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The Bais HaLevi and 
Rav Yitzchak Blazer
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Rav Yitzchak Blazer, zt”l and the Bais HaLevi, zt”l


Rav Yitzchak Blazer, O”BM, was once seated at a gathering of the most prominent sages of his generation that was held in his city of St. Petersburg. Rabbi Yosef Dov HaLevi Soloveitchik [the Bais HaLevi] of Brisk, O”BM, world-renown for his Talmudic genius was present. 

Rabbi Soloveitchik presented a Talmudic question that his young son, Reb Chaim, had asked. After posing the question, a flurry of discussion ensued, each of the rabbis offering their own answer to the riddle, while other rabbis refuted them with powerful rebuttals. 

During the entire repartee, Rabbi Blazer sat silently. He did not offer an answer, nor did he voice approval to any of the answers given by the Rabbis. When Rabbi Soloveitchik ultimately offered his son’s own solution, Rabbi Blazer sat neither nodding in approval nor shaking his head in disagreement. 

It seemed as if he did not comprehend the depth of the insightful discourse. It was as if he was not even there! Bewildered, Reb Yosef Dov began having second thoughts about the renowned Rabbi Blaser. “Was he truly the remarkable scholar that the world had made him out to be?” he wondered. 

Later that evening, Rabbi Soloveitchik was in the main synagogue where he got hold of the book “Pri Yitzchok,” a volume filled with Talmudic insights authored by none other than Rabbi Blazer himself! After leafing through the large volume he saw that the afternoon’s entire discourse, his son’s question, the offered and reputed responses, and the final resolution, were all part of a dissertation that Rabbi Blazer had himself published years earlier! 

“Now I realize,” thought Rabbi Soloveitchik, “Rav Blazer is as much a genius in humility as he is in Talmudic law!” 


Comment: When Hashem threatened to destroy the Jews, Moshe pleaded (Shemos 32:32): “If You would but forgive their sin! — but if not, erase me now from Your book that You have written.” As we all know, Moshe’s pleas were accepted. The nation was spared. 

However, Moshe was not left unscathed. His request of written eradication was fulfilled in one aspect. He was left out of one portion of the Torah: Tetzaveh. Why specifically was this portion chosen for the omission? 

The reason is that this portion speaks of the elevation of Aharon and of the garments of the High Priest, never mentions Moshe. Moshe made himself as if he did not exist when it came to his brother’s honor and his brother’s right to ascend to the role of chief Kohen. 

Moshe did not want to be a reminder that the reason Aharon got this lofty position was because of him (or his error). This is the way of the humble people: give others the glory and stay away from the limelight when it happens. May we learn to take less (or no) credit from the people in our lives.
Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh/Purim 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

Brother of Parkland Victim’s Kippah in Oval Office Sends Message to Jewish Youth

By Dovid Margolin
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Meadow Pollack's family meeting with President Donald Trump, left, at the White House. Her brother, Hunter, says he wore a kippah to send a message that his peers should "be proud to be Jewish." From left, around the desk: Brandon Schoengrund, Julie Phillips-Pollack, Andrew Pollack, Hunter Pollack and Huck Pollack. Standing by the door is White House Chief of Staff John Kelly. (Official White House Photo by Shealah Craighead)


On Wednesday morning [February 21, 2018] —a week after Meadow Pollack, 18, was killed in the mass shooting at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School in Parkland, Fla.—her father, Andrew Pollack, and brothers, Huck and Hunter, flew to Washington, D.C., for a roundtable discussion with President Donald Trump at the White House. The televised meeting was widely seen, with Andrew’s dramatic and forceful words about fixing school security striking a chord around the country, being extensively reported and shared on social media.


Prior to the public meeting, Andrew, Huck and Hunter had a private conversation with the president in the Oval Office. Entering the meeting, Hunter chose to wear a kippah, a mark of Jewish pride clearly seen in the official White House photos.


“I wore it there because I’m proud to be Jewish,” Hunter Pollack told Chabad.org. “I wanted to wear my kippah in the highest office of the land. My Jewish peers in this country need to be proud of being Jewish, and that’s how we can honor Meadow’s memory as a beautiful Jewish girl.”


