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“A Word is a Word!”
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A story occurred with Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l. Chazal teach that the reason why Moshe Rabbeinu’s name does not appear in the entire Parshas Tetzaveh is because after the Aveirah of the Golden Calf, Hashem intended to eradicate the Jewish people and create a new nation out of Moshe’s descendants. Moshe begged on the people’s behalf and told Hashem (Shemos 32:32), “And now, if You would just forgive their Aveirah. But if not, erase me from Your book that You have written.” 
Even though Hashem did in fact forgive Bnei Yisroel’s Aveirah as a result of Moshe’s Tefilah, Moshe was nevertheless erased from one Parshah in the Torah, Parshas Tetzaveh. The lesson we learn from this is powerful, and that is: A word is a word. When a person makes a statement, he must keep his word. Once Moshe said, “Erase me from Your book,” meaning the Torah, Hashem held Moshe to his word, and He did indeed erase him, but only from one Parshah. 
Every year, on the night of Purim after Krias HaMegilah, thousands of people gather at Bais Medrash Govoha in Lakewood, New Jersey, for a festive Purim Mesibah. The gathering is always spectacular and uplifting, complete with beautiful singing and Divrei Torah from the Roshei HaYeshivah and Mashgiach. For many years, the annual Mesibah was held in the Israel Henry Beren dining hall of the Yeshivah, but more recently, due to the large crowds, the gathering has moved to the larger Bais Aharon Bais Medrash a few blocks away. 
One year, the Yeshivah was honored to have a special guest. The renowned Maggid, Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, was in America on a fundraising trip, and for Purim, he was thrilled to be in Lakewood. Rav Yaakov was an exuberant person, and the liveliness of the Bachurim and Yungerleit at the Mesibah fit him perfectly. He sang and danced with them and spoke more than once. It was one of the more memorable Purim gatherings that the Yeshivah held. 
Suddenly, in the middle of all the festivities, six older, single Bachurim pushed their way through the crowd and approached the head table where Rav Yaakov sat with a smile on his face. After a bit of pushing, the six men got Rav Yaakov’s attention, and they begged him for a Brachah that they all become engaged in a short time. 
For some reason, Rav Yaakov was hesitant to do this, but the group was insistent. Finally, one of them said, “Rebbi, if you guarantee us that we will all become Chasanim this year, we guarantee to raise all the money you need for the entire budget of your Kollelim in Eretz Yisroel! You will not have to go collecting or raise a single penny. We will do it all for you!” 
Rav Yaakov laughed and gave them a Brachah, but the leader said he would only guarantee the money if Rav Yaakov would guarantee, with a Havtachah, that they would have success in Shidduchim. 
This time, Rav Yaakov paused for a few moments, and they could see that he was thinking furiously. Finally, he looked at them and said, “I guarantee it! This year!” The entire gathering heard the Havtachah and called out, “Amein!” 
The very next morning, these six men came over to Rav Yaakov and gave him an envelope containing the entire amount of money that he was looking to raise! Rav Yaakov remembered the incident of the previous night, where he had given these men his word, and they were fulfilling their end of the bargain. Rav Yaakov said, “What I said last night cannot be taken back. A word is a word. However, since I cannot be sure that my word is really any good, I will make you the following proposal. I will take this money, but I will put it aside. For the next year, I will Daven that my ‘Havtachah’ should be realized. If it is, I will then use the money. If it is not, if even one Bachur is not engaged by the end of this year, then the whole arrangement and ‘guarantee’ is off, and you will take back the entire amount of money. Do we have a deal?” 
The six agreed and went on their way. A few months later, the phone rang in Rav Yaakov Galinsky’s home. The Rebbetzin answered and automatically said that the Rav was not home. The person on the other end of the line said, “This is a call from Lakewood, New Jersey. Please tell the Rav that last night, the sixth Bachur got engaged.” 
Later, when Rav Yaakov came home and was told the good news, he ran to the cabinet and pulled out the envelope that was filled with money. He said, “A word is a word. It was important for them to let me know so that I can finally give the money to the Avreichim!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Tetzaveh 5786 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah.

