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This is the story about a very beautiful and very special mirror. It hung on a wall in the dining room of a fine house belonging to a rich man.


The mirror was large and square, with a wide, thick gold frame carved with beautiful designs of leaves and flowers. Everyone that saw the mirror admired it, but everyone also noticed that it was imperfect. 

On one of the corners, you see, the silver backing had been scraped off so that this part of the mirror was plain glass. People would remark upon its beauty and then say, "Oh, what a pity! Too bad the mirror is damaged." 

To everyone's surprise, the mirror's owner would tell his visitors that it was he himself who had deliberately scraped the silver backing off! Can you imagine owning such a costly mirror, a work of art, and then ruining it? But let me tell you the story of that mirror.


Many years ago, in a small town in Poland, there lived a man called Abraham. He owned a small store and he earned just enough money to take care of his family. He was not a rich man, but he also was not a very, very poor man. He had only a few customers. Sometimes people left without buying anything because Abraham did not have many things to choose from. They went to the big stores instead where they could find what they wanted.
Abraham was Happy with His Life


Abraham was happy with his life. Though he was not rich, he always had enough to share with others. No visitor that came to his home ever left hungry. Every time a poor person needed help, Abraham always found money to give him. Abraham and his wife lived a very simple life. Their home was small. The house really needed a paint job, but there was never enough money for that. It seemed to them that it was more important to help someone in real trouble than to paint a house. 

Their furniture was old for the same reason. The curtains on the window had probably been washed a hundred times. Abraham and his wife had no carpets on their floor. Their clothes were plain, and they did not often buy new things. Many of their cups and plates had chips and cracks. The food they ate was simple.


Yes, it was not a very fancy home. But it was a real home. It was a warm and happy place. Everyone felt comfortable and relaxed there. Abraham had many visitors because everyone knew that he was kind and liked to be helpful.
Noticing a Stranger while Standing in the Doorway


One day Abraham was standing in the doorway of his little store waiting for customers. Suddenly he noticed a stranger walking toward his store. Abraham lived in a small town so he knew all the people there. When the stranger was near the store, Abraham asked him how he could help. "Maybe you would like to come to my home and rest awhile," he said. "If you are hungry, please be my guest. If you are thirsty, please come with me for something to drink. Perhaps you need money? We will help you."


Abraham's invitation was so warm and friendly that the stranger decided to stop in his house for a rest.


What Abraham did not know was that this was no ordinary stranger. This was a very holy, wise and famous Rebbe from a town far way. He was on his way to a wedding and happened to pass through Abraham's town. The Rebbe was an important man and many people in Poland traveled long distances to listen to his words of wisdom, or to ask for a blessing or prayer in time of need. It would have been a great honor for any home to have this Rebbe as a guest.


The Rebbe soon noticed Abraham's kindness and generosity. He knew many rich people who could have helped the poor much more easily than Abraham, but who did much less than he. The Rebbe enjoyed his short stay. Before he left he blessed Abraham with riches, so that he should be able to continue helping the poor and needy more easily.
His Store Suddenly Became a Very Busy Place


After the Rebbe left, Abraham's store suddenly became a very busy place. All day long customers were coming in. Everyone found what he wanted, and no longer did people leave his store to shop somewhere else. With each day that passed, Abraham had more new customers and more money to bring home. 

Soon he had to make his store larger to fit all his new customers. After a while, Abraham became a very big, important and rich storekeeper. He became one of the richest men in the town. The Rebbe's blessing that Abraham should become wealthy had been fulfilled.


To be rich seems mighty good when one is poor. People sometimes think that if they were rich, life would be beautiful. But being rich can be a problem too. Now that Abraham had a big store, he had a lot more work to do. He worried about robbers breaking into his store or home. He worried about his business. He wanted his store to keep on growing.


He wanted a very beautiful home. He wanted new, fancy clothes. Because Abraham was busy with his store, he found less and less time for studying Torah and going to shul to pray. He did not even have time to bother with poor people. Abraham could only be seen by special appointment. His secretaries were told to give money to needy people who came for his help, but Abraham had no time to listen to their stories or problems.
Their Brand New House Almost Looked Like a Palace


Abraham and his wife built a brand new house that almost looked like a palace. It had many rooms, and all the rooms were large and beautiful. On the windows hung soft velvet drapes. The floors were covered with thick rugs. There was wallpaper on the walls. The kitchen was filled with new pots and pans. There were lots of fine dishes in the cabinets.