Since last week’s tragedy, which left Meadow and 16 others dead, Rabbi Avraham Friedman of Chabad of Coral Springs, a longtime family friend and mentor, has been a constant presence in the Pollack home, offering comfort and support. He has also been putting on tefillin and praying with family members, in addition to those making shiva calls, and teaching the traditional mourners’ Mishnayot each night.


“I thought of Rabbi Friedman as I walked into the Oval Office with my kippah,” says Hunter. “The tefillin, the learning, the Jewish stuff has been very comforting to me and my family.”

Reprinted from the February 23, 2018 website of Chabad.Org

Doctors and Emunah

By Rabbi David Ashear


The Chovot HaLevavot writes in the Sha'ar HaBitachon that we are obligated to take care of our health, go to doctors and take medications when necessary, as Hashem commanded us in the Torah. But at the same time, we are to believe B'Emunah Shelema that our healing does not come because of what a doctor did or because of a medication that we took, but rather, only because Hashem said it was time to be healed. 


People can go from doctor to doctor without finding a cure to their sickness. They can take many different medications without finding relief, because they are not what heal. We still, however, have to do our best to find the right doctors and the right medications, because when Hashem does decide that we should be healed, He usually heals through those doctors and medications. The efforts are up to us, but the outcomes are up to Hashem.


Rabbi Yechiel Michel Feinstein had a daughter with a bad case of asthma, and the family made sure to have many inhalers available in case she ever had an attack. But, lo alenu, one time she had an attack at home and nobody could find an inhaler to help her. She returned her soul to her Creator. 
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Rabbi Yaakov Galinski


During the Shiva, Rabbi Yaakov Galinski visited and heard some of the mourners blaming themselves for not finding the inhalers in time. They had found them later, all under one of the beds. And Rabbi Yaakov told them, "I have a tradition from the Mashgiach of Lomzeh, Rav Moshe Rosenstein, that our obligation of Hishtadlut is only regarding the future, meaning, we have to do the best we can to bring about our desired results, but regarding the past, what has happened already has nothing to do with us."


The will of Hashem always comes to fruition. We should never think, if I would have done something else, it would have changed what happened already. We should never say, if we would have gone to that doctor or taken that medication, things would have been different. No. The healing or the lack of healing is only from Hashem, not from the means we chose to use or the means we didn't use.


The Chovot HaLevavot writes further, sometimes Hashem will even heal us with His word alone, like the Pasuk says in Tehilim: "ישלח דברו וירפאם - Hashem says the word and all of a sudden we are healed." This means Hashem can heal us with no medications and no doctors. How many times have we seen people with severe illnesses, and out of nowhere, they just disappeared with no explanation? That is: "ישלח דברו וירפאם." We still have to go to doctors, but it is possible that Hashem will heal us without any means.


I read a story about a twenty-year-old boy who was in a terrible car accident. He sustained a fracture of his third and fourth cervical vertebrae. He barely survived the accident and was initially totally quadriplegic. During a long and difficult healing process, there were some signs of neurological recovery. Movement of a finger here, returning of a sensation there, and incredibly, what seemed like a miracle, he was able to walk again. 


But there was one thing the urologist was sure about: He was going to require a life-long catheter. After a spinal cord injury like his, they had never seen otherwise. This was obviously going to be a major problem he was facing for the rest of his life. But then, the impossible happened. One day, out of nowhere, he no longer required that catheter. It was nothing short of: "ישלח דברו וירפאם - Hashem said the word and he was healed." 


The boy at the time was not that religious, but after experiencing this miracle, he committed to saying Asher Yatzar every time he would go to the bathroom. The first time he said it after he was healed, he was so emotional saying the Beracha with tears.


Health is the greatest blessing. We are to do our best to take care of it and seek out the right help when necessary, yet the whole time knowing that all of the results are only in the hands of Hashem.

Reprinted from the February 28, 2018 email of Emunah Daly.

The Chicken Farmer and

The Man in the Bus Stop

By Menachem Posner
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The Lipskier family in France, after escaping the USSR.


