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Gratitude:

A Hereditary Trait?

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


Marriage: The tie that binds. It is the building-block of any nation and the foundation for its growth. Yet Jewish law restricts whom the children of Abraham may marry - even among those who share their own faith. The Torah tells us that neither an Ammonite nor Moabite male may marry into the direct descendants of Abraham.


True they may marry other converts, but they can never enter a direct union with descendants of Klal Yisrael.


The Torah tells us the reason for this restriction. "On the fact that they (Ammon) did not greet you with bread and water as you left Egypt and for employing (Moab) Bilaam the son of Pe'or to curse you" (Deuteronomy 23:4-5)

Anyone is Allowed to Become a Jew


One must truly wonder: according to the Torah, anyone is allowed to become a Jew. It requires acceptance of the mitzvos and the responsibilities that Judaism entails. Yet the Torah it seems, has great reason to disallow males who descend from the nation of Ammon and Moab from marrying direct descendants of Abraham.


Surely it is solely not the refusal of bread and water or the employing of a sorcerer to curse the Jews. After all, the Egyptians enslaved the descendants of Jacob, nevertheless, Egyptian converts may marry Jews - albeit after three generations of waiting. Even converted descendants of our enemy Esau may marry the children of his nemesis brother Yaakov. What then is the inherent evil trait of Ammon and Moab that disallows their union with Abraham?


A brilliant young student entered the portals of Yeshiva Torah Voda'ath in the 1940s. Hailing from a distinguished rabbinic family which instilled within him a creative mind, he questioned some of the arcane dormitory rules and restrictions that were imposed with boys of less character in mind.

But Rules are Rules


But rules, said the dormitory counselor, are rules and he wanted to have the young student temporarily expelled until he would agree to conform. An expulsion of that sort would have left the young man (who lived out of town) no alternative but to leave the Yeshiva.


They brought the matter before the Rosh Yeshiva, Rabbi Yaakov Kamenetzky. "True," he said, "rules are rules, but I owe this young man something." The dorm counselor looked stunned.


"In the 1800s this boy's great-grandfather helped establish the kollel (fellowship program for married Torah scholars) at which I would study some decades later. I owe his family a debt of gratitude. If the rules disallow his stay in the dormitory, then he will sleep in my home." 


An essential trait of the Jewish people is gratitude. The children of Avraham are instilled with it, whether it be gratitude to Hashem or his mortal messengers. However, it seems that Ammon and Moab have no sense of gratitude.

There Can Be No Fusion 

Of Those Two Traits


Their forebear was Lot, Avraham's nephew who raised Lot and was saved him during a vicious war. Avraham taught Lot the spirit of hospitality and helped establish him in life. Yet Lot's children, Ammon, and Moab, showed no gratitude. In fact, they were eager to destroy Avraham's children - both physically and spiritually. There can be no fusion of those two traits.


We can handle enemies. When an Edomite or Egyptian accepts the faith he can become a true partner in every aspect that bonds Jews - even marriage. But in the harmony of the Jewish family, in the building the future of our nation, there is no room for ingrates.


Moabite women however, are exempt from the ban. It seems that they had no control over the decisions. How interesting it is to note that the Moabite convert, Ruth, the woman who showed tremendous gratitude toward her mother-in-law was the precedent-setting example that lifted the ban on Moabite-women converts.


Those actions of gratitude and understanding ultimately led to the birth of King David the forebear of Moshiach.
Reprinted from last week’s email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.
The Reward of Self Control

By Rabbi Meisels


Rabbi Meisels, a renowned lecturer, was once invited to deliver a lecture in Melbourne, Australia at a Rabbi Meir Baal Hannes function. He was flying to Australia via Los Angeles, and while he was very pleased to deliver a speech, he was worried about the twenty-hour trek to the other side of the world. 
Advised to Collect Charity 
Where Few People Go To


The travel agent found out that there was a Jew from Israel on his flight, and Rabbi Meisels was looking forward to meeting him and having a travel companion. The two men met in the airport in Los Angeles, and Rabbi Meisels learned that the man was flying to Australia in order to collect money to marry off his eleventh child. He had tried collecting in the United States, but due to the financial crisis he was unable to raise the funds he needed, and so somebody advised him to travel to Australia, where few people go to collect charity. 


