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When a Gift is not Enough!

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


The daughter of Rabbi Zusia of Anipol's was engaged. As poor as he was, Reb Zusia and his wife scraped together enough money for a seamstress to sew a beautiful gown for the bride-to-be. After a month the gown was ready, and Reb Zusia's wife went with her bundle of rubles to the home of the seamstress to get the finished gown.


She came home empty-handed. "Where is the gown?" asked both the Rebbe and his daughter, almost in unison.


"Well," said his wife, "I did a mitzvah. When I came to pick up the gown, I saw tears in the eyes of the seamstress. I asked her why she was crying and she told me that her daughter, too, was getting married. Then she looked at the beautiful gown that she had sewn for me and sighed, "if only we could afford such beautiful material for a gown."


Reb Zusia's wife continued. "At that moment I decided to let the seamstress have our gown as a gift!"


Reb Zusia was delighted. The mitzvah of helping a poor bride was dear to him and he longed for the opportunity to fulfill it. But he added one question to his wife. "Did you pay her for the work she did for us?"


"Pay her?" asked the wife, "I gave her the gown!"


"I'm sorry," said the Rebbe. "You told me the gown was a gift. We still owe her for the weeks of work she spent for us." The rebbitzen agreed and, in addition to the gift of the gown she compensated the seamstress for her work.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel 5776 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting.

Lessons in Emunah:

True Stories with an Emphasis on Faith

Miracles at the Kotel
By Naomi Brudner
Edited by Naomi Mauer


My good friend Bleemy, who lives in Yerushalayim, shared the following story with me. She was at the Kosel during Chol Ha’moed, having come to see, hear, and receive the Bircas HaKohanim. 


She arrived early and was sitting on a chair reading Tehillim (Psalms), when she became aware of some ladies speaking English next to her. She turned to see who was speaking her mama loschen(mother tongue) and saw two ladies, roughly in their fifties, who, according to the way they were dressed, were non-religious tourists. 


Bleemy is a wonderful and friendly person with lots of ahavas Yisrael, so she said to the women, “Shalom.” They smiled at her and returned her “Shalom.” When Bleemy asked them where they were from they told her that they were both from England. Being that Bleemy had an extra book of Tehillim with her, she wanted to offer it to them so they could say some Tehillim if they wanted to. She was unsure as to their religion, seeing as they didn’t look religious, so she asked them, “Are you Jewish?”


The woman closest to her smiled and said, “I’m not, but my great grandmother was, and I like Jewish people.”


Though a smile was expected because of the Jewish grandmother and the lady’s liking of Jews, Bleemy didn’t smile so fast. She knew she had something important to find out. As you probably have guessed, it hinged on her next question. She didn’t rush into it, instead she casually said, “Oh, that’s very nice. Tell me, this Jewish great grandmother, is she your mother’s grandmother or your father’s grandmother?”


“Oh, she’s not alive anymore,” the woman answered, as though it weren’t obvious and as if that automatically rendered Bleemy’s question irrelevant.


“I know, I know,” said Bleemy, “but was she your mother’s grandmother or your father’s grandmother?” Clueless as to the point of the question, the lady smiled and politely answered, “My mother’s grandmother.”


“And was her daughter your mother’s mother, or was her son your mother’s father?” (If the Jewish grandmother’s son had married a gentile, then their children would be gentiles, whereas if the grandmother’s daughter had married out, their children would be Jewish.)


“Her daughter was my mother’s mother.”


Bleemy’s eyes widened and she had to take a few deep breaths before continuing with a smile, all to which the lady remained oblivious. “I have something to tell you,” said Bleemy, “something important.”


“Really?” the lady asked out of curiosity.

“Yes,” said Bleemy, “something very important”. Now the woman was getting really interested.


“What is it? What’s so important?”


