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The Two-Fold Remedy

By Asharon Baltazar
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There was once a Jew who traded cattle for a living. It was hard work, requiring long stretches of travel to trade fairs in distant cities, but the profit made it worthwhile. Healthy cows fetched higher prices, and the rancher would regularly rent pasture for the herd to eat and roam freely as they approached each new city. They rested and grazed, and after a day or two, the rancher prodded them along to the fair where, plump and agile, they sold nicely.


On one occasion, the rancher was unable to find pasture for his herd. Whoever he asked, refused.


Rejections were par for the course, but this time, even when he expanded his search far beyond the lengths he normally went to, he continued to strike out.


Panic set in. If the cows weren’t fed properly after all the journeying, their thin frames would be overlooked on market day and he would suffer a heavy loss. Seeing that he was not far from the town of Berditchev, he decided to consult with the famed Rabbi Levi Yitzchak.


Standing before the saintly rabbi, he described his miserable plight.


“Dry rakvines,” said Rabbi Levi Yitzchak cryptically, “are effective for staunching the bleeding after a circumcision.”


Mustered up a hollow thanks, the rancher left the room feeling lost. It was as though the rebbe had ignored him and offered advice for a completely different person. He was a rancher, not a mohel. And rakvines were herbs, not something he had any use for in his line of work. Feeling even worse than he had earlier, he dragged himself back to Rabbi Levi Yitzchak’s desk and repeated the story about his starving cows, making sure to speak extra clearly, because he felt the rebbe must have misunderstood the first time.


“My dear heart,” boomed Rabbi Levi Yitzchak good-naturedly, “I already told you that dried rakvines are a remedy to stop the bleeding.”


Crestfallen, the rancher stepped outside, trying to think what to do next. He decided to continue his search for pasture. After wasting more precious time driving around, he came across a small inn at the side of the road. It belonged to a Jew, who seemed quite impatient when the rancher begged him for a place to pasture his herd. He brushed off the rancher, clearly preferring to be left alone.

The rancher studied the innkeeper. He appeared gaunt and pale, as if he had missed several nights’ sleep. “Do you need help with something?” asked the rancher, with concern.


“Yes,” the innkeeper said stiffly, “but nothing you can help with.”


At the rancher’s gentle insistence, the innkeeper’s resistance melted with a deep sigh.


“My wife gave birth to a baby boy,” began the innkeeper gloomily. “The brit milah (circumcision) is in two days, and I am absolutely terrified. We had a son before this one, just as healthy, yet when he underwent the circumcision, the wound refused to close. My son bled out and died. I fear this nightmare could happen again.”


Realization struck the rancher like a bolt of lightning. The herb!


“Don’t worry about a thing,” said the rancher, tripping excitedly over his words, warranting a strange glance from the innkeeper. “I know exactly what to do; I have no doubt things will end smoothly.” And he told the innkeeper about his seemingly strange encounter with Rabbi Levi Yitzchak.


“Do you have this herb?” asked the rancher.


The two immediately set off for the forest, and after combing the thicket, they found what they were looking for. They picked it and returned to the inn to leave it to dry. Somewhat composed now, the innkeeper turned to the rancher.


“Can you please repeat what it was you asked me for earlier? I was too distracted to listen…”


The rancher detailed his search for pasture once more. The innkeeper waved his hand dismissively. “Oh, that’s nothing. Consider it done.”


No time wasted, the innkeeper met with the duke who owned the local lands and facilitated the rancher’s request. It went as smoothly as he had hoped; the duke was thrilled to provide his fields for an easy earn, and before long, the rancher’s cows arrived, led by his herders. The rancher, however, stayed with the innkeeper—he was committed to seeing the circumcision through to its end.


The brit milah was performed, but, as anticipated, the wound refused to close and the mohel’s frenzied efforts did nothing to slow the bleeding. The innkeeper grabbed a handful of the rakvines he prepared and held it to the wound. The blood stopped almost immediately. 


