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Father’s Message

The Seder provides a unique opportunity for parents to transmit
their mesorah to their children. I have an older friend whose Seder
extends until the wee hours of the morning, sometimes until 5 or 6
a.m. I once asked him why his Seder takes so long. His answer was
sobering. “There is only one time a year that I am able to sit down
with my children and grandchildren and really talk to them about
emunah. Why would I waste the opportunity?”
When put like that, it is hard to fathom why most Sedarim don’t
last that long. In truth, it is not about how long the Seder lasts,
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but its quality. However, many fathers feel overwhelmed with the
responsibility of talking to and teaching their children about the
story of the Exodus. Many children nowadays are more advanced
than their fathers in terms of their Torah knowledge. Klal Yisrael
enjoys unusual siyata d’Shmaya in the proliferation and level of its
learning; it is understandable that a parent would feel somewhat
inadequate in teaching the story. However, the sefer Shaarei Leil
HaSeder encourages us by citing an incident that transpired in
Chapter 6 of Sefer Shoftim, regarding Gideon. From this incident,
we will gain insight into the potency and power of the father-andson relationship, for Pesach and beyond.
While Gideon was still an unknown entity, the people of Midian
oppressed the Jewish people, causing them to be afraid to venture
out in the open. The Midianites stole from the Yidden and levied
heavy taxes; they even scorched the earth to starve them.
Hashem sent an angel to Gideon. When the angel informed
Gideon that he would be the savior of the Jewish people because
Hashem was with him, Gideon responded, “Is Hashem truly
with us? If so, why are we suffering so much? Where are all the
wondrous miracles that our forefathers spoke about? Yesterday,
on Pesach, my father recited Hallel with me, and we read that the
Almighty helped the Jewish people at the time of their Exodus. If
they were deserving, then Hashem should save us in their merit;
and if they were not deserving, then let Hashem save us just as He
saved them.”
Gideon’s father was an idol worshiper. Not only did he worship
idols, but he would fatten the cows for seven years before sacrificing
them to his idols. It is hard for us to understand, but even though he
worshiped idols, he observed the commandments of Pesach. On
the night of the Seder, he sat down with his child — not any child
but Gideon, the future judge of the Jewish people — and told him
the story of the Exodus and how the Jewish people were saved by
the Almighty. Despite the fact that he was an ardent idol worshiper,
he was able to transmit the story of Yetzias Mitzrayim and make
it real and alive. So much so, that his son was so impressed that
when he met the malach the next day, he demanded the same
miracles.
It is safe to say that the difference between Gideon and his idolworshiping father was certainly greater than the difference between
us and our children. If Gideon’s father was able to inspire him,
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then we must know that we are given special assistance from the
Almighty tonight to inspire our own children.
But a father must prepare, and he must fill himself with exuberance, information, and inspiration to give over to his children.
The Imrei Emes notes that there is a law (Chullin 71a) stating that
if there is a space of less than one handbreadth between a dead
person and the covering above him, then the impurity of the dead
person breaks through the covering and affects everything above
it. But if there is a space of a handbreadth, then the impurity is contained beneath the cover.
The same is true with a parent’s excitement. If he fills himself with
enthusiasm in the story of Yetzias Mitzrayim, the excitement will
exude from him and bubble over. But if there is some empty space
within his efforts and enthusiasm, and the story is not absorbed into
his own bones, it will not break out from inside him and enter his
children.
This is as the Torah commands us (Shemos 10:2), “U’le’maan
tesapeir be’aznei vincha u’ven bincha eis asher hisalalti be’Mitzrayim
ve’es ososai asher samti vam vi’datem ki Ani Hashem — And so that
you may relate in the ears of your son and your son’s son that
I made a mockery of Egypt, and My signs that I placed among
them — that you may know that I am Hashem.” The pasuk does
not say: “ve’yeidu veneichem ki Ani Hashem — and your children
should know that I am Hashem,” but: “vi’datem ki Ani Hashem —
and you should know that I am Hashem.” This is because once the
father is aware of Hashem and he has absorbed and internalized the
concepts of emunah, only then can he properly fulfill the mitzvah
of “Ve’higadeta le’vincha,” of instilling the lessons of the Exodus in
his children.

