we'll come and watch..." We were taken to the head of the local Gestapo — Kenzhar was his name. When he saw us, he started screaming, "Accursed Jews, you wanted to sneak across the border, didn't you?" He demanded to see our papers, and I took out the document with the Bochnia Gestapo chiefs signature verifying my Hungarian citizenship. He seemed surprised when he saw the paper and then left the room, leaving us with his Polish subordinate.
	The Pole turned to me and said in Polish, "Within twenty-four hours you'll be behind bars. Listen to my piece of advice: just confess. Last week a Jew by the name of Rosenwasser was caught with the same type of forged documents from Bochnia. He was brutally tortured until he confessed. What they want to know from you is only the name of the person who wanted to take you across the border.


A Friendly Warning to Confess
	"Look," the Pole continued in a friendly tone of voice, "you'll be treated to a bullet in any case. But why suffer the additional torment? At the end you'll confess anyway under the whip, so do it before they torture you."
	We were stripped of our clothing, and our money and all our belongings were confiscated. We were told that soon my son would be separated from me. When he heard this, twelve-year-old Naftuli went over to the Polish commissar and said to him in Polish," I beg of you. let me stay with my father.
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(The Bobover Rav with his son before the war)

	At first he refused, but young Naftuli persisted. "Do you have a son?" he asked. "What would happen if your son asked you for something? Wouldn't you grant him his request? I am still a child. Have mercy and let me stay with my father." Somehow his heart softened and he took us both to the same prison cell.
	It was Friday night and we knew it was the last night of our lives. Since my yarmulke had been taken away, I covered my head with a sheet and got ready to daven, I sat there thinking, "Master of the Universe, is it possible that I can leave this hell alive? And if I do stay alive, will I be able to appreciate the extent of the Hashem's chessed-kindness"
	According to all logic, we didn't stand a chance. It was Friday evening, so we downed Mincha and then sang Lecha Dodi. I don't know if I had ever sung such a sweet, stirring Lecha Dodi, because in my mind it was the last Lecha Dodi I would ever recite. I remember davening to Hashem and saying, "We are going to be korbanos (sacrifices), so accept the korban willingly and may it atone for all our sins..."
	My heart went out to Naftulche, who was sitting next to me. "He's only twelve years old," 1 thought. "Does he know what's going to happen tomorrow?" I wanted to make Kiddush but on what? I found a small piece of bread in my pocket and deliberated over whether or not it was permissible to make Kiddush on a piece of bread. And if yes, then what would I use for lechem mishneh? (the double loaves traditionally used at Shabbos meals.)

A Matter of Pikuach Nefesh
	Finally I decided that it was a matter of pikuach nefesh (saving a life); I felt that I just had to accept the holiness of Shabbos by reciting Kiddush. There was a basin in the room with a quart of water. We washed our hands, made Kiddush on the piece of bread, sang all the Bobover zemiros, and benched.
	After the "seudah," I debated with myself about whether to talk to the boy about our impending fate. He had overheard the commissar say that we would be shot, so I decided to prepare him for it. I turned to Naftulche and said, "Naftulche, I have a request to make. Will you heed my request?" 
	"Yes, father, I'll do as you say," he replied. "Listen, Naftulche," I said to my tender young son, "you should know that a Jewish soul cannot be shot. A Jew has a neshamah that comes from the Heavenly throne and a neshamah can't be shot. The body can be shot, but that is only the outer garment; our essence cannot be shot. Today, I'm your father and you're my son. Tomorrow we'll be two neshamos who were killed al kiddush Hashem. 

A Father’s Request to His Child
	"I want to request something of you. You're a young child, they won't torture you. But me — according to what the Pole said, they're planning to torture me in order to get me to disclose the identity of our smuggler. But I'm not going to tell them. They'll beat me until the blood flows and we'll both cry out, 'Shema Yisrael Hashem Elokeinu Hashem Echad!' We need to do it b'simcha, just like any other mitzvah, just like we do hakafos on Simchas Torah. I ask of you not to cry but to be b'simcha when we both say Shema."
	As I was talking, Naftulche started to cry. "Why are you crying?" I asked him. "I won't be able to watch them torturing my father. I'll ask them to shoot me first."