The newborn was pronounced safe, and the crowded room, choked by panic, began to breathe again. What followed was a festive meal, bolstered by the miracle, celebrated by two new friends, all thanks to some holy advice for their now forgotten ordeals.

Reprinted from the Parshat Tetzaveh 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Virtue of Kabbolas Ol

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon


In the winter of 5647 (1886–1887), the Rebbe Rashab (Rabbi Sholom Dov Ber Schneersohn, zt”l) was accepted as a gabbai of the Chevra Kadisha.
 The custom was that on the Simchas Torah following the acceptance of a new gabbai, the new gabbai would host a kiddush in his home for the other members of the Chevra Kadisha. After the kiddush, the other members would escort him under a chupah to the shul, as the entire community danced along. This procedure was followed with the Rebbe Rashab as well, on Simchas Torah, 5648 (1887).


After the procession entered the beis hamidrash, the Rebbe Rashab said a maamar beginning with the words “Ein Hakodosh Boruch Hu ba bitrunia im briyosov, Hashem does not demand from His creations more than they are capable of doing.”
 In simple words, Hashem does not confront His creations with unfair demands.


In that maamar the Rebbe explained what this means. As difficult as it may seem to follow the path of Torah and mitzvos, every individual has the ability to overcome any challenge that comes their way. 


What gives us this ability? Quoting a possuk in Sefer Devorim, the Rebbe explained that it is not our greatness, such as our intellectual capabilities, that gives us this strength, rather it is our humility and kabbolas ol.
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The Rebbe Rashab (Rabbi Sholom Dov Ber Schneersohn, zt”l)

The Rebbe extolled the virtue of the “simple” folk, who have more kabbolas ol than individuals with advanced intellect. He explained this idea with an analogy of a person who wants to enter a tub of scalding water. The person cannot get himself to put his head into the water first. Instead, he first puts his feet inside, as the feet obey the command given to them without question. Only afterwards can the head do the same. In the same way, the simple Jew is superior to the learned Jew, as the simple Jew obeys Hashem’s commands without question.


A simple Jew, Motty Yossy son of Dovid Shlomo, was present in the beis hamidrash at the time. He was involved in all the organizations that dealt with the community’s needs; for example, he was a member of the local volunteer fire brigade. Hearing the Rebbe’s words in the maamar, he stated, “Rebbe, we are ready to go into fire!”


“Yes,” replied the Rebbe Rashab. “We must go into fire — we must say Tehillim with ‘fire’ and brenn (fervor).”


Motty Yossy gave a hearty thump on his chest and declared, “Rebbe, I will establish a brotherhood called Poalei Tzedek to heed the Rebbe’s call!”
 


True to his word, he established a group and encouraged other laborers and storekeepers to join. They would rise at three o’clock in the morning to say Tehillim in the beis hamidrash known as Binyomin’s Shtiebel. Additionally, he hired someone to teach them some basic laws from the Shulchan Aruch. 


When the participants would leave after the class to go home or to the marketplace, they would go in pairs, and it was noticeable that they were reviewing and discussing the halachah or Torah thought their teacher had taught them.


Over the years the impact of this group was discernable, as these “simple” laborers became proficient in numerous halachos.


One of the maskilim [opponents of Torah] in Lubavitch decided to use the establishment of this organization against the Rebbe. He informed the authorities that the Rebbe had established an unauthorized workers’ guild. In Czarist Russia this was considered an act of rebellion, and it carried a severe punishment. 


On Chol Hamoed Sukkos the Rebbe was ordered to report to the police station for interrogation. The Rebbe informed the police that the goal of this organization was not at all to unite workers into a guild; it was merely to encourage them to pray and study. The Rebbe was sent home until the matter would be investigated further. 


The authorities then went to the informer to question him about his accusation. While they were in his house, they discovered that he had maintained correspondence with illegal societies. He was immediately arrested and sent to exile, and the accusation against the Rebbe was dismissed.  

Who Helps Whom?