All the furniture was new and expensive. The dining room table was made of shiny wood. The chairs in the living room were soft and plump. On the walls hung paintings by real artists. And on one wall in the living room there hung a huge mirror. It was so big it almost covered the whole wall. All around this mirror there was a wide, thick frame of gold. No one else in town had such a fine mirror. Everyone who saw it spoke of its beauty. It was truly a masterpiece.


There were many servants in this new house. But this house was so fancy that Abraham did not want to let beggars or poor people come in. Strangers were no longer invited for a meal. Servants would open the door and give some money to the needy, but that was all.
Since He Became Rich Abraham is Different


"Abraham is different," people said. "He has changed since he became rich. What a pity! He was always so kind and good, and now look at him. He has no time for any of us anymore." And they would shake their heads sadly and remember the good old times when Abraham had never been too busy to help others.


Time passed. One day a messenger came to visit Abraham. He had been sent a long distance from the famous Rebbe who had given Abraham the blessing of riches. The news of Abraham's good fortune had reached the ears of the Rebbe and now he needed his help. 

An innocent Jewish man had been put in prison on false charges and a great deal of money was needed for his ransom. Of course Abraham was happy to help. He gave the messenger the money and sent him off with good wishes for a safe trip home. He also sent regards to the Rebbe.
The Messenger Did Not Feel Happy


The messenger had completed his job, but he did not feel happy. It had been difficult for him to speak to Abraham in person. His secretaries had not wanted to let a stranger into Abraham's private office. Abraham had given him the money, but he had not invited him to his home for some food and rest. The messenger was surprised. The Rebbe had praised Abraham and often spoken of his hospitality and charitable ways. The messenger could not understand what had happened.


When he came back to the Rebbe, he gave him the money and told him everything about his trip. The Rebbe shook his head sadly. He understood that Abraham, the poor man, had a heart of gold, but Abraham, the rich man, with all his gold, seemed to have a heart more like stone. The Rebbe decided to visit Abraham to see what could be done.


When the Rebbe arrived at Abraham's house, Abraham welcomed him warmly and invited him into his home. This house looked very different from the home that Abraham had lived in when the Rebbe first visited him. It was big and beautiful, but gone was the friendliness and warmth one had felt in the simple, old home. 

The Rebbe walked on the heavy rug. He saw the costly paintings. He looked at the expensive, new furniture, and at the drapes made from the finest, softest velvet. And then he noticed the mirror. He looked at its shiny gold frame. It was the biggest mirror he had ever seen.
“Quite a Change, is it Not?”


"Quite a change, is it not?" said Abraham with a pleased smile on his face. "And that mirror, " he continued, "is my favorite treasure. Of all the lovely things I own, I like that mirror the best. It cost a great deal of money, but it was worth it. It is truly a masterpiece, a work of art, is it not?" he said and turned to the Rebbe.


"Yes," the Rebbe answered. "Quite a change. Quite a change." He said this softly, in a low, serious voice, and his face looked sad.


Suddenly, the Rebbe called to Abraham. "Come here," he said, and asked him to walk over to the mirror and stand in front of it. The Rebbe then walked away a bit and asked Abraham to tell him what he saw.


Abraham was puzzled at this, but answered, "Myself. That is what I see in this mirror. My own reflection — that is all I can see."


"Look closely," the Rebbe said. "What else do you see?"


"I see my lovely furniture reflected in the mirror. I see my paintings, I see my rugs and drapes. I can see many things in my beautiful home," answered Abraham.
The Rebbe then Walked Over to the Window


The Rebbe then walked over to the window with Abraham. He pushed aside the drapes and told Abraham to look out into the street. Abraham's home was on a big street and people were always passing by. Since it was a small town, Abraham knew almost all the people walking past his house.


The Rebbe asked him many questions about all the people they saw. And Abraham told him that the woman with the basket was a poor widow with many small children. She was hoping that kind people would put food in the basket for her family. He told the Rebbe about Bentze, the water-carrier, who was getting old and found it hard to carry the water. He pointed out Yankel the tailor, a fine Jew who went to shul every day, but was very poor and never had enough money for his family.


Abraham was wondering why the Rebbe was asking him all these questions. The Rebbe was a serious man who never had time to waste. Why should he be so curious about all these people?


