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Rejection Won’t Matter

By Rabbi David Ashear
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Rabbi Elimelech Biderman told a story of a Rabbi from Israel who was struggling a great deal with parnasa. He was marrying off a child and needed an exorbitant amount of money that he didn’t have. With no other choice, he decided to go to America and ask for charity. 


Before he left, he went to his Rabbi to receive a blessing. The Rabbi told him, “No matter what anyone gives you, whether its $5000, $500, $5 or even 5 cents, always say thank you with a smile and make sure you keep learning Torah when you’re not out collecting.” 


He went, but he was not having a pleasant experience. He was getting a dollar here, a dollar there, but most of the time he was just being ignored. The people there had heard his type of story again and again and they were not moved to give. It was very hard for him to keep smiling and say thank you for the small change that he was getting, but he managed to do it. 


It was towards the end of his trip and he had only collected a very small portion of the funds that he needed. An acquaintance sent him to an area with very wealthy people. This was his last chance. He didn’t know anyone in the neighborhood, so he just went door to door knocking, but not one person answered the door. 

Until, at last, at one house, the door finally opened, but the Rabbi was gripped with fear when he saw a large dog standing in front of him, barking loudly. He began to run, and then he heard a voice from inside the house, saying, “Don’t be afraid; come in, Rabbi.” 

He walked into a large house which looked like a palace, and he saw the wealthy owner sitting with his feet up. “What could I do for you, Rabbi?” the wealthy man asked. The Rabbi explained his dire situation. The wealthy man then took out a ten-dollar bill from his pocket, he gave it to his dog and told his dog to go give it to the Rabbi. 

It was bad enough he only received ten dollars, but to take it from the dog... the shame that he felt was too much. Instead of becoming angry, he remembered the words of his Rabbi and politely thanked the man for his contribution. He then went even further to make that man feel good. 

Just a couple of hours before, he was learning a Gemara which said: “A person should not raise a bad dog in his house.” So he told the wealthy man, “You have a good dog.” 

“What do you mean?” the wealthy man asked. 

He explained, “The Gemara says you shouldn’t raise a bad dog, which implies there must be such a thing as a good dog. Your dog knows how to give tzedaka, so he must be a good one.” 

The wealthy man then asked the Rabbi for a favor. He said, “Please, could you go across the street and tell my neighbor what you just told me about my dog?” 

The Rabbi didn’t want to do it, especially after he only got $10 from this man, but again he overcame his inclination and he said, “Sure, no problem.” He went across the street and an older gentleman answered the door. The Rabbi gave him the message. 

Minutes later, that man was across the street, hugging the first man. It was the father-in-law of the wealthy man. He had been so upset that his son-in-law got a dog, he hadn’t spoken to him in months, but when he heard what the Rabbi said about the dog, he had a change of heart. 

The wealthy man was so grateful; he wrote out a cheque to this Rabbi for $18,000 and gave it to him for the wedding. At that moment, all the rejection that the Rabbi experienced the past week didn’t matter anymore. The Rabbi got what he needed. Hashem prepared him, right before the visit, with the right words to say and put him in front of the right person. And just like that, his trip was a great success. 

We could all be helped. Continue hoping and praying to Hashem and b’ezras Hashem, we should all be helped with our needs. 
Reprinnted from the Parshas Tazria-Metzora 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.) Originally published from Rabbi David Ashear;s Daily Emunah email.

Are You Alive?
By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon


During World War II, Russia was drafting men whether they were able body or not and Reb Issur Brikman, although he was unable to shoot a rifle, which under normal circumstances would have exempted him,  was drafted anyways. You can’t hold a rifle, he was told; but you are able to place the explosive into the barrel of the canon, and he was drafted into the army. His wife and three young children were left in Tashkent to fend for themselves.


It was a bitter winter and every morning, Reb Yisroel Neveler although he needed crutches to go around, would slowly walk to her apartment, knock on the window pane and ask loudly, “Doba are you alive?”


He would wait for a few seconds until he heard her reply, “Boruch Hashem, mir leibt (we are living).” 

He would reply, “good” and then continue on his way inquiring by others who were also on their own.