Can Anyone Fathom the Creator’s Miraculous Ways?
	Can anyone fathom the Creator's miraculous ways? The way our story ended was nothing short of an open miracle, We were up the whole night, and when we saw the sun's rays shining through a small slat, we washed our hands and davened the entire Shacharis of Shabbos. It was about nine o'clock when we heard a knock on the door. An officer walked in, holding a pistol in his hand, and told us to follow him. He led us into the Gestapo office, where the Polish commissar greeted us with uncharacteristic excitement.
	"You are lucky!" he told us. "He woke up in a good mood today!" He was referring to the chief, but I didn't know what he was talking about. The Pole took us into his superior's room, and there sat the same man who had called us "accursed Jews" the day before. Now he spoke to us calmly. "You are indeed Hungarian citizens but still, it is illegal to come here without border passes. So you will have to be penalized for transgressing the law..."

Knew He and His Son Wouldn’t Be Shot
	As soon as I heard the word "penalized," I knew that we wouldn't be shot. In the end, the Gestapo chief bought us train tickets and sent us back to Bochnia along with a document to present to the border patrol stating that we owed a fine of one thousand zlotys for crossing the border illegally. I was stunned. How had things changed so drastically? First he had wanted to torture and kill me — and now he was sending me back to Bochnia!
	When I arrived in Bochnia, I met a yungerman, Reb Yeshaya Veitzen (who himself was later killed by the Germans), and as soon as he saw me he cried out "Baruch matir assurim" (blessed is the one who frees the captives) I had left Bochnia under the most clandestine circumstances, but somehow he'd already heard that I'd been arrested. I tried to pretend I didn't know what he was talking about, but he answered, "We heard about everything that happened to you."

Learned Details of His Miraculous Redemption
	As soon as I learned what had transpired that Shabbos morning. At eight o'clock in the morning, the Gestapo chief in Neimark called up the Gestapo chief in Bochnia to find out if Solomon Halberstam was indeed a Hungarian citizen and if he'd been issued a travel permit. In truth, those papers had been forgeries, but through Divine Providence the German commander hadn't been in the office then.
	A Bochnian Jew named Shlomo Shtruch, who owned a top-quality mattress factory, had close connections with Polish officers. On Shabbos morning at eight o'clock, Shlomo Shtruch was sitting in the Gestapo office talking to the Polish commissar — Kanarski was his name — when the phone rang. Shtruch overheard Kanarski say the name "Solomon Halberstam" as he was writing things down in his notebook. Shtruch inquired what the problem was with Solomon Halberstam.
	"They caught him at the border and they're going to shoot him," said the commissar. Shtruch jumped up and shouted, "He's my Rabbiner, You can't let him be killed!"

The Jew Threatens the Polish Commissar
	The Polish commissar was impervious. "There's nothing I can do about it. He crossed the border illegally; he's going to be killed." Shtruch wouldn't give up. "Kanarski, you get lots and lots of money from me, and I know about all your activities. If you want ten thousand zlotys for Shlomo Halberstam, you'll have it in an instant. You must save Shlomo Halberstam!"
	The Pole yelled back, "I'm not losing my life for him. They'll kill me instead!"
	Shlomo Shtruch made no attempt to hide his anger. He said sternly, "Listen, Kanarski! You have committed so many crimes. You have shady dealings involving huge amounts of money. If Shlomo Halberstam lives, then you and I will live as well. But if he doesn't live, then you won't live and I won't live! I will go to the higher authorities and report everything I know about you. It's your choice. If you want to remain alive, then save Shlomo Halberstam!"
	"What do you want from me?" the Pole shouted. "Call him back fast, before it's too late!" Shtruch demanded. "I'm going out to make sure the chief doesn't come in while you make the phone call"
	The Pole picked up the phone and the chief in Neimark. "Yes, Shlomo Halberstam is a Hungarian citizen," he told him.
	"So what should I do with him?" the Neimark chief asked. "Send him back to Bochnia." When I later heard about this chain of events, I was moved to tears mesirus nefesh that Shlomo Shtruch displayed on my behalf. The ways of Hashem are unfathomable. It was His will that we would survive and build a new generation. And so He orchestrated the incredible of events that led to our salvation."
	The Jewish Nation is eternal.  We have weathered persecution in just about every time and in every place.   Jews and Jewish communities have been destroyed by the evil Nations. However, Hashem has promised us that the Jewish Nation, which stays faithful to the Torah, will prevail. Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Reprinted from this week’s Good Shabbos email.
A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Missing the Bais Hamikdash

	QUESTION:


 
Who needs the Bais Hamikdash if there is Olam Habah?