Rewriting History
By Rabbi Moshe Hirschberg
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Among Rabbi Dovid Braverman’s sacred work is visiting prisons to be mechazek fellow Yidden. To some, he offers words of chizuk; to others, he becomes a guide on their path toward becoming baalei teshuvah.
One day, he was taken on a tour of a prison wing he had never entered before — a section reserved for hardened criminals. What he saw there startled him.
Seated among the rough, intimidating inmates was a young bachur — unmistakably a Bnei Brak child — his appearance and bearing entirely out of place in that environment. Rabbi Braverman restrained his curiosity, but something deep inside him was stirred.
As he exited the prison, he noticed the same young man waiting at the bus stop. He approached him and inquired as to where he was headed. When the bachur replied that he was traveling to Bnei Brak, Rabbi Braverman warmly invited him to join his ride.
Before Rabbi Braverman could even begin a conversation, the young man began telling his story.
“I grew up secular,” he said quietly. “I knew very little about my heritage. My life wasn’t really a life. My father was a sought-after thief, constantly on the run. I grew up with fear, instability, and tension. When I was still a child, I was adopted — by a Bnei Brak family.”
He paused.
“They showed me what life could be. For the first time, I experienced a family sitting around a table. No cellphones. No alcohol. Just warmth. Just Shabbos. Just meaning. I gravitated toward that life. It was a no-brainer. I integrated fully into their family and embraced their lifestyle. I wanted nothing to do with my past.
“Years went by. I was learning in Mesivta and studying Maseches Kiddushin, where it discusses the mitzvah of kibbud av v’eim. And I felt stuck. On the one hand, I desperately wanted to fulfill this sacred mitzvah. On the other hand, my father is a criminal behind bars. How am I meant to be mekayem such a mitzvah?”
He brought the question to Rabbi Mendel Shefrin, one of the respected rabbanim of Bnei Brak. “In a warm tone,” the bachur continued, “Rabbi Shefrin said, ‘I would not have instructed you to pursue the matter. But now that you are asking — yes, you should respect him and visit.’”
“How can I?” I asked. “What is there to respect?”
“Just go and visit,” Rabbi Shefrin told me. “Nothing more.”
“My first visit was about a month ago. As I entered, my father stood up to kiss me — but I wasn’t ready for that. I couldn’t receive it. Today,” he concluded, “when I visited, he extended his hand for a handshake, but I turned him down.”
Rabbi Braverman was silent.
Instead of dropping the young man off at his yeshivah, he made a sudden turn. They drove to Rechov Chazon Ish and stopped in front of a modest building marked simply: 5.
Rabbi Braverman led the bewildered bachur inside — to the home of the Rosh Yeshivah, Rabbi Aharon Leib Shteinman (1914-2017)
After briefly explaining the situation, the bachur was ushered into the room. The Rosh Yeshivah rose and extended both hands warmly. “Shalom Aleichem.” Then he said words that stunned the young man. “Ich bin dir mekaneh — I envy you.”
“Envy me?” the bachur replied incredulously. “There is nothing to envy.”
Rabbi Shteinman responded softly: “The reason I envy you is because you have parents — and I no longer do. I can no longer fulfill the obligation of respecting my parents.”
“Respect my parents?!” the young man burst out. “There is nothing worthy of respect! And if you want it, you can have it.”
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Rabbi Aharon Leib Shteinman
Rabbi Shteinman’s eyes grew serious. “You are looking at your father’s face — and therefore all you see is his faults. You must learn to look at his neshamah. True kavod lies in the neshamah — the very same neshamah that stood at Har Sinai. That neshamah is now trapped in the darkness of galus. You cannot imagine the pain it endures.
“So, the next time you visit your father,” he concluded, “search for the part that is worthy of respect.”
The words lingered.
The next time the bachur visited the prison, his father did not attempt a hug or a kiss. He remembered the previous rejection. But this time, the son stepped forward — and embraced him.
It was no small embrace. It lasted until his clothing was damp from tears — tears he did not fully understand. As they slowly separated, his father looked at him and said: “This…this is what the Torah does to you? Then I want to learn some.”
And that was the real turning point.
Not when the son extended his hand. Not even when he accepted his hug. But when he chose to see a neshamah instead of a criminal.
Rabbi Braverman began visiting the father regularly during his prison rounds. Slowly, patiently, he drew him closer to his own buried neshamah, which had been lying in silent pain for decades.
When we learn to see the neshamah, we do not only rewrite someone else’s future. We can rewrite history.
Reprinted from Zichru Toras Moshe – Issue #245
Illegal Mexican 
Border Crossings
From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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The border separating San Diego, California (USA) from Tiajuana, Mexico