As the men passed through security, they were told to remove their shoes and put them through the conveyor belt, in accordance with standard security procedures. After they passed through the metal detectors, they went to retrieve their shoes. Rabbi Meisels found his shoes and put them on, but his new friend could not find his shoes. 
Asked the Security Workers 
For Help in Finding His Shoes


He looked all over, but could not find them. He started getting a bit agitated, but he was nevertheless able to stay calm, and he respectfully asked one of the security workers if they could find his shoes. They staff members looked around, and they found a pair of shoes in a corner, but they were two sizes too small. 


"Apparently there was a mix up," they said, "and somebody mistakenly took your shoes." They said they could give him a $100 voucher to purchase new shoes in Melbourne, but there was nothing else they could do. The man remained perfectly calm, said "Thank you," and continued toward the gate without shoes. He accepted the fact that he'd have to fly across the world barefoot, and would have no shoes until he got to Melbourne. 


On the flight, there was an area on the plane where passengers could go and stretch. Rabbi Meisels was there with this man, and they noticed another man, a non-Jew, standing near them, who kept looking at the man's bare feet and then at his face. 
The Admiration of a 
Non-Jewish Passenger

Finally, this non-Jew said to the man, "I want to tell you, I was right behind you in the airport when your shoes went missing. I must say, I've never in my life seen such refinement, such self-control. If that were me, I'd be shouting and screaming, 'Get me shoes! I don't care if you have to hold up the entire plane until you get me a new pair of shoes - I am not going to Australia barefoot!' But you just accepted the situation with a smile, I couldn't believe it." 

The man, whose English was far from fluent, did not understand exactly what this passenger said to him, so the Rabbi translated for him. The passenger then asked Rabbi Meisels who this man was and why he was traveling to Melbourne, and the Rabbi explained that he was going to raise money for his daughter's wedding. 
Offended that Such a Refined 
Person Should Knock on Doors


"What?" the man said. "That's not right. Such a refined person should go knocking on doors asking for money? He's far too aristocratic for that. How much does he need?" 


The Rabbi replied that he needed $25,000. Right there on the spot, the non-Jewish passenger wrote the man a check for €25,000, the equivalent of $33,000. They couldn't believe it. When they arrived in Melbourne, they went to the bank to cash the check, and the entire amount was covered. The man thanked Hashem for His help, and took the next flight to Israel. 


This was a beautiful example of a kiddush Hashem that brought in its wake an immediate salvation. G-d lends His assistance in the merit of our creating a kiddush Hashem.

Reprinted from the Parshas Shoftim edition of David Bibi’s excellent parsha sheet – “Shabbat Shalom from Cyber Space.”
My Love Affair

With Baseball

By Jason Maoz


A confession: I was shamed into becoming a baseball fan by my mother, a Holocaust survivor who came to America in 1953 and who to this day doesn’t know the difference between a home run and a strikeout.


Oh, I have no doubt I eventually would have become at least a casual fan, and I already had, at the age of nine, taken to collecting and flipping baseball cards, but it was my mother’s gentle yet pointed admonition that launched me, full speed ahead, into the world of baseball fandom.
A Fateful Summer Day in 1967


On that fateful summer day in 1967 I was talking with a friend on the phone. He was a big baseball fan, thanks to a father who’d been taking him to Mets games from the time he was four, which happened to coincide with the Mets’ inaugural season. As for me, my interest in baseball cards was more a matter of having fun with my classmates than anything else; I paid almost no attention to scores and standings.


Earlier that day I’d overheard on the radio that the Yankees were in Chicago for an afternoon doubleheader. Now, at that point I was aware of the names of a mere handful of major league teams other than the hometown Yankees and Mets, but one of the teams whose name registered with me was the Chicago Cubs. So, knowing the Yankees were in Chicago and wanting more than anything else to impress my friend, I confidently informed him that “the Yankees are playing the Cubs today.”
A Mixture of Condescension and Incredulity


My friend was silent for a moment and then responded, in a tone that conveyed a mixture of condescension and incredulity, “The Yankees can’t be playing the Cubs. The Cubs are in the National League and the Yankees are in the American League and the only times National League and American League teams play each other are in spring training games and the World Series.”


Remember, this conversation took place some three decades before the advent of regular-season interleague play. My friend continued to school me: “The Yankees are playing the Chicago White Sox, who are in the American League, just like the Yankees.”


I was embarrassed, of course, but not nearly as much as I would be when I got off the phone. My mother told me she’d picked up the phone in her bedroom to make a call when she overheard my friend scolding me for my lack of basic baseball knowledge.
Mother Urges Him to Learn About Baseball


“I really think you should learn more about baseball,” she said, her face full of motherly concern. “American boys love baseball, and you’re an American boy.”


