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About the Ten Sons of Rav Papa 
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A major Flatbush community-wide Kinus was recently held on at the Agudath Israel Bais Binyomin to mark the Shloshim of Maran Harav Yosef Shalom Elyashiv, zt”l. Rabbi Yisroel Reisman, Rosh Yeshiva of Mesivta Torah Vodaath and Rav of the Agudath Israel of Madison in Flatbush was one of the featured speakers who offered Divrei Chizuk.
The Legacy of His Commitment

To Learning Torah


We have come, Rabbi Reisman said, to say hespedim about Rav Elyashiv. Usually that means relating stories. What can you say? Rav Elyashiv was a masmid, one dedicated to extremely diligent study of the Torah. We find very few stories about him. For that legacy of his commitment to learning Torah with devotion was the essence of the nifter.


However, Rabbi Reisman was able to recall a fascinating story about Rav Elyashiv that is intimately connected with his outstanding trait of being a masmid.


We all know that at a siyum celebrating the conclusion of learning a Mesechta in the Talmud, one of the participants recites the Hadran. At one such gathering in which Rav Elyashiv attended he spoke of Rav Papa, one of the greatest Torah sages who is constantly quoted throughout Shas. 

All 10 Sons of Rav Papa Are Listed


In the Hadran in the second paragraph after reciting “May it be Your will, Hashem, our G-d, and the G-d of our forefathers, that Your Torah be our preoccupation in This World, and may it remain with us in the World to Come,” the Hadran goes on to list the 10 sons of Rav Papa. Why?


Rav Elyashiv explained that we find in 10 different places in the Gemora where Chazal, our Sages of blessed memory had disputes on various halachic issues. Rav Papa came along and brought shalom. And because harmony is so precious, he was rewarded that his 10 sons should develop into such pristine Torah scholars that they are memorialized for posterity by being recited whenever a Jew completes a tractate of the Talmud and reads the Hadran.

Initiated a Computer Search
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Rabbi Yisroel Reisman


Afterwards, Rabbi Reisman noted, one of those listening to the remarks of Rav Elyashiv went home and did a computer search as to where in the Gemora Rav Papa made shalom with regards to disputes of Chazal. However, he only came up with nine such citations. Too intimidated to confront Rav Elyashiv directly, he instead went to the nifter’s son-in-law – Rav Chaim Kanievski, shlita, in Bnei Brak.


After hearing the question, Rav Chaim chuckled and said to the questioner, “Do you really think that a computer search is a match for my Shver?” He then pointed the individual to the commentary of Rav Akiva Eiger on Mesechta Brochas (11b) where he refers to a dispute among Chazal as to which brocha to recite in the morning before learning Torah. 


Three options are listed by three different sages and Rav Hamnuna concludes by declaring “Therefore let us say all of them.” In his commentary on the mesechta, Rav Akiva Eiger says we should correct the text based on the girsa of both the Rif and the Rosh from reading Rav Hamnuna to read instead Rav Papa.

Reprinted from last week’s edition of the Yated Ne’eman.

Gratitude -A 
Hereditary Trait?

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


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, 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.
A Debt of Gratitude to the Boy’s Family


"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. Their forebear was Lot, Avraham's nephew who raised Lot and 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.
No Fusion of Those Two Traits


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.

Stories of Zeide Reb Motele
By Rabbi Abraham J. Twerski, M.D.
One time, Zeide Reb Motele [Reb Mordechai Dov of Hornosteipel] needed a large sum of money for an urgent tzeddakah. He visited a wealthy man who lived in an opulent home with fine art and luxurious furnishings. The host greeted his distinguished guest warmly, and escorted him to his sitting room.

To his host's surprise, Zeide Reb Motele asked to see some of his valuable paintings. He marveled at the beauty of each painting and inquired as to its value. The host was more than happy to show off his art collection, but knowing how precious each moment was to the tzaddik, he was perplexed at his taking so much time to view the artwork.

Inquiring About the Host's

Furnishings and Silver Items
After finishing his admiration of the art, Zeide Reb Motele made similar inquiries about the furnishings and silver items. Following this, he told his host about the desperate situation for which he was collecting tzedakkah. Without hesitation, the host gave the tzaddik the amount he needed to alleviate the anguish of those in need.

The host could not contain his curiosity. As he escorted the tzaddik to the door, he expressed his surprise that he took so much time to appreciate his artwork and furnishings.

Zeide Reb Motele explained, "Often, when I ask someone to part with a rather large sum of money, I detect some resistance. People may not realize how fortunate they are to have such wealth.

Making it Easier to Donate 

Money for Those Less Fortunate
"I wanted to make sure that you were aware how blessed you are to own so many fine things. That made it easier for you to give a substantial sum of money for those who have no food or a roof over their heads."

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Czarist government set strict limitations on the travels of tzaddikim. Zeide Reb Motele was not permitted to leave Hornosteipel. When he married off his son, Reb Baruch Dovid, in Homel, he removed his traditional garb and dressed like a businessman in the hope that he would not be detected.