Upon completing their mandatory three years in the Israeli Defense Force, many young Jewish soldiers decide to tour various distant parts of the world…the figure in our story was one of them. Naftali [not his real name] grew up in a secular Israeli community in Naaveh Ilan [between Jerusalem and Tel Aviv], and after completing his service, he felt he needed a break. 
After some thought, he decided to crash on his relatives in San Diego, the southernmost city in California. He knew the city was situated along side of the Pacific Ocean and he enjoyed water activities. So, without even notifying them, one sunny day he showed up by their door. After overcoming their initial shock, they invited him for dinner and throughout the meal asked him about the family, his tour of duty and other points of interest. 
When they asked him what are his plans, Naftali responded that he wanted to hang around southern California for a while, so he thought he might stay with them. They responded that it will be our pleasure to have you over for some meals. However, we are sorry to inform you that there are no extra rooms in our house, so there is no way we can accommodate your need for a room to sleep in, even for a short period of time. The relatives realized that although he brought some money with him, that was intended for his excursions and similar expenses; he certainly didn’t expect to have to pay for room and board. 
So, after some thought, they suggested to him to put on his uniform and go over to the local Chabad Center. Maybe they have room to put you up. “We know that some Jewish students of the University board there,” they added. So off he went to the Chabad House and to his delight and surprise, they responded by saying “You can stay as our guest. The only thing we ask is that as long as you stay, you must participate in the morning services and, of course, put on tefillin on the weekdays and not desecrate the Shabbat.” 
To Naftali this was a small price to pay. They were not intruding into his life or making any outlandish demands on him. Their only request was just to be respectful of his hosts’ lifestyle. 
“I won’t smoke a cigarette in the synagogue on Shabbat or in front of anybody in the house,” he said to himself, “but I can continue do so in the privacy of my room or when strolling the streets.” This arrangement continued for a few months, and during that time he befriended a young man, a native Californian who was also taking some time off. One Sunday they decided to cross the border and visit the Mexican town of Tijuana. They remained there until Friday morning, when they decided it was time to return. 
However, to his shock, at the border he was refused reentry into the United States. His visa was for a one-time visit, and by leaving the States [California], the visa became no longer valid. Naftali argued with the immigration guard that he still had another few months on his visa, but to no avail. 
He then pleaded that the reason he decided to return today is because he keeps the Shabbat, and there is no way to keep the Shabbat in Tijuana. “Therefore, I cannot remain in Mexico. I must get back to the place I was staying in San Diego before sunset.” 
The border guard again dismissed his words and pleas, and instead directed him to a side room, to await his fate. As soon as the guard left the room, another agent came over to Naftali and said in a low voice, “I too am Jewish. And while I am not Shabbat observant, I respect a Jew that is. So, although I likely will be definitely reprimanded and punished for helping you, with the possibility that I may be dismissed from my job too, I am going to leave through the back door and leave the door slightly ajar. You can then do what you have to do.” 
True to his words, the door was left ajar and Naftali sprinted across the border. That night in the privacy of his room in the Chabad center, he stretched out his hand to get a cigarette from the table. But then his conscience stopped him; “The border agent put his livelihood in jeopardy, in order that you can maintain the sanctity of the Shabbat and now you are going to desecrate it and smoke?! Is that how low you will stoop. You will cause a person to lose everything he has, so you can have this little enjoyment and relaxation? Shame on you!” 
With these thoughts lingering in his mind throughout the next twenty-four hours, he survived that Shabbat without a cigarette, and then decided to honor his benefactor by truly becoming a shomer Shabbat. Upon his return to Israel, his family noticed that he had some kind of transformation. They realized that not only was he now observing the Shabbat, but he was becoming completely observant of many other commandments too. Today, Naftali is the husband and father of a beautiful observant family. 