Years later, Mrs. Brikman related, No one can imagine how difficult it was for me during those years, being all alone, raising three young children in a war time. But the fact that someone who walked with difficulty, and even a short distance of a half mile could take him over an half hour to walk, would walk, or better said drag himself, from the other side of the town, and come to my “residence” every day, whether it was a nice day outside or raining or freezing, just to see if we were alive, was uplifting. Seeing that someone was interested in my well-being gave me the strength and determination to forge ahead. He didn’t have to provide food or anything else, his interest was sufficient!


What I took from this story is as follows:


For the past month we are in our homes, hopefully everyone in your family is Boruch Hashem healthy. However, they are numerous families that one or more need a refuah. There are other people, especially the elderly who are all alone. 


Yes, there are wonderful acts of chesed being done. I am not just referring to remarkable members of hatzalah and medical professionals that are going beyond the call of duty. There are ordinary people, who are doing anything but ordinary. They are helping those who can’t help themselves, by doing their shopping etc.


To them I applaud. But how about others who because of their age or other reasons are told to stay inside, what can we do? How can we help someone else?


Thinking over this story one sees that even if you are locked in your apartment, you can still inspire someone and uplift their spirits. By picking up the phone and calling them, inquiring how they are doing, or being Menachem avel over the phone, (which may be harder than coming over for a tefilla, as we used to do), helps a lot. So go through your contacts and reach out to someone and lift their spirits.    


This Shabbos is Rosh Chodesh Iyar, and as is known Iyar is an acronym for the words ani Hashem rofeaicha. In seforim it is brought down one of the differences if one’s healing comes from Hashem or through a doctor. Quite often, when a doctor gives medication, they state that there may be some adverse effect of the medication, but there is no choice. That adverse reaction is a possibility and we in case it does happen, hopefully we will be able to deal with it, while this is a present danger.


However, when the healing comes from Hashem, it is a complete healing with no side effects and lingering concerns. 


So our blessing to all of klal YIsroel is that those who are Boruch Hashem healthy should remain healthy. And those who are currently sick, may Hashem heal them in a manner that they return to their former robust health with vigor.

Reprinted form the Parshas Tazria-Metzora 5780 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story. He is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim. He can be contacted at avtzonbooks#gmail.com.
Judging Favorably #83

The 200 Gold Coins

By Yair Weinnstock


Moshe and Pinchos had been the best of friends since childhood. When they married, they joined as business partners and became very wealthy. Once, they set out to purchase goods at the big market in Leipzig, Germany, taking with them a large sack full of cash. 

As they rode along in their comfortable coach, they noticed a poor Jew dragging himself painfully along the road, lugging a heavy sack. He was a melamed (Torah teacher of children) traveling home after being away for many years, bringing home the sum of money he had painstakingly earned. 
They Realized that Their Guest

Was a Great Torah Scholar


They invited him onto their coach. Soon they realized what a great Torah scholar their guest was. When they stopped at an inn for Shabbos, they invited the poor melamed to join them – with all expenses paid by them. They greatly enjoyed the gems of Torah he shared with them. 

After Shabbos they prepared to leave the inn. They first checked their belongings and counted their money. How shocked they were to find a bundle of 200 coins missing! They counted and recounted but to no avail – it was gone! 
Moshe was the first to voice his suspicion about the poor melamed. Pesach thought it impossible – how could such a pious scholar stoop to thievery? When Moshe questioned the melamed he was completely shocked and vehemently denied it. 
Their Heavy Cloud of Suspicion

Fell Once Again on the Melamed


They decided to conduct another search, but could not find it. Their heavy cloud of suspicion fell once again on the melamed. Pesach approached him and said, “If you did not take anything and are a perfect tzaddik, you certainly will not mind if we search your clothing and pockets.” 

The melamed replied, “Search wherever you like. I have never touched a penny that is not mine.” When they searched his coat they felt a thick bundle sewed into the hem of his coat with a red thread. In the bundle were 200 gold coins! 

In their fury, Moshe and Pesach began to beat the melamed mercilessly, while he kept insisting that the money belonged to him. In their anger, it never occurred to the partners to judge the melamed in a favorable light. All their shouting brought the innkeeper’s wife running. 