However, due to the throng of chassidim who gathered for the wedding, the word got out that Zeide Reb Motele was there, and he had to flee. Immediately after the chuppah, he boarded a carriage to return to Hornosteipel.

Robber Threatens Rebbe 

Unless Given a Berachah
En route, the driver suddenly stopped and said, "Rebbe, I am a highway robber. It is nothing for me to kill someone to rob him. I want you to give me a berachah for success. If you do not, I will kill you."

(Author's note: Is it not absurd, that a person who robs and murders has faith in the blessing of a tzaddik? Indeed, the Talmud acknowledges this phenomenon. "A thief who undermines a wall, prays to G-d that he should not be detected" [Ein Yaakov, Berachos 63].

The Alter Rebbe explains this phenomenon. A person who is at so low a spiritual level is like someone in a dream. In a dream, gross contradictions can exist side by side. Although he is aware that there is a G-d, he can live with the absurd inconsistency of asking G-d's help in stealing.)

An Incident of Reb Zusia
Zeide Reb Motele did not lose his composure. "Listen to me," he said. "A similar incident occurred to my grandfather, Reb Zusia [of Anipoli], who was set upon by a group of thugs who threatened to kill him unless he gave them a berachah.

"My grandfather said, 'You will soon find the body of a poritz, who had a great deal of money with him. If you take that money and cease your evil ways, I give you my berachah for success. But, if you continue in your ways, I assure you that you will be caught, and the police will lead you in chains before my house.'

"And so it was. Some of the group did teshuvah and were successful. Those who remained bandits were captured and led away in chains before Reb Zusia's house.

The Rebbe's Stunning Warning
"I have no wealthy poritz to give you, but I tell you this. If you will desist from your evil ways, things will go well for you. If you do not, I assure you, your end will be bitter. Mark my word! Now if you wish, you may kill me."

The driver sat stunned, then fell to Zeide Reb Motele's feet, begged his forgiveness and asked him to guide him to teshuvah. He eventually became a chassid of Zeide Reb Motele, and was known in Hornosteipel as "the baal teshuvah of Bobruisk."

(Editor's Note: The above is excerpted from "The Zeide Reb Motele: The Life of the Tzaddik Reb Mordechai Dov of Hornosteipel" by Rabbi Abraham J. Twerski, M.D. It is reprinted with permission from ArtScroll/Mesorah Publications, Ltd. "The Zeide Reb Motele" is available in Jewish bookstores or from the publisher: (718) 921-9000.

It Once Happened

Never Too Late to Return To Our Heavenly Father


The month of Elul was drawing to a close. Everyone was getting ready for the approaching High Holidays, and the "scent" of Rosh Hashana was already in the air. The aroma of honey cake and taigelach (honey cookies) wafted through the air and the marketplace was overflowing with all kinds of merchandise and produce, including the special fruits that are traditionally eaten on Rosh Hashana like pomegranates. 


Jewish homes were bustling with activity; they were swept from top to bottom and new clothes were fitted and sewn. At the same time it was serious business, as residents prepared themselves spiritually for the coming year. More attention was paid to praying with a minyan, refraining from gossip and in general, improving behavior.
All Thoughts Focused on Returning

To G-d in Repentance


Inside the Baal Shem Tov's study hall the preparations for the Days of Awe were also underway. Prayers were recited with increased devotion, and all thoughts were focused on returning to G-d in repentance. 


One evening, a few days before Rosh Hashana, the Baal Shem Tov's disciples were getting ready to pray the evening service. All that was missing was the Baal Shem Tov himself, who had yet to arrive. At precisely the appointed hour the Baal Shem Tov entered the study hall, but instead of opening his prayer book he remaining standing, lost in thought. 


Of course, no one dared mention that it was time to pray. The minutes ticked by and still the Baal Shem Tov seemed distracted, as if he were in another world. His holy face was suffused with intense emotion. However, the Baal Shem Tov's students were already used to such things. 


When the Baal Shem Tov suddenly roused himself almost an hour later and opened his prayer book, his countenance was virtually shining with joy. That evening, the Baal Shem Tov prayed with unusual intensity and longing. It was obvious that something of very great magnitude had occurred. 

The Baal Shem Tov’s Explanation


After the service the Baal Shem Tov explained: "Not very far from here lives a Jew who grew up in a traditional Jewish home. But as he grew older, he began to associate with the local peasants. Slowly he abandoned the Jewish path till he was virtually indistinguishable from the gentiles and completely estranged from his roots. 


"Many years passed. The man left the province where he was born and went to live in a totally non-Jewish environment. As time passed, he forgot everything about the Jewish way of life, its prayers and its customs. Before he knew it, 30 years had elapsed. 


"Tonight," the Baal Shem Tov revealed, "this Jew happened to be visiting a Jewish town on business. As soon as he entered the village he could sense the commotion, and this aroused his curiosity. When he asked a passer-by what was going on the man answered, 'Everyone is getting ready for a holiday we call Rosh Hashana. According to Jewish tradition, it is the day on which man was created and the whole world is judged.'
Striking a Chord in the Heart of the Jew


"For some reason this explanation struck a chord in the heart of the Jew. Maybe it was the exclusionary 'we' that emphasized the huge chasm that separated him from his brethren, or perhaps the mere mention of the Day of Judgment. In any event, the man's soul was inexplicably awakened, and he was flooded with memories of his childhood. 