My mother’s attitude was certainly different from that of many of the earlier Jewish immigrants who poured into the United States at the turn of the 20th century and found themselves bewildered, if not appalled, by the attraction the game of baseball held for their sons.


“It makes sense to teach a child to play dominoes or chess,” a concerned father wrote in 1903 to the Yiddish Forward’s popular Bintel Brief advice column. “But what is the point of a crazy game like baseball…. Here in educated America adults play baseball. They run after a leather ball like children. I want my boy to grow up to be a mensch, not a wild American runner.”


At any rate, armed with such an unambiguous maternal injunction, I threw myself into baseball – taking out all the books on the sport I could find at the public library and buying as many baseball magazines as my allowance permitted. The more I learned, the more I needed to know.
Wrote a Letter to the Commissioner of Baseball


I even sent a letter to the commissioner of baseball, General William D. Eckert, informing him of my newfound passion for the game, confiding in him that I was an Orthodox Jewish youngster whose father had no interest in the sport, and asking him whether there were any books he might recommend.


That query resulted in my receiving, about two weeks later, a sizable parcel from the offices of Major League Baseball containing a nice note from the commissioner along with several books, including that year’s Sporting News Baseball Register.


I discovered only recently that in a “Peanuts” comic strip that ran that very same year, Charlie Brown was upset that his pitching mound had been obliterated by heavy rainfall. “Why don’t you send a letter to Commissioner Eckert, and have him send you a new one?” Lucy asked Charlie.


Based on my own experience, Charlie should have taken Lucy’s advice. Eckert may not have been a particularly memorable commissioner, but his heart was in the right place. As for my own heart, it had become filled to overflowing. My love affair with baseball had begun.
Having to Choose Between Rooting 
For the Mets or the Yankees


For the first year and a half of my increasingly intense relationship with baseball, I waffled between being a Mets fan and a Yankees fan. Both teams were mediocre – the Mets weren’t quite as putrid as they’d been in their first few seasons of play but were bad just the same; the Yankees, meanwhile, were in the early years of a long slide down from greatness, a period in the team’s history that would come to be known as the Horace Clarke era, named after a player whose exceedingly modest talents were seemingly of no detriment to his longevity as the team’s starting second baseman.


Then came 1969, the year of the Miracle Mets, of Tom Seaver and Jerry Koosman and Cleon Jones and Tommie Agee and Donn Clendenon and Gil Hodges, the manager who had been a New York favorite a decade and a half earlier as the Brooklyn Dodgers’ slugging first baseman; a year of breathtaking starting pitching and remarkable clutch hitting and unbelievable late-inning comebacks and 38 wins in their final 49 games and a three-game sweep of the scary Atlanta Braves for the National League pennant and a five-game dismantling of the awesome Baltimore Orioles for the championship of the world.


I was hooked.
The Incredible Summer of 1969


So 1969, the kind of season that comes along for a team once in a lifetime, if even that, sealed my fate as a fanatic – long form for fan, after all – of the Metropolitan Baseball Club of New York. Though I do admit to often wondering, nearly 44 years and only one other World Series championship later, about the sagacity of my choice.


As the son of a European-born father who, like my mother, had no knowledge of or interest in baseball, I envied my friends whose American fathers shared their sons’ passion for the game, discussed it with them at the dinner table, and every so often treated them to a Sunday afternoon at the ballpark.


So imagine my surprise and wonderment when my father told me one early summer day in 1970 that he wanted to take me to Shea Stadium for a Mets game. It was implicitly understood – no words were needed – that my father did not wish to become a baseball fan; that this would be an opportunity for some father-son bonding like the trip we’d taken to the beaches and amusement parks of the Jersey Shore a couple of years before.
Purchased Tickets to a Game with the Expos


We purchased a pair of tickets to a Sunday game with the old Montreal Expos (now the Washington Nationals) and when the big day came we set out well fortified with a large shopping bag of tuna sandwiches, potato chips and cans of soda (in those days of blessed innocence, nobody cared what fans brought with them into ballparks).