Bleemy took another deep breath, smiled, looked into the woman’s eyes, and said with authority, “If your mother’s mother’s mother was Jewish, then your mother was Jewish. And if your mother is Jewish, then you are Jewish. That’s how it is according to Jewish law. It doesn’t matter if your father is Jewish or not, but if your mother is Jewish, then you are too.”


The woman was silent and her face took on a strange, pale, bewildered look. 
As Bleemy said to me, “It was probably closer to shock!”


“Are you sure?” asked the woman.


“Yes,” said Bleemy. “Everyone knows that according to halachah, Jewish law, a person’s religion goes according to the mother’s religions. If your mother was Jewish, then so are you!”


“You mean I’m . . .? Me? I’m Jewish…? I’m a . . . Jew?”


“Yes. You are a Jew. Welcome to the People of Israel.” She said before giving the lady a hearty handshake.


“That’s amazing!” said the woman. “I never would have imagined such a thing . . . that’s really some surprise.”


“Yes,” said Bleemy, “and now that you know, it’s not enough to just walk around knowing and thinking that you’re a Jew. You have to find out just what that means. You have to start learning about Judaism and the Jewish people, about the Torah and Jewish law.”


“Why?” asked the woman.


“Because to be a Jew,” explained Bleemy, “is to live as a Jew. G-d gave the Torah to the Jewish people for us to live according to it. The Torah and commandments are instructions for how to live our lives, and you have to learn what to do in order to it.”


The newly identified Jewess was now even more taken aback, “Are you serious?”


“Yes, I’m very serious.”


“Are you sure?”


“A hundred percent.”


“Oh, my G-d!” said the woman. Bleemy smiled, “Yes, that’s exactly it. G-d is your G-d . . . and mine and we have to live our lives the way He wants us to.”


“But how in the world am I going to do that? I don’t know anything about Judaism, except for bagels and chicken soup.”


“Well, that’s a good beginning,” said Bleemy with a smile that warmed into a friendly laugh. “And there are plenty of books and classes, discs and families for you to learn from. I’m sure you’ll have a great time doing so. The time of your life!”


The woman was flabbergasted. “Listen, if all that you said is true, then I’m going to do it. Just tell me how, I don’t even know how to start.”


“Don’t worry,” said Bleemy, “it’s easy, it’s fantastic, and you’ll have lots of help. Give me your phone number and I’ll call you and give all kinds of information.” Then Bleemy turned to the other woman, “And you? Are you Jewish?”


The woman looked at her and said softly, not knowing exactly what she would hear, “Six years ago my mother told me before she died that she’s Jewish.”


“Well,” said Bleemy with a loving smile, “that means that you’re Jewish, too. As I said, according to Jewish law, a Jewish woman’s children are automatically, a hundred percent Jewish!” The woman had tears in her eyes. “Thank you for telling me, thank you! I wasn’t sure.”


Just then they heard that the Birkas HaKohanim was about to begin, so Bleemy answered her quickly, “My pleasure. Give me your phone number and I’ll call you and give you some helpful ideas.”


The woman quickly jotted down her name and cell number, gave it to Bleemy as well, before each of them, filled with her own unique feelings of inspiration and longing, turned to receive the blessing of the Kohanim, “May Hashem bless you and protect you; May Hashem shine His countenance on you and be gracious to you; May Hashem turn His countenance toward you and grant you peace.”


Later, before the two tourists left, one of them said to Bleemy, “Don’t forget to call me! I’ll be waiting!”


“Sure thing,” said Bleemy with a big smile and love in her eyes, “you’ll hear from me – b’ezrat Hashem, with G-d’s help.” Picking up on the express “with     G-d’s help,” the woman responded with tears in her eyes, “Just like G-d helped me to discover that I’m Jewish.”


“Yes,” said Bleemy. “May He help you with everything.”


The women answered, “Amen,” before parting.


Later, when Bleemy was leaving the Kotel area to get a bus home, she heard someone say quite loudly, “Hey, there’s Canada’s singing star – Barbara. What was her last name? Streisand? No, but she sings just as good as her. Barbara…Gryfe!”


