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Around The Clock, Around The World

“I’m just so busy. I tried learning after Shacharit, but it didn’t work out. My day is so
hectic.”
“I wish there was more Torah being taught in my community.”
“Because of my age and illness, I cannot attend Torah classes anymore.”
Now it’s 2006… TorahAnytime is established.
Let’s try this again.

“The capacity of the room where I gave my shiur tonight was 400 people. But you
know how many people actually heard my shiur around the world? Close to 25,000.”
“I am a mother of little twins who holds a full-time job and is unable to get out to
shiurim. But now, I don’t miss out on anything.”

“I have been to Australia, Switzerland, Chile, Mexico, and they all tell me about how
much they enjoy listening to the classes.”
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ETERNAL IMPACT

Read. Be inspired. Change your life. Change the world.
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Preparing for
Rosh Hashanah
Rebbetzin Sarah Feldbrand
The Greatest Gift

I

ֶש ֶה ֱחיָ נּו וְ ִקיְ ָמנּו וְ ִהגִ ָיענּו לַ זְ ַמן ַהזֶ ה

…Who has kept us alive, sustained us and brought us to this time

t was the day Shira was looking forward to for quite some time. Finally,
she would be going to seminary in Israel. As she held her bags and was
about to take leave from her family, she turned to her grandmother.
“Grandma, let’s make sure to keep in touch.” Her grandmother smiled as
she hugged her and wished her the very best on her upcoming year.
Months went by as Shira immensely enjoyed her stay at the seminary. Yet
as it so happened, she forgot to keep up with her grandmother. So what did
her grandmother do? She took the initiative herself.
Dear Shira,
I am sure you are loving every moment of your time in seminary. I look forward to speaking with you soon.
Love,
Grandma
P.S. I am sure you could use some spending money. Enclosed is $500.

The grandmother sealed the letter and sent it off. But, of course, she
forgot one minor, yet important detail: she didn’t enclose the money. That is
one way to grab someone’s attention.
You can be sure that the grandmother will soon receive a letter in response from her granddaughter with a little addendum, “Thank you so much
grandma for the $500. I did notice, however, that you forgot to enclose the
money…”
This may be a cute, little anecdote, but it mirrors our own relationship
with Hashem. As we approach Rosh Hashanah, Hashem also sends us little
reminders with the daily sounding of the Shofar during the month of Elul.
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Dear my beloved child,
I am sure you are loving every moment of your time on earth. I look forward
to speaking with you soon.
Love,
Your Father in Heaven
P.S. I am sure you would love another year of life. You will find it enclosed.

But of course, Hashem leaves out the year of life from the envelope,
because before we can receive it, we must earn it. And we earn it through
demonstrating that we are worthy of being the beneficiaries of the greatest
gift of life. And that is life itself. “If you do teshuvah and show that you appreciate your life and will use it wisely, I am more than ready to give it to you
and shower you with a blessed new year.”
All we must do is heed the call of the Shofar, the call of the letter. And
then before we know it, we will receive another, sealed envelope as we blow
the final sounds of the Shofar at the conclusion of Yom Kippur.
Dear my beloved child,
I am sure you are loving every moment of your time on earth. Keep up the
good work, because there is more of it to come.
Enjoy your happy, healthy, sweet new year,
Your Father in Heaven

And when we open this envelope and read this heartwarming message,
we find enclosed not merely $500, but something much, much more precious: a year of life. 365 days, 8,760 hours and 525,600 minutes.
There is no greater gift than that.

Rabbi Bentzion Shafier
Breaking Limiting Beliefs

T

טובה ִּתּכָ ֵתב וְ ֵת ָח ֵתם
ָ לְ ָׁשנָ ה

For a good year may you be inscribed and sealed

he Gemara (Yoma 35b) states that when a person who was poor
during his lifetime on earth stands before the Heavenly tribunal,
he will be asked, “Why didn’t you engage in Torah study?” If the
person replies, “I was very poor and just barely had enough time to eke out a
living; I didn’t have time to learn Torah…” Hashem will respond, “Were you
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poorer than Hillel, who earned so little, yet used half of his income to pay
the doorman to enter the synagogue to study and the other half to support
his family?” And if, on the other hand, the person was wealthy and replies,
“I was so rich that I didn’t have any time to study Torah…” Hashem will
respond, “Were you wealthier than R’ Elazar bar Charsom, who inherited
his father’s vast estate and was the arguably the wealthiest man alive at his
time, and yet still pored over Torah study day and night?”
From here, derives the Gemara, Hillel obligates the poor to learn Torah
despite their poverty and R’ Elazar bar Charsom obligates the rich.
This Gemara is perplexing on two accounts. Firstly, why does Hashem
need to use Hillel and R’ Elazar bar Charsom as bases of comparison? He
knows what each individual did or did not do and if their excuse is legitimate or not. What does incorporating these great sages into the equation
accomplish?
Moreover, the measure of whether a person accomplished his or her life’s
purpose and potential is not gauged by anyone else’s life other than their
own. It is incorrect to rate one’s success or lack thereof based upon anyone
else. What then do our Sages mean?
It was considered an unbeatable and unbreakable record for hundreds
of years. Athlete after athlete tried, yet no one succeeded. The feat of running the mile in under four minutes seemed impossible. By the turn of
20th century, Thomas Conneff held the record at 4:15. It decreased from
there, and in 1923, Finnish runner Paavo Nurmi ran it in 4:10. By the
end of the ‘30s, the record was set at 4:06, and in 1945, Gundar Hagg of
Sweden lowered the record to just over four minutes (4:01). Australian
runner John Landy had also gotten close to the four-minute mark, running 4:02 six times from 1952 to 1954. That was as best as it seemed it
could get. At one point, Landy remarked, “It’s like a brick wall. I’m not
going to attempt it again.” It was considered fact that no human being
could break the limit and shatter the myth.
Yet, on May 6, 1954, Englishman Roger Bannister broke the four-minute mark barrier, running the mile in 3:59. The impossible had been made
possible.
But that is not the most surprising part of all. Forty-six days later, on
June 21st, John Landy, who had previously called the four-minute record a
“brick wall,” ran the mile in 3:58. The four-minute mile and impossible were
no longer synonymous. Bannister and now Landy had both broken it.
Yet it only gets more interesting. To date, since this sub-four record set by
Bannister and Landy, 1,034 runners have run the mile under four minutes.
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What was once absolutely impossible and beyond human capacity is today
doable and almost expected from any decent professional runner.
What happened? How was something which for years had so unequivocally been understood to be impossible rendered possible?
The answer is simple. Once Roger Bannister showed the world that it
could be done, he broke through an impenetrable mental barrier. He changed
the perception of competing runners, and thereby the attitude which prevented so many of them from achieving what was within their grasp.
This phenomenon of breaking imaginative limits is not limited to competitive sports however. Consider another example.
In 1977, a woman was preparing dinner in her house in Tallahassee,
Florida. All of a sudden, she heard a scream. Frightened and wondering what
the cause of such shrieking could be, she ran outside. And then she saw.
Pinned underneath a wheel of her Buick car was a young boy’s arm.
Panicking at such a startling sight, the woman immediately rushed over to
the car. And then she did something that was perhaps even more startling…
She lifted up the car by its bumper, enabling the child to release his arm
from underneath. The boy was then rushed to the hospital, where he healed
to recovery.
At the time, this story became a media sensation. Almost every newspaper ran it as a headline story highlighting the unbelievable display of superhuman strength. Yet why was that so? What in specific caught the attention
of the media?
One simple reason. The onlooker was not some burly firemen or trained
medical technician. The onlooker was Laura Shultz, the boy’s 63-year-old
grandmother.
When Dr. Charles Garfield, Clinical Professor of Psychology in
California and author of the bestselling book Peak Performance, heard about
this, he knew there was a story behind the story. Having spent years studying
and examining impossible feats performed by athletes which pushed beyond the limits of human capacity, he saw another potential candidate here.
Calling the 63-year-old grandmother, he asked if he could interview her to
learn more about her incredible act of strength.
Yet Laura Shultz was hesitant to talk about, what she called, the “event.”
Discussing how she saved her grandson was something she shied away from,
because, in her words, “it makes me nervous.” Oddly surprised, Dr. Garfield
didn’t know what to make of it. Here was a woman who did something heroic and admirable. She saved her grandson. Why wouldn’t she want to share
her story with the world?
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“If this,” Laura Shultz told Dr. Garfield, “which I knew was impossible
was something I could do, what does that say about the rest of my life?”
Laura had come to terms with an unsettling reality. “I always dreamt about
teaching,” she elaborated, “yet I never got further than a high school education. If I only realized that if I would push myself, I could accomplish my
dreams, who knows where I would be today?”
Dr. Garfield now understood what was so frightening about thinking of
the “event.” It was something which reminded her of a life she could have
lived, potential she could have actualized, and accomplishments she could
have attained. Yet she hadn’t. And that pained her more than anything.
“What is your passion?” Dr. Garfield asked. Laura Shultz went on to
explain how she had always loved geology. She immensely enjoyed collecting rocks and studying about the earth. “Well, you know,” said Dr. Garfield,
“you’ve already proven that with a little effort you can achieve what seems
impossible, right?” Laura Shultz smiled.
As they finished their interview, Laura began to think about what had
been said. And then she got to work. Or, more accurately, schoolwork. She
enrolled in college and earned a degree in geology. At the age of 63, she
pursued her lifelong passion and put her mind to the task. She went on to
teach geology at a local community college.
Many of us stay constricted to our beliefs. It is not normal for a person
to run a mile in under four minutes and it is not expected for a grandmother
to lift a car and save her grandson. But then again, such standards are often the product of our own self-imposed limitations. Once we see that it
can be done, all bets are off. When our motivation and mindset transcend
these limits, we will often discover that we have untapped inner reservoirs of
strength and aptitude, and we can in fact achieve the so-called impossible.
This is the answer to the above difficulty with the Gemara. Why does
Hashem hold the poor by the barometer of Hillel and the rich by the standard of R’ Elazar bar Charsom? What do they have to do with each poor
and rich individual?
The answer is this very point. Hillel is not being used as a source of
comparison, but a source of example. Hillel shattered the limiting belief
that someone so poor is unable to learn Torah, and R’ Elazar bar Charsom
showed that despite affluence one can devote his time to the study of Torah.
Hashem’s question to the poor and rich person is, “Why didn’t you place the
examples of Hillel and R’ Elazar on a pedestal and use them as models of
inspiration and motivation? Why didn’t you look at them as your role models and heroes and realize that they walked the same planet and breathed
12
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the same air as you and accomplished extraordinary feats? If you wish too,
you can become great.”
We all have dreams and aspirations. There are many things we wish to
accomplish, yet we become discouraged and despondent. It seems too difficult and beyond our reach. But then again, ask yourself: is it really? Can you
muster every ounce of strength you have and achieve that dream of yours?
Look at those who faced seeming insurmountable challenges and proved to
themselves and everyone else that it wasn’t quite impossible.
Your dreams for this year are awaiting you. Stretch your mind and commit yourself to your goal, and before long, you will see, those dreams of yours
will no longer remain dreams. They will become reality.

A Short Message from Rabbi Dovid Orlofsky

The first Shabbaton I headed was in Big Bear, California in 1978
where I led a beginner’s minyan. Amongst those who attended
were two boys who noticeably stood out from the rest of the crowd.
They were clearly serious about skiing in the snow considering that
they were clothed in army gear. At some point during Shabbos, I
mentioned how man was created from the dust of the earth and
Hashem breathed into him a spirit of life. In essence then, a person
is half G-d and half dirt. Considering this, a person is given the
choice of deciding which direction to take in life.

Six months later, I was in a yeshiva and a man dressed in respectable
yeshiva clothing approached me. “Rabbi Orlofsky, how are you? You
don’t remember me, but I am the boy who came for that ski weekend
of yours in Big Bear.” “Really,” I said, “you’re the guy with the army
gear? What are you doing here?” “I thought about what you said at
that beginner’s minyan,” he began to say. “When I came back home
after the weekend, I looked myself in the mirror and said, ‘I can be
G-d or I can be dirt. Am I dirt? I’m not dirt! If there is G-d inside
of me, then I’m going to find it.’” And the next thing you know, he
enrolled in a yeshiva.
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Rabbanit Amit Yaghoubi
The Roller Coaster Ride

Y

 וְ כָ ְת ֵ ֽבנּו ְב ֵס ֶפר ַה ַחיִ ים...זָ כְ ֵ ֽרנּו לְ ַחיִ ים

Remember us for life… and inscribe us in the Book of Life

echiel, a young boy of eight years old, had just entered second grade.
He had a wonderful life with a lovely spirit, and greatly enjoyed his
classes in school. However, he would frequently come home telling
his mother how he had very bad stomach aches. His mother attributed it to
beginning-of-the-year jitters and the adjustment to school, but the stomach
pains did not disappear even after a few weeks.
With the hustle and bustle of Rosh Hashanah, Yom Kippur and Sukkot,
nobody paid much attention to it. After Sukkot, when matters began to calm
down and Yechiel kept on complaining about his stomach, his mother decided
to take him to the doctor for a check-up.
After undergoing numerous tests and examinations, the unfortunate news
was broken to Yechiel and his mother that it wasn’t just a stomach ache. Cancer
was discovered in the little boy’s stomach. Overnight, this happy second grader
exchanged his desk, books and friends for hospitals, needles and nurses. He
now faced the drama of a terrible illness.
The year was fraught with difficultly as the doctors remained uncertain of
what the outcome would be. Yechiel was closely monitored throughout the
many treatments he received, being granted permission to return home once
in a while for a short period and then return to the hospital. His second grade
year was primarily spent in the hospital.
Towards the end of the year, Yechiel’s treatments were finally completed.
As the doctors administered a final body scan, to everyone’s relief, the cancer
appeared to be completely gone. After retaining him for one more week to
make sure everything was fine, the doctor at last called Yechiel’s parents and
said, “Your son is healthy and the cancer is in remission.”
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The doctor, however, expressed a different concern. “Right now we are very
worried about his emotional stability. Second grade is an important year for a
child to create social connections and bonds, and he has not been with friends.
We encourage you to enroll him in a camp where his friends will be.” His parents, looking over at their little boy who was now skinny and frail, were unsure.
“You want us to send him to camp?” “Look,” explained the doctor, “we are going to monitor him very closely to ensure his health will not be compromised.
For his emotional well-being, however, we feel he should be put in an atmosphere with boys his age where he can learn to interact and socialize.” And so,
Yechiel’s parents accepted the advice and enrolled him in a regular camp after
a long and complicated year.
As the head of the camp was informed that Yechiel, who at this point had
lost his hair, would be joining, he called together the counselors. He briefed
them regarding Yechiel’s condition and explained how he had been through
much trauma. “I am not sure how he is going to react,” explained the head of
the camp, “but we will hope for the best.” The counselors followed suit in telling the other campers of the little boy who would be joining them. “Everybody
should be sensitive,” clarified the counselors. “He has just been through a very
difficult past year, and no one should make fun of him.”
Upon arriving at camp, Yechiel had a huge smile on his face. To everyone’s
delight, he was lovable and joyful. Instead of making everyone feel uncomfortable, he was the one bringing comfort to everyone else. Making jokes about
his hair and how he could not run as fast as the other kids, he put everybody
at ease. Quite quickly, Yechiel became one of the most popular kids in camp.
He was not only well-liked by his peers, but as well by the counselors. No one
could get enough of this little boy’s refreshing energy.
Without question, the summer was a tremendous success. Nearing the end
of the summer, the camp prepared to take their big end-of-the-summer trip.
The entire camp was overly excited that they would be going on an overnight
trip to an amusement park with all sorts of activities. There would be a safari,
roller coasters and waterslides. The camp planned on renting out the entire
park just for the campers. The boys were ecstatic to no ends.
As they drove to the amusement park and talked about their upcoming adventures, such as which boys would walk around the amusement park together
and which attractions would be visited, they turned to Yechiel. “Where do you
want to go?” “I only want to go on the roller coasters,” Yechiel replied. “You
only want to go on the roller coasters?” questioned his friends. “There are so
many other things to do!” “I know, but I only want to go on the roller coasters,”
Yechiel repeated.
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As the bus moved along, the other boys figured that Yechiel was exaggerating. He didn’t really mean that he only wanted to go on the roller coasters.
There were so many other attractions to visit; why would he want to miss out
on everything else? But after going on a few roller coasters and seeing that
Yechiel was not willing to do anything else, they realized he was serious. He
literally only wanted to go on roller coasters. He finally told his friends, “Go
ahead by yourselves; don’t worry about me. Do whatever you would like and
I will meet you later.” And so, the day went by with Yechiel literally going on
roller coaster after roller coaster after roller coaster.
As the day neared its end and the campers met together for dinner, the
counselors looked around at the boys who were half exhausted and half filled
with excitement. Of the many counselors present, one sat down next to Yechiel.
“Yechiel, did you have a good time?” Yechiel looked at him and said, “I was able
to accomplish my goal.” “You had a goal in the amusement park? What was it?”
asked the counselor. “I wanted to go on every roller coaster and I did just that.
It is the only thing in the whole park which has any meaning.”
Being told by an eight-year-old boy that roller coasters have meaning, the
counselor was unsure what exactly Yechiel meant. “What do you mean that
roller coasters have meaning?” Yechiel went on to explain.
“When you are on a roller coaster moving, falling, twirling and looping at
such high speeds in so many directions, there is a tremendous thrill. On the
other hand, if you were in a car and experienced those same motions, what
would you feel? You would be frightened for your life. Similarly, if you were on
an airplane and experienced those motions as you do on a roller coaster, you
also would be terrified. With your stomach dropping and the wind blowing in
your face as you travel faster than a speeding bullet, you would feel the fear of
death. But when you are on a roller coaster, that fear is transformed into excitement. It is scary, but it is exciting. Nobody ever sits on a falling airplane and
says, ‘This is such an enjoyable ride!’ But on a roller coaster, that same feeling
elicits happiness and exhilaration.”
And then Yechiel became very quiet. Turning to the counselor with tears in
his eyes he said, “Last year my life was like a roller coaster. I would go up and
I would go down. This year I am scared of what is going to be. I am afraid of
what my future holds in stock. I therefore wanted to remind myself that on a
roller coaster you are not scared because you have the safety belt strapping you
in. On a roller coaster it is fun because you know that you are safe. I wanted to
tell myself that in the roller coaster of my life I am safe. G-d is holding onto
me like a seatbelt. I can choose to be afraid for my life or I can choose to smile
and enjoy the ride. And I would rather choose to enjoy the ride.”
16
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Throughout our lives we are to remind ourselves that we are riding on Hashem’s
roller coaster. Although we may be unsure of the future, we are to comfortably sit back
and feel secure in the hands of our loving Father in Heaven. The roller coaster of life
contains many ups and downs, but with Hashem guiding our course of travel, we
most certainly can take solace when we face those bumps. He will always watch over
us and protect us, safely securing us as we maneuver.

