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The Sultan’s Carpet

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


This section (Parshas Ki Tavo) is unique because it contains ninety-eight curses awaiting the Jewish people if they refuse to serve G-d. Here the intelligent reader will probably ask himself, "Why so many curses?" Why can't G-d just make one big curse like: 

"If you don't do My commandments I'll do terrible things"? Why such morbid detail? Even more; in Parshat 'Bhaalotcha', G-d already gave us forty-nine curses! Why do we need another list twice as long?


I want to answer this with a story.

In the City of Baghdad


Once, some one hundred years ago, in a small house in the city of Baghdad, lived a young Jewish couple with their month-old baby. One Shabbat night after the husband had just left home for the synagogue, the young mother noticed that her baby was breathing with difficulty. She went over to have a look only to discover that the child was burning with fever.


What could she do? It would be another hour till her husband returned home and who knows what could happen till then. But on the other hand, although the nearest doctor was a fifteen-minute walk away, the streets of Baghdad were very dangerous for a young woman alone at night. She was desperate and each second that she helplessly watched her baby suffer made her more so.

Goes Out in the Dark 
Despite the Great Danger


Finally she made her decision, she ran to the closet, took out a dark coat, wrapped it around herself, said a prayer to G-d and rushed out into the street. She had to make it to the doctor's home. But after several minutes she heard footsteps behind her, someone was following! She quickened her step but the so did footsteps and suddenly a large sack descended over her head she was lifted in the air, tumbling over, and she fainted.


When she awoke she was laying on a fine woven carpet and a perfumed smell filled the room. Gradually she began to understand that she was in the palace of the Sultan himself.

The Sultan was sitting on his throne and she gradually stood up to face him, "Please excuse the crude way you were brought here." He said graciously.

Searching for a New 
Wife for His Harem


"You see I have been searching for a new wife to add to my harem, but, AHH, such a beautiful one! And a Jewess at that! Ahh, I am very fortunate! And so are you! You will be my main wife! Yes! Just look around you! All that is here, and more, will be yours! Power! Luxury! The finest silks,  jewels, pleasures, servants, all at your command."


"I am sorry your royal highness," she almost interrupted, "But, I want to go home! It is forbidden for me to marry, First, I'm already married but I am a Jew, and I always will be a Jew. I will never marry a non-Jew!"


"Ahhh. Very good! Excellent!" Exclaimed the Sultan "I thought you would tell me that you don't like how I look, Ha Ha! This would be difficult to change. But such a simple thing as your husband or your religion! Ha Ha! That is nothing! We will tell your husband you are dead. And as for religion.  Ha ha!!! Why here is heaven on earth!!! Believe me after a short while here you will forget your religion and your husband as well. All that will be like a dream!!! Religion never stood in the way of love!"

“Rather Die than Marry a Non-Jew”


"I would rather die than marry a non-Jew," she said firmly. "And the fact is that even if I wasn't married I would never marry a non-Jew ….. not even a great ruler as yourself. Our religion forbids it." She was shaking and scared but she had enough sense to try not to arouse the Sultan's wrath on her people.


The Sultan thought for a minute, then turned to his guards and calmly but firmly said "Put her in the tower till she changes her mind!!" Then turning to her with a kind look in his eye added, "I hope you change your mind……for both of our sakes."


She was led out the palace doors to a high tower built at the edge of the wall surrounding the palace. Then she was led up winding stairs, into a small room lined with fine carpets and the door was locked behind her leaving her alone.


"A rather luxurious jail" she thought to herself as she looked around at the carpets, and the small window about twenty feet up the wall. She knew that if she wanted to escape she had to work fast while it was still night and while she still had some strength.


She rolled up three carpets and stood them on their ends under the window. Then she rolled up some smaller carpets and used them as a ladder to begin her climb to the top of the higher carpets until she was able to stand there, grab the corner of the window and lift herself to peek out. The window was bigger than she thought but looking down she almost lost her breath. 
A Three-Story Drop


It was a three-story drop! But on the other hand there were some bushes there, and maybe G-d would do a miracle, and in any case she really had no choice. She went back down, took one of the smaller carpets, pushed it up to the top and then into the window, thinking that maybe it would cushion her fall, managed to get inside, whispered 'SHMA YISROEL', grabbed onto the carpet and inclined her weight and .. She was falling!!!.


In an instant she had hit the bushes with a terrible thud, a few seconds later she was terribly confused but .. She crawled out of the carpet into the night. Was she dreaming? No… she was alive!!!

Nothing Short of a Miracle


It was nothing short of a miracle! The carpet and the bushes had broken her fall! Without thinking too much, she grabbed the carpet so as not to leave evidence and began to run home.


Meanwhile, an hour or so earlier, her husband had arrived, found the feverish baby alone in the house and brought the doctor who lowered the fever. But where was his wife? He waited for several hours, even asked the Arab neighbors but no clue. Unable to rest he decided to take a walk to calm himself down.


After a few minutes he reached the river which was not far from his house, and began pacing back and forth. Where could his wife be? Suddenly he noticed that there was someone else there who was also deep in worried thought, pacing back and forth.

None Other than the Sultan Himself


Why, it was none other than the Sultan himself! When the Sultan passed him by he looked up at the Jew and said, "Ahhh! It's your G-d that punished me, what terrible luck!!! What a curse!!! Ahhh!"


"What happened, your majesty?" asked the Jew momentarily forgetting his own problems.


"I tried to steal a Jewish girl but she ran away and stole my carpet!! OOOH MY CARPET!!!"


"But, I don't understand, your majesty must have thousands of carpets?!" asked the Jew incredulously.


"Yes," the sultan answered almost crying, "But this carpet had all of my prize Jewels sewed into it!! OOOH!!"


Needless to say when our hero arrived home and found his wife sleeping soundly on the couch, a strange carpet thrown in the corner, he understood the entire story.


A year later they were living in a great mansion far from Baghdad and donating huge amounts of money to charity.

Sometimes the Biggest Blessings Come 
From What Seems to be Curses


The point of the story is that sometimes the biggest blessings come from what seems to be curses. Like it said in last week's Torah section (23:6) That G-d changed the curses of Bilam, the biggest anti-Semite in history,  to blessings!


So now we can understand why G-d wrote so many curses in this week's Torah portion; so that there will be that many more blessings when He transforms them from bad to good.


In fact that is one of the main jobs of the Moshiach, and the reason that Jews have impatiently awaited his arrival for almost two thousand years; he will transform all the misfortunes and the difficulties in the world to blessings.


Wishing all our readers a good, healthy, happy, sweet New Year, together and may HaShem transform the entire world to one big blessing with....Moshiach NOW! 

Reprinted from this week’s email of the Parsha Story from yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
The Human Side of the Story

What are “Phylacteries”?
By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach


“I haven’t missed a day in the last six years.” This was the proud boast of a recent visitor to Ohr Somayach in Jerusalem as he spoke of his dedication to the mitzvah of tefillin which he discovered in the middle years of his life in a most interesting way.


A professional musician for most of his adult life, he was overjoyed at receiving front row tickets to a Broadway musical from a close relative who was a member of the cast.


It turned out that this production had a pronounced anti-Semitic and anti-religious flavor. As he watched a song and dance skit poking fun at Jews wearing phylacteries his blood began to boil. Although married out of his faith and even unaware of what phylacteries were, his Jewish soul rebelled against this sacrilegious satire and he decided to do something about it. 

After the show he called a rabbi with whom he had been studying in his quest to return to his Jewish roots and asked him to purchase for him the most expensive set of phylacteries, whatever they were.


“You mean tefillin,” explained the rabbi, adding that a male adult Jew is obliged to put them on every day except for Shabbat and Holidays.


This did not weaken his resolve, and his commitment to tefillin eventually led him to a full Jewish life-style and marriage to a fine religious woman.
Reprinted from this week’s email of OHRNET, The Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine on the Internet (www.ohr.edu)

The Master Key

By Rabbi Shlomo Yosef Zevin
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One year, Rabbi Israel Baal Shem Tov said to Rabbi Ze’ev Kitzes, one of his senior disciples: “You will blow the shofar for us this Rosh Hashanah. I want you to study all the kavanot (Kabbalistic meditations) that pertain to the shofar, so that you should meditate upon them when you do the blowing.”


Rabbi Ze’ev applied himself to the task with joy and trepidation: joy over the great privilege that had been accorded him, and trepidation over the immensity of the responsibility. He studied the Kabbalistic writings that discuss the multifaceted significance of the shofar and what its sounds achieve on the various levels of reality and in the various chambers of the soul. He also prepared a sheet of paper on which he noted the main points of each kavanah, so that he could refer to them when he blew the shofar.


Finally, the great moment arrived. It was the morning of Rosh Hashanah, and Rabbi Ze’ev stood on the reading platform in the center of the Baal Shem Tov’s synagogue amidst the Torah scrolls, surrounded by a sea of tallit-draped bodies. At his table in the southeast corner of the room stood his master, the Baal Shem Tov, his face aflame. An awed silence filled the room in anticipation of the climax of the day—the piercing blasts and sobs of the shofar.
His Heart Froze 
Over the Lost Notes


Rabbi Ze’ev reached into his pocket, and his heart froze: the paper had disappeared! He distinctly remembered placing it there that morning, but now it was gone. Furiously, he searched his memory for what he had learned, but his distress over the lost notes seemed to have incapacitated his brain: his mind was a total blank.