Bleemy looked around and saw a man of about sixty years old, wearing jeans and a faded shirt. Bleemy was taken aback as she had, indeed, been a singing star before she became a baalas teshuva. She had been a child protégé and as she grew up, she’d sang with ‘stars’ in Canada, the U.S. and later Israel.


But she gave up fame and even a Hollywood contract to come settle in Eretz Yisrael and build a Jewish home. Today she is a religious wife, mother, and grandmother, kanein ahara, and uses her beautiful voice to perform for and inspire women and girls in various settings, from Bat Mitzvah programs, to seminaries, to other performances.


Bleemy looked at the person who recognized her from her former life, decades ago. As he so loudly vocalized his memories, Bleemy too, was suddenly reminded of where she came from and what she left behind in order to live as a Jewish woman. Today, in addition to performing for women, she is married to a fine, religious man and has a beautiful Jewish home, with fine religious children and grandchildren of whom she is so proud, and who give her so much nachas, so much true joy. 


She thought about how today she had not only merited to say Tehillim and hear Birkas HaKohanim at the Kosel, she also had the special privilege and opportunity, sent to her as a gift from Hashem, to personally help bring two other Jewish women back to their roots just as she had returned to hers, the same, ancient holy roots of all Am Yisrael.


Some people think that this former singing star “gave up” so much, but if you ask her, she’ll tell you with a smile made up of her inner truth and gratitude, that not only did she gain much, much more, but what she gained is eternal.

Reprinted from the February 26, 2016 email of The Jewish Press. About the Author: Naomi Brudner, M.A., lives in Yerushalayim where she writes, counsels and practices Guided Imagery for health, including for stroke patients.
Story #953

The Unknown

Rabbinical Authority
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman Auerbach was born and spent his entire life in the Shaarei Chesed neighborhood of Central Jerusalem. His father, Rabbi Chaim Yehudah Leib Auerbach was a leading Kabbbalist of his generation and the founder and first head of the Kabbalah Yeshiva, Sha'ar HaShamayim.


R. Shlomo-Zalman became one of the most knowledgeable and important decisors of Jewish law in Israel in the latter half of the 20th century. Jews from across the spectrum of observance and, famously, from the secular academic, medical and scientific communities as well, flocked to his home for "daat Torah" - authoritative Torah perspective on all aspects of life.


He was beloved by all who knew and knew of him. Local police estimated that at least 300,000 people attended his funeral. As he was relatively unknown to the general Israeli public, the secular public was astounded by the turnout. Media reporters searched through their encyclopedias and computerized newspaper archives for information about him and why he merited such respect. However, the encyclopedias did not mention him at all, and his name appeared in the archives a few times, incidentally.


This oversight stunned the journalists, many of whom admitted being ashamed of their ignorance.


Rabbi Meir Lau, then the chief rabbi of Israel, received a phone call from a reporter in a helicopter asking who was this person that 300,000 people came out for. Rabbi Lau answered that part of his greatness was precisely that so many people did not know anything about him. He refused to go to any event with a political overtone and was accepted by all the religious communities.

* * *


After 54 years of marriage, his wife, Chaya-Rivkah, passed away in 1994. At her funeral R. Shlomo-Zalman was heard to utter the following remarkable words: "It is customary to request forgiveness from the deceased. However, I have nothing to ask you forgiveness for. During the course of our marriage never did anything occur that would require either of us to ask the other's forgiveness."
When Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman passed away one year later, a beggar in his neighbor-hood sobbed in anguish: "Now who will say 'good morning' to me every day?" 


During the mourning period, the Auerbach family recounted a story that occurred one night at a very late hour. A knock was heard on the door of their home in Shaarei Chesed. A chassanand kallah (bride and groom) entered, neither of whom were from religious homes, with a difficult question. Their wedding was a week away, and it had suddenly been revealed that thekallah was disqualified for marriage according to Jewish law [through no fault of her own - a problem of lineage -ed.], and it was forbidden for them to marry.