Rabbi Aron Lankry

The Judge in Our Dining Room
תּוקה
ָ טֹובה ְּומ
ָ  ֶש ְת ַח ֵדׁש עָ לֵ ינּו ָשנָ ה...יְ ִהי ָרצֹון ִמלְ ָפנֶ יָך

D

May it be Your will…that You renew for us a good and sweet year

ip the apple in the honey, make a beracha loud and clear, shanah tova
u’metukah, have a happy, sweet new year…
We are all familiar with the long-standing tradition of taking a variety
of different fruits and vegetables on the night of Rosh Hashanah and reciting
various prayers portending a blessed and prosperous year to come. Yet what
exactly is the meaning and depth behind this practice? What do we mean to
accomplish by taking these special foods and saying an accompanying prayer?
There stood David amid the hustle and bustle of Manhattan, his suit
straightened out and attaché case in hand, having just finished a day’s work.
Slowly making his way to the nearest corner, as he reached the red light, another gentleman appeared at his side. He as well carried himself with an air
of class and professionalism, accentuated by his designer suit and briefcase.
“Hi,” David casually called out, “my name is David, what’s your name?” The
gentleman looked back at David, letting out a pleasant smile. “It’s Jeff. Pleasure
to meet you David.” Having now grabbed the attention of a friendly stranger,
David proceeded to make conversation. “Where are you heading?” “Oh, I’m
on my way to my apartment a couple blocks down.” David was too. “So am I.
Would you mind if I join you for the walk?” Jeff let out a small smile again,
the red light just having turned green. “Sure, c’mon, let’s make the light,” he
motioned.
David and Jeff continued making their way down the sidewalk, flanked by
the city’s skyline and high-rises left and right. Between some chit-chat about
business, politics and life in the city, conversation was smooth and upbeat between the two of them. When David reached his apartment, situated just a few
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hundred feet before Jeff ’s, he looked Jeff in the eye and extended his hand. “Jeff,
it’s been a real pleasure. You know, if you have a few minutes, why don’t you
come up to my place and we’ll have a few drinks.” With some time to spare and
having also enjoyed the company, Jeff happily complied.
Once inside, David wasted no time in bringing out some liquor set aside
for special occasions. “By the way Jeff,” David piped up as he slowly poured a
glass, “what was your last name again?” “Feder,” came the reply. “Jeff Feder.”
David continued filling up two glasses as Jeff patiently looked on with a
smile.
Ring! Ring! “Excuse me Jeff,” David interrupted, putting down the glasses,
“I’m expecting an important call. I’ll be right back in a minute.” David quickly
headed into the kitchen, intent on returning to his guest as soon as possible.
“Hello?” “David, this is your attorney, Mark.” “Oh, hi Mark. How are you?”
“I’m doing fine. I just wanted to remind you that you need to be in court tomorrow before ten o’clock. Make sure you’re not late.” “You got it Mark; before
ten o’clock. I’ll be there.” “Oh, and one more thing. I found out who the judge
is. His name is Jeff Feder. See you tomorrow.” Click.
David kept the phone to his ear for a few seconds, the dial tone still sounding. “Jeff Feder? Are you kidding? He’s in my living room right now!” David,
slightly jittery and tense, could not believe it. “What should I do?” he thought
to himself. “Well I know what I should not do. I shouldn’t march into the living
room and say, ‘Jeff, take care of me! You’re my judge tomorrow!’ That would be
the worst thing to do. He’ll probably jump out the window and run for his life,
figuring that this was some type of set up. I better play it safe. You know, be
classy and casual.”
Straightening himself out, David sauntered back into the living room as if
nothing had happened. Walking towards Jeff, David picked up his glass, looked
straight at Jeff and said, “Jeff! I would like to propose a toast. We should both
have a sweet, new year!” Jeff, following along, raised his glass as he exclaimed,
“Amen to that!” Next, David raised his glass once again. “Here’s another toast.
All of our enemies should disappear!” “I’ll drink to that one David,” Jeff said, as
he raised his glass and took another sip.
David and Jeff shared a couple more toasts, mentioning how they should
both meet much success, enjoy a fabulous year and be on top and not bottom.
To each toast, Jeff lifted his glass and gave his hearty affirmation.
After finishing several toasts and enjoying each other’s company for some
time, David led Jeff to the door. “It’s been a pleasure Jeff. We’ll have to cross
paths sometime soon and get together again.” And with that, Jeff went on
his merry way.
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Five minutes to ten the following day, David stood in the courtroom all
ready. Looking at the judge from a distance, David noticed how he was calmly
leafing through his paperwork. And then he paused. David figured that he
must have realized just exactly who was standing before him. But no special eye
contact or smiling gestures were made. The judge, who David recognized to be
Jeff, heard out the case from beginning to end.
But guess what? Jeff personally knew David, and that being the case, things
changed. “Case dismissed,” announced Jeff at the conclusion of the proceedings.
We are given a unique privilege and opportunity the night before the big day
of judgement. Rosh Hashanah may be a day of awe, but it is also a day of joy and
optimism, for we are confident that G-d will find us favorable in judgment and
grant us a blessed new year. And why is that so? Because just the night before,
we were honored to host Hashem, the ultimate Judge, in our dining room. We
took hold of various fruits and vegetables and proposed toasts. “We should be the
head and not the tail; all of our merits should shine forth; and we should have
a prosperous year.” And to each one of these toasts, Hashem responded Amen.
“You are My children,” Hashem said, “and I will take care of you.”
What would we pay to have even a few minutes with the judge the night
before our big trial? Well guess what? Our rabbis arranged for it… We are in
the best position we could possibly be for a happy, healthy, sweet new year.

Rabbi Yigal Haimoff

A Hearing Aid for Whom?

A

קולִ י ָׁש ָמעְ ָּת ַאל ַּתעְ לֵ ם ָאזְ נְ ָך
You have heard my voice; do not shut Your ear…
(Recited prior to Shofar Blowing)

husband struggling with his shalom bayit once approached his Rav for
advice, who suggested that he surprise his wife by buying her a gift. As
soon as the husband heard this, off he went to the store.
As he continued walking, he began thinking what gift his wife would appreciate most. “We are having a communication problem,” he said to himself.
“When we speak, we do not understand each other. I think it would be nice if
I purchase my wife a hearing aid.”
Approaching the storeowner, the husband mentioned that he was looking
to buy a hearing aid, prompting the owner to ask if he could have a look at the
19

TorahAnytimes Tishrei companion
man’s ear. “No, no,” said the man, “it is for my wife.” Puzzled, the owner looked
at the man. “If that is the case, I will need to look at your wife’s ear.”
“You cannot do that,” replied the husband. “You see, I want to buy my wife
a hearing aid as a surprise present.” “Okay,” said the owner, “I’ll tell you what
we can do. When you go home, stand a distance away from your wife and call
her name out. If she hears you and responds, then you know her hearing is fine.
If, however, she doesn’t respond, then walk a little bit closer and keep on calling
her name until she answers you. Then you can tell me how far away you were
from her and I will accordingly provide you with a suitable hearing aid.”
Complying with the owner’s orders, the husband quietly entered his home,
and tiptoed to the living room, from where he spotted his wife in the kitchen.
“Malka! How are you?” he called out. Silence. “Malka! How are you?” he called
out again. No response. And so, he took a few steps closer.
“Malka!” Yet again, no answer. “Something must be wrong,” thought the
husband. Walking all the way up to her, he leaned over and said loudly into her
ear, “Malka! How are you?”
Malka turned around. Facing her husband, she said, “Are you deaf? I already answered you three times!”
Sometimes we think that the problem we are facing is someone else’s fault and doing. But then, sometimes rather quickly, we realize that just the opposite was the case.
No one is perfect, including ourselves. But that is fine, because we are not meant to be
perfect. What is asked of us, though, is the honest assessment of ourselves and others. If
there is something we can improve about ourselves, it is only in our own best interest
to readily and eagerly make that change. And without question, that is a life attitude
which is music to all our ears.

Rabbi Zecharia Wallerstein
Drunk with Life

I

וְ ַק ֵבל ְת ִפלָ ִתי כִ ְת ִפלַ ת זָ ֵקן וְ ָרגִ יל ִּופ ְרקֹו נָ ֶאה

Accept my prayer like the prayers of an experienced elder, whose lifetime has
been well spent…

