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 בס"ד 

 

 

 

 

hat does a believing Jew do with his /her pain when encountering 

these unexplainable events? 
 

 On the holiest night of Lag Ba’Omer, (called Hod SheB’Hod, in the sefira 

count) righteous people, young and old, gathered to connect to the tzaddik Rebbe 

Shimon on his Yom Hilloula—and at the very height of our rejoicing with the holy 

Tanna, the mida of Din was executed by Hashem, and 45 perfect tzadikim were sud-

denly handed a precision blow. 
 The Jewish people have recently lived through a most intense and challeng-

ing month.  It began with the tragedy in Meron, followed by the disaster at the chas-

sidic gathering Erev Shavuot in Givat Ze’ev, quickly followed by the war with Hamas. 

 During this short war, Israel was bombarded with thousands of missiles, forc-

ing a million Israelis to sit in shelters. Not to mention, the loss of so many precious 

lives, and families ripped apart—all leaving a gaping hole in the collective neshama 

of Klal Yisrael.  How... and why? 

 

My response to all this, is the response that I learned from my 

dear parents and mother-in-law, all Holocaust survivors. They 

would say, ”About what Hashem gives, we don’t ask any ques-

tions!”  This is the embodiment of “Emunah peshuta”—which 

is translated as “simple faith”—but really, it’s NOT so “simple”. 

 Perhaps you might be saying to yourselves “Yes, but that type of response 

was ‘second nature’ for that generation. But as for us, we don’t even reach to the 

level of their ankles!” True, we don’t come close to their level of faith. However, we 

do have tools in our “Toolbox of Emuna” that have to be grabbed onto precisely in 

these times. 

 Let’s examine a few lessons from this month of Tammuz, and see how we 

can zero in on the energy of this month and find comfort.  Sefer Hayetzira explains 

that each month has a letter of the Aleph Beit that’s associated with that month. 

Rabbi Meir Gabbai (who lived just prior to the Chida, Rav Chaim David Azulai) teach-

es that the month of Tammuz is associated with the letter “ches”  )ח(which is 

connected to the word “chomah“, a wall.  A protective wall guards a city from its en-

emies. Additionally, a wall represents “no bending”— a certain stubbornness. 

 The Jewish people are referred to as “Am Keshei Oref, a stiff-necked peo-

ple”.  And “stiff-necked” is precisely the midda that guaranteed our survival through-

out the ages. 

 Upon hearing the word “stiff- necked”, one thinks of “stubborn”—and true, 

we are a stubborn nation. We are stubbornly committed to finding Hashem, even in 

the deepest darkness and pain. This is our legacy, our badge of honor, and we are 

unflappable. 
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  We draw upon our inner strength to endure the unexplainable, and it’s in our DNA, be-

queathed to Avraham Avinu as he brought his one and only beloved son, Yitzchak, as a sacrifice.  

Binding our “Ratzon “(will) to the Will of our Creator is at the essence of our being “lekafuf 

ratzeinu— (nullifying one’s will to Hashem-[Pirkei Avot]). 

 A Jew must firmly believe “לא הכל טוב אבל הכל לטובה״- (Lo hakol tov, aval hakol letova- not all 

Is good, but all is FOR the good)— and connect to the rock solid faith that Hashem is moving us closer to Mashiach’s 

revelation.  This phenomenon becomes evident when one reflects back historically, and realizes that our sages have 

predicted and expounded upon the fact that in the end of time, prior to Mashiach, the last great battle will be with 

the uprising of Yishmael (which we are experiencing in our days). 

 How did this come about? In the merit that the Yishmaelim do a partial Brit Milah, they will have access to 

the holyland and a great battle will ensue. 

 Just as Rebbe Akiva was asked why he was smiling— when he saw foxes walk through the ruins of the Sec-

ond Temple— and replied,  “If the first part of the prophet’s prophecy has come true, I am confident that the second 

part will be revealed as well, and I will see the Temple rebuilt!”  How do we access this type of bitachon? 

  Listed below are some of the verses I turn to in challenging times, along practical suggestions and 

points to ponder—with the hope that we can all transform Jewish suffering into Jewish strength. 

 Strategy # 1: There is a verse from the Talmud, Tractate Shabbat 88:72:   עולבים ואינם נעלבים- שומעים חרפתם

“—ביסורים   ושמחים -ואינם משיבים Those who are insulted, and do not insult back; who hear their shame and do not 

respond [in kind] and feel grateful for their tribulation.” 

 How is this achievable? Replace negative, doubtful thoughts with positive ones when feeling pained, con-

fused, or disappointed— and choose to remain silent. 

 Silence was Aharon Hakohen’s response when hearing of his (.vayidom Aharon- and Aharon was silent) -”וידום אהרו״ 

sons’ death. He chose to remain silent, over lashing out in a bitter response. 

 We can learn from this to tap into self-control and our ability to rise above adversity and turn to Hashem in 

prayer with the above-mentioned “emuna peshuta”, knowing that what Hashem does is for our ultimate good, 

whether visible now, or only at a later date. Yearning for these madreigot (levels)brings blessing to us aside from the 

greatest gift which is the gift of serenity that only Hashem can provide. 

  

 Strategy #2: There is a pasuk:  כגמול עלי אמו(Tehillim 103 ). King David eloquently writes he is “like a suckling 

baby feeling secure in the embrace of his mother’s arms”. What does this mean? 

 No one can do anything to us without Hashem’s wanting it to happen. We must trust everything to Him, 

knowing He is the only One running the world, and He has our ultimate good in mind. We should feel as if we are 

just like a suckling baby in the “arms” of Hashem. 

 

 Strategy #3: We should beg Hashem that, in the merit of our unwavering faith in 

Him, we will be rewarded with yet increased  faith, as the verse in Tehillim 27 teaches: “ קוה

 Kaveh el Hashem— chazek v’ametz libecha, v’kaveh el)אל השם חזק ואמץ לבך וקוה אל השם ״. 

Hashem- Trust in Hashem; strengthen your heart, and trust in Hashem”).  What is the mean-

ing of the repetition of the words “trust in Hashem”? 

When we flex our spiritual muscles of faith and hope, we activate the “response mecha-

nism” from up above, and our heart is blessed with a new, redoubled strengthening. 

Simply put: Our spiritual “muscles” have the ability to grow, and they can pump new emotional and spiritual energy 

into our being. 

 Strategy #4 -”ואני תפילה״V’ani tefila”. David Hamelech said about himself “I am Prayer“. 

In other words, “My essence is prayer”. This self-definition, this “raison d’etre”, was connection to Hashem through 

tefilla— whether in battle, while being pursued, or at night under his blankets in hitbodidut. 
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 Strategy # 5    We must return to the skills of our forefathers 

and the rich legacy that they bequeathed to us as it says in Tehillim 

 V’tza’aku v’Hashem shome’a—Call out and)וצעקו והשם שומע״  :34

Hashem hears). 