They imploringly questioned Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman, "What should we do?" The leading authority in Jewish Law gestured with his hands in despair that there was nothing he could do.


Then he turned to the forlorn couple and said, "You're asking me what to do, and I know that there's nothing to be done; how can I provide permission for someone forbidden to marry? There is only one thing in my power to do for you: I can cry."


The acclaimed Torah scholar took all of his Torah which he learned his entire lifetime, all the holiness of his heart and all the purity of his soul, and burst out in heart-rending weeping.


Less than twenty-four hours later, the chassan and kallah appeared again at the Auerbach home. They told the rabbi that a man had suddenly arrived from Argentina who knew the kallah's family well. He testified that the information they had received previously was false and that the kallah was not forbidden to marry! 


Shortly before Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman passed away he advised a young family member, "Learn well. Eat well. Sleep well. And always smile."



Sources: Compiled and adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from //shemayisrael.co.il/publicat/hazon (Yosef Ben Shlomo Hakohen) //ou.org/jewish_action/02/2014/gentle-giant-rabbi-shlomo-zalman-auerbach-ztl/

//revach.net/stories/story-corner/Rav-Shlomo-Zalman-Auerbach-All-I-Can-Do For-You-Is-Cry/1264 (as translated from Aleinu Leshabeach)


Biographical note: Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman Auerbach [23 Tamuz 5670 - 20 Adar, 5755 (July 1910 - March 1995 C.E.)] was born and spent his entire life in the Shaarei Chesed neighborhood of Central Jerusalem. He was one of the most knowledgeable and important decisors of Jewish law in Israel in his generation. Religious Jews from across the spectrum of observance and, famously, from the secular academic, medical and scientific communities as well, flocked to his home for Torah perspective on all aspects of life. Local police estimated that at least 300,000 people attended his funeral.


Editor's note: A well-written biography in English of Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman Auerbach is "And from Jerusalem His Word" by Hanoch Teller (Feldheim).


Connection: Seasonal-Monday, 20 Adar (2016: Feb. 29) is the 5th yahrzeit of Rabbi Shlomo-Zalman Auerbach.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayalech 5776 email of KabbalaOnline.org., a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com

The Lesson of a

Cossack Horse


Reb Mendel was a famous Chassidic Jew from Russia. He spent ten years of his life in a Russian gulag (work camp) in Siberia for the”crime” of teaching Judaism. One of the prisoners in Reb Mendel's camp was an old Cossack imprisoned because of his loyalty to the Czar. He reminisced with Reb Mendel about the Cossack horse.


“You see, the Cossack horse was different than all other horses, incomparably different! A Cossack’s horse,” he said, “had a different heart. It would do anything for its master - jump into fire, over trees and even houses. It was stronger, faster, and braver than anything alive. Best of all, it had a different heart.”


How did they catch a Cossack horse? The Cossacks were experts. A special group wandered the mountains and fields on horseback looking for herds of wild horses. If they were lucky and found a large herd, say one or two thousand horses, they would stampede them and make them run in the direction of the nearest river. Then they would start screaming and shooting their guns in the air and force the herd into the widest, deepest part of the river. Most horses can swim, and so they had to swim against the current to the other side or die.


Waiting on the other side was another group of Cossacks, and they would watch to see what the horses did. There were always two groups: those who made it to the other side and the young ones without the strength to cross over that floundered in the river.


His voice became serious, and he said: “But sometimes...there was a third type; maybe only one or two at the most, that were sort of crazy horses. They would make it across, but instead of running away, they would turn around, look back into the river to see if there were horses in trouble and then jump BACK in to save them”


They would swim to the young horses, grab them with their teeth and start dragging them in. They just couldn't stand to see their fellow horses in danger.


