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1. Avrohom has performed the Bris Mi’loh according to the command of HaShem and 

is recuperating when he is visited by three angels.  Thinking that they are ordinary 

mortals, he extends to them generous hospitality, despite his obvious indisposition. 

2. When one of the visitors, within her hearing, foretells that in one year’s time, Soroh, 

Avrohom’s wife, will have a son, she thinks that this is nothing more than a well-

intentioned pleasantry, and she laughs inwardly at the very thought.  But HaShem 

rebukes Avrohom for Soroh’s incredulity, for Avrohom’s belief should have been so 

strong that it should have communicated itself to his wife, too.  Soroh herself, when 

questioned about her laughter, denied that this meant that she didn’t believe that 

HaShem can do anything, but she was upset by Avrohom’s rebuke.  She feared that 

her reaction did indeed imply a lack of utmost trust in HaShem, and she accepted 

that she was at fault. 

3. Avrohom is told of HaShem’s intention to destroy the cities of S’dom, Amoroh, 

Admoh, Tzevo’im and Be’la (later called Tzo’ar) because of their horrific wickedness 

and bestiality.  Although these cities and their corrupt lifestyle was a copy of that evil 

society which HaShem had destroyed in the Great Flood [ See  SIDRA OF THE WEEK :   

 and although the Confederation of S’dom and its cruel society was in direct [ נח

contradiction to all the good and noble ideas that Avrohom taught, Avrohom 

nevertheless begs HaShem to spare these cities and their inhabitants, if only for the 

sake of the righteous people, however few, who are there.  For with time, reasoned 

Avrohom, these righteous people would be able to exert some influence upon their 

society and make them better.  But HaShem tells Avrohom that the people of S’dom 

and its sister-cities are so wicked and corrupt that they do not even tolerate any 

righteous people to live in their midst, and thus there is no hope that these evil 

people should ever repent from their cruel ways.  They must be destroyed, says 

HaShem, so that their wickedness shall not spread further and contaminate the rest 

of mankind. 

4. However, Lot, the nephew of Avrohom, who has taken up residence in S’dom, is 

saved by one of the angels (they had gone on to him from Avrohom) firstly from the 

people of S’dom, who were infuriated by Lot’s hospitality to these visitors, and then 

from the actual destruction of the whole plateau upon which the cities were built.  

The fearsome and cataclysmic overturning of this plateau by HaShem resulted in a 

great depression in the surface of the earth many miles square in area.  With the 

passage of time, the rains which fell upon the resulting highlands round this 
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depression flowed into it and, combining with the brimstone (which is sulphur) and 

salt that HaShem threw down upon the area, later became the Dead Sea. 

5. The two daughters of Lot who, together with their father, were the sole survivors 

(Lot’s wife was changed into a pillar of salt when she ignored the angel’s warning 

and turned round to watch the destruction of S’dom) think that the world has come 

to an end.  The memory of the Great Flood was not distant: it had occurred less than 

400 years previously, in the year 1656 after Creation; the overturning of S’dom and 

its confederate cities was in the year 2047 after Creation.  The daughters of Lot, 

although they had some recollection of their saintly great-uncle Avrohom, knew him 

to be advanced in age and without any children, and the last time they had heard of 

him was that almost thirty years before (in the year 2021) he had rescued their father 

Lot from his captivity by the kings of the north.  But since then, nothing.  Their 

father never spoke much about him to them and they assumed that Avrohom was 

no longer alive.  (Lot never discouraged this assumption: he himself had always 

eagerly anticipated inheriting Avrohom’s vast fortune.)  Consequently, the daughters 

of Lot, now seeing almost total and utter destruction as far as the horizon in every 

direction, thought that HaShem was again bringing an end to the wicked world, as 

He had done before.  They only knew of S’dom and its society, never having lived 

anywhere else, and they knew full well that this, their world, was corrupt and evil. 

(Their younger sister had been horribly killed by the people of S’dom because she 

had shown compassion to a starving beggar.)  Although the newer town of Be’la, to 

which they had fled from S’dom, had not been destroyed, they were convinced that 

it too was bound to share the same fate as the other cities, as it was part of the 

Confederation of S’dom.  And so they removed themselves with their father to live in 

a cave far away from the town of Be’la, lest they be destroyed when, before long, 

Be’la too will be overturned.  Now, they thought, they and their father were being 

saved in much the same way as No’ach and his family had been saved from the Great 

Flood (and they were indeed led into thinking along these lines by things in that 

cave that appeared to them as if they were Divinely ordained) and there are born to 

them Ammon and Mo’av. 

6. As time went on, rumours began to spread about this wild man who lived in a cave 

with two women and their children.  It was not long before people realized that this 

was Lot and his daughters, seemingly gone quite mad and depraved by what they 

had witnessed, and, as this becomes known to more people, Lot’s relationship to 

Avrohom becomes an embarrassment to him.  Avrohom therefore moves away from 

that region and goes down to the land of the Philistines.  Soroh is taken by force by 

the king, Avimelech, but after a warning from HaShem, he returns her to Avrohom.  

Avrohom rebukes Avimelech for the lack of fear of G-d in his kingdom which this 

abduction demonstrated, and Avimelech, by way of compensation for his 

wrongdoing, bestows great riches upon Avrohom and Soroh.  (Much the same thing 

had happened also with Par’o, the king of Egypt, in a similar incident: see last week’s  

SIDRA  OF  THE  WEEK :  לך�לך.) 
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7. Avrohom is invited by Avimelech to live in the land of the Philistines, with his safety 

assured by Avimelech personally.  Thus, in this land, too, Avrohom is greatly 

respected, with his teachings spreading far and wide. 

8. Exactly as promised by HaShem (and as predicted by the angel) Soroh gives birth to 

Yitzchok.  She is ninety years old at the time and Avrohom is one hundred years old.  

When Yitzchok is eight days old, Avrohom performs the Bris Mi’loh, just as HaShem 

commanded him.  The happiness and rejoicing in the house of Avrohom and Soroh 

is not confined only to them, however, for HaShem granted that many other 

childless couples should be blessed with children together with Avrohom and Soroh.  

Thus there was much joy and celebration at that time.  (In this way, HaShem 

ensured that the birth of Yitzchok was known to all as having truly happened, 

however unbelievable it seemed to be.)   

9. In the same way that the world looked, at first with some amusement but later with 

admiration, upon the lonely Avrohom and Soroh when they had ventured out to 

teach about HaShem, the G-d of all Mankind, and on their own thus sought to 

elevate the whole world that it should conform to the Will of HaShem, so too did 

that same world look upon this aged couple with almost pitying amusement when 

they dreamed of having a child from whom would emerge a Nation which would 

continue their message forever.  Even when the dream becomes a reality, the image 

of this old, old couple bending over their new-born child is so incongruous and 

almost absurd as to bring a smile )�ְקחוֹ�צ(  to the lips.  But just as the very 

beginnings of the Jewish People are such as to evoke a smile because of their 

“impossibility” in the normal, rational world, no less is the very existence of the 

Jewish People an “impossibility.”  And as this People of HaShem marches amid the 

Nations of the World and down the centuries of history despite every kind of 

obstacle and opposition, marches on despite all the jealousies and hatreds that 

tyrants and dictators can throw against it, despite even the suffocating friendship of 

those who would swallow it up and assimilate the Jewish People out of existence, 

the very fact that despite all this the indestructible Jew survives and thrives is an 

incongruity that is almost ridiculous in its “impossibility.”  In the very way that the 

Jewish People was born, is summed up its existence throughout the march of Man 

till the end of time. 

10. Some time later, when Soroh sees how her young son Yitzchok is in danger of 

Yishmo’el exerting a bad influence over him, she demands that he be sent away, 

together with his mother, Hoggor.  Avrohom is greatly saddened by the need for this 

step but HaShem tells Avrohom to obey the wishes of his righteous wife.  He gives 

Hoggor enough food and water for herself and Yishmo’el and he sends them on their 

way.  But the water gives out, and, rather than see her son die of thirst, Hoggor casts 

Yishmo’el under one of the desert bushes while she herself sits at a distance and 

cries.  HaShem hears the cries of Yishmo’el and sends an angel to save the boy.  