"As he wandered through the marketplace he was suddenly stricken by the horrifying realization that he had exchanged a life rich in meaning for an empty existence. At that moment he looked up, and was surprised to find himself standing outside the main synagogue. By then it was almost dark, and people were arriving to pray the weekday evening service. 


"The man was seized by an overwhelming desire to join them, but he was also embarrassed by his non-Jewish appearance. In the end the urge to pray won out, and he went into the women's section and hid behind the curtain. 


"As the cantor chanted the words 'And He is merciful, forgiving of sins....' a shudder passed through the man's body. How he wished to pray, but the words were long forgotten. Tears streamed down his cheeks. When the last congregant had gone home he couldn't bear it any longer and burst out crying.

A Heartfelt Plea for Forgiveness


'Master of the universe! I know there is no greater sinner than I, but I also know that You are merciful and full of loving-kindness. Heavenly Father, forgive me my transgressions and I will sin no more. I wish to return to You and live as a Jew. Please accept my prayer and do not turn me away!' 


"The man's heartfelt repentance caused a great commotion in the celestial realms," the Baal Shem Tov explained, "and his prayer ascended to the very Throne of Glory. In fact, it was so powerful that it brought along with it many other prayers that had been waiting hundreds of years to ascend. 


"When I sensed what was going on in the man's heart," the Baal Shem Tov concluded, "I decided to wait for him to pray so I could join him. Tonight's service was delayed so we could pray with a true penitent..."

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

In the Merit of Recovering A Page of Chumash

By Rabbi Reuven Semah
“Hashem will strike you with madness and with blindness and with confounding of the heart.” (Debarim 28:28)


Listen to the most amazing story that involves our perashah (quoted from Veharev Nah). A couple had a new baby boy born to them. However the baby cried a lot. Not a lot, but he cried night and day and would not stop crying. They went to the doctors, they went to specialists, they went through all the painful tests without any clue as to why the baby wouldn’t stop crying.


The parents were going crazy. The baby had no regular times to eat or to sleep, nor for play or rest. The parents didn’t get a break during the week and no break on Shabbat. There was no life with this baby, and the baby suffered so much.

One day the mother went to the marketplace. She noticed a worn-out page of printed Hebrew writing lying under one of the vegetable stands, and realized it was a page from a Humash. Even though she couldn’t read, she recognized that it was from a Humash because she always looked into a Humash while the reading took place in shul. 
Bending Down to Retrieve the Page

In order to retrieve the page, she had to bend down into the mud and get under the vegetable stand and stretch to get it. All the while, the onlookers were watching her in wonderment. She lifted the muddy page, cleaned it and kissed it.


She then said, “May Hashem send a full recovery to my baby through this holy page!” When she got home, she lovingly placed the page under the baby’s pillow and said a silent prayer, “Please Hashem I am but a simple woman. I don’t know how to read or write, but I do know that this is a page from your holy Torah. May it be your will that it should be an amulet to heal my son!”

All of a sudden, the baby stopped crying for the first time in his life. The baby fell into a peaceful sleep, and from then on, he was a different baby. The baby smiled and was happy, and never had any crying fits again. The husband came and said, “Who blessed the baby? Where did you go? How did this miracle happen?” His wife slid her hand under the pillow and showed him the page and said, “Look and see how powerful is our holy Torah!”
Husband Went into Shock

The husband read the verses contained on the page and went into shock! On that page were written the curses of our perashah. “Hashem will strike you with madness and with blindness, etc.!”

“What did you do? You put the Torah’s curses under the baby’s head!” the husband said. The wife turned white and said, “How was I to know?”

They both went to one of the great Rabbis with the page in hand. The saddik told them, “Your eyes have seen that Hashem has saved you. The curses turned into blessings in the merit of the mother of the baby who had simple faith and tried so hard to save the page with Hashem’s name on it.”
Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.
The Battle of Our Lives

By Rabbi Label Lam


“When you go out to war against your enemy”...(Devarim 21:10)


The Torah only speaks versus the yetzer hara- the negative inclination…(Rashi)


While still an unmarried yeshiva man I started learning with a friend the classic ethical work Mesilas Yesharim- The Path of the Just by Moshe Chaim Luzzato. Right before the semester was to end we reached a line in the book that baffled us.

A Big Question Mark Hovering Overhead


We closed the cover for the summer break with a big question mark hovering overhead. Describing the human condition, he writes, “In truth a man is placed in the midst of a raging battle, since all things in this world whether good or not are tests for the man.”


We wondered aloud, “What war? If we would ask “the man in the street” if he’s aware of the “raging battle” he might accuse us of being paranoid fools.


A few days later four of us were in the Delaware River in two canoes. After passing the rough rapids, the river became wide and seemingly still, so we decided to treat ourselves. We pulled the canoes onto a flat gray slab of rock and jumped into the now calm lake like waters for a swim.
Soaking Up the Warm Rays of the Sun


There I was floating on my back, soaking up the warm rays of the sun,

and reveling in the experience. I shouted to the others, “Hey guys, this is great! We gotta come back here again!”