Our turning point in Egypt was precisely when the Jews cried out to 

Hashem (”  they cried to Hashem) and their prayers -ויזעקו ותעל שעותם

rose to heaven—and that was the beginning of the  turn- around. 

 

 Strategy #6   On a final note ,The Arizal has taught that when 

asked how he merited to have such sublime levels of connection to 

Hashem,  he responded, “Doing my mitzvot with simcha, in any cir-

cumstance”. Serving Hashem with joy! 

 

 When the families of the Meron kedoshim, who experienced 

such horrible loss, were able to accept that first Shabbat, less than 

24 hours after the tragic news at Meron— when they were able to 

grab onto emuna amidst such pain and suffering and do Hashem’s 

Will— they most certainly pierced  the heavens! 

 

 In conclusion, I would like to share a story told of the Blu-

zhover Rebbe, Rabbi Yisrael Spira, that took place in the concentra-

tion camps during the Holocaust, on the first night of Chanuka. 

The Rebbe managed to collect some oil and wicks to light a make-

shift rickety menorah. The inmates gathered around the Rebbe and 

he emotionally recited all three brachot of Chanuka. A Jewish man in 

the crowd— not particularly observant—posed a question to the 

Rebbe. 

 “Rabbi, I understand how you were able to recite the first two bra-

chot, over the act of lighting the candles, with deep emotion— but 

how did you say the third bracha, Shehechyanu,** with such fervor?  

How can we say a “Shehechiyanu” in such a “gehinnom“-such a hell? 

 

 The Rebbe paused, and answered: “In truth I had your same 

question, just as I was about to recite that blessing. But I looked up 

at the faces of so many who had gathered—broken souls, weak and 

exhausted, yet yearning to partake in a mitzvah— and I said to my-

self  “this is truly worthy of a bracha Shehechiyanu!!! 

 

 May we merit to internalize these above lessons, digging 

deep into our rich “Emuna Toolbox”, and may our emuna rip open 

the gates of heaven and bring Mashiach speedily in our days, Amen! 

 

**“Baruch atah Hashem, Elokeinu Melech HaOlam, shehechayanu, 

v’kiyamanu, v’higianu lazman hazeh”. 

Blessed are You, Hashem our G-d, King of the Universe, Who has giv-

en us life, maintained us, and brought us to this time. 

 

 

 Strategy #1   “Those who are insulted and do 

not insult back”- 

 •Replace negative, doubtful thoughts with 

positive ones when feeling pained, confused, 

or disappointed— and choose to remain si-

lent. 

 •Tap into self-control and our ability to rise 

above adversity and turn to Hashem in prayer, 

knowing that what Hashem does is for our 

ultimate good. 

   

Strategy #2   “Be like a “suckling baby feeling 

secure in the embrace of his mother’s arms”. 

  No one can do anything to us without 

Hashem’s wanting it to happen. We must trust 

everything to Him, knowing He is the only One 

running the world, and He has our ultimate 

good in mind. 

 

 Strategy #3   “Trust in Hashem; strengthen 

your heart, and trust in Hashem”. We should 

beg Hashem that, in the merit of our unwaver-

ing faith in Him, we will be rewarded with yet 

increased  faith. 

 Our spiritual “muscles” have the ability to 

grow, and they can pump new emotional and 

spiritual energy into our being. 

 

 Strategy #4    “V’ani tefila” I am prayer 

Connect to Hashem through prayer— morn-

ing, noon and evening, talk to Hashem in your 

own words, pouring out your heart to Him. 

Tell Him all your troubles and issues, thank 

Him for all His blessings and gifts, confess 

what might have been wrong, and ask for help 

with anything. He longs to hear from us! 

 

 Strategy #5    “Call out and Hashem hears”. 

 Our turning point is precisely when we cry 

out to Hashem in anguish. Then our situation 

turns around. 

  

Strategy #6    Serve Hashem with simcha! 

 No matter what the situation, strive to do 

Hashem’s Will with joy!  
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 When we see an anti-religious government take 

over in Israel we must strengthen our emunah and real-

ize that G-d is in charge and sending us a message. We 

have seen over the last few months tragedy in Meron 

and Givat Ze'ev as well as the war with Hamas and the 

increased anti-semitism around the globe that the Jewish 

people need to do more in their Avodas Hashem and 

their shemiras hamitzvos. What should we work on? Eve-

rything. 

 We have to show G-d in some way, no matter 

how small it is that we want to be better and strive to be 

closer to Him. If we see tragedy around us and increased 

hardship in Israel, and we don't change at all, then G-d 

forbid it could be a lot worse! We need to realize that 

these are not isolated incidents as we are being given 

ample opportunity to wake up from our spiritual slum-

ber.  

 The month of Tammuz is upon us which means 

that in the next few weeks we will be fasting on the 17th 

of Tammuz, bringing in the 3 week remembrance of the 

destruction of the Beis Hamikdash and subsequent trage-

dies that have befallen the Jewish people.  May we be 

introspective in these trying times to work on ourselves 

and bring an end to the tragedies and anti-semitism and 

bring the geulah shleimah bimheira v'yamenu! 
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My mother in law, Evelyn Kozak (Chava Rivka)  זצ״לwas very special. She lived to be almost 114 years old. 

 

She was born in 1899, on the lower east side of Manhattan, to immigrants from the Ukraine who were followers of the 

previous Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rebbe Yosef Yitzchak Shneersohn, of blessed memory. She used to tell us that when she 

was a young girl, she had been very ill, and her father Reb Yair Yitzchak Jacobson zt”l had gotten a blessing for her re-

covery from the Rebbe- and not only did she recover, but she survived many miracles and lived to a very advanced 

age- always attributing all of this to that one blessing! 

 

Bubby was the most special mother in law, who never ceased to worry and care about her loved ones, till the end of 

her days.  Unfortunately, I was divorced in September 2000, but this did not end our relationship- it was only the be-

ginning of a new one.  I'm sure the divorce was a terrible blow to her, but she was determined to maintain what to her, 

was a vital link with the mother of her beloved grandchildren. I know it must not have been an easy thing for Bubby, 

but she was always determined to be mesiras nefesh- to “go the extra mile”- to do the right thing. 

 

Indeed, the first time I visited her after the divorce, she sat the whole entire time- for 

hours upon hours-holding my hand, and wouldn't let go. It seemed as if she were holding 

on for dear life!  She was 101 years old and living in an assisted living apartment in Pitts-

burgh at the time.  We kept up the visits each year for her birthday.  From my first visit, it 

was only love. She treated me as if I were a queen! 

 

Bubby was a very giving person, and always did chesed-kindness- for others. Her chesed was complete- a whole pack-

age from A to Z. When she was younger, she took care of her elderly tenants, sent care packages and money to us, and 

worried about us night and day.  When she got older herself, she would give away whatever she had. If, as in her later 

years in a nursing home- she had nothing available to give, she would share her nursing home lunch, setting aside a 

little bit for herself, and then giving out the rest to whomever was there. She even sent her blanket from the assisted 

living apartment, to me! I always used this blanket, and it was like I went to sleep being covered with her love. 

