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The King’s Friend

By Bentzion Elisha


Once there lived a gentile king who delighted in having an audience with a particular rabbi who lived in the kingdom’s capital. The two would converse on various subjects, and the rabbi’s acuity and sharp intellect amazed the king again and again. No one could compare in counsel and wisdom to the charming rabbi. 
King Invites the Rabbi to Join
Him on Outings to the Country


The king had a fascination with outings to the country, and he would invite the rabbi so that they could discuss the kingdom’s happenings. 


The rabbi had a way of always weaving into the conversation the idea of hashgacha pratit, divine providence, constantly seeking to connect the unfolding events with G‑d’s underlying presence and guiding hand. 


On one of these outings, the king decided to go hunting. Accompanied by the rabbi, his companion of choice, the king insisted that the rabbi also hunt together with him. 
The Rabbi Shoots the King Accidentally


Unfamiliar with the sport, the rabbi fumbled with the rifle, and a shot accidentally escaped from the weapon. A bitter scream pierced the forest, a scream from none other than the king himself! The rabbi had mistakenly shot the king, damaging his hand forever by shooting off one of his fingers. 


Enraged, the bleeding king had his guards imprison the rabbi immediately, with swift orders to put him into one of the dungeon’s prison chambers. 


Months passed, and the king’s injury slowly healed. His hand was getting stronger, and his desire to go on one of his outings finally made him plan a most extravagant trip to many far-off lands. 


Throughout his trips, he missed the wisdom and companionship of the brilliant rabbi. 


In one particularly exotic location, the king was warned not to leave the camp grounds, because hostile natives lurked. But the king’s adventurous spirit was sparked by the idea of seeing the area as it was. 
Captured by Cannibal Tribesmen


On one of his forays outside the camp, the king was captured by cannibal tribesmen. As was their custom, they inspected their “merchandise” before cooking. They were alarmed to find that the enticing specimen before them had a missing finger. Immediately they declared it a bad omen, and discarded the king close to his campgrounds. 


The king was beside himself with joy. The rabbi’s “blunder” had saved his life. 


He immediately changed course and directed his entourage to return home. He had to speak to the rabbi. 


When they arrived at the capital, the king immediately set the rabbi free. 


He asked him: 
How Was Your Imprisonment in the 
Dungeon an Example of Goodness?

“Dear rabbi, you have always spoken of divine providence, and how everything comes down from heaven for our good, and I see that here. But rabbi, I have one question: what was the divine providence as it relates to you? You were in the dungeon for months; where is the good in that?” 


The rabbi smiled as he answered, “Your majesty, if I wasn’t in the dungeon, I would have been with you, and the cannibals would have eaten me, G‑d forbid.” 


“What lesson can we take from all this?” asked the king. 


After some thought, the rabbi answered. 


“Perhaps the lesson is that everyone is essentially a friend of the ultimate King, the Creator of heaven and earth. Since He is a true and good friend who wants the very best for us, we must have faith that all our experiences, even the seemingly negative ones, are really for the best.” 

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org

Good Shabbos Everyone. 

An Example of 

Bad Mouthing


Shlomo HaMelech states "Death and life are in the power of the tongue." (Mishlei - Proverbs 18,21) This verse is self- explanatory. The commentator Orchos Tzadikim comments on this verse by saying "There is no limit to the amount of mitzvahs one can do with their mouth." (Gate of Lashon HaRah 25) The opposite is also true: there is no limit to the amount of evil one can cause with his mouth.


The Chofetz Chaim (Reb Yisroel Hacohen, 1838-1933) readily agreed when another prominent rabbi requested his help with a communal matter in another city in Poland. The participation of the renowned Chofetz Chaim was sure to add considerably to the success of the mission because of his high standing in the eyes of all his co-religionists. 

Stopping at a Roadside Inn 
To Enjoy a Kosher Meal


In the course of their trip the two rabbis stopped at a roadside inn to partake of a meal. They were happy to eat at this establishment as a Jewish woman who was well respected for her high standards of kashrus ran it. The two rabbis were seated at a special table and accorded every mark of honor. After they had finished the meal the proprietress came to their table to inquire how they had enjoyed the food.


The Chofetz Chaim smiled politely and replied: "It was very tasty, and I enjoyed it very much. Thank you." 

“The Soup Might Have 
Used a Bit More Salt”


The other rabbi answered: "The meal was very good, thank you. Only, if I might say, the soup might have used a bit more salt." Then the owner left the table the Chofetz Chaim turned to his companion, and in an anguished voice said: 

"Unbelievable! All my life I have avoided speaking or listening to lashon hara (slander about a fellow Jew), and here I am, going on a trip to perform a mitzva (commandment), and I have been put into a situation of having to hear you speak lashon hara! I deeply regret my involvement in this mission, for it cannot be a true mitzva. If it were, such a terrible thing would never have happened to me!"


