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Even at the tender age of five, the previous Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn (the “Rayatz”), had a fixed daily schedule. At eight o'clock in the morning, he jumped out of bed, and half an hour later he was in the synagogue praying with the congregation. From 9:30 until 10:00 was breakfast. Then, for four hours he studied in yeshiva. Then came lunch for an hour and another hour devoted to writing. From 4:00 until 8:00 there was yeshiva again, then supper and some free time to spend in his room, before retiring to bed.

[image: image1.jpg]


     [image: image2.jpg]



                              The “Rayatz”               The Rebbe Rashab


Shabbat, of course, was different. Most of the morning was spent praying in shul. In addition, he had a special treat, a visit to his grandmother, his father’s mother, Rebbetzin Rikva. There he would find the elder members of the Chasidic community, white-bearded chasidim who came to pay their respects to the "Grand Old Rebbetzin." They would stay for a while and relate stories about the lives of older chasidim or even of the Rebbe Maharash, the Previous Rebbe's grandfather (Rebbetzin Rikva’s husband).


When everybody went home to eat the Shabbat meal, the boy would go back to the shul. There all the worshippers had long since finished their prayers and gone home - all except his father, the Rebbe Rashab. He sat with his head near the ark. He was still praying. Once, the boy approached his father quietly in order to listen to his prayers. His father prayed very slowly, as if he were counting the words. Sometimes he paused, and then would slowly continue.


The Rebbe’s son wondered why it took his father so long with the prayers, which even he, a boy of five, knew so well and could read so fluently. But his heart throbbed as he listened to the soulful melody which his father hummed now and again, and the singsong of the words.


He asked his uncle, Rabbi Zalman Aaron, his father's brother. "Why does Father pray so slowly?"


His uncle smiled as he answered with a twinkle in his eyes, "Your father finds it difficult to read the words from the siddur very quickly. He has to say each word separately, and can't pray very fast. That's why it takes him so long."


The boy turned away without saying another word. But he felt a deep pain and a burning shame that his father couldn't pray more fluently.


The following Shabbat, he silently approached his father and listened carefully. His father was saying the Shema. "Shema Yisrael..." His father said slowly, then he paused. The son was startled to hear his father sobbing. His father said another couple of words, and sobbed again, and when he said "Hashem Echad - G-d is One" the words seemed to burst from his heart, with a flood of tears.


The son couldn't listen any more. His heart was bursting with pity for his father. He went home, and with tears in his eyes, appealed to his mother, "Mother, Father is crying in the shul. Why does he pray so slowly, and why is he crying? Come, see for yourself. I can't bear it."


"There is nothing to be worried about," his mother consoled her little son. "Go to your grandmother and tell her about it. She is a very wise lady, maybe she will be able to explain it to you."


The boy lost no time and went to his grandmother, certain that the wise, old Rebbetzin would find a remedy to help his father learn to read the prayers more quickly, perhaps even as quickly as all the other Jews in the synagogue.


When he came to his grandmother, the child told her about his poor father's difficulty saying the prayers. "Mother said that you could do something about it," he concluded hopefully.


Grandmother looked at him seriously and said, "Your father is a great chasid and a righteous man. Before he reads any word from the prayerbook, he thinks about it carefully. What it means and to Whom he is saying it. And when he thinks about the holy words of the prayers, his heart is filled with love for G-d, just as a son loves his dear father who is near and yet far away. So your father longs to be closer to Him and the tears just come. I cannot tell you more now, but when you grow older you will understand this better, and you will know how it feels."


With his grandmother's explanation, the boy felt as if a tremendous weight came off his heart. So it wasn't that his father couldn't read the prayers quickly. It was because his father was such a great person that he prayed differently. Yes, he realized that his father was different, in the way he spoke, the way he acted, the way he studied, the way he prayed. That very day, the Rebbe Rayatz recounted, he resolved that as the only child of such a great person, he too must act differently, to merit being his child.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Source: Adapted and supplemented by Yerachmeil Tilles from //LChaimWeekly.org, (#878), with permission.