Hoggor is told that the descendants of Yishmo’el will become a great nation, for 
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Yishmo’el has within him some of the greatness of Avrohom, too.  (Later, Yishmo’el 

was readmitted to the House of Avrohom but eventually he left and he took to living 

in the wilderness.  His mother subsequently found a wife for him from her own 

people, the Egyptians.) 

11. Avimelech, the king of the Philistines, comes to Avrohom and makes with him a 

Treaty of Friendship and Avrohom sojourns in Be’er She’va, in the land of the 

Philistines, for many years. 

12. HaShem tests Avrohom and tells him to take his beloved son Yitzchok and offer him 

up to HaShem.  Avrohom obeys, unaware that HaShem has told him to do this so as 

to demonstrate to all his unquestioning obedience to HaShem, and that He does not 

in fact want him to actually kill Yitzchok.  Avrohom, who has given his whole life to 

teaching everyone that HaShem is the compassionate G-d and Father of all Mankind, 

Who abhors all cruelty and especially the barbaric rite of human sacrifice (which had 

been practised amongst those savage clans before they were changed by Avrohom’s 

teachings) sets out at once to do HaShem’s Will.  He is well aware that what he is 

about to do is the most direct contradiction to everything to which he has dedicated 

his life and will make him the veritable laughing-stock of the whole world — not to 

speak of the heartbreak that he will experience at the loss of his most beloved son, 

Yitzchok.  But if HaShem has commanded this, then this is what must be done.  For 

three days, enough time to compose his thoughts and decide how best to comply 

with the Will of HaShem, Avrohom and Yitzchok (together with the two attendants 

who ministered to Avrohom’s needs) travel to the stipulated place.  When they arrive 

near Mount Moriah, Avrohom tells his attendants to stay behind, while he and 

Yitzchok go on alone.  On the way, he explains to Yitzchok the purpose of their 

journey and they proceed, father and son together, to do the Will of HaShem.  

Avrohom builds an altar and arranges the wood and, at the request of Yitzchok 

himself, Avrohom binds his son ready for sacrifice.  Then, just as Avrohom is about 

to slaughter his son, HaShem’s angel stays his hand and tells Avrohom that HaShem 

was only testing his obedience.  As a reward for his proven unquestioning obedience 

— to be held up for all time as an example to his descendants that they will follow 

throughout the ages — Avrohom is promised by HaShem that his People will 

become exceedingly mighty and numerous and will be the source of blessing for all 

the Nations of the World.  
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It was after HaShem had destroyed the cities of the plain: HaShem had remembered 

Avraham and thus when He had overturned those cities in which Lot [Avrohom’s nephew] 

lived, HaShem had allowed Lot to escape that destruction and upheaval and he had fled to 

Tso’ar.  [But then those people of Tso’ar too had died and Lot was afraid to stay in Tso’ar 

and so] Lot went up fromTso’ar to the hill country and he lived in a cave there, alone with his 

two daughters.  The older daughter said to the younger, “Our father is growing old, and there 

is no other man left in the world to marry us in a normal way.  Come, therefore, let us get our 

father drunk with wine and we will sleep with him and through this we will survive through 

the children we will have from our father.”  So that night, they got their father drunk with 

wine and the older daughter went and slept with her father and he was not fully aware that 

she had lain down or gotten up.  The next day, the older daughter said to the younger, “Last 

night it was I who slept with my father.  Tonight, let's get him drunk with wine again and you 

go sleep with him, and we will survive through the children we will have from our father.”  

And so that night they again made their father drunk with wine and the younger daughter got 

up and she slept with him and again he was not fully aware that she had lain down or gotten 

up.  And so it came about that the two daughters of Lot became pregnant from their father.  

The older daughter had a son, and she named him “Mo’av” (meaning, “From father”) — he 

is the ancestor of the nation of Mo’av that exists today.  And the younger daughter also had a 

son, and she named him “Ben-Ami” (meaning, “From my own people”) and he is the 

ancestor of the people of Ammon who exist today. 
Berayshis, 19 : 29 — 38 

 

Said Rabbi Yochonon:  What is the meaning of this Possuk, “The paths of HaShem [along 

which people are to walk] are straight: the righteous will walk along them but the wicked [on 

those very same paths] will stumble on them” (Hoshea, 14 :10) ?  Here, with Lot and his 

daughters, you have an example: The two daughters of Lot, who intended to do their deed for 

the sake of Heaven — they are an example of “the righteous will walk along them.”  But their 

dissolute father, who knew what was happening and while they meant well, he, to the 

contrary, intended to commit incest, is an example of “but the wicked [on those very same 

paths, in the very same act] will stumble on them.”   
Yalkut Shimoni to Sidra Vayayroh, Chapter 86. 

 

The introduction to the eighth volume of the great work “Igros Mosheh” consists of a 

biography of the author, Rabbi Mosheh Feinstein, (1895 — 1986) of blessed memory.  The 

writer tells us that in his younger years, Rabbi Feinstein served as Rav in the town of Lyuban, 

in Russia.  It was a town where there were many great Torah personalities and Rabbi Feinstein 

would recount the following incident to show how some of these people were so great that they 

“almost attained Divine Inspiration.”  

THE  DAUGHTERS  OF  LOT  —  THE  SEQUEL 
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In 5682 (around 1921) when Reb Mosheh Feinstein was the Rav of the town Lyuban, 

somebody from the town fell ill with a very unusual disease in which his tongue swelled up. 

The doctors could not figure it out but he was on his deathbed from this illness and Reb 

Mosheh went to visit him.  When Reb Mosheh walked in, the man sent everyone else out of the 

room saying he had to talk to Reb Mosheh in private. 

Everyone left and he turned to Reb Mosheh and he told him that he knows why this illness had 

come upon him.  The week before (it was Parshas Vayayroh) he had given a Droshoh in which 

he had berated the daughters of Lot for what they had done.  He spoke very harshly about their 

act and criticized them especially harshly for the brazenness of naming their children after their 

deed and thereby publicizing to everyone that their children were from their own father.  He 

had even questioned why, considering the gravity of the sin itself and their brazenness, they 

merited to have Moshiach descend from them. 

He told Reb Mosheh that the night before, two elderly women, their heads and faces covered, 

had come to him in a dream and they had told him that they were the daughters of Lot.  They 

had heard his complaint, they told him, and he should not have criticized them for what they 

had done nor for naming their children as they had.  They explained that they had thought that 

they were the last people on earth to survive the cataclysmic overturning of the whole plateau.  

They had committed their deed in the mistaken belief that there was no other way that the 

human race could be saved and that was why they had done what they had done, however 

horrible.  When they had realized their mistake, they told him, they could so easily have said to 

everybody later that being from the family of Avrohom, for whom everybody knew that G-d 

performed miracles, they too had been saved from the overturning of S’dom by a miracle.  

They could have said further that their children had come about not as a result of incest but 

that they had been made pregnant from G-d Almighty or that their children had been born 

through some fabulous lie of a “virgin birth.”  But because this claim could in time become the 

basis of a new idolatrous religion — as in fact would happen a number of times, Christianity 

being a case in point — they had chosen to deliberately call their children names which 

publicized that their children had indeed come about from their father and were not the result 

of a “virgin birth.”  They had publicized what they did, no matter how shameful, to show 

everyone that there is no such thing as conception or pregnancy or birth without a mortal 

father.  By rigorously asserting that the bogus claims by the false Messiah that he was born 

from a “vigin birth” were not possible, they told him, they had merited that the true Moshiach 

is destined to come from them.   

They said that he had been very wrong to criticise them in the way that he had and that his 

illness was his punishment.  In the same way as the spies were afflicted for their slander, so was 

he being punished with the same illness, for the same sin, for the harsh words he had spoken 

about them. 

After he had concluded telling the story to Reb Mosheh, he turned to the wall and passed away. 

 

Reb Mosheh said that what the man had said made good sense and he felt it was true. 

 

 

Suggested by Mr Howard Turner of St John’s Wood, London, to whom many thanks. 
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Adapted from “The Prisoner and other Tales of Faith” by Rabbi Salomon Alter Halpern  

and published by Feldheim. 

 

It was a foolish thing to do, of course, and I suppose I am lucky to be alive.  One ought 

to listen to the advice of the inhabitants, especially in the wilder parts of Israel.  All the 

same, I don’t regret the adventure. 

