Shabbos Stories for

Parshas vayeira 5780
Volume 11, Issue 9     18 Cheshvan/ November 16, 2019
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Story #1142

A Deadly Pair of Dogs

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com


(Reb Mendel Futerfas, a"h.)

A Jew in a Soviet Siberian prison camp in the mid-1900's went to fellow inmate Rabbi Mendel Futerfas one winter day and asked him for a blessing. "Tomorrow night I'm planning on escaping from here, and I want a blessing from you for success."


Reb Mendel was shocked. "It's a clear risk of life to try and leave this place, and well against the odds! There are guards and dogs, and barbed wire, and high walls. How can you even think of such a thing?"


The man explained that for a very long time he had been diligently knocking small holes into one of the outer walls in a large circle. "It's at the point now where I just have to push into the center and the entire hole will cave in." More recently, he had observed and discovered that every night at a certain time, there is a window of opportunity for 30 minutes when the guards are changing their positions.
Waiting for the Half Hour Window of Opportunity


The next night, Reb Mendel watched as this man waited for his half-hour window. When the moment arrived, he went to the wall and pushed into the circle, and just as he had said, a large round hole appeared and he crawled through.


As soon as he emerged on the other side he started running. R. Mendel watched incredulously as two huge dogs appeared out of nowhere and began to chase the speeding Jew. When they almost caught up to him, he saw the Jew reach into his pocket, pull out two huge pieces of meat and throw them behind him. The dogs stopped in their tracks and began tearing apart their surprise meal.
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R. Mendel noticed that there was a guard atop the wall in the tower, who had watched this entire scene unfold. Right then he lowered his rifle, aimed at the feasting dogs and shot twice. R' Mendel watched in horror as both dogs died instantly.


R. Mendel found himself unable to comprehend the series of events his eyes had witnessed. After a few days he walked over to the guard and asked him, "Why did you feel the need to kill the dogs? What did that accomplish? All you did is cause a loss for their owners."
The Guard Answers Reb Mendel’s Question


The guard hesitated, then decided to answer R. Mendel. "We spend months of time and a lot of money and energy to find the right dogs for this job. They are hand selected and bred and then trained for service. If all it takes is a couple of pieces of meat to reverse all of that training and all of their pedigree, then what purpose could they possibly serve? We don't need them and they might as well be shot."


Reb Mendel would often retell this story, and append to it the following take:

The Creator of the World’s Deal


"The Creator puts us in this world to deal with a multitude of trials from Heaven. If all it takes is a little bit of tasty meat for us to be sidetracked and fail a test, then what good are we? We are no better than a dog that cannot stay on course whenever a little bit of temptation comes his way!


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from…oops! I don't recall and somehow did not write it down. If anyone recognizes where I might have taken it from, please let me know.


Connection: Weekly Reading of No'ach - Every species of animal, in pairs.

Biographical note: Rabbi Menachem-Mendel ("Reb Mendel") Futerfas (1906 - 4 Tammuz 1995), was a near legendary Lubavitcher chasid, even for those who knew him personally. In 1947 he was arrested for administrating networks of underground yeshivas and Jewish schools, and for facilitating the repatriation of thousands of Soviet Jews to Poland after WWII, and sentenced to 8 years in Soviet prisons and labor camps, which he went through without compromising any religious observances, despite the cruel pressure to do so. 


After another six years in Siberian exile he was allowed to emigrate to England, thanks to an appeal for family repatriation made by prime minister Harold Wilson during his summit meeting in Moscow with Chairman Nikita Khrushchev. In 1973 he settled in Kfar Chabad, Israel, where for twenty years he was a major influence on three generations of chasidim.

Reprinted from the Parashat Noach 5780 email of Ascent of Safed.com

From Kings Highway in

Brooklyn to Jerusalem
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Rebetzin Esther Jungreis tells of an amazing story in her book The Committed Life about a speaking tour that she was on in Israel. She needed some musicians to accompany her and out of nowhere she was approached by a few boys studying in yeshivah who offered their services. 


She asked them how they knew that she needed a band.

The Musician Tells His Story


The leader of the band answered, “Actually, we didn’t know, we just wanted to help.” With that, he began to tell his story. 


“A few years ago, when I was living in New York, I was totally assimilated. I had no understanding of Judaism. My life was music, and I was on my way to Paris to continue my musical studies. I was walking on Kings Highway in Brooklyn when suddenly I heard a crash and the screech of brakes. I looked up, and there in the street, covered with blood, was a rabbi who had been run over by a car. 