	ANSWER:
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	And the answer is. Who needs Olam Hazeh if there is Olam Habah? The answer is, Olam Hazeh is the place where you have opportunity. You know, when Reb Elazar Hagadol was about to pass away, the Talmidim came to him. They said, Rabainu Lamdainu Orchos Chaim, teach us the ways of life. 

Be Careful with the Honor of Your Fellow Jew
	He told them a few things. The first thing he told them is, Hizaharu B'chvod Chaveraichem, be careful with the honor of your fellow Jew. That's the number one! You hear? A man, just before he is dying, and he is giving instructions to his Talmidim. Number one on the list, Hizaharu B'chvod Chaveraichem. Be careful with your friends, your wife and your husband, with your neighbors, with your Chaveirim, Hizaharu. That's so important.
	Now we know why we have friends and neighbors, why you are married. It's all to test you. Hakadosh Baruch Hu wants us to utilize the opportunity. Not everybody is easy to deal with, and even the best people, sometimes are not so easy to deal with them. And we have to always keep in mind, that's our perfection. That's your Sh'laimus, if you know how to deal with people. Be careful with the honor of your fellow Jew, and of your husband, and of your wife, and of others. Don't talk against them. Your mother in law, your daughter in law, your Mechutonim, Hizaharu, be careful with everybody's Kavod. 

That’s Why We Are in this World
	That's the number one requirement of a Jew, and that's why we are in this world. So why did Hashem make our fellow man? To test us. Why did He make some people stubborn? Some people Akshanim, Balei Gaivoh? To test us. You can get along with them? That's your Sh'laimus, everything in the world is to make you better.
	Now, The Bais Hamikdash was one of the most glorious opportunities to become better. If you can walk in the Bais Hamikdash in the olden days, and you can see how Kohanim B'avodosam, how the Kohanim served Hashem, you would actually feel that Hakadosh Baruch Hu lives in this house. You know what a feeling that is? Hakadosh Baruch Hu is Shocain Babayis Hazeh, that's Emunah, to gain a feeling which is true. 

Hashem Dwells Among the Bnei Yisroel
	Hashem dwells among the Bnei Yisroel, Ha'Shocain B'toch Bnei Yisroel. If you have a building where Hashem lives, that's His address where you bring offerings to Him. The Emuna Chushis, the real feeling of seeing Hashem's home, that you get by seeing the Karbanos, and the way the Karbanos are served with Yirah, with great fear by the Kohanim. The greatest kind of respect in every little detail, and it had an impression on those that saw it that lasted forever. You went away from the Bais Hamikdash, and their minds were changed forever.
	And so we gain Emunah from the Bais Hamikdash. And now we mourn, we weep for that lost opportunity. So now what do you do? Now you have to do other things, whatever you can to gain Emunah. And therefore when we talk about the loss of the Bais Hamikdash, it's a loss of opportunity to become great. Today there are other opportunities. 

Learning Torah Offers You
Opportunities to Become Great
	Yes! Learn Torah, learn Mesillas Yesharim, learn Chovas Halvavos, absolutely, there are ways of becoming great today too. And therefore when people utilize these ways, Hashem says, I'll give you credit as if you had a Bais Hamikdash, and if you utilize it properly, to make the preparation that you are supposed to prepare in this world for your career in the world to come. 
Good Shabbos To All

Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l” and based on a transcription of questions asked by the audience at Rabbi Miller’s classic Thursday night hashkafa shiur. The above question came from Tape #E-67.