Tears of frustration filled his eyes. He had disappointed his master, who had entrusted him with this most sacred task. Now he must blow the shofar like a simple horn, without any kavanot. With a despairing heart, Rabbi Ze’ev blew the litany of sounds required by law and, avoiding his master’s eye, resumed his place.


At the conclusion of the day’s prayers, the Baal Shem Tov made his way to the corner where Rabbi Ze’ev sat sobbing under his tallit. “Gut Yom Tov, Reb Ze’ev!” he called. “That was a most extraordinary shofar-blowing we heard today!”
In the King’s Palace


“But Rebbe…

“In the king’s palace,” said the Baal Shem Tov, “there are many gates and doors, leading to many halls and chambers. The palace-keepers have great rings holding many keys, each of which opens a different door. But there is one key that fits all the locks, a master key that opens all the doors.


“The kavanot are keys, each unlocking another door in our souls, each accessing another chamber in the supernal worlds. But there is one key that unlocks all doors, that opens up for us the innermost chambers of the divine palace. That master key is a broken heart.”

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

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l
Mahogany Man

	QUESTION:


 


Shouldn’t proper Teshuva erase the wrong impressions on one’s mind?

	ANSWER:
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And I have to tell you what the Kuzari himself says in someplace else, and he says you’ll never erase. You can never erase any impression on your mind. 


And even if you’ll repent, he said, you heard, let’s say, love songs in your youth, and now you have outgrown these things; you ridicule it. You cannot erase them from your mind, that’s what he says. However, a note of consolation which he doesn’t say, but we’ll add it anyhow.

A Mahogany Table


Let’s say somebody was given a mahogany table, and he didn’t realize the value of this piece of furniture, and he was careless, and he even allowed it to be scratched. Now, a deep scratch in mahogany you cannot undo. You can’t take off that deep scratch. A shallow scratch you can varnish over, a deep scratch is going to be there. So even though you’ll varnish it and it will glisten more than before, you’ll take it to a master furniture craftsman. But a deep scratch, there’ll always be a depression in the wood, you can’t change it.

What Can You Do?


What can you do? If you’ll be prosperous enough to buy an expensive gold plate that will cover the entire table, then it becomes a more beautiful object than before, and the scratch you won’t notice. It’s there however, that depression is still there. So you do Teshuva, you’re covering with gold the surface that had been marred. Of course it would have been better if he had never marred the surface. But if you overlay it with gold, it’s like the Shulchan. The Shulchan was made of expensive wood but on top of the wood it was a covering of gold.


So that’s what a Baal Teshuva is. He’s covered with gold and he is better than he was before. He is better than an ordinary mahogany man. A mahogany Jew, just an ordinary Frum Jew who never did any big sins, but he didn’t overlay it with gold! A Baal Teshuva overlaid it with gold, he’s more precious.


But you can never erase what was done; that’s why your mind has to be guarded.
Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt’l,” which is based on a transcription of one of the questions answered by Rav Miller at his classic Thursday night hashkafah lecture in his Flatbush shul.

Rabbi Heshy Kleinman Suggests 

How to Utilize the Uniqueness of
Chodesh Elul to Do Teshuvah

By Daniel Keren


The recent legal holiday was utilized by hundreds of Brooklyn residents off work for Labor Day to take part in a morning-long Yarchei Kallah program organized by Hakhel at the Agudath Israel of Madison. Hakhel is a Flatbush-based organization dedicated to promoting a greater awareness of Torah-true values in our community.


One of the featured lecturers was Rabbi Heshy Kleinman, author of the popular ArtScroll “Praying with Fire” series and founder of the V’Ani Tefillah Foundation. His latest sefer, “The Power of Teshuvah” was just released in time for Chodesh(the month of) Elul.

How to Make This Year’s Teshuvah Different


The topic of Rabbi Kleinman’s lecture was “Gaining the Most from Elul: How to Make This Year’s Teshuvah Different.” He began by discussing how in earlier generations before our great grandparents immigrated to America, Yidden had a powerful sense that Chodesh Elul, the month before Rosh Hashanah and the start of the Yomim Noraim had arrived.


Rabbi Kleinman declared that when during the Selichos preceding Rosh Hashanah and on that holy day itself, when we ask Hashem to write us into the Book of Life, our request should be “real.” If we say these words with sincerity, we can have the power to affect our lives for the better.


The Rambam writes in Hilchos Tainos that when there is a tzora that visits us, this difficulty has something to do with us. And if we just pass it off as a coincidence and fail to respond by doing teshuvah, then we are being cruel to our family and others. And furthermore, our failure to repent will only result in Hakodesh Baruch Hu bringing worse tragedies upon us.


The Gemora teaches us that when there are terrible tragedies that come upon the world we have to understand that this is all for the benefit of Klal Yisroel in order that we as Yidden gain a proper fear of Hashem and do teshuvah. Such actions demonstrate that we truly recognize that Hakodesh Baruch Hu runs the world and this major calamity should bring us closer to Him.

Shocking Events Should Terrify Us and 
Inspire us Toward Doing Teshuvah


Rabbi Kleinman spoke of how when major and unusual events or messages from Hakodesh Baruch Hu come to us, especially in these days of Elul prior to Rosh Hashanah, the day in which most of us are judged for life or the opposite, those shocking events should terrify us and inspire us towards doing a proper teshuvah.


He then listed a number of major recent calamities that occurred in Elul such as 10 years ago, just a week before Rosh Hashanah, the attack on the World Trade Center in New York City that brought down the landmark Twin Towers, the symbol of New York being the economic capital of the world.

The Greatest Monetary Damage 
In the History of this Country


And what about five years ago, Rabbi Kleinman asked, when Hurricane Katrina in the month of Elul literally washed away a major city (New Orleans) and caused the greatest monetary damage ($81 billion) in the history of this country.


And just three years ago, also in Elul, the American economy suffered its greatest economic meltdown since the Great Depression when such stellar financial firms as Lehman Brothers and Bear Stearns were destroyed in just a matter of days.


And this year, we suffered in the course of just one week a double whammy – an uncommon earthquake on the East Coast registering 5.8 on the Richter Scale and then on Shabbos Mevorchim when we recited the blessing for the coming month of Chodesh Elul, we in New York [and elsewhere in the Northeast] braced ourselves for Hurricane Irene.

A Special Preparation is Needed in Elul


Rabbi Kleinman reiterated that it is important to prepare in Elul for the Yomim Noraim. The Sfas Emes says that there is a special preparation needed for Elul. The first strategy is for us to make the severity of the Days of Awe real in our hearts.


If we could only see the damage that aveiras, sins do to us, we would truly be inspired to do serious repentance. When a Yid does an aveira, it is like sand getting into one’s eyes, completely disrupting one’s spiritual well being. We, therefore have to be aware of the dangers that sins do to us personally.


The purpose of Elul, the process of doing teshuvah and regretting our spiritual failures of the past year is not of break us and make us feel hopelessly demoralized. Just the opposite! Rabbi Kleinman argued that we should have a sense of our greatness [in being able to serve Hashem] and take advantage of that feeling to confidently repent and know that we can come closer to Hashem.

Aim to Be Smart When Doing Teshuvah


Furthermore, Rabbi Kleinman said that we should be smart when trying to do our teshuvah and not try and change too much at one time which is only a recipe for failure and disillusionment. We have to realize that teshuva is not a one-time affair, but rather a continual process.


Rabbi Kleinman urged those in the Flatbush audience to take just one action and do teshuvah on that spiritual aspect. This will help bring us closer to Hakodesh Baruch Hu.

Reprinted from this week’s issue of the Yated Ne’eman.
The Holiest Generation

By Isaac Steven Herschkopf
Who could define what it meant to be a survivor? I learned the answer from Rabbi Moshe Feinstein. 

I could not have been more than four or five when I asked her. It seemed to me, at the time, to be an innocent, straightforward question: “Mommy, when do I get my number?”


I was, of course, upset when she burst into tears and ran out of the kitchen, but I was also confused. This was Washington Heights in the 1950s. It was an enclave of survivors. Every adult I knew had a number. Even my teenage sister had one in blue ink tattooed on her forearm.


They were as ubiquitous on the benches of Riverside Drive as they were on the footpaths of Fort Tryon Park. If you saw an adult with some sort of hat on his head, he invariably also had a number on his arm. In the summer, when the community traveled en masse to Catskill bungalow colonies, or to Rockaway beaches, the numbers came too.
No One Appeared to Be 
Embarrassed by Their Number

I presumed it was a ceremonious part of becoming bar mitzvah, or perhaps graduation from Breuer’s or Soloveichik, our local yeshivas. No one appeared to be embarrassed by their number. ARG! I never saw anyone try to cover it up when they went swimming. It seemed to be a matter of fact part of life.


When, as children, we would ask our parents why there was a “Mother’s Day” and a “Father’s Day,” but no “Children’s Day,” the automatic response was “Every day is ‘Children’s Day’!” In Washington Heights, in the ’50s, every day was Yom HaShoah, Holocaust Remembrance Day.


Ironically enough, at the same time, no day was Yom HaShoah. The commemoration, as it exists today, was not around then. Breuer’s and Soloveichik consisted almost exclusively of children of survivors, yet neither school had any assembly, or recognition of any type, of the Shoah.
The Very Word Shoah Didn’t Exist


The very word Shoah didn’t exist. The word Holocaust did, but it was never invoked. When on rare occasion our parents would make reference to the events that led them to leave Europe to come to America, they would label it “the War.”