I waited for some response. I soon realized that they were gone. Where were the canoes? Where’s that flat gray rock that was there moments ago? That could not have moved. I began to realize, as I was treading water, that the current had pulled me far down stream.


So, I started to swim back. It was not easy at all. The subtle imperceptible force of the river that had carried me so far so fast was now weighing heavily against me. It took a Herculean effort and it left me drained just to get back to where I had once been.


Weeks later, when we reopened the books, the lesson became clear. Why does that “raging war” seem to be the stuff of fiction? Perhaps, the reason is because so many are so often floating blissfully unaware going with the flow down stream. However, when we make any simple effort to improve, to change our direction, the weight of the river, the inertia of a lifetime of habits and attitudes are bearing down dissuading and discouraging us. Only with a determined will and great effort can we recover old ideals and then hope to move swimmingly beyond.

Getting Prepared for the Big Battle


The Chovos HaLevavos-Duties of the Heart tells an apocryphal story about a certain pious man that confronted some soldiers returning with the spoils of war after vanquishing their enemy in a fierce battle.


He told them, “Now that you are returning victorious from the small

battle, get ready for the big battle.” They asked him in great wonderment, “Which big battle?” He answered them, “The battle with your self!”


As we prepare to weigh in for another “new year” it would be nice to think that all the effort and striving we have invested in the last many months have left us somewhat improved. We hope we have not yielded sacred ground in what we may to realize is nothing less than the battle of our lives.

Reprinted from last week’s email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

Brother, Can You

Spare a Kidney?


Judgment day is approaching. On Rosh Hashana, Hashem "takes stock" of His creation. He examines every Jew in the world and judges their actions. There is plenty of time to do Teshuvah - to repent, to make up for misdeeds throughout the past year. 

Teshuvah means confessing to Hashem the wrongdoing, feeling remorse about and accepting upon one's self not to repeat the bad deed. For example, someone tells Hashem, "Father in Heaven, I ate non-kosher food. I am sorry. I feel bad about it and I promise not to do it again."


Let us all be inspired by the following story to all do Teshuvah - to return to the proper path in life. 


He went on to describe the terminally-ill man he had met earlier, a father of a large family just like theirs. “By tatte giving him a new kidney, he will live, G-d willing. This is our gift to him and you are all a part of it.” Simon’s journey from community leader to organ donor – the operation took place exactly one week ago – began last year when the 41-year-old rabbi opened a mass e-mail from a woman trying to arrange a kidney donation for a potential recipient. A 12-year-old Jewish girl with the same blood type as Simon’s was succumbing to a terrible disease, and desperately needed a new kidney. 

Deciding on Whether to Offer to Donate


The rabbi decided to respond. “I have a 12-year-old daughter, too,” explains Simon from his home, where he’s in the midst of a two-week recovery period. Having never considered donating an organ in the past, “I was moved to consider testing for her.” “Let’s see what it entails, and then make a decision,” came the reply from his wife, Nechamy Simon, when he brought it up.


After a few days of intense research, and a careful risk-benefit analysis together, the Simons reached out to the sender of the e-mail, a Jewish woman by the name of Chaya Lipschutz, offering one of the rabbi’s kidneys if he matched as a candidate. “I cannot let a young girl die, and not do anything,” Simon told Lipschutz. But the woman informed him that “a donor has already been found.” 


Many people would have understandably felt relief at the realization that they wouldn’t be called upon to undergo major surgery. Simon, however, saw things differently.
Decided to Offer Again if the Need Arose


“I felt like I didn’t act fast enough,” he recalls. “I knew right then and there that if somebody else was in need, I was going to be the one to save their life.” According to the U.S. Dept. of Health and Human Services, more than 80,000 people nationwide are waiting for a healthy kidney. But last year, more than 4,500 lost their fight for life while waiting. Simon told Lipschutz, a former kidney donor herself, to keep his name on file and to contact him if another person was in need. 


Two months later, the woman called back with news that a 35-year-old mother of two needed a kidney. Simon immediately agreed to undergo tests at Montefiore Medical Center in the Bronx, N.Y., where the woman was being treated. He wasn’t a match.


Then in February, Lipschutz called yet again to ask Simon if he would give his kidney to a single Israeli man in his 30s. “It wasn’t for a young girl, or for a mother of two,” says Simon, “but one cannot weigh one life over another.” 


The rabbi underwent his third series of tests at Columbia Presbyterian Hospital in Manhattan. In the weeks that followed, Lipschutz informed him that should he not be a match for the Israeli man, another person on her list was in dire need of a kidney. As it turned out, Simon was not a match, but he immediately went to another hospital to undergo tests for the other man, a Satmar Chasid from the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn and a father of 10. 

Meets the Man Who Needs a Kidney

At the kidney clinic of Cornell University, as the rabbi was on his way to have his blood tested, the critically ill man came down the hallway, heading in the opposite direction. “Excuse me,” said the man, who had heard that a Chabad-Lubavitch emissary had volunteered to donate his kidney. “Are you the one testing for me?”