By Rabbi Zecharia Wallerstein


For two close friends, Mike and Barry, the trip up north to Alaska brought with it what they least wished to happen. Within just a short period, the wind current shifted and caused the onset of an unbearable snow storm. The frigid temperatures placed them into extreme danger, with the possibility of frostbite if not worse. 

As it turned out, Mike could not bear the cold any longer, and despite every effort to keep his body up, he collapsed to the snow. Catching sight of Mike’s condition was none other than Barry, who rushed over immediately. But Mike had apparently fallen into a sleep and gone unconscious. 

Barry, aside from panicking, knew quite well that now was not the time to be passive. If only he could keep maintain Mike’s blood circulation, he would perhaps come out alive and avoid freezing to death. Barry began rubbing Mike’s hands, feet and neck, hoping that it would be enough to stave off any imminent life-threatening danger. 

Fortunately, it helped until a team of paramedics came across the two of them and transported them to a hospital. Mike was rushed into the emergency room and immediately seen by a group of nurses and doctor, as Barry sat in the waiting room anticipating what he hoped would be good news. 

Finally, after some while, the doctor emerged. “I have some news about your friend,” he said softly. “Fortunately, he is alive. We needed to amputate a couple of his toes, but he is now stable and doing better.” 

Barry breathed in a sigh of relief. “Thank G-d,” he said, “I am so happy that I continuously rubbed him. I’m afraid to think what would have happened if I wouldn’t have done so.” 

But the doctor had something else to tell Barry. “I just want you to know that as much as you saved your friend’s life, your friend saved your life.” 

Barry was unsure what to make of the doctor’s comment. “What do you mean? He was half asleep!” 

“That may be true, but by you rubbing his body and keeping his blood circulation going, you kept your own circulation going and saved your own life. Because you were working to keep your friend alive, you are perfectly healthy now.” 

In life, we tend to think that when we help another person, we have helped them and them only. But, in truth, our efforts are never one-sided. All that we do to help another person helps us in turn in multiple ways. It makes us into a better person, sensitizes us to other people’s needs and feelings, and just sometimes saves our own very life.

Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sarah 5780 email of TheTorahAnyTimes compiled and edited by Elan Perchk.

JUDGING FAVORABLY #77 

The Cranky Mother-in-Law
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My friend Mrs. G. told me recently about her sister’s mother-in-law, who had become a very negative, unpleasant person. The older she got, the more negative and unpleasant she became. Even her grandchildren didn’t like her. She made life miserable for her daughter-in-law and difficult for her son. 


Incredibly, even when one of her sons died, she didn’t cry or even look the least bit sad! Nothing seemed to affect her. Despite the difficult relationship, her son made sure to call daily. 


One Sunday, when he didn’t get an answer, he was concerned. After all, she was eighty-one, lived alone and rarely went out. He called an ambulance and rushed over. They broke open the door and found her unconscious. 


At the hospital, the doctors discovered a very large tumor on her brain. It was wrapped around the portion of the brain that controls personality. The doctors said it had probably been growing there for the last 25 years! Other than an awful personality, she had had no other obvious symptoms. And whatever minor symptoms there had been, had been attributed to old age. 


One doctor said that at her age it didn’t pay to operate, but others felt they could do so successfully, so the decision was made to go ahead with surgery. After the operation, Grandma was a changed person. 


Now you could hear her saying things like: “My children are so good to me,” or, “I have such a wonderful daughter-in-law.” Remembering the past, she felt terrible about how she had treated her family. “How did you put up with me?” she asked tearfully. For the first time, she was able to grieve for her lost son. 
During her stay in the hospital, everyone loved her. She was such a cheerful, lovely person. As amazing as it sounds, says Mrs. G., the story is true. (The Other Side of the Story by Yehudis Samet) 
Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5780 email of The Weekly Vort.

A Boy Named Betzalel


Once, a long while ago, an epidemic of eye disease overtook Yerushalayim. Most of the people who contracted this ailment became blind, since there was no medication against it. Betzalel was a 10-year-old boy at the time. His father passed away when he was very young, and his mother raised him alone, with much dedication. 

