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Quebec: Chassidish Family’s Thoughtfulness Touches

Non-Jewish Neighbors
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A Chassidish family in Quebec, Canada made a thoughtful gesture to their non-Jewish neighbors who had become the unwitting audience for the outdoor tefillos of their neighbors during the coronavirus pandemic.


The family sent the neighbors wrapped packages of homemade pastries accompanied by a letter in English and French stating: “To our dear neighbor: We hope this letter comes to you and your family in good health and great spirit. We would like to thank you and show our appreciation for your patience and understanding in this hard time that we experience together.”


“During the last few weeks you have seen us coming out on our porches three times a day to pray. It might have caused inconvenience to some of you and we value your support.”


“Please accept our small token of appreciation. Bon Appétit.”


“P.S. The packages were packed with great caution and all safety measure were observed.”


“Your neighbors of Quebec.”
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Some of the non-Jewish neighbors posted photos of the packages and letters on their Facebook accounts. One person wrote: “A very nice initiative from our dear Hasidic neighbors. Yummy, yummy.”


Another person wrote: “This was a beautiful gesture from my Hasidic neighbors, very touching.”
Reprinted from the May4, 2020 website of Yeshiva World News.

The Home Builder

By Asharon Baltazar
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Illustration by Rivka Korf Studio


Turkish Jews often told this story to exemplify a meritorious approach to charity.1

In a faraway town, there lived a wealthy woman. She was unmarried and had no children, yet enjoyed quite a comfortable life, living in a sprawling mansion with tastefully arranged rooms and plush furniture. She also dealt with a lot of scrutiny from her neighbors.


Early each morning, the woman was seen leaving her house, and only long after the sun had set and most of the town was sound asleep did she return home. Her neighbors couldn’t tell what the purpose of her outings was and were ashamed to ask. Gossip followed her around like a shadow, but her daily whereabouts remained a mystery.


Curiosity finally compelled one of the neighbors to stop the woman one day and ask, “If you’re willing, please tell me what you do all day. You’re rich, basking in an opulent home and missing nothing at all. What is it you’re looking for out there?”


“You’re correct,” said the wealthy woman, smiling. “While I do have a home to live in here in This World, I spend my days building a home for the World to Come.”


There was a pause as the neighbor thought for a moment. She looked up and said, “I agree. My home is also quite big, and I’m not in need of anything. Perhaps I, too, should consider building something for myself in the World to Come.”


The wealthy woman looked pleased. “Fine. Every so often, I’ll come to take some money from you and use it to build your house in the World to Come. Is that alright?”


But she almost didn’t need the confirmation; her neighbor, who obviously agreed, appeared quite excited about the arrangement. And so the wealthy woman began to come around to her neighbor almost every day to collect large amounts of money, adding something like, “This is for the foundation,” or, “This will ensure the walls look nice.” She never failed to keep her neighbor abreast of the building and always specified what the money was for.


Construction persisted for the longest time, but finally—as the neighbor steadily learned from the wealthy woman’s descriptions—resulted in a palatial home.


“Now that it’s finished,” said the neighbor cheerily, “I think I’ll stop here, for I’ve given you a lot to work with, isn’t that right? It’s nice to have something to look forward to in the World to Come.”


Feeling rather content, the neighbor lay down for the night, her head swimming with pleasant visions of her new, heavenly home. Those visions, however, faded into a dream about a strange old man with a long silvery beard, who introduced himself as an angel.




“I’ve come to warn you,” the angel said, “that although it was your money invested, it’ll be your neighbor living inside that house in the World to Come. You, as unfair as it may seem, will have to resort to sleeping on its doorstep.”


The following morning, the neighbor woke up shaken, her chest constricted with dread. Had she truly lost her entire investment? With this and other questions weighing on her mind, the neighbor ran to the wealthy woman’s house and began to knock frantically. The wealthy woman opened the door, looking terrified at her neighbor's sudden panic.


“You claim to have built me a home,” cried the neighbor. “But in my dream, an angel told me otherwise! What have you done with my money? Tell me the truth.”


An uncomfortable silence followed.


“I suppose it’s time,” sighed the wealthy woman, lowering her eyes, “to tell you where I go for most of the day. Of course, I’m rather aware that my secret departures aren’t, in fact, secret anymore—every neighbor knows about them by now. In any case, I spend my days visiting wealthy households in other communities and collecting the donations, and whatever I manage to accrue goes to the poor.