“I rushed to his side and tried to talk to him, but he didn’t respond, so I stayed with him and held his hand until the police and an ambulance came. As he was lifted onto a stretcher, I noticed that his lips were moving. It seemed like he wanted to tell me something. 

“You’ll Never Believe 

What the Rabbi Said to Me”


“I leaned down and bent my ear close to his lips so that I might hear him. Rebbetzin, you’ll never believe what the rabbi said to me.”


For a moment, the young man paused. Then he swallowed hard and continued with his story.


“’Son, are you Jewish?’ the rabbi asked me. ’


“Yes, Pop,’ I answered. ‘I am Jewish.’ 


“Son’ the rabbi whispered again - although it was obvious that it was very painful and difficult for him to talk. He mustered all his strength and said, ‘You must go to Jerusalem and study Torah.’”

“That Experience Changed My Life”


 “Can you imagine? There was this rabbi, suffering from multiple fractures, his body bloody and bruised, and in his pain what does he do? He tells me to go to Jerusalem and study Torah! That experience changed my life. I realized that I had met a saint, a man who was so committed to his faith that he was able to overcome his suffering to reach out to me. So now you know why I’m here. The rabbi saved my life, and I want to give back.”


Rebetzin Jungreis listened to his story but had difficulty answering him. She recognized that story; she knew it well because that rabbi was her father. When he recovered from that accident, he told his children of the incident and asked that they try to find the young man to thank him for his kindness, for staying with him until the ambulance came. 

Finally Able to Than the Young

Man on Behalf of Her Father


They never did find him, but now, years later, here in Jerusalem, the holy city, he came to offer his services in gratitude to the rabbi, and the rebetzin was able to thank him in the name of her father. 


We see from this story how the rabbi reached out to another Jew even in an incredibly difficult time and was able to bring him back to Judaism. This is the trait of Avraham Avinu that Noach didn't practice in his generation.

Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5780 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

Sages through the Ages

The Chozeh of Lublin

Łukowa, Poland 1745 – Lublin, Poland 1815

By Dr Benji Schreiber



Tombstone of the Chozeh of Lublin, zt”l

Rav Yaakov Yitzchok HaLevi Horowitz was born in Łukowa, near Tarnogród. His family were very meyuchas, stemming from Rav Yeshayahu HaLevi Horowitz, the Shlah HaKadosh, ten generations earlier. He was raised largely by his maternal grandfather, Rav Yaakov Kopel of Łukowa, a wealthy and generous landowner who turned down community posts.


He learned under different Rabbonim including Rav Shmelke of Nikolsburg in Sieniawa, who first spread chassidus in Poland. Here he was known for his very intense prayer and for covering his eyes so he could only see his immediate surroundings. 


In Sieniawa he had his first marriage. Legend has it that on the eve of the chasuna he asked to see his kallah but trembled when he did saying he did not see a ‘tzelem Elokim’ (Image of G-d). At the insistence of the family he went ahead with the marriage but ran away from the yichud room and sent her a get. It transpired that she had already lost her emunah entirely, but no one knew it. 


From his youth Rav Yaakov Yitzchak clung to Chassidus and he travelled to the Maggid of Mezerich (Rav Dov Ber) who was the talmid of the Baal Shem Tov. The Maggid had tremendous talmidim around him, including Rav Shneur Zalman of Lyady, Rav Elimelech of Lizhensk, Rav Aharon of Karlin – the fathers of Chassidus. 


He made an impact with his arrival. He was a beloved younger talmid of the Maggid and the Maggid delegated to him the resolution of a local dispute. After the Maggid died, Rav Shmelke of Nikulsburg became head of the group and the Chozeh continued under his guidance, as well as that of Rav Elimelech of Lizhensk (Leżajsk), who lived closer to the Chozeh’s home town of Łańcut (18 miles away). 


Rav Elimelech, the author of Noam Elimelech, was the main force spreading Chassidus in Galicia. As Rav Elimelech became older the focus moved to the Chozeh in Łańcut thousands came to him as Rebbe, and less were coming to Rav Elimelech, which caused him distress. 


The Chozeh decided to move to the outskirts of Lublin. Lublin in Czechov his name quickly spread and new chassidim flocked to him while the misnagdim were up in arms. The leaders of Lublin gave him permission to set up his own minyan and with support from town philanthropists who became chassidim he was able to set up a fitting court in Lublin. 