The other rabbi was shocked and upset by the Chofetz Chaim's reaction. To him it seemed to be a perfectly innocent remark. "What was so terrible about my comment? I only mentioned that a little salt would help the food, which was otherwise very good." 
“Just See What a Chain Reaction 

That Your Words Have Set Off!”


The Chofetz Chaim began to explain himself. "You certainly don't understand the power that words possess! Just see what a chain reaction your words have set off: I'm sure that the woman who owns the inn doesn't do her own cooking; she probably employs some poor person to do it, maybe even a widow who depends upon this job for her living.


"Because of your thoughtless comment the employee will be reprimanded for not adding enough salt to the food. She will try to defend herself before replying that she certainly did put in enough salt, which will be a lie. Then the owner will accuse her of lying, since she will certainly take your word over that of the poor cook. This exchange will lead to an argument and the owner will, in her anger, fire the poor cook, who will then have no income with which to support herself and her family. 
How Many Sins Can Be Caused 
By One Off-Handed Remark


"And just think how many sins have been caused by one off-handed remark: You spoke lashon hara and caused others to hear it; you caused the owner of the inn to repeat the lashon hara; the poor cook was prompted to tell a lie; the owner caused pain to a poor person; your remark caused an argument. All of these are violations of the Torah!" 


`The rabbi, who had listened closely to the Chofetz Chaim's explanation, replied respectfully: "Reb Yisroel Meir, I simply can't help but feel that you are overreacting to the whole incident. My few casual words couldn't have created all that damage. I think that your scenario just isn't realistic." 

The Chofetz Chaim rose from his seat, still in an agitated state, and said: "If you don't believe me, then follow me into the kitchen and you will see with your own eyes what has happened!" 

The two rabbis quietly entered the kitchen, and a sorry sight met their eyes. The proprietress was standing before an elderly woman and giving her a sharp tongue-lashing; while the woman stood there with tears streaming down her face. 

The Shocked Rabbi Begged 
The Cook for Forgiveness


The shocked rabbi ran up to the cook and begged her to forgive him for all the pain she was suffering. He then turned to the owner of the inn and pleaded with her to forgive him and to forget that he had ever made a comment. He had never intended that it be taken so seriously. 

The proprietress of the inn, who was really a kind person by nature, had never actually intended to dismiss her elderly employee and was happy to accede to the rabbi's request. She explained that she had merely wanted to impress upon the cook her responsibility to be more careful in the future. She assured the rabbi that the woman's job was secured and he had no grounds for worry. The rabbi turned to the Chofetz Chaim with an understanding look. He had certainly acquired a new profound respect for the awesome power of words. 
Reprinted from last week’s email of Good Shabbos Everyone.
The Priest and the

Jewish Innkeeper

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Some one hundred and fifty years ago there lived a simple innkeeper in Russia, by the name of Yaakov.


There were no other Jews in his town, so he had to import someone from another town to teach his children Torah. His wife had no Jewish friends and he had no ‘minyan’ (ten Jews) with whom to pray But he considered himself lucky; his inn provided him with a decent livelihood and the villagers all liked him...with one exception.


Father Stefan the local priest who was an excellent speaker, a shrewd manipulator and a rabid anti-Semite.


Whenever possible he would pour out his wrath in public against the Jews, warn his congregation not to do business with them and he even went so far as to open a tavern of his own in orderto force Yaakov out of business, but all his tricks bore no fruit.


No one could figure out why he was making such a fuss about one little Jew. And they didn't change bars because they were ashamed to get drunk in front of a priest.
Cooking Up a Really Diabolical Plot


When Father Stephan saw the people were ignoring him he cooked up a really diabolical plot. He visited Yaakov's place, offered to buy him out and when Yaakov, as he expected, refused he pretended to be his best friend,


"Ahhh, Yes! You are right! Why should you trust me after I’ve treated you so terribly? AHHH… I've been such a fool! Why, I have been doing the opposite of what the Good Book teaches; mercy, kindness!!


“You know what? I have decided this moment to close my inn and let you succeed. I WANT you to succeed! Come! Let us forget our differences and let us drink a toast to BROTHERHOOD! Bring a bottle of Vodka! The best you have! I will pay!" And he slapped several golden coins loudly on the table.
Asks the Jew to Invite Others 
To Witness the Friendship Pact


Yaakov brought the bottle and opened it, but before he could pour, the priest stopped him, "Why should we drink alone?! Invite some of our friends from outside, let them all come! Let them be witnesses to our new pact! This will begin a new era of partnership!"


As soon as Yaakov went outside, the priest took out a small vial from his pocket, poured some in to the vodka bottle, shook it up and returned the cork. Minutes later Yaakov returned with several villagers, sat them down and filled the cups. Suddenly one of the men who couldn't wait, excitedly lifted his cup, yelled out joyously "To Brotherhood!!" downed the contents, grabbed his throat, began gasping for breath and fell to the floor.