I had been staying with my friend Mosheh in Jerusalem, and since he had to visit Be’er 

Sheva in connection with the new orthodox school there — he works in the 

administration of that particular educational network — I seized the opportunity of a 

free ride to the Negev and came along.  Mosheh would be busy, of course, but he 

promised to ask a local man to show me the sights and generally take care of me. 

However, when we arrived after a breakneck ride that started at dawn — all the drivers 

there seem to be frustrated jet pilots and like nothing better than speeding on cliffside 

curves — it turned out that the local man was away for the day. 

“Look here,” said Mosheh, “I’m terribly sorry, but I’ve got to attend to my affairs now; 

the school people are waiting.  You’re tired from the journey and soon it will get sizzling 

hot.  I suggest you stroll around a little; anyone will show you the famous Wells of 

Abraham.  Then you go back to the hotel and have a good rest.  But please don’t go out 

in the heat!  It’s the mistake all the tourists make.  Then at about three o’clock ask them 

to direct you to the Rabbi’s house.  You’ll find him a very interesting man to talk to, and 

I’ll collect you from there when I’m ready.  We’ll still have an hour or two to do the 

sights before dark.  And now, Shalom!” — and off he went. 

Well, I was annoyed, I can tell you.  Here I was with nothing to do for hours and hours 

and in any case this midday rest business was not my cup of tea.  All very well for these 

people who got up at a fantastic hour in the morning.  They maybe could afford to 

knock-off at two o’clock for the day, or make a break from twelve to three.  But I had 

paid good money for this trip.  Why waste the best hours? 

I soon got tired of sitting in the lounge.  Then I remembered that a friend from England 

lived in a settlement near Be’er Sheva, and when I asked where the place was I was told 

it was quite near — less than three kilometres and only half a kilometre from the road.  

It seemed one couldn’t miss it.  Just over half an hour’s walk?  Why, I could be there 

and back before Mosheh was finished with his business! 

Soon I was on the road.  What nonsense all that fuss about the heat!  Just nice and 

warm like a fine summer’s day in England.  And what a landscape!  On the left, range 

upon range of hills rising up into Yehuda.  On the right some isolated hills, and between 
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them an unrestricted view into an amazing distance.  And best of all, no one to talk to 

for a change!  I was free to make my own associations come to life.  I could just imagine 

the patriarchs pasturing their sheep on these very hills.  Avraham welcoming guests 

who had trudged along this age-old caravan road ... 

My mind was rather full of Avraham just then.  The night before, we had been talking 

about him quite a lot.  Zahavah, — that’s Mosheh’s wife — was a teacher too (most 

young women of our circle were) and she had brought up the kind of questions the girls 

asked her.  Very sharp these Sabra children, I must admit, and their questions by no 

means easy to answer.  We had been discussing this commentary and that, until I 

remarked: “I wish I could ask Avraham himself what really happened.”  And Mosheh — 

he always makes bad jokes — had promptly rejoined: “Don’t be in such a hurry, you’ll 

meet him soon enough ...”  Very funny! 

All the same, I did wish Avraham was there.  For one thing he could have given me a 

drink and some shade.  It was getting a little hot and the strong light was becoming a 

little too much for me — I had not taken my sunglasses, I can’t think why not.  And I 

was getting tired, too.  I must have walked an hour already and hadn’t passed any 

settlement near enough to the road to be the one they had described. 

In any case there were decidedly more turnings and branchings than the people in the 

hotel had mentioned.  The trouble with me is that I speak Hebrew like a native, or 

anyway like a Me’ah She’arrim man who has been to America; the immigrants round 

here aren’t too hot in Hebrew themselves so they take me for another Israeli.  I suppose 

that’s why no one bothered to explain these little snags to me. 

I wished I could stop somewhere and rest a little.  But just then there was no shade in 

sight, no settlement or even any human being in sight.  No wait!  There was something:  

believe it or not, a Bedouin encampment!  I could distinctly see the black tents, and 

quite a lot of them too, not half a mile down the road, a little to the left of the road — 

and sheep, lots of them, all over the hillside, lying down most of them, ruminating, I 

suppose.  Well, I would go to the camp and sample their famous hospitality.  They were 

bound to be friendly so near the town and in broad daylight. 

I quickened my step — or rather I tried to — my feet didn’t quite respond.  The heat was 

getting to me after all.  Lucky I had come to this place in time.  They seemed to have 

spotted me, too.  There was a lad running towards me, about fourteen maybe.  Very 

Jewish-looking he was, if you know what I mean, and with nothing like the snotty-

nosed “I-don’t-know-you” bearing of some of the Arabs I had seen in the towns.  

Perhaps they got like that when they grew up.  He wasn’t dressed in the white shirt and 

headcloth of those Arabs either.  In fact I had never seen such a kind of dress before, 

except on some picture in an archaeology book — Egypt, was it?  Yes, probably Egypt, 

by the shape of that picture: a long line of people, men, women and children, all dressed 

more or less alike in a clinging long garment, white, with spots or flowers in a regular 

pattern.  That was what the boy was wearing, except that he had a huge headcloth 
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draped over his arms as well, rather like a tallit …  So many different kinds of people in 

Israel nowadays, I thought, you don’t know whom you’ll meet next. 

He had come up to me and made a very deep bow, all in one sweeping movement, very 

oriental and quaint.  And then he spoke.  It sounded very Arabic, full of gutturals, but I 

quickly realized that he was speaking Hebrew.  Not modern Hebrew either, by the style 

of it, you understand; rather a classical Hebrew, Biblical I should call it, although he 

used a number of words that I didn’t recognize from the Bible and that I had to guess at 

rather than understand. 

And then I remembered what it said under that picture: 

“Semites bringing tribute.”  It may have been the heat, of course, but I tell you from that 

moment on I was not really surprised at anything that followed. 

What the boy was saying in a rather long-winded and embellished way was to the effect 

that I, his lord and master, would honour and delight his grandfather — the Haham or 

whatever I should call him — if I would have the goodness to step into his tent and 

accept whatever little thing he could put before me.  His grandfather was very old 

apparently and was quite heartbroken at not being able to come out and welcome me as 

was fitting. 

What did I tell you?  Oriental hospitality at its classical best. 

I did my best to reply in style and went along with the boy.  Or to tell the truth, I went 

very much leaning on him, for he had noticed the shape I was in and insisted on 

supporting me.  But I reached the big tent eventually — quite a pavilion, raised up on 

poles so that one had a view of the countryside in every direction.  And there was the 

Haham, a majestic but friendly white-bearded man, dressed in gold-embroidered 

damask, getting up from his ivory-studded couch just as I came in and bowing to me 

before I could get my own greeting in.  Greetings completed, he indicated to me that I 

should please make myself comfortable on a couch that felt like foam-rubber but 

actually was built up from layers of sheepskin rugs.  Drinks were brought — I found the 

chilled buttermilk best, which was served from a jug kept inside one of those huge 

water-jars of porous clay — and when they saw that I still did not feel comfortable they 

brought me a wet headcloth and led me to a smaller tent to rest a while. 

Soon I felt as fit as a fiddle; the boy took me to an ablution tent to “wash my feet.”  I 

used the opportunity to wash thoroughly with the water the boy poured for me.  Then 

we went back to the reception tent and I was left alone with my host whilst we waited 

for the meal to be served — for he had begged me to stay — if not for the night, at least 

for a meal and until the heat went down — and I had accepted gratefully.  I had 

forgotten all about my appointment with Mosheh.  In fact, I had forgotten everything 

except the wonder of the old man’s smile and the extraordinary quality of his 

conversation. 
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At first I was tongue-tied — a very unusual condition for me.  Quite frankly, I was over-

awed by the splendour of my host’s presence.  The radiant friendliness of his smile was 

something I had never before experienced; and when he turned his eyes full upon me — 

well, I am not normally addicted to deep emotional experiences — quite the reverse, in 

fact — but those eyes — they somehow suffused my whole being in one great glow of 

kindliness and love.  I remember thinking to myself: “This is what it must be like to look 

into the eyes of an angel — or a patriarch.” 

