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ho among the Jewish people can not be utterly transfixed 

with the Siyum HaShas celebrations of the past few weeks!  

Even those of us who only heard and felt the faintest spray from 

these huge gala events were inspired! 

As I listened to the live video in Beitar, my soul swelled up in 

thanks to the One Above who brought me to a people who continual-

ly saps the mind of the Master of the Universe, becoming the spir-

itual geniuses and wisest of all the world.  

And the stories... 

The policeman who stopped the Yid the morning after the event in New 

York and asked if he had done his page for the day, after he offered to 

forgo issuing the traffic ticket if the yid would promise to learn his “page”.  

The policeman explained his action to the inquisitive Jew “I was part of 

the security last night.  We are used to dealing with the wild drinking 

crowds of the sports spectators.  

We were so amazed last night there wasn’t anyone drinking, or even 

smoking!  You had an ecstatic celebration of thousands of men dancing 

and yet there were no incidents.  We were stuned—we’ve never seen a 

crowd like this!” 

Years ago as I attended a sisim HaShas in Yerusalem.  I’ll never forget 

when Rabbi Nosson Zvi Finkel, z”l slowly made his way up to the podium 

and with Herculan effort, struggled to push out each word to a mesmer-

ized crowd,  

“The—Torah — is— so —sweet.   

 The -- Torah—is—so — sweet”! 

On a personal note, as I stood in the Ezras Noshim in Yavneal last mot-

zee Shabbos at the Siyum HaShas, we were also celebrating sheva brach-

es of a son & grandson,  
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The issue is raised.  

Approximately 250,000 baalei teshuvah and their 
descendants, are now part of the shomer Shabbos 
community since the miraculous victory of the six-
day war. 

But in spite of tremendous efforts and money put 
into kiruv, little funding and efforts are put into 
successful integration into the larger chareidi com-
munity.  

Without the needed support, the results are com-
monly of failure– divorce and declining religious 
observance, for example.  Statistically children of 
baalei teshuvah constitute a disproportionate share 
of the drop-outs from Orthodox life. 

The quality of the baalei teshuvah has nothing to do 
with successful integration as many are on tremen-
dous spiritual levels. 

But to often they are under the impression that the 
entire chareidi world simply relies on miracles with 
respect to parnassah, and they come aspiring to be 
at the top of the charedi hierarchy with little aware-
ness of the practical steps. The naiveté of some 
baalei teshuvah is one of the sources of estrange-
ment from their children.  The latter view their 
parents as dupes. 

The director of Shalavim, Ilan Kosman, says they a 
re the only organization in Israel devoted exclusivel 
to supporting the integration of baalei teshuvah.  
With 400 full time and part time employees  they 
are working to identify and smooth the transitions 
of both first and second generation baalei teshuvah.    

Shalavim, works to develop their self confidence 
with such projects as youth programs, a pilot pro-
gram of professional training for young women,  
and advisors and a gemach to aid baal teshuvah en-
trepreneurs. 

Shalavim– Ilan Kosman 

077-4050-812 

 

QUESTION - 

 So we are told that Abraham was promised that his descendants 

would take great wealth - spiritual treasures, when they left Egypt.  The spir-
itual treasures are those who joined the Jewish people as converts. But it 
seems that soon after this, the airev rav, led Bnai Yisrael to commit the sin of 
 the golden calf. 
 
How can it be that this "great wealth" that was promised to Avraham 
(who loved making converts) be such a thorn-in-the-flesh to Israel both 
then and now, be a reward for Avraham & his offspring? 
  

The Call of the Torah -Munk ArtScroll Bereishis pg.592-3, Shemos pg. 121, The Midrash Says - 
Sh'mos, Weissman, pg 316 

 

ANSWER - 

The erev rav were the converts that Moshe took out from Egypt. 
Some commentaries say there were Egyptians, others say they were 
from other countries. In either case, this isn't something G-d wanted 
but allowed it to happen. These people were not sincere and we see 
that to be the case by the sin of the Golden Calf. 
 