Looking back from my vantage point as an adult and a father, I can understand just what that poor man put himself through for the sake of spending a few hours with his son: a tedious commute, via bus and subway, from Newark, New Jersey to Flushing, New York; an afternoon sitting under a broiling sun watching something completely foreign to him while trying his hardest not to look like he’d rather be almost anywhere else; and then the long slog back to Newark from Flushing.
My Father Paid More Attention 
To the Fans than to the Game


Having no interest in the proceedings on the field, my father kept himself occupied by people-watching – providing a running commentary on the prodigious quantities of beer being quaffed by the fans in neighboring seats, the sheer number of tattoos festooning the arms and legs of many of our fellow spectators, and the surprising (to him) presence of so many women at the game.


At one point my father gestured to a man with a crew cut and bulging biceps in the row directly in front of us who kept throwing back beer after beer and shouting four-letter words at various Expos. “You think,” my father asked me, a wry grin on his lips, “he can maybe tell us where to find a minyan [Jewish prayer service] after the game?”


Somehow we made it through eight and two-thirds innings with our sanity relatively intact. In the bottom of the ninth, the Mets, trailing by a run, got a two-out hit from Cleon Jones. The crowd began the customary “Let’s Go Mets” chant, which, I had earlier explained to my father, is something fans do at Mets games whenever the Mets have runners on base, particularly if the visiting team is ahead.


Alas, the next hitter grounded out to second base, ending the game. The crowd fell silent. And it was at that precise moment that my father, completely unaware that the game had just ended with a Mets loss, stood up and bellowed, “Let’s Go Mets!”


The people around us, most of whom were already on their feet preparing to leave, turned to stare at my father. “The game is over,” I whispered to him, all the while desperately wishing I could find a place to hide.
Wanting to Fit in with the Blue-Collar 
Beer-Guzzling Crowd


My father apologized for embarrassing me, and the incident was over almost as quickly as it began, but to a 12-year-old yeshiva boy wanting more than anything else to fit in with the largely blue-collar beer-guzzling crowd, it felt like an eternity.


The next step in my evolution as a baseball fan occurred the following year, when I was allowed to attend a game with several friends. No parental or adult supervision, just a group of thirteen- and fourteen-year-old boys tasting a little independence for the first time in their lives. It was a night game, which only added to the thrill.


Shea Stadium was just seven years old and the orange and blue tiles that at the time covered the ballpark’s exterior gleamed in the spring twilight. Before the game our little group of yarmulke-wearing teens clamored for autographs while several Mets were playing catch, jogging in the outfield, or shooting the breeze among themselves by the dugout.
Almost None of the Mets 
Would Give Us Autographs


Tom Seaver, already a pitching legend in the making at age 26, walked by and smirked. Duffy Dyer, a light-hitting backup catcher, ignored our pleas. Pitcher Ray Sadecki made a sour face. Second-baseman Ken Boswell trotted in from the outfield and gave us a rather haughty once-over. Also coming in from the outfield, Bob Aspromonte, one in a long line of forgettable Mets third-basemen, winked at the group but disappeared into the dugout without signing a single autograph.


And then, just as we were about to dejectedly make our way up to the cheap seats, a stubble-jawed player who’d been watching us from the edge of the infield walked over and said, “Hey, wait a sec, guys.”


And so it was that Daniel Vincent Frisella, a spot starter and reliever who, though having a fine season, would never quite fulfill his potential, spent the next ten minutes signing every yearbook, scorecard and baseball thrust in his face, chatting away as if he were an old friend of ours.


The Mets would trade Frisella, along with pitcher Gary Gentry, in November 1972 to the Atlanta Braves for second-baseman Felix Millan and pitcher George Stone. Even we yeshiva boys who had been treated so magnificently by Frisella and were dismayed to see him go would soon come to see the trade as one of the best the Mets ever made, as the team won the 1973 National League pennant with both Millan and Stone playing key roles.
A Time to Mourn


On January 1, 1977, Frisella, by then a member of the Milwaukee Brewers, was killed in a dune buggy accident. Outside of Frisella’s immediate family and closest friends, no one took the shocking and untimely loss harder than several nineteen- and twenty-year-old Orthodox Jews from New Jersey whom Frisella had briefly befriended six years before on a steamy New York night at a Shea Stadium that still seemed so fresh and new.


Why have American Jews always been drawn to baseball – arguably more than to any other sport? Perhaps it is because of baseball’s rich and unsurpassed lore and history, or perhaps simply because it is a less brutishly physical game than, say, football or hockey.
A Uniquely Fair and 
Democratic Game


It is also a uniquely fair and democratic game, a point eloquently made by the late Earl Weaver, manager of the great Baltimore Orioles teams of the late 1960s and ‘70s, when asked to explain the difference between baseball and other sports.