But very soon the boy brought wine, in primitive-looking leather flasks, and after the 

first few sips I began to feel more at ease.  It was good wine, exceptionally good, in fact, 

in spite of the slight tang of the leather which clung to it, and I began to enter more into 

the conversation, which up to now had been slightly one-sided.  My host, whose name I 

didn’t quite catch — Ibraheem something-or-other, it sounded like — led me on to 

speak about what interested me most at the moment.  This was that problem of 

Avraham I had been thinking about.  In fact, probably due to the influence of local 

colour it had been in the forefront of my mind since that morning.  Seeing that my host 

was obviously the distinguished Haham of a nomadic Jewish community at the very 

least, I decided to put the problem to him.  You never know, I thought, he might have 

an original view-point to put forward; these other-world types very often had. 

What I got was something utterly unexpected; something that even today I can neither 

properly explain — nor forget … 

I put forward my problem.  I told him that I couldn’t understand why our forefather 

Avraham, who risked his life against impossible odds to rescue his nephew Lot from the 

clutches of the Four Kings, nevertheless refused to raise a finger to protect his own wife 

when she was taken prisoner first by Pharaoh and then again by Abimelech. 

My host’s reaction to this innocent question shocked and amazed me.  Those eyes were 

again turned full upon me, but this time when I looked into their depths, I saw a fierce 

glare that felt almost like anger burning there — a glare which seemed to penetrate to 

the core of my being and burn up all my insides. 

My host spoke.  His voice came to me as if from a great distance, but I could not 

mistake the vibrant intensity of his reply. 

“Fight Pharaoh?” said the voice.  “Die fighting for my rights?  For my honour?”  The 

ironic intonation was heavy.  “That might count as a noble thing with the Philistines or 

other sea-peoples, but in the way of G-d one does not die for pride or for honour.  One 

prays, one suffers, if need be, accepting the justice of G-d, but one survives.  There are 

better things to use one’s life for than as a monument to one’s own glory. 

“But Lot?” went on that voice, riveting me to the spot, paralysed, but with my heart 

wildly beating.  “Lot? — I bring heaven and earth to witness that this was for no other 

purpose than for the glory of G-d!  To lay down one’s life for justice and for right — that  

is a truly noble act — what greater deed can a man do than to stand up for justice and 
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right?  That  is man’s task in the world — do you hear me?”  He seemed almost angry.  

His words came at me with such strength of feeling that he seemed to be shouting at me 

from far away … 

In my disturbance of mind I must have got up and walked out of the tent, for the next 

thing I knew a piercing light was hurting my eyes, and through the light came half-a-

dozen figures carrying rifles.  “There he is!” exclaimed a voice. 

Then they were standing around me and the one with the red Ma’gen-David on his arm 

was feeling my pulse.  “What’s the matter?” I asked in a confused way.  “Leave me 

alone!” 

I had spoken in English and it was Mosheh who answered.  “Take it easy, old man, we’ll 

soon have you right.  You’ve had sunstroke, but since you’ve survived till now you’ll be 

alright.  What on earth possessed you to go and sleep in the open?” 

“In the open?” I protested.  “Why, I’ve been under canvas all the time, and they looked 

after me fine, I can tell you.” 

“Under canvas?” wondered Mosheh.  “You mean those Bedouins down the road?  But 

they’ve sworn they hadn’t seen anything of you, and they haven’t, I’m sure.  They 

wouldn’t have let you out again in your condition; it’s against their principles.  You can’t 

imagine what a time I had when you were missing.  The frontier police here have been 

driving round for hours until we spotted you.” 

And so it went on.  According to Mosheh I had collapsed by the roadside and dreamt 

the rest, and so thought the others.  My only ally was the doctor.  He was quite amazed 

at how quickly I had made a complete recovery but even he would only say that if I had  

had sunstroke it was all gone and he couldn’t find a single symptom.  And indeed I 

reached the jeep under my own steam and feeling perfectly fit, though I was  grateful 

for the blanket they gave me — the night was pretty cold. 

When I got back to my hotel room and the familiar electric light and h & c, I was almost 

ready to come round to their way of thinking.  The whole episode began to seem most 

unreal, and I was hard put to explain it even to myself.  It would certainly be more 

comfortable to write it all off as a touch of sunstroke and try to forget all about it — if 

possible … 

But then, sitting on the bed, I discovered that I was still clutching something.  I looked 

at it.  It was a leather wine flask of very peculiar make.  I have since taken it to an 

archaeologist friend of mine.  He seemed very excited when I showed it to him and said 

it seemed to be of a kind which was in use in Canaan in the second millennium B.C.E. — 

in fact, in the time of Avraham.  He has persuaded me to let him send it away for the 

radio-activity dating test but he’s furious with me for not being able to tell him clearly 

how I got hold of it.  Frankly, I am not at all sure myself what to make of it all. 
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Then Avraham journeyed from there toward the Negev and he settled between Kadesh and Shur 

and sojourned in Gerar.  And Avraham said of Sarah his wife, “She is my sister, [meaning “my 

clanswoman”] and Avimelech the king of Gerar sent [his men] and took Sarah [by force].  Then 

HaShem came to Avimelech in a dream by night and said to him, “See!  You are going to die 

because of the woman whom you have taken for she is a man’s wife!”   But Avimelech had not 

[yet] come near her; and he protested and said, “My L-rd, will you slay even [me] a righteous 

[man of this] nation?  Did he not say to me, ‘She is my sister’?  And she, she herself, [did she not] 

say, ‘He is my brother’?  In the integrity of my heart and innocence of my hands have I done 

this!”  But G-d said to him in the dream, “Yes, I know that you did this in the integrity of your 

heart but you did not sin also because it was I Who kept you from sinning against Me; that’s why 

[you did not sin, because] I did not let you touch her.  Now, restore to the man his wife; for he is a 

prophet, and he will pray for you, and you shall live; but if you do not restore her, know that you 

shall certainly die, you, and all who are yours!”  Avimelech rose up early in the morning and 

summoned all his servants and told all these things in their ears; and the men were very afraid.   

Then Avimelech called for Avraham and said to him, “What have you done to us?  In which way 

did we offend you, that you should bring upon me and on my kingdom a great sin?  You have 

done things to me that ought not to be done!”  And Avimelech persisted and said to Avraham, 

“What did you see [here] that you had to do this thing?”  Then Avraham said, “Because I said to 

myself that it is clear that the fear of G-d is not in this place; and therefore they will even kill me 

because of my wife!  But in any case, she is indeed my clanswoman for she is the daughter of my 

father, but not the daughter of my mother; and she became my wife.  And it came to pass when 

G-d caused me to wander from my father’s house, that I then said to her, ‘Please do this kindness 

to me; at every place where we shall come, say of me, ‘He is my brother.’”  Then Avimelech took 

sheep, and oxen, and menservants, and maidservants, and gave them to Avraham, and he 

returned to him Sarah his wife.  Then Avimelech said, “See!  My whole country is before you; live 

where it pleases you!”  And to Sarah he said, “See!  I have given to your brother a thousand 

pieces of silver; let this be compensation to you and for all who are with you that I have had to 

make good to you for your insult.”  Then Avraham prayed to HaShem and HaShem healed 

Avimelech, and his wife, and his maidservants; and they bore children.  For G-d had fast closed 

up all the wombs of the house of Avimelech, on account of Sarah, Avraham’s wife. 

[Berayshis, Chapter 20] 

SIDRA  OF  THE  WEEK  :  וירא 
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Adapted from an address given  
to the boys of the Hasmonean High School, London, in Assembly. 

 
Published in the London “Jewish Tribune” of Friday 18 March 1983 

and in the April 1983 edition of “The Federation Chronicle” of Johannesburg. 
 

 

Some of us have been to see the Auschwitz Exhibition.  [This was the Auschwitz 
Exhibition, in the crypt of St George’s in the East, Cannon Street Road, Stepney, East 
London.  It later opened at Manchester and Newcastle.]  It is a shocking experience and 
a frightening experience.  Shocking — to see how low and bestial human beings can be.  
Frightening, because — yes, it can happen again.  Yet indirectly it is an exhibition of 
the true victory of the Jewish spirit.  

