
Parashah for Children
פרשת קרח

The winner of the Parashas Naso question is: DEVORAH WOLF, Boca Raton, FL

Kids, please ask your parents to email the answer to shabbosquestion@artscroll.com by this Wednesday to be entered into a 
weekly raffle to win a $36 ARTSCROLL GIFT CARD! Be sure to include your full name, city, and contact info. Names of win-

ners will appear in a future edition. HINT: The answer can be found in The Jaffa Family Edition Weekly Parashah.

Question for Parashas Korach: 
He was a descendant of Korach who was a nazir all his life. He was one of the 

greatest prophets of the Jewish people. He killed Agag. Who was he?

THE WEEKLY QUESTIONTHE WEEKLY QUESTION  WIN A $36 
ARTSCROLL 
GIFT CARD!

The question was: Which laws of a nazir did not apply to Shimshon HaGibbor?   The answer is: Like all nazirim,  
Shimshon didn’t eat food from grapes or cut his hair, but the laws about staying away from a dead body did not apply to him. 
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כ״ו כסלו תשפ״א
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I THEN AND THERE
Rav Pam on Chumash by Rabbi Sholom Smith

ַוִּיַּקח קַֹרח...
Korach took... (16:1).

Rashi (16:7) asks: If Korach was such a clever 
person, what brought him to this foolish act of 
rebelling against the authority of Moshe? 

He answers that Korach’s eyes led him to 
err. With his ruach hakodesh, he foresaw that he 
would produce a long chain of distinguished 
descendants, among them the navi Shmuel, 
who in his time was as great as Moshe and 
Aharon combined (see Tehillim 
99:6). Korach was convinced that, 
in Shmuel’s merit, he would be 
spared the consequences of the 
rebellion. He also perceived that 
twenty-four mishmaros (groups 
serving in the Beis HaMikdash) of 
Levi’im would emerge from his 
descendants, all of whom would 
have ruach hakodesh (see Divrei 
HaYamim I 25:5). Korach said, 
“Can it be that all this great-
ness is destined to come from 
me and I will remain silent?” 
Korach should have drawn 
a very different conclusion 
from his vision of a golden 
chain of great descendants: 
“Why should I get involved in a machlokes with 
Moshe and incite a rebellion against him? I will 
be the zeide of Shmuel Hanavi! I will have so 
much nachas and honor from my progeny. Do I 
need anything else?’’ 

Korach was a member of the distinguished 
family of Kehas, whose task was to carry the 
Aron (see Bamidbar Rabbah 18:3). His wife 

mocked him for his docile, 
unquestioning compliance 
with Moshe’s orders. She 
said, “Whenever Moshe blows his trumpet, 
you and your fellow shleppers come running 
like simple treggers (porters) to carry the Aron 
to its next station. You are such a distinguished 
person, and yet Moshe treats you like a ‘no-

body.’ Moshe grants all the im-
portant positions of leadership 
to members of his own family, 
while to you he gives nothing!’’ It 
was these inflammatory remarks 
that provoked Korach to mount 
a challenge to Moshe’s leader-
ship. This eventually led to a vi-
olent death for not only Korach, 
but hundreds of his followers as 
well. The pasuk says, “But one who 

is impatient to get rich will not 
be exonerated” (Mishlei 28:20). 
Yalkut Shimoni applies this 
to Korach. Korach could not 
wait to enjoy the honor and 
greatness he foresaw in his 
descendants. He wanted it 

right then and there. This was the root of his 
mistake.

Hashem had planned a glorious future for 
Korach through his progeny. But Korach was 
impatient. He wanted the honor himself, and 
mistakenly thought he would get it by rebelling 
against Moshe. This error cost him his life in 
this world as well as in the World to Come. 

THIS WAS 
THE ROOT OF 
HIS MISTAKE.

Rav Avrohom Pam

What Would You See? What Would You See?   
magine that we could find the place 
in the desert where the story of 
Korach happened, the place where 

Korach, Dassan, and Aviram and their 
families were swallowed up. What would 
you see? What would you hear? 

For the answer, see the story below 
called “Rabbah bar bar Chanah meets an 
Arab.”

Rabbah bar bar Chanah Meets an ArabRabbah bar bar Chanah Meets an Arab
Rabbah bar bar Chanah, who lived in the time of the Gemara, was once walking on a road when he met 

an Arab merchant. The Arab told Rabbah bar bar Chanah that he could show him the place where Korach 
was swallowed up.