I was already bar mitzvah when I first realized that my parents had been previously married and had prior children.


They spoke nostalgically of life “before the War”; they never spoke of what happened during “the War.” They spoke reverently of their parents and siblings who were “lost in the War”; they never spoke of their spouses or children who perished. After all, they had new spouses and new children who didn’t need to be reminded that they were replacements.
Shocked to Discover His Sister 
Wasn’t His Father’s Daughter


I was already bar mitzvah when I first realized that my parents had been previously married and had prior children. Years later I was shocked to discover that my sister with whom I was raised was not my father’s daughter.


When I finally came to understand that not every adult was a survivor, and people would ask me what survivors were really like, I never knew what to answer. There was Mr. Silverberg, our seatmate in shul, as jovial as Santa Claus, who always had a good word for everyone. On the other hand, there was Mr. Grauer, our neighbor whose face was indelibly etched in a frown and was always threatening to hit his wife or his children. In retrospect, as a psychiatrist, I could understand both, but who truly defined what it meant to be a survivor? Did anyone, or anything?
Learned a Great Lesson from Rav Moshe


I learned the answer from Rabbi Moshe Feinstein.


This gadol hador, the greatest sage of his generation, was so renowned he was referred to simply as “Rav Moshe.” The closest I came to this legend was at Yeshiva University High School, where my rebbe was his son-in-law, Rabbi Moshe Tendler. Rabbi Tendler, and every other rabbi, would speak of Rav Moshe in awe-stricken tones usually reserved for biblical forefathers.


One summer I was spending a week with my aunt and uncle in upstate Ellenville. Uncle David and Aunt Saba, survivors themselves, as the doctor and nurse in charge of the concentration camp infirmary, had managed to save the lives of innumerable inmates, including my mother and sister. After “the War” they had set up a medical practice in this small Catskill village, where, I discovered, to my amazement, they had one celebrity patient - Rav Moshe.
Rav Moshe Had a Medical 
Appointment the Next Day


My aunt mentioned casually that Rav Moshe had an appointment the next day. Would I like to meet him? Would I? It was like asking me, would I like to meet God.


I couldn’t sleep that night. I agonized over what I should wear. Should I approach him? What should I say? Should I mention that his son-in-law was my rebbe? Should I speak to him in English, or my rudimentary Yiddish?


I was seated in the waiting room, in the best clothing I had with me, an hour before his appointment. It seemed like an eternity, but eventually he arrived, accompanied by an assistant at each side. He didn’t notice me.
Mortified by How His Aunt
 Addressed Rav Moshe


I was frozen. I had intended to rise deferentially when he entered, but I didn’t. I had prepared a few sentences that I had repeatedly memorized, but I sensed that my heart was beating too quickly for me to speak calmly.


My aunt was addressing him irreverently. I was mortified. Then it got even worse.


My aunt had heard the chime when he entered and came out of the office to greet him: “Rabbi Feinstein, did you meet my nephew Ikey? Can you believe a shaygitz [unobservant] like me has a yeshiva bochur [student] in the family?”


Rav Moshe finally looked at me. I was mortified. My aunt was addressing him irreverently. She was joking with him. She had called me Ikey, not Yitzchok, or even Isaac.


Then it got even worse. She walked over to him. Surely she knew not to shake his hand. She didn’t. She kissed him affectionately on the cheek as she did many of her favorite patients. She then told him my uncle would see him in a minute and returned to the office.
Apologizing that His Aunt Wasn’t Frum


Rav Moshe and his attendants turned and looked at me, I thought accusingly. I wanted to die. In a panic, I walked over to him and started to apologize profusely: “Rabbi Feinstein, I apologize. My aunt, she isn’t frum [religious]. She doesn’t understand…”


He immediately placed his fingers on my lips to stop me from talking. He then softly spoke two sentences in Yiddish that I will remember to my dying day: “She has numbers on her arms. She is holier than me.”


Rav Moshe had understood what I had not. Our holiest generation was defined by the numbers on their arms.

Reprinted from this week’s website of Aish.com
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The Pesky Beggar

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles


When the fame of the Baal Shem Tov spread far and wide, one man who had heard of his greatness was determined to see this phenomenon for himself. He made his way to Medziboz where the 'Besht' resided, and was warmly received. 


And how can I be of help to you? the Baal Shem Tov asked him. 


I have no need of help the man replied. Thank G-d, I and my family are well. I have a thriving business and all my needs are met. I did not come to ask for anything, just to have the opportunity to meet you.

The Baal Shem Tov Tells a Story


Well, if you feel you have no needs the Besht said, perhaps you will listen to a story I'd like to tell you. But you must listen attentively. 


The Besht began: There were once two young boys who grew up together and became close friends. They attended the same cheder and always played together. Baruch and Chaim were inseparable, and everyone knew that wherever Baruch was, there you would find Chaim as well. Their friendship continued through their adolescence and well into their early adulthood. 
Each Friend Marries a 
Woman From Out of Town


Chaim married a young woman from a distant town to the east, and Baruch married a woman from a distant town to the west. As was the custom, they moved to live with the wife's family, and for the first time in their lives, they were separated. They pledged to remain in close contact and continue their friendship unto eternity. Initially, they exchanged letters frequently, but as time passed and their families grew and there were more and more distractions, the communication began to wane. Ultimately it stopped completely. 


Chaim and Baruch each went into business and prospered, but life is often a cycle, and as the wheel turns, what was once at the top is later at the bottom, and this is what happened to Baruch. His business failed and he was penniless. Remembering that he had a devoted childhood friend, he felt that perhaps Chaim would come to his aid. He borrowed money for the trip and travelled to Chaim's town. 

Upon seeing Baruch, Chaim embraced him with tears of love, and the two sat and reminisced for hours. Baruch finally told Chaim of the misfortune that had befallen him, whereupon Chaim called in his bookkeeper and asked him to calculate the value of all his assets. Once he received the figure, he promptly wrote out a check, giving half of everything he owned to Baruch, who thanked him profusely and returned home. 


With the capital to invest, Baruch started a new business and prospered. But lo and behold, as Baruch's mazal ascended, Chaim's mazel descended, so that now Baruch was wealthy while Chaim had become impoverished. 
Going to Baruch for Help


Remembering their devotion to one another, Chaim came to Baruch for help. How utterly disappointed he was when Baruch said 'Chaim, I would love to help you, but the pattern is clear: it is not destined for both of us to prosper at one time. If one of us succeeds, the other will fail. If I put you back into business and you prosper, I know that I will lose everything. I realize that out of our deep friendship I should make this sacrifice, but while I may waive my own welfare, I do not have the right to sacrifice the welfare of my large family, my children and grandchildren who are dependent on me for their livelihood.' 


Chaim returned home empty-handed and broken hearted. Years passed by, and both Baruch and Chaim went to the eternal world. When they appeared before the Heavenly Tribunal, Chaim was awarded Paradise for his loyalty and generosity to Baruch, whereas Baruch was condemned to Gehinnom (Purgatory) for turning his back on his friend in his time of need. 
Refuses to Allow His Friend
 To Be Sent to Gehinnom


Chaim then said, 'How can I enjoy Gan Eden when I know that the friend of my youth is suffering the torments of Gehinnom? True, Baruch was unable to withstand the test to which he was put, and he put his self-interest first, but that is no reason to condemn him to Gehinnom. I will not enter Gan Eden unless Chaim can accompany me.'


The Heavenly Tribunal said that this was out of the question, that behavior as outrageous as Baruch's rejection of Chaim's plea for help could not go unpunished. But Chaim was adamant; he would not enter Gan Eden if Baruch was doomed to Gehinnom. 

At this point the Baal Shem Tov said to the man, Now listen carefully. And look me in the eye. 


The Besht continued: The Heavenly Tribunal debated over the situation and came up with a solution for this dilemma. The souls of both Chaim and Baruch would be sent down to Earth for another life span. Baruch would be wealthy and Chaim would be poor. If Baruch will help Chaim in this future existence, Baruch will have rectified his wrongdoing and redeemed himself, and will be permitted to join Chaim in Gan Eden. 


And so it came to be, the Besht continued. The souls of the two came down to Earth again, and the person having Baruch's soul became wealthy, while the person bearing Chaim's soul was poor, a beggar who survived on alms. The beggar would keep only pennies for himself and gave everything he collected to his wife and small children. 
Comes to the Village of the Wealthy Man


One day the beggar, making his rounds from village to village, came to the town where the wealthy man lived. He was tired and hungry, and did not feel that he had the strength to continue. Perhaps someone would be generous enough to give him an adequate sum, so that he could rest a bit and restore his failing strength. 

Winter was approaching, the children would need shoes and warm clothes, and they would need firewood to keep their house warm and dry. If he could only speak to a wealthy man in person and explain his plight, perhaps he could prevail upon him for a sum which would meet his family's many needs. 
The Begger Knocks on the Door


The beggar knocked on the door of the wealthy man, and was met by the butler, who gave him the usual dole of a few pennies. 'Please let me talk for just a few moments with your master' he said. The butler explained that this was impossible, since his master was occupied with important business dealings. The beggar began to cry 'Ask your master to have mercy and spare me just a few minutes of his time to listen to me.'