t was always Mark’s dream to work on Wall Street. As a youngster, he
imagined making his way up the corporate ladder and attaining national recognition. And then finally, his dream came true. As a young
eighteen-year-old, he was hired by a top brokerage firm. Now he could
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begin his long-anticipated career and slowly but surely make a life for
himself.
As Mark made his way down the streets of New York during the first
day of his new job, his eyes caught sight of a restaurant which radiated
with excessive elegance and class. Stylishly positioned in the front window
was a bottle of wine. Mark had never stepped near this five-star restaurant,
making him all the more intrigued and curious. Taking a few steps closer,
his eyes settled and fixated on the bottle. It was a limited edition of fine
wine from 1895. Mark caught his breath. The bottle was over one hundred
years old.
Fixing his shirt and tie, Mark straightened his posture and gently
knocked on the door. “Hello sir, how can we help you?” asked the maître d’.
“That bottle in the window,” Mark began, clearing his throat, “how much
is it?” “Oh, sir, I’m very sorry. I don’t think you have the means of affording
that bottle of wine.” “Just tell me how much it is,” Mark repeated. “If you
really want to know, it’s $10,000.” Shock and surprise kept Mark silent for a
moment. “You see,” continued the maître d’, “that bottle is the attraction of
our restaurant. Everyone fantasizes and wonders what it tastes like. I’m sorry
sir, but it won’t be yours any time soon. Have a good day.” And with that, the
maître d’ gently closed the door and left Mark standing still.
Mark slowly backed away from the restaurant, his head still in an imaginary daze. “$10,000… $10,000…” He was making only $200 a week. It
would take years to earn enough to even reasonably consider purchasing it.
Yet every day, Mark would walk by the restaurant, press his nose against the
cold glass window and stare. Sooner than later, Mark began to nearly talk to
the bottle, “One day… one day… it will be just me and you…”
It didn’t take long before the maître d’ picked up on Mark’s unusual behavior and strongly censured him. “Please don’t put your nose up against our
window and smudge it!” Days turned into weeks, which turned into months,
which turned into years, as Mark’s infatuation for the wine only grew. His
true dream and fantasy was to one day be united with that 1895 bottle of
wine. And then the day arrived.
“Mark! Mark! Your boss would like to see you.” Straightening himself out,
Mark pridefully marched towards his boss’ office. “Sir, I was told you wanted
to see me.” “Yes, Mark, thank you for coming. Please have a seat.” Mark’s
forehead began to wrinkle and sweat formed at the crease of his brow. He
had never before been called in by his boss and had no idea what he would
be told. “Mark, you have been a dedicated and loyal employee for the past
three years. Upon consultation with a number of other principals, we have
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decided to promote you to position of assistant broker. Congratulations.”
Mark was speechless. He could not believe it. His hope of climbing to higher and higher positions in his firm had materialized. “Thank you very much
sir,” Mark got out between his slurred and stuttered speech.
“And just to start you off on the right foot,” added the boss, as he extended
an envelope to Mark, “here is a little something for you. Enjoy.” Mark was almost certain that this was a dream, yet it wasn’t. Taking hold of the envelope,
the minute he made his way out of his boss’ office, he darted for the restroom.
Tearing open the envelope, he began to count. 100, 200, 300, 400, 500. Mark’s
hands trembled as he counted. 1,000, 2,000, 3,000, 4,000, 5,000, 6,000, 7,000,
8,000… 9,000… 10,000! Mark couldn’t believe it. 10,000! Shaking, he slowly
stuffed the money back into the manila envelope, and headed back to finish
his day’s work despite his unabating excitement. “The bottle is mine! The bottle is mine!” he mentally repeated to himself over and over.
6 pm. Mark gathered his belongings together, his mind still everywhere
else but at work. His next stop was, of course, the restaurant. Walking up
towards the window he had passed by so many times, this time he felt different. He made his way to the door, and gave a light yet confident knock.
It didn’t take long for the maître d’ to figure out who it was. He recognized
the knock. “Sir, for the hundredth time, please get away!”
Mark quickly realized that simply walking into the restaurant and asking
for the bottle was not the way to go. He would need to show that he really
could afford it, and seriously intended on paying its full price. Mark had a
plan. Rushing off home, Mark without delay got on the phone and called
the restaurant. And then, in an Italian accent, Mark introduced himself.
“Hello, this is Michael, could I reserve a table for one…” “Sure, sir,” came
the reply. “What time?” “Eight o’clock.” And with that, Mark hung up the
phone and got to work.
Locating the nearest tuxedo rental store, he raced there without thinking
twice. Getting fit to size, within ten minutes, Mark walked out with a stunning tuxedo. Next on Mark’s list was to order a limo. “Hello, can you please
pick me up in one of your available limos. I am getting married tonight.”
Mark had of course conveniently forgotten to mention that he was marrying
a bottle of wine, an old bottle of wine that is, but his phone call had done the
job. He was set with his tux and limo.
At five to eight, Mark’s limo pulled up in front of the restaurant. Out
walked Mark, his hair slicked back, stylishly dressed and ready to meet his
long-awaited 1895 bottle of wine. The maître d’ politely opened the door,
welcomed him in and asked how he could help. “Where would you like to
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sit sir?” Casually glancing around, Mark’s eyes met the bottle of his dreams.
“Over there,” he pointed, “facing the window.”
Taking a seat, Mark breathed in a sigh of relief and relaxation. He had
finally made it. “Just look at that beautiful bottle,” he muttered to himself.
Minutes later, out came the waitress carrying a menu. “Here you go sir.”
Mark took hold of the menu, which was mostly in French and listed an
array of entrées, side dishes and desserts he had never heard of. “Um, sir,”
interrupted the waitress, “you’re holding the menu upside down.” Mark
smiled, as he quickly turned it right side up, remembering that he needed to be on his best behavior and play his part as seamlessly as he could.
“What would you like sir?” “Uhh,” stammered Mark, “I don’t know. My
mother taught me that if you can’t read it, it is probably good. You likely
know what is the best food here, so I’ll trust your judgment. Bring out the
best you’ve got.” “No problem sir. We will bring you our French entrée of
Blanquette de Veau.”
Mark once again looked aside at the bottle of wine. “Um,” added Mark,
catching the waitress before she walked away, “how much is that wine in the
window?” The waitress looked back at Mark for a moment. “Oh, that wine.
I’m sorry sir, but it’s not for sale. But let me ask the maître d’.” The maître d’
made his way over to Mark. “I was wondering, how much is that bottle of
wine in the window?” “I don’t know if it’s worth the money,” said the maître
d’. “It is very old and it is a collector’s item, and quite expensive.” “Just tell
me how much it is,” insisted Mark. “$10,000,” came the reply. “I’ll take it.”
The maître d’ was taken aback. “But, you know sir, it has to be in cash.
We cannot take the chance of accepting a credit card.” “That’s fine,” Mark
confirmed, “I have it here. It’s all yours.” The maître d’ was startled. “Okay, sir,
give us a few minutes while we remove its window dressing and get the wine
ready. It will take us a little bit.” “Take your time,” Mark happily replied, “I’ll
be here until you close.”
For the next several minutes, Mark peacefully sat by himself, envisioning
the bottle of wine which would soon be his. In the meantime, the waitress returned with Mark’s French entrée, Blanquette de Veau. “Here you
go sir; would you like a glass of white wine with that?” Mark, knowing that
his 1895 bottle needed some time to prepare, gracefully responded that he
would. Along with the French entrée, the glass of wine went down smoothly.
Next on the menu was creamy, French soup. Of course, a nice glass of red
wine went along, which Mark effortlessly downed. By now, though, Mark’s
soup bowl began to spin. Seldom did he ever touch a bottle a wine, and two
large glasses was far beyond what he could handle.
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“Sir…” the maître d’ announced slowly and elegantly, “your bottle of wine
is here.” Mark by now was in a total drunken stupor. “Sir, would you like to
open the bottle?” Mark’s dream of opening this $10,000 bottle of wine and
smelling the cork could finally come true. But now it wouldn’t. “It’s fine, you
can open it for me…” “Okay sir. Would you like to pour your own glass?”
“Me? Why would I want to do that? Go ahead yourself !” A glass of $10,000
wine was slowly poured. This was the moment Mark had been dreaming of.
His fantasy was finally coming true. But he was drunk.
“Here you go sir; your glass of wine is ready.” Mark took hold of the cup,
looked at it for a moment with his glossy eyes and then began to pour it…
all over his shirt and tie. Not even a drop landed in his mouth. “Ooops,” he
lightheartedly said, “I think I missed!” “Give me another glass!” The maître
d’ poured Mark a second glass. But the same scene repeated itself. “Another
glass!” Yet again, the wine ended up everywhere but his mouth. His shirt,
pants and jacket along with the tablecloth and floor were enjoying a $10,000
bottle of wine, yet he wasn’t. All that now remained was an empty bottle.
“The bottle is empty!” yelled Mark. “Why do I need it!” And with that, he
tossed the bottle across the room, shattering it into pieces. His head then hit
the table as he conked out.
10 pm.
“Sir… sir… sir… the restaurant is closing…” No response. “Sir,” repeated the maître d’, “you have to wake up now.” Stretching back his arms and
just barely opening his eyes, Mark looked around in confusion. “What,
what, where am I?” “Sir, you are at a restaurant.” “That’s right,” Mark said.
“Where’s my bottle of wine?” “We gave it to you,” replied the maître d’. “No
you didn’t; please give me my bottle of wine now!” “Sir, I already told you,
we gave it to you earlier. Just look down at your shirt and pants; you poured
it all over yourself.”
“No, no, no,” Mark said, slowly raising his voice. “Don’t play games
with me now. I want my $10,000 bottle of wine! You tricked me into this!”
“Sir, we have everything on camera. If you would like, we can show you.”
Taking Mark upstairs, the maître d’ sat him down and put on the reel of
the evening’s events. Mark rubbed his eyes and shook his head. “That’s
me…” he whispered to himself in shock. Mark stared at the screen mesmerized. He watched how he entered the restaurant and ordered his first
entrée with a glass of wine, and then had his soup with another glass, and
then a few other side dishes with a couple other glasses. White wine, red
wine, 16%, 35 %. And then he watched the maître d’ bring out his dream
of dreams, his 1895 bottle of wine. He indifferently let the maître d’ open
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the bottle and declined to smell the cork which was saturated with the
aroma of fine wine.
And then he saw something he couldn’t believe. He was handed a glass
of wine, and poured it all over himself ! He was then handed a second glass,
and he did the same! Then a third glass, and yet again, he spilled it all over!
On top of this, he threw the bottle across the room, leaving him with no
memory of his beloved 1895 wine. Mark was broken. He could not believe
what he had done. But it was true. He had squandered the opportunity of
a lifetime.
We all come into this world with a pristine neshama, full of unlimited
potential. We are given innumerable opportunities to perform mitzvos, draw
close to Hashem, build relationships with others, perform acts of kindness
and improve ourselves and our surroundings. Our neshama realizes that the
prospect of achieving the greatest of spiritual heights and dreams is within
grasp. We are ready to grow, learn and accomplish.
Yet what then happens? We often become busy and burdened with other
distractions. We tell ourselves that we will give our children our time and
attention, we will learn Torah, we will do chesed, and we will mend broken
relationships. We look at the bottle in the window and say, “One day, it will
be just me and you…” We are assured we will accomplish the reason for
which we came into this world. But then we look back, and realize that our
fantasy and our dreams have disappeared.
When we arrive in heaven after one-hundred-and-twenty years, Hashem
examines our life record. That dream we always imagined did not materialize. “Hashem, You said You gave me life, but what happened to it? You said
You gave me children, but I had a poor relationship with them. You said You
gave me a wife, but we didn’t get along… Life wasn’t all too rosy…”
“Come,” Hashem tells us, “let us watch the video of your life. How busy
were you that you didn’t have time for your children and your spouse and
to help your friends and neighbors…?” We take a seat and watch every year
of our life, every month, every week, every day and every moment. And it is
true. We squandered many priceless opportunities.
It is quite easy to get drunk in life. So much pulls us aside and takes us
away from focusing on that which is truly important and lasts for eternity. A
life of genuine accomplishment can easily vanish before our eyes. That bottle
of exquisite wine, that life of beauty and fulfillment and connection to our
family, our friends, ourselves and Hashem ends up everywhere else but our
own life. We spill out the fine wine because we were drunk with cheap and
inexpensive wine.
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There is no more important message in life than the one we learn during
this time of year. Think about life and strategize to attain the accomplishments you wish for. Don’t squander the opportunity before it is too late.
And if this is done, you know what awaits you. A magnificent and exquisite
eternal life of endless spiritual reward.

Rabbi Shlomo Farhi
On My Way

A

 ֶאת ַה ְּב ִרית וְ ֶאת ַה ֶח ֶסד...ּוזְ כָ ר לָ נּו
Remember for us… the covenant and the kindness...

s the accomplished life of Rav Yaakov Gold came to a close and
his son entered the mourning period of shiva, numerous relatives
and friends paid a condolence call to comfort the family and offer
words of support.
A few days later, in walked a man looking for Yaakov Gold’s son. “I must
tell you,” he said, “that your father was someone very special. You don’t know
me, and I don’t know you, but I just wanted to personally tell you this.”
Moved by the kind words of someone he had never met before, the son listened quietly as the man went on to detail exactly what he meant.
“It was a number of years ago that my mother decided she would make
the trip to shul on the day of my father’s yaartzeit. It was only after sitting
through the entire morning prayers that she began to head back home. She
arrived at the bus stop in Queens, New York, though at the time it was
pouring rain. With no other option available, my mother took a seat amid
the freezing cold and pelting rain. She sat waiting for the next bus, but even
after a long wait, no bus had come.
“But then a man pulled up. It was your father. ‘Where are you going?’
he said. ‘The Lower East Side,’ my mother replied. ‘Really? I am also going
that way. Can I offer you a ride? It is awfully wet and cold.’ Happily taking
up the offer, my mother left the biting cold and entered inside the warm car.
“When your father eventually arrived in the Lower East Side, he said to my
mother, ‘You know, I also have a yaartzeit today and I also live here in this neighborhood. If you would like, next year on this day I can bring you back and forth
from the shul.’ Having just uncomfortably experienced what it meant to wait in
frigid temperatures, my mother was elated to hear that she would not need to
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undergo such a process next year. And so, she graciously accepted the offer.
“Indeed, that was what happened. Every year, on that day of my father’s
yaartzeit, your father helped my mother travel back and forth. Your father
continued to do so for a number of years, until my mother passed away. I
cannot tell you how much she appreciated it.”
By now, Yaakov Gold’s son was in tears. “You don’t know how much you
just comforted me,” he said. Unsure what had moved the son so much, the
man stood there curious. And then the son spoke up with a big smile.
“Let me tell you something. My father never lived on the Lower East
Side, and the day my father had yaartzeit was not on that day. But now I understand. When he saw your mother sitting on the side of the road, he came
up with an idea. I am sure that my father figured that if he would tell your
mother that he lives in Boro Park and taking her to the Lower East Side was
out of his way, she never would have considered troubling him. So suddenly,
my father had a yaartzeit on that day and suddenly our house moved to a
different location. But that was who my father was. When he saw someone
else’s need, it became his need.”
Here was someone who looked outside of his own personal comforts and took
responsibility for a fellow Jew. That is how we ought to view our relationship with
all of our brothers and sisters. We are one large family for whom we go out of our
way to help. But, in truth, it is not “out of our way;” it is on our way. Going out of
our way is exactly what leads us to our true destination of diffusing divisiveness
and disharmony and infusing love and care. It is precisely this attitude which will
dispel the cold darkness and cast a warm, shining light into all of our lives.

Rabbi Yossi Mizrachi
Remember Me

A

ּכִ י זוכֵ ר ּכָ ל ַהּנִ ְׁשּכָ חות ָא ָּתה הּוא ֵמעולָ ם
For it is You Who eternally remembers all forgotten things

s a widow with four young children, life was difficult. Repeatedly
needing to make requests of the local grocery market for credit,
the family just barely managed. But then another problem arose.
The house they lived in began to leak. The roof and walls had seen their fair
share of wear and tear and it was time to make some major repairs. It could
no longer be postponed.
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Without undue delay, the widow called a plumber and arranged for an
inspection of the house and price estimate of the repair job. After a short
while of walking throughout the house, the plumber returned with a list of
the necessary repairs. It would take a few days to fix the house in entirety
and cost a hefty price. The plumber reassured her that his price was the
most reasonable there was, but even so, it was much too expensive for her
at the moment. “I don’t have the money right now,” the mother said, “but
I will make you a deal. By the time you finish the job, I will make sure you
have all the money. If necessary, I will even borrow the amount to pay you.”
Listening to the woman’s arrangement, the plumber agreed to take the job.
As the plumber began working and noticed the four orphans in the
house, he could not help but imagine what life must be like for this poor
widow and her children. He continued with his job, although day after day
his heart went out for the family in pity. After thinking about it for some
time, he convinced himself that he would not take any money from the
family. “But what should I do?” he thought to himself. “I already told her
the price; I cannot renege on my word now.” But then he came up with a
brilliant idea.
After finishing the job, the plumber approached the mother with the bill.
But little did he intend for her to pay a penny. “I have something to tell you,”
he said. “I looked into the matter and discovered that there is an approved
special program from the city hall. Since you are a widow, you are entitled
to receive help from the government. Just sign here and I will get paid. And
don’t worry, I will make more money in this way than had you paid me. You
don’t have to pay anything. Go enjoy your house.”
Hearing such great news, the mother and her children were beside themselves. “You mean I don’t have to pay anything?” “That’s right,” repeated
the plumber. The children too were shocked. They were worried how their
mother was ever going to pay the bill, but now, all their worries turned into
smiles.
Twenty years later…
The plumber’s small company had grown into a large corporation. Upon
being hired for one particular big project, he headed to Petach Tikvah to a
building warehouse where all sorts of plumbing and housing supplies were
stocked. Figuring out all the materials needed for the project, he made a
list of all the items and gave it to the warehouse workers. He intended on
receiving an estimate of how much everything would cost, and then consider
if there were any cheaper prices from other wholesalers. “Okay,” they said,
“we will look over your order and call you back with the prices.”
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The next day as the plumber awoke, a huge business truck pulled up to
his house. “Suri and Avi Plumbing Supply” was emblazoned on the outside of
the truck. Not remembering that he had ordered anything, he quickly headed outside. “What is this?” he asked the driver. “I am delivering a shipment
of plumbing supplies.” “You must have the wrong address,” said the plumber,
“I didn’t order anything.” “It says right here you that you did,” explained the
driver as he pointed to a piece of paper. “Look, it says that you paid in full
and that I am supposed to make the delivery today.” “I never made an order!”
insisted the plumber. “I told the store to give me an estimated price of how
much it would cost. I was comparing prices. I didn’t put in a final order nor
did I pay a penny!” “I am very sorry sir,” said the driver, “but I have a long day
ahead of me, and I am only making the delivery. If you have any problems,
go down to the office and speak to the owners.”
Frustrated, the plumber raced to the office and headed straight to the
secretary’s desk. “Excuse me,” he said, “but I just had a shipment of plumbing supplies delivered to my house. The problem is that I didn’t order anything and I didn’t pay for it either. Can you please confirm this?”
Looking up the plumber’s information, the secretary said, “It seems as
if everything has been taken care of. It says that you paid in full and the
delivery is supposed to be made today.” “I don’t understand,” impatiently
exclaimed the plumber, “I didn’t make any order!” Standing there dumbfounded, the plumber could see that he was not getting anywhere.
“Listen,” said the secretary, “why don’t you go upstairs to the owners.
Maybe they can help you.” Walking up the stairs, he hoped that this attempt
would finally sort out everything. As he opened the door, he saw two men
comfortably seated in an office. “Hi, how can we help you?” the men asked.
“I just had delivered to my house a large shipment of plumbing supplies
which I didn’t order. There must be a mistake. I asked to receive prices on
your materials. Why did you deliver it already?”
Looking back at the man, one of the owners spoke up. “Don’t worry sir,
everything is alright. We have a special arrangement with city hall. Everything
has already been paid for.” The plumber stood there confused, until the owner
continued. “Do you remember us? We were those little kids whose mother you
helped twenty years ago. For twenty years we have been looking everywhere
for you! Yesterday, when you showed up in our warehouse, my brother and I
recognized you right away. We have been waiting for this day for a long time.
As soon as we heard you inquiring about prices, we immediately told our
workers to send you everything free of charge. This is our way of paying you
back. You took care of us and now we will take care of you.”
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Sometimes we think that the small gestures in life have little impact and only
make their imprint for the short term. The truth, however, is quite the opposite.
Those little decisions to help another and think of them in their moment of plight
reverberate for years. When the day arrives when we ourselves could use a favor,
who shows up at our side? That little deed we thought so little of years before. That
little act of kindness pops up and says, “Do you remember me? I’ve been waiting so
long for this moment!” And when that happens, all we can do is smile and remind
ourselves that nothing we do in life goes unremembered.