Biographical notes: Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn [of blessed memory: 12 Tammuz 5640 - 10 Shvat 5710 (Jan. 1880-June 1950 C.E.)], known as theRebbe Rayatz, was the sixth Lubavitcher Rebbe, from 1920 to 1950. He established a network of Jewish educational institutions and Chassidim that was the single most significant factor for the preservation of Judaism during the dread reign of the communist Soviets. In 1940 he moved to the USA, established Chabad world-wide headquarters in Brooklyn and launched the global campaign to renew and spread Judaism in all languages and in every corner of the world, the campaign continued and expanded so remarkably successfully by his son-in-law and successor, Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson.


Rabbi Sholom-Dovber Schneersohn [of blessed memory: 20 Cheshvan 5621 – 2 Nissan 5680 (Oct. 1860 – April 1920)], known as the Rebbe Rashab, was the fifth Rebbe of the Lubavitcher dynasty. He is the author of hundreds of major tracts in the exposition of Chasidic thought.


Rebbetzin Rivka Schneerson (1833- 10 Shvat 1914) a maternal granddaughter of Rabbi DovBer, the 2nd Rebbe of Chabad-Lubavitch, at age 16 married her first cousin, Rabbi Shmuel, who later became the fourth Lubavitcher Rebbe. Surviving her husband by 33 years, for many years she was the esteemed matriarch of Lubavitch, and chasidim frequented her home to listen to her accounts of the early years of Lubavitch. She is the source of many of the stories recorded in the talks, letters and memoirs of her grandson, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak (the sixth Lubavitcher Rebbe). Today’s Beis Rivka network of girls' schools, founded by Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak in the 1940's, are named after her.


Connection: Seasonal—the 67th yahrzeit of the Rayatz, and the 184th yahrzeit of his paternal grandmother, the Rebbetzin Rivka Schneersohn.

Reprinted from last week’s email (Yud Shevat) of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   www.ascentofsafed.com

Shabbat with Bruce Springsteen
By Michael Gros
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An encounter with the music star taught Jimmy Baron a lesson he’d never forget.


For 13 years, Jimmy Baron worked as a radio announcer in Atlanta as the Morning Drive Radio host on 99X Radio. Committing to observing Shabbat was a gigantic step for him because much of his job revolved around concerts and other events on Friday nights. But he loved Shabbat and found ways to hold onto his job without having to attend Friday night music fests.


In addition to growing as a Jew, Jimmy had one other passion in life: he was an obsessed Bruce Springsteen fan, travelling around the country to attend Springsteen concerts, spending thousands of dollars and burning up vacation days to see The Boss perform.


Several years ago Springsteen announced that his tour schedule would include a major concert in Atlanta on a Friday night. Jimmy had been keeping Shabbat for only six months and was still growing in his observance, so he was very tempted to go. But for the first time in his life, he didn’t purchase tickets to the concert.


A few days before the show, a friend of Jimmy who worked in the record industry called him to invite him to go backstage after the concert and hang out with Springsteen in his dressing room.


This was a dream come true! He had never met Springsteen in person and this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. But how could he break his commitment to keep Shabbat? He was torn, but he gathered up his strength and replied that he would be unable to go to the concert because it was on Shabbat.


His friend was shocked. “You did hear what I said, right?” his friend asked.


“Yes, I heard you, but this is my life now. I’ve made this commitment,” Jimmy replied.


“Jimmy, G-d will forgive you!” his friend said.


“Boy, you must have some inside knowledge.”


Jimmy didn’t hesitate. He refused his friend’s offer and took a critical step in demonstrating his dedication to Shabbat and his Jewish observance.


“Six months earlier I would have been at that concert,” Jimmy said. “That was a very powerful moment. If on that one night I would have made an exception because it was Bruce and I would have gone to the concert, I know I would have regretted it for the rest of my life. You have to look within yourself and think: Is this something tomorrow, or next week I will be happy about or beat myself up about.”


