
  
 
 

 
    
 

 

 

     

    A photographer was once 

describing to his friend the extreme 

poverty of a poor Native-American 

hamlet. “The women were pregnant, 

the children were sick and 

malnourished, and the men had no 

work. So they sat around and drank 

themselves into a stupor. The village 

conditions were deplorable and the 

poverty was unimaginable.” 

    The friend listened wide-eyed and 

asked, “So what did you do?” The 

photographer nonchalantly respond-

ed, “I shot them in color.” 

 

    The epic confrontation between 

Yosef and Yehuda reaches its cres-

cendo. Yosef can no longer bear the 

pain of his brother’s degradation. He 

dismisses everyone from the room 

and emphatically declares, “I am Yo-

sef!” The brothers reel in shock as 

they try to digest the words they 

heard. But then Yosef adds, “Is my 

father still alive?” 

    The commentators are puzzled by Yosef’s inquiry. Did he not know that Yaakov was alive in Canaan? Was 

that not one of the main points of discussion from when the brothers first appeared before Yosef? Did Yehuda 

not, moments before, warn Yosef of the dire consequences Binyamin’s failure to return would have on Yaa-

kov? 

    In the beginning of his magnum opus, Chovas Hatalmidim
[1]

explains that education is not about conveying 

dry facts and instruction during the child’s youth and to subdue his behavior so that he can be socially appro-

priate. Rather, it is to inculcate within a child an appreciation and deep connection to what he is being taught, 

so that he can appreciate its value and how it enriches him as an individual. Dogmatic instruction is only a 

tool but it must be coupled with emotional connection. Shlomo Hamelech wrote
[2]

“Educate each child accord-

ing to his way; even in his old age he will not forsake it.” True education speaks to the child so deeply that it 

remains a part of him throughout his life. 

    The word chinuch connotes a new beginning. In reference to children it refers to our efforts to open the 

heart of a child in order to reveal his inner beauty. The only way to accomplish such an approach towards 

education is through loving the child and seeing his uniqueness and then helping him recognize it and ulti-

mately foster it as well. 

    Rabbi Yissochor Frand related the painful story about a yeshiva student whose father had abandoned his 

family. The student was completely ‘turned off’ and showed no interest in anything that the Rebbe taught. The 

Rebbe tried his best to engage the child with incentives and individualized attention, even inviting him to his 

home for a Shabbos meal. But all his efforts were to no avail. The frustrated Rebbe allowed the troubled stu-
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dent to sit in the back of the class in his own world. The Rebbe hoped that the student would absorb some of 

the lesson. 

    A few months passed and the Rebbe was teaching his class Parshas Vayigash and the ordeal of Yosef re-

vealing his identity to his brothers. He asked his class the obvious question - why did Yosef ask if Yaakov 

was alive if he knew he was? 

    The class sat silently as they pondered the question. Then, a hand shot up from the back of the room. The 

Rebbe was surprised to see that it was his ‘lost student’. When he immediately called on him the student ex-

plained: “Yosef was telling the brothers a message. I know YOUR father is still alive and I know YOUR fa-

ther is still involved in your lives; but what about MY father? Has MY father given up on me? It’s been twen-

ty two years since I last saw him. Does he still care about ME? Is MY father still alive?”   

    We live in a narcissistic, impatient world that looks for the quick-fix. We do not like solutions that require 

patience, methodology, or selflessness. The tragic product of such a world is a society which has lost the art of 

human communication and empathy. The depth of that narcissism constantly shocks us.  

    But Chinuch requires tremendous patience and love. It is far more than academia and scholarship; it re-

quires soul-connection, which results from passionate teaching, not dogma. It entails reaching into the soul of 

each student and drawing out the inherent beauty that resides within. 

                   

“Even in his old age he will not forsake it” 

“Is MY father still alive?” 

 

(Stam Torah by R’ Dani Staum)  

 

[1] Duties of the Student authored by the Piaseczno  Rav, Rav Klonimus Kalman Shpiro zt’l hy’d. He was a 

trendbnous Torah leader murdered by the Nazis.  [2] Mishlei (22:6) "חנוך לנער על פי דרכו גם כי יזקין לא יסור ממנו  



 



    In most surprising ending in a Biblical saga, 11 men stood before 

their youngest brother, Yoseph, humiliated and threatened. Yoseph, 

in his role as viceroy of Egypt, had incarcerated Binyamin and left 

his siblings fighting him for his release. Otherwise, they would have 

to answer an aging father who would certainly die if Binyamin 

would not come home. They pleaded, begged and cajoled — then 

they threatened to go to war over Binyamin. Yoseph is impressed. 

 

    Suddenly he reveals himself as the brother they had sold to 

slavery 22 years ago. 

 

    “I am Yoseph,” he declares. “Is my father still alive?” The 

brothers stood in shock and disbelief. 

 

    Many commentaries ask why Yoseph asked a question when he 

knew the answer. His brothers spoke all along about their father and 

the anguish he would sustain lest Binyamin not be returned to him. 

 

    What message was Yoseph sending? 

 

    A man walked into the office of Rabbi Yoel Teitelbaum in the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn with 
tears flowing down his cheeks. “Rebbe,” he pleaded, “I need your help. I have no means of supporting my 
family, and my wife has gone into severe depression as the doctors suspect one of our children may have 
leukemia. I am at the verge of bankruptcy and only despair looms on the horizon.” 
    The Rebbe’s sympathy was obvious. Quickly he took all the money that he had in his desk and then 
summoned his sexton. “Have you any cash on you?” the Rebbe asked. “I need whatever you can spare to 
help a Jew in trouble.” 
    The gabbai (sexton) responded to his mentor’s request and handed the sum of nearly $2,000 to the Rebbe. 
After the indigent man left the house the Gabbai innocently asked the Rebbe, “That was not for the man who 
just left here — or was it?” 
    “Surely,” exclaimed the Rebbe. He has nine children, including one who may be very ill. His wife is on the 
verge of a breakdown and he is in a state of despair.” 
    “Despair?” exclaimed the sexton. “Nine children? That man has two kids, a wife who shops nicely on the 
Avenue and makes a modest living. Things may be a little tight — but he’s not at all desperate! 
    “You mean his wife is not ill?” 

    “No!” 
    “His child is not ill?” 
    “No!” 
    “He is not even going bankrupt?” 
    “By no means!” 
    “Wonderful,” the Rebbe smiled, “I could not bear to hear the pain of such terrible news. How good is it to 
hear that one less Jew is suffering.” The next day the Rebbe called in his Gabbai and returned the $2,000 he 
had borrowed from him. 
 

    In revealing himself to his brothers, Yoseph had choice words to tell them. He could have chided them, taunted 

them and called their misdeeds upon them. He didn’t. All he wanted to know is, “How is father feeling? Is it really 

true that he survived the tragedy of my sale? Is he still able to come see me?” 

 

    Often when we are wronged we have opportunities to harp on the conduct of those who harmed us. In his 

opening revelation Yoseph didn’t. He picked up the pieces. He did not choose to discuss the past deeds that were 

dead and gone. He just wanted to speak about the future, his father, and his destiny. 

 
                                           (By R’ Mordechai Kamenetzky) 





 


