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Dear Chevra, 

A great American psychiatrist writes about a hardened criminal who lived in the small Wisconsin farm town he grew 
up in. On the day he was released from prison, out of the blue, this criminal, asked the daughter of an upstanding 
townsman for her hand in marriage. The girl asked, “Are you a gentleman?” The criminal, who had spent years in the 
black isolation of solitary confinement answered with certainty, “Yes I am.” The girl responded, “If that is so, then I will 
be your bride.” And so it was, from that moment on, the criminal became one of the leaders of the small town, 
initiating a Board of Education to ensure an education for everyone of the town’s children. The psychiatrist told the 
story to educate his patients that no matter how a person may have sunk morally, the instant a person chooses to be 
a gentleman, to be a mentch, he can be a mentch, it’s all about our choices. Like the Mishna that tells us if a totally 
evil person betrothed himself to a woman on condition of his being totally righteous, it is a valid betrothal, as we can 
assume at the moment of declaring himself a righteous person he did teshuva, returning to an upstanding path.  
 
Periodically, in my work as a therapist, I have a client who, like an animal, acts out on impulse. I ask these clients, 
“Are you a mentch?” Sometimes I’ll write the question on a slip of paper and have the client carry it in their pocket to 
look at in times of temptation and compulsion.  
 
The Bostoner Rebbe, Reb Levi Yitzchok Horowitz zt”l, was once asked to provide food and lodging for the troubled 
son of a prominent Rosh Yeshiva. Having caused great embarrassment to the parents, they sent the boy to far away 
Boston. Although the boy slept late and didn’t daven, didn’t pray, he was otherwise a quiet, polite boy who stayed out 
of the way. The Rebbe and Rebbetzin couldn’t understand what was so “embarrassing” about this child. However, 
one thing that they did notice was the sound of light scrabbling on their roof late at night. Not making sense of the 
sound, they dismissed it as squirrels or something meaningless. Then came the phone call. When the boy walked 
into the beis medrash the Rebbe was waiting. The Rebbe asked the boy for an explanation. Why did a neighbor call 
and say that the boy had been climbing on the roof of the Rebbe’s home late at night peering into their house? The 
boy denied the accusation. I recall the Bostoner Rebbe writing that it may have been the only time in his life that he 
yelled at somebody. “Stop acting like an animal and start behaving like a mentch!” Startled and shaken to the core by 
the Rebbe’s anger and sharp rebuke, the boy chose a new and better way. The boy chose to become a mentch; to 
my knowledge he became a Tiere Chashuva Yid, an upright and distinguished Jew. 
 
The Torah, in Parshas Nitzavim, tells us, “I have set before you life or death, blessing or curse. Choose life!” We 
decide. Do we choose the life of an animal, guided by instinct and desire or do we choose to be mentchen, living lives 
of Torah and meaningfulness? Although the choice is ours, the Torah urges us, commands us: Be a mentch! 
“Choose life!”  
 
Wishing you a confident and calm Shabbos,  
 
Sincerely,  
 
 
Binyamin Klempner 
 
 
P.S. While living in North Miami Beach, my wife and I were zoche,  had the privilege, of visiting with the Nikolsburger 
Rebbe shlita. He told us that in generations gone by people would pick a passuk, a verse, from the Torah to live by 
and suggested that I do as such. The passuk I chose was from Parshas Vayeilech, “Be strong and courageous!...It is 
God Who will lead you forward. He will be with you. He will not loosen (His grasp on) you and forsake you. Do not be 
afraid or dismayed.” A Yid knows that Hashem is with us. He guides us. He takes care of us. A Yid puts aside fear. 
He is confident and calm. He know God’s salvation will be the final outcome. A Yid chooses life. A Yid praises 
Hashem even when he’s down. The deck might be stacked against us, with two outs we might be losing at the end of 
the ninth inning, but we know, we will win. We are Yidden. The Aibishter is with us. 
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