“If, let’s say, a poverty-stricken family has a new baby, I visit them almost daily, making sure neither food nor supplies are lacking. Sometimes, I also tidy up their home. If a poor young woman becomes a bride, I’m there to ensure that indigence doesn’t mar her happiest day. That’s where I’m off to every morning.”


The neighbor stood there quietly and mulled over what she had heard. She felt newfound respect for the wealthy woman. There was evidently more to building a home in the World to Come than plain generosity, whatever the amount. Action, it seemed, was what mattered most.


From that day on, there were two women seen hurrying from their homes in the early morning, finally reappearing when the stars had come out. If one knew their secret, it would be obvious that the glow on their tired but contented faces wasn’t reflecting the moon, but rather emanating from their benevolent efforts.

FOOTNOTES 1.
Adapted and translated from Sippurei Emunah Umusarby Abraham Stahl (1933-2000).
Reb Shlom’ke Zehviler:

Part One

There are giants of Torah and of the spirit who grace each generation. Rarely, however, has a recent generation been blessed with the presence of a tzaddik of such a lofty level as Rav Shlomo Goldman, renowned as R’ Shlom’ke Zehviler (formerly Rebbe of Zehvil). 


The Belzer Rebbe, R’ Aharon Rokeach, who himself was a holy leader of thousands, was one of R’ Shlom’ke’s greatest admirers. He once said that R’ Shlom’ke did not really belong to his generation; he was on the level of those who lived six hundred years ago. 


His blessings were sought by all, from the greatest to the smallest, for they knew his blessings were always fulfilled. The Gerrer Rebbe, R’ Avrohom Mordechai Alter, and the Chazon Ish, were just two of the many Torah giants who asked R’ Shlom’ke to pray for them regularly.


Once, on Erev Pesach, R’ Shlom’ke was waiting to bake matzos. Those who had promised to help him had not turned up, and the hour was getting late. R’ Shlom’ke went outside to see if he could spot them coming, but they were nowhere to be seen. 


In desperation, R’ Shlom’ke started to ask passersby if they were willing to help him, but each person had a different excuse. Then, R’ Shlom’ke spotted R’ Chaim Milski, who was well known in Jerusalem for his piety and good nature. But when the Rebbe asked him if he would be willing to bake matzos, he declined. 
“Rebbe, I would gladly help you, but one of my hands is paralyzed and I am afraid that I won’t be of much use.” 


R’ Shlom’ke told R’ Chaim, “If you really want to help, then come and help.” 


As R’ Chaim drew near to the oven, a miracle occurred. He regained the use of his paralyzed arm! 


This is but one of numerous miraculous tales told about R’ Shlom’ke Zehviler. For R’ Shlom’ke, the miraculous and the natural were as one. He became a symbol of purity and piety throughout Eretz Yisroel, and throughout the world.


R’ Shlom’ke was born in 1870 to R’ Mordechai, the Rebbe of Zehvil, in the province of Volhin, Russia. From his youngest years, R’ Shlom’ke was known as a wonder child. When he was eight years old, he was able to tell if a glass had been toveled or not, just by looking at it. 


He never joined in the games of his fellow classmates, preferring to spend his time immersed in his seforim. For the first three decades of his life, he spent his time immersed in Torah and purity, constantly striving to perfect himself. 


In 1900, when R’ Shlom’ke turned thirty, he decided that the time had come to visit one of the famous tzaddikim of the time, from whom he hoped to receive guidance as to how to further elevate himself. R’ Shlom’ke decided that he would turn to the Chortkover Rebbe, R’ Dovid Moshe Friedman, for advice. 


R’ Shlom’ke never divulged what he had learned from the Chortkover Rebbe. He would only say that two problems that had always troubled him were solved.


 On another occasion, he said that the Chortkover Rebbe had taught him how to answer the questions people put to him. Although R’ Shlom’ke was the youngest of a very large family and therefore not in line to assume his father’s position as Rebbe of Zehvil, the Chortkover Rebbe’s parting words to him were, “When you arrive home, you should start to accept kvittlach.” 


At the time, R’ Shlom’ke was puzzled by these words. When he arrived home, he learned that his father had suddenly passed away. The Rebbe’s words became painfully clear. 