I Want the Tzaddik to Eat From My Portion
Rav Yosef Goldenthal, the menahel of the yeshivah in Ofakim,
arranged to meet Mr. Aharon Lichtenberg, one of the very wealthy
benefactors of the yeshivah. He had heard beforehand that Mr.
Lichtenberg gave very generously to yeshivos. Although he also
gave to other institutions, the vast majority of his donations
went to institutions of Torah learning. Eager to discover why, Rav
Goldenthal decided that when he came for his meeting, he would
ask Mr. Lichtenberg himself.
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When he arrived at Mr. Lichtenberg’s office, the secretary told
him he would see him momentarily, so he made himself comfortable on one of the fancy couches in the waiting room. Indeed, a few moments later, Reb Aharon came out and welcomed
him. Rav Goldenthal shared all the pertinent information about
his yeshivah, and Mr. Lichtenberg happily wrote out a very generous check to the yeshivah and handed it to Rav Goldenthal. Rav
Goldenthal thanked him for the check and then asked him if he
could ask a personal question. Reb Aharon, a congenial fellow,
readily agreed.
“I know that you are a very generous person, and I know that
you give to all types of worthy organizations. But I understand
that you give most of your money to yeshivos. May I ask why? Was
there any incident that perhaps influenced your decision?”
Rav Goldenthal was afraid that he had overstepped his bounds,
but his curiosity had gotten the better of him.
First, Reb Aharon closed his eyes and was quiet for a few
moments. Then suddenly, he opened them and a large smile
formed on his face.
“I’m happy that you asked me that question. It has been a
long time since I thought about the beneficiaries of most of my
contributions. I think of it as second nature, but it actually does
go back to one particular incident that happened to me when I
was a young man. When my mother first brought me to yeshivah,
I was scared and very lonely. But besides that, I was very, very
hungry. By the time I got settled in my room, it was midafternoon
and I had not eaten anything all day. I walked over to the person
who was in charge of arranging meals for bachurim, and he
told me that it was too late for lunch — that all of the families in
town had already eaten — and that perhaps I would be able to
get a little bit of supper in someone’s home in the evening. I sat
down on the bench and began to cry. Here I was, all alone and
so hungry.
“The person in charge of meals must have seen that I was
crying, and he came back to me. He told me that there was one
place in town that he rarely sent anybody to, though the family
very much wanted to have guests. However, since the mother was
a widow and she had many orphaned children, the yeshivah felt
guilty sending them another mouth to feed.
“At that point, I was desperate. The mere thought of a home
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filled with sadness broke my heart, but I was really hungry. Thus,
after a 10-minute walk, I found myself in front of a small shack
of a home on the outskirts of the city, and I knocked on the
door. Within seconds, a small boy came to the door, and a wide
smile spread across his face as he announced, ‘Mommy, a talmid
chacham is here.’ Although no one else was standing next to me,
it did not dawn on me that the boy was referring to me. But then,
as I walked into the house, the children all clamored to sit next
to me.
“The mother walked into the room and welcomed me. She
showed me my seat and she asked the children, ‘Who wants to
share his portion with the talmid chacham?’ I fought to hold back
the tears. I had never experienced something like this in my life.
The mother placed an empty plate in the middle of the table, and
each of the children took a good part of his portion and placed it
on that plate. Very quickly, it was more than full.
“Although all eyes in the room were on me, I ignored my
discomfort and gobbled down the food. As I ate, each child kept
pointing to his piece. ‘How come you’re not eating mine?’ Or:
‘Please, why won’t you eat from my portion?’
“After the meal, the mother and her children walked me to the
door and beyond, and thanked me profusely for coming. It had
been so long since they had a guest. It was such a treat for them.
“I left their home and walked back to the yeshivah, and I cried
the entire way. I never went back to their home; I just couldn’t do
it to them. The thought of children not having enough to eat more
than took away my hunger.
“World War II broke out soon thereafter. As far as I understand,
the entire family was killed. But their memory lives on forever
in my heart. And every time I think of their kevod haTorah, I am
inspired to give more and more and more. Every penny I’ve given
has always been in their zechus.”
Reb Aharon wiped away the tears from his eyes as he finished
speaking. Clearly moved from recounting his experience, he
doubled the check to the yeshivah and thanked Rav Goldenthal
for bringing back this memory.
When I heard this magnificent story, I could not help but think of
the story about Yaakov Avinu. In Parashas Vayeitzei (Bereishis 28:11,
Rashi), when Yaakov put 12 stones around his head, each one said,
“I want the tzaddik’s head to rest on me.” Echoing that eternal call,
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each one of these children cried out, “I want the yeshivah boy to eat
from my portion.”
Sometimes we take it for granted. How privileged we are to
have yeshivah boys in our midst, who are learning and aspiring
for greatness. It is such a privilege to support their dreams as they
continue to perpetuate our mesorah. How privileged we are to pass
on the torch of emunah to our own children, as well.
We must never forget that.