The Cossacks would throw some paint on these special horses and chase them for days until they caught them. It would take several months of hard work until they were trained, but the main thing was the heart; it was a horse with a heart.


When recounting this story, Reb Mendel would say: “From an old Cossack in the Soviet gulag I learned the meaning of Ahavat Yisrael”of loving another Jew. We may not be perfect, but we need to have the heart, and when you do and you care for others you never fall!”

Reprinted from the Parshat Ki Sisa 5776 email of Chabad of Great Neck, NY.
The Requirements for Being A Good Jewish Leader

By Rabbi Pinchos Lipschutz


Rav Yeshayale of Kerestir zt”l was one of the most beloved and revered tzaddikim in prewar Hungary. Jews from all across the country were drawn to his tiny town, eager for the rebbe’s brochah and advice.


Once, before tekias shofar on Rosh Hashanah, Rav Shayele closeted himself in his room to prepare for the exalted moments. A chossid peered in, certain that he would see the rebbe engaged in Kabbalistic ritual, saying Tehillim or toiling in Torah.


The chossid saw the rebbe patiently slicing pieces of cake and preparing platters. The rebbe noticed the curious chossid and explained. Since the minhag of chassidim is not to eat before tekios, the rebbe understood that the mispallelim would no doubt be famished by the end of davening. He wanted to make sure that none of them, especially the elderly chassidim, would have to wait following davening and that they would be able to enjoy Kiddush and a bite of food immediately.


The rebbe used the moments before tekios as Shlomo Hamelech taught. Rav Shayele connected with the hearts of his people and prepared food for them. Only after doing that, was he ready to go to tekias shofar and plead on their behalf, for he was a good leader.


A yeshiva bochur was found being mechalel Shabbos a few times in his yeshiva dormitory. The heads of the yeshiva went to Rav Elazar Menachem Man Shach zt”l for pro-forma permission to expel the boy.


Rav Shach was in his twilight years, extremely weak and feeble, and rarely saw people. Because of the severity of this situation, the roshei yeshiva were permitted to enter his room to discuss the matter with him. He listened to them and was engrossed in thought for several minutes. Finally, with a weak voice, he said to them, “What is the financial situation in the boy’s home? Do his parents have shalom bayis?”


The rabbis were bewildered by the questions. “How should we know what goes on in his home?” they asked.


Rav Shach strengthened himself, grasped the table, and pulled himself up in his chair. Tears were flowing down his cheeks and his voice was stronger than it was before. He turned to the people who had come to his home convinced that he would rubber stamp their decision. “Rodfim, leave my home! I don’t want to talk to you. You don’t know what is going on with the boy. You don’t know what is going on in his home. The only thing you know is that you want to put him out in the street. Leave.”


Like all parshiyos and lessons in the Torah, these lessons are eternally relevant.


We have a fractured dor. We need to connect to our brethren and understand what lies in the hearts of the members of our nation and what keeps them awake at night. What worries them? What bothers them? What are their wants and desires? Do they have ambition? Do they want to excel at anything? If not, why not? Are they making ends meet? Do they have a decent place to live? Can they afford their rent or mortgage? Are they happy with the way their children are turning out? How is their health? What is the path to affecting their thoughts and behavior?


When we can answer those questions, we can lead. We can bring people together, work together, and fix what ails us, as one people with one heart.

Reprinted from the February 26, 2016 edition of the Yated Ne’eman.

Bris Milah Held at Site of Mumbai Terror Attack

By Dovid Margolin




When the Chabad House in Mumbai, India, reopened in the summer of 2014, it was making a clear statement: A site that had once been bursting with life until it was brutally cut down by forces of evil would once again serve as a source of love, strength and direction for Jews from all walks of life. The mission of Rabbi Gavriel and Rivky Holtzberg, who were murdered together with four guests by terrorists in November 2008, would continue despite the deep loss.