Reb Yankel Lipskier was hardly your typical New Jersey chicken farmer. He had made his bones in Soviet Russia, where he was the manager of a factory and an active participant in the underground Chabad movement. He was well positioned to support the secret yeshivah that had sprung up in the Georgian Soviet Socialist Republic, where he and his family lived during World War II.


When the Iron Curtain lifted briefly during the chaotic years that followed the war, Reb Yankel, his wife, Taibel, and their growing brood escaped to the west and lived in France for a short while before coming to the United States. Once they arrived, they settled in Brooklyn to be close to the sixth Lubavitcher Rebbe—Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneerson, of righteous memory—who had left the Soviet Union in 1927, but had maintained a close, if clandestine, connection with the Jews who remained there.


Entering the rebbe’s study, Reb Yankel asked the rebbe to advise him regarding parnassah. What should he do to earn a livelihood? The rebbe advised him to purchase a Yiddish newspaper and see what opportunities were being advertised. Then the rebbe looked at a page of the newspaper that was in front of him. Running his pencil along the columns of notices, he paused to mark an ad for a chicken farm for sale.
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Reb Yankel in his later years, reading from a well-worn prayer book.


Located in Hightstown, N.J., 60 miles southwest of Brooklyn, the farm hardly seemed like a place to raise a growing chassidic family. But Reb Yankel and Taibel needed no more convincing. Clutching the newspaper clipping, Reb Yankel approached the offices of the Joint Distribution Committee and asked for assistance to purchase the farm.


“I’m sorry,” he was told by the sympathetic but skeptical case worker, “that farm is a losing proposition. Why don’t you look into something that has more potential?”


Crestfallen, Reb Yankel returned to the rebbe, who told him, “They will give you funds for the farm. Go back and ask again.”


And so it was. With the help of the Joint, the Lipskier family soon found themselves on a farm in New Jersey.


They weren’t entirely alone. In those days, there were numerous Jewish farmers in the area—mostly fellow immigrants from Europe—and Reb Yankel did his best to kindle the latent spark of Judaism within them.


Even as his farm floundered (the officials from the Joint had been correct in their assessment), his spiritual endeavors thrived. The sleepy synagogue was alive with classes in Tanya, Ein Yaakov and Jewish law. 


“You think I sent you to New Jersey to be a farmer?” the rebbe once remarked to Reb Yankel. “Many others can be farmers. You are there to fulfill a Divine mission!”


Life on the farm was hard. The community remained painfully small, and there were few if any other young chassidic families for miles around.


A bright spot in the monotony of loneliness and poverty that was their lot was when the rebbe would dispatch groups of rabbinical students to the area. Sleeping on the synagogue’s hard benches, the young men would travel from farm to farm every day for several weeks, selling Jewish texts for nominal fees, encouraging the farmers to increase their Jewish engagement, and reminding them that there was a Jew in Brooklyn who cared for them deeply.


It once happened that a group of students arrived before Shabbat and told Reb Yankel that they had been given a specific instruction from the rebbe: to find out the full Hebrew name of Moishe Green. (When praying for someone, it is customary to pray using their Hebrew name and the Hebrew name of their mother.) 

Reb Yankel’s mind began racing. He knew just about everybody in the tight-knit Jewish community, and he could not think of anyone named Moishe Green.


Shabbat morning came, and Reb Yankel approached the gabbai, the synagogue caretaker, to see if he perhaps knew the identity of the mysterious Moishe Green. 


“Yes, I know who he is,” the gabbai said. “He lives around here but has never stepped foot in the synagogue, not even on Yom Kippur. Oddly enough, he came to synagogue this morning and is actually sitting and praying right over there.” The caretaker gestured discreetly in the direction of a man with a pronounced hunchback.
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The bus stop going to Jersey City


Looking at the stranger, Reb Yankel realized that his face was familiar. Every Shabbat, as Reb Yankel walked to synagogue, he would see the man, a fat cigar in his mouth, waiting at the bus stop for the express bus to Jersey City. 


Following prayers, Reb Yankel announced that there would be a grand kiddush reception, during which the visiting rabbinical students would share words of inspiration and lively chassidic melodies. Reb Yankel made sure to sit down next to the newcomer. 