The two chatted briefly. The man showed Simon pictures of his family and told him a little about the genetic disease that had killed several of his relatives and was destroying his kidneys. Simon assured him that if he were a match, he would go through with the procedure. 


A few hours before Passover, both men received the news they had been waiting for. Simon was busy preparing for the communal Seder at his Chabad House when the hospital called. “Rabbi,” a voice on the other line began, “you are a match.” Although he and his wife kept it between themselves, their Seder for more than 100 people took on new meaning for them both.

Receives the News that His Organ is a Match


Rabbi Ephraim Simon prays in the hospital. Immediately following the holiday, Simon called the transplant coordinator at the hospital to set up a series of examinations to assess his fitness physically, emotionally, and mentally as an organ donor.


On May 18, he received the go-ahead. In consultation with the recipient, Simon opted to schedule the surgery immediately following the conclusion of his Camp Gan Israel preschool summer camp. 


At Shabbat services that week, he broke the news to his congregation. Seeing his community members as his own family, he wanted to explain to them why he was taking the risk. Every single person is important, he told them. If an individual is lacking, it is everyone’s job to help him or her. So “in a few weeks, a critically ill Jew in need of a healthy kidney in order to survive will receive one of mine.” 

Tears welled up in some of the worshippers’ eyes. One man rushed to the front of the synagogue to embrace his rabbi. One woman says that because of the rabbi’s sacrifice, she doesn’t feel uneasy anymore when surprise Shabbat guests show up. She now happily prepares extra food. 


“I initially had a mother’s natural reaction,” reveals Judy Simon, 61, who at first was very concerned about her son’s long-term health. ”But after doing research, I realized that there is no reason to be.” After a “heart-warming” meeting with the recipient’s family at the hospital during the procedure, the mother says that it’s “incredible to have a child do this altruistic thing. I feel so honored and blessed to be part of it and to say he is my son!” 

Reading Letters from His Children


Simon went to Cornell University Medical Center the day of the surgery carrying letters and pictures from his nine children. When the anesthesia wore off and he awoke in the recovery room, his wife read the letters to him. In another room, the recipient was doing so well, that a doctor remarked that if he didn’t know better, he “would have said this kidney came from a brother.” 


“I told my children that G-d could have easily made me ill, and I would have been the recipient,” he says. “Thank G-d, I was blessed with a healthy family. What better way to thank Him than to use my own health to help somebody else?”

The Parable of the Starfish


Simon’s eldest daughter, 14-year-old Chaya, says her father’s deed reminds her of a parable she once learned. “Saving one life is like saving a starfish,” she says. “Even though you cannot save every single starfish, each one that you pick up from the sand and throw back into the sea is a life saved.”


Looking back at the ordeal, Simon – who is quick to emphasize that his wife had as much a hand in donating “their” kidney as he did – hopes that more people will step up and give the gift of life. “My sacrifice is just a few days of discomfort,” he says. 


“The reward of saving a man’s life, giving a father his life back, giving a family their father and husband back, outweighs all the risks. “Not everyone can donate a kidney,” continues the rabbi. “But everyone can reach out to help another person.” 

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

Chassidic Story #244 

The Chasidic Hospital

From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com


In the summer of 2000, a 127-day doctors' strike finally drew to an end. The number of lives lost in the course of the strike is still to be tallied, and the long-term health consequences will never be known.


At Laniado Hospital in Netanya, however, the strike never began. Since its founding by the Klausenberger-Sanz Rebbe, Rabbi Yekusiel Halberstam, in 1975, there has never been a strike by any hospital employee or work stoppage of any kind. Just as soldiers cannot strike in the midst of battle, the Rebbe taught, so too those involved in healing may not strike no matter how legitimate their grievances.

Visiting Every Level of Hell in the Holocaust


During the Holocaust, the Rebbe traversed every level of Hell - Auschwitz, ruins of the Warsaw Ghetto, work camps, and death marches. In the course of that journey, which claimed his wife and their eleven children, he vowed that if he survived he would build a monument to chesed -deeds of kindness- that would stand in the starkest possible contrast to the inhumanity of German "men of culture and science."


Laniado is that monument. It took the Rebbe fifteen years to raise the money to build the hospital. His mission was to show the world a Jewish approach to healing and that the highest medical standards are fully consistent with the highest standards of Jewish law.
A Confrontation with the Minister of Health


When the Minister of Health scoffed at the Rebbe's dream, and told him that three permits had already been issued for new hospitals in the Netanya area, the Rebbe replied that none of them would be built. (He was right.) To the Minister's offer to let the Rebbe supervise religious affairs at the government hospitals in the region, the Rebbe countered that he would run his hospital and let the Minister affix the mezuzot.


In a speech to the entire staff of the hospital upon its opening, the Rebbe said, "Our Torah is a Torah of lovingkindness. Everyone can understand that a rabbi, and indeed every believing Jew, wishes to establish Torah institutions. Everyone should therefore understand why a rabbi established this hospital, which is, in fact, a magnificent Torah institution."