The Arab led Rabbah through the desert, until they reached a place with smoke rising from two cracks in 
the ground. The Arab took a ball of wool, soaked it in water, and stuck it on top of a spear. He then lowered 
it into one of the holes. It was so hot that even though the wool was soaked with water, it quickly burned 
up. The smoke was from the heat of the fires of Gehinnom. 

The Arab told Rabbah, “Listen. What do you hear?” In the quiet of the desert Rabbah heard voices. They 
were saying, “Moshe and his Torah are true, and we are liars.”

These were the voices of Korach and the others who had been swallowed! How sad that they realized 
the truth only after it was too late.
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LIFTING SPIRITS AND SOULS
Upon the yahrtzeit of Rabbi Dovid Trenk zt”l, we present the following  

from the bestselling biography, Just Love Them, by Yisroel Besser 

Rabbi Dovid Trenk’s lifelong 
talmid, Larry Spiewak, called 
with a dilemma one afternoon. 

“Spi, I’ll call you back in a few 
minutes,” Rabbi Trenk said. 

The Brooklyn businessman waited for Rabbi Trenk 
to call back, but time passed and the phone didn’t ring. 
It was uncharacteristic and strange, and Larry gave 
his rebbi the benefit of the doubt and tried to focus on 
work. He was interrupted by the buzzer, his secretary 
calling from downstairs. 

“There’s a man here for you named David Trenk. 
He says it’s important,” she said. 

“Spi,” Rabbi Trenk bounded into 
the office, “I needed to give you a 
hug. When a kid has trouble, the fa-
ther shows up…”

• • • • •
A bachur with whom Rabbi Trenk 

was close had gotten into trouble in 
his yeshivah in Baltimore. The bachur 
called Rabbi Trenk in despair, telling 
him what had happened and that it ap-
peared he would be sent home. 

“Listen to me. Just forget about it 
and go back to your Gemara. Sit down 
and learn as if nothing happened,” 
Rabbi Trenk said. 

“Rebbi, it’s a big story. Everyone 
knows. I can’t just ignore it and pre-
tend it didn’t happen,” the bachur pro-
tested, but Rabbi Trenk was adamant. 

“Go sit and learn and it will all work 
out,” he reiterated. 

Late in the afternoon, as the bachur sat 
in his seat and tried to learn, the beis me-
drash doors opened to admit Rabbi Trenk, 
who had driven straight from New Jersey. 

He had come to plead the bachur’s case, and after meet-
ing with the hanhalah, it was agreed that the bachur 
would be given another chance. Rabbi Trenk hugged 
the bachur, then headed back to the car, mission ac-
complished.

• • • • •
When dealing with more challenging boys, Rabbi 

Trenk would often tell the parents, “I am so inspired by 
you. What you do for this child is incredible. You are 
heroes. There aren’t too many parents like you in this 
world,” understanding that they hadn’t gotten much 
chizuk and encouragement over the years.

Coming through the homes of the talmidim, he had 
ample opportunity to build up the 
parents, just as he did for the talmidim.

One of the boys left yeshivah ev-
ery day after Minchah, biking home, 
where he would spend the rest of 
the day. His mother was upset, and 
she mentioned it to Rabbi Trenk.

“Until he finally leaves, it’s 10 
o’clock in the morning, and by 2:30 

he’s back. What kind of day is that?” 
she asked.

Reb Dovid spoke gently. “You’re a lucky 
woman,” he said. “Ashrecha. You must be a 
great mother… Where is your son going? 
To the movies? To the mall? He’s going 
home, to you… He wants to be here, in 
your home. That’s a great mother!”

One morning, he came into the 
home of a talmid to wake him. It was quite 
late, and the boy’s mother felt silly and em-
barrassed. As Reb Dovid walked through 
the kitchen, he noticed that she was check-
ing lettuce and he called out, “Ah, a Yid-
dishe mamme! She’s checking lettuce in her 
kitchen. What can be better?” somehow 

leaving her feeling lighter and happier than when he 
had walked into the house.

• • • • •
In the middle of shiur one day, Rabbi Trenk reached 

for a piece of chalk and placed it in his mouth. His talmi-
dim looked up with interest, wondering what their rebbi 
was up to. He took a deep breath and exhaled, creating a 
cloud of chalk-dust. 

The boys weren’t sure what he wanted, but Rebbi 
did it again, breathing in chalk and letting it out. 

“I don’t look cool? I don’t look relaxed?” 
Rabbi Trenk asked in mock-surprise, hav-
ing found an innovative way to remind 
them that, while they may have thought it 
cool to smoke cigarettes, it was as bizarre as 
what he was doing with the chalk.