Then the Rebbe said to Abraham, "It is strange, is it not? A mirror and a window are both made of glass and yet they are very different."


"What do you mean?" asked Abraham.


"Well," said the Rebbe, "when you looked in the mirror you could only see yourself and the things that belong to you. You could see much more when you looked out the window. Then you could see all your neighbors and friends from the whole town."
A Mirror and a Window are Both Made from Glass


"That is true," said Abraham. "A mirror and a window are both made from glass. The window is transparent. Light can pass right through it. It is clear and you can see everything through it. The mirror, on the other hand, is covered with silver on one side. The rays of light cannot pass through, and therefore a mirror can only reflect what is in front of it."


"I see," said the Rebbe and nodded his head. "I see. The piece of glass that is plain is clear through and through, allowing you to see others and their lives. But when it is covered with silver, then you can see only yourself. Hm, very interesting. It is really quite fantastic, isn't it? Now do you think it will work the other way too? Could you take a mirror and scrape off the silver so that you would be able to see everyone else instead of yourself?"
Abraham’s Eyes Filled with Tears


Abraham's eyes filled with tears. He felt so ashamed. Finally, he was beginning to understand everything that had happened to him since he became rich.


That evening, Abraham made a big party in his home. The whole town was invited, especially all the poor people. Everyone had a fine time. Then Abraham asked for silence. He made a short speech and asked for everyone's forgiveness. He told his guests that he was sorry for the way he had acted after he became rich. His life would now be different. He promised them that his doors would always be open for everyone, and that he never would be too busy to help those that needed him.


After all the guests had left, Abraham walked over to his beautiful mirror. With a sharp knife he scraped off the silver covering in one corner. He did not stop until that part was as clear as glass. Only then was he satisfied.

Reprinted from the Parashat Ki Tabo 5779 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace edited by David Bibi.

Sages through the Ages

Rav Elimelech of Lizhensk

Tykocin, Kingdom of Poland 1717- 1787 Poland, Lizhensk

By Dr Benji Schreiber
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Overview


Rav Elimelech Weisblum of Lizhensk, known as the Noam Elimelech, was a leader in the third generation of Chassidus, a talmid of the Magid of Mezeritch (Rav Dov Ber, 1710-1772) who was a talmid of the Baal Shem Tov (1700- 1760). 
He was born in Tykocin, Poland and died in Lizhensk (Leżajsk). He spent time in self-imposed exile with his older brother Rav Zusha, and stories abound about the holy brothers, האחים הקדושים .


For example: On one occasion Rav Elimelech and Reb Zushya were staying at an inn. Each night non-Jewish peasants would enter their room and jestingly beat the one who lay nearest the fireside, Reb Zushya. One night, Rav Elimelech offered to change places with his brother so that he could take the beatings instead. Suggesting that Reb Zushya had suffered enough of this “Divine admonishment” the agreement was made and Rav Elimelech lay next to the fire instead. 


That night, the common gentiles again entered to begin their jest. This time, however, one of them said that the one by the fire had taken his fair share of the treatment, and now it would be better to jest with the other one! Again Reb Zushya took the beatings. Afterwards, he told his brother that whatever is decided in Heaven transpires! 

His Writings


His best known sefer, the Noam Elimelech, was a collection of divrei torah said by Rav Elimelech on Shabbos and recorded by his son Rav Eliezer who, as instructed by his father, did not publish the sefer until after Rav Elimelech passed away. 


It has been suggested by Rabbi Yitzchak Ginsburgh that there are three streams within early Chassidus: Likutei Moharan, by Rabbi Nachman of Breslov, gave hope and encouragement to the masses trapped in life’s problems.


The Tanya, by Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi, founder of Chabad-Lubavitch Chassidism, is considered a resource for people of ‘average’ level. 
Noam Elimelech is geared towards the lofty Tzaddik, the Rebbe. His book teaches those special few the path to both mystical leadership in Chassidism and temporal leadership of the lay flock. He placed great emphasis on the centrality of the Tzaddik in Chassidic throught. Rav Elimelech composed a Tefillah to say before davening Shacharis, popularised by Avraham Fried. It asks Hashem to help us always see only the good in each other. He also composed a number of tunes. One tune believed to be composed by him is still popular sung with its own unique under and over dance. 