The wealthy man, hearing the commotion, asked the butler what the problem was. The latter explained that there was a stubborn beggar who would not accept the alms he gave him and was insisting on meeting with the master personally. 
The Butler Throws the 
Beggar Down the Stairs


The wealthy man became angry. 'These beggars are a thankless lot! The audacity they have. If he refuses to leave, throw him out!' The butler did as he was told, and threw the beggar down the stairs. Exhausted, hungry and depressed, the beggar breathed his last and expired. 


As the Baal Shem Tov said these last words, the visitor took hold of his head with his hands and exclaimed, G-d Al-mighty! This is what happened to me! Just last week a pesky beggar refused to take what my butler gave him and I had him thrown out, and he died right in front of my house! But how was I to know that I was being put to the test? It is common for many beggars to be dissatisfied with what they receive and they ask for more. I did not mean to be the cause of his death! What can I do to redeem myself now? Can you help me? 


The Besht said: The Divine system of justice is perfect. You were given the opportunity to rectify what you had done wrong in a previous existence. Had your riches not hardened your heart, you would have listened to the beggar, and perhaps the relationship of your two souls would have resulted in him impressing you with his needs, and you would have responded appropriately, thus correcting the previous mistake. 
An Opportunity for Redemption


Now, you still have an opportunity to redeem yourself. You must leave for yourself only enough to meet the necessities of life for yourself and your family, and you must take all the rest of your wealth and give it to the widow and orphans of the beggar. I know that this is a major sacrifice, but this is the only way you will know peace both in this world and in the World to Come. 


[Source: adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from shiratdevorah.blogspot.com, based on an excerpt from Not Just Stories by Rabbi Dr. Abraham Twerski.]


Connection: Seasonal  Shabbat 18 Elul is the 312th anniversary of the birth of the Baal Shem Tov, and the 286th annioversary of his revelation of the Chasidic movement. 


Biographic note: Rabbi Yisrael ben Eliezer (18 Elul 1698-6 Sivan 1760), the Baal Shem Tov [master of the Good Name], a unique and seminal figure in Jewish history, revealed the Chassidic movement and his own identity as an exceptionally holy person, on his 36th birthday, 18 Elul 1734. He wrote no books, although many claim to contain his teachings. One available in English is the excellent annotated translation of Tzava'at Harivash, published by Kehos. 
Reprinted from this week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed 

www.ascentofsafed.com ascent@ascentofsafed.com
It Once Happened

The Forgotten 
Wedding Invitation


Reb Berel and his wife had already eaten their dinner and the kitchen was cleared away. Reb Berel had settled down to study Torah and his wife was relaxing with some needlework when there was a knock at the door. Reb Berel opened the door a crack, but the visitor pushed it so forcefully that Reb Berel was thrown backward. Several young hoodlums quickly followed into the house and ordered the terrified couple to lie on the floor. Although they offered no resistance, the couple was beaten unconscious and then bound with strong ropes. 

A Group of Yeshiva Students Arrive


As this violence occurred inside the placid exterior of the home, a group of yeshiva students arrived at this same house. "It's completely dark. Do you think we really should knock?" one of the students asked the others. 


"Reb Moshe specifically told us to make sure to bring Reb Berel to the wedding. He's waiting there until we come," another replied. 


"We have to wake them up," a third offered. And so they walked up to door and knocked. Repeated knocking, however, brought no response. 


"Maybe we should force the door; maybe something has happened to them and they can't open the door." But forcing was not necessary, for the door easily pushed open. 

Sent to Bring Reb Berel to the Wedding


When the young men entered they saw a dark form on the floor which turned out to be Reb Berel. They untied him and his wife who, by now, had regained consciousness, and explained that they had been sent by Reb Moshe to bring them to his daughter's wedding. 


"Thank G-d you came when you did. The robbers would have ransacked the entire house and who knows what else they might have done to my family. This is truly a miracle that resulted from my mitzva (commandment) of dowering a bride (hachnasat kalla)!" 


"Please tell us what happened," the students insisted. 


Reb Berel, who was just recovering his composure, explained, "One day I was walking down the street, when I ran into Reb Moshe. He looked worried and so I asked him, 'How is everything?' 


"He answered me, saying that he had to marry off his daughter very soon, and he didn't have the money. I asked him how much he needed, and he replied, 'Two hundred gold coins,' which was quite a sizable sum. Thank G-d, I have more than enough, and so I just took out my wallet and gave him the money plus some extra. Then I added, 'Just don't forget to invite me to the wedding!' 

Recognizing the Divine Providence


"I knew the wedding invitations had gone out, and I was surprised that he had forgotten to invite me. Now, I understand the Divine Providence behind that apparent oversight. If you hadn't come along when you had I might have lost a great deal of my fortune and, who knows, we might have even lost our very lives!" 


"Do you feel well enough to come to the wedding?" they asked Reb Berel. "For certainly, Reb Moshe is still waiting for you!" 


"I wouldn't miss it for anything," Reb Berel exclaimed. "Thanks to the money I gave Reb Moshe, my life, the lives of my family and my fortune were saved." 

Recounts the Tale of His Rescue


Most of the wedding guests had already left, but Reb Moshe was there waiting for the "guest of honor," the benefactor he had forgotten to invite. Reb Moshe was about to apologize, when Reb Berel hugged him and began recounting the tale of his rescue. 


Then Reb Berel said he had an announcement to make. "For many years I have thought of moving to the Holy Land. Tonight I have decided that I will, in fact, move there as soon as I close up my business here. There, I will build houses for the poor and for Torah scholars in Jerusalem. In this way I hope to repay G-d for all the good He has done for me, and I pray that through this deed, I will bring the arrival of Moshiach a bit closer." 

The Result is Batei Orenstein


This announcement brought cheers from the remaining guests, "Amen, Amen," they cried joyfully. And so, the section of Batei Orenstein arose in the holy city of Jerusalem to be a blessing to the needy who were furnished with housing due to the generosity of Reb Berel. 


The large square, called "Batei Orenstein," stands to there to this day.

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

Rabbis’ Messages
The Farmer’s Great

Gratitude to Hashem

By Rabbi Reven Semah

“Then you will call out and say.” (Debarim 26:5)
 

A farmer is required to bring Bikurim, the first ripened fruits of the seven species for which the land of Israel is praised, to the Bet Hamikdash. There he presents his fruits as a sign of gratitude to Hashem for the success of his crop. The Torah writes that he must thank Hashem in a raised voice. Why is this necessary?

Rabbi Ozer explains with the following story. In Israel is a place called Amuka, the burial place of the great Rabbi Yonatan ben Uziel. People come there to pray for a marriage partner. This place is famous because the success rate is very great. One day a married woman came and prayed with great happiness. 

Praying with Unusual Great Joy


Usually one sees people pouring out their hearts with tears, but this woman was praying with great joy. When approached, she explained that she came here previously to pray to Hashem with a loud voice and crying. Hashem answered her prayers and she met her husband whom she is married to now. She felt that if she came here to cry out from pain, it was only appropriate to return here to joyfully express her gratitude.

A farmer plants his crop, knowing that the success of his crop is dependent on Hashem. If Hashem brings enough rain he will succeed. All that time he cries out to Hashem with a loud voice that Hashem should bring the rain. Now that the crop was a success, it’s time to thank Hashem.

Thanks to Hashem Must Be
Given with Great Intensity


One might incorrectly assume that mumbling a quick “thank you” under his breath is enough to fulfill this obligation. The Torah, therefore, teaches us that in expressing appreciation, lip service is insufficient. The thanks must be given with the same intensity as the tearful requests. Just like the farmer screamed out to Hashem to bless him with a bountiful harvest, so too must he call out his thanks to Hashem.

So many times we cry out to Hashem. When we get answered, cry out our thanks.
 
The Tragedy of Not Serving Hashem with Happiness

By Rabbi Shmuel Choueka

"Because you did not serve Hashem, your G-d, with joy" (Debarim 28:47)
 

The Torah lists a long string of misfortunes that may befall the Jewish people   (G-d forbid). Indeed, some of the events mentioned in these curses are very tragic and have happened to our nation throughout history. The reason given for this harsh conduct by Hashem against us is that we did not serve Hashem with happiness.

The Ari z"l gives this verse a twist and learns it in a novel fashion. The reason for these curses is that when we did not serve Hashem, we did it with happiness, which means that when we were doing sins, we did them with a good feeling rather than with regret and remorse.
Not Just Our Actions Count

This has to teach us that not only our actions count but even our attitudes while doing these actions. If we end up doing something wrong, we have to feel badly even while doing it so that it's not considered as if we did the wrong thing with happiness. 
One of the methods of following this advice is by doing misvot with happiness. If we feel good when doing the right thing, even if we sometimes fall and do the wrong thing it will not be with joy but with reluctance and hopefully regret. That way we will tend to increase those things which we associate with happiness, which are the misvot, and stay away from those things which we are doing without happiness!  
Out of the Picture

By Rabbi Raymond Beyda
 

Insults! They really get to you, don’t they? Most of us get quite emotional when we are on the receiving end of one. But rather than reacting in a negative manner when affronted, try working on yourself to see things objectively. Leave your ego out of it.

It is easy to be objective about others and to understand why they should not get excited about a barb. (“So what if someone said that about you?” you may coolly ask.) Next time you are the victim, treat the insult as if it were directed at someone else. I know it’s difficult, but it is achievable.