R’ Shlom’ke was forced to come out of hiding and lead his father’s Chassidim, who looked to him to fill his father’s place. The town of Zehvil had a sizable Jewish community with over thirty shuls and shtieblach and a large yeshivah. The town, however, did not have its own Rav. All the decisions concerning the daily running of the kehillah and its institutions were made by the Rebbe. 


For a number of years, the local maskilim in Zehvil had wanted to open a school that would be open on Shabbos, but, being a small minority in the town, they did not dare take such a step. Finally, they received permission from the town council to open their school, with promises of protection to enable them to keep the school open on Shabbos. 


R’ Shlom’ke readied himself for battle to defeat their plans at any cost. He called the town’s water carriers to a meeting and forbade them to bring water to anyone who desecrated the Shabbos. He warned them that anybody who disobeyed his instructions would not live out the year! 


R’ Shlom’ke’s decree was enough to give some of the maskilim second thoughts. They were used to having fresh water at their doorsteps every morning. Now they had to go and fetch it themselves, a task that was both arduous and humiliating. 


But R’ Shlom’ke’s decree was not enough to bring all the maskilim to their knees. They managed to get non-Jewish water carriers to service them. Seeing that his plan had not succeeded, R’ Shlom’ke called in the chevrah kadishah and told them that if any of the maskilim should die they may not attend to his funeral or allow him to be buried in the local Jewish cemetery. 


A few days later, a child of one of the leading maskilim suddenly passed away. The chevrah kadishah refused to bury him unless the father repented his ways. The maskil was sure that the chevrah kadishah was bluffing and would give in, but he was mistaken. After a few days of stalemate, the father of the child finally gave in and repented his ways. The other maskilim followed his example. 
With the surrender of the maskilim, R’ Shlom’ke strengthened his grip on the town. He was the final authority on all matters. Under his leadership, Torah flourished in Zehvil. The peaceful existence in Zehvil continued until the outbreak of the Communist Revolution in1917. 


Bitter fighting broke out in Zehvil among the various factions, and much of the town was burned to the ground. As usual, the Jews were the primary victims. They were set upon by all sides, and many were killed in the ensuing battles. Trying to quell the fighting, R’ Shlom’ke risked his life to meet the partisans hiding in the surrounding forests to plead with them not to harm the innocent Jews. They agreed, and the Jewish part of the town was left alone. 


The situation, however, continued to deteriorate. The victorious Communist regime forbade the teaching of Torah and mitzvah observance. All over Russia, shuls and yeshivos were forcibly closed down. At first, the new commander of Zehvil turned a blind eye to the activities of the community, but as the years went by and the Communists gained stronger control, it became increasingly difficult to observe the Torah. 


The large yeshivah in Zehvil was forced to go underground in a large concealed cellar. After some time it was discovered, and R’ Shlom’ke was summoned to KGB headquarters. He was warned that he had better cease teaching Torah or he would be banished to Siberia. R’ Shlom’ke ignored the warnings and carried on teaching as before. 


One day, while he was learning with his students, a KGB officer strode into the room announcing that he had come to arrest R’ Shlom’ke because he had defied orders to close the yeshivah. R’ Shlom’ke screamed, “What! They dare to touch the yeshivah?” 


R’ Shlom’ke jumped up and put his hands around the officer’s neck. Terror gripped everyone. There was no worse crime than to harm a Russian officer. For such an offense the entire community could be sent to Siberia. They begged R’ Shlom’ke to release his grip. R’ Shlom’ke listened to their pleas and let the man go. 


The officer fled, but they expected immediate retribution. The hours ticked by, but the expected punishment never came. R’ Shlom’ke refused to speak about the incident, and the matter remained a miraculous mystery. The yeshivah carried on functioning as before without any further interference from the authorities. The yahrzeit of R’ Sholom ben R’ Mordechai Goldman of Zehvil zt”l, is on 26 Iyar (1945). May his merit protect us.

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5780 email of The Weekly Vort. Excerpted from the book “Portraits of Greatness.”