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a weekly email of Rabbi Sholom D. Avtzon in 5778 (2018), who heard the story from Rabbi Mendel Groner of Kiryat Gat, who knows the individual personally. [Rabbi Sholom-Dovber Avtzon is a veteran educator and the author of numerous books on the seven Chabad Rebbes and their chasidim.] Why This Week? The double weekly reading of Vayakhel-Pekudei starts with three verses of instruction for Shabbat observance.

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayakhel-Pekudei 5786 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed in Israel.

Two Inspiring Stories About the Desire for Children

Rav Yechiel Spero writes that at times, our acts of kindness can not only help another person, but it can earn us great merit and exceptional reward, as can be seen in the following story: 
It is about a woman who was approaching middle age and had not yet been bentched with a child. The doctors, tefilos, and brachos from Gedolim did not seem to help — yet. 
To keep herself busy, she would go to the hospital and volunteer her services. One day, as she was leaving Maimonides Hospital in the Boro Park section of Brooklyn, she walked by a room and she heard an elderly woman moaning. 
She entered the room and attempted to initiate a conversation with the patient. The
woman was despondent. Alone in the world, she was used to spending all day staring at the walls, and she tried to give the impression that she was not interested in company. However, she did not succeed. 
Slowly, over a period of a few months, the volunteer was able to break open the wall that the elderly woman had placed around herself. She penetrated her heart, and the two became friends. She would visit every day, and after a while, she was even able to elicit a smile from the patient. It was clear that the high point of the elderly woman’s day was her visit from the volunteer. 
Regrettably, as her happiness increased, the disease that was ravaging her body was progressing, and it soon became clear that her days on this world were numbered. The last day of her life came quickly, but she was prepared for it, and above all else, she was no longer alone. 
She looked at the woman who had befriended her and with tear-filled eyes, she said, “I can never repay you for what you have done for me these last few months. Your daily visits have made life worth living for me. I have nothing to give you as a token of my appreciation. However, there is one thing that I will do for you. I know how much you want to have a child. I promise you that when I come before the Heavenly Throne, I will daven for you. Believe me when I say that I will not let go until Hashem grants my request!” 
With those last words, she closed her eyes and breathed her last breath. Amazingly, one year later, a little boy was born to the volunteer and her husband.  The Mitzvah of Chesed, helping to make the last days on this earth for an elderly, lonely woman a little less lonely and a little less depressing, made the difference. What tefilos and brachos did not achieve, a selfless act of Chesed was able toaccomplish!


Rav Joey Haber related a story about a man, who, after many years of Davening and hoping to have children, found himself struggling with uncertainty. One day, a friend of his called to say he was cleaning out his garage and had some items to give away, offering his friend to come and take whatever he wanted. 
The man went over to see what was available. In the corner, he spotted a beautiful double stroller, and he felt a spark of inspiration. He thought, “If I truly believe that Hashem is going to bentch me with children, I should take this stroller now.”
Even though he had no children yet, he accepted the gift and went home with it. Within the year, he was bentched with twins, and the stroller was perfectly
suited for the miracle that he had acted in faith to receive!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel – Pekudei 5786 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah.