The Friday night came and Jimmy and his wife were at a friend’s house for Shabbos. The holiness of Shabbat, the camaraderie of his close friends and the spiritual high he received from Shabbat reminded him just how correct his decision had been. Jimmy’s friends knew about the concert and his difficult challenge and they brought out a custom-made cake with the words “I Missed Bruce Springsteen for Shabbos”.


A few years after that Friday night concert, Jimmy was in a bar in a fancy Atlanta hotel one night when he noticed a familiar face walk in. There, by himself, was none other than Bruce Springsteen.


Jimmy walked over to him and offered to buy him a drink. It turned out that Springsteen was in Atlanta recording a new album. The two men sat down and spoke uninterrupted for 30 minutes, far longer than he would have gotten in the dressing room after the concert.
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Jimmy with Bruce Springsteen


Jimmy smiled, appreciating the Almighty’s wink and payback at making the right decision. There was no question in his mind who The Boss really is.

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshallach 5777 email of Aish.com Excerpted from the recently-published book Homeward Bound: Inspiring Stories of Return, a collection of dramatic and uplifting stories of Jews returning to their roots and discovering hidden strengths.
Love of the Land

Rabbi Chaim Ben Atar – The Miracle of the Fig Tree


One of the many old Jerusalem synagogues destroyed by the Arabs in the War of Independence was the “Ohr hachayim beit Midrash”. It was called by that name in honor of the classic commentary on Chumash written by the great sage Rabbi chaim ben Atar, who arrived in yerushalayim more than 260 years ago after a long, dangerous journey.


The author of “Ohr hachaim” spent most of his time studying in this synagogue wrapped in tallit and tefillin, his face beaming with an angelic radiance.


There was, however, one obstacle to his intense Torah study. In the courtyard of the synagogue was a fig tree that attracted the local Arab youngsters whose loud activity of picking the fruit greatly disturbed his ability to concentrate. 
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The sage thereupon commanded the tree to cease producing fruit, and this barren tree stood for many years in the courtyard as a monument to the value which heaven placed on the Torah study of Rabbi chaim ben Atar.
Reprinted from the Parshas Beshallach 5777 email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld and His Attitude towards His Poverty Stricken Granddaughter


Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, zt”l, was known for being extremely honest in all of his dealings. He never took advantage or allowed himself or anyone in his family to benefit from the numerous Tzedakah funds that went through his hands. This money was to be used only to support the poor people of Yerushalayim.
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Even though he certainly could have qualified to fall under this category of poor people, he would never even listen to anyone who tried to bring up the topic of some of the Tzedakah funds going to him. 


One time, his own granddaughter, who had been orphaned at a young age, came to him and asked for help with support. She was engaged and about to marry a young Talmid Chacham, who was penniless. She asked her grandfather, “With all the money that you give out to Tzedakah to help the poor, can you not find something for your own granddaughter? Why should I be less entitled to receive assistance than anyone else?” 


Rav Yosef Chaim was moved by her tearful, and heartfelt request, but he replied to her, “Please, my daughter, do not press this matter any further. Would you want me to break the strict rules of conduct that I have imposed for myself? In my entire life, I have never personally gained from the Tzedakah funds that I give out. The money was raised and entrusted to me, for me to share with others, and not with myself. 


“Our Torah demands that one remain blameless and innocent before Hashem and Yisroel. I am prepared to sell my bed and all my personal belongings to help you, but I will not take advantage of the Tzedakah money that I am trusted to manage and supervise. 


“I know how much you have suffered in your life, and you truly deserve Hashem’s mercy. I am giving you a Brachah that you should always have peace, and may Hashem shower you with His Brachos and grant you much joy in life, so that even the wealthiest of girls look up to you!”


The granddaughter was very happy with the Brachah from her grandfather, the Tzaddik, and it wasn’t long before Rav Yosef Chaim’s Brachah took effect. His granddaughter went on to build a noble and beautiful family, whose sons were included among the most illustrious Talmidei Chachamim in Yerushalayim. This source of pride and comfort was more valuable to her than anything money could ever buy!