The priest jumped from his place, ran over to the still twitching body and after a short examination stood to his full height, pointed his finger like a prophet of doom at poor Yaakov and roared solemnly, "GRAB THE MURDERER!"


The police were called, Yaakov was interrogated and charged with premeditated murder. His family was imprisoned as surety he wouldn’t escape and he was released to prepare a defense for his trial which would be held in ten days.


He had no time to lose. He was desperate. He had to get the advice and blessing of his Rebbe, the Mahara'sh; the holy Rebbe Shmuel of Chabad, as quickly as possible. He immediately took the first train to the city of Lubavitch.
The Rebbe Pushes Off the Innkeeper


After a day's journey he arrived there, ran directly to the Rebbe's house and told the Rebbe's secretary of his urgent problem. But when the secretary entered the Rebbe's office with Yaakov's request he came out seconds later with disappointing news; "The Rebbe said that there are others who have appointments before you, maybe tomorrow!"


Finding a place to spend the night was no problem; he had a lot of friends there. The problem was that when he did return the next day he received the same depressing reply. And the day after as well!


He felt like he was about to go insane. Four days had passed, his trial was less than a week away, and the Rebbe seemed to be ignoring him.


The next day however, things were different. As soon as he arrived the secretary told him the Rebbe wanted to see him immediately.
The Rebbe Instructs Him to Buy a 
First Class Ticket on the Next Train Home


He was so relieved!! Finally he would see the Rebbe and everything would be all right! As soon as he entered the room the Rebbe gave him a small sum of money, told him to buy a first class ticket on the next train back home and motioned for him to leave in haste.


Yaakov backed out the door, grabbed his bag, ran to the station, bought his ticket and boarded the train just minutes before it left. Once aboard he found his cabin, closed the door behind him, sat down, caught his breath and thanked G-d that he had gotten in to see the Rebbe.


But as the train slowly pulled out of the station it suddenly hit him: He was returning empty handed, no blessings, no advice, nothing!!


After an hour or so he snapped out of his confusion, took out his Tallis and Tefillin (prayer shawl and phylacteries) put them on and began to pray.


Suddenly the hopelessness of his situation struck him. The Rebbe probably sent him back because there was nothing that could be done. He thought of the prospect of dying a miserable death for a crime he didn't commit, how his beloved wife would be a widow, his children orphans and he began to weep.


Drowned in the noise of the train he wept loudly and uncontrollably, occasionally moaning a word from the prayer book before him. 
Unaware that He was 
Disturbing Other Passenger


He was unaware that all this was disturbing the entire train car.


His neighbor came out, began to knock on Yaakov's door and when there was no answer, opened up and saw a Jew wrapped in a large white cloth with some sort of little black box on his head crying like a baby. He had to interrupt,


"What are you sobbing about, Jew? You are disturbing me! What are you doing?"


Yaakov looked up and began to apologize but one thing led to another and before he knew it he was pouring his heart out to the stranger.


Yaakov's door was open, and eventually his emotional monologue drew several of the other first-class passengers from their rooms as well. They listened until he finished, and all agreed that it was a sad story and asked him to please try to control himself for the duration of the trip.
The Trial Begins and 
Things Look Bad for Yaakov


A few days later the trial began and things looked very bad for Yaakov. The courthouse was packed with a bloodthirsty crowd and five mean-faced judges who had been brought in from Vitebsk were peering at him from their large white wigs and long black gowns. Everything was against him.


Yaakov watched helplessly as witness after witness gave the same negative testimony until finally it was the turn of the priest. He took the stand, was sworn in and launched into a tirade against the Jews. But as he pointed his finger at Yaakov and said "It is no wonder why this vermin poisoned the vodka!" One of the Judges interrupted:


"But, excuse me Father, that is not what you told us last night!"


"What? Last night?" The priest stammered. "What are you talking about your honor? Last night? I didn't ….." He was at the height of his speech and the question completely confused him.


"Yes you did!" Said another judge menacingly as he and the other judges removed their wigs. "Don't you recognize us? We were guests at your home for the last few days. Excuse us for not disclosing our true identities but don't you remember how after a few toasts last night you bragged about how you yourself poisoned the vodka!! GUARDS! Put this man under arrest for murder!"


The crowd was on their feet screaming at the priest while Yaakov just sat there with his mouth open, eyes raised on high and tears of gratitude streaming down his face. Those Judges were his neighbors on the train a few days ago that he had disturbed! They must have gone to the priest's house to discover the truth for themselves.


That's why the Rebbe didn't comfort him; if he hadn't cried on the train they would not have noticed him!!

Reprinted from last week’s email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Baal Shem Tov

And the Doctor

By Doug Lipman


Once, a famous doctor met one of his patients on the street. Without a word of greeting, the doctor said, "I told you not to walk on that leg until it heals!"


"But it IS healed," said the man.