The Chozeh became a leader of Chassidus in Poland, drawing thousands of Chassidim. He was called the Chozeh, Seer, because of supernatural vision of which stories abound. He was close to the Maggid of Kozhnits (Rav Yisroel Hopstein of Kozienice, 1736-1814) and Rav Menachem Mendel of Rimenov (Rymanów 1745-1815) who were the other Chassidic leaders of their day. T


hey supported Napoleon in his war against Russia, while the Baal HaTanya, living in the Russian empire at the same time, supported the Tsar. 

Talmidim


The Yehudi HaKadosh (Rav Yaakov Yitzchak Rabinovitch, 1766-1813) was a leading talmid. One theory for his unusual nickname is that his contemporaries didn’t want to use his name as it would be disrespectful to their Rebbe, the Chozeh, who has the same first names. The Yehudi broke away from the Chozeh, who he continued to greatly respect and became a Rebbe in his own right, starting the line of Peschisch (Przysucha) which was then continued by Rav Simcha Bunim of Peshisch and then the Kotzker Rebbe. 


The Yehudi HaKadosh wanted less emphasis on miracles and drew a smaller group of Chassidim. They emphasized davening with great kavanah and were criticised for delaying the time of davening while they sought inspiration. He wrote three sefarim: זכרון, זכרון זאת זאת and אמת דברי based mostly on Chumash, introduced with mussar and focused on Tzaddikim. 


On the night of Simchas Torah 1815 the Chozeh fell from an upstairs window in in circumstances which remain obscure. He was bedbound from then until his death that Tisha B’Av. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Noach 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.)

The Secret Soviet Circumcision

By Asharon Baltazar
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Reb Chanoch Hendel Galperin lived during a historically dark time—Soviet Russia had stifled religion to criminal degrees, with any mention of it immediately perking the ubiquitous ears of authorities.


Jews chose to either continue practicing in secret or simply surrender their heritage altogether. Those fortunate enough fled, but Reb Chanoch, imbued with love for his fellow Jews, stayed behind to coax sparks—which never die—from the embers of Soviet Judaism, often succeeding. Here is one such instance.


One bitterly cold winter day, an elderly woman approached Reb Chanoch. She introduced herself as Chaya-Basha, a widow from the other side of town. Speaking in hushed tones, she told Reb Chanoch he needed to circumcise her grandson, the responsibility of arranging which fell squarely on her frail shoulders. Her son, Abrasha, wanted nothing to do with it.


For as long as his mother remembered, ardent patriotism decorated Abrasha’s world, which began expressing itself early in his childhood with his enrollment in Communist clubs. With time, he climbed the many ranks of the Communist Party until he became a recognizable and rather popular personality. He served as a member of several organizations as well as the director of the local Party.


Now many Jews had joined the Communist party, some of whom still maintained touch with their Jewish roots. Abrasha was one of them. Even if it was for the shortest while, one could always catch Abrasha attending the Yom Kippur services in the synagogue.


And so it came to be that Abrasha and his wife, also a Jewess, became the delighted parents of a baby boy. Circumcising his son never even occurred to Abrasha, yet his mother would give him no rest. Fearing for his own career, Abrasha was opposed to the idea. If the wrong people would hear about it, his tenure in the Communist Party would come to a swift end.


Abrasha’s resolution over the matter crumbled when his mother mentioned suicide. She threatened through tears, shaking Abrasha to his very soul. He eventually agreed, but on two conditions: The circumcision was to happen in absolute secrecy and without his participation. This way, Abrasha could extricate himself from potential fallout by blaming his mother.


Having spent several years in Siberia for his “counterrevolutionary” activities, Reb Chanoch was still unfazed. He gladly agreed to perform the circumcision, remarking, “I am so grateful to you, Chaya Basha. Because of you, I’ll merit establishing another soul’s eternal connection to its Creator.”


Looking bright already, Chaya-Basha gave Reb Chanoch an address, and the two appointed an hour for the ceremony. Before she hurried off, he told her to dress the baby in a clean diaper and also prepare a tub of warm water. Reb Chanoch picked up two trusted fellow Chassidim—one to act as sandek and one to assist in the circumcision—and then made his way through the frosty weather to the address.


In the small, quiet apartment, Reb Chanoch found the baby all prepped as instructed. The mother, isolated in an adjacent room, ignored the men. Chaya-Basha, however, bustled around them, making sure everything was in order. Reb Chanoch set his bag down, removed a white coat customarily worn for Yom Kippur and slipped it on. He also looped a surgical mask onto his ears. Within a few minutes, Reb Chanoch had deftly ushered the baby into Avraham’s covenant.