She further exacerbated the accusation by informing them that the melamed had asked her for red thread on Friday. This information piqued their rage and they redoubled their blows on the poor and frail melamed’s body. Finally, they calmed down, took their belongings and the 200 gold coins, and left. The melamed, poor and beaten in body and spirit, was left behind in a very sorry condition. 
One of the Partners Receives a

Most Distressing Telegram


The next day, as the partners traveled along, a postman overtook their carriage and announced that he had a telegram for Moshe Lubliner. It was a telegram from his wife:

“Moshe, a few hours before you set out, I needed a large sum of money. I took a bundle of 200 coins from you. Don’t be upset when you find it missing.” 
Moshe’s hands began to shake. “Oy! We suspected an innocent man!” He handed the telegram to Pesach, whose face blanched. Covered in shame, they rushed back to the inn. They found the melamed near death’s door. His fragile constitution could not withstand their vicious blows. 

Though they summoned a doctor and offered him any amount to cure the melamed, the pure soul of the melamed soon ascended to heaven. The partners almost died from heartache. They had killed an innocent man – all because they had not judged him favorably! 
Seeking a Means of Atonement


Grieving and remorseful, they went to the Holy Maggid, R’ Avrohom of Trisk, to seek a means of atonement. The Maggid ordered the men to do the following: a) Support the melamed’s family in the same measure that they supported their own; b) Marry off the melamed’s children as they would their own; c) Go into exile for a full year; d) Confess their sin in front of all the Jews of Trisk so that the humiliation they would feel when telling the story in front of a large crowd would help atone their sin. Also, the Jews of Trisk would be able to learn how important it is to judge others favorably. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Tazria-Metzora 5780 email of The Weekly Vort. Originally published in Tales for the Soul 5 by Yair Weinstock.

An Unexpected Drive 

To a Secluded Forest

A man once called up Rav Shimshon Pincus, zt"l, and said that he had not been blessed with children in twenty years of being married, and he requested to meet with Rav Pincus to get a Brachah from him. 


Rav Pincus said that he would be pleased to meet with him, and that he would pick the man up in his car at a specified location. Puzzled, the man said that he did not want to bother Rav Pincus for a ride anywhere, he just wanted to meet him for a Brachah at a place where it was the easiest for Rav Pincus. 


Rav Pincus said he would only agree to meet if he picks the man up. Seeing that there was no other option, the man agreed and went to meet Rav Pincus at the specified location and time. He got into Rav Pincus’ car, and the Rav drove him out to a secluded forest area, where he stopped the car and said “Okay, let’s go out.” 


Outside, Rav Pincus said, “I want you to Daven to Hashem here, in the peaceful forest where there are no distractions, and ask Hashem for a child. I will be back in a half hour.” 


Further puzzled, the man said he really only wanted to meet with Rav Rav Pincus for a Brachah, not a trip to go Daven in some place. Rav Pincus looked at him and said, “Over the last twenty years, you have been to every doctor, and seen every Rav. Now you are going to ask Hashem for help. I will be back in a half hour.” 


With that, Rav Pincus got in his car and drove away. A half hour later, Rav Shimshon returned and found the man sitting on a rock, waiting for him. Rav Pincus said, “This was not what I meant by asking Hashem for help. I want you to ask him with all your heart. I will be back in another half hour,” and drove away again.


 When he returned, Rav Pincus could not find the man. He searched a little, and found him standing behind one of the trees. The man’s face was red from crying and full of emotion. His eyes were red and tears were flowing down his cheeks. 


Rav Pincus said, “Okay, now we can go.” 


One year later, the man was blessed with a child!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudei 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Now or Later?
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Once, a student of the great Rebbi Shimon Bar Yochai traveled to do business, and he was very successful and became rich. When he came back to the Yeshivah, everyone saw how wealthy he had become and some people were jealous of him. 


Rebbi Shimon understood what his students were feeling and gathered them together. He took them outside and went to a certain valley. There, he davened to Hashem. He then called out to the valley, “Valley! Valley! Fill yourself up with gold coins!” 


Suddenly, before everyone’s eyes, the valley started filling up with piles and piles of gold coins! 


Rebbi Shimon turned to his students and said, “If you want, take all the gold you like! However, you must know that you are taking from your own reward in Olam Haba. You may be taking all of it, or only part of it, but you can have it now if you like.” 