Even at a young age, it was apparent that Betzalel was very bright. In addition, his love for Torah was boundless, and Betzalel grew in Torah, despite his youth. Those who knew him predicted great things for him. His mother had high expectations of him and felt it was her mission to raise Betzalel to be a Torah leader of the next generation. 

Betzalel’s mother always poured her heart out in Tefilah that her son be spared from the eye epidemic that raged in Yerushalayim at the time. But one day, Betzalel came home complaining, “Mommy, my eyes are hurting me!” She hoped that the dreaded disease would spare him, but the next day he came back from school with swollen eyes. They went to the doctor who confirmed the worst, that Betzalel had contracted the disease and would probably become blind from it. 

It was earth shattering news for his mother. The gifted young boy that everyone hoped would grow to greatness, was likely to go blind. Betzalel’s mother was inconsolable. All her dreams and hopes for her son had disappeared. How could he learn the Torah he loves so much? In her deep pain, she decided to go daven (pray) at Kever Rachel. 

She took Betzalel with her, and since his vision had already begun to weaken, she put him in a baby carriage so he could go without stumbling. It was a two-hour trek by foot from the old city of Yerushalayim to Kever Rachel. When they arrived, she started crying and begged Hashem to have pity on her son and return his vision to him, for all he wants is to learn the Torah HaKedoshah! 
Betzalel joined his mother davening, and he cried out to Hashem from the depths of his heart to light up his eyes with Torah. Betzalel cried, “Hashem, I want to ask from You a request, and I want Rachel Imeinu to hear this request. I am ready to give up my vision and never see my loving mother again. I’m prepared to give up ever seeing my friends again. I’m prepared never to see the food I eat again, and never see the whole world You created ever again. 

“But one thing I am not prepared to do. I want to see the holy words of Your Torah! I’m just a small boy who didn’t learn enough Torah yet! Your Torah is vast, and I want to continue to learn it. In order to do that, Hashem, I need my vision. I need You to return my eyesight to me! Please help me Hashem!” 

Betzalel cried bitterly to Hashem. His tears streamed over Kever Rachel, and he fell asleep crying. His mother then pushed him back home in the carriage as he slept. The next morning, Betzalel woke up and asked his mother to let him go back to Yeshivah. But his mother asked in wonderment, “How can you go to Yeshivah? You can’t see!” 

He answered, “Mommy, I can see fine now, and I want to run back to Yeshivah and learn Torah!” Betzalel’s mother understood that a great miracle had just taken place. Their Tefilos were answered! However, just to be sure, she wanted him to go back to the doctor to have his eyes examined again, to see if they could prevent the illness from returning. 

But Betzalel adamantly refused. He wanted to go straight to Yeshivah to learn Torah. He told his mother, “I just got a gift from Hashem! I can see again! I don’t know how long this will last. Therefore, I must use every minute I have to learn Torah. Who knows how long I will continue to be able to see?!” 

Betzalel went to Yeshivah and did not go to the doctor for an eye checkup. Betzalel grew tremendously in his learning, and he became famous for his clarity, depth, and diligence, in learning Torah. When people would praise him to his mother, she would reply, “You have no idea how many tears were shed to get him to where he is today!” 

The boy’s name was Rav Betzalel Zolty, zt”l, who grew up to be a true Torah giant, and the Chief Rabbi of Yerushalayim!
Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Focus on the Positive

By Rabbi Shai Atari
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Some students in our schools are pulled in two directions. The father is not religious and turns on the television on Shabbos. Then, the mother sends her son to yeshiva. And the son is split. In one ear he hears, “Why in the world are you going to this frum school? Are you crazy?” and in the other ear rings his mother’s encouragement, “Go to school, sweetie.” 

The son is stuck between his father and his mother. He doesn’t know who is right – his mother or his father. Besides for that, there are endless nisyanos waiting for him from his friends on the “street.” 