Until some time ago it was thought that this kind of exhibition is for the  b Éå Äéí  — let 
them see what they did.  But we Jews know all about it and don’t need to be told.  
Wrong.  Unfortunately, many of us do not know, and we do need to know, for two 
reasons, at least. 

Firstly, as time goes on, the facts will be forgotten or twisted.  The events will be 
explained and rationalized.  In 50, 20, even 10 years’ time, the subject will be ignored or 
falsified — some writers have already started to deny what the Germans did.  So we 
must know and record the facts, otherwise we ourselves will believe the liars that are 
called historians. 

And secondly, we must learn from these events and teach the true lessons to the world.  
But they are not the same lessons as the  b Éå Äéí   would learn by themselves. 

We, the Jewish People are the People of HaShem — it is a fact resented by the nations of 
the world, but a fact nevertheless.  We have been taken by HaShem to be to Him as His 
People, as He Himself said,  " Äì Àä Éåéì úé Àñ âe Èl Äî ä Èk Èä ì Çò Än íé Äk Äì é Èk é Èä ì Èà Æøõ"  — “to be to 
Me as My treasured People more than all the nations, for Mine is the whole world [and I 
can choose whomsoever I want],”  to be His Witnesses,   Çà Æz Åò í Çãé , Àðeàä í  '  — “You are 
My witnesses,” says HaShem. ]åäéòùé  ,î" â :é'  [   This is a fact known by the nations of 
the world —and they have always resented it.  So, either they deny it, or they scoff at it, 
or they usurp the title “Chosen People” and use it about themselves.  But whether they 
like it or not — in fact, whether we like it or not — whatever they do to get rid of us, we 
will not go away.  Empires come and go.  Great rulers, tyrants, dictators, powerful men, 
will try their worst, but we do not go away.  We are HaShem’s People and He has 
promised that we will live on as His People until the end of time. 

e÷ Àã ÈL Àa à Äø Àêé eä Àå à Éåà Çø Èúéé Àå à Äé ÀN Èø Åà Çç ìã  — The Holy One, blessed be He, and the Torah, 
and His People Israel are as one.  So much so, that we have become living proof of 
HaShem in an otherwise G-dless world. 

THERE  WAS  ONE  THING  MISSING 
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Werner Keller, at the beginning of his book “Diaspora,” quotes an interesting 
conversation.  Frederick the Great asks, “Can you give me one single irrefutable proof of 
G-d?”  And Jean Baptiste du Boyer, Marquis d’Argens replies: “Yes, Your Majesty, the 
Jews.”  Nothing in our History as a People can be properly understood without 
remembering that we are the People of HaShem, and everything in our History can be 
understood when we do remember that we are the People of HaShem. 

The Sponsors and designers of the Auschwitz Exhibition mean to teach what race-
hatred can lead to: good.  We all hope the exhibition helps.  But this is not enough, 
because if the conditions should warrant it, race-hatred can again become acceptable 
and even encouraged.   

But we are to see things somewhat differently, somewhat deeper, and teach what we 
see to the world.  This is our duty.  And race-hatred is not the main issue. 

When  Çà Àá Èø Èä Èà í Äáeðé , our Father Avrohom, came into the land of Philistia, the Chumash 
tells us that he described Soroh his wife as “his sister,” meaning his clanswoman.  And 
when Avimelech the king of the Philistines took her by force for himself, and was 
immediately punished by HaShem, he summoned Avrohom and asked him, “Why did 
you do this to me?  Why didn’t you say she is your wife, that you bring G-d’s wrath 
upon me?”  And Avrohom, the first Jew, answered him, " Äk Èà é Çî Àø Äz Çø é Åà ÷ Äé ïé Àø Çà Áà ú- Éì Ääíé 

 Ça  Èn Éå÷ Çä í Æf Çå ä Âä Èøeâ Äð Çò é Àc ì Çá Äà ø ÀL Äzé"  — “Because I said, ‘but there is no fear of G-d in this 
place, and they will kill me on account of my wife’.”  As Rashi says, “If your officers ask 
a complete stranger about his wife, if they have no fear of G-d not to molest the wife of 
a passing traveller, then I have to worry for our safety.”  When I came here I saw that 
your country is a civilized country, with efficient government and carefully regulated 
laws and customs.  But if there is no fear of G-d, when those laws and customs are not 
the result of the fear of G-d but are only a means of maintaining man-made standards 
of morality and correctness,  Çø Åà ÷ Äé ïé Àø Çà Áà ú- Éì Ääíé   if there is lacking only one thing, 
that is, the fear of G-d, then  Çå Çä Èøeâ Äð Çò é Àc ì Çá Äà ø ÀL Äzé  — then you will kill me on account of 
my wife.  If you are the ones who make the laws, and you have no fear of G-d, then you 
can make it legal and within the law to have me killed on account of my wife.  O, it’s so 
easy to rationalize it, to murder me lawfully.  You can pass a law to say that I am guilty 
of treason to the king for daring to keep Soroh as my wife: a woman of such exceptional 
beauty is fit only for the king and I am therefore guilty of disrespect to the king — or 
any such rationalization.  Therefore, Avimelech, I did not disclose that she is indeed my 
wife and I said only that she is my clanswoman.  And Avimelech had no answer. 

At the Auschwitz Exhibition we saw how a whole nation in civilized Europe, with an 
evil genius at their head, can become monsters in human form — and all within the 
law.  After the War, the Allies had the unprecedented task of passing judgement upon 
Germans who claimed that they were within the law and they were only following 
orders.  Yes, the Germans were law-abiding people, but laws must have their 
foundations in the fear of G-d.  Otherwise you have the Nuremberg Race Laws and — 
Auschwitz.  Without the fear of G-d, you have a whole system of laws — passed by the 
legislative body of the nation, administered by the judiciary and enforced by the officers 
of law and order — to legalize the degradation and humiliation of fellow human-beings 
— leading directly to the cold-blooded murder of millions of people.  The German people 
were civilized — every detail of the individual’s life and the German national life was 
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regulated: and the arts flourished, the sciences progressed, the philosophers spouted 
their words of wisdom — and millions were tortured and killed.  There was one thing 
missing: there was no   Äé Àø Çà Áà ú - Éì Ääíé .   

The brand of counterfeit religion that was preached and practised in Germany gave rise 
to the mass-murder of millions of ordinary people.  Hitler   Àé Çî ÀL ç Éåî  Àå Äæ Àë Éåø   said, “I am 
only carrying out what the Church has been teaching for the past two thousand years” 
— and he was right.  Read, if you can stomach it, the filthy writings of Martin Luther, 
the famous Protestant of Germany, ”a man of the cloth,” a man who, by his own 
admission, could not pray without cursing and whose teachings became a foundation of 
hatred.  If there is no genuine fear of G-d, then laws can be based on such values and 
lead to legalized mass-murder. 

When we see what “law” can become without the fear of G-d, when law is man-made 
without having to answer to the   Äøa Éå Éåð ÆL  Éåò ì Èìí , we begin to realize how beyond 
comparison are the laws of the nations of the world and the laws of the Torah.  With 
man-made law, fashions change; what was illegal yesterday becomes legal today, and 
“the law is an ass.”  That is law without   Äé Àø Çà Áà  ú- Éì Ääíé . 

Not so with our Torah, z Éå Çø Áà ú Æîú , the Law of Truth, z Éå Çøä ú ' Àz Äî Èîéä , the perfect Torah 
of HaShem, immutable and unchanging.  Torah is   Äî Çä ï ÈM Çî Äéí , it cannot be changed.  It 
comes from HaShem and it is not ours to change it.  And when we see how other law 
systems change with the times, and the values of the Torah do not, we understand why  

z Éå Èø Äî ä Çä ï Èy Çî Äéí   is such an important principle of our faith.  The morality that HaShem 
teaches us in the Torah is pure, and it doesn’t change with the fashions.  If it’s 
forbidden to commit murder, then to commit murder six million times is six million 
times forbidden.  But if the law is man-made, if it is based on the rationalization of 
greed and hatred, then a whole nation can be led down to the depths of hell and can 
become the willing butchers of innocent people.  There were exceptions, true, but so few 
that they deserve the special praise that is given to the uncommonly good person. 