Each of the students realized that they were being taught a lesson from their Rebbe. They understood that they shouldn’t look at what others have, but they should be happy with what they do have. Each of them decided not to take any gold, and left their reward for learning Torah in the World to Come! (Shemos Rabbah 52:3)

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudei 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Hessed During Difficult Times

 


With the current pandemic, there is so much uncertainty and unpredictability in many of our personal lives. Whether it be financials, general fear of the future, or even, has veshalom, the loss of a loved one, there is no shortage of fear and anxiety these days. However, it is important to continue to give “korbanot” and sacrifice for Hashem, Torah and mitzvot. 



Rescue crews work the scene of a seven-vehicle crash.


Rabbi Maslaton had been involved in a terrible seven-car pile up this past week on Ocean Parkway. Videos of the accident were being sent over Whatsapp, and having seen the totaled cars, it is nothing short of a miracle that the rabbi had not only survived, but walked away without so much as a scratch, baruch Hashem!


Rabbi Maslaton spoke in a video explaining that he had been in his car on the way from a levayah, where he served as the tenth attendee. After the funeral, he went to pick up a check from a donor to give to community members in need for Pesach. 


Hashem protected him because he had just finished one hessed with the niftar and went on his way to bring tzedaka to those less fortunate. Although times are difficult, the rabbi stressed how important it is to keep doing hessed, to learn Torah (on Zoom), to pray, and to keep thinking of each other and taking care of each other. 


We have already seen this with the tremendous amount of tzedaka being raised this week, and the many many new Whatsapp Tehillim chats established for community members and rabbis to have a full recovery from this terrible virus. Be’ezrat Hashem, will see our korbanot and take us out of this galut, just like Yetziat Mitzrayim. 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Tzav 5780 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey,.
The Rabbi and the Ox

By Yanki Tauber
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Illustration by Sefira Ross


One day the neighborhood butcher came to the study of Rabbi Pinchas Horowitz (1730–1805), the famed rabbi of Frankfurt, with a halachic (Torah law) query. A defect had been discovered in the lung of a slaughtered ox, raising the possibility that it might be treif, forbidden by Torah law to be eaten. 


It was a complex borderline case, and the rabbi spent many hours studying the rulings of the great halachic authorities of previous generations, several of whom were inclined to forbid the meat under such circumstances. Finally, Rabbi Pinchas issued his ruling: the ox was kosher.


Later, one of his disciples asked him: “Rabbi, why did you go to such lengths to render the ox kosher? After all, the Shach (Rabbi Shabtai HaKohen, a great 17th-century halachist) deemed it treif. Would it not have been more advisable to simply throw away the meat rather than risk transgressing such a serious prohibition?”


Rabbi Pinchas smiled and replied: “You know, for every man there comes the day when he must stand before the heavenly court and account for his life. I imagine that when that day comes for me, I shall have to defend the decision I arrived at today. 


“The ‘prosecution’ will undoubtedly call a most prestigious witness to testify against me: the Shach himself will question how I permitted the eating of meat whose kashrut is in serious doubt. I shall have to respond by citing the opinions of his lesser colleagues who ruled that the ox is indeed kosher, and by explaining why I preferred their rulings over his. You can be sure that the prospect fills me with trepidation.


“But what if I had ruled that the meat is treif? Then I would have to contend with another accuser—the ox. He will take the stand against me and bellow his rage:


“How many hungry mouths might I have fed!’ he will cry. ‘How many hours of Torah study and prayer might I have sustained! How many good deeds might I have energized! And this man consigned me to the garbage heap, while there were grounds for rendering me kosher.’ To be sure, I could call on the great Shach to defend me. But, all things considered, I would rather take my chances against the Shach than confront an angry ox in court.”
Reprinted in the Parshat Tazria-Metzora 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magaine.

Silver Lake Cemetery Our Pledge 

To the Past, a Legacy for the Future

By Margy-Ruth Davis
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The gravestone of Beckie Reines, victim of the Triangle Shirtwaist Fire in 1911, is seen with symbolic stones on top after a ceremony by the Hebrew Free Burial Association marking the 100th anniversary of the tragedy and honoring 22 of the victims buried in Mount Richmond Cemtery. March 1, 2011. (Staten Island Advance)

 
IT WAS A TIME WHEN MORE CHILDREN THAN OLD PEOPLE DIED…


 In 1888, nine men gathered to form the Chebra Agudas Achim Chesed Shel Emeth (The Society of the Brotherhood of True Charity). Children were dying on the Lower East Side; disease and starvation were endemic. Yet, families could not afford to bury them, nor to inter the elderly and the infirm. 