RABBIS' MESSAGES

Consolation in
Our Ketubah
By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“Yet this I bear in mind therefore I still hope.  Hashem’s kindness surely has not ended nor are His mercies exhausted.”  (Eichah 3:21-22)

	As we approach Tish’ah B’Ab, we hope this will be our last. As the verse quoted above states, we know Hashem’s mercy is endless, this is our hope for redemption, to return to Israel and the Bet Hamikdash. There is a beautiful Midrash (quoted by Rabbi A. Henoch Leibowitz) on Eichah that uplifts us even more.
	The Midrash tells a parable of a king who married a princess and wrote a very elaborate ketubah (wedding contract) promising her expensive clothing and priceless jewels as a sign of his great love for her. The king had to travel overseas and was delayed there for many years. As the years passed by, she was taunted by her neighbors. They ridiculed her and told her he forgot about her and found someone else.

Why She Had Hope that
Her Husband Would Return
	Her only consolation was her ketubah. She would read her ketubah and that would give her hope that he would return, for why else would he have given her such a beautiful gift? Sure enough, after many years her husband returned. When he saw that she really waited for him he was amazed. He asked her what gave her the strength to be so faithful. She responded that it was her ketubah, and if not for this ketubah she would have been crushed by her neighbors.
	Similarly, the Midrash continues, the Jewish people have suffered so much over the centuries. The nations taunt them and say Hashem has left them for another nation. The Jews can bear the suffering but not the thought that Hashem left us. We come to shul and we read the holy Torah: And I will turn to you and make you fruitful and cause My Shechinah to dwell amongst you and I will walk in your midst” (Vayikra 26:9).

The Torah is Our Ketubah
	The Torah is our ketubah. It is our hope and strength. When Hashem redeems us, it will be amazing that we were able to wait. Hashem will ask us where we found the strength, and we will answer that it was the Torah that You gave us. We should constantly open our “ketubah” and be happy and strong until the joyous day of our redemption arrives.

Sorry!
By Rabbi Raymond Beyda

	It’s easy to say “I’m sorry” to Hashem. After all, He is the One in charge. He controls the fate of everyone and everything. ”If I’ve done anything to upset Him,” most would say, “I must be quick to appease Him.”
	It is quite a different matter with another person. Most people have a hard time with the two words “I’m sorry.” If you hurt another physically and unintentionally, perhaps the words of apology will slip smoothly out of your mouth. But if you embarrassed someone intentionally or did something that you knew would cause financial damage, that is another story. Your tongue lies at rest and refuses to budge. Should it break down and move, the ivory gates of the teeth and flesh walls of the lips keep the well-intentioned words inside the mouth.

Why It is So Difficult to Apologize
	Intellectually, we may understand that it should be more difficult to “face” Hashem than a fellow mortal. However, it is a sad commentary that the fact that we don’t “see” Him makes it easier for us to “deal” with Him when there is a problem, while the eyes of another person looking back at us is just impossible – well, almost impossible – to ignore.
	Our Sages teach that Yom Kippur can atone for sins, but only those between man and Hashem. Before Hashem will forgive a sin committed by one person against another, He demands that the transgressor compensate and appease the person who was hurt.

It Only Takes a Minute to
Contact Another Person
	You may unsuccessfully try to do your “best” to mend fences with your colleagues. But remember, in this high-speed, wireless world, it only takes a minute to contact another. The most effective tool for appeasing an angry or hurt person is right at the tip of your tongue – or fingertips.  Just say – or write – the two words that can save your own life: “I’m sorry. ( Excerpted from “One Minute With Yourself” by Rabbi Raymond Beyda)

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

As Heard From Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Ahavat Yisroel –
Blessing Jews

“And I shall bless those that bless you” (Bereishis 12:3)
 
	From the very beginning Hakadosh Baruch Hu decreed: “va’avarecha mevarachecha” – I will give berachot to all those who bless Am Yisrael. The Talmud (Hullin 49A) states that this promise extends also to the descendants of Abraham Abinu. Therefore, the first thing for us to understand is how great is our duty to bless the Jewish nation.
	When you come to the last beracha in the Amida, you put all you have into it as you pray for Am Yisrael you say, “Establish peace, goodness and blessing, life, grace and kindness, and compassion over us and over all of Israel Your nation.” This beracha is so important because it is a mitzvah in the Torah to bless Am Yisrael.