“We remember what happened, but we are working for the future,” said Rabbi Yisroel Kozlovsky at the time. Kozlovsky and his wife, Chaya, arrived in India in 2012 to direct Chabad-Lubavitch of Mumbai, and oversee the rehabilitation and rededication of the center. They have run all of the city’s Chabad activities ever since.


On Feb. 21, Chaya Kozlovsky gave birth to a baby boy, the couple’s third child and their second born in India. At an emotional bris milah held this past Sunday in the shul at the Chabad House (also known as Nariman House), the Kozlovskys named their newborn son Gavriel Noach, in honor and memory of the Chabad House founder who died sanctifying G‑d’s name mere steps away from where his namesake’s bris was taking place.


“We name our children after people we want them to be like,” says Rabbi Kozlovsky. “Every Chossid would like their son to grow up with the same dedication and positive traits Gabi had.”


In the immediate aftermath of the shocking terror attack on the Mumbai Chabad Center, dozens of children were named Gavriel Noach and Rivkah. In fact, hundreds of children have since been named after them.


“Time has passed, and most people don’t feel the tragedy like they did,” adds the rabbi. “But here we live with the memory of Gabi and Rivky every single day, with every Modeh Ani morning prayer. We see their faces on the wall and the bullet holes. A memorial candle is always lit. But even more than that, we’re trying to carry on the work they started.


“I never knew Gabi, but I’ve seen his influence in this city every day, either through people who knew him or through his work. Naming our son after him was something we felt was important for us to do.”


Mumbai doesn’t have a bris milah every day, and so emotions were running high even before the baby’s name was announced as guests and locals took in the joyous occasion. Kozlovsky notes that people had tears in their eyes—that it was hard not to get emotional.


After all, he says: “A Gabi is walking again in Nariman House.”

Reprinted from the March 2, 2016 website of Matzav.com Distributed by Chabad.Org
Collateral for the Sanctuary

These are the accounts of the Sanctuary (Mishkan), the Sanctuary of the testimony (Ex. 38:21)

Our Sages said that G-d did not take the Holy Temple from the Jewish people permanently, but is holding it as a "mashkon" (collateral - a play on words) which will one day be returned. 


Furthermore, the repetition of the word "Sanctuary" in the verse alludes to the two Temples that would be destroyed before Moshiach establishes the third, eternal Holy Temple, speedily in our day. (The Lubavitcher Rebbe, Shabbat Mishpatim, 5752)
Reprinted from this week’s edition of “L’Chaim Weekly” (Parshas Pekudei 5776)
It Once Happened

Blessings from the Prophet Elijah are not Simple Matters


It is known that the Prophet Elijah is sometimes permitted to descend to this world to help Jews in need. Once three men - a poor man, a simpleton, and a bachelor who was both poor and simple - came to Elijah to ask for his blessing.

The first man came to the prophet and said, "I'm so poor that I can't even feed and clothe my family. Please, take pity on me, and give me your blessing that I may become wealthy."
Elijah Helps, But with One Condition


Elijah agreed to help, but on one condition: "When you become rich, and you certainly will, you must promise to give tzedaka [charity] and share your wealth with others." The man promised, and Elijah handed him a coin. "This coin will make you rich," assured the prophet. "Don't forget your promise."


The second man came and made his request: "Elijah, the thing I desire most in this world is to become a Torah scholar. Please, help me."


Elijah considered his request worthy, but made one condition: "When you become a Torah scholar, and you will, you must promise to instruct simple folk who want to learn Torah."


"Of course, I promise," said the man. "It would be my honor and privilege to teach my fellow Jews."


Elijah took a sheet of paper on which was written the Hebrew alphabet and handed it to the man, saying, "If you study from this piece of paper, you will certainly become a great scholar. Don't forget your promise." The man parted from the prophet happily clutching the paper to his chest.
Asks for a Woman with Good Sense


Then the third man approached the prophet. "Elijah, please take pity on me. I am no longer young; I am very poor and not so bright; and worst of all I'm all alone in the world without a wife. But I won't take just any wife -- I will marry only a woman with good sense."