Aseret Yemei Teshuvah
A Lesson a Day
“The biggest sale of the year is happening right now.
Don’t miss out. Spiritual growth is on sale for the next
ten days.” 		
					~ Rebbetzin Chaya Levine

A Short Message from Rabbi Daniel Staum

As has been the long-standing custom amongst Jews, a chassan
typically gives his kallah a diamond engagement ring. Why exactly is
this so?
I once heard from Rav Moshe Wolfson a beautiful idea in
explanation. In Kabbalah, every color represents a different character
trait. In the case of a diamond, any which way you turn it, all the
colors of the rainbow can be seen in the prism. The same is true in
a marriage. Every middah (character trait) is necessary. One must
mold him or herself into a person who possesses refined middos on
all levels.

However, just as the base color of a diamond is white, so must be
one’s home. White represents chesed, kindness, and that is what every
Jewish home needs to be firmly built upon. When chesed permeates
the house and each spouse looks to altruistically care for each other’s
needs, a beautiful marriage and family will flourish.
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Day 1

Mrs. Toba Schiffren
The Letters

I

once hosted a guest in my home who taught me such a beautiful
practice that I have ever since been doing. Over the course of time,
as many people do, she receives a number of letters from various organizations asking for tzedakah and financial support. Yet, despite not
being able to help every cause, she still picks up each letter, and says a
short prayer to Hashem that He send that individual or family whatever
they need.
This idea has been life-changing for my family and me. Situated next
to my door is a stack of letters. Whenever anyone in my family has a few
moments – even as they are walking out the door – they pick up a letter,
give a beracha to the person in need and recite a few lines of Tehillim. The
letter is then moved to an adjacent pile where all the letters which have
already been looked at are placed.
This is something which takes just a few moments, yet lasts for eternity. With the smallest amount of care and concern, we can do no less
than help our brothers and sisters around the world and bring comfort
and relief to those in need.
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Day 2

Mr. Charlie Harary
Changing the World

I

once had the opportunity to learn with Rav Noach Weinberg for a number of hours. As I sat in his office, at one point he turned to me and said,
“Charlie, can you change the world?” “No,” I said. “No?” he continued
to ask. “Yes.” “Yes?” again asked Rav Weinberg. At this point, I didn’t know
what to say. I was just about saying, “No, yes, Am Yisroel Chai, G-d save the
Queen, I love Judaism.” Finally, I turned to Rav Weinberg and said, “Rabbi,
I don’t know what to say to this question right now.”
He then looked at me and asked again, “Can you change the world?”
“I don’t know.” “Can one person kill six million people?” To that, I knew
the answer. “Yes,” I affirmed. “Can one person save six million people?” “I
guess so.” “So then why has no one done it?” Not knowing what to say, he
explained.
“Let me tell you why. It is because when we wake up in the morning and
look into the mirror, what do we say to ourselves? ‘Not me? I can’t do that!’
But when Adolf Hitler ym”s woke up in the morning, what did he say, ‘You
bet I can!’ He realized what one person can accomplish, and understood that
one person has the power to change the world. The problem is that we do
not believe in ourselves. We do not have any idea who we are and just how
much we can achieve.”
It behooves us to carefully listen to these wise words. Every single one of us can
achieve the extraordinary. It all begins with believing in ourselves. Once that is
done, not even the skies are the limit.

Day 3

Rabbi Avraham Schorr
Something from Nothing

A

mongst the segulos (auspicious practices) for an individual looking to get married, one is to recite at the conclusion of Shemonah Esrei the first two verses of Tehillim 121,
“– ִׁשיר לַ ַּמעֲ לֹות ֶא ָּׂשא עֵ ינַ י ֶאל ֶה ָה ִרים ֵמ ַאיִ ן יָ בֹא עֶ זְ ִרי עֶ זְ ִרי ֵמעִ ם ד׳ ע ֵֹׂשה ָׁש ַמיִ ם וָ ָא ֶרץ
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A Song to the ascents, I raise my eyes to the mountains, from where does
my help come? My help comes from Hashem, Creator of heaven and earth.”
Why is reciting this a segulah?
A person sometimes throws up their hands and wonders, “ֵמ ַאיִ ן יָ בֹא עֶ זְ ִרי
– Where will my help come from? This situation is impossible! There is ַאיִ ן
– nothing – left to hope for!” But the answer to such despondency is found
in the next Pasuk. “ – עֶ זְ ִרי ֵמעִ ם ד׳ ע ֵֹׂשה ָׁש ַמיִ ם וָ ָא ֶרץMy help is from Hashem,
Creator of heaven and earth.” From what material did Hashem make the
heaven and earth? From nothing. If Hashem can create an entire world of
beauty from nothingness, He certainly can take the nothingness any person feels in his or her life and turn it into something beautiful. A person
must therefore never give up hope no matter how depressingly desperate
life seems to be.
When we pray and realize that no one can help us but Hashem, we will
find the strength to optimistically look towards a better and brighter future.
Even the bleakest of circumstances which we face can turn around in a moment. If Hashem can create an entire world from nothing, He can certainly
take our troubled personal lives and make something from nothing. Coming
to terms with this reality serves as a favorable merit for an individual beseeching Hashem.

Day 4

Dr. David Pelcovitz
Faith in You

P

erhaps even before we teach our children the Aleph Beis, there is something else we teach them. And that is Modeh Ani. Together with our
children each morning, we inculcate the recognition that we have been
granted the precious gift of life for another day. Yet what exactly do we say?
“I give thanks before You…for You have returned my soul within me with
compassion – great is Your faithfulness!” It is within these last words that one
of the most encouraging and uplifting messages is conveyed. Each and every
morning, explains Rav Tzadok of Lublin, Hashem returns our neshama to us.
Yet He does not merely revive our soul within our body. He tells us something
as well. “I have faith in you. You are so precious and so valuable. I believe in
you.” The last words of Modeh Ani – “Great is Your faithfulness” – refers to
Hashem’s faith in us that we can achieve, we can reach our potential and we
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can develop into that great person we truly can become. And if Hashem believes in us, we must believe in ourselves too.
This is something we must realize and internalize. As Rav Tzadok beautifully articulates, “Just as we must believe in Hashem, we must believe in ourselves.”

Day 5

Rebbetzin Feige Twerski
Waiting by the Window

T

hroughout the many years I lived in Milwaukee, whenever I would return to my parents’ home in New York to visit, the same scene would
unfold. I would typically land at LaGuardia airport and take a taxi cab
to my parents. All in all, from the time I landed until I arrived at their doorstep,
it took roughly one hour. Yet, my father, who was very attached to me, would say
to my mother even before my plane had landed, “Can you please bring a chair
next to the window?” “Why do you need to sit next to the window?” my mother
would ask. “My Feige is coming,” replied my father. “But she hasn’t even landed
yet! Why do you have to sit there now?” “I don’t want to miss the first glimpse
of my Feige,” my father would say. I still vividly remember looking up at the
window as I would arrive home and seeing my father waiting for me.
The same is true of our relationship with Hashem. He loves us more than
anything and waits for us by the window, anticipating our return home. “I
don’t want to miss the first glimpse of My child,” Hashem says. And when
we finally arrive and knock on the door, our Father in Heaven is there, waiting for us with a big hug and full of love.

Day 6

Rabbi Dovid Kaplan
Keep Smiling

A

s a little girl, Chana’s favorite hobby was looking at wedding albums. She loved to peruse the exciting pictures of every chassan and
kallah who looked so happy on their wedding day. Her own dream
in life, as expected, was to have a wedding album of her own. And eventually,
the momentous day arrived.

34

Aseret Yemei Teshuvah
Exactly as Chana imagined, the wedding was beautiful. And of course,
the photographer was there taking pictures.
Three days after the wedding, Chana received a phone call. It was the
photographer. “Chana,” the photographer said, “I need to tell you something. This has never happened to us before and I am very sorry to tell you
this, but something happened to our cameras. None of the pictures came out
from your wedding.”
As Chana heard this heartbreaking news, she was absolutely devastated.
Taking a seat, the reality set in that her lifelong dream had come to an end.
And then she started to cry. As her chassan realized what had occurred, he
began thinking what he could possibly say or do to put her at ease.
“Listen,” he said, “I understand that you are terribly upset. I know why
you so deeply wanted to have a wedding album. Years from now you wanted
to be able to look at it and see yourself smiling on your wedding day. But let
me just tell you one thing: if you ever want to see yourself smiling, all you
will have to do is look into the mirror. Because until you are one hundred
and twenty, I am going to keep you smiling.”
Both in marriage and in life in general, one of the most important things
we can do is show that we care. While life most certainly carries with it ups and
downs, being there for another with love and affection makes all the difference.
It can soothe our spouse, cheer up our friend and keep us and everyone around us
smiling for the rest of our life.

Day 7

Rebbetzin Aviva Feiner
Meeting at Chapter Two

A

lthough it is not an easy order to refrain from judging someone
we meet, we must always remember that we never have the whole
picture of that person’s life before us. As Rabbi Hanoch Teller
beautifully put it, “Whenever you meet someone, assume you are meeting
them at chapter two.” He or she has already completed chapter one and
much has occurred that you are unaware of. Before we can judge another
and believe that we fully understand them, we must literally step into their
shoes. And if they don’t fit, well, maybe it would be wise to avoid forcing
our feet inside.
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Day 8

Mrs. Chani Juravel
A Beautiful Life

I

once met a woman who came from an exceptional family and whose father was known to be an especially kind-hearted man. After asking her
what it was like growing up with her father, she told me the following:
“There was a period when my fifteen-year-old sister was very bitter and had
no interest in Judaism. She decided that she wanted to dress however she
liked, and that’s exactly what she did.
“Whenever my father would see her, he would tell her, ‘I am sorry to
know that you will be losing out. I know how fortunate I am to live a life of
Torah. Although I cannot force you to see matters the same way I do, I will
be here to help and support you whenever you need. I hope that one day we
will see eye to eye and you will be as happy as I am.’
“Three months later, my sister gave up everything on her own. She experienced a complete turnaround. She later explained that what gave her the
encouragement and conviction to drop everything was our father’s attitude.
Instead of trying to change her mind by showing disapproval of her behavior, he emphasized the happiness and fulfillment he personally had in leading a Torah life. His confidence in what Torah had to offer and its beauty
was overwhelmingly convincing that it won her over.”
When the Honda Civic car was first sold years ago, they advertised it with a
commercial. It pictured a blank page with a little car centered in the middle and
a caption saying, “Honda: the car that sells itself.” The same is true of Torah. If
we would appreciate the tremendous beauty and life-changing effect Torah has
on our lives, we would immediately gravitate towards it. And as soon as that is
done, a life of ultimate meaning, happiness and fulfillment awaits us.

Day 9

Rebbetzin Esther Jungreis a”h
The Secret to the Smile

A

fter I once gave a lecture at an American university, a student approached me. “Mrs. Jungreis,” she said, “can I ask you a personal
question?” “Sure,” I replied, “please go ahead.” “I read your books,”
she began telling me, “and I know how much you suffered. Yet you always
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seem to be smiling. Could you share with me, where does your smile start?
On your lips or in your heart?”
Hearing what was bothering this girl, I said, “That’s an interesting question. No one has ever asked me that before.” After pausing and thinking
about it for a few seconds, I told her what I believed to be the case. “I believe it starts on my lips, because there are certainly many things I could
be worried about and afraid of. I have definitely seen much hardship and
undergone many difficulties. There are many problems which I could allow
to sadden and upset me. But let me tell you what I think is the secret to the
smile.
“When I was a little girl, my family arrived in Bergen Belsen. After
marching for a long time and spending hours in the cattle cars, my father z”l
pulled us children aside and said to us in Yiddish, ‘My dear children, you have
the opportunity of performing a big mitzvah here every day. If you smile,
you will give life to the adults. If the older men and women see you smiling,
it will give them the courage and willpower to live on. So please, my beloved
children, try to smile and give life to someone else.’”
I never forgot this lesson I learned from my father. There are many reasons we can have for not smiling and feeling happy and optimistic. Yet the
secret to always having that beautiful smile on our lips even if we do not have
it in our hearts is to think about someone else. Just imagine what you can do.
Even when you are down and grumpy, with the small effort of curving your
lips, you can make another person’s day. That little gesture can breathe love
and life into the hearts of so many. Indeed, smile, and the whole world will
smile along with you.

Day 10

Rebbetzin Tziporah Heller
Mine or Yours?

F

or one girl who lived in Israel, doing housework was a convenient
way of earning some extra needed pocket money. And to her delight,
she was hired by a family living in Har Nof to clean and organize
their home. The house by that time was more or less quiet, as all of the children had moved out except one who was still studying in yeshiva.
Some time then, the wife of the family traveled to South America for
a short trip, only to return with a beautifully hand-made sweater she had
bought in Argentina. Yet it wasn’t too long before the sweater mysteriously
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disappeared. The wife searched throughout the house thoroughly, but
couldn’t find it anywhere. Puzzled, she wondered where it could have gone.
She was certain that she had brought it home from her trip.
Let’s pause the story for a moment. What do you think happened to the
sweater? The cleaning girl took it, you might reasonably assume.
A few days later, the wife was at a wedding and noticed something
strange. Her cleaning girl was there wearing none other than her sweater. Approaching her, the wife said, “What’s the story? I think that is my
sweater…” “I bought this from the Yellow Door, a second-hand store,” the
cleaning girl replied.
The wife called the Yellow Door the following day and inquired as to
whether they in fact had previously sold this sweater. It was very distinct
looking, and couldn’t be mistaken for another, similar looking garment. “We
in fact did have that sweater in stock,” the store told her. “If I may ask,”
the wife continued to inquire, “where did you get it from?” The salesperson
went on to explain. “The Renaissance Hotel has an agreement with us that
if anybody leaves a garment there for two weeks without claiming it, they
will send it to us.”
And then the wife remembered…
She had been at a wedding a few weeks before at the Renaissance Hotel
and had worn the sweater, yet forgotten to take it home.
As the wife later remarked when asked if she believed her cleaning girl
had stolen the sweater, “I told myself that I only know what I know. I know
that the sweater is gone, I know she wore it, and I know she said that it
came from the Yellow Door. But I could not conclude with certainty that
she stole it.”
While we may many times feel justified jumping to conclusions and
making judgements about a person or situation, we can never know with
absolute clarity what the true story is. Something which may seem so clearly
one way, may in fact be just the opposite. If such is the attitude and perspective we can adopt in life, we may oftentimes avoid much heartache and
remain much calmer and happier because of it.
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Rabbi Chaim Rosenfeld
The Night Outing