Once everyone was seated around the table, happily tucking into the herring, kichel (sweet cracker) and spirits, Reb Yankel raised his glass and announced that there was another reason for the celebration. He was marking the yahrzeit (anniversary of passing) of his mother, whose name was Batsheva. “And what was your mother’s name?” he asked Moishe Green as nonchalantly as he could.


With the prized information in hand, the rabbinical students were able to report back to the rebbe with the information he had requested.


Meanwhile, Reb Yankel was curious to know what would happen to Moishe Green. The following Shabbat, as he walked to the synagogue, he passed the bus stop, but Moishe was nowhere to be seen. The same thing happened the next week, and the next. Moishe had disappeared.
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A skilled amateur carpenter, Reb Yankel lovingly crafted many of the distinct furniture pieces that grace the main Chabad synagogue in Brooklyn.

“Do you know what happened to Moishe Green?” he asked the synagogue caretaker, who seemed to know everything about everyone. “I have not seen him for several weeks now.”


“You didn’t hear?” replied the caretaker. “After spending Shabbat with the rabbinical students sent by the rebbe, he suddenly left his non-Jewish family and moved out of town!”


While our story ends here, we can only speculate that somewhere in the world the stooped figure of Moishe Green entered a synagogue or yeshivah, ready to resume the Jewish life he had left behind so many years prior.


As for Reb Yankel? It was several more years that he would remain on the chicken farm. In 1954, the seventh Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem M. Schneerson, of righteous memory, told him that his mission in New Jersey was over, and that he could relocate with his family to Brooklyn. He did so, opened a small grocery, and threw himself into communal life, serving as a gabbai in the Rebbe’s synagogue.


A skilled amateur carpenter, Reb Yankel lovingly crafted many of the distinct furniture pieces that grace the main Chabad synagogue in Brooklyn.

Reprinted from the Parshat Yitro 5778 website of Chabad.Org
The Nifter and the

Bar Yochai Song


Every year, on the seventh of Adar, the yahrzeit of Moshe Rebbeinu, the members of the Chevrah Kadishah have a custom to fast, and at nighttime they gather for a special meal. The purpose of this fast is to atone for their sins, in case they didn't treat a dead person with appropriate respect while preparing him/her for burial. 


At this meal, speeches are given to encourage each other to be even more careful in the future with the mitzvah of honoring the deceased. At one such dinner in Yerushalayim, a speaker related the following story: 


One Friday afternoon, a woman called the Chevrah Kadishah’s office and told the secretary that her husband had just died. The secretary told her that it was too close to Shabbos, and so the funeral will be held on Saturday night immediately after Shabbos. 


"My husband left a request," she told the secretary. "Immediately following his burial he wants people to sing Bar Yochai over his fresh grave." 


"We will do that. If this is what your husband wanted, we will fulfill his wishes." 


During that Shabbos, a leading Torah scholar of the generation passed away. Thousands of people attended his funeral, so the funeral of the widow's husband was deferred until after the scholar's. The Chevrah Kadishah wasn't able to begin the purification rites for the body until late that night, and when they finally finished and ready for the funeral, it was already 1:00 a.m.

By that time, there were only nine men still present to attend the second funeral. This couple never had any children, and they didn't have much family either, and now there wasn't even a minyan to escort this Yid on his final journey. 
One member of the Chevrah Kadishah went to a certain beis medresh where people study 24/7, and sought someone willing to join the funeral. No one was available, other than a maggid shiur a teacher. At first he also said, "I came here to prepare a class for tomorrow morning. Try to find someone else." 


The Chevrah Kadishah man tried, but soon returned saying that he couldn't find anyone else at such an hour. So the maggid shiur climbed into the Chevrah Kadishah’s van, to join them for this mitzvah. After all, as he himself pointed out, the purpose of Torah study is to learn in order to fulfill. 


The funeral was completed at two o'clock a.m. The secretary remembered the deceased's final request. "Does anyone have a siddur with the Bar Yochai song, because the deceased asked that it should be sung over his fresh grave." 


No one had such a siddur. "Does anyone know the song by heart?" 


No one did. One person commented, "Maybe I know it by heart, but at two a.m., in the cold on Har HaZeisim, I don't know anything anymore." 