When Walking
Down a Jewish Street
	When you walk down a Jewish street and every house has a big mezuzah on the door; when you attend Shul in order to participate in a wedding, bar mitzvah etc.; before leaving to return to your home; say a beracha for those people.  
	Say aloud that : 

Everyone in those homes should enjoy Long Life with Good Health.
 They should all have a comfortable livelihood.
 They should derive pleasure and satisfaction from their children
 Fomd good matches for their children
 Only experience semahot/happy occasions in their houses, nothing but joy.
 They should be able to Learn Torah with sweetness.
	And Hashem will say: I’m listening, and I shower my blessings on you.
	When you gain this attribute of constantly blessing Jews you will:
 Receive blessings from Hashem, 
 And fulfill a mitzvah from the Torah,
 And emulate Hashem who “Loves His Jewish nation” (Daily Prayers), 
 And you will cause yourself to increase your own love of your Jewish brothers, 
 Which is another mitzvah of loving your fellow Jew, Ahavat Yisrael.

	In the Daily Prayer: we say “I hereby accept upon myself the positive commandment to: Love my fellow Jew as I love myself.”  And I hereby Love every one of the B’nei Yisrael as I love myself and all I possess.”
	May we thereby gain the merit to see the rebuilding of The Bet Hamikdash soon.

Adapted from “The Beginning” By Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l.

Reprinted from this week’s “As Heard From Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l” email as prepared by Mr. Sam Gindi.

It Once Happened
The Tzadik and the Bed

	The town was buzzing with the great news of the impending visit of the tzadik (righteous person). Reb Yossele, the son of Reb Mordechai of Neshchitz, couldn't rest from the moment he heard that the tzadik Reb Yaakov Yitzchak, the famous "Seer" or "Chozeh" of Lublin would be passing through his town. He had heard many awesome reports about this holy man and he burned with the desire to meet him and glean some insight from him. 
	So intent was he to host the great tzadik that he commissioned a local carpenter to build a bed especially for the Chozeh. He undertook this extraordinary preparation because he had heard it said that when the "Seer" travelled and had to sleep in a strange bed, he would sometimes be heard to cry out, "It's prickly! It's prickly!" Wanting to avoid any possible discomfort for the tzadik, he decided to provide a brand-new bed for him, and thus eliminate any possible problem. 
Very Exact Instructions to the Carpenter
	Reb Yossele was very exacting in his instructions to the carpenter. First of all, he was careful to choose a workman who was known to be a G-d-fearing man; second, he instructed the carpenter to immerse himself in the mikva before beginning his work, and to very carefully guard himself from impure thoughts while he was working. 
	For his part, the carpenter was not anxious to accept this complicated assignment. He was particularly unwilling since the work would have to commence during the first week of the month of Av, the intense mourning period for the Holy Temple. However, since his rebbe had made the request of him, he couldn't bring himself to refuse. He undertook the job in a depressed frame of mind, feeling spiritually unworthy of the task ahead. Despite his unwillingness, he worked well and completed his task successfully and in good time. 
	When the bed was finished, Reb Yossele placed it in a specially prepared room. He covered the bed with fresh, new bedclothes, and put next to it a small table, a lamp and a chair. Satisfied that his preparations would ensure the comfort of the Chozeh, he then closed and locked the door to guarantee that the bed would be untouched by anyone except the tzadik himself. 

The Chozeh Comes to Town
	A few days later, when the Chozeh arrived in the town, Reb Yossele went out to meet him. His joy was complete when the tzadik accepted the invitation to be his guest. Reb Yossele happily escorted his honored guest into the newly appointed room. He proudly showed the Chozeh the bed, explaining that a G-d-fearing carpenter constructed it especially for the tzadik's use. Tired from his long journey, the tzadik lay down to rest. 
	After only a few moments had passed Reb Yossele heard the Chozeh exclaiming, "Prickly, help, it's prickly!" 
	Reb Yossele was astonished. What could these cries mean? He quickly went to the tzadik's room and not knowing what else to do, offered him the use of his own bed, hoping it would prove more comfortable. The Chozeh gladly accepted Reb Yossele's offer, and all was quiet. Reb Yossele, however, suffered a sleepless night wondering if the tzadik's rest would be disturbed by some spiritual unworthiness in his house. When morning came the Chozeh awoke refreshed and happy. He remarked to Reb Yossele, "Thank you so much, I had an excellent rest. Your hospitality has revived me!" 