Building a hospital was another aspect of teaching Torah in the Rebbe's eyes. (He later founded Mifal HaShas, under whose auspices thousands are tested on between 20 to 70 folios of Talmud every month.)


The Rebbe was careful that nothing should ever detract from his main goal of demonstrating to the world a hospital based on the Torah. When a female employee began distributing in the hospital material on the laws of family purity, the Rebbe stopped her immediately. "They will say I built this hospital to proselytize - to have kosher food or to pass out pamphlets," he explained.

Involving All Department 
Heads in Halachic Questions


The Rebbe succeeded in creating the unique Torah institution he had envisioned. The rabbi of the hospital, Rabbi Chaim Yaakov Schwartz, is involved in every aspect of medical care - not just giving instructions on heating water on Shabbat. He meets frequently with every department head to discuss halachic questions, and is a constant presence on the wards. In the nearly quarter century of Laniado's existence, he has not taken a single day of vacation!


The average hospital Laniado's size has six respirators. Laniado has 25 so that no doctor ever has to set priorities in the allocation of respirators. Once a patient was unconscious and believed brain dead on a respirator for 55 days following a near drowning. Today he is alive and well.

“A Warm Jewish Heart”


Most important is the attitude to healing with which the Rebbe imbued the staff. In his opening speech he pronounced the most vital quality for the staff as "a warm Jewish heart." The protocols of the hospital, drafted by the Rebbe, specify that employees should be "full of love for their fellow Jews and every other human being.


The Rebbe told the staff that their goal must always be "to cure the patient not just cure the disease," and he insisted that concern with their pain was crucial to that task. Asked which of two types of syringe needles the hospital should purchase - one that was slightly less painful or one that was half the price - he immediately ordered the more expensive needles. 


Dr. Andre deFreis, the former director-general of Beilenson Hospital, later served at Laniado. He described the difference in Laniado: "Here I feel I'm a healer. There is a feeling of being involved in holy work." He told a medical conference, "At Laniado, I learned that the patient is a person."


A man once came to the Rebbe in America to thank him for saving his life. He had been in critical condition in a hospital for several days, and two young nurses did not leave his side during that entire period. They explained their dedication, "We are graduates of Laniado nursing school. And we once heard the Rebbe speak on the merit of saving lives. We felt that with constant attention we could save you."

Disrupting the Rosh Hashana 
Davening on Yeshiva Students


One Rosh Hashana, a woman began to hemorrhage badly during child birth. She needed a massive transfusion of a rare blood type immediately. An order went out that every student in the adjacent yeshiva should immediately rush to the hospital to have their blood type tested. Prayers were stopped in the middle of Musaf of Rosh Hashana. The women's sister, herself a nurse, told the staff later, "There is no other hospital where she would still be alive today."


The Rebbe told the nursing school students that if they ever heard of a woman contemplating an abortion, they should tell her that the Rebbe would raise the child as his own. One woman convinced by a nursing school student in this fashion to carry to term a baby she had been told would be deformed delivered a perfectly healthy baby.


The Rebbe once explained why there have never been any demonstrations -against Shabbat violations and the like- in Kiryat Sanz. "When you come to a place of darkness, you do not chase out the darkness with a broom. You light a candle." 


Few have lit so bright a candle.
Taken from an article in the Jerusalem Post by Jonathan Rosenblum, who writes a weekly column offering a spiritual perspective on current events in Israel. He is the director of the Israel office of Am Echad. This article was submitted to Ascent by <chazon@netvision.net.il>.

Biographical Note: Rabbi Yekutiel Yehuda Halberstam [1904-9 Tammuz 1994] the Klausenberger Rebbe, also became the post-war Rebbe of the Sanz Chassidim. One of the foremost Chasidic leaders of his generation, he is best known for his revitalization of the study of Talmud through "Mifal Shas" and the building of a hospital, Laniado in Netanya, that functions at the highest standards of Jewish law and medical practice.

Reprinted from the website of www.ascentofsafed.com
The Maharal of Prague, Zt”l


Today (18 Elul) is the 403rd yahrtzeit of Rav Yehuda Lowy zt”l, the Maharal of Prague. The Maharal lived from 1525 to 1609.


Born in Posen, Poland, on the night of the Pesach Seder, to a distinguished family of rabbonim that traced its ancestry to Dovid Hamelech, the Maharal was the youngest of four brothers. The Maharal married at the age of 32. He and his wife had six daughters and one son, who was named after the Maharal’s father, Rav Betzalel.


In 1553, the Maharal was elected rov of Nikolsburg and the Province of Moravia, where he remained for the following 20 years. In 1573, he moved to Prague, where he opened a yeshiva. In 1592, the Maharal accepted the position of rov in Posen, returning to Prague in 1598 to serve as its chief rabbi.
Teaching Children According 
To Their Intellectual Maturity


The Maharal castigated the educational methods of his day in which boys were taught at a very young age and insisted that children must be taught in accordance with their intellectual maturity.