An Awesome Responsibility
It was recently reported that Cardinal John Joseph O’Connor, a
widely recognized member of the clergy of the Catholic Church, was
really a Jew. His mother, Dorothy, or Devorah as she was named,
was the child of a rabbi. Her parents, who lived in Bridgeport,
Connecticut, at the turn of the 20th century, were very religious.
How different his life would have been had he known his origins,
that he was the grandchild of religious Jews.
Yes, ancestry is so important. When we know where we come
from it makes all the difference in the world, as it gives us something
to which to aspire; we have a clear sense of our responsibility and
an understanding of our goals and purpose in life.
In the spring of 2014, I was invited to serve as a scholar-in-residence
in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. Rabbi Akiva Males, who serves as the
rabbi of Kesher Israel Congregation, invited our family to his home
for Shabbos. Over Shabbos, I noticed an unusual wall hanging.
It was a photograph of the Tur Orach Chaim 224. But not just any
Tur; it was the Tur that belonged to Rav Yaakov Emden. The page
was filled with writing in every space left by the printer. As I took
note of a burn in the right-hand corner, I sensed that the page had
a deeper meaning and I asked my host what it was.
Rabbi Males shared with me the following story. He had been
researching the laws pertaining to a specific berachah: Upon
seeing a place where one has earlier experienced a miracle
that saved him from imminent danger, he makes a blessing
with the following words: “She’asah li neis ba’makom hazeh
— Who performed a miracle for me at this place.” Rabbi Males
was exploring whether one is required to say that blessing with
Hashem’s Name or not. (See commentaries to Tur and Shulchan
Aruch, Orach Chaim 218.)
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He discovered that Rabbi Dr. Jacob J. Schacter had written his
doctoral dissertation on Rav Yaakov Emden, while studying at
Harvard University, and that Rabbi Dr. Schacter had also published
a beautiful new edition of Rav Emden’s sefer Mor U’Ketziah, on Tur
Orach Chaim.
In Mor U’Ketziah, Siman 218, Rav Emden writes that several
times, he was up late at night learning by candlelight when he fell
asleep from exhaustion, and the papers on his desk, along with
some wooden items, caught fire from the candle he had been using. As a result of these fires, he lost many of his papers, notes, and
letters. However, he already had copies of those that were lost. He
acknowledges that if he hadn’t woken up in time from his deep
sleep, the desk and his sefarim would have also caught fire, and he
would have been in grave danger. As such, when this happened,
he bentched HaGomel with a minyan to thank Hashem for saving
his life.
He goes on to write that one of the times this occurred, he
had been up learning from his Tur, and he fell asleep while it was
open to Hilchos Berachos. Embers from that fire burned a hole
through several pages of Hilchos Berachos — including Siman
218, which deals with the berachah of “She’asah li neis ba’makom
hazeh.”
It seems that he saw the burn in his Tur at exactly that spot as a
sign from Shamayim that this incident qualified as a neis, and he
needed to recite the berachah. He goes on to offer explanations
as to why he feels that when this berachah needs to be recited, it
should be recited using Hashem’s Name — even when the miracle
is not supernatural, as in his case.
Framed just below the photograph of the page from Rav Emden’s
Tur was his accounting of the miracle he had experienced. I looked
at the picture of the Tur carefully and stared in wonder. I asked
my host how he had gotten hold of that photo. He explained that
when he had read the piece about Rav Emden and the fire, he had
noticed a footnote in Rabbi Schacter’s edition of the Mor U’Ketziah
stating that Rav Yaakov Emden’s very own set of Tur Shulchan
Aruch was located at Columbia University in New York City. Rabbi
Males referred back to Rabbi Schacter’s PhD dissertation, and was
amazed to learn that after a long chain of events, many items from
Rav Yaakov Emden’s personal library had ended up in Columbia
University’s Rare Book and Manuscript Library.
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The broken matzah is lifted for all to see as the head of the household
begins with the following brief explanation of the proceedings.