 

At age 110, she was the oldest living person in Pittsburgh, and the mayor of Pittsburgh sent her a special commemora-

tive plaque, and there were reporters from the local TV station sent to interview her and film a clip of her birthday par-

ty at the nursing home.  "Good Morning America" also came to interview Bubby, and the interview was broadcast na-

tionwide! What a kiddush Hashem! That was in August, 2009. 
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She talked about how honest her father was, to the Nth degree, and how he supported lots of poor people, was so kind 

to his employees; how her mother saved her own life because of the kindness she did to a poor woman who knocked 

on the door, whom she gave a bed to rest, a bath, clothes and food— and who confessed she had been sent to kill her 

for her jewelry but couldn’t do it because she was so kind to her.   Bubby also spoke about 

how she didn’t go to sleep before forgiving anyone who had quarreled with her or wronged 

her. 

Unfortunately 6 months later, she suffered a major stroke on her right side, and life 

changed drastically for her. She couldn't swallow properly, her speech was garbled, and she 

could no longer get up and walk. The nursing home felt that she would have wanted to just "let go" and pass from the 

world, so they didn't take measures to save her life. 

 

By the greatest Divine Providence, my daughter Sari and her husband Yishai had just moved back from Israel and were 

living across the street from my daughter Bruchie in the Kensington neighborhood of Brooklyn.  Immediately, although 

Bruchie had just given birth 3 weeks before, they all got mobilized and rented a car and Yishai drove Bruchie and Sari 

(and the new baby and Sari's toddler Chevy) to Pittsburgh. Their father flew in from Tucson. 

 

After Bubby was stabilized, they all went home- but quickly returned, when complications arose. It soon became obvi-

ous that Bubby needed to be brought to Brooklyn so that Bruchie could be on top of what was happening with her and 

help manage her care. No one else was in the position to do this, and it was amazing that Bruchie, who of all my kids, 

had always been especially close to Bubby, was now in the position to take over her care- and had the desire to do this 

difficult task! 

 

Bruchie, who had barely recuperated from giving birth, spent days at Bubby's side, advocating for her and organizing 

her transfer to New York.  Then she had Bubby transferred by ambulance to Brooklyn, to a nursing home there. I was 

the one to receive her, and I stayed with her the whole night, trying to help her in a facility that wasn't adequate to 

provide the care she needed. In the morning, it was determined that she needed to go to Maimonides Hospital, where 

she ended up staying for a few weeks, after which she was discharged to a different rehabilitation center. 

 

Bubby didn't really know exactly what had happened to her in Pittsburgh. We were afraid to break the news to her that 

she had suffered a stroke. She kept trying to get up on her own and had to be restrained so she wouldn't hurt herself or 

pull out any tubes.  During this time, Bubby was terribly frightened and clung to us constantly for dear life. I stayed 

awake a few times with her overnight till we could find someone to do this on a regular basis. 

 

In all, Bubby spent about a month in the hospital, counting Pittsburgh and Brooklyn, and six weeks in the rehabilitation 

facility, constantly suffering from not-too- gentle handling. The night she entered the rehab center, she really “woke 

up”, and started speaking a lot for the first time since the night the family had arrived in Pittsburgh after the stroke, 

(after which she had relapsed into a mostly sleeping state, probably due to an at-that-point-undiagnosed urinary tract 

infection).  She requested to come live in Bruchie’s home, and continued to beg Bruchie for the next six weeks to take 

her home- and Bruchie agreed! 

 

Bruchie made all the arrangements for this, and right before Pesach, she brought Bubby into her home, with a hospital 

bed and full-time aides.  Her husband Avrumy and the whole family were extremely supportive, but some of us worried 

that this arrangement would prove to be too much to handle. Bruchie was caring for Bubby, but she is my own daugh-

ter, and I worried terribly for her! 

In the end, it proved- although extremely challenging- to be the experience of a lifetime, something to cherish forever. 

But what immediately followed, was a nightmare for Bruchie. She had no medical background at all, had a very small 

baby, and the first year, the aides provided by the healthcare agency she was using, were inadequate. What a disaster! 
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She always reached out her hand to me with an iron grip, holding on like no tomorrow, and would gaze into my face 

for the longest time, as if she were back again, long ago, gazing at the young girl who had just married her son.  Bubby 

was very intuitive. She was also very spiritual. She could see things and know things that others couldn't. 

 

When she was just post-stroke, and we didn't know if she would make it, I had read a story about a man who had 

saved his mother's life by persuading her to cover her hair.  So, I suggested this to Bubby. 

(Unbeknownst to me, Bruchie's daughter Sara Devora had made the same suggestion.) 

 

The next time my daughter visited, Bubby asked to cover her hair! And indeed, she began to fulfill this mitzva. 

I feel the merit of kisui rosh—covering the head with a tichel, shaitel, etc., tipped the balance for Bubby during that 

time.  She also grew in other ways, taking on to say blessings over her food and always asking us, to make sure that 

the food she was being served was kosher.  She also started saying "Baruch Hashem" all day long.  Bubby told Bruchie 

that it was because of Bruchie's overwhelming kindness to her, that she took on to be more observant of these things. 

 

Bubby told Bruchie that at the time when she was experiencing the stroke, she had some kind of otherworldly experi-

ence- and during this episode-as she related- Hashem had communicated something to her.  “This time I was really 

supposed to die,” Bubby related.   

“But I begged Hashem to let me live. He agreed, on certain conditions. “ 

 

"What  conditions?" Bruchie asked her. 

 

"As you see me now," Bubby explained. (She had lost her ability to stand and walk, the use of 

her right hand, and her speech and swallowing abilities had been impaired.) 

 

But in spite of it all, Bubby merited three more years of life, surrounded by her loved ones- the ones who loved her the 

most- in a Shomer Shabbos (Sabbath observant) home, in the city of her childhood. She merited saying countless 

blessings, lighting countless Shabbos candles, covering her hair, and being close to Hashem and praising Him daily. 

 

She also merited many outright miracles. 

 

For example, on three separate occasions, her condition had deteriorated to the point that she no longer had vital 

signs- her heartbeat and breathing had stopped- and the monitor showed a flatline- but on each occasion, she miracu-

lously and spontaneously revived, without resuscitation!  The third such episode had been caused by the hospital 

nurses neglecting to suction the mucus in her throat. She stopped breathing, her heart stopped, and she was "flatline" 

for 15 minutes.  When the staff finally did suction her, while trying to insert intubation before attempting CPR, she 

spontaneously revived. Yes, Bubby experienced techiyas hameisim—resurection from dead on three occasions!  And, 

she merited after this, to return home safely, and return to her previous state  as before. Hashem can do anything! 