One of his leading talmidim was Rav Yom Tov Heller, author of the classic Mishnaic commentary Tosafos Yom Tov, who, in his introduction, informs us that the Maharal greatly encouraged group study of the Mishna. At the same time, he was fully conversant with the scientific knowledge of his time and was friendly with some of the contemporary eminent scientists.


In Prague, the Maharal established the great yeshiva known as the ‘Klaus.’ (The ancient building of the Klaus burned down about eighty years after his passing and was subsequently rebuilt and named the Klaus Shul.) The Maharal won the admiration of his great contemporaries, including the Maharshal and the Maharam of Lublin.
Famous Among Non-Jews for 
His Knowledge of the Sciences


The Maharal, interestingly, as mentioned, also became famous among non-Jews for his great knowledge of mathematics, astronomy, and other sciences. He was a friend of the astronomer Tycho Brahe and Johannes Kepler. These in turn introduced him to Emperor Rudolph II. According to many stories, the emperor paid him frequent visits during the night, to discuss with him both politics and science, and the Maharal made use of these excellent connections to the advantage of his community whenever it was threatened by attacks or oppression.


The Maharal wrote many works on Torah. He was a prolific writer, and his works include Tiferes Yisroel on the greatness of Torah and mitzvos; Nesivos Olam on ethics; Be’er Hagolah, a commentary on rabbinic sayings; Netzach Yisroel, on exile and redemption; Or Chadash, on Megillas Esther; Ner Mitzvah on Chanukah; Gevuros Hashem on Yetzias Mitzrayim; and many others. One of the most important of his writings is Gur Aryeh on Rashi on Chumash.

Created the Famous Golem


The Maharal was credited with performing nissim. The most famous story is that of the Golem which he created out of clay and which he brought to life by the use of the sheim Hashem. The Maharal averted many calamities and blood-libels through the Golem. When the Golem had performed his mission, the Maharal laid it away in the attic of the Prague Shul.


The Maharal’s kever at Prague’s Jewish cemetery is visited by thousands every year.


Few among the great people of Jewish history have been the subject of so many popular legends as the Maharal. The Maharal is the man who during one of the trying periods of Jewish history did so much for his Jewish brethren, was their spiritual leader and their spokesman, and who in his writings has left a wealth of deep Jewish thought and moral teachings.


When remembering the Golem, Torah Yidden do not think of the creator of the Golem, but rather of the light he brought to Yidden and of the source of inspiration and faith contained in his writings.

Reprinted from the September 5, 2012 website of Matzav.com

Small Steps to Greatness:

You Never Know How Far You Will Go

By Rabbi Heshy Kleinman


As an infant, Yehoshua ben Chananyah’s mother would bring his cradle to the study hall every day so that his ears would absorb the Torah being learned there. Eventually, he became one of the greatest Talmudic Sages of his generation, and the Talmud attributes his success to his mother’s efforts. 

But why? How could the sounds of Torah learning make an impact on a baby who doesn’t understand a word? His mother knew that greatness didn’t come from occasional, dramatic moments of inspiration. It is the small things, done consistently, that shape a person’s spiritual identity and determine his future.
Most Great Achievements Begin with Small Steps

With rare exceptions, all great achievements begin with small steps, and succeed through persistence and consistency. Teshuvah is no exception. The first small step we take constitutes a true breakthrough and a new beginning.

When we purchase a house or a car, we give a deposit to reserve our option to buy. Have you ever wondered how a seller can accept a small amount, perhaps just $500, as an adequate incentive to hold the car for us? How can the seller of a house accept just 10 or 15 percent of the price of his home as enough reason to take it off the market?
A Signal that We Are Serious

The deposit money is indeed a mere fraction of the entire amount that will be paid when the deal goes through. It is enough, however, to signal that we are serious. It is too significant an amount to forfeit, and so the seller accepts. Thus, that small amount changes reality, putting us in a completely different position than we would have been in had we not made the deposit.

In the same way, our first small step toward Hashem changes the situation far more than would seem possible. We have major strides to take, and yet we do something small—and based on that, everything is different. We have reversed direction and come closer—even one small step closer—to Hashem. We have embarked on the road to complete teshuvah, the most meaningful journey of our lives.

Today, Atlanta, Georgia has a Jewish community that boasts all the basic amenities of a flourishing Orthodox community: a boys’ yeshivah day school, a Bais Yaakov, a kollel, a mikveh—you name it, they have it. But when Rabbi Emanuel Feldman became the rabbi there in the late 1950’s, there was not even one minyan of Shabbos-observant Jews. On the Yom Kippur that began after he assumed his post, Rabbi Feldman spoke to the congregants, and said, “I want everyone in this room to keep one mitzvah, for one year.”

Baby steps toward Hashem helped build the thriving Orthodox Jewish community in Atlanta. Certainly, we too can build our teshuvah with our baby steps.
No Such Thing as an Insignificant
Step Towards Hashem

There is no such thing as a step toward Hashem that is insignificant. We can never lose by trying; we can only lose by standing still. Each millimeter closer brings us infinite reward and strength for the next step.

In fact, when we take a step in the right direction, Hashem gives us what we need to ultimately succeed. As the Talmud states, “בדרך שאדם רוצה לילך בה, מוליכין אותו, In the way that a person wants to go, he will be led.”