• • • • •
Rabbi Trenk would drive around Lake-

wood each morning, picking up various 
talmidim of Moreshes Yehoshua. Some-
times, the morning rounds involved not 
just pulling up in front of the house, but 
parking, going in, and waking the talmid. There was one 
particular talmid who had a hard time getting out of 
bed, and Rabbi Trenk would try for a few minutes, then 
leave, pick up a few more talmidim, and return to try 
again. Sometimes, he was unsuccessful the second time 
too, so he would gather together the rest of the talmidim 
and then go back a third time, making it his last stop and 
leaving once the talmid was up and ready. One morning, 
the mother of this talmid looked on in embarrassment as 
Rabbi Trenk came to her house repeatedly.

“Why do you do this, Rabbi Trenk?” she asked. “We 
both know he isn’t going to wake up until he’s ready. 
Why do you come again and again?”

He heard the pain in her voice. “Oh, you don’t under-
stand,” he said warmly. “If you knew how your son davens, 
how much we enjoy his Pesukei D’Zimrah, you would nev-
er ask the question. I will do whatever it takes to get him 
there, because it’s so geshmak to daven with him.”

• • • • •
On summer Fridays, he would leave Camp Munk to 

go visit his lifelong friend, Willie Rosenfeld, in his bun-

galow colony. The Rosenfelds enjoyed the weekly vis-
its, and they would prepare coffee and refreshments. 

One week, Willie noticed that his old friend wasn’t 
eating the cake, and he asked about it. Rabbi Trenk 
didn’t answer and, after a few weeks, Willie figured 
out that Reb Dovid wouldn’t eat cake on Fridays. He 
shared his conclusion with his visitor, who shrugged. 

“Yes,” Rabbi Trenk admitted, “I decided to stop eat-
ing mezonos on Erev Shabbos out of kavod for Shabbos.” 

The man who exuded energy and joy was a habitual 
faster. He fasted on Yom Kippur Katan, during 
the days of Behab, on various yahrtzeits, and of-
ten as a zechus for a talmid who was struggling, 
but the end of these personal fast days was 
never marked by ceremony or hype. He would 
sit down to supper as on every night, never 
mentioning that he had been fasting all day. 

But the man who was so careful about 
what he ate and when he ate had another 
chumrah as well. One night, the rebbetzin 
prepared baked ziti in an oven that had 
been used for fleishigs. He called a rav to 

ask the shailah, and once he learned that it was mut-
tar to eat, he ate with gusto, complimenting her with 
each spoonful. It was clear that even with all his per-
sonal stringent caution, the thought of causing pain to 
his wife was much more distressing to him than eating 
food that had been the subject of a halachic shailah.

• • • • •
Months after Rabbi Trenk’s passing, a young man 

from Lakewood went to an estate sale in a neighbor-
ing town, entering a home in a non-Jewish neighbor-
hood. On the wall, he noticed a large portrait of Rabbi 
Dovid Trenk. Astounded, the Lakewood visitor asked 
the owner the significance of that picture. The woman 
of the house said that this was her rabbi. 

“Rabbi Trenk was my hero,” she said, explaining 
that she had served as the postmaster in Adelphia, New 
Jersey, for many years. It was a small town and there 
was no home mail delivery; instead, residents came to 
pick up their own mail. Rabbi Trenk’s respect, decen-
cy, and honesty had inspired her, and she had come to 
view him as her rabbi. 

• • • • •
When Reb Dovid’s beloved 

talmid, Jonah Bruck, celebrated 
the bar mitzvah of his son, Reb 
Dovid and his rebbetzin traveled 
to Chicago to join the simchah. 
Jonah picked up his distin-
guished guests from the airport 
and drove them to the home of 
their hosts, where he parked 

LIVING WITH REBBI
A Candid Conversation with Mrs. Leah Trenk

An inspiring new documentary produced by Rabbi Yoel Gold
on the life and legacy of Rabbi Dovid Trenk zt”l

 WATCH IT AT ARTSCROLL.COM/TRENK

NEW!
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from the bestselling biography, Just Love Them, by Yisroel Besser 

Rabbi Dovid Trenk’s lifelong 
talmid, Larry Spiewak, called 
with a dilemma one afternoon. 

“Spi, I’ll call you back in a few 
minutes,” Rabbi Trenk said. 

The Brooklyn businessman waited for Rabbi Trenk 
to call back, but time passed and the phone didn’t ring. 
It was uncharacteristic and strange, and Larry gave 
his rebbi the benefit of the doubt and tried to focus on 
work. He was interrupted by the buzzer, his secretary 
calling from downstairs. 