It might be easier to avoid reacting emotionally if you could focus on what is really happening and put the whole scene in perspective. Look at the person saying those nasty things about you. If that individual is a fool, you can comfortably ignore the hurtful comments.


And if the person is wise, or someone whose opinion you generally respect, just say thanks for pointing out an opportunity to improve yourself. Focus on the real situation, and don’t react emotionally.

Try it. It is a trick that can add years to your new, calm life. (Excerpted from the book “One Minute With Yourself “)
Reprinted from this week’s email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin

How to React to the 
Visit of the King


To better appreciate the role of Elul, Rabbi Heshy Kleinman provides the following allegory: There was once a king who occasionally set out among the general populace to stay in touch with the realities of his subjects’ lives. Prior to his arrival, he would send out letters to a random selection of families, announcing his visit. On one such occasion, a poor couple living on the edge of town received a letter announcing that the king would be visiting them.


The couple, who lived in abject poverty, began to discuss what to do. “We have to repair the front stairs and weed the lawn and paint the walls and borrow at least one good chair for him to sit on,” the husband insisted. “Who are you trying to fool?” the wife contested. “We don’t have money for all that. And besides, the king knows he’s visiting paupers. We should just be ourselves.”

We Have to Put in Our Best Effort


“No,” the husband countered. “We have to put in our best effort.” We have to show him that we prepared for his visit in the best way we can. He has to see that we’re his loyal subjects and that we are proud that he is our king.” 


It is for this reason that we undertake extra efforts, and are more meticulous and punctilious, in the learning of Torah and the performance of Mitzvos.  \We must remember that, during this very 40-Day Period [from Rosh Chodesh Elul till Yom Kippur), Moshe Rabbeinu worked very hard in shomayim pleading our case for eternal survival--and was successful.


The grace of this special period renews itself annually for each and every one of us. However, it is not easy. There are no “push-button” solutions. Shlomo HaMelech, the wisest of all men, teaches us (Mishlei 24:16) “Ki Sheva Yipol Tzaddik VeKam…for a righteous man can fall seven times and rise, but the wicked shall stumble upon evil.” 

The One Who Falls Can 
Still Rise and Become Great


It is the tzaddik who realizes that even though he has fallen in the past he can nevertheless rise and become great. It is actually a rasha, a wicked person, who believes that because he has stumbled once, he has hopelessly fallen forever. We have to take the time and make the effort to get up, as Hashem is “now” extending His hand to help us in an extraordinarily merciful, compassionate, and forgiving way, in a way which is beyond our wildest dreams or imagination.


In what ways can we help ourselves “up”? Spending more time in tefillah, true care in shemiras halashon, opening the hand a bit wider to give tzedakah, and in bleaching our middos. A sincere and tangible plan to avoid anger, jealousy (including looking at another person in the wrong way) and the need to gratify every last desire, will go a long way towards pulling you from last year’s fall to standing up ably and with pride on your own two feet. Let us try to get up all together -- for if not now, then when?!
Reprinted from the Hakhel Email Community Awareness Bulletin of 14 Elul 5770, August 24, 2010.
US Politician Embraces Jewish Roots

By Elad Benari 

[image: image6.jpg]




A former United States Senator is exploring his Jewish roots of which he found out four years ago. 


In 2006, Republican George Allen of Virginia found out that his grandfather – his mother’s father – was Jewish. Allen’s mother had hidden this fact for years and the revelation came out during a conversation between mother and son, on the backdrop of his 2006 re-election campaign, during which Allen’s ancestry had become a hot topic of conversation.


The Washington Post reported that Allen spoke last Thursday to Chabad members at the Reston Hyatt-Regency hotel outside Washington. During his talk, Allen recalled the conversation he had with his mother, as he questioned her about her ancestry: 


"After this last of my innocent, cross-examination questions in between spoons of cereal, my mother very seriously told me that she would tell me 'something' but only if I swore not to tell anyone. She insisted that I 'swear' on Pop-pop’s [her father's] head that I tell no one. … My mother then haltingly told me that 'Pop-pop was Jewish.'" 


Allen called the discovery of his Jewish roots “fascinating” and added that “from that day forward, the core principle of freedom of conscience, beliefs and religion was no longer a matter of enlightened philosophy to me. It became deeply personal in my heart-wrenching realization of how fear and persecution so tormented my loving, loyal mother’s life."

Observed Eating Kosher Chicken


Allen, who is in the process of preparing a 2012 run to reclaim his seat from Democratic Senator Jim Webb, was also observed eating kosher chicken during the evening. In his remarks, he said that the revelation of his Jewish ancestry was especially interesting "because I majored in history and have been a leader for nanotechnology." 


Rabbi Efraim Mintz, executive director of Chabad’s Jewish Learning Institute was quoted in the Washington Post as saying about Allen: "His mother's Jewish; we definitely view him wholeheartedly as a fellow Jew.” He added that "the fact that George feels fully comfortable with his Jewish identity and his Jewish origin sends a strong message to the community."


Following Allen’s speech, Rabbi Mintz presented him with a shofar. Allen, who was visibly moved, blew the shofar. As Baila Olidort, editor in chief of the Lubavitch News Service, remarked: "For someone who has never blown shofar before, he did well." 
Reprinted from the daily email of Artuz Sheva of August 24, 2010.

The Golden Column
The Holy Gaon 
Rabbi Yehudah Chayat zs"l


The holy Gaon Rabbi Yehudah Chayat zs"l lived five hundred years ago in Spain, and was known as one of the greatest men of the generation and the leaders of the Kabbalists. His book, "Minhat Yehudah," is one of the basic works of Kabalah, and until the writing of the "Sefer Hapardes" of the RaMaK zs"l, it was the major work of explanation of the Kabalah.


After the expulsion from Spain, he moved to Portugal. But one year later, in the winter of 253, he moved with his family and another 250 Jews, from Lisbon, the capital of Portugal to find another place to live, for the authorities refused to allow them to settle in the capital city.


Due to the poor sanitation conditions, disease broke out on the boat, and every day more died. Because of this, every port refused to allow them to dock and they were forced to remain afloat. Thus they wandered from port to port for four months, sustaining themselves with just bread and water.

Attacked by a Spanish Warship


The only reason that they survived is because the dead increased and the number of those eating decreased dramatically. But their troubles did not end. A Spanish warship attacked their boat and took all their property. It forced them to travel to the city of Malaga in Spain, but even there they were not permitted to disembark, for the law said that any Jew who steps foot on the land of Spain would be burned!


Every day, the leaders of the city, accompanied by priests, would sail to them in boats and announce: "Anyone who converts will be permitted to come ashore. If not, he will die of starvation on the boat, for we will not permit bread and water to be brought aboard."

Unpleasant Arrival in Morocco


The provisions on the boat were completely depleted and for five days they withstood the test of hunger and thirst. Around fifty souls died on those days of hunger and thirst, amongst them the Rabbi's wife. Only then were they permitted to set sail, and they reached Morocco. 


There, they (the Moroccans) invented a charge against him, and sentenced him to stoning, unless he would convert to Islam. With great difficulty, the community redeemed him and he arrived in Italy where he wrote his books. How pleasant it is to say about him the words of King David: "All this has come upon us, and we have not forgotten You - Arise and help us and redeem us for the sake of your kindness!"

Reprinted from this week’s email of the Aram Soba Newsletter, a publication of Congregation Bnei Yosef in Brooklyn.

As Heard from Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Preparing For Yom Hadeen/Rosh Hashana
 

Rosh Hashana is the Yom Hadeen, a day of danger, of great peril. One more mitzvah or one less sin could tip the scales in our favor. If you are a ‘benoni’, if your mitzvoth and sins balance each other, then Hashem allows you to wait until Yom Kippur before your judgment is sealed. In that case, whatever remains to be done, you do on Yom Kippur. 


But in most cases the very greatest effort should be on Rosh Hashana. That is the day when we hope to be written and sealed immediately for a successful year. If that is the day for doing teshuba, repentance, why shouldn’t we say ‘al chet’, and mention our sins, all day long?

Think that Hashem is King, 

Even When Walking in the Street

It is more fundamental to understand the great principles included in the words ‘Hashem Melech’- The Dominion of Hashem! Not only when you sit and say it in the siddur, but even when you walk in the street, you must think ‘Hashem Melech’, Hashem is King. Practice up on it during weekdays. Every day for a minute or two, as you walk in the street, think ‘Hashem Melech’; Hashem is in charge of the World !

He is looking at me every second; He is thinking of me. Then Hashem says: You are fulfilling the purpose of Rosh Hashana, and when Rosh Hashana comes and we shout Hashem Melech, it brings forth that potential greatness that we stored up in our minds all year. It bursts forth from our lungs:“Hashem Melech, Hashem Malach, Hashem Yimloch L’Olam Va’ed”

Working on the Realization that the 

World is Filled with Hashem’s Glory

On Rosh Hashana we atone for the greatest of all sins, forgetting Hashem. “Beware to guard yourself that you may come to forget Hashem your G-d”. (Debarim) Our form of “Viduy” (supplication) is to shout “You Hashem are the King”, “Hashem Melech”! “Everything is under Your control”!

Long before Rosh Hashana we have to work on this great concept and to realize that Hashem is watching us, to know that the whole world is filled with His Glory.