 

On her 113th birthday, she said to me privately, 

"I dreamt I was with Hashem, and I heard voices of people suffering... crying out with terrible suffering!" 

 

I said, "Bubby, don't worry, you have suffered enough in your life (she was widowed, and lost two children in her life-

time. She also had survived a tumor. May we not know from any more of these things). 

 

I said, "Bubby, you're going to go STRAIGHT to Gan Eden!" Her face relaxed after that, she calmed down, and was 

peaceful. 
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Rising early to a ringing phone - what's so urgent? 

The helper doesn't feel well, she can't come 

No one else can come in her place?  So I'm it 

This is our chance, you and I, to bring the geula 

 

The difficulties no one challenges 

The hardships are not in question 

The question is - can we do this, you and I, in simcha? 

 

Can I overcome my discomfort? 

Can we hold our tongue, even in the difficulty? 

So much silent suffering that nobody knows 

Nobody?  Only One 

 

This is a test, an opportunity to raise our banner 

To show that we believe, we have koach 

We trust it is all truly a gift 

A gift?  The greatest gift 

 

The chance to fix what was left undone 

Last time, to earn the chesed, as it were 

Can I do it?  Can I see beyond the minute details? 

Can I find a deeper meaning in the suffering and pain? 

Let me acknowledge the enormous good 

 

Let me take nothing for granted 

Let me see beyond the wall in front of me 

And say Thank You for the wonderful life  

You have given me! 

 

The last 3 years and 3 months of Bubby’s life, dur-

ing which she lived surrounded by her grandchil-

dren and great grandchildren, may well have been 

one of the happiest periods in her life. 

 

Although she was bedridden, partially paralyzed, 

could do almost nothing for herself and later, was-

n’t able to eat by mouth, she derived tremendous 

happiness from being under the same roof with 

her great grandchildren. She had always loved ba-

bies, and they simply lit up her life. 

 

After three challenging, but unbelievably amazing 

years in Bruchie’s home, "Invincible Bubby" finally 

left us, following a massive heart attack. 

 

But even though we were suddenly bereft of this 

incredible Matriarch who had left an indelible im-

pression on the lives of everyone around her, leav-

ing a gaping void in our lives that was not easily 

filled; nonetheless we were left with a consolation 

that will stay with us forever: Her date of passing 

was Gimel Tammuz, the date we celebrate the 

passing of the most recent Lubavitcher Rebbe, 

Rebbe Menachem Mendel of blessed memory! 

 

And it was indeed a consolation for us. 

 

May Bubby’s memory be for a blessing for all of us; 

may this story about her be a merit for the soul of 

Chava Rivka bas Yair Yitzchak ztl,  and may her 

merits protect us!  
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It was supposed to be something that would take an hour or so while he would be awake and alert, and he would leave the 
hospital the same day.  Hashem had a different plan, and the operation went wrong.  When the doctor put the instrument 
up the leg to clear the blockage, he did something he shouldn’t have done, and my father started to bleed internally. His 
life at that moment was on the line.   

The doctor leaped to my father and put something under his tongue. “Mr. Bensoussan, you better take this quick, or you 
are going to lose your life”.  My father listened, put it under his tongue, and he was “out” in a minute.  They did emergen-
cy surgery, opened up the entire leg and stopped the bleeding.  But little did they know, until he woke up an hour later, 
 that due to this terrible mishap, my father suffered a stroke, and unfortunately, had lost his vision.  They did an MRI and 
saw he had suffered a “minor stroke”, but it wasn’t so “minor”,  because he had lost his vision, which was terribly impaired. 

I remember coming the next day to visit my father, after hearing how the operation had gone wrong— not knowing what to 
expect.  It was frightening.  I walked into the room and up to the person who was the biggest person in my world, the big-
gest person in my life—my father, my rock, my strength.  I walked into the room, and he couldn’t see me, he had lost his 
peripheral vision.  He was sitting hunched over, not even realizing I had walked in.  

I was about to break down crying from that alone.  I walked up to him and literally put my nose in front of his face and 
said, “Abba, can you see me?”  I saw how broken he was— how confused he was — It was like he was thinking, “What’s hap-
pening to me?  How did it happen?  

I can’t believe I am in this type of situation — I can’t see!” I started to give him some chizuk — some words of comfort. 

“Abba, Hashem is going to help you.  Abba, Hashem is with you.  Abba, you’ll see, we read that sometimes in this situa-
tion, the vision does come back — it might not be permanent damage.  Let’s daven!”  But I saw how broken he was.  This 
went on for weeks,  and his vision did not come back.  He was left literally with just a small tunnel of vision right in front 
of his eyes.  Anything else— a few feet away— was already out of his scope. 

And then the z’man, the learning semester started.  My father is a Rabbi with a small shul in Lakewood— a Sephardi shul 
on the outside of Westgate—and he’s also a part of the Kollel of the shul. 

The z’man started and I said to myself, He must be broken. He can't go to shul to learn —he can’t see.  That day I called up 
my Mother and I said, “Let me talk to Abba, I wanted to give him a little boost, I’m sure it's bothering him that he couldn’t 
go back to learn.” 

“What, your father, not going back?  You don’t know your father— he’s a stubborn man. You don’t know what I went 
through this morning!   After your father finished davening I saw him feeling around the walls of the house, making his 
way to the front of the house, opening the closet, pulling out his jacket, putting on his hat and making his way to the front 
door, wishing me good-bye... he was going to Yeshiva!  “ 

“I said, ‘Are you out of your mind? You can’t see two inches in front of your face!  How are you going to see the Gemara? 
You have to see the words!  How are you going to even make it to Yeshiva if you can’t even find the front door of the 
house??’   

“He was feeling his way around and he found the front door and was feeling his fingers over the locks trying to figure them 
out and pulling on the handle, and he got out the door and made his way to the front stoop.  I ran outside and pulled him 
into the car— I realized I’m not getting anywhere with him.  You want to go? Go!’   

ears ago my father went into the hospital for a routine surgery, which they called a “routine proce-
dure”.  He had a blockage in his leg. The doctor said it would be “No big deal—we’re going to use a 
local anesthetic, and some kind of instrument to clear out the blockage”.   
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I drove him to the Yeshiva and I called some of the guys to come out and pull him out of the car— and they held onto him 
and walked him, step by step. They took him in and sat him down in his spot right in front of the Kollel.  

You want to talk to your father?”  And she hands my father the phone.  

I said, “Abba, where in the world did you go this morning? You’re supposed to be relaxing, you're supposed to be resting, 
you're supposed to be giving yourself a break. Why are you pushing yourself?” 

“Why am I pushing myself?  Do you think for one minute that when the door closed on my Torah, I was going to take 
this ‘sitting down’ —that I was going to ‘throw in the towel’?  Do you think that I am going to let this go?  I went to Kollel 
this morning. I sat down in my place and I opened up my Gemara to Baba Kama and I looked at that page, and I didn’t 
see a thing. I didn’t see a thing!   