The nations of the world, too, who knew of what was happening at Auschwitz and who 
stood by and let the murder happen — they too deserve condemnation because their 
inaction comes from a lack of fear of G-d and their laws too, even today, are not based 
on the fear of G-d.  They could so easily do the same, if   Çç Àå ñ ÈL Éåìí   conditions should 
arise and if the people become mesmerized by a raving lunatic.  Don’t think it couldn’t 
happen.  Without   Äé Àø Çà Áà  ú- Éì Ääíé , without the fear of G-d, anything can happen. 

*                    *                    *                    * 

We went to see the Auschwitz Exhibition.  Millions of people killed, six million of them 
Jews.  Do you know what six million people means?  Wembley Stadium can 
accommodate 100,000 people.  Six million is sixty times the capacity of Wembley 
Stadium.  The mind boggles.  It cannot grasp the numbers.  But when you see 
photographs of the huge heaps of shoes which were waiting to be sorted “for use in the 
war effort” and which the Germans did not have time to destroy before the Allies came, 
heaps in halls as big as this, we begin to get an idea.  We saw how low a people can 
become without   Äé Àø Çà Áà  ú- Éì Ääíé . 

*                    *                    *                    * 
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But we must not view Auschwitz through the eyes of the  b Éå Äéí , because then we will 
miss the lessons to be learned and we betray those of our People who were murdered  

 Çò Ä÷ ìeãéL Çä  ÅLí .  If we see Auschwitz only as the most extreme form of Anti-Semitism 
and for that reason must Anti-Semitism be fought, then we make a mistake.  Anti-
Semitism is vile, yes; Anti-Semitism is cruel, yes; but Anti-Semitism is also the 
universal recognition that we are the people of HaShem — because Anti-Semitism is 
jealousy. 

When Hitler   Àé Çî ÀL ç Éåî   ordered the extermination of millions of humans, fathers, 
mothers, children (over one million children) he warned the German people to be 
ruthless and firm.  “There is no place for conscience.  Conscience is a Jewish invention!” 
— his words.  Yes, the Jew is the moral conscience of the world because the true Jew 
embodies the Torah of HaShem in his very being.  And the Jewish message of   Äé Àø Çà  ú

 Áà- Éì Ääíé , fear of G-d, is hated and resented — nobody likes to be told what he is allowed 
to do and what he is not allowed to do.  Everybody likes to be free.  And. the Jew 
challenges that freedom by teaching of the Great G-d Who orders the destiny of men and 
Who will call to account every single being.  That is why the Jew is hated, this is the 
“Jewish peril.”  Or, as he said, “Conscience is a Jewish invention!”  “Why,” asks the 
Gemara (Shabbos 89) “was the mountain called ‘Sinai’?”  Because   ÄN Àð Èàä , hatred, Jew-
hatred, came down upon the world when we received the Torah. 

*                    *                    *                    *    

The  b Éå Äéí , and those secular Jews who follow in their ways, speak of the Jewish history 
of tragedy, all the time stressing the tragedy of the Jew to such an extent that one is led 
to believe that tragedy and sorrow are the main parts of the Jewish story.  But it’s not 
true.  If we view the story of a people purely as an account of what happened to them 
physically, yes, the Jewish story has much tragedy in it, with Auschwitz one of the 
darkest.  But when we look beyond the physical being of the Jewish People, when we 
look at the story of the Jewish spirit, — ah, there we see the true picture.  The 
unconquerable spirit of the Jewish People. 

Our everlasting task is to bring to the nations of the world an awareness of HaShem as 
the G-d of all Mankind, that all the families of Mankind shall recognize Him and fear 
Him — for their own good.  We must never forget this, our task, until that great day  

" Ça Éåé Çä íeäà"   when " Àå Èä Èéä ä ' Àì Æî Æì Àê Çò  Èk ì Èä ì Èà Æøõ"  — HaShem will be acknowledged as 
the King of all the World. 

It’s not easy, this task; it has cost us rivers of blood and oceans of tears through the 
ages, but we have not failed in our duty.  We have indeed changed the face of the world.  
But we must never lose sight of our calling as the message-bearers of HaShem to the 
world.  We must never sink to the depths of the  b Éå Äéí , to assume the values of the  b Éå Äéí , 
to follow their lifestyles and ideals.  For us, the values and ideals of HaShem’s Torah 
are our life, and with Torah as our light " Åð Àì ø Çø Àâ Äì Àã é Èá Æø Èêé "—  — the Jewish spirit of 
G-dliness and nobility will never be extinguished.  We went through Auschwitz — but 
we did not become beasts.  The Jewish spirit lives on.  That is not tragedy, it is triumph. 

*                    *                    *                    * 
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We went to the Auschwitz Exhibition.  We saw the flogging stool that was used at 
Auschwitz, we saw some of the lengths of steel cable and heavy sticks that were used to 
beat our people.   

The man’s feet were locked in stocks, one SS-man held him over the stool, and two SS-
men smashed with all their strength till blood ran.  Many times he fell unconscious.  
And sometimes we were made to stand to attention and watch.  Once, at one such 
flogging, a man whispered to his Rebbe, who was standing next to him — “Rebbe, is 
this what it means to be a Jew?”  And the Rebbe answered him quietly,  “Would you 
rather be the SS-man?” And the man said, “No, Rebbe, never!”  They could not make us 
into beasts — they could not destroy the Yiddishe   Àð ÈL Èîä , the Jewish spirit. 

*                    *                    *                    * 

We went to the Auschwitz Exhibition.  And we saw how the Germans tried to humiliate 
us and degrade us.  Our clothes were taken from us, and we were made to wear prison 
uniform.  Ordinary people, remember; except we were Jews.  We were made to lose our 
own identity; no more names, only a number tattooed on the left arm.  But they didn’t 
win, because we didn’t sink to the filthy level of the German beast.  The parlour 
psychoanalysts still write about the cowardly Jews — easy for them in the comfort of 
their armchairs to criticize half-dead and starved physical wrecks for not fighting armed 
sadists.  (Anyhow, our People did resist the Germans, but that’s a different subject.)  
But these critics see in those years of murder only the physical side, they don’t have 
eyes to see nor hearts to understand the victory of the Jewish spirit.  They choose not to 
see how the Germans, by their bestial treatment of our People, sought to obliterate the 
noble spirit of our People, and how they did not succeed.  We were humiliated, but not 
humbled; we were victimized, but not vanquished.  When we hear of the woman who 
asked her Rabbi what to use instead of a sharp knife — not to commit suicide, but so 
that she can perform Bris Milah on her child before the Germans herded them to the 
slaughter, we see the spirit of the Jewish people.  There were hundreds, thousands, of 
such episodes; the full tale of the true heroism of our People has yet to be told.  And 
when you hear it, when you hear of what stuff the Jew is made, you will be so proud to 
belong to this most wonderful, unique people.  As you get older you will appreciate 
more and more the real greatness of the Jew, and with true feeling and genuine 
gratefulness you will make the   Àa Èø Èëä   every morning,  " ÆL Éì Èò à ÇN Äð Éåâ éé" . 

And the   Äøa Éå Éåð ÆL  Éåò ì Èìí   knows full well why He chose us more than any others to be 
His People: where else would He find such loyal subjects?  No wonder that in His 
Tefillin He has the phrase  "e Äî Àk é Çò Àî Èê Äé  ÀN Èø Åà Éåâ ì Æà é Èç Èa ã Èà Æøõ"  — “Who is like you, 
Yisroel, the most unique people on earth!” 