Because neither of the boy’s parents were present to specify a Jewish name, the three men decided on “Yisrael,” after the saintly Baal Shem Tov. Their reasoning: It was the Baal Shem Tov who gifted his followers with the love for their fellow Jews, which prompted them to risk their very lives for this child.


Suddenly, a muffled call for Chaya-Basha could be heard. Chaya-Basha rushed to the other room and reappeared with her daughter-in-law. The woman’s eyes were puffy and red. Looking at the Chassidim, voice shaking with emotion, the woman said, “Even though I don’t know Hebrew nor Yiddish, I am still a Jewess, my ancestors being respected rabbis in various cities. I’ve strayed far from tradition, and my husband is a Communist official. However, I’m glad I listened to my mother-in-law and agreed to this circumcision. Certainly, my little boy will be a Jew and will stay a Jew.”


The woman then rejoined her baby inside her room.


From his bag, Reb Chanoch produced a small cake. And from the kitchen, Chaya-Basha brought a bottle of spirits. The celebrants sat around the table, sharing “lechaims” interspersed with Torah insights. Spontaneous but soft singing broke out every once in a while. Caught up in their world, they didn’t even notice the deepening shadows.


Just as the Chassidim were about to head home, a series of raps sounded on the door, freezing the small apartment with terror. Chaya-Basha felt panic rising in her throat as she rushed to undo the locks to the door. Abrasha, weary from the office, stepped inside and surveyed the scene. He walked over to the men, inquired about their health, and even apologized for being held up in the office. The Chassidim offered him a “Lechaim” of his own.


Reb Chanoch plopped a kippah on Abrasha’s head and reminded him to say a blessing before partaking.


Several rounds of “Lechaim” dissolved Abrasha’s diffident attitude and placed him at ease in the company of Chassidim. Abrasha didn’t feel like he was home, but rather in some distant memory, gathered in an old synagogue with some old friends. 

Encouraged by Reb Chanoch, Abrasha reminisced. About the days in Cheder, about his old friends, and about his father who stood praying till noon and often wept in the middle. Unable to contain himself, Abrasha started singing the melodies recalled from his father’s prayer. Despite his closed eyes, tears rolled freely down his face.


Outside, the morning crept up.


“Listen, Abrasha,” said Reb Chanoch, looking Abrasha dead in the eye. “Even though there’s no one in this room capable of reaching your father’s heels, his righteous soul cannot rest content from your current lifestyle. You must start wearing tefillin daily, keeping Shabbat, learning Torah, eating kosher, and maintaining a separated kitchen… And we will help you every step of the way.”


Abrasha agreed. And since it was already 6 o’clock in the morning, the Chassidim bid him farewell and left.


Within a few days, Abrasha absolved himself from his government position.

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. This story was shared by Rabbi Shlomo Galperin, son of Rabbi Chanoch Hendel Galperin.

The Burial Place of Rav Mordechai Banet, zt”l



Rabbi Banet’s tombstone, on the Rabbinic Hill at the Jewish cemetery in Mikulov

Rav Chaim Kanievsky, Shlit”a, writes this story in Sefer Siach Nechamah (page 192). Rav Mordechai Banet, zt”l, was the Rav of Nikolsburg for many years. Though he was old and weak, he agreed to travel to the city of Carlsbad to attend an important meeting of Rabbanim. 

However, the trip turned out to be too much for him and he passed away while he was in Carlsbad. The day he passed away was on Erev Shabbos, and in order that his burial not be delayed, his Levaya and burial took place in the city where he died. 
The People of Nikolsburg were Upset


The people of Nikolsburg were very upset about this, and wanted their beloved Rav to be buried in the city he had served so faithfully for so long, so that they would be able to regularly visit his Kever. 

In spite of this, the people of Carlsbad refused to comply. They wrote a letter to the Chasam Sofer, the Gadol HaDor, to rule on the question of where Rav Banet should be buried. 

There was a delay of a few months in his response, but finally, the Chasam Sofer sent a Psak, a ruling, that Rav Banet should be transferred to his hometown of Nikolsburg. 
The Chasam Sofer’s Incredible Explanation


The Chasam Sofer, who usually immediately answered all questions that came to him, especially such important ones, was later asked why it took him so long to send a response to this particular question, and he gave the following incredible explanation. 