"Impossible! I saw the wound in that leg. It will take months!"


"I went to another kind of healer, doctor. I went to a mystical rabbi, the one they call the Baal Shem Tov."


The doctor narrowed his eyes, then simply walked away.
The Doctor Knocks on the 
Door of the Baal Shem Tov


A week later, the doctor rapped loudly on the Baal Shem Tov's door. When the door opened, he said, "I hear you claim to be a healer!"


The Baal Shem Tov looked at his visitor. "G-d is the healer, my friend. Come in!"


The doctor did not move. "Let us examine each other," he said. "Whoever best diagnoses the sickness of the other will be proved the better doctor."


The Baal Shem Tov smiled. "As you wish. But please do me the favor of coming in!"


Once inside, the doctor began his examination of the Baal Shem Tov. 
The doctor poked him, pinched him, gazed in his ears, and tapped on his knees. After an hour, the doctor said, "You have no sickness that I can find."
My Sickness is a Constant 
Yearning for G-d


"I am not surprised that you could not find it," said the Baal Shem Tov. "I so desire the presence of G-d that my heart cries out in pain when I cannot feel it. My sickness is this constant yearning for G-d." The Baal Shem Tov looked at the doctor a long while. "Let me now examine you."


The Baal Shem Tov took the doctor's hands and gazed into his eyes. At last the rabbi said, "Have you ever lost something very valuable?"


"As a matter of fact," said the doctor, "I once had a large jewel, but it was stolen from me."


"Ah! That is your sickness!" said the Baal Shem Tov.


"What? Missing my diamond?"
Your Sickness is Having 
Forgotten You Ever Had that Desire


"No. My sickness is yearning after G-d. Your sickness is that you have forgotten that you ever had that desire."


The doctor sucked in a breath. In a moment, a tear flowed down his cheek. One tear turned into many. Still holding the hands of the Baal Shem Tov, he began to sob. "Please," he said. "Teach me how to yearn!"


"With G-d's help," said the Baal Shem Tov, "your healing has already begun."

[image: image1.png]



One day, I was reading a story in one of the volumes of Yisroel Yaakov Klapholz's Tales of the Baal Shem Tov. (Bnei Brak, Israel: Pe'er Hasefer, 1970). Part way through, I misread a word. My misunderstanding of the story led me to expect it to proceed in a certain way. When it didn't, I discovered my mistake. I also discovered that my mind had just created a new story. (Doug Lipman)
Reprinted from the website of www.hasidicstories.com
It Once Happened
Medical Issues and Chassidic Rebbes


The chasidim regarded Reb Pesach of Malastovker with utmost respect. He was a noted scholar, a devout chasid, a master of nigunim [Chasidic melodies] and physically robust. He merited a long life and had the opportunity to establish a connection with the Alter Rebbe, the Mittler Rebbe, and the Tzemach Tzedek. 
Courageously Warded Off

A Group of Hoodlems


Once, he courageously warded off a group of hoodlums who attempted to attack a Jewish girl. The would-be attackers vowed to take revenge and chased Reb Pesach, who took refuge in a yard stocked with large barrels, hiding beneath one of the barrels where they could not spot him. 


Enraged at the loss of their prey, they slashed the barrels with their swords. Although they did not discover Reb Pesach, their slashes wounded his skull. Sometime later, Reb Pesach visited the Alter Rebbe and related the incident, complaining that the wound caused him constant head pain. The Alter Rebbe grasped Reb Pesach's head and the pain ceased. 


After the Alter Rebbe passed away, Reb Pesach began to feel acute pain from the old wound. At his next meeting with the Mittler Rebbe, Reb Pesach told him of his agony. The Mittler Rebbe, too, grasped his head and the pain receded. 


Upon the passing of the Mittler Rebbe, Reb Pesach again experienced intense pain. He traveled to the Tzemach Tzedek who relieved his agony, as his predecessors had done in the past. 
*********


Rabbi Eliyahu Yosef Rivlin was one of the prominent chasidim of the Mittler Rebbe and, afterwards, of the Tzemach Tzedek. He fell ill with tuberculosis and the adhesions from his lungs became attached to his rib cage. The doctors told him that his days were numbered and, with this pessimistic report, he approached the Tzemach Tzedek. 


The Tzemach Tzedek replied, "The Ramah, upon whom the Ashkenazic halachic tradition is based, rules that an animal with such a condition is trefe (i.e., that it will die within a year). Rav Yosef Karo, upon whom the Sephardic tradition is based, rules that such as animal is kosher. Travel to Israel where Rav Yosef Karo's rulings are accepted as law."
Lived Twenty Years Longer in Israel


Rabbi Eliyahu Yosef followed this advice and lived twenty years longer in Israel. Once, however, he journeyed back to Lubavitch to see the Tzemach Tzedek. The Tzemach Tzedek, startled by his appearance, asked him to explain himself. Rabbi Eliyahu Yosef related, "Though fish spend their entire lives in water, when it rains, they rise to the surface. Why? They want to receive water from heaven..."
***********

One Shabbat afternoon, as Dr. Lieberman napped, he dreamt that a distinguished-looking man was standing before him and reciting passages from the Mishna. He listened and recognized the teachings, for they concerned the requirement to treat critically ill women in labor even when the desecration of the Shabbat was involved. When he awoke, he pondered over the strange dream. Though the issue was obviously related to his occupation, he wondered about the identity of the figure in his dream. 