“And I said, ‘Abba, Hashem, I am not going to move from here until You let me see the page. Abba, give me the daf —just 
let me see the lines!  Let me just see the form. Let me just see the page.  I’m not moving from here until you let me see the 
page!’   

I sat there—and you’re not going to believe this — I looked down and I saw the ‘sugya’ the Daf. I saw the page!  I was able 
to see the layout.  I was able to see the islands in the middle of the Gemara!  I was able to see the surrounding columns of 
the Gemara, of Rashi, Tofasos on the outer side and the left side of the page, I saw a ‘Sura’.   

I saw the Daf!   

“I said,  ‘Abba, thank you!  Abba, thank you!          
 In the beginning of every mesechta, the tractate, the first word of the Mishna is always enlarged.  

So I said, ‘Abba, could you at least let me see the big word, the first word of the Mishna’.   

You are not going to believe this. I looked down and I saw the first word, ‘Arbah’-(four).  I said, ‘Abba, thank you!  Thank 
you!  You gave me the first word.  The big word.  Abba, can you give me another word?! Abba, can you give me another 
word? I want to see one more word, Abba, just one more word!’   

“You’re not going to believe this. I looked down and I saw the smaller word.  I saw ‘avot’, fathers. 

 And after I saw this word, I said ‘Abba, I’m not leaving this seat until you let me finish the line. And I finished the line.   

And then I saw the word, ‘zekim’.  You’re not going to believe this. 

“I said, I said ‘Abba, give me another word, another word!’   I saw the ‘shor’ (the ox), I saw the ‘bor’ (the pit)— I saw the 
‘mavel’, I saw the ‘hevel’ and I started to cry! 

I don’t know how, I don’t know what,—but in my tears, the words of the Mishnah started coming through the prism of 
the tears, and I was able to read the rest of the Mishnah! 

“After two hours, I finished the amud—the column. 

I was turning the page. Would you believe? I almost did a blatt of Gemara today?!  The first day of the z’man! Not bad for a 
man who’s blind!  

“You called me and you asked me why I went to Kollel. I went to fight for my Torah.  No one is going to close the door 
on my Torah — no one.”   

This is the avoda Hashem is looking for today. 

That’s the avoda of the “closed door”.  When it is slammed in your face, when it’s caught you by surprise, when you are 
pushed away, and you are challenged to see, how strong are you? How strong is your commitment?  Hashem says, ‘I want to 
know what you are made of —if you could push through this, get back up, fight for Me, give Me the greatest nachas, pleas-
ure’…  From these people, Mashiach will come! 
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Towards the end of the book the angel tells Daniel: 

“There will be a time of trouble such as there has never been from the beginning of the nation until that 

time, and at that time your people will escape—all who are found written in the book.” 

 What is this book?  And what are the books referred to in our literature:  “All your actions are recorded in the 

book”, “the books of the living and the books of the dead are opened”; “the signature of every person is in it and it 

reads itself.”?  What are they made of?  What kind of writing material is used?  And how can a book read itself? 

 The answer is given by Rabbi Yosef Yaavetz.  The book G-d writes on the human soul, in which all deeds and all 

thoughts are recorded. 

 If so, the prayer “Write us in the book of Life” is a prayer for heavenly aid.  We are asking for success in our 

efforts to impress on our innermost soul our desire to live a life of holiness.  There are impressions 

which are related to redemption, and others related to livelihood, forgiveness, merits etc.  All 

these  come from a person’s innermost state. 

The Book of Remembrance 

“Then those who fear G-d speak together, one to the other, and it is recorded in the Book of Re-

membrance before Him, for those who fear Him and think of His name.”  This refers to people 

who, in close companionship, discuss together the problems of maintaining a G-d—fearing attitude in an environment 

which denies the value of serving G-d and keeping His mitzvot.  The Book of Remembrance is the record of spiritual 

work carried out by souls who are united in words of reverence and faith. 

 This lasting impression stands them in good stead, even in times of the greatest trouble.  Even in “a time of 

trouble such as there has never been since the beginning of the nation”—such as that 

referred to in Daniel in the quotation at the beginning of this essay— “those who are 

recorded in the Book shall escape.”  What book?  The Book of Remembrance referred 

to above. 

 The emphasis on “speaking to one another” in the verse in Malachi is ex-

plained by the gemara in Berachot. 

“Wherever we find two people sitting together and discussing Torah—the Shechina 

rests between them,” citing his verse as proof text.  Rabbi Menahem Meiri explains:  “Since they are discussing this 

together, the words are more deeply engraved on their imagination.”  This confirms what we cited above:  that what-

ever is engraved on the          imagination is recorded on one’s soul—and this is G-d’s Book of Remembrance. 
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 Drasha from Rav Moshe Stenbuch on Parshas Behaloscha May 27, 2921 

To receive these weekly Divrei Torah email—benipray@netvision.net.il 

 

 

 

 

  

We would have thought that the generation of the wilderness had no shortage of zekeinim to 

enlighten and guide them. Why did they need Yisro? 

 The ba’alei mussar explain that transgressing Jews and the Eirev Rav claimed that an ordinary 

person could not become sanctified and serve Hashem - that was the prerogative of Moshe Rabbeinu, 

the “ish haElokim,” (man of G-d) who was completely different from any other person. 

 Yisro had tried out every type of idol worship known in his time before discovering the Torah. 

This happened by virtue of his persistence and honesty, and in his journey for the truth he reached 

extremely high spiritual levels. His personal example served as an example for the Eirev Rav (the 

mixed multitude) and transgressing Jews of the levels a person can attain through his own efforts. 

However distant he may be from Hashem, he is capable of recognizing Him and coming closer to 

Him by contemplating the meaning of life. 

 Rav Sternbuch heard an alternate explanation from the late Satmar Rebbe, Rav Yoel 

Teitelbaum. 

Yisro grew up among non-Jews, and had been one of Paroh’s advisers. He was therefore very flu-

ent 

in the outlook and mentality of the Eirev Rav, which were now having a negative influence on the 

Jews and giving them much trouble. Hence, he was uniquely qualified to advise the nation about how 

to deal with them. In our generation too, baalei teshuvah (returnees to Judaism) have an insight into 

the souls of our erring brethren and are uniquely qualified to assist us in our dealings with them. 

In any event, according to both explanations, only the Eirev Rav and transgressing Jews were in 

need of Yisro, not the rest of the nation chas v’shalom, (G-d forbid) who had Moshe Rabbeinu as 

their leader. He was the eyes of the nation. 

 In each generation, the Gedolei Yisrael are called the “eyes of the congregation” because they 

have a special power of discernment. They do not merely consider the present, but rather look into 

the future and perceive the potential danger of certain things for the Jewish nation, when the rest of the nation does 

not perceive it. 
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 How did the 21-year-old newlywed from Meah 

Shearim form an immediate bond with street kids, gang-

sters, and hardened prisoners?  