“You can’t sit on a lead and run a few plays into the line and just kill the clock,” said Weaver. “You’ve got to throw the ball over the…plate and give the other man his chance. That’s why baseball is the greatest game of them all.”
Reprinted from the April 4, 2013 edition of The Jewish Press. This essay is an expanded version of Mr. Maoz’s foreword to Jewish Press baseball columnist Irwin Cohen’s new book, “Jewish History in the Time of Baseball’s Jews.”
The Court Decision on 
Who Should Have a Child

Once in the village of Bober, a group of Chasidim gathered to discuss matters of the spirit and tell inspiring stories late into the night. One of those in attendance offered the following tale: 

"I'm going to tell you how I came to be born into this world. My mother was married to a man for ten years, but they were not blessed with children. As is sometimes done, they divorced, in the hope that children would be born from another marriage. After the divorce my mother remarried, but after another ten years of marriage with her second husband, she still had not had children. 

Her Second Husband Also Wanted a Divorce

"Her second husband was bitterly disappointed and wanted to divorce her, hoping to remarry, and have children with a different wife. My mother, however, refused to accept the divorce, since she knew that the likelihood of her remarrying after this was remote. 

"In spite of the law which clearly allows childlessness as a basis for divorce, my mother insisted that they go to a Jewish court. 

"The great rabbi who was asked to head the trio of rabbinical judges at this court-hearing was the illustrious Chasid and legal expert, Rabbi Hillel of Paritch. After hearing the particulars of the case, he agreed to head the court, but only on the condition that the court sit in Lubavitch, in the presence of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem Mendel (known as the Tzemach Tzedek). 

The Judges Listened Carefully

"To everyone's great surprise, the Rebbe agreed to this request, and the court met in Lubavitch. The day of the proceeding arrived and both sides presented their arguments. The judges listened carefully and then went to confer amongst themselves. 

"Finally, Reb Hillel, the chief judge, spoke: 'It is the opinion of this court that G-d should grant this couple healthy children. In this way, the matter will be resolved to the satisfaction of all concerned.' 

"When he heard this verdict, the Tzemach Tzedek smiled broadly. He was heard to say in a quiet voice, 'Indeed, they should have children.' 

"And so," concluded the Chasid, "here I am!"

Reprinted from last week’s edition of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

Chassidic Story #819 

To Measure a Measure
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com
Once a month, on the day preceding Rosh Chodesh, one of the great chasidic leaders and the rabbi of the town, Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Rimminov, was accustomed to send two rabbinical supervisors to make the rounds of every store in town to check the accuracy of their weights and measures (see Deut. 25:13-16 as to the importance of this - editor). Occasionally he would delegate this task to his faithful and brilliant attendant (and eventual successor!), Rabbi Tzvi-Hirsh Kohen.

One time, R. Tzvi-Hirsh, along with his partner, found an invalid measure in the store of a very wealthy man, who also had a background in Torah study and fancied himself to be somewhat of a scholar. When R. Tzvi-Hirsh rebuked him about possessing such a measure, he replied coolly that it was of no consequence because he didn’t use this particular measure for buying or selling.
Quoting from the Talmud (Babba Batra)

R. Tzvi-Hirsh quickly responded by quoting the Talmud (Babba Batra) that it is forbidden to maintain an inaccurate weight or measure in one’s house even if it is used only as a receptacle for urine!

To this the rich man remarked with disdain, “Is also Shaul among the prophets”� (see I Sam 10:11) “ “Does also Hirshel rule on Jewish law?”� 

Rabbi Tzvi-Hirsh remained silent; he simply took the measure in question and crushed it under his boot.

When his emissaries returned to the Rebbe, he asked R. Tzvi-Hirsh if he found the weights and measures to be accurate. R. Tzvi-Hirsh replied briefly, “Yes. Everything is as it is supposed to be,”� concealing from the Rebbe what had happened in the shop of the wealthy merchant, to prevent any suffering that might occur to him as a result of the Rebbe’s focused disapproval.

But then the Rebbe asked the other rabbi also for a report, and he related the whole incident in the wealthy merchant.

Immediately the Rebbe summoned one of his other aides, and ordered him to announce that at a certain hour the Rebbe would be giving a special lesson in the synagogue and that everyone should attend. He instructed him to knock on the doors of all the householders to inform them, except for the door of this particular rich man.

All the community dutifully gathered in the shul, and the Rimminover addressed them at length about the importance of the commandment of having and maintaining accurate weights and measures.