Each and every Jew can achieve spiritual greatness. In every spiritual test, we can choose whether we will search out Hashem’s will or follow the dictates of other forces, such as greed, indulging pleasures, social pressure, or status-seeking. If we are sent a specific challenge, that is a sign that we are able to pass the test and in the process, achieve a measure of greatness—which means a closer connection to Hashem, and eternal reward.

When challenges arise, such as the challenge to do teshuvah, it is as if a heavenly spotlight suddenly shines on you, and a voice announces, “You’re on!” It is your opportunity to perform to your best ability, to make a name for yourself in Heaven that will shine for eternity.
Reprinted from the September 5, 2012 email of SHIVSI.Teshuva Inspiration, a project of the V’ani Tefillah Foundation of Brooklyn, NY.
By Invitation Only
By Batya (Schochet) Lisker
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It was nearly midnight; the wind was howling mercilessly. Severe Siberian cold waves swept across the remote forest region with a vengeance, as the bitter temperature plummeted further to torturous bone-chilling levels.


It was week two of his treacherous trek, and the chassid pointlessly struggled to shield himself from the inescapable chill and heavy snowfall, shivering desperately in his fur-lined hat and sheepskin coat. 
Unprepared for the Hardship Inflicted by the Cruel Winter Elements


Although he was accustomed to dealing with gnawing cold, he was unprepared for the hardship inflicted by the cruel elements when he undertook to brave winter’s bleakest hours to fulfill the directive of his rebbe, the Maggid of Mezeritch.


Reflecting on his last conversation with the Maggid broke up the monotony, as the team of horses hauled the buggy through the deep snowdrifts that engulfed the treacherous and sometimes impassable Ukrainian roads.
A Question to His Rebbe


“Rebbe,” he had asked, “how is it possible to fulfill the Torah dictates that regulate dominion over one’s thoughts and feelings? It is difficult, but possible, to achieve mastery over deeds, or even speech. But thoughts and feelings cannot be restrained! They infiltrate one’s mind and heart randomly. How can these be restricted? What should a person do when prohibited or depressing thoughts invade his mind or heart?”


Rather than responding, the Maggid instructed him to immediately set out for the village of Zhitomir and the home of Rabbi Zev, one of the Maggid’s devoted disciples.


Warmed by his recollections of his rebbe, and inspired by the notion of clarification, the chassid endured the bitter cold with incredible stoicism. 
The frigid air felt like ice as it scraped the back of his throat, yet he persevered.


Arriving at his destination in the dead of night, the chassid was relieved to see light glowing from a window in Rabbi Zev’s home. To his consternation, however, his knocks on the door brought no response. Peering through an open slat, the chassid observed Rabbi Zev surrounded by piles of books, engrossed in study. Minutes turned into hours, as numerous attempts at louder knocking and banging were similarly ignored.

Repeatedly Pounding, To No Avail


Dismayed, but having no other recourse, the chassid remained in the biting cold, repeatedly pounding, to no avail. All the while Rabbi Zev seemed to be in a state of oblivion, burning the midnight oil, completely unaware of the clamor echoing in the dark.


At long last, just before dawn, Rabbi Zev acknowledged his visitor, making his way to the door and graciously welcoming him in. Thankful to be alive, the speechless chassid staggered in, allowing Rabbi Zev to seat him by the blazing fire and revive him with a glass of hot tea, reveling in the attention. After asking after the welfare of their rebbe, Rabbi Zev escorted the chassid to the most comfortable room he had, to recover his strength after his ordeal. Rabbi Zev continued to extend impressive courtesy to his guest for the next few days, attending to his every need.
Revealing the Objective of His Journey


Finally, his vitality restored, the chassid revealed to his host the objective of his journey. “The Maggid advised me that only you could provide me with an adequate answer and guidance,” he concluded.


Rabbi Zev quietly contemplated this heartfelt request. “My esteemed comrade, does a man have less ownership over his mind and heart than he does over his home? On the night that you appeared on my doorstep, I began to enlighten you. You attempted to gain entry into my home, of which I am the master. I grant admission to anyone I wish to receive. I deny access to anyone I do not wish to tolerate. It is my decision as to whether or not I let someone in.”
Reprinted from this week’s email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Human Side of the Story
Why He Missed the Bus
By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach

As the bus to Bnei Brak approached the young man at the Beit Shemesh stop, he put his hand in his pocket to take out the 13 shekels he had prepared for paying the fare. He was shocked to find only three shekels and decided to forgo that bus and go home to get the rest of the money.


No sooner had the bus pulled out than a neighbor pulled up in his car and asked him why he didn’t get on the bus. Upon hearing his explanation he informed him that he was driving to Bnei Brak and would be glad to give him a lift.


They rode for a while behind the missed bus and suddenly saw it swerve off the road and fall into a deep gorge, an accident that resulted in injuries to many passengers.


Realizing that he had almost been on that bus the young man began to weep. He put his hand in his pocket to get a handkerchief to wipe his tears and what did he find hiding in it? The missing ten shekels!
Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
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