Among all these challenges, his mother sends him to our school, one that is specifically designed for kiruv rechokim. Every morning, shacharis starts at 8:00 AM. Does anyone come to the beis hamedrash 8:00? Some come at 8:05, others turn up at 8:10, some stretch in at 8:15 and by the time the latecomers roll in at 8:20, we are already holding after kriyas shema. 

One morning, I noticed that one of my students arrived promptly to shacharis at 8:00 AM. By the time 8:10 came around, he had put down his head on the table and fell asleep. He continued to sleep throughout the entire tefilla. 

What should my response be after such a show-up? He slept through the whole davening! As mashgiach of the yeshiva, my natural reaction was to tell him, “Isn’t it a shame? You finally came on time and then you missed the whole tefilla? Such a pity!” 

However, I know that it would not help me to react that way. As it was, the boy was burnt. Did he need me to add fuel to the fire? Then Hashem endowed me with the idea of a different type of approach; a special, sweet reaction. 

When the boy came to me after shacharis to wish me good morning, I was surprised. Usually my students did not come over to wish me good morning after tefillah. I warmly shook his hand and told him, “You have no idea how happy you made me when I saw you arrive so punctually at 8:00 AM. It was such a pleasure to see you come on time. Amazing! Such a delight!” 

He was touched. I could saw how good he felt. The next day, the boy came on time again and tried a little harder. This time he only fell asleep at 8:15 AM. Again when he approached me after shacharis, I responded enthusiastically. “I love to see how you come on time to tefillah. You are zooming to the stars.” 

Seeing his face glow, made it worth every bit of effort. So what if he fell asleep again? I didn’t say a word! Encouraged by the positive feedback, slowly but surely, the bachur stayed up longer and longer until he remained awake the entire shacharis. 

After a while, I noticed that he started shuckling, shaking back and forth in concentration. When he came to me after davening, I said, “I see your davening changed entirely. You’re already moving heaven and earth. What a joy to see!” 

A while later, he started approaching me after mincha. The compliments gave him such a boost, that subconsciously he started coming after mincha to hear more. It is amazing how focusing on highlighting the positive, encourages the person and brings out their top potential. 

Let us get excited over the positive qualities that we do see despite the negative that always lies underneath. Lift the other person up! Bring out the beautiful points that you notice and focus on that. Compliment! You will be delighted with the outcome. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Tetzaveh 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, United Kingdom)

The Power of One Person
By Rabbi Yossi Benoussan
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Rabbi Zalman Deutscher

I stumbled onto this story through Divine Hashagacha; the Ribono Shel Olam handed it to me. I feel humbled to share this story, yet I feel it is a message that must be passed on to the world. Shimon was a little boy of three years old when his family moved to the United States from Uzbekistan. Although the family knew that they were Jewish, but that is where it ended. 

Shimon knew nothing at all about his glorious heritage and background. Shimon knew so little about his heritage, to the point that he told me that when he was a young boy, he wanted to buy his mother a gift. Jingling the few dollars that he had in his pocket, he walked into the store to pick out a present. After much deliberation, he chose for his mother a necklace with a cross on it. 

Excited, he brought it home and handed it to his mother. His mother’s first reaction was shock. Then she recuperated, laughed and threw it aside. “Thank you so much, sweetie,” she smiled. 

When Shimon reached school age, he enrolled with all the other boys in his area to the local public school in Queens – P.S. 201. However, as he was getting older, his parents started realizing how grim the situation was. Their child knew nothing about Yiddishkeit! 

A few rabbis got involved and Shimon started attending JEP. Rabbi Zalman Deutscher started applying pressure and encouragement and eventually, Shimon was transferred out of public school and sent to yeshiva. 

I have been working in kiruv for many years, both in kiruv rechokim and kiruv kerovim and I can tell you this. When a person has the zchus of transferring a child out of a public school and putting him into a yeshiva, it gives them such a high that no drug on earth will give him; the knowledge that he just saved that person’s life. 

However, these stories don’t end in middle; they continue with ups and downs. In life, there are constant struggles and so when Shimon reached high school, he transferred back to public school. 