His Legacy


It is said that at his death bed he bequeathed his legacy in four parts to his principle students: The Chozeh of Lublin, Rav Yaakov Yitzchok HaLevi Horowitz (1745-1815) received the spiritual power of his eye. The Magid of Koznitz, Rav Yisroel Hopstein (1736-1814) received the spiritual power of his heart. Rebbi Mendel of Rimenov (1745-1815) received the spiritual power of his brain. The Apter Rav, Rav Yehoshua Heshil (1748-1825), received the spiritual power of his mouth. 


Furthermore, Rav Elimelech promised that whoever comes to visit his grave won’t leave the world without doing Teshuva. Thousands do so every year on his Yahrzeit, 21st Adar.

Reprinted from the Parashat Nitzavim 5779 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.)

Coming Early to the Yeshiva
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Rabbi Gamliel Rabinovich

Moreinu HaRav shlit”a (Rabbi Gamliel Rabinovich) relates: I wanted to be in yeshiva an hour-and-a-quarter early. When I got to the yeshiva, I saw a very familiar figure and I remembered that I had to ask for forgiveness from this man. 
The reason that I must ask forgiveness goes back sixty years. When we were little children, before Purim, we would make fireworks from the ends of matches, stuff it into a hollow piece of iron, throw it forcefully to the ground and this would make a large bang, which would make the children happy, especially when the reader would say the word “Haman”. 

We would buy the hollow iron for a few cents from children who knew how to prepare it. Many years later when we were adults, I thought that perhaps I forgot to pay that boy for the iron. Now, when I came early to the yeshiva and that boy is standing in front of me, more than sixty years later, I approached and asked that he forgive me if I did not pay him. 

In response he said that I had already asked for forgiveness and he forgave me forty years ago!!! I thanked him and asked him why he came to the yeshiva and what was he looking for? 

He said that he wanted to learn Torah and he wanted to be accepted by the yeshiva. I took him to the Rosh Yeshiva and asked that he arrange a chavrusa for him in a class appropriate for him. 

He was very pleased since generally, one is accepted by passing a test and one is not generally accepted by just walking in. But since I knew him, he was accepted to the yeshiva. Thus, my coming early to yeshiva was so that he would be accepted trouble free.
Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5799 email of Tiv Hakehillah.

The Bright Spot in Your Life
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A little boy was overheard talking to himself as he strutted through his backyard, wearing his baseball cap, toting a ball and bat. “I’m the greatest hitter in the world,” he announced. Then, he tossed the ball into the air, swung at it, and missed.


“Strike one!” he yelled. He picked up the ball and said again, “I’m the greatest hitter in the world!” He tossed the ball into the air. He swung and missed. “Strike two!” he cried.


The boy then paused to examine his bat and ball carefully. He spits on his hands and rubbed them together, straightened his cap and said once more, “I’m the greatest hitter in the world!” He tossed the ball up and swung. He missed. “Strike three!”�


“Wow,” he exclaimed. ”I’m the greatest pitcher in the world!”¨


In life, all of us strike out from time to time. Don’t focus on the strikes. Focus on what we do right.

Reprinted from the Parashat Nitzavim 5779 email of Chabad of Great Neck, NY.

Judging Favorably #56

The Friend Who Needed

To Get Back to Home


My friend Tamar, an old classmate, came over to spend the afternoon. I promised her a lift home. Tamar told me she was going to be picked up at her house at 6:00 sharp, and she needed to get back in time to get ready before her ride came. 


We had a wonderful day together. Late in the afternoon, as Tamar and I were in the middle of a conversation, she jumped up suddenly. “Is that clock right? Is it really 5:00? Let’s go quickly or I’ll be late.” 


I rushed out with her and drove her home. As soon as we arrived at her block of flats, she jumped out of the car in mid-sentence and rushed towards her entrance. I drove to the end of the block to turn the car around. Meanwhile, I noticed a small store and went in to pick up an item I needed. 
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As I drove back, I passed my friend’s building. To my surprise, there was Tamar sitting on a bench and talking to a neighbor, as if she had all the time in the world. How did she suddenly have so much time? What happened to the big rush? I wish I had found the solution to this mystery earlier than I did – it would have kept me from a few suspicious feelings. 