That even after an Auschwitz there should be a reawakening and return to the Torah — 
that is the Jewish spirit.  Our determination to remain loyal to HaShem is our victory, 
and the persecution by the  b Éå Äéí   does not lessen our greatness.  On the contrary, it even 
helps us to rise over the brutal  b Éå Äéí .  Even the nations of the world recognize this.  In 
the words of Lloyd George: “You may say you have been oppressed and persecuted — 
that has been your power.  You have been hammered into very fine steel, and that is 
why you have never been broken!” 
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Yisroel Saperstein writes as follows (“Jewish Observer”  June ‘76): 

The fires of Mesiras Nefesh continued to burn bright in the hearts of our people 
even in the most terrifying circumstances.  Jews who smuggled into the 
concentration camps Tefillin, Chumashim, Shofaros, and even Sifrei Torah, 
instead of an extra morsel of food or their jewels, or money …  Jews who kindled 
Chanukah lights in the depths of Auschwitz and Buchenwald — where they made 
a Minyan …  Shiurim were arranged and well-attended to learn Torah at the 
gates of the German hell …  Jews who, after a whole day of body-breaking 
labour, went with their last ounce of strength to the back of their barracks to put 
on a pair of Tefillin …  The queues for putting on Tefillin were so long in Buna-
Auschwitz that a Gabbai was appointed to make sure that nobody kept on the 
Tefillin longer than a few moments to say the She’ma …  In Tirnau, Jews lined up 
in the dead of night, from 3.00 a.m. to 5.00 a.m. for a turn to put on the 
Tefillin …  Jews who baked matzos in the Klooga Death Camp in Estonia, where 
there was a regular Minyan complete with Tallis and Tefillin …  Jews whose 
consideration for each other, whose fulfilment of the Mitzvah of  " Àå Èà Çä Àá Èú Àì  Åø Çò Èê 

 Èk Éåî Èê"  — “You shall love your friend like yourself” — was so strong that slave 
labourers who were allocated less than survival rations left over some of their 
own precious portions of food for others in a nearby concentration camp who 
would sneak in at night for a little sustenance.  It was the Jews who, even after 
having been forced to surrender their bodies as indeed other nations had 
surrendered theirs, still remained Jews, noble-spirited and holy. 

Read the book “The Holocaust and Halacha” and you will see what it means to be a real 
Jew.  The terrible questions that were put to Rabbi Ephrayim Oshry and how he 
answered them, not theoretical, but practical Halochoh in circumstances barely 
imagined, is a testimony to the holy and great spirit of our People.  And so in all times 
and circumstances the Jew seeks to fulfil his obligations to HaShem and His Torah, and 
sacrifices his life and liberty to learn Torah, to put on Tefillin, to keep Shabbos.  Russia, 
the great world super-power, could not stop a Jew building a Mikvah, eating matzos, 
praying; Russia cannot crush the Jewish spirit.  The ruthless bear is left looking idiotic 
in the face of the great little Jew. 

Yes, who is like you, Yisroel, the most unique people on earth? 

This Jewish spirit is also the embarrassment of the secular Jews who have turned their 
backs on the Torah, who utilize that peculiar stubbornness of the Jews against HaShem, 
who more readily study the sick culture of the  b Éå Äéí , and out-Goy the Goy in their 
slavish following of Goyisher ways, rather than know the Torah of HaShem which is 
their true heritage and precious possession, or actively participate in the Torah life of 
the Jewish People.  (Some of these people think they can bribe HaShem with   Àö Èã È÷ä  — 
“cheque-book Judaism” we call it; it is this kind of people who create the impression 
that the Jewish Nation is no more than the largest fund-raising organization in the 
world.)  Maybe the Auschwitz Exhibition will help these Jews, too, that they should 
come to their senses and realize how thin is the veneer that they call “culture” and 
“civilization” and how precarious is life where there is no   Äé Àø Çà ÈL ú Çî Äéí .  Our job is to live 
and teach   Äé Àø Çà ÈL ú Çî Äéí .  Like our father Avrohom in the pagan land of the Philistines, 
we have the special duty to bring the knowledge and fear of HaShem to the nations of 
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the world.  That is our   Çz Àë Äìúé , our purpose, as HaShem’s Chosen People. (See  .àéðú ,
ì  ÷øô"â ) 

*                    *                    *                    * 

One further point.  Unfortunately, there are some of our people who inwardly squirm 
with embarrassment when we say that we are the Chosen People of G-d.  In their minds, 
any talk of “chosenness” or “superiority” raises for them the spectre of the German 
Master Race.  How, they wonder uneasily, can we say about ourselves what the 
Germans said about themselves?  

They forget: firstly, we never have to apologize for HaShem and His Torah.  HaShem 
calls us His Chosen People and therefore there is no need to apologize for that.  
Secondly, let them look at the difference and see:  The Germans claimed to be the 
Master Race.  What did they mean?  That they can therefore treat all other peoples as 
“untermenschen,” sub-humans, to be used as their slaves, to be degraded and 
exterminated as a pest in the horrific death camps to make way for the Master Race. 

The Jewish People, on the other hand, are special, but to be the teachers of G-d’s 
message to the nations of the world, to raise them up to the recognition of HaShem as 
the Heavenly Father of all humankind, for their ultimate good.  The Germans sought to 
oppress all nations, the Jewish People seek to elevate all nations.  That’s the difference.  
Our job is to be as the   Ék Âä Äðíé , the priests; the representatives of all the nations before 
HaShem, as it says,  " Äå Àä Äé Æúé Äì í Àñ éeâ Èl Äî ä Èk Èä ì Çò Än Äk íé Äì é Èk é Èä ì Èà Æøõ"  — “You are to be to 
Me,” says HaShem, “as a treasure more than all peoples” — for what purpose?  " Àå Çà Æz í

 Äz Àäeé Äì  Çî é Àî Æì Æë Ék ú Âä Äð Àå íé Éåâ È÷ é ÉåãL"   — “that you shall be to Me a kingdom of priests and a 
holy nation.”  That is why HaShem took us from Egypt.  Let us not forget our holy duty. 

*                    *                    *                    * 

Yes, we saw the Auschwitz Exhibition.  And in a curious way, the very fact that this 
Exhibition has been organized by non-Jews is an encouragement that in these matters 
at least the moral conscience of the nations of the world is beginning to stir.  Many 
books about Anti-Semitism have been published in recent years, too.  Some of them, 
written by non-Jews, are the earnest enquiry of bewildered people.  This is a good sign 
for the future.  True self-inspection and genuine soul-searching are the starting-points 
for correction and improvement.  (Though this must not blind us to the sad fact that the 
hate-mongers’ presses, too, are far from idle.)   

The lessons of Auschwitz are many and far-reaching.  Let people learn about race-
hatred and the destruction and human misery it brings.  The Jewish People went 
through it all, and survived, and the spirit of the Jew is not broken.  But the lesson must 
not end there.  By deed and by word, we must continue to teach and explain to the 
world that there is only one way that mankind can avoid sinking into terrible and 
horrific calamity, and that is to learn to fear G-d. 

We, the People of Avrohom, that “Prince of G-d” who taught   Äé Àø Çà Áà ú- Éì Ääíé   in a pagan 
world, will remain special to HaShem, until we can usher in that golden age of 
Moshi’ach’s coming, when all good people will recognize HaShem as the King and Ruler 
of all the world. 
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This week’s Haftorah is taken from the Second Book of Kings,  

Chapter 4 verses 1 — 24 for Sefaradim; Ashkenazim continue till verse 37. 
 

1 . These chapters tell of the various miracles that Elisha wrought when he became the Torah 

leader of Israel and the Head of the Sanhedrin after his master, the prophet Eliyahu.  

HaShem granted Elisha this special ability to work miracles in response to his request for 

Divine help in being leader.  The ten miracles reported in these chapters vary from almost 

personal miracles to miracles of national importance and in which a great number of 

people were involved, showing, incidentally, how a great Torah leader is involved not only 

with national issues but concerns himself with the welfare of any person, however humble, 

who needs his help.  And so it is that Elisha, the devoted pupil of Eliyahu, continuing the 

tradition started by the prophet Shmuel, travels around Eretz Yisroel, teaching Torah and 

judging cases brought to him and generally helping and guiding the people in their 

everyday lives.  (This is almost three thousand years before this idea of “circuit judges” was 

copied by others.)   

2. The connexion between the Sidra and the Haftorah is quite evident.  In the Sidra is the 

report of how HaShem’s promise that Avrohom and his wife Soroh, despite their great old 

age, would have a child, came true with the birth of Yitzchok.  In this week’s Haftorah, 

similarly, is the report of how another righteous couple, likewise with no children and 

likewise advanced in years, are promised by the prophet Elisha that “at this time next year” 

a child would be born to them and how that promise came true.   