The others that came out of Egypt, came to Mt Sinai and received the 
Torah as converts, kept the mitzvos to a very high level. So yes it is 
true they got the physical wealth coming out of Egypt but at the same 
time, they were spiritually on a high enough level to receive the 
Torah and see G-d face to face at Mt Sinai. 
 
Converts throughout the generations have been seen as a thorn in the 
flesh of the Jewish people either because they become super frum and 
make the rest of the Jewish people look bad or because they don't do 
enough of what they should and embarrass themselves and the Jewish 
people. 
 
The purpose of Torah is to make us better so we should strive to 
reachour true potential. The only way the convert truly makes it is 
when they have proper da'as Torah guiding them throughout the pro-
cess and beyond! 
  



  

 

 
 

 

The astral symbol of the month of Shevat is a “bucket.”  A bucket is a vessel of transmission—(the 
secular astral symbol is the bucket carrier). This is the month to fill our spiritual bucket!  We must 
refill in order to pour forth Torah wisdom to our families and all those that we connect to!  In the 
month of Shevat we take our normal physical behavior and elevate it “. 

Eating “is very much associated with the month of Shevat -especially “indulgent eating “How ? 

Let’s go back to Gan Eden -the first sin was about improper eating. Tu Bishvat is 
the unique time our sages say to fix this!  Rav Tzadok Hacohen (1823-1900) ex-
plains that we re enact Adam and Eve in Gan Eden.  Before the sin they were 
fruitarians.  When we sit around our beautiful Tu Bishvat tables partaking of the 
fruit, it is as if we are in Gan Eden fulfilling Hashems positive commandment to 
partake of the fruits.  

How does this account for the negative commandment” not to eat from the tree 
of knowledge of good and evil “?  We eat figs and grapes and wheat at our Tu Bishvat seuda.    
The Gemara suggests these as possible options for the forbidden fruit.  Rav Tzadok explains: the 
eitz hadaat was all of the seven species and none of them!  It was not a “thing,” not even an ap-
ple, rather a way of doing something .  

When we “grab” pleasure from this world we fall ...we get so distracted by pleasure that we forget 
the Creator!  When speaking of pleasure we include accomplishments and successes, not merely 
physical pleasure.  When we attribute all to  “ כוחי ועוצם ידי,” the strength and power of my hand” we 
forget that it is the creator that endowed us with this power!  When we eat the fruits associated 
with the eitz haddat and do so with the consciousness of the Creator, that is the rectification of 
what transpired in Gan Eden. 

On Tu Bishvat we partake of all fruits and add G-D awareness and G-D consciousness to our eat-
ing .The message to keep in mind: enjoy the pleasures of the world without being consumed by 
them!  

Remember  that as Jews we are not what we eat, but rather we are HOW we eat .....Eating is a 
mundane repetitive activity but when elevated by our thoughts, we transform and 
uplift this mundane physical activity countless times a day particularly on Shabbat 
and on festivals.   

The world is here to be elevated by you.  As the Baal Shem Tov said, “You are 
where your thoughts are!”  By elevating eating we tame the animal souls within us. 
May we merit to use these days leading up to Tu Bishvat to fill our spiritual buckets 
and ready ourselves to celebrate the birthday of the trees כי האדם עץ השדה ״  “ Devarim 20:19) 
“Man is a tree of the  field”. 

  

Warmest regards from cold snowy Montréal! להתראות. 

 
 

 



  

 



  

 



  

 

 

 



  

 

 



  

 

   held the small metal tag out to him when he knelt next to me; 

   I did not even try to speak,  

 because I was crying and shivering a bit and ashamed and horribly frightened and I 
did not know his language.  He read the tag and squinted, deciphering it.  It was pulled taut 

from a chain round my neck, rather like a keychain, only longer.  I felt my face go hot and cold with 
another wave of shame and fear, as I realized the tag would be useless to him. 

 When I had started kindergarten the previous fall, the school had offered the students ID 
tags to wear like a necklace, on a chain.  The tags were printed with each student's name, address 

and phone number.  My parents had ordered one for me and one for my sister. I was 
wearing mine now — but I was not lost in my hometown in my native country where some-
one could pick up the phone and dial the number and my mother would answer and they 
would say, "I found your little girl," and my mother would say, "I'm driving over right now 
to pick her up!" 