Puzzled by the Tzaddik’s Initial Reaction
	Reb Yossele was gratified by the tzadik's words, but still, he couldn't understand the Chozeh's initial reaction to the new bed, and he questioned him about it. 
	"Don't worry about it at all. The bed is perfect and kosher in every respect," the tzadik assured him. "The reason I couldn't sleep in it was because it had a certain smell of sadness about it since it was built during the Nine Days preceding Tisha B'Av. The carpenter, being a pious man, was mourning the destruction of the Holy Temple while he was building it, and the spiritual residue of his grief adhered to the bed." 

Reprinted from this week’s issue of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Yourth Organization.

The Human Side of the Story

A Life Worth Living
By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach

	When he learned that an elderly widow in his community had suffered a crippling paralysis, Rabbi Yehoshua Leib Diskin, the Rav of Brisk and later Jerusalem, arranged for a woman to come each day to wash her. With the approach of a holiday he fulfilled the special mitzvah of bringing joy to a widow by visiting her to offer best wishes for the Yom Tov.
	After profusely thanking him for his kindness she asked the saintly rabbi, who was famed for the effectiveness of his blessings, to bless her with long life. She saw from the strange look on his face that he was surprised that she did not request a blessing for a recovery from her condition.
	"I accept the Heavenly decree regarding my paralysis," she explained, "and I am content to endure my suffering in this world rather than in the World to Come. But as long as I live and am able to say a blessing each day after that lady washes my body, I feel life is worth living as long as possible despite the pain."
	
Reprinted from this week’s website Ohr.edu – Ohr Somayach International in Yerushalayim.


The Maskil and
Rabbi Akiva Eiger
Adapted by Daniel Keren
Based on a Story Told
By Rabbi Eytan Feiner

	There was a maskil, a so-called “Enlightened Jew” who had abandoned a Torah way-of-life and he lived not far from the famed Torah scholar Rabbi Akiva Eiger, zt”l. This maskil was seemingly the complete antithesis of the saintly and brilliant Rabbi Eiger who utilized his intelligence to further his yiras shomayim and come closer to Hakodesh Baruch Hu.

The Maskil Becomes Very Ill
	It happened one time that this maskil became very seriously ill and nothing that the doctors tried to do in treating him was working. Instead of recovering, his condition rapidly became graver until it was just a matter of hours before he would die of his disease. As his strength was ebbing, this maskil asked his wife to go to the nearby bais medrash of Rabbi Eiger and request that he and his talmidim recite Tehillim for his refuah sheleima.
	The wife did as her husband requested and begged the talmidim there to start reading Tehillim for her husband. Her request caused an uproar as the young men shook their heads. “What are you crazy? Why should we pray to Hashem that your wicked husband who is opposed to everything we believe in should be healed?” The woman refused to leave until they would recite Tehillim for her ailing spouse.

The Commotion Attracts Rabbi Akiva Eiger’s Attention
	The commotion attracted the attention of Rabbi Akiva Eiger and he asked what was going on? When it was explained to him just what this wife of the “great” maskil wanted, Rabbi Akiva Eiger recalled a Chazal about a strange creature that looked like a catfish but was able to live on both land and in the water. There was a question about whether it was a land or marine creature. Rabbi Eiger said that Chazal determined once that when the creature felt itself in mortal danger it ran deep inland and from this act, it was determined that the animal was a land animal.
	Similarly, Rabbi Eiger said that we can determine that this maskil is still a believing Jew. For, when he felt himself in mortal danger, where did he send his wife to run for help? She was sent to a holy bais medrash. On that basis, Rabbi Feiner said, the great Rabbi Akiva Eiger commanded his talmidim to join him in reciting Tehillim and according to the story, the maskil recovered shortly thereafter.