 How did he transform a crime-ridden city into a 

place of hope, learning, and Torah?  

 How did he begin with 18 boys who needed a 

home, and create a vast empire of chessed for tens of 

thousands of children?  

 How did Rav Grossman of Migdal HaEmek be-

come a symbol of Jewish unity, revered by religious and 

non-religious alike, beloved by all of Klal Yisrael.  

 How did he become a Living Legend?  

 In one amazing story after another, bestselling 

author Rabbi Nachman Seltzer shows us the mesirus 

nefesh, compassion, vision and incredible siyata d’Shma-

ya that have always been a part of Rav Yitzchak Dovid 

Grossman’s life.  

 And as we are entertained and engaged by these 

truly remarkable stories, we will also be learning just how 

he did it — through the incomparable power of   absolute 

Ahavas Yisrael.  

 

 Rabbi Grossman, seemingly a master of the 
human psyche, uses an indirect method to eradicate 
erroneous mindsets.  He bypasses the direct confronta-
tion, and instead, tunnels into the heart. 
                Maybe some of the beneficiaries of his meth-
od, had been greatly deprived as children, or the objects 
of powerful negative input, or forceful parenting. As 
such, directly confronting them with intellectual argu-
ments, would only further petrify their stony hearts. 
  As any one who has worked in a garden knows, 
it is almost impossible to pull a large clump of old knot-
ted roots from frozen, hardened soil.  You can strain 
and almost break your back trying, and still the roots 
will remain, unbudgeable.  
 An experienced gardener won’t even try this 
method.  Either he will wait for a gentle warm rain, or 
pour water on the packed dirt— letting the water soften 
the earth and seep down to weaken the roots. 
 
Example: 
In our times how many have remained  
unmoved by those who scream, week 
after week, “Shabbos, Shabbos!”?  
 
 Rabbi Grossman could have also encouraged 
people to shout “Shabbos, Shabbos!”— but he remem-
bered a better way from the example of his Rebbe, Rab-
bi Aryeh Levin. 

 Rav Aryeh caused a shopkeeper in the Ma-
chaneh Yehudah shuk, to close after only one very low 
key encounter, where he just came and sat outside the 
man’s shop on erev Shabbos. 
 Rabbi Grossman deliberated. Should he walk 
into a restaurant and deliver a blistering mussar 
shmuess, a scathing attack on the patrons? There is a 
good chance that such a shmuess would anger them. 
So he said, “No, this is not my way!”   He had learned 
at the feet of his rebbe that empathy and understanding 
is the best way to go.   

 What follows is an unbelievable, phenomenal 
example of how he started “fighting” Shabbos desecra-
tion in Migdal HaEmek, where almost all shopkeepers 
were initially open on Shabbos.  And when he finished, 
two years later, none were open! 
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He entered the restaurant and made his way to the middle of the room, where 

he raised his voice, as if he were the chazzan (cantor) in a Safardaric beit Knes-

set, and called out, “Va’anachnu nevarech Kah mei’ atah v’ad olam halle-

lukah…” 

 These were the final words of Ashrei— the opening prayer of Minchah 

— and Rav Grossman recited them is authentic Sephardic style and pronuncia-

tion.  Without waiting for anyone to react, he immediately began the Kaddish 

that come after Ashrei.  “Yitgadal v’yitkadash Shemei rabbah…”  Every person in 

the restaurant screamed out, “Amen!”   

 He continued the Kaddish.  Nobody said a word.  They barely breathed, 

unsure what their unexpected visitor was doing.  

 “V’tzmah purkanei v’karev Meshichei…”  “Amen!”  He carried on, mo-

ments later belting out the words, “Ba’agalah u’vizman kariv v’imru amen!” 

 And every single person in the restaurant cried out the traditional re-

sponse, “Yehei Shemei rabbah…”As soon as he finished Kaddish, Rav Grossman 

davened Shemoneh Esrei, the main part of the Minchah prayer, with the others 

looking on, astonished.  He began chazaras ha’shatz (the repletion of the the 

prayer) and when it was time for Kedushah, the special part of the prayer where 

the congregation joins in, every person in the establishment rose to their feet 

and began saying it with him word for word. 

“Kadosh, kadosh, kadosh… 

 Instead of the eating, joking, and gambling that normally happened at 

Kima on a Friday evening, suddenly there was a minyan (a gathering of at least 

ten men) for Mincha — a minyan in which everyone in the restaurant took part. 

 “Chevrah,” he began, “Shabbat Kodesh!  Shabbat Kodesh! — Holy Shab-

bos, holy Shabbos!”  Nobody spoke.  The silence resounded throughout the 

room. 

 “When I walked into the restaurant, I saw many of you lifting, your 

glasses and bottles of beer and saying, the words ‘Bo’I kallah, bo’I kallah.’ 

 My friends I want to ask you a question.  What exactly do the words 

‘bo’I kallah’ mean?  What does ‘Lecha dodi likrat kallah’ mean?  Do you have 

time for a short story?”  Everyone nodded.  They would have rejected the mus-

sar shmuess, but a story they were ready to hear… 

 He told his story, & his passionate speech, one that emanated straight 

from his heart.  Soon the restaurant was completely empty, and from that week 

on Kima the popular restaurant, was closed on Shabbos. 
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 We had in Southern California the latest, most modern, expensive educational curriculum in the world. Millions 
were spent researching and producing our state-of-the-art textbooks. Our foundational primers in first grade were of Dick, 
Jane, Ann & Spot the Dog. They consulted with each other, and all seemed to be on about the same level— a happy four-
some. Always the scenes took place outside— never do I remember them in a house or home setting. 

 There was hardly any interaction with parents, and as far as extended family— aunts, uncles, cousins and/or grand-
parents -- it was almost as if none existed. Looking back, this was the opening volley for the new world they schemed to cre-
ate. First, diminish and destroy the old world foundations.  Brainwash them with the goal of, “Be independent!” and pro-
claim the new mantra, “My life, my rules.” Never, never was there any mention of a Creator, a challenge, or lesson for life. 
They had designed this peremptory curriculum to be the most neutral and pareve material ever… and it was so boring! 

* * * 

 What amazing talent the Jewish people have, even their little ones. Four girls in our family circle had siddur parties 
this year. While I wasn’t able to attend all of them, these children shine as their teachers have so skillfully taught them— 
singing, dancing, and plays embellishing the major theme of davening— praying, talking to the Master-of-the-Universe. They 
teach them to constantly look for the kindness and care that Hashem gives and be grateful and thank Him! 