3. Elisha is on his travels when he is approached by the widow of Ovadya who implores 

Elisha to help her to save her sons.  She tells him that in his lifetime, her husband had 

impoverished himself in his self-imposed task of hiding away a great number of Torah 

students and sustaining them with food and drink.  These Torah students were in grave 

danger because the king at that time, Achov, together with his wife, the Phoenician 

princess Izevvel, had mounted a crusade against the Torah and they were determined to 

kill Jews loyal to Torah.  When all his own money was all gone, Ovadya had been forced to 

take a loan, at interest, from Yehorom, the son of Achov.  With this money, he had been 

able to support these one hundred hidden Torah scholars.  But the strain had killed him.  

Now, Ovadya’s widow begs Elisha to help her save her sons whom Yehorom has 

threatened to take as his slaves for the non-payment of the debt.    

4. Elisha asks the woman what she has in her house.  “Nothing but a tiny cruse of olive oil,” 

she answers.  Elisha tells her to borrow from her neighbours and friends many empty 

vessels — “don’t skimp, get as many vessels as you can!” he tells her — and to then lock 

herself in her house together with her two sons.  She should then pour from the small jug 

into the empty vessels without interrupting the miraculous flow, the boys passing vessel 

after vessel.  She should then sell the oil, pay the debt and support herself and her children.     

5. The Haftorah continues with another episode in Elisha’s travels through the country, 

teaching and guiding and, where necessary, judging.  Whenever he visited the town of 

Shunem, he stayed there with a certain couple who extended courteous hospitality to the 
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Man of G-d.  One day, the wife said to her husband that they should build a small attic 

room for the exclusive use of their special guest.  On his next visit, Elisha told his servant 

Gaychazi to call the woman and thank her for her efforts on their behalf and to ask her if 

they can do anything for her in return.  In reply, the woman politely tells Elisha that they 

are privileged to host Elisha and that, no, she has no need for anything.  But after she has 

gone, Elisha is not happy.  How can they show their appreciation?  Gaychazi then tells 

Elisha that the couple have no children.  “Call her back!”  says Elisha.  She stands 

respectfully at the door and Elisha tells her:  “This time next year, you will be cradling a 

baby son!”  Only too aware of the impossibility of this happening (she and her husband are 

advanced in years) she thanks Elisha for his kind blessing but asks him not to make rash 

promises.  But one year later, a baby boy is born to the couple. 

6. One fine summer’s day a couple of years later, his father took him to the harvest.  But then 

the toddler complains of a headache and his father, thinking that perhaps it is heatstroke, 

tells one of the reapers to carry the child back to town to his mother.  She tenderly cradles 

him in her lap, ignoring her own grief at his obvious pain, to comfort him, till he dies in 

her arms.  She then carries the little body upstairs and places it upon the bed of the Man of 

G-d and goes out, locking the door behind her.  She sends a message to her husband that 

he should send a donkey and a youngster to accompany her, telling her husband that she 

is going to see Elisha.  As to his question, “Why?” she makes no reply save to call to him, 

“Shalom!”  (Sefaradim end the Haftorah at this point.) 

7. They arrive at Mount Carmel.  When Elisha sees her from a distance, he is surprised and 

asks Gaychazi to find out that everything is well.  Brushing Gaychazi’s questions aside, she 

pushes forward and falls to the ground and grabs hold of Elisha’s feet.  Gaychazi makes to 

push her away but Elisha says to him, “Leave her alone!  She is a broken-hearted woman, 

but HaShem has not told me the reason!”  The woman says to Elisha:  “Did I then ask for a 

child, that he should be taken from me?  Didn’t I beg you not to make rash promises?”   

8. Elisha understands straightaway.  “Take my staff,” he says to Gaychazi, “and go quickly.  

Don’t tarry.  Don’t even greet anyone that you meet on the way.  Don’t tell anything to 

anybody and when you get there, place my staff upon the boy.”  But the child’s mother 

insists that Elisha come back with her and Elisha follows her back.  Gaychazi goes ahead of 

them and, once there, places the staff upon the boy.  But it is to no avail.  There is no 

sound and no response.  When they arrive, Gaychazi greets them with the news that “the 

boy has not awoken.”   

9. Elisha comes into the house and the little boy is lying on his bed, quite dead.  He locks 

himself in the room with the dead child and he fervently prays to HaShem.  Then he 

climbs up and lies himself on top of the child’s body, to warm it somewhat.  (Elisha is 

aware that he is beseeching HaShem to defy the natural order of things and make a cold, 

dead body come alive again.  Warming the lifeless body is an attempt to make the miracle 

somewhat less in flagrant breach of the natural.)  He places his mouth over the mouth of 

the boy, his eyes over the eyes of the boy and the palms of his hands over the palms of the 

boy and he warms the little body.  Elisha prays again and again he lies himself upon the 

body.  Then the boy sneezes seven times and opens his eyes. 

10. Elisha then tells Gaychazi to summon the mother.  When she comes, Elisha says to her: 

“Pick up your son!”  She comes into the room and falls at Elisha’s feet in thanks and she 

bows down in gratitude to HaShem.  Then she picks up her son and she leaves.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

In this week’s Sidra and Haftorah we find a powerful lesson in contrasts. 

Our Mother Soroh, ever watchful over her precious son Yitzchok, is concerned that Yishmo’el is 

having a bad influence over her son.  She correctly surmises that the source of the trouble lies with 

Yishmael’s mother, Hoggor, and she tells Avrohom to send Hoggor and Yishmo’el away, if only for 

a short time, to teach them a lesson and to show that Yishmo’el is not the true son and successor 

of Avrohom, but only Yitzchok is.  Avrohom is greatly saddened about Yishmo’el but HaShem tells 

him to listen to Soroh.  She is right.  (From this Parasha we learn that in matters of Chinnuch, 

education, in questions of what is a good influence and what is a bad influence on our children, 

the conscientiously religious Jewish mother is often a better judge than her husband.  With her 

simple faith and loyalty to HaShem and His Torah, the true Jewish mother is sensitive about what 

is fine and noble for the Neshomo of her children.)   

And so, Hoggor and Yishmo’el are expelled from the house of Avrohom.  But the disappointment 

and upset of the Tzaddik and the Tzadekes have a direct effect on the boy and he becomes feverish.  

In his fever, he drinks a lot and the water that would ordinarily have been sufficient, gives out.  His 

mother Hoggor is desperate.  Her son is dying of thirst.  In her desperation she throws her boy 

under the shade of one of the desert bushes and distances herself from the whimpering child, 

saying, “I cannot bear to see him die!”  And she sits down and weeps.  But then HaShem hears the 

cries of the boy there and He provides a well of water and Yishmo’el is saved. 

In the Haftorah, we learn of the childless woman who is promised by Elisha HaNovvi that she 

would have a baby.  Sure enough, the following year, the mother and her husband, although 

advanced in years, are blessed with a child.  One day a couple of years later, the child is with his 

father in the field when he complains of a headache.  One of the farmhands carries him back to his 

mother and she holds him tenderly on her lap to soothe his suffering.  But it is to no avail and her 

little boy dies in her arms.  She then makes her way quickly to Elisha and in the end, Elisha prays 

to HaShem and the child is brought to life again.   

But it is interesting to see how these two women acted so differently!  There is no question that 

Hoggor was a great woman.  After all, she was a wife of Avrohom Ovinu.  Angels spoke with her 

and she didn’t fall in a faint.  Nevertheless, however great she was, Hoggor was an Egyptian and 

she did not have the Rachmonnus, the compassion and the empathy, of a Jewish mother.  To 

watch a child suffer as he dies is the most terrible thing and it is understandable that she couldn’t 

bear to see it.  But what about the child?  He needs you!  For his sake, contain your own feelings 
and help the child, soothe him, comfort him!   

Without a doubt, the Shunamis woman was just as heartbroken to see her little boy die.  Of course 

it tore her heart!  But because he needed her, she conquered her own grief and heartbreak and held 

her little boy in her arms till he died and she could do no more for him.  That is a Jewish mother.   

One of our special qualities is that we are Rachmonnim, compassionate, and it is so important that 

we keep ourselves and our children far away from those influences (especially of today’s so-called 

“entertainment”) that can brutalize and corrupt so badly even the most refined Neshamos.  

May HaShem grant that we only know of joy and happiness from our children and be spared any 

grief and heartbreak.  And may we always remember to treasure and nurture that great quality of 

the Jewish people, our hallmark of Rachmonnus. 
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