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Give and Gain

By Rabbi David Ashear

 


When a person gives up his time or money to help others, it appears as though he is losing out. He is taking money or energy which could have been used to improve his own life, and is giving it away instead. Even if that would be true, the investment would be well worth it. The person would be emulating the ways of Hashem by bestowing kindness upon others for nothing in return.


However, not only does Hashem give us eternal rewards in Olam Haba for this, but גמילות חסדים is one of the Mitzvot which pay dividends in this world as well. Whenever it looks like we are losing, we are really gaining much more. Hashem, in His infinite wisdom, camouflages our rewards so well, so that most of the time we are not able to make the connection between us giving of our time today, and then saving hours of our time at a later date. We don't make the connection between us giving money today and Hashem giving us much more at a later date.


Even when the rewards do seem to be clear, Hashem makes them look so natural so that our free will is always balanced. It is a fact of life, however, that we never lose by helping, we only gain. Someone emailed me a story about a man who we'll call Yosef, who was recently driving in Flatbush and got into a little car accident. The other driver was clearly at fault. They both got out of their cars to survey the damage. The other driver was a man from Israel who came here to collect for his medical expenses. He had already had two kidney transplants, and his bills were mounting.


Yosef called the local body shop where he lived in Williamsburg and told them about the damage. They told him that it would probably cost $1,600 to fix. Yosef felt bad for this Israeli, so he told him, "Just give me $600 and I'll cover the other thousand." Later that night, Yosef felt terrible for taking any money from this man. He starting thinking, "This Israeli is in such debt that he has to come here to go house to house to collect, and now I am taking $600 from him?"


He remembered that during the course of their conversation the man had mentioned where he was staying. Yosef then looked up the number, got in touch with the host, and told them that he was stopping by tomorrow to return the money. When he arrived, the owner was touched by Yosef's kindness, and they started talking. The owner found out what Yosef does for a living.


He said, "I actually have two big projects that I could use someone like you for right now." Yosef was hired on the spot, and will earn much more money than the $1,600 that he had just given up.


Another man told me that last week his wife called him in the middle of the day to tell him how thankful she is to Hashem for just saving their sixteen-month old baby from a potential disaster. She said that she put him in his highchair and went to the other room to take a phone call. A few minutes later, she heard the baby pick up the phone and start talking. She knew that the phone was not near the highchair so she ran back into the kitchen where she saw her baby sitting at the edge of countertop, about to fall backwards four feet onto a hard floor.


Baruch Hashem, she caught the baby right before he fell. He had climbed out of the highchair by himself. She said, "Baruch Hashem, he picked up the phone, so I knew that something was up, and was able to run to save him." Her husband asked her, "Did this happen at 2:29 pm, by any chance?" She checked her phone to see when she had made that call, "Yes," she responded, "It was at about 2:29pm."


"Amazing," the man said, "Because at 2:29 today I walked out of a building and saw a car parked in front with the engine on and two little children in the back. I was so worried about them, that I stood by the car waiting for the owner to come out. He still didn't come. I ran inside the building, found the driver, and reprimanded him. At the time when I was helping other children, Hashem was saving mine."
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One more story- a Rabbi told me that he had a man from Israel staying in his house, who came to collect funds. The man went to a different community for Shabbat. When he came back on Sunday, he discovered that the envelope with all of the money that he collected was gone- $2,200 in cash was missing. The Rabbi said, "Oh, I did not know you had money down there! We had a new day worker, she went to clean, and she must have taken it all!" The man's face turned pale. The Rabbi said, "Don't worry. We'll get your money back."


The next day in Shul, the Rabbi made an announcement to his congregation asking everyone to donate to replenish the loss. They raised the money on the spot and sent the man back to Israel, happy. That very same day, through a clear Hashgacha Pratit, they caught a man who had stolen this Rabbi's identity and tried to use his name to withdraw funds from that Shul.


While we are working to help others, Hashem is working to help us.

Reprinted from the December 14, 2016 email of Daily Emunah. Rabbi David Ashear is the author of “Living Emunah: Achieving a Life of Serenity through Faith,” published by ArtScroll.