As soon as he had received the letter with the question, he sat down and wrote a lengthy answer ruling that Rav Banet’s body should be returned to Nikolsburg. However, as soon as he finished writing it, his inkwell tipped over and spilled all over the letter, and ruined everything he had just written. 

The Chasam Sofer felt strongly that this was a sign from Shamayim that he should not rule to move the Rav’s body from its current burial spot, so he simply didn’t respond at all. 

Three months later the Chasam Sofer had a dream in which Rav Banet appeared to him and related, “Many years ago, I was engaged to a girl from Carlsbad, and we were engaged for three months. However, for certain reasons, I broke off the Shidduch. Since I caused pain to this Bas Yisroel, it was decreed in Shamayim that I be buried near her for three months, and for this reason, I had to pass away far from my home and be buried in that cemetery, near the grave of that girl. Now that three months have passed, my body is allowed to be transferred to Nikolsburg, where my community awaits my return.” 

When the Chasam Sofer woke up, he wrote a new letter permitting the transfer of Rav Banet to his hometown, and he added on an apology to his letter and wrote, “My response was delayed until now!”

Reprinted from the Noach 5780 email of Torah U’Tefillah compiled by Rabbi Yehudah Winzelberg.

The Non-Shomer Shabbos Philanthropist
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Rav Elazar Shach, zt”l


Once, a Shul in South Africa received a very generous donation from a wealthy man who was not a Shomer Shabbos. Since their Rav had a strict policy not to use money given by such a person, for fear that it would be tainted with Chilul Shabbos, the Gaba’im held back from cashing the check. 


Meanwhile, the donor visited Eretz Yisroel. One of his acquaintances from South Africa was also there, and he suggested that they go together to meet with the famous Rosh Yeshivah of the Ponevezh Yeshivah, Rav Elazar Shach, zt”l. 
When they appeared before Rav Shach, the acquaintance introduced the man from South Africa to the Rosh Yeshivah as a generous supporter of Torah institutions in his home country. 


The wealthy man lowered his head to receive a Brachah from the Gadol, but Rav Shach placed his hands on the wealthy man’s head and spoke directly, and lovingly, to his visitor instead. 


He said, “My son, if you want a Brachah, you should keep Shabbos, because Shabbos is the source of all Brachah. Every nation has its flag, and the flag of the nation of Israel is Shabbos! Shabbos is the symbol and the sign that we are Jewish. Shabbos is the guarantee of the continuation of the Jewish nation forever. 

“If we do not identify with our flag, we are in grave danger of losing our Jewish identity. Without Shabbos, we are in serious trouble in so many ways. What guarantee do you have that your children will remain Jewish? Who will guard them from marrying out of the faith, if not the Holy Shabbos herself?” 

These warm and heartfelt words penetrated to the heart of the man. They affected him so profoundly, that right after leaving the presence of the Rosh Yeshivah he announced, “From this moment on, I will be a Shomer Shabbos!” 

The acquaintance who had brought the wealthy man to meet Rav Shach immediately called the Rav in South Africa to tell him the good news, and the Gaba’im were then able to deposit that check, which was so vital to the Shul!

Reprinted from the Noach 5780 email of Torah U’Tefillah compiled by Rabbi Yehudah Winzelberg.

Rav Chaim Palagi and Shalosh Seudah




Tomb of Rav Chaim Palachi in İzmir, Turkey

A businessman once came to Rav Chaim Palagi, zt”l, and complained that although his store was busy from Sunday through to Wednesday, however, on Thursday and Friday, everything seemed to stop and he hardly had any business. This kept repeating itself for a few weeks, and it seemed very strange to him, and he wanted to know if Rav Chaim had any idea why this might be happening to him. 


Rav Chaim explained that this was apparently occurring because the man wasn’t being careful about eating Shalosh Seudos (the Third Meal) on Shabbos. 
The man just looked at Rav Chaim and asked, “How does the Rav know this?” 


Rav Chaim explained to him that the Gemara teaches us that one is required to eat three meals in honor of the Shabbos, and the Gemara Yerushalmi teaches (Brachos 14:4) that if one is not careful with one of the meals of Shabbos, the Brachah of Shabbos will leave him for two days. 


Rav Chaim said, “Since you are careful with the first two meals of Shabbos, you are busy with your work for four days. Shalosh Seudos provides Brachah to Thursday and Friday, and since you are not careful with this meal, you have no business on these two days!”

Reprinted from the Noach 5780 email of Torah U’Tefillah compiled by Rabbi Yehudah Winzelberg.
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