Elijah took pity on the man. "I have the perfect wife for you. But, you must promise to listen to her in every matter, all the days of your life." The man agreed and Elijah led him into the depths of the forest. They entered a small hut in the forest where an old woman and her daughter were sitting. "This woman is the perfect wife for you," said the prophet, nodding towards the daughter. Both parties agreed to the marriage which was held without delay.


Two years passed and Elijah returned to see if the three had kept their promises. First, he visited the opulent home of the formerly poor man. Approaching the door, he saw a sign which said in large letters: "Beggars and Deliveries to the Rear." Elijah went to the back door and was given a small coin. "I wish to speak with your employer," demanded the prophet. "Not permitted. You can have a coin and a loaf of bread."
Demands to See the Owner of the House


"No," insisted Elijah. "I want to see the owner of this house."


"Take two coins and be off with you!" Still, Elijah stood his ground. In fact, he created such a fuss that the servants had to call the wealthy owner.


Elijah asked the man for a more substantial sum, but he just scoffed, "A coin should be enough for you.!" Each time he asked, Elijah was rebuffed more violently.


"I see that you don't recognize me and you have forgotten your promise. I am Elijah the Prophet and you must return my coin" Elijah told the ungrateful man.

"Ha! Do you think that silly coin did anything for me? You can gladly have it back. It's worthless!" He returned the coin, laughing. Needless to say, in no time the man was poor again.


Next, Elijah visited the great yeshiva where the would-be scholar was now a famous Head of the Academy. "Pardon me, Rabbi, but I would like to learn Torah," the prophet said to the great man.


"Have you studied the entire Talmud with all of its commentaries?" "No, I haven't had the chance to learn, but I want to very much." "I'm sorry, I don't have time to instruct low-level students. You see, I am the Head of the Yeshiva, and I have more important things to do!"
Begs Three Times, but to No Avail


Elijah begged three times, but to no avail. Then he said, "I see you don't recognize me and you haven't kept your promise. You must return my paper!"

"The paper is worthless," the scholar laughed. "Here, take it!" No sooner had the prophet departed when the Head of the Academy forgot all of his learning and was an ignoramus again.


Elijah trudged to the poor hut of the couple. The wife saw Elijah from afar and said to her husband, "We have never been privileged to have a guest, and here is a distinguished-looking man approaching. Let's slaughter our cow and serve him properly."


The husband couldn't imagine life without the cow, from which they eked out a bare subsistence, but he agreed. "If you feel that we should, let's prepare the cow."


Elijah ate, and when he finished he said to the couple, "I see that you have lived according to your promise, and so, I have two more gifts for you - a coin and a paper."

Reprinted from the Parshat Pekudei 5776 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
L’Maaseh A Tale to Remember

The Manchester Rosh Yeshiva’s Train Fare


The Manchester Rosh Yeshivah, Rav Yehuda Zev Segal, zt”l, strived to always be honest throughout his life, in every situation. Once he was traveling by train to a neighboring city. As the train rode on, the conductor would come by and collect the fares and tickets from the passengers. 


Rav Segal began his trip in the second-class economy section, as he had purchased a ticket for a seat there. However, during the trip, the other passengers were very loud and roudy, and Rav Segal could not concentrate on his learning, so he moved to the first-class section which was quiet and had many seats available. 
He hoped the conductor would come through the first-class section and collect the fare from the passengers, and he would pay the extra fare then. Rav Segal turned to his Sefer and learned undistracted for the rest of the trip. 


When he reached his destination, he realized that the conductor had not come by. He proceeded to the stationmaster, so he could pay the difference in price for the better seat. 


Despite being told repeatedly that it was unnecessary to pay the extra fare, Rav Segal insisted on paying the money. As Rav Segal left the ticket booth, the stationmaster exclaimed, “That man is one in a million!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
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