Rav Elya Lopian and a Student Who Wanted to Leave Yeshiva in Order to Learn an Occupation
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Rav Elya Lopian, Zt”l


A student once came to Rav Elya Lopian, of belessed memory, and told him that he wished to leave the Yeshivah to learn an occupation so that he could earn a living in the future.


R’Elya asked the student what was spurring him to worry about his career. The student started explaining, “Well, I’m about to start dating. When I marry…” 
Rav Elya interrupted him: “How do you know that you will marry?” 

The student was taken aback and asked if the Rebbi was cursing him, saying, “I am relying on Hashem that just as He helps everyone find the right marriage partner, He will help me, as well; and when I get marriage, we will have children…” 

“Who is promising that you will have children?” the Rav’s voice interrupted. 
Again, the student was dumbfounded and asked: “Is the Rav cursing me not to have kids? I know Hashem will help with children’s birth and their raising.” 

Rav Lopian once again asked the student where his “guarantees” are coming from. “I’m relying on Hashem,” the student restated. 

Finally, the Rav said: “I see that you are on a very high level of Emunah (Trust in Hashem). You trust that Hashem will get you married, get you kids, have them grow up – only when it comes to earning a living, you don’t rely on Him that He will find you the job and financial support needed?” 

Comment: Trust in Hashem means we trust in Him for EVERYTHING.

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshallach 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly as compiled by Reb Mendel Berlin.

Stuck in Allamuchy, New

Jersey for Shabbat
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Entering Allamuchy Township along Alphano Road

Rabbi Akiva Wagner, a well-known educator and Torah scholar arranged a small Shabbat seminar for Jews who wanted to know more about the Chassidic approach to Judaism.


The seminar was to be in a resort hotel in the mountains some two hour's drive from the city and because the resort was not careful about the laws of kosher food Rabbi Wagner would have to bring it all from a caterer in Brooklyn.


Fifty people signed up and in order to make sure that everything ran smoothly he picked five young men from the student body of his Yeshiva (Torah academy) to help out.


Six hours before Shabbat he loaded up his car with the catered food and drove out to the resort to get the place clean and ready and he told his pupils to load up their car with everything that he had no room for in his car like all the paper cups and plates and drive up two hours later to help him put the finishing touches on his work.


So they set out four hours before Shabbat with clear directions and although they left with plenty of time before them, the young man driving, a fellow by the name of Mendy Chanin, unknowingly missed a turnoff and by the time he realized what happened there was only a half hour left before Shabbat. (Religious Jews do not drive on Shabbat).


He turned off the highway at the first public phone, called Rabbi Wagner for bearings and realized he was hopelessly lost. They had crossed the border into New Jersey and there was no chance they would make it back to him before Shabbat.


The Rabbi told Mendy not to worry, he would manage without them and advised him to call his parents and ask them to search the phone book for the nearest Chabad House.


So Mendy did as he was told but the answer wasn't good; the nearest Chabad House was over an hour's drive away.


So, with no choice and not wanting to spend the Shabbat in the car they jumped back in, sped off down the highway and turned off at a sign that said 'Allamuchy', which turned out to be an unknown village with a population of a few hundred in the middle of nowhere.


Their luck finally began to kick in; they immediately located a cheap hotel room with a small market next door! Two of them booked the room and carried the things in and the others went shopping. Miracle of miracles they even found some kosher food: eight cans of sardines, three bags of soup almonds a few bottles of soda and one bottle of vodka and, don't forget, they already had PLENTY of paper cups and dishes!


They raced back to the hotel with their goods, asked the man at the desk if there were any Jews or synagogues in the area, negative and made it up to their room just in time to open the sardine cans, shower change clothes and pray the first prayer of the holy Shabbat.


Determined to keep positive they tried to forget where they were, where they were supposed to be (the seminar was probably limping without them) and pray with joy! They even started singing and clapping their hands! "Lecha Dodi, Likras Kala!"


Suddenly the room started shaking! Someone was pounding on their door so hard that the pictures on the walls were swinging back and forth and a booming voice screamed in the hall, "What's goin on in there?! What do you think this is?!! Keep it down or I'll call the cops!"