ָהא ַל ְחָמא ַענְָיא ִדי ֲאָֽכלּו ַא ְבָהָֽתָנא ְּבַא ְרָעא
ְ  ָּכל ִּד ְצ ִר,יתי וְ יֵ כֹול
יך
ֵ ֵ ָּכל ִּד ְכ ִפין י.ְד ִמ ְצָֽריִ ם
 לְ ָׁשָנה ַהָּבָאה ְּבַא ְרָעא, ָהַׁשָּתא ָהָכא.יתי וְ יִ ְפַסח
ֵ ֵי
.חֹורין
ִ  לְ ָׁשָנה ַהָּבָאה ְּבנֵ י, ָהַׁשָּתא ַע ְב ֵדי.ְדיִ ְׂשָר ֵאל
Rabbi Males felt that he had to see Rav Emden’s Tur with his own
eyes. And so, he contacted the university and arranged a visit, in
which a librarian wearing white cloth gloves directed him to a glasswalled room. The librarian removed the precious old volumes and
placed them on the table before him. He trembled in disbelief. This
volume had so much sanctity, so much history. He turned to the
proper page, and there, before his eyes, were the burnt pages of
Rav Yaakov Emden’s Tur. Sure enough, just as Rav Emden described
in his Mor U’Ketziah, the burn passed through Chapter 218. After
analyzing the burn, Rabbi Males realized that Rav Emden’s Tur
Shulchan Aruch had been opened to Chapter 224 when the fire he
described had broken out. Though Rabbi Males was excited about
his find, he was filled with a tinge of sadness, thinking about how
lonely those sacred books must be without anyone to learn from
them. However, the staff members at Columbia did allow him to
carefully photograph the page upon which the embers had fallen,
and that is how the picture ended up on his wall.
As I listened to this incredible tale, I could not believe that I had
come to Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, and walked away with such a
precious piece of Jewish history.
But the story does not end there.
A few days later, I received an email from a cousin who had an
interest in Jewish genealogy. As I read through the email, I was able
to trace my father’s family from his mother’s side 15 generations
back — all the way to the Maharal of Prague. As I read through the
list of names, I wondered about each person on the list and what
kind of life its bearer had led. And then, I read a name and I froze.
It was the name of my ancestor from the 1700’s — 11 generations
back — Rav Yaakov Emden!
I thought again about Harrisburg. I imagined the fire that
nearly took Rav Emden’s life. And as one of my sons said to me,
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The broken matzah is lifted for all to see as the head of the household
begins with the following brief explanation of the proceedings.

T

his is the bread of affliction that our fathers ate
in the land of Egypt. Whoever is hungry, let
him come and eat! Whoever is needy, let him
come and celebrate Pesach! Now, we are here;
next year may we be in the Land of Israel! Now,
we are slaves; next year may we be free men!
“If he did not catch the fire in time, who knows if we would be
here today?”
Tonight, we read about our ancestry. It is a storied one, with
much drama and pain. But it is also quite glorious. We come from
greatness and we are destined to be great, as well.
Take a moment to realize all of this. What would our grandparents
think of us? Are we living up to their expectations? Is this what they
sacrificed their lives for?
What an awesome and inspiring responsibility it is.