It seemed that the man's final request could not be fulfilled. Just then, the maggid shiur remembered that he had the text with him. He took out a piece of paper from his pocket. It had Bar Yochai on it, and they all sang together. 


On the way back, the maggid shiur told the Chevrah Kadishah the incredible hashgachah pratis that just occurred. 


"On Shabbos, I generally daven Minchah early, in a shul near my home. This week, I missed the early minyan, so I went to daven at a different shul, which is further away from my house. "As I was walking to that shul with my son, he noticed a page of sheimos on the ground and pointed it out to me. I picked it up, intending to put it into a sheimos box in the shul. But I forgot to do that, so that page has been in my pocket until now. This is the page that has Bar Yochai on it!" 
The other nine men in the van were all astonished at this wonderful demonstration of hashgachah pratis. Seeing their amazement, the maggid shiur hastened to add another detail. 


"That's not all. I usually study in my house on motzei Shabbbos. Tonight, I needed to prepare a shiur, but there was too much commotion in my house and I couldn't concentrate. That's why I went to the beis medresh. Had I been home as I usual, you wouldn't have found me." One man remarked, 


"If such a story would have happened to a chassidic rebbe, people would speak about it for generations."


"Well, perhaps he was a hidden tzaddik?" wondered another. 
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Burial place of Rabbi Shimon bar Yochai in Meron


"I'll check into exactly who he was tomorrow," the secretary said. After several inquiries, he discovered that the deceased was a regular Jew. However, he would go to Meron on erev Rosh Chodesh to daven by Reb Shimon bar Yochai, and he also sang Bar Yochai before reciting Kiddush, every Friday night." 

The speaker concluded, "We learn from this episode to treat every deceased Jew with utmost respect, because every Yid — even a simple one — is precious to Hashem. Here is a story of an otherwise simple person, but Hashem performed miracles for him so his final requests should be fulfilled, because every Yid is special to Hashem." 

The next speaker stood up and said, "Thank you for this wonderful story. It definitely teaches us to be careful with respecting the dead, as you said. But I would like to add that we shouldn't wait for people to die to respect them! We should honor each person when they’re alive too, because every Yid is special to Hashem…"

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.
Catching His Wife 
Being “Unfaithful”

The Sefer Chasidim writes, "A story happened with a son who honored his father immensely. The father said, 'You honored me in my lifetime, I want you to honor me after my death, as well. This is my request from you: Don’t speak when you’re angry, and don’t do anything before you sleep a night.' 


"The father died, and the son traveled overseas, and was away for many years. When he left his home, he didn’t know that his wife was expecting a child. 
"One night, he returned to his hometown. He went up to his wife's bedroom [and from behind the door] he heard a man speaking to his wife…. He drew his sword to kill both of them, but then he remembered his father's will and warning, so he returned the sword to its sheath. 


He then heard his wife say 'It's many years since your father left me. If he would know that he has a son, he would return home to marry you off.' 


"When he heard this, he said, 'Open the door, my wife and friend' (Shir HaShirim 5:2). Blessed is Hashem for preventing me from becoming angry, and blessings to my father who told me to check my anger for a night, because otherwise I would have killed you both.' 


They were extremely happy and they celebrated with the entire community."
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Matteh Efraim

And the Broken Vase

[image: image10.jpg]




An expensive vase broke in the home of Reb Efraim Margulies zt’l (renowned for his sefarim Matteh Efraim, Yad Efraim, and others). His wife was very upset about this, but he remained calm. 


She asked him, "How can you be so calm? We just lost so much money?" 
He replied, "Ask me this question in a year from now, and then I'll explain." 
Exactly a year later, she asked him for an explanation. 


He asked her, "Are you still upset about the vase?" 


“It doesn’t bother me anymore. That was a year ago.” 


He replied, "Your father chose me to be his son-in-law because he said that I'm an iluy (genius) and I grasp matters quickly. When the vase broke, I immediately grasped how I would feel today, a year later, and that's why I didn’t let it bother me then." 


When things anger us, we can ask ourselves, "Will this anger me in a year or two from now?" Imagine how you’ll feel then, and with this perception, you’ll know how to deal with your anger now.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.
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