What is the Lesson of the Story?
	So what is the lesson of this story for us? That is what we have to ask ourselves. What are we doing when we recognize, especially in these Three Weeks the terrible and increasing dangers that are quickly confronting us? The answer is that we should be running to our shuls and to our bais medrashim in order to open our Tehillim and Gemoras. Do we go early and stay late? That is the only solution that will protect us from the terrible dangers that we find ourselves faced with today.
	If you want to rebuild the Bais Hamikdosh, Rabbi Feiner said, you have to focus on the foundation. And what is the foundation? The foundation is only the talmidim hachamim who diligently study and learn the Torah hakodesh.

The Netziv and the Sefer Torah
	It once happened that the Netziv (the famed Rosh Hayeshiva of Volozhin Yeshiva – Rabbi Naftali Yehuda Berlin, 1816 – 1893) was walking to the bima in shul while carrying a Sefer Torah. He lost his balance and fell to the floor with that Sefer Torah. Immediately the rav of the shul cried out, “You pick up the Netziv before you pick up the Sefer Torah, for the Netziv (as a Talmid Hacham) is greater than any Sefer Torah.”
	Rabbi Feiner asked, “On Tisha B’Av, are we just mourning the loss of the Bais Hamikdosh? Or are we also mourning the martyrdom of the Asurus Harugim who were killed by the Romans? If not, we can’t hope to have a true appreciation for the restoration of the Bais Hamikdosh, if we are incapable of mourning and displaying our appreciation for the great Torah scholars that Klal Yisroel has lost. Only in this merit of appreciating our Gedolei Torah will we be worthy of seeing the Geulah and the restoration of our Bais Hamikdosh in Yerushalayim.

Originally published on the Matzav.com website on July 14, 2010.


Dreaming of the 
Bais Hamikdosh
By Daniel Keren

[image: Image result for images of the beis hamikdash]

	Rabbi Moshe Weinberger, Rav of the Agudath Israel of Flatbush spoke at last week’s Independence Day legal holiday Yarchei Kallah sponsored by Hakhel at the Agudath Israel of Madison (Zichron Chaim Tzvi) in Brooklyn on the topic of “Dreaming of the Bais Hamikdosh.” Hakhel is a Flatbush-based organization dedicated to promoting a greater awareness of Torah-true values in our community.
	Rabbi Weinberger spoke of how difficult it is for us today to appreciate what we are missing since it was so long ago that our holy Sanctuary in Yerushalayim was destroyed. When the Bais Hamikdosh stood, there was clarity among all the Yidden who came three times a year to be oleh haregel, making pilgrimages for Pesach, Shavuos and Succos.
Involved in Mundane Activities
	Today, without the Bais Hamikdosh, we find ourselves involved all week long in the hasty and time-consuming pursuit of earning a parnassah and other mundane activities that take our mind off of Hashem. All would be lost if not for Shabbos, which Rabbi Weinberger noted is the opportunity for us to realize that the rest of the week is just an illusion.
	He quoted Rav Shraga Feivel Mendlowitz, zt”l, whose love for Eretz Yisroel was so overpowering and  who said that a frum Yid who goes seven days and doesn’t once think of Eretz Yisroel is ra, wicked.
	Rabbi Weinberg told of the time that Rav Mendlowitz was once outdoors with some bochrim (yeshiva students) at Bais Medrash Elyon in Monsey. He picked up a rock and all of a sudden an ant that had been hidden underneath the rock became visible. Rav Mendlowitz asked the students, “Before I picked up this rock, what did this ant think?
	“He probably thought that this rock was the entire world. Now that I have picked up this stone, the ant can see the sky as illuminated by the sun, the trees and the grass – a complete and stunning revelation.”