A Time to Cry
By Yechiel Spero
Dodah Yonah (Aunt Yonah) cut the cucumbers in the same manner she always did. An elderly woman, she adjusted her apron and disregarded the pleas from her niece and nephew to stop and sit down.  She placed a container of humous on the table and turned back toward her company. That’s just the way Dodah Yonah was. Composed. Collected. Stoic. Always in control of her emotions.
The Dinovitzers made it their business to visit their aunt every time they came to Israel. They felt it was important to visit her and for their children to get to know her. Her simple apartment was located in Givatayim, on the outskirts of Ramat Gan.
The conversation was going well. They had been discussing their families, both in Israel and back in the States. While Yitzhak and his children sat in the small yet tidy kitchen, Dodah Yonah kept herself occupied getting lunch ready for the family, not allowing their conversation to interfere with her preparations. The sound of “Kol Yisrael,” the Israeli news station, buzzed in the background, and the beeping sound coming from the radio indicated that there was an important news bulletin.
The news flash carried tragic information. A 19-year-old Israeli soldier had been murdered in an Arab attack in East Jerusalem. Yitzhak was listening to the news report and not paying attention to his aunt when he suddenly heard the sound of a knife clanging on the floor. Yitzhak looked up and watched his aunt, who always kept her composure, holding onto the kitchen counter, bracing herself.
She removed a handkerchief from her apron pocket and buried her face in it. Sobs filled the air and for a moment, time stood still in Dodah Yonah’s Givatayim apartment. No one said a word. All that could be heard were the soft muffled cries of a woman crying for a mother who had lost a son and for a young man who would not live long enough to see his own children, never see his parents again.
And then, just like that, it was over. She wiped her eyes one last time, picked up her knife from the floor and turned back toward the counter. Once again, she continued her methodical slicing of the vegetables. 
Yitzhak watched in silence and admiration. He had never seen anything like it in his life. The sensitivity, the empathy, that she displayed was awesome. Yitzhak didn’t know what to say. Finally, he blurted out, “You react that way every time an Israeli soldier loses his life?” His puzzled expression showed his total bewilderment.
Dodah Yonah turned back toward her nephew. She put the knife back down on the counter and stared at him. Her response is one that he will never forget.
She looked at him and asked in disbelief, “And you don’t?” (Touched by a Story 2)
Reprinted from the Vayakhel Pikudei 5786 email of Rabbi David Bibi’s Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
Sticking to your Guns
 
Rabbi Shlomo Landau shares a story about R’ Yechiel Bar Lev who moved to America to take a teaching job in Chicago. When he moved, he promised himself he would always daven with a minyan for every prayer of the day. He was working on getting his green card, and for months he waited for a meeting with a federal immigration representative.
 
One day he received the call, and R’ Yechiel made sure to arrive early to this very important appointment. The meeting was called for 4 pm and it was only supposed to be a few minutes. R’ Yechiel was told the representative was running late, and he and his attorney waited patiently. When the clock struck 4:30 pm R’ Yechiel stood up and started heading for the exit to catch the last minyan. His lawyer stopped him and shouted at him, “What are you crazy. If you miss this appointment, you will not have a chance of getting a green card. The representative will probably be here any minute!”
 
R’ Yechiel respectfully replied that the green card was important, but prayers were even more important. As he left the office the attorney muttered to himself that he would need some prayers. R’ Yechiel returned from praying with a minyan at 5:15pm and was disappointed to see the immigration office was closed.
 
The next day R’ Yechiel received a call from his lawyer who was all emotional. The attorney told him, “You would not believe it. Just a few minutes after you left the representative called us in. I told him you went out to pray, and that I tried to convince you to stay but you stuck to your guns. Then unbelievably the representative invited us back for another appointment. He was impressed by your conviction, and he said we need teachers like you in America.” He explained that this has never happened in history, and that this was a miracle. R’ Yechiel knew this was not a coincidence. It was from Hashem smiling back at him for his dedication.

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayakhel-Pekudei HaChodesh 5786 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the Torah teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.