Begged the Rebbe for Forgiveness

Word quickly filtered out to the wealthy shopkeeper about what was taking place in the shul where everyone was except him, and he became overcome with fright as he realized that the reason the Rebbe was raising this furor was solely because of him. He ran to the shul, and immediately upon entering removed his shoes, as a sign of submission and remorse. He begged Rabbi Mendel for forgiveness.

The Rebbe agreed to forgive him, with the condition that he donate fifty gold ducat coins to a worthy charitable cause. He also added: “You belittled R. Tzvi-Hirsh’s attainments in Torah knowledge. I say to you that who knows if even the head of the Heavenly yeshiva that you will attend after 120 will be able to match him!”�
Interestingly, while the Rebbe was delivering his talk, before the wealthy merchant arrived, people noticed that R. Tzvi-Hirsh’s lips were moving unceasingly, although no one could overhear his words. After the incident was over they asked him what he had been saying. He replied that he had been praying over and over that the shopkeeper would arrive to appease the Rebbe in time to avert punishment.

Source: Translated-freely adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from Sipurei Chasidim-Torah (#521) by Rabbi S. Y. Zevin. 


Biographical notes: Rabbi Menachem Mendel of Rimminov [?-19 Iyar 1815],.was an important Rebbe in the third generation of hassidism. He was a main disciple of the Rebbe Elimelech, and many rebbes of the succeeding generation studied with him. His teachings are collected in Menachem Zion and other works.

Rabbi Zvi Hirsh of Rimminov [1778-29 Cheshvan 1847] was the attendant of the well-known Rebbe, R. Menachem Mendel of Rimminov, and subsequently his successor. He had a reputation as a miracle worker. Some of his teachings are collected in Mevasser Tov and in Berot HaMayim.

Reprinted from the a recent email of KabbalaOnline.com, a project of  Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
Look in the Mirror –
What Do You See?

By Rabbi Yoseph Geisinsky

A very rich but unhappy young man went to see a Rabbi in order to ask his advice. The Rabbi led him over to the window and asked him: “What can you see through the glass?”�
“I can see people coming and going and a blind man begging for alms in the street.”

Then the Rabbi showed him a large mirror and said to him:

“Look in this mirror and tell me what you see.”�
“I can see myself.”

“But why?”� asked the Rabbi. “Notice that the window and the mirror are both made of the same basic material, glass, yet when you look out the window you see others, while when looking in the mirror you see only yourself?”

The Silver over the Glass

“I guess it is the silver over the glass which blocks my view,”� answered the young man.

“Exactly,”� said the Rabbi. “When you become covered in silver you see no one but yourself. You forget that G-d wants you to be wealthy, successful and content, but He wants you to remember that wealth is also a duty, a responsibility, a heavenly gift to be used in the right way.”

Just because you got it, you don’t have to flaunt it.

They tell the story about the creation of Stanford University:

A lady in a faded gingham dress and her husband, dressed in a Homespun threadbare suit, stepped off the train in Boston, and walked timidly without an appointment into the Harvard University President's outer office.

The secretary could tell in a moment that such backwoods, country hicks had no business at Harvard and probably didn't even deserve to be in Cambridge

We'd like to see the president,' the man said softly. 'He'll be busy all day,' the secretary snapped. 'We'll wait,' the lady replied.

For hours the secretary ignored them, hoping that the couple would finally become discouraged and go away. They didn't, and the secretary grew frustrated and finally decided to disturb the president, even though it was a chore she always regretted.

'Maybe if you see them for a few minutes, they'll leave,' she said to him!
Sighing in Exasperation

He sighed in exasperation and nodded. Someone of his importance obviously didn't have the time to spend with them, and he detested gingham dresses and homespun suits cluttering up his outer office.

The president, stern faced and with dignity, strutted toward the couple. The lady told him, 'We had a son who attended Harvard for one year. He loved Harvard. He was happy here. But about a year ago, he was accidentally killed. My husband and I would like to erect a memorial to him, somewhere on campus.'

The president wasn't touched. He was shocked. 'Madam,' he said, gruffly, 'we can't put up a statue for every person who attended Harvard and died. If we did, this place would look like a cemetery.'

'Oh, no,' the lady explained quickly. 'We don't want to erect a statue. We thought we would like to give a building to Harvard.'