That is our great preparation for the Yom Hadeen.

“Step 1 to Teshuvah: Realizing how much Hashem has done for you”

Quoted from “Rabbi Avigdor Miller Speaks” ArtScroll
Reprinted from this week’s email of “As Heard from Rabbi Avigdor Miller.”

A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l

Spiritual Vitamins

	QUESTION:


 

What is the fastest acting spiritual vitamin one can take for an instant spiritual pick-me-up?

	ANSWER:
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The Gemora says, Im Roeh Adam Sheyitzro Misgabair, if a man sees that his Yetzer Horah begins to overpower him, he should do this: he should learn Torah… Nitzcho, if it helps, Mutav, good, if not he should do something else. 


Finally after nothing helps, Yazkir Lo Yom Hamoves, he should remind himself of the day of death. So the day of death is the most effective means of combating the Yetzer Horah.

The Heart of the Wise is in 
The House of the Mourners


Lev Chachomim B'bais Ha'aivel, the heart of the wise is in the house of the mourners. He doesn't have to be there, but his heart, his mind is there. And therefore, sometimes it's necessary to use the most extreme methods. L'chatchila, the Torah doesn't want you to think of the day of death, because the day of death has side effects.


Sometimes when people think of death they say it's no use learning, why should I start learning? I won't be able to finish the Mesechta, if I die I'll take it into the grave with me, and you'll forget about Olam Habah. Death you know is a big Stira to Olam Habah in Emunah, so therefore it's not necessarily good to think of the day of death.

The Cemetery Can Be 
A Quick Pick Me Up


Only, when somebody is in an emergency, he wants a quick pick me up, so he should go to the cemetery and stand there and look at the graves. It has a very good effect on people to give them a recognition of the transitory nature of the things of this world.


However, it doesn't mean it's the best thing. The best thing is to get a Sefer of Midos, or a Sefer of Yiras Shamayim and get the vitamins that teach you how to live properly, without recourse to thinking of morbid things like death. 

Reprinted from this week’s email of “A Moment with Rabbi Avigdor Miller, Zt”l” which is transcribed from one of the many questions posed to Rabbi Miller by members of the audience to his classic Thursday night hashkafah lectures in his Flatbush shul. To listen to the audio of the above question and answer, please dial (732) 534-8868.

The Human Side of the Story

Just In time

By Rabbi Mendel Weinbach


For weeks the Hatzalah rescue team in the Orthodox community of Beitar Ilit made an effort to find a donor for an expensive piece of lifesaving equipment known as "Life-Pac". They finally received this valuable machine, which sends electric impulses into the body of someone whose pulse has stopped, thanks to the generosity of a Baltimore Jew. 

Only eight hours after they held a special ceremony inaugurating its addition to their lifesaving arsenal, a call came for emergency help. A 50-year old man had suffered heart arrest while riding a bicycle on the road near Beitar.


The Hatzalah volunteers were the first to arrive at the scene and one of them began using the Life-Pac in an attempt to achieve resuscitation. Although the first electric shock failed to produce the desired result, a second one restored the pulse and a life was saved by a machine that came just in time. 

Reprinted from the website of Ohr Somayach International in Yerushalayim.

Good Shabbos Everyone.
Hashem Save the Queen


In this week’s portion Ki-Savo Hashem tells us “if you observe the commandments of Hashem, your G-d, and you go in His ways. Then all the peoples of the earth will see that the Name of Hashem is proclaimed upon you, and they will honor you.” (Devorim 28:9-10) The verse teaches us that when we Jews act according to the Torah, the nations will recognize that we are a holy people.

The following amazing true story shows how we Jews can be "a light unto the nations."

In 1908, Queen Wilhelmina of Holland went for a brief vacation to the popular resort area of Marienbad, Austria, near the German border. Since this was not an official state visit, she only had a small entourage of people with her, and there was no welcoming ceremony on her arrival at the train station in Marienbad.
Notices a Large Crown on the Platform


As the Queen got off the train, she noticed a large crowd on the platform. Obviously, a prominent personality had just arrived. Everyone was gathered around trying to get a glimpse of the famous person.


Queen Wilhelmina asked and was told that a great Jewish personality, the Munkaczer Rebbe, Rabbi Tzvi Hirsch Spira (1845-1914) had just arrived. Many of the Rebbe’s chassidim had come to greet him at the train station.

The Queen then asked what a Rebbe is. She was told that a Rebbe is a very holy man of great wisdom who gives blessings and advice to his many followers. Thousands seek his counsel and ask the Rebbe to pray on their behalf. Often the Rebbe’s prayers are answered and those who seek his blessings live to see their wishes fulfilled.
Perhaps the End of the Royal Line


When the Queen heard that the Rebbe had spiritual power, she immediately thought of her own situation. The Queen and her husband Prince Hendrik were childless. Both she and her husband were concerned that the Dutch monarchy should continue in their family. Without children, the royal line would end with Queen Wilhelmina.

The Queen and her entourage left the train station. Later that day, the Queen asked one of her attendants to try to arrange for her to meet the great Rebbe privately. The next evening, the Munkaczer Rebbe was brought to a secluded area of a beautiful park just outside of the city. Queen Wilhelmina was accompanied by two attendants and the Rebbe came with two bochurim (yeshiva students).
Spoke of Her Sadness at Being Childless


As the Rebbe and the Queen sat down, the Queen sensed that the man sitting opposite her was a personality of great stature. She spoke candidly to the Rebbe about how sad she was about being childless.

The Rebbe listened attentively and told the Queen not to worry. Her monarchy would continue. As the Queen was about to depart, the Rebbe cited a verse from the Torah saying that the Queen’s kingdom will not be severed “until Shilo comes.”(Genesis 49:10) Meaning, the Queen will have descendants until the coming of the Moshiach.(the Messiah)

The next year, in 1909, the Queen had a little girl and named her Juliana. It was the only child that the Royal couple ever had. (Thirty-nine years later, in 1948, Juliana became Queen of Holland. Her daughter, Beatrix is presently the Queen of Holland.)

A little more than 30 years after the Munkaczer Rebbe had given Queen Wilhelmina a blessing for a child, a black cloud descended over Europe. World War II had begun. The Germans sought out Jews in every country where they could find them.
A Jew Caught in the Evil German Net


Rabbi Yakov Tzvi Katz was one poor Jew who was caught in the German net. During the War, Rabbi Katz was sent to the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp. Rabbi Katz’s 18 year old son Shmuel was deported from the ghetto and never heard from again. 12 volumes of Rabbi Katz’s writings on halacha (Jewish law) were burned.

After the war was over Rabbi Katz returned to his native Hungary, in an attempt to put his life back together. He quickly saw that there was no future for the Jews in post-war Hungary. Many Jews at the time were trying to emigrate to Holland. Rabbi Katz tried, but he was denied entry into Holland twice. Holland was only accepting those Jews who had professions which would benefit the country. There were already plenty of rabbis in Holland.
Writes a Letter Directly to the Queen


One day, Rabbi Katz decided to write a letter directly to Queen Wilhelmina. He explained the hardships he and his family had experienced in the war. He then wrote, “Surely Your Highness remembers the very momentous meeting that preserved the course of royalty in Holland.”

He detailed the Queen’s encounter with the Munkaczer Rebbe in Marienbad, almost 40 years previous. Rabbi Katz continued writing in his letter to the Queen that the Rebbe had insisted that two boys come along with him for the meeting with the Queen.

The Rebbe would need an interpreter since the Queen would be speaking German. Rabbi Katz wrote, “I was that 18-year-old boy who accompanied the [Rebbe], and it was I who transmitted to the Queen the wonderful news from the saintly Rabbi that [the Queen] would bear a child within a year.”
The Letter Was Written in Yiddish


The letter which Rabbi Katz had sent to the Queen was written in Yiddish. Although Rabbi Katz could have written the letter in German, he was concerned that one of the Queen’s attendants would intercept the letter, read it, and then prevent it from getting to the Queen. Therefore, when the letter in Yiddish arrived, and old Russian chazan named Rabinowitz was summoned from his synagogue in The Hague and asked to translate the letter. The chazan read the letter. Realizing its significance, the chazan translated the letter with all the emotion he could manage. The translated text was brought to Queen Wilhelmina.

After reading the note, the Queen saw to it that Rabbi Katz be granted immigration papers swiftly.  Then he was able to rebuild his life which had been largely destroyed. (from: Echoes of the Maggid, R. Pesach J. Krohn p.95-99)
The Power of a Jew Who Makes a 
Good Impression on the Nations


We see from this amazing story the power of a Jew to make a good impression on the nations. As the verse tells us, “If you observe the commandments of Hashem, your G-d, and you go in His ways. Then all the peoples of the earth will see that the Name of Hashem is proclaimed upon you, and they will honor you.” (Deuteronomy 28:9-10) When a Jew acts according to the Torah, he shines with the holiness of Hashem.

The Munkaczer Rebbe and Rabbi Yakov Tzvi Katz showed the nations the beauty of a Torah observant lifestyle. Let us all learn from their examples and then we will truly be a light unto the nations. As the Prophet tells us, “...I will strengthen your hand; I will protect you; I will set you for a covenant to the people, for a light unto the nations...” (Yishayahu 42:6).