“You Can’t Take That Onto the Plane!”
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Rabbi Joey Haber told a story about a man whose effort proved to be invaluable. The man was asked to fly a Sefer Torah from one country to another. He got to the security line and was immediately confronted. 
“Sir, what is this?” the TSA agent asked. 
“It’s a very holy religious object.” 
The agent said, “Well it’s going to have to go underneath the plane with the luggage. You can’t carry that with you.” 
The man replied, “Absolutely not, please just let me through. This needs to stay with me at all times.” 
She saw it was important to him and answered, “Okay. You can try to go to the gate with it, but there’s no way they’ll let it on the plane.” And she cleared him through security.
 
When he approached the gate, the man at the gate stopped him. “Sir, what is that?” “This is my Torah,” he answered. The man at the gate shook his head. “I was cleared through security, and it has to fly with me. I can’t separate from it; it’s really important.” 
The man at the gate called his supervisor and after some deliberating, he said to the passenger, “If you want you can try to get on the plane but they’re going to stop you at the door again. I’m telling you there is no way they’re going to let you on that plane with that.” The man happily went through and waited for his next hurdle.
 
As he stepped on the plane with the Sefer Torah, the head flight attendant said, “Uh sir, no you can’t bring that on this plane. You have to gate-check that. Otherwise, we won’t be able to take off.” 
The man stressed how important this holy article was and begged them to let him keep it with him for the flight. The flight attendant went to get the pilot to ask special permission, and the man braced himself waiting for the final answer.
 
The pilot came out and said, “What’s going on here?” The man started rambling, “This is my Torah and it’s extremely important, and I need it to fly with me so I could make sure nothing happens to it.” 
The pilot said, “Well you can’t keep it here, but no problem, you can keep it up in the cockpit with me, because that’s where I keep my tefillin.”
 
When we want to achieve something, we can’t just sit back. We have to do everything in our power to succeed, just as Bnei Yisrael put their blood, sweat, and tears into trying to build the Mishkan. May we see many berachot and successes from our efforts. May we all learn to appreciate the Shabbat and keep it to the highest standards that we possibly can, because it is the true source of all our berachot. Amen!
 
Reprinted from the Parashat Vayakhel-Pekudei HaChodesh 5786 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the Torah teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

The Promise Demanded
 By the Chofetz Chaim
By Yoni Schwartz

Baruch was a very gifted student who studied in the Chofetz Chaim’s yeshiva. When he was preparing to leave, he visited the Chofetz Chaim, ZT”L, hoping to receive words of encouragement, and perhaps even a blessing. He received neither. Instead, the Chofetz Chaim made him promise - not once or twice, but three times - that he would keep Shabbos. He walked out both disappointed and confused; there he was, one of the top students in the yeshiva, and all he was being told to do was keep Shabbos?! 
Fast forward a couple of years. The Nazis were taking over Europe and parts of Russia. Somehow, Baruch was lucky enough to obtain visas for himself, his wife, and his children. When they came to America, they quickly realized that it was not a land flowing with milk and honey. It was the middle of the Great Depression, and everyone was living in dire poverty. Baruch’s family was barely scraping by from meal to meal; his children were hungry, and their clothes were full of holes. One day, as he was already on edge, his boss called him into his office and said that if he didn’t agree to start working on Shabbos, he would be fired. 
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The Chofetz Chaim, zt”l

Already under an enormous amount of pressure, with his family almost starving, he and his wife decided to give in. As he was about to step onto the train, the Chofetz Chaim’s words flashed through his mind, and he said, “No! I will not break Shabbos!” He turned around and went back home. The next day, his boss came to his house and said, “Congratulations! You passed the test.”
“What test?” Baruch replied.  
“My partner and I made a bet. He thought that religious Jews are just money-hungry people with no values. He bet that you’d break Shabbos if we pressured you. Congratulations! Not only did you win the bet, but starting Monday, you are promoted to be the new manager, and here’s an extra $1,000 for the trouble we put you through.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5786 email of Torah Sweets.
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'he border fence separating San Diego from Tijuana, Mexico, extends into the Pacific Ocean in May 2017. Moore said the area is heavily surveilled from the American side, with tower-mounted
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