The president rolled his eyes. He glanced at the gingham dress and homespun suit, then exclaimed, 'A building! Do you have any earthly idea how much a building costs? We have over seven and a half million dollars in the physical buildings here at Harvard.'

For a moment the lady was silent. The president was pleased. Maybe he could get rid of them now.

Why Not Start Our Own University

The lady turned to her husband and said quietly, 'Is that all it costs to start a university? Why don't we just start our own?'

Her husband nodded. The president's face wilted in confusion and bewilderment. Mr. and Mrs. Leland Stanford got up and walked away, traveling to Palo Alto , California where they established the university that bears their name, Stanford University, a memorial to a son that Harvard no longer cared about.

Thus was created one of the most prominent and Ivy League educational institutes in our country - Stanford University.

The moral of the story: You can easily judge the character of others by how they treat those who they think can do nothing for them. We can never allow our success to make us become blind and insensitive to people we think cannot help us prosper even more.

Reprinted from last week’s email from Chabad of Great Neck.
Marty Adler, Curator of the Brooklyn Dodgers’ Legacy, Dies at 76

By Richard Goldstein
Thirty years after Jackie Robinson broke the modern major league color barrier with the Brooklyn Dodgers, his legacy was honored in classrooms only a home run shot or so away from the housing development where Ebbets Field once stood. 
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 Steve Berman/The New York Times

Marty Adler founded the Brooklyn Dodgers Hall of Fame.
	.


Marty Adler, the assistant principal at Jackie Robinson Intermediate School 320, bordering what had been the Dodgers’ third-base stands, organized projects in which the predominantly minority student body learned of Robinson’s baseball exploits and his pioneering role in the civil rights struggle. 

That anniversary tribute in 1977 inspired Mr. Adler to keep memories of the Dodgers alive in Brooklyn long after their departure for Los Angeles and the demolition of Ebbets Field. 

When he died of a stroke on Tuesday in Bethpage, N.Y., at 76, Mr. Adler was remembered as the founder of the Brooklyn Dodgers Hall of Fame. It never had a permanent home — it was essentially a personal journey down his baseball memory lane — but it enabled him to share his passion for the Dodgers with his fellow Brooklynites. 

Saluting the Heroes of His Youth

Mr. Adler saluted the heroes of his youth by bringing them back to Brooklyn for annual induction ceremonies at Grand Army Plaza. He donated memorabilia to the Brooklyn Historical Society and the Brooklyn baseball gallery at the minor league ballpark in Coney Island where the Brooklyn Cyclones, a Mets farm team, play. 

“I’m reliving my childhood,” Mr. Adler once said. 

“The Dodgers lived in the neighborhood,” he recalled. “Their kids went to the schools. Their wives shopped in the shopping places. They were an integral fabric of the pattern of the whole community, and we loved the guys. 

“You could walk down the street and put a radio on — a black person or a white person. ‘How’re the Bums doing?’ It was one common denominator that tied everybody up together.” 

Born and Raised in Brooklyn

Martin Norman Adler was born in Brooklyn on July 11, 1937, and grew up in the Borough Park neighborhood. He received a bachelor’s degree from Brooklyn College and a master’s in education from St. John’s University. 

When Jackie Robinson died in 1972, Mr. Adler campaigned to have his school, then known as Crown Heights Intermediate School 320, named for him. 

“The parents wanted it to be named after somebody in the civil rights movement,” Mr. Adler told The New York Times on the 50th anniversary of Robinson’s debut with the Dodgers, “but I reminded them Jackie walked with Dr. Martin Luther King. Jackie gave impetus to all the other movements that developed in the 1960s.” 

And so the school bore Robinson’s name and graced its lobby with an oil painting of him. 

Mr. Adler gave annual talks over the school’s public-address system about Robinson, saying, as he recalled it, “This is what took place here, this is American history.” 

An Idea for a memorial for a Departed Team

In the late 1970s, Mr. Adler began sending letters to former Brooklyn Dodger players explaining his idea for a memorial to the team, and as word of his mission got around, memorabilia began to flow in. His early collection, stored in his school custodian’s office, included seats from Ebbets Field, which was torn down in 1960, two years after the Dodgers departed for Los Angeles; a uniform worn by Casey Stengel when he managed the Dodgers in the 1930s; and jars of Ebbets Field soil used as landfill at Holy Cross Cemetery in Brooklyn. 

In June 1984, Mr. Adler helped create a Dodgers exhibit at the central Brooklyn Public Library on Grand Army Plaza and held his first Hall of Fame induction ceremony outside the building. 