Reprinted from this week’s Good Shabbos Everyone email.
The Rabbi Who Had His

Brit When He Was 20
By Simon Rocker

Rabbi Jonny Hughes had ‘virtually nil’ Jewish background, now he teaches at an Orthodox yeshivah


One of the phenomena of post-War Judaism is the ba'al teshuvah movement. Thousands of young Jews from secular or moderately traditional homes have opted for Orthodoxy and a more devout religious lifestyle. But few can have made quite such a leap as Rabbi Jonny Hughes.
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Yeshivah teacher Rabbi Jonny Hughes with

Ezra, the youngest of his three children


He is on the staff of Midrash Shmuel, a yeshivah in Israel popular with English-speaking students. He has just published his first book on one of the luminaries of the Torah world, Rabbi Chaim Soloveitchik. But if you had suggested a decade ago where he would be today, he probably would have laughed in disbelief.
Jewish Identity Was Virtually Nil


Now 28, he grew up in Reading, his mother Jewish, his father non-Jewish. "My Jewish identity was virtually nil," he recalled. "My mother told me she was Jewish; I wasn't fully cognisant of the fact that that meant I was Jewish."


He never set foot in the local synagogue or saw Jewish practice beyond a few vestiges kept up by his mother. "My mother lit Chanucah candles every year which was funny - the Christmas tree was next to the menorah," he said. "But it was more of a foreign thing to us. I also remember she didn't eat on Yom Kippur. On Friday night she used to say 'Good Shabbos' to us - I thought that had some affiliation with shopping."

But in retrospect, he considers that it gave him "a little touch of something." By the time he went to University College London to study law at the age of 18, his interest in Jewish identity had grown. "It was based on a search for meaning in a godless universe," he said. "My friends were clubbing, drinking, having a great time and I felt a little bit of a vacuum of meaning – and the first place I sought for refuge was my roots. I thought maybe an answer could be found in my own heritage."
New Lifestyle Was a 
“Big Shock” to His Family


His new lifesyle came as a ‘big shock’ to family

By chance, in his first class at university, he sat next to a religious Jewish student who had just returned from yeshivah. "There was one spare seat left, I came in my leather jacket and sat next to this kippah-wearing fellow and we became great friends," he said.


His friend, who is from an influential family in Manchester, invited him to spend Shabbat in Hendon and went on to teach him aleph bet. But it was an incident that happened one day in his halls of residence in Tottenham Court Road that left a powerful mark on him.
Woke Me Up Like an Alarm Bell


There was a Jewish girl dating a non-Jewish student in the same block. "One afternoon, this boyfriend spent sometime with my next-door neighbour," he said. "It was a really hot day, the radiators had been left on and it was sweltering. Our doors were open and this fellow said to his friend within earshot of me, 'I'm hotter than a Jew in Auschwitz'. This paradox - he's dating this Jewish girl but he is like that - just woke me like an alarm bell."


He threw himself into exploring Judaism, attending Orthodox outreach institutions such as Aish and the Jewish Learning Exchange and spending Shabbat with families in North-West London. He moved to Golders Green for his second year. But he was conscious of a problem: he had never been circumcised.

Walking with Pain for Three Weeks


"At the grand age of 20, I had it done," he said. "It was under local anaesthetic, I was fully conscious throughout. It was physically a painful experience, but emotionally very uplifting. I took three weeks to walk around without pain."


But he was able to attend a seudah, a celebratory meal, held by Aish on the same day of the ceremony. "I was on painkillers and the anaesthetic was still in the blood stream," he recalled.


After university, he went to study at Midrash Shmuel, a yeshivah founded by Rabbi Binyamin Moskovits from London. It is modelled on the Lithuanian school of learning but its classes are taught in English. During the seven years he has been there, his studies flourished to the point that he made the transition from student to tutor.


A year and a half after he came to Israel, he met his wife, Chana Simons, a former Jewish studies teacher at JFS, and they now have three children. It was Chana who suggested he write his new book, Understanding Reb Chaim, on the man he calls "the godfather of the yeshivah world now". A study of Reb Chaim's essays on Maimonides, it is the first time that the rabbi he calls the "godfather of the yeshivah world" has been translated and explained in English.
Parents are Proud Grandparents


As for his family, his new lifestyle at first came as "a big shock" to them, he said, "because of the speed of the change… but now the relationship is fantastic. My parents are proud grandparents. I speak to them nearly every day, we visit them, they come to visit us in Israel, and we even have a kosher section of the kitchen in Reading."


Whereas most other ba'alei teshuvah had a cultural, if not religious, Jewish background, he came to Judaism with almost a blank slate. "Because of the difference of the two worlds - the world I had been steeped in and the world I was coming into - you see things in more black and white terms because you are not coming with any preconceptions or misconceptions about Judaism," he said.

See More Clearly Truth and Falsehood


"You just see more clearly truth and falsehood - what is religious and what isn't religious - and combining that with my personality, which is all or nothing, I sort of leapt into doing trying as much as I can.


"What attracted me was a way of living with meaning all the time, trying to make every moment meaningful. For me, Judaism enabled me to do that - connecting on a spiritual level, trying to transcend the earthly shackles of what it is to be human and to be a bit more G-dly.


"The reason I'm not for the middle road is my thirst wouldn't have been quenched by compromise."


Understanding Reb Chaim is available in some Jewish bookshops at £15 or can be ordered through http://understandingrebchaim.com
Reprinted from this week’s email of the AJOP (Association for Jewish Outreach Programs) Update. This article originally appeared in the August 19th issue of The Jewish Chronicle (United Kingdom).
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The Even Better Wallet

By Tuvia Bolton

Yehoshua Benyamin was a poor chasid, with seven mouths to feed and no way to feed them. He usually took any odd job he could find but times had been very slow and for the last few years his debts just kept growing. 


The grocery store owner just gave his tenth and last warning that Yehoshua could forget about getting any more food on credit. The next day he received a final notice from the landowner that he wanted all his back rent or else Yehoshua and his family would be evicted. Plus, shortly thereafter the young man that had been teaching his children Torah announced that if he didn’t get his back pay he was quitting. 
The Destructive Fire


And then came the fire. 


No one knows exactly how it started but, unlike Yehoshua and his family, the fire had plenty to eat. The houses were one hundred percent wood and the fire jumped ravenously from one to the other, leaving some twenty families homeless. Yehoshua's house hadn't been burnt much but his furniture had been wrecked and the suffering of all his friends didn't improve his spirits. 


He prayed to G-d for a miracle…surely only a miracle could save him! He was positive that G-d would not let him down. 


And the miracle happened! 


Sort of. 
Tempted by the 300 Rubles


It was Friday just an hour before the Shabbat. He was walking slowly home from another day of fruitless job searching when he noticed a wallet on the ground in the mud off the side of the road. He went over and picked it up and …there was no identification. Only a bunch of papers and…three hundred rubles! G-d had answered his prayers! 


The money would save him! Three hundred rubles was a fortune. He could pay his debts and have money left over! It was a miracle! 


Then, suddenly, he calmed down and reflected. 


"What am I thinking of? Have I lost my mind?" he thought to himself. "This wallet belongs to someone. How can I just take the money? It is a commandment from the Torah to return lost items!" 


But then he thought again. "Wait! If I don't take the money someone else will. Anyway, the owner probably gave up on it, which would mean Jewish law considers it ownerless so whoever finds it can keep it. 


"On the other hand, maybe he didn't give up, because the wallet is identifiable, especially with those papers in it. 


"But maybe I can use the money and then announce that I found an empty wallet. Then, if someone claims it, I'll know who to give the money back to at a later date."

Confused and Half Insane


Yehoshua was confused and his poverty already had made him half insane. It was very difficult for him to think up reasons for NOT taking the money that G-d had just put in his hands! 


He decided to hide the wallet in his home and decide after Shabbat. 


He arrived at the synagogue confused and worried. Now there was a third factor involved; besides his debts and the wallet, in just a few minutes it would be Shabbat and on Shabbat it is forbidden to worry, especially about monetary matters. 


Despite the weighty matters on his mind, he couldn't help notice one of the wealthier townspeople, Reb Pinchas Leib, sitting near the corner also trying unsuccessfully not to be troubled. 


Although normally shy, Yehoshua walked over and asked what was wrong. Pinchas, who was usually a good natured and talkative person, tried to shrug it off and deny there was any problem, but Yehoshua, much to his own surprise, insisted that he tell him what was bothering him. 
Extremely Valuable Documents


"Ah, I'll tell you the truth," said Pinchas Leib with a heart-rendering sigh. "My house was severely damaged by the fire, but that was the hand of G-d and I accept it.  What I can't get over is my wallet. There was a lot of cash in it, and even more importantly, there were extremely valuable documents. Those papers are worth a fortune. I saved them from the fire but then somehow managed to lose everything. I know it is about to be Shabbat, but… well… I just can't stop blaming myself for it."


"Don't worry!" Yehoshua put his hands on Pinchas' shoulders, looked him in the eyes, smiled and exclaimed. "I found your wallet! It's in my house. I found it just an hour ago!" 


Pinchas Leib couldn't believe his ears. He hugged Yehoshua in joy, gave him a big kiss on his cheek and thanked him over and over again about twenty times. 


Immediately after Shabbat Reb Pinchas went to Yehoshua's house and identified his wallet. He was so happy that he gave Yehoshua the three hundred rubles as a reward, saying the main thing was the papers which were worth many times more. 