But at least I only had to wait until the next day, when Tamar called. Not knowing that I had witnessed her sitting on the bench, she complained to me how scatterbrained she was becoming. She told me that when she had reached the flat, she discovered that she had locked herself out, and she had no choice but to sit and wait outside for her ride. (The Other Side of the Story by Yehudit Samet)
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeilech 5780 email of The Weekly Vort.

Don’t be a Horse

Drinking at a Pond
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Rabbi Yissocher Frand


Rav Yissocher Frand once said that the business world would be vastly improved if we understood that competition is really futile, as there is no such thing as competition. Hashem decides on Rosh Hashanah how much we’re each going to make, and whatever we do will not affect what we or others will make during the year.


If we understood this, our attitudes towards business would be much more positive. A man once wanted to get into a certain line of business. He went to his friends and relatives who were in the same line and said, “I’d like to get into your line of business. Can you give me some customers and leads?” 

At every turn, the man was rebuffed. People were stunned and asked him in disbelief, “You want me to give you my customers? What’s going to be with my business?” 

Finally, he approached Rav Moshe Mordechai Heschel, who was later to become the Kopichenitzer Rebbe, and asked him for the same help. Rav Moshe Mordechai happily said to him, “No problem! Here, take my customer list.” 

Now the man was stunned. He said, “You’re giving me the whole list? What’s going to be with your business? Maybe you can just share a few customers with me.” 

Rav Moshe Mordechai replied, “Don’t worry about it. Do you think Hashem doesn’t have enough Parnasah for both of us?” 

Rav Frand said, “I once told this story to someone, and he advised me not to repeat it when I speak in public. He said only a future Rebbe could do something like that, but ordinary people would never relate to it. 

But I didn’t take this advice, and I did repeat the story in public. One day, a simple Jew in Baltimore came over to me and told me that a similar thing had happened to him. He had an established electronics business, and someone had asked him for help in starting a similar business. 

The man said, ‘I gave over my entire list of customers and suppliers. It helped him get started and he’s quite successful now. And by the way, my own business didn’t suffer one iota!’ 

How’s that for ordinary Jewish people? Never underestimate what a Jew can do if he is properly educated!” Rav Frand also related that a business man once came to Rav Meir of Premishlan and said, “Rebbe, please help me. Someone is opening a business like mine right down the street from me! I’m going to lose all my business!” 

Rav Meir told the man to calm down, and said, “Have you ever noticed that before a horse drinks from a pond or a river he always stamps on the ground first? Do you know why it does that? Because when the horse sees his reflection in the pond, he thinks there is another horse there and he tries to chase him away so he wouldn’t take his water.  Don’t worry about this other business. There is no threat to you from it at all!” 

A Jewish jeweler in Antwerp, Belgium, once came to Rav Chaim Kreiswirth, zt”l, the Rav of the city. He said to Rav Kreiswirth, “I don’t understand it. There is a store right across the street from mine, and the owner of that store is doing twice the business that I am. What am I doing wrong?” 
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Rav Kreiswirth asked, “Does the other man have a bigger store than you do?” The man shook his head and said, “No. I checked, and we both have the same size store.” 

Rav Kreiswirth continued, “How about the lighting? Maybe he has better lighting in his store. Lighting is very important in the jewelry business.” 

The man shook his head again and said, “We have the same type of lighting.” 

Rav Kreiswirth suggested, “Perhaps he has better merchandise for sale than you do?” 

But the man replied, “We both use the same supplier.” 

Finally, Rav Kreiswirth asked, “How many customers come to his store each day?” The man answered, “All I know is that he has twice the number of customers I do.” 

Rav Kreiswirth smiled and said, “I think I figured out what you’re doing wrong. Every day your friend across the street comes into his store and minds his business. But every day when you come into your store, you’re looking across the street! In reality, you are minding two stores at the same time. It’s no wonder that your business is not doing as well!” 

Rav Kreiswirth told him, “Don’t worry about the other business so much. Just have trust in Hashem that He will take care of you, and you will see that Hashem can abundantly provide for both you and your friend across the street!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeilech 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Scales of Justice…


Whenever Myrna Adler went to the doctor, she would complain about the long delays she always endured. One day, after a long wait, her name was finally called and she was asked to step on the scale. 

"I need to get your weight today Mrs. Adler," said the nurse. 

Without a moment's hesitation, Myrna replied, "One hour and 45 minutes!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeilech 5779 email of Lekavod Shabbos.
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