His thoughts were interrupted by his attendant. "Doctor, someone is waiting to see you. He says it is an emergency."
A Request to Help His Wife in Labor


A very anxious-looking man entered the study. "I am from Horodok. My wife has been in labor for many hours and is in critical condition. Please come see her; it is a matter of life and death." 


"What a strange coincidence," mused the doctor. Still under the impression of the dream, he agreed to accompany the man. Though there were several complications, the doctor's timely arrival and professional experience enabled him to deliver a healthy baby. 


Two months later a telegram arrived at Dr. Lieberman's home from the Rebbe Rashab's [the fifth Lubavitcher Rebbe] home in Lubavitch, requesting him to come to Lubavitch to make a house call. The doctor came, examined the patient, and discussed his treatment with Rebbetzin Shterna Sorah. While they were speaking, the Rashab entered the room. Seeing the Rebbe for the first time, the doctor recognized him as the person who had appeared to him in his dream. 


When he related his dream to the Rashab, the Rebbe shrugged. "I know nothing about your dream. I do recall the man from Horodok describing his wife's complicated pregnancy to me. He asked me whether to hire a doctor or a specialist to deliver the baby. I advised him not to call upon a specialist since labor and delivery is often prolonged and a specialist usually makes brief visits. I suggested that he summon a doctor and recommended you." 

Reprinted from the archives of “L’Chaim,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, N.Y. Excerpted with permission from "My Father's Shabbos Table" by Rabbi Y. Chitrik.

Barricades of Prayer
By Sara Debbie Gutfreund 

My summer with Israeli soldiers confronted my fear of living.

It was the summer after my junior year of college. After a grueling year of too many sleepless nights in the library I wanted a break. An intense outdoor tour in Israel fit the bill. We rappelled down stunning waterfalls and went scuba diving in Eilat. We hiked rugged cliffs at sunrise and slept underneath the star-drenched, desert sky. 
Three-Week Volunteer Program with the IDF


At the end of the program, a friend of mine asked me if I wanted to join her in the Volunteers for the IDF three-week session. College didn’t begin for another month, and it sounded interesting. So I changed my ticket and soon found myself at an army base in the North of Israel.


We were given army uniforms that were way too big on us and metal canteens with green canvas holders. Taking photos in front of our army barracks we laughed at how absurd we looked, like children in costumes. We ate in the same cafeteria as the soldiers, and woke up at 4:30am with the army megaphone blaring some incomprehensible message across the still dark mountaintop. 

While the soldiers jumped into jeeps and convoys headed to unknown destinations, we climbed onto the volunteer bus to a site where we built barricades for the army. We tied wires for the infrastructure and poured cement underneath the sweltering sun.


One morning I didn’t drink enough water and found myself in the army infirmary being treated for dehydration. I remember the army medic saying: “At beseder. You are fine. Hakol beseder. Everything is fine.” And after recovering for a few minutes in the air conditioned building, I walked out into the glaring haze of midafternoon and felt the words following me back to the barricades. Hakol beseder.
Ate Slices of Bread with

Tomatoes and Cucumbers


At the meals we were starving. I ate slices and slices of bread with tomatoes and cucumbers. I said the customary, Jewish blessings before and after the meals, and on the third day of the program the commander of the army base sat down across from me.


“Are you religious?” he asked me in Hebrew.


I nodded. He seemed confused by this.


“My grandparents were religious, but I’m not. I believe in G-d though,” he said looking up towards the ceiling.


I stared at the medals on his shirt. He shifted the beret on his head to the side before he stood up. “It’s good that you say thank You when you eat. The army needs a rabbanit. You can be the rabbanit from America. Pray for us, beseder?” And he walked away.
Found the Tiny Synagogue on the Base


I prayed on those dark mornings before the sun began to rise. I found the tiny synagogue on the base, and I stood there in my oversized army uniform and still searching soul. I said the prayers that were engraved so deeply into my memory I hardly needed the worn, brown leather siddur in my hands. I thought of the army medic’s voice full of faith. Hakol beseder. And the commander’s eyes as he spoke of his grandparents.


One morning I bumped into the commander as I was leaving the shul. “Did you say Shema Yisrael?” he asked me. “Because that’s what I know. The Shema. Do you know what the scariest part of being in the army is?”