They didn't dare open up. They just meekly finished the prayer, made Kiddush on vodka, ate their meager sardine meal and went to sleep.


The next morning their enthusiasm was running on empty. Stark reality hit them; they were losers! They had missed everything; the turnoff, the seminar, praying with a congregation, hearing the Torah reading, having a normal meal and they couldn't even sing or be happy!


Who knows, maybe the town was filled with anti-Semites or maniacs like the one who pounded on their door!  They began to be afraid to leave the room.


But Mendy announced that it COULDN'T be bad and it couldn’t be an accident that they were here. Everything has a Divine lesson! There is no such thing as accidents!! And they weren't losers either: G-d is the King of the Universe. It must be that He put them to be there for a REASON, A HAPPY Reason and they had an obligation to find it.


The Lubavitcher Rebbe said: A Chassid MAKES the environment and is not made by it.


So after they finished their prayers and the rest of their sardines they decided to go out, split up and search for something. The others went in pairs but Mendy decided to go on his own.


He was walking aimlessly down some side street when suddenly a car came screeching to a halt next to him and a woman rolled down her window and yelled out at him  In YIDDISH "Vas tut a yid in Allamuchy on Shabbos??!!  (What is a Jew doing here on Shabbos?).


Mendy was completely startled but smiled and yelled back, "The Baal Shem Tov says that nothing happens by accident. I was sent here to give you the message of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, the leader of our generation, that Moshiach is here and the redemption will occur any second. Every good deed we do, every commandment, every word of Torah, will bring it sooner."


The woman hesitated for a few seconds as though digesting what she heard. Then, with a sarcastic smirk yelled out "Nu, want a ride?" And without waiting for an answer put the pedal to the floor and screeched away.



Shabbat ended, they checked out of the hotel room and drove silently home in the night. No one said a word the entire ride back, none of them had any idea why G-d wanted them to spend such a grey Shabbat and the entire episode was forgotten. Almost.


About a year later Mendy Chanin met a friend from Sidney Australia that he hadn't seen for several years by the name of Yossi Kanikov and they began to talk about the past, present and future.


Suddenly from nowhere Yossi said, "Listen, Mendy, here's a story! About a half a year ago some fellow from the U.S.A. came off the street to our Yeshiva in Sidney and started asking about Moshiach. He was completely not religious; in fact, he didn't know anything about Judaism but the only thing that bothered him was Moshiach.


Anyway he started coming to classes and in just a few months completely transformed to a different person, took on commandments and became serious about learning Torah and now he's one of the regular students.


So one day I had a conversation with him and asked him why the first thing he asked about was Moshiach and he told me that one day his mother met a Chassid in some weird town in New Jersey called Allamuchi who said something about Moshiach and she couldn’t get over it.

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshallach 5777 email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
Thoughts that Count

for Parashat Yitro


And Yitro [Jethro], the priest of Midian, Moses' father-in-law...and Yitro, father-in-law of Moses (Ex. 18:1, 2)

Why is "father-in-law" mentioned twice in describing Yitro? Yitro was an important man in his own right. As the "priest of Midian," he already enjoyed a high status. Yet he chose to be known as "Moses' father-in-law," for he knew this was his true claim to greatness. (Ohr Hachayim)


You shall select out of all the people...men of truth, hating bribe (18:21)


You will have to search hard to find these people, Yitro counseled Moses, for men possessing these qualities usually run away from positions of honor and do not sit idle all day, enabling you to find them easily. (Shaar Bat Rabim)

And Yitro heard...and he came...to Moses (18:1-5)


What did Yitro hear to cause him to seek out Moses? He heard of the miracles of the Red Sea and the war against Amalek. These events aroused in him a strong belief in G-d, and he set off. Why did he need to see Moses personally? Yitro knew that in order to learn Torah properly, he couldn't rely on second-hand information. He had to go to the leader of the generation and learn from him directly. (Sichot Tzadikim)

Reprinted from Issue #200 of L’Chaim Weekly for Parashat Yitro 5752/1992.
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