“There’s a man here for you named David Trenk. 
He says it’s important,” she said. 

“Spi,” Rabbi Trenk bounded into 
the office, “I needed to give you a 
hug. When a kid has trouble, the fa-
ther shows up…”

• • • • •
A bachur with whom Rabbi Trenk 

was close had gotten into trouble in 
his yeshivah in Baltimore. The bachur 
called Rabbi Trenk in despair, telling 
him what had happened and that it ap-
peared he would be sent home. 

“Listen to me. Just forget about it 
and go back to your Gemara. Sit down 
and learn as if nothing happened,” 
Rabbi Trenk said. 

“Rebbi, it’s a big story. Everyone 
knows. I can’t just ignore it and pre-
tend it didn’t happen,” the bachur pro-
tested, but Rabbi Trenk was adamant. 

“Go sit and learn and it will all work 
out,” he reiterated. 

Late in the afternoon, as the bachur sat 
in his seat and tried to learn, the beis me-
drash doors opened to admit Rabbi Trenk, 
who had driven straight from New Jersey. 

He had come to plead the bachur’s case, and after meet-
ing with the hanhalah, it was agreed that the bachur 
would be given another chance. Rabbi Trenk hugged 
the bachur, then headed back to the car, mission ac-
complished.

• • • • •
When dealing with more challenging boys, Rabbi 

Trenk would often tell the parents, “I am so inspired by 
you. What you do for this child is incredible. You are 
heroes. There aren’t too many parents like you in this 
world,” understanding that they hadn’t gotten much 
chizuk and encouragement over the years.

Coming through the homes of the talmidim, he had 
ample opportunity to build up the 
parents, just as he did for the talmidim.

One of the boys left yeshivah ev-
ery day after Minchah, biking home, 
where he would spend the rest of 
the day. His mother was upset, and 
she mentioned it to Rabbi Trenk.

“Until he finally leaves, it’s 10 
o’clock in the morning, and by 2:30 

he’s back. What kind of day is that?” 
she asked.

Reb Dovid spoke gently. “You’re a lucky 
woman,” he said. “Ashrecha. You must be a 
great mother… Where is your son going? 
To the movies? To the mall? He’s going 
home, to you… He wants to be here, in 
your home. That’s a great mother!”

One morning, he came into the 
home of a talmid to wake him. It was quite 
late, and the boy’s mother felt silly and em-
barrassed. As Reb Dovid walked through 
the kitchen, he noticed that she was check-
ing lettuce and he called out, “Ah, a Yid-
dishe mamme! She’s checking lettuce in her 
kitchen. What can be better?” somehow 

leaving her feeling lighter and happier than when he 
had walked into the house.

• • • • •
In the middle of shiur one day, Rabbi Trenk reached 

for a piece of chalk and placed it in his mouth. His talmi-
dim looked up with interest, wondering what their rebbi 
was up to. He took a deep breath and exhaled, creating a 
cloud of chalk-dust. 

The boys weren’t sure what he wanted, but Rebbi 
did it again, breathing in chalk and letting it out. 

“I don’t look cool? I don’t look relaxed?” 
Rabbi Trenk asked in mock-surprise, hav-
ing found an innovative way to remind 
them that, while they may have thought it 
cool to smoke cigarettes, it was as bizarre as 
what he was doing with the chalk.

• • • • •
Rabbi Trenk would drive around Lake-

wood each morning, picking up various 
talmidim of Moreshes Yehoshua. Some-
times, the morning rounds involved not 
just pulling up in front of the house, but 
parking, going in, and waking the talmid. There was one 
particular talmid who had a hard time getting out of 
bed, and Rabbi Trenk would try for a few minutes, then 
leave, pick up a few more talmidim, and return to try 
again. Sometimes, he was unsuccessful the second time 
too, so he would gather together the rest of the talmidim 
and then go back a third time, making it his last stop and 
leaving once the talmid was up and ready. One morning, 
the mother of this talmid looked on in embarrassment as 
Rabbi Trenk came to her house repeatedly.

“Why do you do this, Rabbi Trenk?” she asked. “We 
both know he isn’t going to wake up until he’s ready. 
Why do you come again and again?”

He heard the pain in her voice. “Oh, you don’t under-
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how much we enjoy his Pesukei D’Zimrah, you would nev-
er ask the question. I will do whatever it takes to get him 
there, because it’s so geshmak to daven with him.”