His first three inductees were figures from the 1950s teams that came to be known as the Boys of Summer: pitcher Carl Erskine, right fielder Carl Furillo and first baseman Gil Hodges, who died in 1972 while managing the Mets and was represented by his widow, Joan. None of the three have been inducted into the Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, N.Y. 

An Unfulfilled Mission to Get

Gil Hodges in Cooperstown

Mr. Adler remained assistant principal at the Jackie Robinson school until his retirement in 1992, and he continued his induction ceremonies for a few years after that. Tommy Lasorda, who pitched in a total of eight games for Brooklyn in the 1954 and 1955 seasons before bleeding Dodger blue as their longtime manager in Los Angeles, was inducted into Mr. Adler’s Hall of Fame in August 2009 in a special ceremony at the Cyclones’ ballpark celebrating his 60 years in the Dodgers’ organization. 

Mr. Adler, whose death was announced by his family, lived in Plainview on Long Island. He is survived by his wife, Linda; his sons, Eric and Jeff; his brothers, Richard and Stephen; and two grandchildren. 

Although he rallied Brooklynites of a certain age around their heroes of years past, Mr. Adler left one goal unaccomplished: he was never able to help propel Hodges to the Baseball Hall of Fame. He sent bumper stickers to the 5,000 subscribers to his quarterly newsletter in 1999 that read, “Cooperstown Needs Gil Hodges.” 

He organized a letter-writing campaign to the Hall of Fame’s committee on veterans calling for Hodges’s admission. 

“It’s total disappointment for the Brooklyn Dodgers community,” he said at the time, “but we’re never going to give up. We’re from Brooklyn.” 

Reprinted from the August 17, 2013 edition of The New York Times.
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Baruch Hashem

By Shoshannah Brombacher

Every day the old water carrier passed by the study hall with his pails. Rabbi Israel Baal Shem Tov ("Master of the Good Name") often stood outside the front door and talked with his disciples. Whenever he saw the water carrier, he interrupted their conversation and would ask him, "Berel, my good man, how are you doing today?" The water carrier would usually offer a polite response, "Baruch Hashem, thank G‑d!" and continue on his way.
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But one day the water carrier had a look of melancholy in his face. "Rebbe, it's nice of you to ask a poor man, but how should I feel? Not good! No! Day in and day out I carry these heavy pails. My back hurts, I am getting older, you know . . . My boots are in tatters, but I have no money for new ones. My family is large. The burden is too much. My children need food, shoes and clothes, and . . . ach, it's too much to even begin talking about…

Walked Away Dragging His Feet


“And those new houses at the end of the town want more and more water, and they are built up on the slope of the hill, and the water is so heavy, and I am so tired, so very tired . . ." And with a sigh he picked up his pails and walked away dragging his feet, with a twisted back and bent shoulders. He did not look back. The Baal Shem Tov said nothing.


A few days later the Baal Shem Tov again stood in front of the synagogue with his students when the water carrier passed by. "Berel, good to see you, how are you today?" The water carrier stood still. He beamed. "Baruch Hashem, Rebbe, I am doing fine. I have work, so I earn money to feed my family. I am blessed, because I have a large family, so many sweet children . . . I am happy that I can buy them food to eat and pay their teachers. And those new houses they recently built at the hill need a lot of water, that's extra income for me. Baruch Hashem! Thank you for asking a simple man how he is doing. Baruch Hashem, G‑d is good to me!"

A Blessing from the Baal Shem Tov


The Baal Shem Tov smiled and blessed him with some encouraging words. The water carrier lifted his heavy buckets and went joyfully on his way, and the water in his pails reflected the light of the sun.


The Baal Shem Tov's disciples were puzzled. Why was the old water carrier so much happier all of a sudden, with his same pair of tattered boots and his same old pails of water?


The Master of the Good Name looked at his disciples and knew what they were thinking. "Did you hear what Berel just said?" he asked them. "He said Baruch Hashem, thank G‑d, because he knows that all blessings and everything else comes from G‑d. A few days ago he did not seem to remember that, he did not thank G‑d for his lot, so he was depressed.


“Even when things are difficult, there is always so much to be thankful for, so you praise and thank G‑d. You acknowledge that all you receive is from G‑d, and you feel better. Berel's pails are as heavy today as they were a few days ago, and he is still poor, but his perspective has changed. Now he sees what is important and what is not, and he is very aware of the One who provides him with everything he has. As a result, he is happy and content."

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