 I was lost in a European city whose name I did not remember; at 
the time, even the country's name eluded me.  It was summer and my 

family was traveling in Europe.  We had stopped off to visit friends of my parents 
living in Bonn, Germany (as I was reminded later), and I had had the misfortune of 
quarreling with my sister while the two of us were playing alone in a neighborhood 
park.  Or perhaps we did not quarrel, only I was tired.  Perhaps my sister had brought us to 
the park when we grew weary of the adult conversation, but now I was weary       of play.  She was 
three years older than I; the housing complex where my parents' friends lived was likely right 
down the street or around the corner.  But when I decided it was time to go back "home" and my 
sister was not ready, I started out alone and was lost within thirty seconds. 

 The young man had long hair.  He was speaking to me again, softly and kindly.  He released 
the chain gently and the tag settled against my shirt.  He patted his shoulders; I understood. I 
climbed on, he stood slowly up.  Suddenly I was tall and some of my aching fear left me.  A giant, I 
surveyed the quiet streets with him, straining for a sight of someone familiar.  He held firmly to 
my ankles as he strode along, and I did not know his intentions.  Possibly he meant to help; possibly 
to imprison me.  Tears spurted from my eyes.  I shifted frantically on his shoulders and saw my 
father and sister hurrying toward me. 

 The exchange was made; I do not remember if they spoke or not.  As he swung me down, 
the tag bounced and thudded against my heart. 

 Another foreign country has been my home for close to twenty-five years.  Not Germany; 
Israel.  I do not wear an ID tag anymore, but I have an Israeli ID card.  One needs it at the bank, 
at government offices… I always carry it in my purse. 

 One morning several years ago I visited relatives in Beitar.  It was a time when I was very, 
very ill, yet I managed to drag myself outside and onto a city bus to run an errand.  I returned to 
my mother-in-law's house, where I was staying, and collapsed in bed.  Shortly, I heard her calling,   
 "Chaya Dina!" her voice vigorous and bouncy as usual.  She knocked on my door.                    
  She was holding my teudat zehut (ID card) between her thumb  



  

 

 

 

 

card) between her thumb and forefinger, wagging it at me.  “I was at the post office and the clerk 
said you forgot your teudat zehut there when you left.  She gave it to me to return to you."  I was 
ashamed of my oversight, but grateful.  I had not even known it was missing and I thanked Hashem 
that He had returned it to me before I could have begun to worry and fret, as is my wont. 

 Several weeks later a similar event occurred.  I was once again in Beitar, this time with my 
daughter.  I again ventured out on some errand and came home to rest.  Later my daughter arrived at 
the house.  "Ima, I found your teudat zehut. You must have dropped it on the bus."  Once more I felt 
a rush of shame, then gratitude, for once more I had not realized it was no longer in my purse, yet 
already it was restored to me.   

 Then, when a few years later hard times came again, I did not think I could bear them.  I had 
forgotten who I was; had I ever known?  There was no clarity, and why and how and why and why 
were circling endlessly…. the pain — and I wanted an end.  I contemplated that end, sometimes daily, 
sometimes hourly.  Sometimes less often.  And I received two new messages, two weeks in a row.  I 
will not say that then everything was fine, or even better.  Just that I received two new love letters 
from Hashem. 

 One day, at home, I had taken my teudat zehut (do you see a pattern here?) out of my purse 
to access a child's ID number during a phone call.  I had moved downstairs during the conversation, 
leaving my purse upstairs.  Later, I placed the ID card on top of a semi-full laundry basket at the 
foot of the stairs, thinking I would carry both the card and the laundry basket up in a bit.  Mean-
while, of course, I forgot entirely about the card and piled more laundry into the basket, essentially 
burying the forgotten card.  I also procrastinated in shlepping the basket upstairs, leaving it standing 
awkwardly at the foot of the steps for hours.  Then, during one of my passages, I bumped into the 
basket and the clothes tumbled out, along with my teudat zehut.  I am not someone who is so up on 
their laundry, and I realized when I saw my teudat zehut there, that it would have remained buried 
for days (weeks!) if not for this spill. 