I clutched my siddur in the fiery light seeping towards us from the horizon. I didn’t know, but I could imagine. Being afraid to be hurt. Being afraid to die. I shook my head.


“It’s not being afraid to die,” he said as if reading my mind. “It’s being afraid to live after others have died. It’s being afraid to hurt others in order to protect your own men. But what can we do? G-d is in charge. Just like He guards Israel, He also guards the heart. Yes, Rabbanit from America?”


I watched the soldiers from the window of the bus as we left the base each morning. They were my age. No, they were even younger. They haven’t had a chance yet to sit for endless hours in college libraries. Haven’t had a chance to pray. To grow up. To learn how to not fear carrying guns and missions that were far heavier than young shoulders should ever have to carry.
What Really Mattered?


And in those last weeks of that summer, I thought about my life back in America. My senior year in college. The great list of unknowns that would begin to rise as graduation drew closer. Where to go? What to do? Who I was? Who I wanted to be. It suddenly all seemed so far away and illusory in the silent accusation of the life around me. What really mattered? Was I too afraid to live?

The siren fills my heart as I hear the commander’s voice: Pray for us.


A few years later, I would marry and make aliyah. I would find myself driving on the highway on Yom Hazikaron, Israel Memorial Day, when the siren echoes through the land. And I would stop my car and stand in the bright morning sunshine, looking at the lines of frozen cars, at the people standing with heads turned towards the ground or up to the sky, with tears pouring down faces or expressions that held everything inside, memories fading like the shimmering light on the black asphalt. The faces of soldiers, the faces of children. 
Recalling the Commander’s Voice from 
That Summer Long Ago – “Pray for Us”


The siren fills my heart as I hear the commander’s voice from that summer long ago. Pray for us. And I do. I build barricades of prayer in my heart that join the aching, wordless prayers all around me. We cannot be afraid to go on.


The siren seems to echo forever before it disappears into the hills around us. We step back into our cars, wipe away stubborn tears and trust that the One who guards Israel will guard our hearts. Shema Yisrael. That’s what we know, that’s who we are as we turn on our ignitions and drive towards our destinations.
Reprinted from this week’s email of Aish.com

Story #803 

The Versatile Mezuzah
By Nechama Frank

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

A friend of mine once traveled to visit family in Israel. He had brought with him from the USA a mezuzah in a beautiful silver cover as a gift for his relatives. 


Upon arrival, he rented a car and began his journey from the airport to the Har Nof neighborhood in Jerusalem where his relatives lived. Not far outside the airport he saw a group of Israeli soldiers walking. Feeling sorry for them in the 105 degree heat, he pulled over and asked if any were going in the direction of Har Nof and if they would they like a ride.
Menachem Was Going to Har Nof


As his Hebrew was by no means fluent, it took a moment as the soldiers struggled with the meaning, until one young man stepped forward and said he was on his way to Har Nof and would greatly appreciate a ride. He got into the car, and introduced himself as Menachem.


As they journeyed they spoke in halting Hebrew and got to know each other a bit. The soldier shared with my friend the purpose of his visit to Har Nof. 


“Our sergeant informed us that tonight we are all to go home and spend time with family. Tomorrow we will become part of the ground offensive, our unit being the one that will enter deepest into Lebanon and we will not know how long it will be before we see them again or even if in fact we ever will. So I go home not just to spend time off with family but to take leave of them and say goodbye. Just in case.
Menachem’s Family Lived

Just Down the Road


By this point they had successfully reached Har Nof and the soldier gave my friend directions to his home. As it turned out, Menachem’s family lived just down the road from my friend’s relatives. 


Stopping beside his house, the soldier began to bid my friend farewell, but my friend said, “Wait! I have something for you.”


Carefully drawing the mezuzah exquisitely encased in silver from his carry-on luggage, he unwrapped it and gave it to the boy, whose eyes opened in wonder. “I want you to have it. Do you know what it is?”�my friend asked earnestly.
Tells About His Older Brother Who

Was Killed While Serving in the Army


The boy responded, ‘That’s a mezuzah! At the home where we first lived in Tel Aviv we had them on every door of the house. It was my brother who was in the army at the time and we lost him during an ill fated raid on a suspected terrorist stronghold. He was the only one killed. My parents, not able to live with the ghost of my brother in every room, decided shortly after to move us from Tel Aviv to Har Nof. They left all the mezuzahs behind, saying that’s what you do when a Jew buys your home.


“After we had moved I waited for them to purchase new mezuzahs to place around our new home as it had none, but days turned into weeks and I finally asked why they hadn’t put any up yet. My father said in a voice I’d never heard him use before that G-d had forsaken us. 
Father was Mad at G-d for

Taking Away His First Born Son


“Seeing my confusion and fear, my mother pulled on his arm, telling him that was enough. But he continued, ‘No Ettela, the boy should know the way of the world.’�Turning to me he said, ‘It is true. We were G-d fearing Jews our entire lives -- your mother and I. And what did we get in return?  G-d took our first born son! Some day you too will be forced to go into the army and who knows what will be?’