ָהא ַל ְח ָמא ַענְ יָ א

This is the bread of affliction...
żż Open-Door

Policy

Ha Lachma Anya includes an invitation: “Kol dichfin yeisei
ve’yeichol — Whoever is hungry, let him come and eat.” This
is because when we invite those in need and give to others, we
emulate the Almighty and we become providers.
The first halachah in the Shulchan Aruch regarding hilchos
Pesach (Orach Chaim 429:1) is the obligation to review the laws
of Pesach 30 days before the holiday, and the custom to give maos
chittin. Immediately thereafter, it states the halachah of: “Ein noflin
al peneihem be’chol Chodesh Nissan — They don’t fall on their faces
throughout the month of Nissan,” which means that we don’t say
Tachanun during the entire month.
Rav Baruch’l of Mezhibuzh derives a lesson from the juxtaposition
of these two halachos. One must first provide sustenance to those
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in need and make sure they have all they lack, and only after that
should he worry about his own needs. This way, he will not have to
“fall on his face,” and daven out of desperation.
If we take care of others before ourselves, Hashem will take care
of us.
Several months before marrying off one of his children, Rav
Dovid Schechter (the father of Rav Yaakov Meir Schechter) went
to pour out his heart at the Kosel, where he saw someone crying
bitterly. Rav Dovid approached the fellow and asked him why
he was distraught. The man explained that his child was getting
married in a short while, and he had no way of paying for the
chasunah. So he had come to the Kosel to cry to Hashem for
help.
Rav Dovid told the fellow that he had some extra money and
was happy to give it to him. He quickly gathered the full amount
of money the man needed for his wedding expenses, and brought
it to the man. Rav Dovid was not a man of means by any stretch.
However, he had saved up money to pay for his child’s wedding,
which was coming up in a few months. He gladly gave over the full
amount, since he did not need the money just yet, and he trusted
in HaKadosh Baruch Hu that He would take care of him when it
came time to marry off his own son.
Later that day, Rav Dovid went to daven Minchah in the beis
midrash of Rav Shloim’ke of Zhvil. Rav Shoim’ke asked him what
mitzvah he had performed that day. At first, Rav Dovid denied
that he had done anything special. But Reb Shloim’ke pressed
on, until Rav Dovid agreed to tell him on one condition: if the
Rebbe would learn with him be’chavrusa. He had asked for this
on a number of occasions, and each time he was turned away.
But this time, the Rebbe agreed.
Rav Dovid told over the whole story: how he had found a
fellow crying bitterly and how he had given him the money he
had put away for his own child’s wedding. When he finished, Rav
Shloim’ke said, “When you walked into the beis midrash, I saw
in you a great transformation. Your neshamah has gone through
numerous gilgulim,” he explained, “and this one act has rectified
your soul.”
Meanwhile, a man entered the shul to tell the Rebbe that his
wife was having trouble giving birth. The Rebbe insisted that Rav
Dovid give her a blessing. When Rav Dovid refused, saying that the
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man had come to Rav Shloim’ke for a berachah and not to him, Rav
Shloim’ke countered, “At this time, you are completely clean and
pure, and you have the ability to bless Yidden.”
From here we see the power of the mitzvah of tzedakah.
We are about to begin the centerpiece of the Seder; a daunting
task lies ahead, as we attempt to re-experience the great Exodus of
Egypt. At the same time, we hope to instill in our children the faith
in the Almighty that our parents instilled in us. For this, we will need
great merits. Our open invitation to the poor and needy may serve
as that zechus.

The Proper Shiur
The Shevus Yaakov, Rav Yaakov Reischer, was delivering his
legendary Shabbos HaGadol derashah. This year, he spoke about
the minimum shiur of achilas matzah. People came from all over
to hear the talmid chacham’s intricately woven tapestry of Torah.
Even the greatest Torah scholars of the region were in awe of the
brilliance and depth of the Shevus Yaakov’s speech. After two
hours, the Shevus Yaakov concluded his talk. By the time the Rav
reached the door of the beis midrash, nearly everyone had said
something to him — a comment, a question, an added point, a
compliment — about his riveting speech.
But there was one individual who had yet to be heard. A haggardlooking pauper approached the Rav, as he, too, had a kasha on
the shiur. “Rebbi, to me it makes no difference what the shiur of
achilas matzah is, because I don’t have any food or matzah for my
family for Pesach!”
The Shevus Yaakov was taken aback. He looked at the downtrodden pauper who stood before him; the man was crying. Immediately, he retreated to the podium where he had delivered
the derashah. As he stepped onto the stage in front of the Aron
Kodesh, the crowd hushed. They were thrilled that the Rav was
going to continue his shiur, and waited with bated breath; then
the Rav continued his derashah. “My entire derashah is upgrefrekt
[proven wrong].
“The new shiur for achilas matzah is to ensure that every single
family has enough food and matzah to eat for Pesach!”

[93] Touched by Our Story
Reproduced from "Haggadah Touched by Our Story" by Rabbi Yechiel Spero
With permission from the copyright holders, ArtScroll/Mesorah Publications.