Our Dreams and Objectives 
Are Mostly False Illusions
	And that, Rav Mendlowitz told the bochrim is go to happen to all of us when Hashem brings us the Geulah and restores to us the Bais Hamikdosh. We will realize that all of the dreams and objectives we devoted our strength towards acquiring were just as much a false illusion as the rock that previously covered the ant.
	Rabbi Weinberg continued, “This world is an illusion. The Borei Olam, the Creator of the World not only created the world in the Six Days of Creation, but He is continuously creating the world every second thereafter.
	Why didn’t Moshe Rabbeinu age? When he died, the Torah teaches us he was just as strong and vital as when 40 years before he led the Bnei Yisroel out of Mitzrayim. Rabbi Weinberger quoted Rav Yitzchak Hutner, zt”l, the Rosh Hayeshiva of Yeshiva Rabbeinu Chaim Berlin as explaining that the aging of human beings was created by Hashem to give people the free choice to believe the illusion that the world actually exists on its own.

Moshe Rabbeinu Clearly Understood 
The Emes of this World’s Existence
	If we truly understood that the world exists only because it is being constantly recreated every second by Hakodesh Baruch Hu, the need for humans to age and grower older and weaker would no longer exist. Because Moshe Rabbeinu so clearly understood this emes about the connection between the world and Hakodesh Baruch Hu, it wasn’t necessary for Hashem to make Moshe grow older and weaker during the 40 years he guided the Jews in the Midbar.
	Rabbi Weinberg quoted his rebbe, Rav Mordechai Gifter, zt”l, the Rosh Hayeshiva of Telz in Cleveland that there is a Torah with the Bais Hamikdosh and there is a Torah without the Bais Hamikdosh. But, we must realize that there is a significant difference. We can only hope to have the ultimate clarity that comes from learning the Torah that is learned with the Bais Hamikdosh is existing and in full spiritual glory.
	If we realize that this world in which we currently live without the Bais Hamikdosh is one of illusion and falsity, one can then develop the desire for the true Geulah and the restoration of Hashem’s Sanctuary in Yerushalayim. Rabbi Weinberger noted that today we have three types of miniature sanctuaries – the shul or beis medrash, the Jewish home and our individual existences. 
	If we really want Hashem to restore the true Bais Hamikdosh, we must work on personally improving how we behave in our shuls, our families and ourselves. And if we all try and make holier these three bais hamikdosh me’ats, we should all be worthy that Hashem will help us to the ultimate redemption and that all our dreams should be for good.

The Golden Column
Our Rabbi, the Ari, Zs"l

	Arguments and baseless hatred destroyed the House of our G-d. "The second Temple, where they dealt in Torah and commandments and acts of kindness - why was it destroyed? Because there was baseless hatred init" (Yoma 9b).
	Also, because of the sins of argument and baseless hatred, our crown was taken from our head and Our Rabbi the Holy Ari zs"l passed away before he was forty years old.
	When he saw that the decree was ordered and the attribute of justice was stretched out before him, he gathered his students and their families to one courtyard, each family in a separate room, and revealed secrets that had never been revealed to earlier generations.

When the angel of Death is Powerless
	The angel of death had no power there, for the holiness broke through, and pushed aside the satan and his armies. But four months later, a quarrel broke out between the women, which turned into a fight. Their Rabbi said to them: "You should know, that as long as there is love and brotherhood between you, satan and the prosecutor can not do us any harm, for G-d and His ministering angels guard us from any harm.
	“If you keep quarreling, the end will be bitter." His words came from his heart and were successful. But not long after the women reverted to their ways and drew in their husbands, until on Friday, the sound was heard from afar.

The Ari’s Sad Shabbat
	The holy Ari welcomed the Shabbat as usual but during the Arvit prayer he sat in pain, angry. After the prayer they asked him about this, why wasn't the joy of Shabbat visible on his face? He answered that he had seen the prosecuting angel during Kabalat Shabbat, who quoted to him the verse: "Both you and your king will be consumed." (Shemuel 1:12: 25)
	He concluded that permission had been given to the destroyer over him, and only because of the quarrel that they had had that day. As long as there was peace amongst them, no prosecutor could accuse them. Within a short time, he fell ill and was called to the Heavenly Yeshivah.
	From the Book of Midot: From peace comes good news, blessing and answered prayers. We will merit the revelation of Eliyahu, and on peace the rebuilding of Jerusalem is dependent.  May every person do his part for the sake of peace in his home!

Reprinted from this week’s Aram Soba Newsletter email.
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