3

ָאנּו ָבנֶ יָך וְ ַא ָּתה ָא ִבינּו
We are Your children and You are our Father

am. Boris lay in his bed fast asleep, a gentle breeze caressing his
cheeks. Bzzz… bzzz. It’s his phone. “Hello?” “Boris, you awake?”
“Michael, it’s 3 am. Why are you calling?” “Boris, is your dad sleeping?” “Yeah, why do you want to know?” “Let’s go out. Grab your dad’s new
car and we’ll go for a ride.” “Are you serious? I can’t do that!” “Don’t worry;
we’ll bring the car back by 6 am and your father will have it in the driveway
ready for work.” “Really? Okay, let’s do it.”
Still a little nervous, Boris jumps out of bed, quickly changes and quietly
walks downstairs. Looking all around to make sure mom and dad are sleeping, he grabs his father’s keys, and gently closes the door.
Opening the car door of his father’s new Lexus, he turns the key into
the ignition and races over to Michael’s house. Comfortably settled in, it is
now 3:30 am. Boris and Michael are having the time of their lives. Speeding
around the empty streets, they enjoy the gorgeous view of the city.
5 am. Looking at the time, Boris figures he should start heading back
now so he can arrive at home by 6. Turning around, he starts zooming down
the street. On the other side of the street, another couple of boys are also out
and about. They also decided to have some fun and go for a spin. Yet they are
recklessly racing down the street.
Boom!
Boris, thrown off-kilter, looks around. And then he realizes what happened. A car just nicked his bumper. With his heart fluttering, he doesn’t
know what to do. Getting out of the car, he looks on in devastation at the
smash at the back of the car. Petrified simply thinking about his father’s reaction when he will find out what happened, he starts trembling. “Michael,
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I’m in big trouble.” “Boris, don’t worry about it. Just go park it in the driveway and your father will never know. Just put it there and go back to sleep.”
“I don’t know about that,” says Boris. “Are you sure? Maybe I should tell
him.” “Trust me,” reassures Michael.
Following the advice, Boris pulls into the driveway ever so slowly and
positions the car exactly the way he found it. Getting out and looking once
again at the smash, he cringes. He slowly walks inside the house, returns
the keys to the hook, tiptoes upstairs and curls into bed.
7 am. Sure enough, Boris hears his father walking down the stairs.
Listening closely, he hears the door open and close. So far so good. Then
he hears the car engine start. Maybe, he wonders, his father will never find
out. But then he hears the door reopen. Silence.
Boris is trembling. “Boris!” “What dad?” he calls down from upstairs
under the covers. “You won’t believe it; my car is smashed. When did this
happen?” Still trembling, Boris walks over to the railing near the stairs.
“Dad, I don’t know.” “How is it possible that my car was smashed in the
driveway? It doesn’t make sense. Did you take it out?” “No way,” replies
Boris. “I’m in my pajamas in bed. Maybe a bird came flying by really fast
and dented it.” Looking back at his son, the father says, “You really think
so? Find out for me.” And with that, the father walks further into the
house.
Boris heads back to his room shaking. Slowly getting dressed, he imagines what it will be like if he tells his father the truth. Knowing that he
will not be able to hide what really occurred for that long, he makes his
way downstairs and approaches his father. “Dad, I have something to tell
you.” “What is it, son? Did you figure out what happened?” “Yeah, I did,”
says Boris. “Did you do it?” “Well,” hesitates Boris, “um…” “Did you take
out my car last night?” asks his father.
After much hemming and hawing, Boris finally says, “Dad, I will tell
you the truth. I took your car last night and smashed it.”
Is the father upset or happy? Let’s first examine the alternative story.
7 am. Dad walks upstairs. “Boris, I can’t believe what happened! My car
is smashed.” Rolling over in bed, Boris says as he takes a yawn, “Yeah dad,
I took your car out last night at 3 am, drove it around and smashed it. I was
trying to cover it up, but I guess you caught me. Here are the keys, by the
way. Have a good day. See you after work.”
Now let’s ask the same question. Is the father upset or happy? The
father approached Boris and he told the truth right away. I took your car,
smashed it, and here are the keys. End of story.
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In this second scenario, when Boris explains what happened, how does
the father feel? Boris told the truth right away, but it is heartbreaking because he clearly doesn’t care about what he did and how it makes his father
feel. It is evident that there exists no genuine relationship between Boris and
his father.
In the first scenario, however, it’s a very different story. To the contrary,
the father is very happy. He is not thrilled that his car was smashed, but
that can be taken care of. His insurance will cover the cost and a little paint
job will make it like new. When Boris’ father sees his son going back and
forth and struggling to admit to his wrongdoing, he experiences the greatest
feeling. Seeing his son upset about his mistake, the father realizes that his
son really cares and feels bad. He knows, says the father to himself, that we
have a genuine relationship and that his misconduct puts a strain on that
relationship. And if he is willing to own up to his mistake, I am more than
willing to forgive him.
Our relationship with Hashem works the same way. As we reach Yom Kippur
and look to make amends and return home to our own Father in Heaven, all that
Hashem asks from us is to show that we care and value our relationship with
Him. And it begins by openly admitting our mistakes and flaws. When we do so,
without question, Hashem will surely smile down upon us and open up His arms
in a warm embrace around us. Welcome home, my dear child.

Rabbi Yissocher Frand
Hearing the Cries

רּוח ְׁש ָפלִ ים ּולְ ַה ֲחיֹות לֵ ב נִ ְדּכָ ִאים
ַ לְ ַה ֲחיֹות

To revive the spirit of the lowly and to uplift the heart of the despondent
(Yeshaya 57:15, Haftorah for Shacharis)

A

s we arrive in shul on the Shabbos prior to Tisha B’av, known as
Shabbos Chazon, a somewhat mild mood of mourning and sadness
settles in. Recognizing the memorable day of Tisha B’av which
beckons just around the corner, as we finish reading the Torah, we turn to
the very chilling and sobering words of Yeshaya HaNavi.
After Yeshaya’s indicting words wherein he enumerates the severe sins
which the Jewish people have committed, he levels the final charge that
breaks the heart of every Jew. “When you spread your hands in prayer, I
41

TorahAnytimes Tishrei companion
[Hashem] will turn a blind eye; even if you intensify your prayer, I will not
listen…” (Isaiah 1:15). Hashem will simply not heed our prayers. There can
perhaps be no greater punishment than that. While we may at times be
subject to challenges and suffering, that which offers us comfort and hope is
the opening of our Siddurim and Tehillim. Yet if that is no longer an option,
we are doomed for the worst.
But then Yeshaya changes his castigating tone and says that all hope is
not lost. We can mend our ways and return to our previous splendor. We can
reopen the gates of prayer and have our heartfelt words heeded by Hashem
once again. Yeshaya goes on to list ten aspects of teshuvah: “Wash yourselves,
purify yourselves, remove the evil of your deeds, cease doing evil, learn to do
good, seek justice, vindicate the victim, render justice to the orphan, take up
the cause of the widow” (ibid., v.16-17). Following this, Hashem summons
us to, “Come and let us reckon together” (ibid., v.18). If this is done, promises Yeshaya, then “even if our sins are red as crimson, Hashem will whiten
them.” We can improve our sorry state of affairs and regain our honorable
composure.
Of these ten stages of teshuvah, Yeshaya begins with a general call to
cleanse ourselves, and from there incrementally progresses step by step to
complete the list of full repentance. Rashi notes that these steps of teshuvah
in fact correspond to the Aseres Yemei Teshuvah, the Ten Days of Repentance,
between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. They are the actions we should
look to undertake and put into practice.
This being the case, it follows that the ninth and final step listed before
our reckoning with Hashem – i.e. caring for the widow – is the crescendo
and pinnacle of all the others. “Rivu Almanah!” cries out Yeshaya. “Take up
the cause of the widow!” The woman who is oftentimes helpless and invisible; the woman who is overlooked and has lost her voice in the community
and feels that she no longer counts. Care for her and look after her. That, says
Yeshaya, is the greatest thing you can do.
Yet it seems quite strange. Why would a caring for the widow rank at
the top of the totem pole? What is so significant about rivu almanah that
Yeshaya wishes to emphasize and instruct us in?
Imagine the scene. You are sitting at home and the doorbell rings.
Standing outside is a widow. “I just recently lost my husband. I have a number of children at home I need to feed, the government has threatened to
foreclose my home and I am all alone. Can you spare a few dollars?” Is
opening your checkbook for this poor, distressed woman what Yeshaya calls
teshuvah of the highest order? It would take a heart of stone to close your
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door and completely refuse to help this unfortunate woman. What then is
Yeshaya speaking of ?
Rav Zelig Epstein, the late Rosh Yeshiva of Shaar HaTorah in Queens,
New York, was known to be a man of towering greatness and wisdom.
Worthy of being called the “Rosh Yeshiva’s Rosh Yeshiva,” he served as the
address for countless people, including other Rabbanim, who sought counsel and guidance. Someone who rendered and resolved serious life decisions,
his broad shoulders provided succor and support to all those who needed.
On one such occasion, Rav Zelig shouldered the burdens of a woman
who had tragically been widowed. Having survived the Holocaust together
with her husband, they arrived at the shores of America and went on to
build a family with three children. Unfortunately, however, the pangs of the
Holocaust took an irreparable toll on the husband and he decided to end his
own life. Having left his wife behind, she now faced a future life as both a
Holocaust survivor and lonely widow.
She needed someone to lean on, and Rav Zelig was that individual. He
was the person she would turn to; the figurative shoulder she would cry on.
She herself was a very fragile woman, as you could imagine.
Some time later, one of her children grew very ill and needed medical
treatment. And indeed, Rav Zelig stepped forward. Overseeing all the medical procedures that were involved in caring for this child, Rav Zelig’s efforts
came through. At least for a short while.
It was one Erev Yom Kippur that matters took a turn for the worst and
the sorrows which already troubled this widow became even greater. Her
beloved son passed away. It was already too close to Yom Kippur to go about
with the burial, and so it would have to be postponed for another day. Yet
here was this woman, having survived the inferno of the Holocaust, lost a
husband to suicide and now a child to illness. She most certainly could have
filled a cup with tears. Rav Zelig, however, was a bit more worried than that.
Walking to Kol Nidrei later that night on Yom Kippur, Rav Zelig began
thinking if just perhaps this tragedy would be the proverbial straw that would
break the camel’s back. Just maybe this woman would not be able to endure
the loss and she would break down and meet the same fate as her husband.
Rav Zelig thus decided to skip Kol Nidrei and Yom Kippur and instead
walk to this woman’s house and spend it with her. Were he to give her the
emotional support she needed at this painful time, perhaps she would be
able to pull through. But as Rav Zelig continued walking, he realized that
it would take him well over an hour to make it to this woman’s house. And
maybe an hour was too long.
43

TorahAnytimes Tishrei companion
Without further delay, Rav Zelig decided to confer with his mentor, Rav
Yaakov Kamenetsky, as to the proper course of action. Entering the Yeshiva
Torah V’Daas where Rav Yaakov was davening, he caught him in the middle
of reciting the blessings prior to Shema. Yet Rav Zelig had a pressing and
urgent question which could not wait even a minute. Making his way over
to Rav Yaakov, he asked, “Can I take a bus to visit this widow so she will not
remain by herself ?” Well aware that between carrying the money for the bus
fare and traveling to the woman’s house some violation of Yom Kippur was
involved, Rav Yaakov nevertheless pointed to a few coins placed near him.
The money which Rav Yaakov had designated to be used for his own bus
fare after Yom Kippur went to Rav Zelig instead.
And so, Rav Zelig Epstein, one of the preeminent leaders of the previous
generation, got on a bus and traveled to this widow on Yom Kippur so she
would not remain alone. And it was all because maybe out of the misery of
her life she would decide to end it short. It was there that Rav Zelig spent
the rest of Yom Kippur, offering care and comfort to a woman who was facing the most trying of times.
That is what Yeshaya HaNavi means when he speaks of rivu almanah,
taking up the cause of the widow. Yeshaya prompts us to do much more than
simply respond to the knock on our door. We are to be proactive and imagine all the people who have been buffeted by the vagaries of life and nearly
given up on all that they have. We must hear their silent cries and respond
without delay.
Yet lest you think that the Biblical usage of almanah is limited to that of a
widow, Rashi (Shemos 22:21) reminds us otherwise. Almanah is a shorthand
for any person who is down on their luck. Almanah refers to the individual
who has been out of work for six months, the person with a debilitating
disease, families who are coping with a disabled child, a child at risk or the
inability to have a child. All of the problems that plague the Jewish community are encompassed within the word almanah. That is the apex of the ten
steps of teshuvah.
Rivu almanah is about expanding our sphere of concern and placing as
priority the needs of another. That is what we must think about on this auspicious day of Yom Kippur. The problems facing a fellow Jew are our problems, and the tears streaming down their faces are just as real to us as they
are to them. If we are looking for ways to turn ourselves and the rest of the
world around and herald the glorious day when we reunite with our Father
in Heaven, this is where we must begin. We reach upwards by reaching outwards. It is as simple as that.
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Rabbi Fischel Schachter
Friday Night Lectures

A

ׁשּובה
ָ ֲָה ִׁש ֵיבנּו ד' ֵאלֶ יָך וְ נ
Bring us back to You, Hashem, and we shall return

number of years ago, I began receiving phone calls on my house
phone day after day. Not assuming it to be of any great significance, I did not answer the calls. One day, though, I finally gave
in and picked up. It was a young girl speaking in a British accent. “Rabbi
Schachter?” “Yes,” I said. After telling me her name, she explained the
reason for her incessant calling. “Thank G-d, I am a kallah and expecting
to get married soon. But I told myself that I would not walk down to the
chuppa before speaking to you.” “Me?” I said surprisingly. “What’s the issue?” As I held the phone listening to this girl who I had never heard of
before, she went on to tell me her story:
“I grew up in London and attended a prominent Jewish day school.
I was a diligent student who cared about my studies and work ethic.
Unfortunately, however, I got involved with the wrong crowd of girls and
was exposed to things I shouldn’t have. As it turned out, I was asked to
leave my school. I was then accepted into a different school. But things
didn’t get any better, as by then I had already inculcated the habits and
values of the street, and was therefore asked to leave that school as well.
But it didn’t end there. I went to another school, and the same story happened again. I was expelled from school after school and wasn’t in the best
situation.
“As I was not doing too well at school, my behavior was as well affected
at home. And so, to my chagrin, I was forced out of my own house. Now
alone and on the streets, my ill-reputed behavior got me into trouble. I
was far from acting as a Jewish girl should and I knew that full well. But I
didn’t improve myself. After getting my own apartment, I stopped keeping
Shabbos and for the most part forgot about Judaism. The only thing I used
to do was watch your Torah lectures on Friday night. Every Friday night
when I would return home, I would sit on the couch and listen to your
classes. I didn’t really care for any of the Torah content you mentioned, but
I liked your jokes.
“One such Friday night, a friend of mine came over. She was also in
a bad situation like I myself was. Angry with Judaism overall, she was
particularly frustrated with her father. He would repeatedly tell her about
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the punishment for sinning and misconduct, and she couldn’t handle it.
Sitting with me on the couch, I put on a lecture. And both to my surprise
and dismay, the lecture of yours which I picked was about punishment in
the Next World.
“After hearing a number of ideas from you about the retribution awaiting a person after life, I said to my friend, ‘You really should not blame
Judaism. It is your father who is threatening you and scaring you unreasonably.’ Looking back at me, my friend rebuffed, ‘Oh, and you are so
righteous yourself !’ As she said those words, I began thinking about my
own behavior and what I was doing with my life. It was then that I found
myself yearning for something more meaningful.
“As it so happened, I eventually wound up at Neve, a seminary in
Jerusalem aimed at teaching girls basic Torah principles and bringing them
closer to Judaism. I began to better my behavior and improve my attitude
towards life and Torah. And before I knew it, I was engaged to a wonderful
boy who shared a similar history and background to my own. Not too long
thereafter, we got married. We were both committed to keeping Torah and
mitzvos and helping other children who were disinterested in Judaism.
“Rabbi,” concluded the girl, “I cannot thank you enough. You saved
me. If not for your lectures and particularly that one Friday night with my
friend, I do not know where I would be today.”
Three years later…
I attended a dinner in London where I was approached by a young
man. “Rabbi, would you be able to talk to my wife?” Unaware who this
person was and how I could help, I asked him to get in touch with me
after the dinner.
The next morning, as I was rushing out to the airport, the man approached me again. “My wife is over there in that car,” he said. “Could
you go see her?” I remained standing still for a moment, until he started
begging me. “Please Rabbi, she really wants to see you.” I didn’t know what
to expect, but I made my way over to the car.
As I continued walking closer, it all of a sudden hit me. “Wait a minute,” I said to the man, “is your wife the kallah who called me a few years
ago?” “Yeah, that’s her.” I now had at least some idea of who I was dealing
with. But I was in for a surprise when the car door opened.
Out walked a woman modestly dressed and holding a baby. Walking
in my direction, she lifted up the toddler towards me as she said, “It all
began that Friday night when I listened to your lecture. Who I am today is
thanks to you.” For about five minutes, she, her husband and I stood there
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crying. I had no words to say. All I could get out after crying for minutes
and realizing that I had touched someone’s neshama so far from Judaism
and living thousands of miles away was, “I hope you use your life to help
others.” And with that, I turned around and began walking away with a
feeling I had never felt before.
Sometimes we think that someone far from Yiddishkeit will never be moved
by anything we do or say. But you never know. Perhaps someone you never
noticed and never knew existed was inspired by your little kind act or word
and went on to change their life. Who would have ever guessed that a non-religious girl undergoing a difficult time and listening to a lecture on a Friday
night would have come so far? But then again, when it comes to Torah and its
penetrating beauty, a person’s dreams are not merely dreams. They can and do
in fact come true.