 As in spite of the recent tragedies, thousands of rockets were fired, and what awesome miracles! So little loss of life 
in spite of the desires of our enemy to annihilate us. So much we have to be ecstatically thankful for!!! And how much the 
tefillos of the Jewish people accomplishes! The Jewish community arose -- as is their routine -- and began davening immedi-
ately.  The lists were expedited all over the world. Small girls assemble weekly in Tehillim (Psalms) groups (one of my grand-
daughters was telling me) they are still davening for a refuah sheleima, healing, for the Karliners… we still have the walking 
wounded here in Beitar; we see them hobbling on their crutches, riding in their wheel chairs… At such a young age these 
children are already perceiving their life’s mission, how to handle challenges and how important each one of them can be! 

* * * 

 In the nursing homes where I worked in my youth, I must have encountered some of the most angry, belligerent 
people in the universe. I guess this is why some end up in these places, who else would take care of them? They captured 
the “independence” dream but, no one told them that for the last chapter of life it might not be the best goal. So it seems 
these individuals scream, complain and lash out endlessly at anyone and everyone around them. Yes, they clued us in. 
These oldsters have lost almost everything they thought was important in life. No more cars, jobs, occupation, home, inde-
pendence, bank accounts, etc. But at some point, I came to believe the main reason they were mad at the whole world was 
that they were coming face to face —the end of their lives looming ahead— feeling like they were headed toward the cliff 
and a complete drop-off. Their inner realization that they had never prepared, and had always blanked out with the black-
est denial the fact that one day their lives would end. They cannot admit. Now they are enduring pulsating, unrelenting, 
tortuous pains of regret. “I have zero to show for my life’s work!” 

Where were those who should have clued them in— the community of the world ... the village it takes to raise a child sur-
rounded with grandparents, parents, aunts &amp; uncles, teacher &amp; wise old men who should have prepared them 
for this final chapter and given them a handbook on “Life”.  No one told them! As Dovid Hamelech wrote, there are those 
that seem to think inwardly and act & build as if their houses will be forever. 

I began my life travels, I encountered the empty, desolate, corners of this earth, places 
seemingly totally devoid of Hashem’s presence... 
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*** 

 We had waited so long to have this Hachnasas Sefer Torah ... my son had finished writing it months ago in the 
middle of the pandemic, and they waited until they were able to gather a crowd again. From t-shirts and frayed jeans to 
the community Rav and even an Admor who had come in especially for the occasion. This was another of these moun-
tain-top experiences for our family...there are no words that can adequately express the hakaras hatov (thanksgiving) to 
Hashem that we merited to find the Torah and the people of the Torah, and to walk along in this procession and have 
such nachas... four sons dancing with grandsons... and such a mixture of Yidden from this community… The Torah, the 
Book of Life, our perfect guide for a full and rich life both here and forever!  What a treasure we have accessed as we have 
joined the Jewish people! 

* * * 

 “We have two of the top surgeons in the world, they each have a home here in Baltimore and Florida, but don’t 
try to talk to them because they think they are gods. If you want to say anything to them, tell me and I will give over the 
message.” (I was absolutely aghast at his opening statement)… This was my first few minutes on my first night as a volun-
teer at Baltimore Shock Trauma. This young man was giving me a tour of the emergency center, showing me my duties, 
how to stock the emergency cubicles, keeping the slots full of gauze pads, tongue depressors— flat wooden blades, etc. etc. 
& how to integrate with the staff.  

 I had just finished my EMT course at the Baltimore Community College and my classmates had highly recom-
mended this as the top place to get experience. Shock Trauma was renowned as the first facility in the world to treat 
shock.  In the center of the cubicles stood a white pillar with their hot line— a large black phone. It was a quiet night, 
with the doctors, and medical staff sitting on the couches, chairs or milling about, when the phone rang… 

 “We have an 88-year-old lady en route with a broken femur,” the voice boomed from the speaker phone. The 
room seemed to groan together… (They don’t seem so happy?)” Minutes later the hotline boomed again, “We are re- rout-
ing her to a closer hospital.” The room cheered and the doctors slapped each others hands together with a high five in 
the air, “Yeah!”  

 It seemed to me I had walked into one of the strangest bubbles in the world. I was mystified. I thought that doc-
tors loved to treat the sick? But this was only the beginning of this strange encounter... 

 A helicopter would land on the roof, every second counted, as the medics raced in, wheeling the gurney, twenty 
or so of the of the medical staff would race to man their spot. From the head to the foot they lined up on each side of the 
body, pulling on their gloves in anticipation, one checked the head for head injuries, another the stomach for bleeding, 
blood pressure, etc. After just a few moments, they began leaving, pulling off their gloves in disgust,  

 “Ah, just a single bullet wound to the hip,” I heard one say. 

 Over the next few nights I think I was able to understand their perspective a bit better. They wanted to see blood 
and guts, someone with one foot in the grave, to bring him back from death’s door and revel in their expertise as heroes. 
It seemed it wasn’t so much altruistic actions and feelings as much as just inflating their egos!? 

 This was all so bizarre. I had just encountered the Jewish people a few years before and this experience seemed so 
lowly in comparison… 

*** 

 “I can’t help but contrast my hospital experiences here in Israel, both as a patient but mostly as a family member 
assisting. There are nurses and doctors who say Baruch Hashem freely, and most religious Jewish customs are provided 
for. Kosher food in the hospitals, candle lighting -- in the hospital a few weeks ago, just outside of my room was a tray 
with holders for Shabbos candles...I counted afterward, twenty ladies had lit. Someone came in soon after to make Kid-
dush so we could eat our meals, and a girl in a purple blouse came in after the meal to turn off our lights so we could 
sleep. Later I found out that in this particular hospital, they hire a group of Arab youths who wear the purple blouses to 
be available to write or do things forbidden for Jews on Shabbos. Yidden saying Tehillim for the ill among them…. 
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Tzirel Rus 

I remember once two of my sons sitting on a bench together in the maternity ward, with their Tehillims—both their wives in 
the last stages of labor, and ultimately delivering the same night. 

* * * 

 The blackest, boldest headlines of the Los Angeles Herald Examiner proclaimed: “Russian missiles had been dis-
covered in Cuba.” They called it the “Cuban Missile Crisis.” People shook in their boots; we were so scared.   

 In those days, our prayers were so limited, and to create our own words was draining so we just ended up saying 
the same thing over and over again. We knew nothing about saying the Psalms of King David, as the Jewish people were 
later to teach us. And as the Cold War with Russia, Cuba & America; persisted, many of the very nervous ones invested in 
digging underground shelters, stockpiling them with beds, water, dried food, etc.… 

*** 

 A few weeks ago, rockets were launched toward our people here in Israel. In the words of a young woman who 
lived Tifrach—  

 “I’ve never been in a war before. When the first rocket came over, it shook the whole building. It was terrifying. 
Some of us don’t have bomb shelters in our town. Because we are so close to Gaza we only have 10 seconds  after the siren 
sounds to get to a different place. There was no place to go.  

 Our children asked us, ‘Where do we go?’ and we said, ‘Sit on the floor.’ Our children all came into our bedroom, 
and during the night eight or ten rockets would come over at a time. By the third night my husband & children could 
sleep through the sirens and rockets. 