“I remember being terrified, thinking that if G-d had truly forsaken us how would we continue to go on? These are still questions I ask and now the time for me to go to battle has come.** 


My friend handed him the mezuzah and said, “I want you to take this and place it in your shirt pocket. The Torah teaches that a mezuzah has the power to protect the home and those living in the home. And it also is said anyone on their way to perform a mitzvah will be provided with special protection. Do not go into battle without it. When you return from the war you and I will put this up on your home together.”�

The soldier thanked him for the gift, saying, “I am named Menachem, which means comfort, yet it is you who has brought me comfort.”� They embraced and the boy turned one last time to wave before entering his home. My friend continued on to his relatives home where he recounted the story of the soldier named Menachem whom he had been blessed to meet on the way from Tel Aviv. 


As the days passed, my friend became more and more concerned with the fate of the boy he had encountered on the way from the airport. For some reason, their journey together made him feel deeply connected to this young man. He listened avidly to the radio for updates, hearing of the Israeli soldiers killed during the ongoing war.
The Dreaded News Came Over the Radio


Then came the day he had so dreaded. His relatives returned from the shuk (market place) to find him seated at the table, tears streaming down his face, his arm draped over the radio still clutching the knob. They knew at once what must have happened and rushed to console him.


For days he was unable to leave the house, although he realized he must visit the home of the boy to pay his respects to the parents while they sat Shiva (seven days of mourning at home) for a second son, their last child. 
As he walked down the road leading to the boy’s home, it were as if his feet were made of lead, and with each step his heart beat faster and seemed to need to work harder in order to carry him the short distance to his destination.
He Couldn’t Understand Why He

Was Hearing Laughter and Singing


As he neared the house, he thought he heard laughter and singing. Believing he had the wrong home, he backtracked and approached again from the other side, following the direction he had been traveling the night he came from the airport.


Again he found himself at the same house and now distinctly heard the laughter and singing coming from the windows which stood open.


Hesitantly, as is the custom during Shiva, he entered the house without knocking. He was amazed by what he saw. Everywhere people were laughing and hugging. Several children were singing songs he recognized, songs of thanksgiving. Everywhere he looked food was heaped on platters, and banners were gently swaying in the breeze coming through the opened windows. No one sat on footstools, and all the mirrors remained uncovered, not a normal sight in a Jewish house of mourning. 


Confused, he looked for a couple who might be the boy’s family. Thinking perhaps they were in another room, he began to make his way through the house. A middle aged man came up to him, introduced himself as the father of the boy and asked if he was a friend of Menachem’s.

Taken aback by all he had witnessed, he could barely stutter a “Yes.”�Before he could get out the traditional words offered to mourners, the man broke into a huge smile, slapped him on the back and said something he surely couldn’t have understood right. It sounded like “You must come and see him then.”
Dutifully Follows the

Father Down a Hallway�

But Jews don’t display the dead, he thought, greatly disturbed by the possibility. But then again, this father had appeared quite mad, smiling with the death of his last child. He dutifully followed the man down a hallway. At the end of the hall was a doorway, standing slightly ajar. The man pushed it open fully, and gestured my friend inside.


Reticently, he entered, finally turning his head to see what was in the room. To his great shock and utter bewilderment, there lay the boy. Alive! His leg was in a cast but he looked otherwise unharmed and healthy. 


“What is this?”�he cried. “I, I heard your name read with the rest of the names of the dead on the radio just three days ago.”
Apologizes for Causing Such Anguish


“I’m sorry I was responsible for causing you such anguish,”�the boy began. “There was a mistake, as I had been unconscious and originally they took me for dead, notifying my family and announcing my name before realizing the mistake. You can imagine the astonishment of my parents when I was transported home later that evening. But there is more to the story than that, my friend, and it is a tale you must hear, for you play the major role within it.


“We entered Lebanon as scheduled at nightfall, taking up our positions by midnight. When the word was given, we began to attack but soon came to realize we had been given faulty information and there were far more Hezbollah fighters in the area than we had been lead to believe, and they were heavily armed. We had fallen into an ambush. I was out in front. Suddenly, screams sounding like banshee warriors broke the silence and bullets were everywhere.


“The rest had to be told to me as this is all I remember. We miraculously won the battle, turning back the Hezbollah fighters though they must have outnumbered us 3 to 1.”


“It was my Menachem who was the miracle,” said his father proudly. “The way they tell it, Menachem, as a function of being out in front, drew all the initial gunfire. His fellow soldiers saw him fall but the distraction let them take down many of the Hezbollah fighters and the remainder, when they saw the turning of their luck, retreated in haste, leaving the rest of the unit entirely untouched. 
Father Railed Against G-d a Second Time


“When they first told my wife and I that our son had died, it was like reliving what happened with his older brother. I railed against G-d for taking our second son exactly the same way as He had taken our first.”