Rabbi Lazer Brody

Your Blemish, Your Beauty

F

…ָא ָדם ָמׁשּול ּכְ ֶח ֶרס ַהּנִ ְׁש ָּבר
Man is likened to a broken shard

or one elderly Jew who served as the local watercarrier, every day
he would walk down to the nearby river, fill up two buckets, and
head back up with them thrust upon his shoulders. And on one
occasion, one of the conversations a bucket had with another bucket led to
a remarkable realization.
One bucket was brand new with a nice and sturdy surrounding rim,
encased in iron and decorative polished wooden slats. The other bucket,
however, was old and rusty, aside from which it had a hole, which caused
it to leak. Every morning, by the time the poor watercarrier would reach
the top of the mountain, the old bucket would only be one-third full. And
so, one day, the new bucket struck up conversation with the old bucket.
“I don’t wish to insult you, but haven’t you been serving our boss for
many years? You look like you could use a long-term retirement. Besides,
you have a hole and leak every time you’re filled up. I only imagine our boss
will want to get rid of you soon. Don’t you think so?” The old bucket was
discernably upset and taken aback by this realization. “Look,” replied the
old bucket, “I’ve been working for our owner for thirty years. Although I
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may be old, I have much experience. Despite me not being perfect, who
says our owner will throw me away?”
As the new bucket took in the words of the old bucket, he realized that
he had misspoken. But, in the back of the old bucket’s mind, he remained
worried about his job’s security. “Just maybe,” he thought to himself, “this
young bucket is on to something. Perhaps my owner really wants to get rid
of me even after so many years of loyal service…” And so, the old bucket
decided he would approach his owner with his concerns.
One day, as the owner made his way to the top of the hill with his two
buckets, he set the young bucket down, allowing for the rare occasion of
spending a few moments alone with the old bucket. The old bucket, having
waited for this opportunity, quickly realized that now or never was the
time to ask his question.
“My dear owner,” began the bucket, “are you going to get rid of me? Do
you not like me anymore? We have been together for so many years…” The
elderly man, caught off guard by the bucket’s comment, did not hesitant
to reply. “Get rid of you? You’re my beloved bucket who I’ve been using
for thirty years! You and I are going to the Next World together. I’m never
going to give you up!” “Well,” continued the bucket, “I just wanted to make
sure, because the young bucket did mention that I am quite old and imperfect and have a hole. I myself have begun to wonder, why in fact do you
continue to use me if I have a hole? Why don’t you buy another bucket?”
The owner, looking down at the bucket, let out a smile. “Let me tell you
something, my dear bucket. I am an old man myself, and it is difficult for
me to walk up and down the hill and fill up water. But you know where I
gain the strength to do so every day? Just look down at the path leading
up and down the hill. You see those beautiful flowers blossoming along the
path? You know who made that path of flowers? That little hole of yours.
Every time I carry you up the hill, by the time I reach the top, there is only
one-third of water left. But where has the rest of the water gone? One little drop of water falls here and another little drop falls there. Sooner than
later, a seed begins to sprout, then a flower begins to blossom, and then
another flower and another.
“Whenever I see those beautiful flowers you produced all along the
path, I forget how my back is aching and legs are tiring and I continue
walking forward with renewed vigor and optimism. By virtue of your hole,
I gain the strength to continue with my job every day. What you consider
to be your blemish is your beauty. And so, you are not something I would
ever sell, but something I will always cherish.”
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In our own lives, we often look at our flaws and failures as imperfections
and deficiencies we wish we never had. We feel that we do not measure up to
the benchmark of perfection we ought to. But then, one day, we come to realize
that in fact our blemish is our greatest source of beauty and blessing. Our “hole”
is not our problem, but our perfection. All that goes into who we are as a person
is precisely what we need to fulfill our mission in life. We need not wish we were
someone or something else. Exactly the way we are is exactly the way we need to
be. And there is nothing more beautiful and precious than that.

A Short Message from Mrs. Fayge Loewi

I remember my mother a”h once relating a beautiful thought.
Imagine a large room full of people, yet it is freezing cold inside.
With no heat available, everyone stands around shivering. One man,
seeking to warm himself up, puts on his fur coat. Yet another man,
also looking to relieve himself of discomfort, prepares a fire in the
fireplace. What is the difference between these two people? The
former warms himself, while the latter warms himself along with
everyone else. In life overall, we are often given opportunities where
we can focus on our own needs and help ourselves. Yet then again,
those very same opportunities can be turned around to help others.
Instead of merely thinking of ourselves, within the very same act, we
bring light and warmth to so many others.
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Rabbi Dovid Kaplan

Today’s Clouds of Glory
הֹוׁש ְב ִּתי ֶאת ְּבנֵ י יִ ְׂש ָר ֵאל
ַ לְ ַמ ַען יֵ ְדעּו דֹר ֵֹתיכֶ ם ּכִ י ַב ֻּסּכֹות
So that your generations will know that I caused the Children of Israel to
dwell in booths (Vayikra 23:43)

A

ccording to the opinion of R’ Eliezer in the Talmud (Sukkah 11b),
the underlying reason we celebrate the holiday of Sukkos is in
commemoration of the Clouds of Glory which surrounded the
Jewish people throughout their travels in the desert. Yet, when considering this, the obvious question stands out. The Jews were not only privy to
the miracle of the Annanei HaKavod in the desert. They also received the
daily provisions of the manna and were supplied refreshing water from the
Well of Miriam. Why in fact then do we not commemorate those miracles?
Why didn’t Chazal enact a holiday during which we would go swimming
for seven days or turn on all the faucets in our house in commemoration of
the Well of Miriam? Or why don’t we have a Yom Tov during which we eat
food which incorporates a variety of flavors akin to the manna which tasted
like anything a person wished?
The truth is that there is very good reason to celebrate the miracle of
the Clouds of Glory even in our day and age. And that is because the
purpose they served still lives on with us. The concept of hashgacha pratis
is very much a part of our life every day and every hour. The Annanei
HaKavod represent that we are completely enclosed and watched over
by the hand of G-d. As it relates to the Well of Miriam and the manna,
those were miracles only experienced at the time the Jews traversed the
desert. They were limited to that generation. But Divine Providence exists quite clearly even today. Without question, Hashem has always been
involved and will continue to be involved in the day to day running of
the world.
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Let me share with you one example.
One day, a man phoned the Rosh Yeshiva of a particular yeshiva in Israel.
Explaining how he had seen an ad for the yeshiva in the newspaper and was
overly impressed, he asked if he could make a donation. While the Rosh
Yeshiva assured the man that they had placed no ad in any newspaper, the
man remained undeterred. “I will be down at the yeshiva a bit later today,”
he said.
Sure enough, later that day, the man pulled up in front of the yeshiva in
his fancy, expensive car. Entering inside, he went on to approach the Rosh
Yeshiva. “Rabbi,” he said, “I am so taken aback by your ad. Would you mind
if I take a look at the premises?” Gladly complying with his request, the
Rosh Yeshiva went on to provide a tour of the building.
After doing so, the man said, “Rabbi, I initially had in mind of giving
you $80,000, but I am in fact so impressed with your entire system of operations that I have decided to give you an even $100,000. Taken aback by
this stranger’s beneficence, the Rosh Yeshiva gave it one last try. “Just tell
me again, what brought you here?” “Don’t you know,” he said, “the ad you
have in the newspaper…?” And with that, the man wrote out the check and
walked back to his car.
Quite surprised to be the unexpected recipient of such largess, the Rosh
Yeshiva called over Moshe, the yeshiva’s head of operations. “Did we submit
an ad for any newspaper recently?” Without a moment’s thought, Moshe
said, “Not that I am aware of.”
Without any explanation for how such a check ended up in their possession, the yeshiva went on to investigate the matter. And sure enough, the
true story was uncovered.
Fifteen years earlier, a religious newspaper had just begun its publication
in Israel. Desperately wishing to break into the market, they struggled to
meet any significant success. After two weeks and two editions released, they
were running out of funds. And so, they turned to various organizations for
support to stabilize themselves. Asking yeshivos if they would be willing to
submit an ad into their paper in lieu of a donation, this particular yeshiva
consented.
While nothing substantially materialized from the ad, the newspaper
wound up in the local barber shop. And for fifteen years it did not move. The
newspaper remained sitting in the same barber shop for a decade and a half.
And then the day finally arrived. Fifteen years later, in walked a man to
get a haircut, grabbing a newspaper as he took a seat. And what did he then
see inside? The ad for this yeshiva.
51

TorahAnytimes Tishrei companion
And so, a decade and a half later, the ad this yeshiva submitted came
through. Just imagine the likelihood of a newspaper sitting in the same spot
for fifteen years and a man being motivated to donate thousands of dollars
as he sits on a barber’s chair getting a haircut.
That is what it means to have hashgacha pratis in our day and age. When
we sit in our Sukkah and observe our surrounding enclosure, all we must remember is that Hashem does the exact same to us. He closely watches over
us every moment of every day and every night. And even fifteen years later,
He still watches over us…

A Short Message from Rabbi Moshe Tuvia Lieff

As a father living in Williamsburg, New York, began readying
himself to walk to shul for an all-night learning program on
Shavuos, his little eight-year-old son approached him. “Tatty, can I
come with you?” Looking back at his son all dressed up, the father
smiled. He knew that his son would probably not last learning the
entire night, and would likely be better off staying home. “I think
you should stay here for the night,” replied the father. “Maybe next
year.” And with that, the father gave his son a hug and a kiss and
gently closed the door.

The father proceeded to make his way to shul, around and about the
streets of his neighborhood. Finally arriving at the doorstep before
the shul, he began to think, “What did I do? My little boy wants to
learn Torah tonight. So what if he learns for only a few minutes?
Why should I deprive him of this opportunity?” And with that, the
father turned around and retraced his steps all the way home.

Opening the door to his house, there he saw his son standing in
front of him, dressed in his suit and tie, ready to go. “How did you
know I was coming back?” asked the father. “Tatty,” replied the little
boy, “I davened to Hashem. I knew you would come back.”
That little boy was Shimshon Pincus.

The same R’ Shimshon Pincus who went on to inspire thousands of
Jews and spread Torah to the far corners of the world knew as a little
boy that his Father in Heaven truly listened to his prayers.
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Upon entering into the Sukkah, we invite the exalted Ushpizin
guests to join us. During each of the seven days of Sukkot, one
of these special Ushpizin – Avraham, Yitzchak, Yaakov, Yosef,
Moshe, Aharon, Dovid – leads the others as the guest of honor.
With these lofty guests in our midst, we are enjoined to learn
from their exemplary qualities and magnanimous achievements.
It is hoped that with each passing day, we will inculcate the
traits and tributes of these holy ancestors of ours and be on our
way of following in their footsteps…

Avraham: Kindness & Compassion

Rabbi Dr. Akiva Tatz

From Thirteen to Two Hundred
 אּולַ י יֵ ׁש ֲח ִמ ִּׁשים צַ ִּד ִיקם ְּבתֹוְך ָה ִעיר...ֹאמר
ַ וַ ּיִ ּגַ ׁש ַא ְב ָר ָהם וַ ּי
And Avraham came forward and said… “What if there should be fifty
righteous people in the midst of the city of Sodom…” (Bereishis 18:23-24)

O

ne year in South Africa, I met a Chassidic Jew from Brooklyn who
told me the following story:
As the Germans prepared to invade Warsaw, my mother who lived
there with her family was expecting a child. Some time then, however, she
needed to see a doctor.
Managing to escape from the ghetto, she came across a Christian doctor from the old Polish aristocracy who successfully treated her. After the
short procedure, my mother began heading out the door, but was stopped
by the doctor. “Do you know what will happen to you if you return to the
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ghetto?” “Yes,” my mother replied. “Well, come and stay with me. I will
take care of you.” My mother was not prepared to be given such an offer.
“I cannot leave my husband,” my mother said. “Bring him too,” replied
the doctor. “But I cannot leave my family,” continued my mother. “Bring
them as well.”
Returning to the ghetto, my mother told my father how this Christian
lady had offered to save their lives. “But I cannot leave my family,” said my
father.
Making their way over to this lady’s house were thirteen people – my
mother and father and their respective families. She placed them in her
attic for twenty-two months, including a time during which the Gestapo
occupied her house. There was no bathroom, no water and no food in
the attic. But this woman single-handedly took care of all their hygienic
needs, and provided them with food and water.
After twenty-two months of staying in the attic, the Christian woman
managed to safely get them all out of Poland to New York. Incredibly, all
thirteen people survived.
Decades later, a wedding was held in New York for one of the grandchildren of those thirteen survivors. Before the wedding, however, my
family knew that they needed to take care of one thing: return to Poland.
Doing their utmost to track down this Christian woman who had saved
their lives, they eventually were successful. She was by now an elderly lady,
but agreed to attend the wedding thousands of miles away. And so, they
brought her back.
At the wedding, there were two hundred people who danced around
her as she sat in the center. And they were all “her children.” Those two
hundred people were all descendants of those thirteen people she had
sacrificed her life to save seventy-five years earlier. There were children,
grandchildren, great-grandchildren. All thanks to her.
During the meal, we asked her the question which had preoccupied
all of our minds for years. “Why did you risk your life to save the Jews?”
“Because I read the Bible,” she said. “And I saw that when G-d was about
to annihilate the city of Sodom, Abraham negotiated with G-d. He said,
‘If you can find fifty righteous people, will you save the city?’ And G-d said
‘Yes.’ ‘Forty-five righteous people?’ And G-d said, ‘Yes.’”
“And I chose to follow Abraham’s lead,” concluded the woman.
She indefatigably cared for those thirteen people despite the danger
that existed and gave them her life. And years later, she merited seeing the
tremendous dividends it paid off.
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Here was one small action whose ripple effect carried on and on. While this
woman may have believed she was saving merely thirteen people, little did she
realize the magnitude of her actions. She was saving parents, children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, great-great-grandchildren and on and on. In
essence, she was doing no less than fulfilling the dictum of our Sages, “One who
saves one life is as if he saves an entire world” (Sanhedrin 37a). That is how we
ought to view every little deed we perform. Its effect lasts forever.

Yitzchak: Unwavering Dedication

Mrs. Sarah Karmely
A Mikvah Gift

וַ ּיֵ לְ כּו ְׁשנֵ ֶיהם יַ ְח ָּדו

And Avraham and Yitzchak went together [with the same dedicated attitude
and purpose] (Bereishis 22:8; Rashi)

O

ver the past number of years, I have been to Thailand several times.
Living there in Bangkok is my husband’s cousin along with his wife,
Ronit. On one of my visits there, Ronit told me how, years ago, there
was no kosher mikvah in Bangkok. What was therefore commonly done by
the religious Jews living there was take a two-hour drive from Bangkok to the
nearest coastal village of Pattaya. There, people would ride on jet skies into
the middle of the Andaman Sea, immerse in the water, and return to shore.
Although it was an entire ordeal, it was the only option available for Jewish
families wishing to observe the laws of Family Purity in Bangkok.
As Ronit told me about the tremendous sacrifice and dedication she
and her husband had exhibited, I was deeply moved. “Let me tell you what
happened one time though,” Ronit said.
“For the first two years after I got married, my husband and I were not
blessed to have any children. Deeply wishing to start a family, we only
hoped for the day we would happily cuddle our own newborn baby.
“As many other families had been doing, every month my husband would
drive his jet ski out into the middle of the ocean, allow me to immerse in the
water and then drive back to the land. On one such occasion, after we had
driven out far into the ocean, my husband turned off the jet ski and I dipped
into the water. I then got back onto the jet ski and was ready to head back
home, but something was wrong. The jet ski would not start. My husband
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tried thrusting the key into the ignition, but it would not turn on. He tried
again, but no success. The engine was dead. Now we were stuck.
“While we were quite distressed, we were not overly hysterical as we
figured that we would simply swim back to the shore. But as quickly as
this thought came, it went. We soon realized that we weren’t swimming
anywhere. The Andaman Sea is notorious for its massive waves and any
attempt to swim places your life in severe danger.
“Although this thought crossed our minds, we did not appreciate the
peril we found ourselves in until the heavy ocean currents began pushing
our jet ski in the direction of massive rocks which lay in the middle of the
sea. Now we knew we were in trouble. All that flashed through my mind
was how my mother would react when she would hear how I had gotten
stuck in the middle of the ocean and was smashed to pieces.
“As my husband and I realized that our lives were literally hanging in
the balance, we turned to Hashem and began screaming, ‘Hashem, please
don’t let people say that we were killed performing this mitzvah of mikvah!
Please help us and save us!’
“I cannot explain how, but all of a sudden, the wind currents changed
and the waves began pushing us toward the other direction. Before we
knew it, we had safely reached the coastal shore.”
As Ronit related this riveting incident to me, I stood there beside myself. But that was not the only miracle which occurred at that time. “Nine
months later,” concluded Ronit, “I gave birth to a baby boy. Overwhelmed
by the tremendous gift of life my husband and I received while at the
ocean and grateful to be blessed with a child, we named our son Doron,
meaning gift. His birth came about through a miracle in more than one
way. He was truly a gift to us.”
Throughout his many vicissitudes of life, Yitzchak demonstrated unwavering
commitment to the word and command of G-d. To the point of being ready to forego his life at the Akeidas Yitzchak, he embodied the true qualities of a servant of
Hashem.
Here too was a family who committed themselves to this special mitzvah
of Family Purity despite the difficulty involved. In drawing inspiration from
Yitzchak, we must never underestimate the far-reaching impact of dedicating
ourselves to even one mitzvah. Besides for the rippling effects it can have on so
many others, it protects and secures us from all harm (Sotah 21a). Even at a
moment when we face the most perilous and harsh of situations, the winds can
turn around and bring us safely home. With a heartfelt cry to Hashem from the
depths of our heart, many gifts of life await us.
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Yaakov: Torah Study