But Yehoshua refused the money! 
Not Wanting to Sacrifice 
The Reward of the Mitzvah


He had decided that the mitzvah itself was enough of a reward! He didn't want the money. And all the pleading and arguing of Reb Pinchas didn't help. 


After this, Yehoshua was even more certain that there would be a miracle. But it didn't happen. And his children were hungry. 
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Suddenly he remembered: the Rebbe! He would travel to the Rebbe ('the Rebbe Reshab'; Rabbi Shalom Dovber the fifth Rebbe of Lubavitch) for a blessing or at least for advice. Why hadn't he thought of this earlier! 


Two days later he was in Lubavitch, standing before the Rebbe pouring out his heart about his troubles with the food market, his landlord and the tutor. But the Rebbe seemed to ignore all this and instead asked him if anything good had happened to him recently.


Yehoshua was dumbfounded, he couldn't figure what the Rebbe meant. Something good? But then he remembered the wallet, and the mitzvah that he had done. 
Rebbe Advises Yehoshua 
To Accept a Job as a Cantor


"Very good," said the Rebbe. "So there is nothing to worry about. In the merit of returning that lost item you will be repaid ten-fold. Meanwhile, if you are offered a job as a cantor, take it."


He thanked the Rebbe profusely and backed out of the room. But when he was alone with himself he thought, "Cantor? Why, I'm no cantor! I've never been a cantor in my life. Who would want me as a cantor?" 


But sure enough, two days later, when he arrived back home, a carriage was waiting in front of his house, and out of it stepped two honorable looking Jews who wasted no time in asking him to be the cantor in their town for Rosh Hashana! They even offered him an advance of ten rubles (about two months' wages). 
Remembering the Rebbe’s Words


His instinctive urge was to refuse. He had a nice voice but he had never been a cantor and he had so many problems. How could he pray in front of a congregation with the proper attitude? However, he also remembered the Rebbe's words, so he accepted.


He practiced seriously before the holidays, and when the time arrived his troubles and broken heart ironically proved to be his biggest asset. The crowd, who had enough troubles of their own, was moved by the simple sincerity of his prayers. They even invited him back for Yom Kippur with a raise in salary… paid in advance!


After Yom Kippur the president of the synagogue thanked him profusely and even gave him a bonus but added an apology. He was not able to find a carriage to take him back to his home. All of them had been hired by travelers. He gave Yehoshua more money and, with more apologies, asked him to please try to search for a carriage on his own. 


The next morning Yehoshua understood how bad the situation really was; literally every carriage was indeed gone. Finally, someone suggested an old man that had once been a carriage driver and might be willing, for the right price, to take the job.
Heading to the Old Man’s Hut


Yehoshua headed for the old man's hut on the outskirts of the town but when he got there and opened the door he realized that it was a dead end. The man, who must have been well over eighty, was lying sick in bed and was totally blind! 


But just as he was about to turn and leave the old man called out.


"Eh? Is that you Yorik? Did you call the priest? Is he coming? I don't think I'll last much longer." 


Yehoshua realized that the old fellow must think that he is someone else so to calm him down he answered. "Yes, yes, the priest is coming." 


"You know, Yorik." The old man wheezed and half whispered. "You know I have no children. But I have some money and I want you to have it. It won't help me where I'm going. It's buried in the back yard here under the large brown rock. I stole it from a Jew. Heh heh! One of my passengers over twenty years ago. Go and take it, I only used some of it. As far as I know the Jew isn't even alive any more. Heh, heh!"
Finding the Old Stuffed Wallet


Yehoshua left the old man, ran outside into the yard, pushed over the rock and sure enough, there was the old wallet. He picked it up and could tell that it was stuffed.


He put it in his pocket and, afraid that Yorik would return any moment, ran back to the town as fast as his legs would carry him. And behold, there was an available carriage! He gave the driver a good price and in a day's time was back home. 


He told the entire story to his wife, produced the wallet and together they opened it. It was filled with notes and they were all large denominations! They eagerly counted it and it totaled to exactly three thousand rubles! 


Suddenly he realized what the Rebbe meant that he will be repaid ten-fold! It was ten times the three hundred he returned to Reb Pinchas! All of Yehoshua's financial worries were gone forever! 

[Source: adapted by Yrachmiel Tilles from the rendition of his friend and colleague Rabbi Tuvia Bolton, the popular teacher, musician, recording artist and storyteller, in his weekly email for the yeshiva which he heads, Ohr Tmimim (ohrtmimim.org/torah )]. 

Connection: Weekly Torah Reading (of last week – sorry!) – returning lost objects. Also, the upcoming High Holidays.

Biographical note: Rabbi Sholom-Dovber Schneersohn (Cheshvan 20, 1860 - Nissan 2, 1920), known as the Rebbe Reshab, was the fifth Rebbe of the Lubavitcher dynasty. He is the author of hundreds of major tracts in the exposition of Chasidic thought.
The above story was reprinted from this week’s Stories From Ascent, a free email service of the Ascent Institute of Safat. To request your free subscription, send your request to ascent@ascentofsafed.com or visit their fascinating website: www.ascentofsafed.com

It Once Happened
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This coming Monday (18th of Elul/September 7th) marks the 311th birth anniversary of Rabbi Yisroel ben Eliezer, founder of the Chassidic movement and better known to Jews around the world as the Baal Shem Tov)

The Baal Shem Tov 

And the Chazan

One of the disciples of the Baal Shem Tov once came to him and asked what profession he should follow. The Besht answered at once that he should become a chazan (a cantor). 


"But I have no voice at all," the man protested. 


"Never mind. I will bless you that your soul will become connected with the heavenly sphere of music." 


And so it was, that the Chasid became a chazan with the sweetest voice this side of the Garden of Eden. 
Visiting the Court of Rebbe 
Elimelch of Lizhensk


Once this chazan happened to visit the court of Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhensk. 

Reb Elimelech and his son couldn't decide whether to give him the honor of leading the prayers to welcome the Shabbat queen, for fear that the beauty of his prayers would distract the congregants and the Rebbe himself. 


Finally, they decided to honor him, for after all, wasn't he called "the Baal Shem Tov's chazan"? 


The chazan's singing was as beautiful as could be. 


Reb Elimelech was so moved by the holiness it expressed, that he was afraid that its ethereal sounds would cause him to leave his body and ascend to the supernal realms. 


When Shabbat had passed Reb Elimelech summoned the chazan and requested that he tell some stories about the greatness of the Baal Shem Tov, for it is a custom amongst Chasidim to tell stories of tzadikim at the Saturday evening Melave Malka meal. 


The tales that he told were amazing to hear, and all gathered around to wonder at the holiness of the Besht. 


The chazan recounted the Besht's great love and fear of G-d, and his knowledge of every aspect of the Torah. He described the Besht's holy prayer and his conversations with spiritual beings which occurred to him as often as we would converse with a close friend. 
A Question Asked of 
The Ari Hakodesh


Once, the Besht asked the Ari Hakodesh - who had lived hundreds of years previously - why he had revealed the great secrets of Torah so openly. 

The Ari told him that had he lived another two years, he would have brought the world to perfection. 


The Besht was able to converse with spiritual beings as well as understand the speech of the animals. 


On Friday afternoons myriads of souls would gather around the Besht awaiting their ultimate purification which could be brought about only by a tzadik. 

The holiness of the Besht was so great that he could see from one end of the world to the other. 
Laughing for No Apparent Reason


One day, as the disciples were seated around him, the Besht began laughing for no apparent reason. 


When he was questioned, he replied that he had just seen the wondrous workings of Providence. 


In a far away land, a tzadik was walking to the synagogue to pray when a terrible hail storm blew up. He happened to be passing by a magnificent palace that had been built by a wealthy aristocrat, and he hurried to take shelter within. When the storm subsided the tzadik went on his way. 


No sooner had he departed, than the entire fabulous structure collapsed. 


It was reported in the papers that the palace had collapsed with no obvious cause. 


The Besht, however, saw that the only reason the structure had existed at all was to shelter that tzadik for a few short moments on one particular day. 


The chazan also revealed that the Besht had the ability look at an object and know the thoughts which the craftsman had been thinking when he made it. Reb Elimelech was amazed at all he heard. 
A Reflection of Har Sinai


They discussed a few more of the wonders of the great master before parting. 

The chazan remembered that he was once together with the Besht and his holy disciples while they were learning Torah. 


The scene was a reflection of the events at the Giving of Torah at Sinai: A heavenly fire surrounded them, while thunder and lightning were revealed and the blasts of the shofar were heard. The holiness that surrounded the holy assembly was so great that they were able to perceive the spiritual emanations that echo through the ages and have never ceased. 
Each Night After Maariv Prayers


Each night after the Maariv prayers, the Besht would return to his room and light two candles, since one is not good for the vision. He would put certain holy books on the table and then he would receive people and hear their requests. 


One evening several of his disciples entered into the room at the same time. The Besht spent time with each of them, listening to their problems and giving his advice and blessing. 


When they emerged from the room, they discussed amongst themselves what the Besht had told them. But they were amazed when they realized that to each man it had seemed that the Rebbe was addressing him alone, and no one know what he had told the other.

Reprinted from Issue #332 of L’Chaim, a weekly publication of the Lubavitch Yourth Organization. To access current or archived issues, visit their website: www.lchaimweekly.org