“As it turns out I had been shot in the leg and through the heart”�Menachem continued. 


“Through the heart! You mean near the heart, don’t you” my friend asked.


“No,” the boy replied, “It was dead on.”�

“So what happened?”�he asked.


Silently, Menachem took something out from his shirt pocket. As he opened his hand, my friend saw the silver Mezuzah case he had given him only days before. Embedded in it was a single bullet. 


“Do you remember your promise?”� Menachem asked.


“Yes, of course.” 
The Two Attach the

Mezuzah to the Front Door


Assuring him that the scroll was still intact, Menachem hobbled to the front of the house and opened the door. Watched by those celebrating within as well as by neighbors arriving from without, he held the mezuzah in place and said the blessing, as my friend hammered the nails to affix it to the doorpost.


Taking his hand away when they were done he kissed it reverently, as tears coursed down not only his cheeks but those of his father’s, who stood beside him. The bullet from the terrorist’s gun, meant for Menachem’s heart, remains a part of this special mezuzah that helped save one hero’s life, to this day. 


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from an email from yyj@algemeiner.com . The author, Nechama Frank, Ph.D. serves as the Head Psychologist at Greenhaven Home for Boys, and is an adjunct professor of psychology at Central Connecticut State University and Western Connecticut State University.


** Editor’s note: In the Israeli army, an inductee whose parents have lost a brother in army duty cannot join a combat unit without written permission from his parents.
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A Father Reflects on the Tragedy in Boston

By Rabbi Nechemia Schusterman
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	"I kept thinking, this stuff doesn’t happen here. We associate bombs, sadly, with Israel or Iraq, not Boston. Alas, we all have our “reality bites” moments."



I am sitting with my laptop as the older boys bounce a ball back and forth safely between themselves, and my heart is finally beginning to stop racing.


My wife called me at 3 PM and told me to pick up the kids right away—two bombs had exploded at the finish line of the Boston Marathon. The kids go to New England Hebrew Academy, just a mile or so from the blasts.


We live in a suburb of Boston, some 15 miles north of the city, and it is usually a traffic crawl the entire way. But today was Patriots’ Day, a Massachusetts holiday, and thankfully there were no cars on the road.
Panic was Mounting by the Minute


The whole way in, driving at speeds I don’t care to mention, all I could think about was my kids. The radio was reporting that more bombs had been found—the panic was mounting by the minute. As I crossed the bridge into Boston, my cell phone stopped working, heightening the anxiety. Thankfully the phone kicked back in, and an e‑mail came through from the school announcing that all the kids were accounted for and safe.


I kept thinking: this stuff doesn’t happen here. We associate bombs, sadly, with Israel or Iraq, not Boston. Alas, we all have our “reality bites” moments.


I loaded my kids into the car and headed back north. Trying to field their questions, I realized that their world, and mine, won’t ever be the same. The terrible, heartbreaking reality is that evil exists and can touch them even here, at home.
Stories about the Greatness

Of the Human Spirit


The school nurse sent out an e‑mail advising us to avoid the news and not share too much with the kids, so as not to overwhelm them. Wise advice, but almost impossible to follow. The flood of calls and texts didn’t stop.


Then, only hours after the explosions, I began to hear stories about the greatness of the human spirit, about people along the marathon route who were coming out of their homes to give out water or food, or offering a place to rest or stay, since the city was in virtual lockdown and many could not get to their homes or hotels. 

I heard of participants in the race running straight from the finish line to area hospitals to donate blood. In addition, I heard from colleagues of mine rushing to area hospitals to assist the families of the wounded.


An e‑mail arrived from Rabbi Shmuel Posner, who runs the Chabad center close to the bombing:

The Chabad House and the Posner family are okay, thank G‑d.

Two things:

1. If anybody is in the area that needs help, a runner/family that needs a place to stay, a hot drink, a hug or wants to pray, whatever,OUR DOORS ARE OPEN.

2. Thank you so much to all who texted, called, e‑mailed, FB messaged to see how we are!

We love you.

Shmuel and Chana

It hit me: this is the appropriate response to my kids’ questions.


Thank G‑d everyone here is okay. Now, what can I do to help those who are not okay? Without diminishing our pain at this tragedy and our deep compassion for those who are suffering, we can show our children an additional response.

A Disaster Can be an

Opportunity to Grow and Give


A disaster like this, while very frightening, is an opportunity to grow and give, rather than cower and run. If I can model this attitude myself, if I can point out to my children the countless small acts of heroism that are taking place, then at least as a parent I will have given them something strong and positive to hold onto.


May G‑d comfort those who have lost loved ones. May He heal the injured, and may we speedily be ushered into the era when “death will be swallowed up forever, and G‑d will wipe away tears from all faces.” May we know only happy times.

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