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We learn that not only are we not 
allowed to hit a person, 
but we are not allowed try 
and hurt someone 
by throwing even 
a light object 
at him.

The week before school ended, Rabbi Ponte invited the members 
of the Rochav Sholom Team to his house for a BBQ. The whole 
team was there: the boys from grade 8 who had just graduated; the 
boys going into grade 8, who would now be the “seasoned” team 
members; and the boys going into grade 7 who were joining the 
team for the first time. 

As the boys sat around the campfire, Rabbi Ponte handed each 
one a small hard covered book with the RST emblem on the front. 
They quickly opened the books and were surprised to find that 
it contained pictures of the team members hard at work helping 
everyone get along with each other.  It was easy to figure out who 
the members were. They were the ones wearing the bright yellow 
vests with the RST emblem on the front. 

The boys enjoyed finding themselves in the pictures and telling 
over what they had had been doing at that moment. Suddenly, 
Yanky, a 7th Grader, stood up, walked over to Motty, and pointed 
to a picture. “I remember that day as if it was yesterday. It was a day 
that changed my life.” This peaked the other boys curiosity, and 
they asked him tell them the story behind the picture.  

“To be honest,” Yanky said, “I’ve always been a bit hot tempered. 
If someone did something wrong to me, I’d make sure that, sooner 
or later, I’d get back at him. Well, on the day that this picture was 
taken, my friends and I were playing dodge ball. I loved the game, 
but I hated to getting out. 

“Once I was out, I’d go after the kid who got me out. It didn’t matter 
that it was only a game, or that I hadn’t gotten hurt. I’d get so angry 
that all I could think about was getting back at the kid. The next 
time he was in the middle, I’d throw the ball at him as hard as I 
could. 

“So when Asher got me out, I waited for him to be in the middle. I 
threw the ball so hard that Asher fell to the floor. Everyone could 
see that Asher was fuming. He was just catching his breath before 
he was going to come after me. That was ok, I was ready for a fight.

“In what seemed like a flash, Sholom and Menachem, RST 
members, were helping Asher up. They were trying to calm him 
down, so that he wouldn’t slam into me. Meanwhile, Motty came 
over to help me calm down. We walked over to one of the picnic 
tables and sat down. I really think he would calm me down, but I 
figured I might as well listen to what he had to say.” 

Yanky turned to Motty and said, ‘You told me that you totally 
understood what I had done, because up until two years ago, you 
had also had a terrible temper.”

Motty smiled and said, “Boy do I remember that story that I told 
you. It happened when I was in Grade 6. One kid was constantly 
doing things that annoyed me. One day, I couldn’t take it any more, 
and I hit him hard with the basketball I was holding. I was really 
scared when I saw him on the floor, not moving at all. There was 
blood coming from his head. Baruch Hashem, Rabbi Ponte, who 
was a member of Hatzalah, ran to the car to get his gear. He called 
Hatzalah for a  back up. 

“As I watched them give Chaim oxygen, I was almost in tears. I had 
never been so scared in my life. I started to plead with Hashem 
to wake Chaim up. By the time the ambulance came, Chaim had 
opened his eyes, but he was still out of it.   I wanted to go into the 
ambulance with him, but they wouldn’t let me. Rabbi Ponte saw 
how upset I was, and walked with me to his office.

“I had expected a lecture but instead Rabbi Ponte brought me a 
glass of juice.  He reassured me that the Paramedic had said that 
it looked like Chaim was going to be O.K. He didn’t think he had a 
concussion, but they had to take him to the hospital to make sure 
and to close up the huge cut in the back of his head. Rabbi Ponte 
called my parents to take me home. He said that I should come 
back tomorrow with my parents to discuss what had happened.

“To make a long story short, I spent the next six months with Rabbi 
Ponte learning how to control my anger. I learned lots of neat things 
to do when I felt myself getting angry. But the most important thing 
I learned was that getting angry and hurting others is more than 
just wrong. It’s an aveira. Hashem expects more from us.  

“I can’t say that I never get upset anymore, but it’s much less and 
I haven’t thrown something at someone in two years. When Rabbi 
Ponte started the Rochav Sholom Team the next year, I was the 
first one to sign up. I wanted to help other boys learn all of the 
things that I learned.”

Yanky looked at Motty and said, “When I heard your story, I went 
straight to Rabbi Ponte to ask him if I could join the Team. He said 
that it sounded like a good idea, but first I had to spend time with 
him just like you did. I agreed, because if it worked for you, I was 
going to try to make it work for me.”

It was getting late, and the fire had almost gone out. There was just 
one last thing to do. Each of the boys who had graduated, went 
over to a new RST member and helped him put on his yellow RST 
vest. Now they too, were ready to help their friends to get along 
with each other.

Once when Rabbi Yechezkel Shraga Halberstam, 
the Shinover Rav, was officiating at a wedding, he 

told one of the witnesses that he could not be a witness. 
The day before, he had seen that person grow angry 
at a young boy and slap him in the face. Since striking 
someone is not allowed by Torah law, anyone who hits 

another person cannot be a witness unless he does 
Teshuvah.
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