Rabbi Label Lam

Pictures of Potential and Prosperity

I

וְ יַ ֲעקֹב ִאיׁש ָּתם י ֵֹׁשב א ָֹהלִ ים

And Yaakov was a wholesome man, abiding in the tents of Torah
(Bereishis 25:27)

n view of the breathtaking beauty of Hashem’s world, one can only help
but wonder what Chazal mean when they say, “One who is engaged in
learning Torah and interrupts to say, ‘How beautiful is this tree! How
spectacular is this plowed field!’ is liable for his life” (Avos 3:9). If the world
has been created with such exquisite brilliance, what is wrong with taking a
moment to enjoy its splendor?
Perhaps we can explain this difficulty by exploring a minute, yet significant detail in the Mishnah. Why did our Sages specifically choose to highlight that which a person interrupts his learning for with the examples of a
tree and plowed field? Why not say that the individual pauses to gaze at a
colorful flower, a delicious fruit, a clear blue sky or an elaborate garden? Why
particularly focus on these two wonders of nature over any other?
In many traditional Jewish homes around the world, there are two types
of pictures on display: children and tzaddikim (righteous individuals).
Lovely pictures of smiling children and grandchildren along with inspiring
photos of great Torah Sages bedeck the walls and mantels of our homes. It
is more than often photos of young, undeveloped children which find a place
alongside mature, accomplished Torah giants. The same phenomenon can be
seen in an airport. There are signs for departures and arrivals, the beginning
and end points of a trip. What is the significance of this?
That is what our Mishnah comes to address. When looking at a plowed
field, there is one idea which comes to mind: potential. By plowing, planting and nurturing a field, one will ensure the growth and development of a
beautiful garden. The field’s potential will be actualized. In contrast, staring
at a tree sends a different message: accomplishment. After years of nourishing and tending to a young sapling, it will grow into a tall, sturdy tree.
A human being undergoes this very same process. Man, writes the
Maharal, is called Adam from the word adama, earth. Born as an untilled
field, man must conscientiously spend years of plowing, planting and
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watering his heart and mind until he grows into a robust tree. He must
harness his pure potential and cultivate himself to achieve productivity.
Only then, after a lifetime of nurturing his character and expanding in
depth and breadth will he unearth his inborn potential. He will rise to
unimagined heights as a flourishing tree with far-reaching branches of
wisdom.
We can now appreciate why it is common to place pictures of children
and Torah scholars around our homes. Looking at the face of a child, one
sees a world of potential. A child motivates a person to maximize his life
and utilize his innate capabilities to attain unbelievable heights of greatness.
On the other hand, the face of a tzaddik bespeaks accomplishment and actualized potential. It inspires one to grow and develop into a spiritual giant
of unparalleled proportion.
This is precisely what our Mishnah wishes to convey. A person who looks
at a plowed field or tree amid his learning and fails to take to heart their
messages is liable for his life. Upon gazing at a field and seeing its promising future, a person’s reaction must be to immediately resume learning and
growing. He should think to himself, “I am like a plowed field, which if
seeded and cultivated will grow beautiful trees. If I choose to plant seeds of
wisdom in my mind and actualize my latent potential, I can reach superb
heights of greatness.”
The same should occur when seeing a tree. “Just like a tree, I can become
tall and great if I continue growing.” Immediately upon contemplating this,
one ought to be inspired to continue learning. If he does not, however, he is
“interrupting his learning.” He is failing to connect his learning to his life.
Looking at a field and imagining his prospective accomplishments or staring at a tree and appreciating what heights he can grow to should have sent
him back to his Torah learning.
This is the lesson of our Mishnah. We are most definitely to enjoy the
spectacular beauty of the world, but for the purpose of enhancing and deepening our relationship with Hashem and His Torah. When this is done, we
can be certain that we will grow from a small child into an accomplished
learner and from a little seed into a strong tree.
Spending his days and nights in the tents of Torah, Yaakov Avinu serves as
the paradigm example of one who devotes himself to spiritual growth and aspires
to greatness in Torah study. In our own personal lives as well, as we begin a new
year and contemplate how we can grow and improve, we must always remember
our potential and aspirations for achievement. We all can rise to the occasion and
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develop into that person we wish to become so long as we cultivate and nurture
ourselves. It may take much effort, but it is certainly worthwhile. For when we do
so, the beautiful trees and fruits we produce are simply breathtaking.

Yosef: A Man of Principle

Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser
Travels of a Kallah

… וַ יְ ָמ ֵאן

But Yosef adamantly refused… [to listen to the wife of Potiphar] (Bereishis 39:8)

A

s Rena made her way into a van in Israel and took a seat in the back,
she took in a deep breath. She was a poor bride who could not afford her own wedding gown and needed to resort to procuring one
from a free-loan gemach organization. Settling herself down, she anticipated
a two-hour drive ahead until she reached her destination. Seated as well in
the car was a rabbi who was wearing earphones and listening to a lecture,
attempting to block out any disturbing noises. The van continued along as a
few more people boarded and the driver turned on the radio.
To Rena’s dissatisfaction, the radio was playing a song which was quite decadent and something she wished to avoid hearing. As she unwillingly listened to
the disturbing words, she eventually could no longer take it. “Excuse me driver,
but could you by any chance turn the music off?” Turning around in his seat, the
driver stared straight back at her. “No. There are other people here that enjoy
it and I’m going to leave it on. They are also paying for their transportation.”
Unable to do anything more about the situation, Rena remained silent. As a few
more people soon joined as passengers, the music increased in volume.
It was soon becoming too much for Rena to bear; she couldn’t stand it.
Again, she kindly pleaded, “Sir, I am nicely asking you, could you please turn
it off ?” Yet again, the drive turned around and said, “I am sorry, but you are
not the only passenger in this van, and you are not going to overrule everyone else here. We are going to listen to it because we enjoy it.” And with
that, he turned back around to face the road.
“Fine,” said Rena, “you don’t have to turn it off, but please let me out of
the van here.” Swiveling back in his seat a third time, the driver said, “I want
you to know that I will not give you back your money.” “That’s okay,” replied
Rena, “just please let me off.” As Rena was about to get out from the car, the
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rabbi sitting in the front seat took note of all the commotion. “Wait, wait!
What’s going on?” The rabbi as well began to beg the driver to turn off the
music, but it was to no avail. The driver was firmly adamant that matters run
as he wished. With no other resort remaining, the driver pulled off to the
side and let Rena off in a lonely, deserted area.
Later that day, the rabbi was on his way back from running his errands.
Walking down the street, he was surprised to see right before him Rena, the
very girl who had so boldly stood by her opinion earlier that day. Running
over to her, he asked if she was okay. “I am perfectly fine,” she replied. “In fact,
I am doing quite well. Let me tell you what happened; you won’t believe it.
“After I was let off the van, I had to wait for only ten minutes until another
car came along and picked me up. As I made my way inside, I took a seat next
to an elderly woman. She was very kind and jolly, introducing herself as Faige.
She asked for my name and where I was headed. I told her that my name was
Rena and explained that I was heading to a gemach organization because I am
a poor bride in need of a wedding gown. This organization provides brides
with used but nice gowns and I was thrilled I would be able to get one. I then
asked Faige where she was going. She told me the following:
“Right now I am on my way to the gravesite of R’ Meir Baal HaNeis.
It is his yaartzeit today, the anniversary day of his passing, and every year I
go there. The reason I have this custom is because of my father. I grew up
in one of the poorest families in Jerusalem. My family was so impoverished
that we could barely afford food for each day, let alone for Shabbos and Yom
Tov. Matters continued to decline until one day, in a cry of desperation, my
father went to the grave of R’ Meir Baal HaNeis and prayed his heart out.
“By the time he returned home, he was clearly a different person.
Something unexplainable had changed. From that day onwards, money began to flow into our house. There was more money and more money. My
father started making successful business deals and we eventually became
one of the wealthiest families in the city.
“My father in due time passed away, but he left two requests in his will.
Every year on the yaartzeit of R’ Meir Baal HaNeis, I am to go pray next to
R’ Meir’s grave. Secondly, on the day of his yaartzeit, I am supposed to find
a poor bride and pay for her wedding expenses in addition to committing to
support her and her husband for their entire first year of marriage. Rena, my
dear kallah, you will not have to look for any free-loan gemach. You will not
have to borrow any dress. I will provide you with a beautiful new wedding
dress and all the expenses for your first year of marriage will be taken care of.”
Yosef HaTzaddik serves as the model example of someone who firmly stood by his
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principles and refused to give way to any external pressure and intimidation placed
upon him by the wife of his master, Potiphar. As in all respects of life, all that Hashem
requests of us is to do our part. When we remain steadfast in our resolve to live by our
Jewish values and ideals, Hashem will respond in kind with abundant blessing. What
minutes ago seemed bleak and dismal can turn around for the better right before our
eyes, leaving us materially and emotionally enriched in ways we never imagined.

Moshe: Leadership & Responsibility

Rabbi Ephraim Shapiro
The Roots of Responsibility

ֹלתם
ָ וַ ּיִ גְ ַּדל מ ֶֹׁשה וַ ּיֵ צֵ א ֶאל ֶא ָחיו וַ ּיַ ְרא ְּב ִס ְב

Moshe grew up and went out to his brethren and saw their burdens
(Shemos 2:11)

W

e all can appreciate the importance and value of leadership and
responsibility. Whether as a parent, spouse, sibling, or friend, caring after the needs and burdens of others stands as one of the
most important endeavors and attitudes we can embrace. Yet, when it comes
to being a member of the Jewish people, even as large and diverse as our
nation is, achrayos (responsibility) takes on profound and expansive meaning.
The Hebrew word for responsibility –  – ַא ֲח ָריּותin fact teaches us just
exactly what true responsibility is all about:
 – אAleph stands for ani, I. Taking responsibility begins when we realize
that if we ourselves do not do something, but rather rely on someone or
something else, it will not get done. We must feel a personal obligation and
ambition to help. Whenever we have the opportunity to help a fellow Jew,
we must spring into action and start working.
 – חIn conjunction with the previous letter, aleph, the letter ches joins
to form the word ach, brother. Every Jew is to be viewed and treated as a
brother.
 – רContinuing with the next letter, the combination of aleph, ches and
reish spell the word אחר, other. Even those who we feel are distant from us,
and are “others,” are in truth our own family. We are to look after them and
embrace them with love and care.
 – יThe next word formed is  אחרי, after me. We are meant to follow the
lead and provide support to those who are looking after the welfare of Klal
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Yisrael. By following in their footsteps, we provide greater good to the entire
nation.
 – וAdding a vav, we arrive at the word acharav. Similar to the above
word אחרי, the underlying message here is one of following in the work
of others. Through joining people and organizations who are involved in
serving Klal Yisrael, we further the quantity and quality of assistance others
receive and benefit countless people.
 – תWith respect to the word achrayos, the first letter – aleph – and the last
letter – tav – span the entire Hebrew alphabet. True leadership and responsibility means to care after each and every Jew and under all circumstances
from beginning to end.
Let me share with you one example of someone who epitomized the
virtue of achrayos.
The year was 1952 in Boro Park, New York. Chaim Schwartz who had
survived the flames of the Holocaust had made his way over to America, yet
was without his family. His wife and children had unfortunately not made it
out. While Mr. Schwartz was understandably heartbroken, every day without fail, one fellow Jew would warmly greet him and extend a hearty “Shalom
aleichem!” Giving Mr. Schwartz encouragement and support, life moved on
slowly but with the prospective hope of rebuilding a new future.
One day, the man said to Mr. Schwartz, “I am giving you a beracha that
you should remarry and have a daughter, and I will dance at the wedding.
You have a long life ahead of you. Don’t give up!” Although Mr. Schwartz
had his doubts about how significantly life could improve given his present
situation, the words of this man nevertheless rang in his ears.
And sure enough, as the man had said, Mr. Schwartz went on to remarry.
And indeed, he had a daughter.
When the daughter was ten years old, the world experienced the loss of
one of the greatest Torah leaders of the time, Rav Aharon Kotler zt”l. Why
that meant anything to Mr. Schwartz and his family was because the “man”
who had uplifted the spirits of Mr. Schwartz and provided him with hope
and determination was none other than Rav Aharon Kotler.
Ten years later, Mr. Schwartz’s daughter met a wonderful boy who she
planned on marrying. The wedding date was set as the families prepared for
the exciting and momentous day to arrive.
As the wedding celebrations and dancing began, shortly thereafter, in
walked Rav Shneur Kotler, son of Rav Aharon. He was already an older man
at the time, yet that did not deter him from grabbing hold of the father and
chassan and energetically dancing full of joy and enthusiasm.
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While the father was certainly thrilled to have the great Rav Shneur at the
wedding, he could only wonder why in fact he had made the extra effort to attend. “Rebbe,” Mr. Schwartz said, “it’s so nice that you came. Thank you so much.
If you don’t mind me asking, though, why did you go out of your way to be here?”
Rav Shneur had an answer.
“I am here for a very good reason,” replied Rav Shneur. “When my father
was on his deathbed ten years ago, he called me over and said, ‘There is a
man named Chaim Schwartz who lives in Boro Park and has a daughter
who is now ten years old. I want you to watch over this man and his family.
After he came to America, I promised him that he would get married, have
a daughter and I would dance at her wedding. Yet, clearly, I will be unable to
attend the wedding. And so, I would like you to go in my stead.’”
With Rav Shneur looking ever so gently at the father, he said, “That is
why I am here. I am here wishing you and your family a Mazel Tov along
with the blessings of my father.”
That is achrayos. That is what it means to personally look after a fellow
Jew and view him as your brother who you care for under all circumstances.
Just imagine what Rav Aharon Kotler had on his mind during his last moments in this world: a fellow Jew.
Just like Moshe Rabbeinu did thousands of years ago and Rav Aharon Kotler
in more recent times, we all can lead lives where we show wholehearted responsibility and compassion for every member of Klal Yisrael. It all begins with looking
beyond ourselves and peering into the heart of another Jew and saying, “He is my
brother and I am here to help.”