The Reward of Studying a Deceased Scholar’s Torah
Sefer Chasidim teaches “Whoever repeats divrei Torah in the name of the scholar who originally taught that divrei Torah, the scholar will pray for them in heaven…” 
The Rebbe Reshab of Lubavitz zt’l says that when one studies the divrei Torah of a tzaddik, a malach from malach Michoel’s camp goes to the tzaddik to tell him that someone is studying his sefer. Because the malachim know how happy tzaddikim are Sefer Chasidim (224) teaches “Whoever repeats divrei Torah in the name of the scholar who originally taught that divrei Torah, the scholar will pray for them in heaven…” 
Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5780 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Wealthy Businesswoman


The Divrei Shmuel of Slonim zy’a told the following: 

A wealthy businesswoman from Eretz Yisrael was about to send out a ship filled with merchandise. Before the ship set sail, she went to Reb Shimon bar Yochai's tzion to pray that the ship, with all the merchandise, reach their destination.
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«
The burial place of the great tzadik – Rabbi Shimon bar Yochai in Meron.

t


 She couldn’t get close to the tzion (gravesite) because there was another woman in front of her praying loudly for three hundred rubles to marry off her child. The wealthy woman took three hundred rubles from her purse and gave it to her. The relieved woman thanked her immensely, left, and then this wealthy businesswoman was able to reach the tzion. 

Standing before the tzion, she said, "Reb Shimon, the woman who was here before me received her request. She prayed for three hundred rubles, and she received that amount immediately. May my requests also be answered immediately." 

The Divrei Shmuel repeated this story, and expressed his amazement in how much this woman believed in the tefillos by Reb Shimon's grave. She didn’t take credit for the tzedakah she gave. She accredited it to the woman's tefillos.

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5780 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Fulfilled Employment

ByRabbi  Meir Bastomsky
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Mine was not an auspicious beginning. I was born in Vilna in the midst of World War Two, just a week before the German bombardment of the city began in 1941. It was difficult to assemble a minyan for my circumcision, as everyone was scared to go outdoors and, thereafter, my parents had to hide me in an orphanage while they fled the Nazis.


My father did not survive the war, although my mother and I did. She remarried and my step-father, David Sattler, raised me like a father, and I always considered him as such. He was a descendant of the Baal Shem Tov, the 18th-century founder of the Chasidic Movement, but after the war, he became a Communist. This mindset also influenced my education directing it toward secular studies, but, while I responded to his guidance, I also had questions of my own.


After we moved to Haifa, Israel, my parents found it hard to make ends meet. In order to bolster the family finances, I started to tutor younger children. It was then that I had my first major insight. I am naturally sensitive to interpersonal relationships, so I noticed a difference between the children studying in secular schools and those studying in religious schools. The religious ones had an air of calmness, and their relations with their parents were entirely different, much more respectful.


After graduating high school in 1959, I was drafted into the IDF. During my last year in the army, I began to study mechanical engineering at the Technion, Israel’s Institute of Technology. Here, too, I noticed a disturbing phenomenon – on the one hand, from the technological point of view, we were the top-level school in the region, yet, on the other hand, when it came to human relations, I felt that we were at the lowest level. 

I saw how my fellow students spent their free time, and it upset me very much that people who were considered to be at the top intellectually were involved in such low things. As for me, I felt that something was missing, although I didn’t know exactly what.


At the Technion, I met a student named Shmuel Katan, who was associated with Chabad, and we developed a close relationship. This association led me to draw close to several Chabad rabbis, including Rabbi Reuven Dunin, who taught me about the Rebbe and what he represented.


Slowly but surely, I moved toward Torah observance, and by my third year at the Technion, I decided to begin wearing a yarmulke – a step that was very difficult for me. My friends immediately began to ask me why I was doing it, and whether someone in my family had died. The problem was, I didn’t have enough good answers for all the questions they were asking me.


After completing my studies at the Technion in 1966, I went to learn at the yeshivah in Kfar Chabad for a few months. I was at a crossroads and having trouble deciding what I was going to do with myself. My father, who had pushed me to become an engineer, had great hopes for me. He wanted me to become financially successful the way he had never managed. But I wanted to fill the great gap in my Torah knowledge. Meanwhile, Rabbi Dunin, in his great wisdom, was urging me to go to New York and seek advice from the Rebbe.


I made the trip in 1967. No sooner had I arrived at Chabad Headquarters than I enrolled in the yeshivah there and immersed myself completely in Torah studies. I learned day and night, very seriously, because I felt that I had to learn a lot of material in a short time. I was twenty-six years old already, and I was missing basic information in many realms.


I studied there for nine months, during which time I had two meetings with the Rebbe. The first was at the beginning, and I met him only for a short while together with a group of other visitors. My second audience with the Rebbe took place later that year, and it would shape my life.