 Next week, I was back in Beitar, at the post office again.  I saw the same clerk who had 
worked there for years, the one who had given my mother-in-law my teudat zehut to give back to me.  
We smiled.  I finished my business and headed up the hill to the grocery store.  Inside, I saw the 
post office clerk rushing about making hurried purchases on her break.  How she had gotten to the 
store ahead of me — well, it was a bit surprising, but I walk very slowly. She saw me and hurried over.  
"Your teudat zehut must have dropped out of your purse while you were at the post office.  I picked 
it up for you and left it with the other clerk.  Go back and get it." 

 Which I did, slowly, and full of wonderment.  Imagine, over and over, over and 
over, Hashem had sent me a message!  Over and over, with such patience, until…  
Each time previously that I had "found" my teudat zehut before discovering it was 
lost, I had felt gratitude to Hashem for sparing me the worry and stress of having 

a lost ID card.   

 But suddenly now, I began to understand another message (and do not think I 
comprehend it fully, but maybe I can understand a small portion of the message behind the message, 
which is LOVE: that even as I did not know who I was, and never had perhaps, and did not see a pur-
pose at times, and at times was nearly lost, buried in pain; even as all this transpired, Hashem was 
saying, before you are lost, I have found you.            
  I have always known who you are. 

 



  

 

 

 

For The Love Of Torah 

Stories and Insights of 

Rabbi Nosson Zvi Finkel, z”l 

By Hanoch Teller – Feldheim 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

A thin Litvisher chassan at the head table squished be-

tween two Admors, a youth who quietly strengthened 

himself in Torah and now  sits among the ranks of the 

greatest giants of the world!  We who have come so far 

don’t take these mountaintop experiences lightly. 

It had been a chassanah of dancing with a floor full of 

grandchildren and spending Shabbos with a bursting 

hall of children and grandchildren.  Who would have 

believed that I, a mountain mama from the Appalachian 

Mountains of Georgia, and also hailing from the atheis-

tic materialistic chaos of  Southern California would 

now live a life greater then any dream! 

On a more national note– again is spite of the threaten-

ing clouds of the world Hashem is so good to us con-

stantly He is giving us wake-up calls woven with mira-

cles'.   

In Tel Aviv as they attempted to bring public transpor-

tation to the beaches on Shabbos.  Hahem sent them a 

flood—lives were lost.  Rabbi Yossi Mizrachi, said, “We 

are saying, they wanted to get to the ocean so Hashem 

brought the ocean to them.” 

And as we continually fight for the sanctity of Shabbos 

the attack against Torah is also never ending.  The ra-

sha anti-semitic mayor of Tiberius entered the small 

yeshiva of my grandsons.  With fury and hatred he 

locked the doors, forbid them to learn and had his gang 

carry out the Aron Kodesh to the dumpster.  Our yeshi-

va boys rescued it and brought the pieces to Yavneal.  

Without skipping a beat their Rosh Yeshiva has kept 

them learning in Tiberius at the shul next door.  Baruch 

Hashem, as Rabbi  Chaim Kanievsky foretold, this enemy 

has fallen as the higher courts removed him from his 

“mayor seat.” 

As we continue to daven for rain it is coming down this 

year with abundance. The Kinnerit  now approaching 

less then two more meters and it will reach its “filling 

level”.  The hills of Yavneal are once again covered in 

green, wagons of the most freshly picked luscious let-

tuce passed by me this week pulled by a tractor.  In be-

tween the storms and the mud the workers of Thailand 

have rescued food for our tables. 

In the darkness of this early morning the thunder and 

the pouring of the rain are again relentless.  

Its erev Shabbos.   

In spite of the constant struggles and challenges, the 

blessed Shabbos peace will again descend upon our land 

and our Families.  And as we come to Rosh Chodesh 

Shevat and the singing of Hallel, we will again raise our 

souls to proclaim, “How can I repay Hashem for all of 

His kindnesses to me?!” 

 



  

 