Aharon: A Master Educator

Rabbi Doniel Kalish

Bridging the Gap
ּתֹורה
ָ ַּומ ָק ְר ָבן ל
ְ אֹוהב ֶאת ַה ְב ִרּיֹות
ֵ ...ֱהוֵ י ִמ ַתלְ ִמ ָידיו ֶשל ַא ֲהרֹן

I

Be among the students of Aharon…loving people and bringing
them closer to Torah (Avos 1:12)

n depicting the great leader that Aharon HaKohen was, the Mishnah
relates that he “loved peace and pursued peace; loved people and brought
them close to Torah” (Pirkei Avos 1:12). Yet the Mishnah reveals no
more. We are not informed as to how he exactly went about so successfully
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fostering peace and bridging the gap between people and Torah.
Yet the Rambam does not let us down. Insightfully revealing Aharon’s
effective methodology, the Rambam (ibid.) states:
“They said about Aharon, that when he would feel or hear that someone possessed bad character and had sinned, he would proceed to greet him, befriend him
and speak to him at length. The individual would then become self-conscious and
think to himself, ‘What have I done! If Aharon would know my inner thoughts
and hidden actions, he would never wish to look at me, let alone speak to me. But
he holds me to be someone of refined character, and therefore associates with me.
What should I do? I will make his words true.’ The person would then repent and
become one of Aharon’s students and learn from him.”
As made clear by the Rambam, the way in which Aharon was successful
in effectuating a real change in people was through developing a close relationship with them and treating them with esteem and admiration. Going
out of his way to invest time and effort in those he felt could use a change
in lifestyle, he set out on validating and respecting even the most indecent of people. And inevitably so, it was not long before such individuals
began thinking what type of person was actually taking interest in them.
Why would someone so great as Aharon show interest in someone like me
who is so coarse and brutish? Taken aback by the incongruity between their
true behavior and the way Aharon perceived them, they were left feeling
awkward and misread. What naturally followed was the desire to substantiate Aharon’s view of them. Instead of carrying on in their wicked ways,
they would turn to mending their behavior. Simply put, that was the key to
Aharon’s success. With an attitude and approach that uplifted and valued
others, he improved lives and forged new futures.
But there are a few apparent issues. As any primed educator and parent knows, there are no tricks or shortcuts when it comes to education.
Subterfuge will not yield positive results. How then was Aharon effective?
Why didn’t anyone suspect that Aharon was simply playing a trick? Quite
likely, one could have sensed that Aharon did not truly feel the way he
presented himself to be. Maybe, after all, he was projecting warmth and
respect simply in order to win people over. Perhaps, in the hope of uprooting people’s irreverent ways, he was feigning friendship and offering
insincere praises?
Moreover, why was the response to Aharon’s efforts an emphatic declaration, “I will make his words true!” In wishing to prove Aharon right in his
judgement of character, people looked to take the necessary steps to improving. Yet why wasn’t the reaction just to the contrary? Why didn’t anyone feel,
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“Aharon is a bad judge of character and incorrect in his assessment of my
personality”? What triggered the response to be one of positive reinforcement instead of cynical pessimism?
In truth, however, Aharon was adhering to one of the greatest principles
of positive instruction and life coaching. In the words of Shlomo Hamelech,
the wisest of men, “Do not rebuke the scoffer, lest he hate you; offer rebuke to
the wise and he will love you” (Mishlei 9:8). What does it mean, asks the Ran
(Talmudic commentary), that one should avoid reproving the scoffer? Just as
there is a positive commandment to don Tefillin and observe Shabbos, there
is an obligation to give rebuke when necessary. How therefore can Shlomo
Hamelech say that only the wise individual should be reproved?
Addressing this simple yet penetrating question, the Maharam Shick
beautifully explains the words of the above verse. There is of course a need
for every individual to receive, at the proper time and place, constructive
guidance and counsel. Shlomo Hamelech, however, is speaking to a different
idea altogether. How should you view the person you are giving rebuke to?
With what attitude should you address him?
It is in response to this that Shlomo Hamelech states, “Offer rebuke to
the wise.” If you view the person you are rebuking as a “scoffer,” as someone who is inadequate, troubled and a failure, your words will not only be
rebuffed, but will engender resentment. On the other hand, if you look at
the person as someone who is “wise” – i.e. important, capable and highly
respected – your words will be warmly accepted and embraced. You will be
loved and your advice will happily be heeded. And that is because it was
couched with genuine admiration, esteem and care.
When Aharon looked at another Jew, he saw more than meets the eye.
He recognized that every Jew deep-down wishes to live an upright, moral
life in consonance with the Torah’s dictates. He saw past the exterior facade
and peered into their inner potential and beauty. And that, in truth, was the
real person he was looking at. Hiding behind all the coarseness of character
lied a Jewish gem. “Deep down,” Aharon hinted to the person, “you are someone with tremendous capability and greatness.” Aharon was not putting on a
show; he was simply speaking to the person as per his true, inner quality as a
pristine Jew. And it was to this effect that Aharon’s sincere gestures resonated.
The person realized that Aharon was right. “I am important and I do have
something to offer. I will now set my focus on making his words true. From
now on, I will look to improve myself and absorb Aharon’s teachings.”
The method in which Aharon changed others and the way we change
others is through enabling each individual to see the good within themselves.
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By highlighting their inner prestige and making them feel valued, significant and beloved, our words of guidance will pleasantly and peacefully enter
their ears and reach their hearts.

Dovid: The Spiritual Builder

Rabbi Yisroel Reisman
Building for Eternity

T

ּנופלֶ ת
ֶ ָה ַר ֲח ָמן הּוא יָ ִקים לָ נּו ֶאת ֻסכַ ת ָדוִ ד ַה

May the Merciful One raise for us the fallen Sukkah of Dovid

he Gemara (Zevachim 24a) poses an interesting yet technical question regarding the Beis Hamikdash. When Dovid Hamelech sanctified the floors of the Beis Hamikdash, did he imbue only the top
layer of tiles with sanctity or did he sanctify them all the way down to the
lowest ground level?
While the Gemara provides a practical difference between the two possibilities, one obvious question stands out when reading this passage. Was
it Dovid Hamelech who sanctified the floors of the Beis Hamikdash? He
wasn’t alive when it was built. Shlomo Hamelech, his son, constructed the
Beis Hamikdash (Melachim I 6:1-38). Why then does the Gemara attribute
Dovid to having done so?
In truth, though, the Beis Hamikdash contains two facets. On the one
hand, there is the external building of the Beis Hamikdash, full of beauty
and magnificence. However, there is another aspect to it. And that is its
inner essence. The desire for closeness to Hashem and a relationship with
Him is what defines the true purpose of this majestic structure. As Dovid
Hamelech himself articulates, “My soul yearns, and pines, for the courtyards
of Hashem” (Tehillim 84:3).
Shlomo Hamelech may have fashioned the outer building of the Beis
Hamikdash, yet Dovid Hamelech with his desire to bask in Hashem’s presence and draw near to Him imbued it with eternal sanctity.
The Navi tells us that after the prophet Nassan informed Dovid that he
would not be the one to construct the Beis Hamikdash, but rather his son
would, he nevertheless set out to make the necessary preparations for its
building (Divrei Hayamim I 22:1-16). He bought stones and wood, called
in architects and drew up plans for the future House of Hashem. In this
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sense, while Dovid did not build the actual physical structure, he did everything but. In fact, the Pasuk tells us, “Dovid then gave to his son Shlomo
the plan for the Hall and its structures… and all the plans that were in his
spirit” (ibid., 28:11-12). The spirit, will and heart of Dovid infused the Beis
Hamikdash with its inner essence.
What is remembered for all eternity? What is the Beis Hamikdash referred to? “May the Merciful One raise for us the fallen Sukkah of Dovid.” As
we sit in our Sukkah and beseech Hashem to rebuild the Beis Hamikdash,
it is Dovid Hamelech who is singled out. Shlomo Hamelech fashioned a
beautiful building which lasted for hundreds of years and served as a Divine
dwelling place for Hashem, yet Dovid Hamelech created a building that is
still alive to this very day. Shlomo’s building was unfortunately destroyed,
but Dovid’s lives on for eternity. What remains with us today is the same
desire for closeness with Hashem and the yearning to bask in a wonderful
relationship with our Father in Heaven. That will never be destroyed.
That which Hashem looks for most is the desire, heart and yearning to draw close
to Him. It is something which brings us and all those around us closer to Hashem
not only for the moment, but for eternity. And without question, those thoughts
and actions will continue to inspire and uplift Klal Yisrael for generations.

A Short Message from Rabbi Eytan Feiner

Rav Yaakov Weinberg zt”l once fascinatingly observed that Noach’s
Ark encompassed the entire future of the world within. With the
whole world being destroyed, the future of mankind remained safely
ensconced inside the Teivah of Noach. Not coincidentally, though,
the word teivah not only means “Ark,” but “word” as well. Every
word which escapes our mouth holds the potential of either building
or breaking lives. The future of the world rests no less than at the tip
of our tongue.
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Simchat Torah

Simchat Torah

Rabbi Chaim Dahan
Real Rejoicing

I

ּתֹורה
ָ ַּתֹורה ְּותנּו כָ בֹוד ל
ָ ִשישּו וְ ִש ְמחּו ְב ִש ְמ ַחת
Rejoice and be glad with the celebration of the Torah,
and give honor to the Torah

t was the morning of Simchat Torah as Rabbi Boruch Rabinowitz and
his son, Nata Shlomo, who had Down syndrome, headed off to the yeshiva of Torah V’Daas to dance, sing and revel in the completion of yet
another cycle of the annual Torah reading. Young Nata Shlomo was as happy as could be, as he carried along his beautiful, little Sefer Torah made of
paper which his mother and father had bought him. It was by no means an
authentic Sefer Torah which could be read from, but to Nata Shlomo it was
as real as could be.
As the festive dancing and singing concluded, it was now time to read
from the Torah, and call up each individual for an aliyah, as customarily
done on Simchat Torah. Yet, as often done when large crowds are present, numerous Sifrei Torah were taken out and carried to various parts of
the building for multiple Torah readings to simultaneously occur. As Nata
Shlomo looked on at the many Sifrei Torah being carried off, he began to
wonder what would be of his own little Torah. Approaching the main gabbai of the shul, he posed his question. “Are you going to read from my Sefer
Torah?” The gabbai looked at Nata Shlomo, knowing what the answer was,
but not quite having the heart to tell him. His little paper Sefer Torah was
beautiful, but couldn’t be used to read from.
Looking over at Nata Shlomo and the gabbai was Rav Avraham Pam
zt”l, late Rosh Yeshiva of Torah V’Daas. He had overheard what Nata Shlomo
had said and realized the issue. Without hesitating, Rav Pam got up and
walked over to Nata Shlomo, who still stood aside the gabbai, waiting for the
answer as to why his Sefer Torah could not be used.
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Rav Pam whispered something into Nata Shlomo’s ear. All that was
heard from Nata Shlomo was a soft, compliant reply, “Oh, okay, okay…”
And with that, Nata Shlomo quietly took a seat.
Everyone watched in surprise as Rav Pam appeared to have said the
perfect words to ease Nata Shlomo, yet no one had any idea what it was.
Nata Shlomo peacefully remained seated throughout the remainder of the
prayers, periodically asking his father when everyone would begin going
home.
By the time the prayers finished, it was close to two o’clock in the afternoon. Now it was finally time.
Rav Pam walked over to Nata Shlomo, who was now eagerly waiting.
“Do you remember what I told you Nata Shlomo?” Rav Pam said. “Now it is
your turn.” And so, right then and there, as the many men and women filed
out of the shul, Rav Pam remained with Nata Shlomo dancing and singing.
The two of them enjoyed their own little Hakafot. Nata Shlomo was even
given a make-believe aliyah to his Torah as it was read from aloud.
Now everyone understood what Rav Pam had whispered to Nata Shlomo
earlier. “Nata Shlomo, right now it is time for the older people in shul to use
their Sifrei Torah. After we finish praying, we will use your Torah, and you
will receive an aliyah and we will dance together.”
And that is exactly what they did. The great Rav Pam made time for
young Nata Shlomo and showed him that he mattered and was just as important. Such is the true joy of Simchat Torah and the true mark of a great
Torah leader.

Rabbi Paysach Krohn
We Need You

T

ּתֹורתֹו
ָ ֲא ֶשר ָב ַחר ָבנּו ִמכָ ל ָה ַע ִמים וְ נָ ַתן לָ נּו ֶאת
Who selected us from all the nations and gave us His Torah

here are three very important lessons to be learned from a Sefer
Torah as it applies to us as individuals and as a Jewish nation at large.
Firstly, as the Zohar Hakadosh explains, the word Yisrael stands for,
“Yeish shishim ribo osiyos la’Torah – There are 600,000 letters in the Torah.”
Symbolizing the 600,000 men between the ages twenty and sixty who left
Egypt, of which we all are descendants, each and every Jew has a letter in
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the Torah uniquely meant for them. And that is why if one letter is missing
from a Sefer Torah, it is invalid and cannot be read from. If there is one Jew
in the world who is not fulfilling his role, we all are lacking as a collective
Sefer Torah. We are all vital to the totality of Klal Yisrael, and if one of us is
deficient, we all are too.
Moreover, Jewish law dictates that no two letters overlap. If one letter is
touching another, the Sefer Torah is invalid. The same is true of the Jewish
nation. No two Jews overlap. Every single person is unique and special. There
has never been anyone created like you or anyone else in this world. We all
have our unique mission to fulfill as part of Klal Yisrael which no one else
can carry out but each of us ourselves. We are all born with certain talents
and abilities which must be recognized and appreciated.
Lastly, in contrast to the English language which includes words that
have one letter (such as “a” or “i”), there is not one word in the whole Torah
which has one letter. And that is because a Jew cannot live alone. It is only
when we work together that we accomplish something extraordinary. No
one lives in a vacuum.
A number of years ago, I went for a check-up with my doctor. After the
nurse took my weight and handed my chart to the doctor, I knew I was in for
it. My doctor would demand that I lose weight and improve my health. All
I could wonder was what he would say to me that would make a difference.
I sat there in earnest anticipation and curiosity as to what would come out
of his mouth.
But then he said three simple words: “We need you.” As he said that,
my mouth dropped. That was all he said, but that was all he needed to say.
Each and every Jew is needed by Klal Yisrael and without being healthy, the
welfare of an entire nation is at risk.
And to be sure, I lost seven pounds over the next few weeks.
Thinking about it for some time after, I realized just exactly what my
doctor had done. He had convinced me that I was important and special and
had a role to play. If we could only convince every Jew that they are vital to
the unity and totality of the Jewish people, we would see many significant
improvements. That is the ultimate truth: Klal Yisrael needs every one of us.
And yes indeed, that means you.

Simchat Torah
From Heart to Heart

Words which emanate from the heart – enter the heart
Rabbi Zecharia Wallerstein

Ms. Chevi Garfinkel

I once received a letter from a girl who
composed the most loving poem to
Hashem, full of hope and optimism,
from the deepest and darkest of places. In it she wrote, “Sometimes when
you’re in a dark place, you think you’ve
been buried, but you’ve actually been
planted. You can be in the worst place
in life and believe you are having more
dirt and more dirt being thrown on
your head, and you wonder to Hashem,
‘What are You doing? You are burying
me so deep!’ The truth, though, is that
He is planting you. You are a seed that
is awaiting to grow.”

I do my best and Hashem does the rest.
And when I don’t do my best, Hashem
helps me clean up the mess.

Mrs. Sarah Karmely

HaRav Ovadiah Yosef zt”l once told
me, “Do you know why a Jewish woman
is referred to as a ‘bat yisrael’ (lit. daughter of Israel)? ‘Bat’ in Hebrew refers to
the pupil of the eye, as in bat ayin. A
Jewish woman is the apple of Hashem’s
eye. There is nothing more precious to
Him than His beloved daughters.”

Looking for some real beauty tips? For
beautiful lips, speak words of kindness. For lovely eyes, seek out the good
in people. For a nice physique, share
your food with the hungry. For poise,
walk with the knowledge that you are
never alone.

Rabbi Jonathan Rietti
The determination of a masmid (diligent learner) is not how many hours he
learns a day, but how many minutes he
learns an hour.

Rebbetzin Tziporah Heller
Your issue is not that you feel different;
the issue is that you are different but you
think you’re not supposed to be different.
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Rabbi Meyer Bodner
Our Sages teach, “Greet every person
with a pleasant countenance” (Pirkei Avos
1:15). The Mishnah specifically uses the
all-encompassing term “every person”
because it includes ourselves. No matter
how many mistakes and failures we have,
we are obligated to still accept ourselves
and love ourselves exactly the way we are.

Rabbanit Yemima Mizrachi

Rebbetzin Ruthie Halberstadt
The flame of candle, representative of the
Jewish soul (Mishlei 20:27), always points
upwards. Under all circumstances, it refuses to face down. A Jew is the same. He
is always growing, developing and striving
to reach greater and greater heights.

Rabbi Paysach Krohn
The right temperature in a home is maintained by warm hearts, not hot heads.
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