I asked the Rebbe whether I should continue to learn in the yeshivah or go back to Israel. The Rebbe recommended that I return to Israel. That brought up my fear of what would be my father’s response to my appearance. I had left Israel with a small French beard and a knitted yarmulke, and now I was dressed like a committed chasid with a black hat and a full beard. I was worried he would react badly and, since he had a heart condition, this might have a bad impact on his health. So I asked the Rebbe if I should change my dress or trim my beard a little.


The Rebbe answered that I should not touch my beard under any circumstances. He gave me a deep and fascinating explanation about the beard and its essence. According to Jewish law, as articulated by the third Rebbe of Chabad, the Tzemach Tzedek, a full beard is included in the Torah command “they shall not shave the edges of their beard.” According to Kabbalah, the hairs of the beard symbolize an extremely high level of spirituality and are connected to the Thirteen Attributes of Mercy.


“Go whole, the way you are,” the Rebbe said, “because the minute you begin to be half-and-half, there will be no end; you will be forced to compromise more and more. And regarding your father, with G‑d’s help, he will have complete health and a long life!”


My father indeed lived until age eighty-two – beyond what would be expected for a person with his health issues – and I believe that this was due to the Rebbe’s blessing.


I asked the Rebbe about my professional future. His answer was surprising – especially so because I had told him that I had finished training to be a mechanical engineer. He said, “If you don’t need money and financial matters are not your main concern, then choose a career in education.”


Initially, I was a bit puzzled by his response, but I recalled that, back in high school, Israeli psycho-technic examinations had shown that I was more drawn to humanities studies than to science. This is what the Rebbe also understood about me – that I was more suited for education than engineering.


I learned that for financial gain, a person may find himself working in a profession that does not fit his natural talents and makeup. He might have economic satisfaction, but not emotional satisfaction. Only when a person works in a realm that truly suits him, will he feel that he is fulfilling his true mission in this world.


This insight changed my life. The Rebbe revealed to me that my life’s mission – and indeed my emotional wholeness – lay in a profession that was more spiritual. How right he was!

Reprinted from the website Chabad.Org and emailed by Yerachmiel Tilles to his subscribers around the  world via his KabbalaOnline.org weekly story.
The Legacy of 

Rabbi Yaakov Ades




Rabbi Yaakov Ades in 1952


Rav Yaakov Ades was one of the foremost Dayanim in Eretz Yisroel during its early years as a state, serving as Av Beis Din in Yerushalayim and on the Beis Din HaGadol of the Rabbanut. 

In his humble way, Rav Adess resisted many attempts to bring about change in the method of Torah learning. For example, he was against formation of a special program to train Dayanim, arguing that there was no precedent for such a focus on Dayanus. When someone who achieved such a level in Torah, consequently he would be appointed. 

At one meeting of Rabbanim, a certain Rav insulted Rav Adess for always being against proposals. A relative of Rav Ades stood up to protest the affront when Rav Ades took him outside saying, “Let us think of the best way to protest”. He then extracted a promise from the relative not to mention this incident during Rav Ades’ lifetime. 

At the Shiva for Rav Adess, the relative was able to tell the story. Shortly after he finished, the Rav who had insulted Rav Ades came to be Menachem (comfort) the family. Rav Ades’ Almanah (widow) quickly passed a message to her sons to accord him proper respect and not let on that they knew anything, because ”That is what your father would have done.

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5780 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter.
The Power of Emunah
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Moreinu HaRav shlita  (Rav Gamliel Rabinowitz) tells a story about a close friend of high standing who does a lot for the community and sometimes someone will give him something to support his family. 

But he had one principle, he never asked anyone for anything. He only uses that which the Creator gives him or has someone else give him. During the coronavirus no one is knocking on his door resulting in him not having enough food to feed the children. 

His wife has been urging him to call one person or another, but he stayed firm that he has never asked anyone for anything. That day, just as he finished writing a piece on Emunah, as he finished writing the sefer, they heard a knock on the door, and there was a messenger with a stuffed envelope, support from a wealthy man who had not spoken with him in a while and he had not thought of calling him. 

He felt that in the merit of finishing the sefer on Emunah, he merited receiving his sustenance with Emunah without having to contact anyone. –
Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5780 email of Tiv Hakehila.
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