I never spoke to Rav Deutcher about this, but I’m sure that there was a moment over there when Shimon returned to public school that Rav Deutscher said to himself, “That’s it – I lost this boy.” There probably was a feeling of failure and of lost hope. 

However, we do not realize the power we have. And Rav Deutscher did not stop. He kept going and going and going. He kept encouraging Shimon and his parents. He kept bringing him into JEP and inviting him to participate in all the Jewish after-school programs. 

Life success stories are written very, very slowly. A person does not see the fruits of their labor right away. Slowly but surely, Shimon started coming around. Eventually, Shimon himself started doing kiruv. He was mekarev his younger brother, Reuven, and his parents. He had an uncle who was also very avidly involved in his kiruv process.

 Shimon grew up to be a sincere Torah Jew. Today he has a beautiful family and it is heartwarming to see him surrounded by wonderful religious children, nieces and nephews. Who is Shimon? Shimon’s name is Shimon Kol Yaakov. Shimon and Reuven started a little website a few years ago called TorahAnytime. com. They have affected hundreds of thousands of Jews with Torah shiurim. 

Rabbi Deutscher could have slept in that day and say, “That’s not my problem! If that kid wants to go back to public school, let him! His parents don’t see the value of our heritage, so I’ll let him go!” 

We have no right to give up on any one of our children just because he spit us in the face or just because he went back to his old ways! Stories do not happen overnight! They take a lifetime! And it is our honor to be a part of those stories! 

SHORT AND SWEET STORY OF THE WEEK

Biscuits from Gan Eden

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


Reb Dovid of Lelov, O”BM, a student of the Chozeh of Lublin, O”BM, once came to Zelin to visit his friend Rabbi Dovid of Zelin. Hearing that the rabbi of Lelov was visiting him, the Zeliner Rebbe, O”BM, beseeched his wife to bake something special. 


Alas, the poverty of the couple was dire, and the poor Rebbitzin only had some flour and oil, which she made into biscuits. Upon his first bite, the Rebbe exclaimed in earnest, “These cakes are truly exceptional!”


Knowing the source, the Rebbitzen dismissed the compliments of the bland and meager cakes as an appreciation of the effort. Weeks later, the Rebbitzen of Lelov met the Rebbitzen of Zelin. “Please tell me how you made the biscuits that you served my husband. I’ve never heard him get excited about food before, yet he did not stop praising the biscuits in your home!”


The Rebbitzen of Zelin answered meekly. “There was no recipe. When I heard that the Tzadik of Lelov was coming I realized that I had nothing to serve. Hashem knows that had I the means, I would have made him a feast. But, sadly, I couldn’t. So, I asked him to bestow His great goodness and the flavor of Gan Eden in the biscuits!” 


“Your prayers were answered,” said the Rebbitzen of Lelov. “He said that they had the taste of Gan Eden!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5780 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

� The local society responsible for taking care of and burying those who had passed away.


� Avodah Zorah 3a. This is similar to the saying, “Lefum gamla shichana, a master doesn’t load his camel with more than it can carry” (Kesubos 67a).


Author’s note: I was told that in Communist Russia, this was the maamar that chassidim would teach their sons before their bar mitzvah. With this, they wanted to impress upon them that if Hashem had given them the difficult test of remaining religious, He certainly had also given them the strength to withstand the tremendous pressure being placed upon them by the authorities. 


	(They did not know that the custom had become to review the maamar of Isa b’midrash tehillim.)


� Chanoch Lenaar.


� The possuk states: “Lo meirubchem mikol ho’amim…ki atem hame’at mikol ho’amim” (Devorim 7:7). The literal translation is, “You are not more numerous (or greater) than the nations; rather, you are smaller (or weaker) than them.” However, Rashi (based on the Midrash) explains these words to mean, “Your success is not due to your greatness, but rather because you make yourself small, i.e., due to your humility.” 


� Lit., “righteous laborers.”





Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5780 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Rebeim and their chassidim. He is available to farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com
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