Without a Jewish burial ground, impoverished Jews would be consigned to New York City’s Potter’s Field. There would be no markers there, nor any way to recite the kaddish, the traditional prayer for the dead. 


One of the nine, Max Silver lent the group $1,500 to help purchase a plot of land in Staten Island. The land had been a part of the J.G. Thanner estate in the Grymes Hill neighborhood. Silver Lake Cemetery was originally meant to serve the Jews of the Lower East Side. 


The need, however, was citywide and soon the cemetery’s mission broadened to include all New York. In just 17 years, the 4.5 acre cemetery was filled. Some days, there were up to a dozen interments. Some 13,600 individuals were buried at Silver Lake Cemetery between 1892 and 1909. 


Over half were infants and children. Most were immigrants from Eastern Europe. A few were veterans of the Spanish American War. Others had fallen victim to rampant epidemics, poor medical care and unsanitary conditions. And some just never recovered from the break with their native lands. 


Now on the National Register of Historic Places, Silver Lake Cemetery is recognized as a vital chapter in the story of American immigration and the history of New York Jewry.

AFTER NATURE’S EROSION, A NEW ERA OF HOPE AND REPAIR


Over the past 120 years, nature and encroaching human activity had taken their inevitable course. The cemetery is at the foot of Grymes Hill and – after heavy rains – water collected at its lower spots. Children’s graves were submerged under these impromptu ponds. 


Most of the children’s graves had never been marked. Many of the others had only small and thin stones, now gone. Other headstones were victims of natural erosion, vandalism and other physical damage. Opportunistic trees had uprooted markers and shifted burial sites. Portions of the perimeter walls and fencing needed to be stabilized. One cemetery border needed fencing. 

HFBA HAS UNDERTAKEN A MASSIVE AND VALIANT 

EFFORT TO PRESERVE SILVER LAKE CEMETERY


The Silver Lake Preservation Project is now fulfilling its pledge to those who are buried here. Over the past year, we have secured the cemetery, repaired the masonry walls and cleared the grounds. To stop pondage, we created new drainage channels and removed over 170 opportunistic trees. 

FULFILLING A SACRED PLEDGE


With most of the structural work completed, we are now ready to mark the 10,000 graves that are missing stones and restore dignity to those buried at Silver Lake Cemetery. This $1 million campaign will also enable us to create educational tools focused on the cemetery’s significance and the immigrants who shaped our city and are buried here. 


As it buries indigent Jews with dignity and respect, Hebrew Free Burial Association promises to maintain their graves and the cemetery in the same spirit, in perpetuity. To do so, it must rely on each succeeding generation to help uphold this sacred promise.

Reprinted from the Spring 2020 Newsletter of the Hebrew Free Burial Society.
Late to Work Because

Of the Yahrzeit Minyan

In communist Russia there was a Yid whose job was to polish diamonds. One day, on the way to work, he passed a beis medresh — one of the only ones left in the country. Usually, the beis medresh was empty during the week, but that day, someone was outside, pleading with him to come inside to complete a minyan. 
"It’s my father's yahrtzeit today and I need a minyan to say Kaddish..." 

The diamond polisher made a quick calculation. If I help him, I can still be on time to work, so he entered the beis medresh. He thought he would be the tenth man, but as it turned out, he was the eighth. They had to wait some time until ten people were gathered. 

After the first Kaddish the diamond polisher headed towards the door. The person with yahrtzeit begged him to stay for the entire tefillah. The diamond polisher didn’t want to break this man's heart, so he said he would stay as long as he could. He kept his eye on the clock, and stayed until the end of the tefillah. 
When they finished davening everyone was invited to enjoy some cake and vodka l'iluy nishmas the niftar whose yahrtzeit was that day, but the diamond polisher explained that he can't be late for work and couldn’t stay any longer. He raced to the diamond center, but before he got there, an acquaintance who worked with him in the diamond center stopped him in the street. 

"You must run away from here! Everyone inside was arrested!" 

He escaped, and managed to come to Eretz Yisrael. This story is another example of  no one ever loses out when obeying Hashem's will.

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5780 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Insights of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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