• • • • •
On summer Fridays, he would leave Camp Munk to 

go visit his lifelong friend, Willie Rosenfeld, in his bun-
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out that Reb Dovid wouldn’t eat cake on Fridays. He 
shared his conclusion with his visitor, who shrugged. 

“Yes,” Rabbi Trenk admitted, “I decided to stop eat-
ing mezonos on Erev Shabbos out of kavod for Shabbos.” 

The man who exuded energy and joy was a habitual 
faster. He fasted on Yom Kippur Katan, during 
the days of Behab, on various yahrtzeits, and of-
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never marked by ceremony or hype. He would 
sit down to supper as on every night, never 
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I THEN AND THERE
Rav Pam on Chumash by Rabbi Sholom Smith

ַוִּיַּקח קַֹרח...
Korach took... (16:1).

Rashi (16:7) asks: If Korach was such a clever 
person, what brought him to this foolish act of 
rebelling against the authority of Moshe? 

He answers that Korach’s eyes led him to 
err. With his ruach hakodesh, he foresaw that he 
would produce a long chain of distinguished 
descendants, among them the navi Shmuel, 
who in his time was as great as Moshe and 
Aharon combined (see Tehillim 
99:6). Korach was convinced that, 
in Shmuel’s merit, he would be 
spared the consequences of the 
rebellion. He also perceived that 
twenty-four mishmaros (groups 
serving in the Beis HaMikdash) of 
Levi’im would emerge from his 
descendants, all of whom would 
have ruach hakodesh (see Divrei 
HaYamim I 25:5). Korach said, 
“Can it be that all this great-
ness is destined to come from 
me and I will remain silent?” 
Korach should have drawn 
a very different conclusion 
from his vision of a golden 
chain of great descendants: 
“Why should I get involved in a machlokes with 
Moshe and incite a rebellion against him? I will 
be the zeide of Shmuel Hanavi! I will have so 
much nachas and honor from my progeny. Do I 
need anything else?’’ 

Korach was a member of the distinguished 
family of Kehas, whose task was to carry the 
Aron (see Bamidbar Rabbah 18:3). His wife 

mocked him for his docile, 
unquestioning compliance 
with Moshe’s orders. She 
said, “Whenever Moshe blows his trumpet, 
you and your fellow shleppers come running 
like simple treggers (porters) to carry the Aron 
to its next station. You are such a distinguished 
person, and yet Moshe treats you like a ‘no-

body.’ Moshe grants all the im-
portant positions of leadership 
to members of his own family, 
while to you he gives nothing!’’ It 
was these inflammatory remarks 
that provoked Korach to mount 
a challenge to Moshe’s leader-
ship. This eventually led to a vi-
olent death for not only Korach, 
but hundreds of his followers as 
well. The pasuk says, “But one who 

is impatient to get rich will not 
be exonerated” (Mishlei 28:20). 
Yalkut Shimoni applies this 
to Korach. Korach could not 
wait to enjoy the honor and 
greatness he foresaw in his 
descendants. He wanted it 

right then and there. This was the root of his 
mistake.

Hashem had planned a glorious future for 
Korach through his progeny. But Korach was 
impatient. He wanted the honor himself, and 
mistakenly thought he would get it by rebelling 
against Moshe. This error cost him his life in 
this world as well as in the World to Come. 

THIS WAS 
THE ROOT OF 
HIS MISTAKE.

Rav Avrohom Pam

What Would You See? What Would You See?   
magine that we could find the place 
in the desert where the story of 
Korach happened, the place where 

Korach, Dassan, and Aviram and their 
families were swallowed up. What would 
you see? What would you hear? 

For the answer, see the story below 
called “Rabbah bar bar Chanah meets an 
Arab.”

Rabbah bar bar Chanah Meets an ArabRabbah bar bar Chanah Meets an Arab
Rabbah bar bar Chanah, who lived in the time of the Gemara, was once walking on a road when he met 

an Arab merchant. The Arab told Rabbah bar bar Chanah that he could show him the place where Korach 
was swallowed up.

The Arab led Rabbah through the desert, until they reached a place with smoke rising from two cracks in 
the ground. The Arab took a ball of wool, soaked it in water, and stuck it on top of a spear. He then lowered 
it into one of the holes. It was so hot that even though the wool was soaked with water, it quickly burned 
up. The smoke was from the heat of the fires of Gehinnom. 

The Arab told Rabbah, “Listen. What do you hear?” In the quiet of the desert Rabbah heard voices. They 
were saying, “Moshe and his Torah are true, and we are liars.”

These were the voices of Korach and the others who had been swallowed! How sad that they realized 
the truth only after it was too late.