 “You could hear the ones above that the Iron Dome blew up and then you could hear the other rockets landing 
with a thud outside our town… Afterwards our children sometimes ran out to see where the rockets had landed… when the 
sirens sounded, almost scarier than the rockets, there was absolutely no place to go, and we knew we were in Hashem 
hands...  

 Only Hashem! I have never said Tehillim like that in my life, every word was from the bottom of my soul, the tears 
gushed out, I have never felt as close and as beloved by Hashem as I felt in these moments... 

 “I never experienced davening from such a place of fear. I could feel this place behind my ribs. I davened from that 
place. I could feel this place giving way to something greater... It felt like this was the place to daven from. It felt like a place 
of shelter. Now I can daven from that place...a place closer to Hashem.  

 “I had an emunah boost — Hashem is my shelter. Hashem wanted us to cry out to Him. The rockets brought this 
out in us...these tefillos will bring us to redemption. Every word of Tehillim (Psalms) is so precious. When you are in a dan-
gerous situation the words really comes alive for you.” 

 Where did we get all of this koach—strength -- to keep kosher? Where did we get the koach to keep going in spite of 
losing friends, family and our country?  Our family was good to us and then we became strangers. But now we have Ha-
shem. He runs the world. And the eyes of Hashem are on Eretz Yisroel! 

*** 

 ...As the sabras came rolling up their sheeves to meet the challenges of some of  the most barren spots of the world, 
like around the Dead Sea and Ein Gedi, today they are reaping the fruits of their labor—the harshest of deserts now 
abounds in these spots with the most luscious of vegetation—magnificent flowers, ferns, and trees.  This is who the Jewish 
people are— exceling in their mission as they transform the most desolate corners of the earth into vibrant life! 
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Yes, these concepts 
you are relating are 
accurate.  In Torah 
language its called 
"gadlus rishon" - first 
greatness, and then 
"gadlus sheni", second 
greatness.   

It's also called a 
"borrowed level" and 
an "acquired level".  
The first is borrowed 
because one did not 
yet earn it, so it was 
lent to you by Ha-
shem.  But then you 
have to give it back, 
so to speak, and earn 
it for yourself.  

Rebbetzin Devorah 

Fastag 

 So, one of the hardest stages of the “mothering” process— but certainly a 

very normal one— is the “middle stage” (the first stage being “newborn”, of 

course).  Don't beat yourself up! Mothering is one of the hardest jobs in  the world. 

 In the beginning of any new—I'm just going to call it, “chapters of life”— Hashem 

gives us an initial inspiration.  For instance, when one gets married, there’s such a gift of     

ecstasy!  And when one just had a new baby, it’s “Wow!” There’s that fresh, overwhelming 

love that seems to make everything else pale in comparison to these strong emotions.  

Comparing this to a spiritual journey, Hashem gives us tremendous gifts of inspiration and an 

overwhelming love for Him, as we first take our “baby steps” to turn towards Him and form a 

relationship.  And there are other similar examples in life. 

 

It's almost like, you start out, in these life journeys, at the “top of the mountain”, and then 

gradually descend into a “valley”— a state of being “less-inspired”.  This is where many get 

confused and lost, because the feelings of inspiration aren't as strong as they were initially. 

 

In mothering, sometimes a child goes through a “bratty stage” as he/she gets older, and 

doesn’t seem so loveable any more. This is also normal.  I remember a lady being slightly con-

fused about one of her sons who was about nine years old.  “Oh, he is tough”...this was not a 

very “loveable” stage in his life.  She looked at him one day and said to herself, "I actually 

don't feel any love for him at present”.  That was a watershed moment. This was scary.  

 

This also can occur in the “middle stages” of marriage.  A person can wake up and say, "I don't 

feel the love I used to feel”.  And they base their next actions solely on how they feel. This is 

not always so wise.  In marriage, we have to work on being a “giver”, in order to find our way 

back to the feeling of love we were given initially as a “free gift”; back to the vision of married 

life that Hashem gave us at the beginning of our relationship.  Constantly taking one's 

“emotional temperature” is not the way to go. 

 

We all go through these “middle stages”, and the way it has been explained, is that Hashem 

backs off a bit (so to speak) and wants us to work on our own, toward re-establishing the gift 

that He gave us in the first place.  And this is the same type of work we must do in all of these 

different relationships. 

So back again to the spiritual realm: it’s natural that we don't feel Hashem as close to us when 

we have become busier with life, and can’t manage to daven like we used to be able to. 

But, really, what’s happening is that Hashem just wants us to work a bit harder now on build-

ing our connection to Him. 

And, day after day, as we keep doing what we are supposed to do—even if we don't feel like 

it— this becomes our reward later on. 
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“I once heard from Rav Michel Yehudah 

Lefkovitz, ztz” that often, in his experi-

ence teaching generations of talmidim, 

he’d notice that one boy was weaker 

than his brothers, less capable than the 

other brothers who came through the 

yeshivah.   

Rav Michel Yehudah said that over time, 

he realized that the ‘weaker’ brother 

usually overtook the others and soared 

even higher than they did.  Why? He 

said he could only speculate… 

That for the successful brothers, the 

parents davened.  But for the weaker 

one?  They cried!  And that makes all the 

difference.” 

 

 

 

 

We see this with marriage: If you persevere through the 

“dry valleys” of married life, then you will find that the 

later years that follow, become a precious time of reap-

ing, and the sweetness of the emotions will return. 

 

And with children: The tough, almost unlovable kid 

eventually becomes— usually in the later teenage 

years— so giving and yummy, that you almost don't 

want to get them “married off” and leave to their own 

destinations! 

 

As we persevere in our relationship with Hashem, the 

yearning and the constant reaching out to Him day by 

day, results in the reaping of our original gift we felt 

when we originally started out on our journey back to 

Him. To the point where we once again feel that original 

burst of amazing inspiration. It has returned—and now, 

we have a much higher level of closeness to Hashem 

than we ever had before!  

 

This is what I am experiencing now in my life, Baruch 

Hashem. I have a love for G-d like I never before felt in 

my life.  But Oh, did I have the “valleys”—the years of 

not feeling so close to Him... 

 

And my children. Many— but not all of them—went 

through “tough stages” of life. And of course, some are 

still in the process of “finding themselves”  … But now, 

by and large, they are “giving back” in such loving and 

beautiful ways. 

 

Basically, what this all comes down to, is that when ex-

periencing those “dry valleys” in our lives, when we feel 

we are missing that original “love” or “inspiration” or 

“closeness” we once had, (whether with Hashem, or a 

spouse, or a child)—As we are involved in the day to day 

work, seemingly without result, we must keep focused 

on the end of the journey, which is the “beautiful peak” 

of the mountain ahead in our lives. 

As we go through the desert valleys, our heart should be 

full of hope of the rewards that are eventually to come, 

and never give up! 

 

I hope this helps. 
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