
              Parshas Vayigash 5776                     [year 6] 237                           uwwga, adhu ,arp    
 :m ¤ki ¥l £̀  x ¥A ©c §n ©d i ¦tÎi ¦M oi ¦nï §p ¦a i ¦g ῭  i¥pi¥r §e zF Ÿ̀x m ¤ki¥pi¥r d¥P ¦d §e(c"h v"n)

... your eyes see, as well as the eyes of my brother Benjamin, that it

is my mouth speaking to you (45:12)

Rashi comments that Yosef's speaking was "in Hebrew."

This, the family's language, was a distinctive identifier of

kinship. The Chamudei Tzvi raises the basic point as to how

"their eyes saw" what Yosef was saying. Hearing spoken

speech is accomplished by ears, and is not an act of vision.

One would have expected "your ears are hearing," or words

to that effect. In truth, however, there is ample evidence

directly from Chumash of aural sounds being physically seen.

And that took place at the Revelation on Sinai of Kabolas

HaTorah, where the posuk states unambiguously 

 zŸlFT ©dÎz ¤̀  mi ¦̀ Ÿx mr̈d̈Îlk̈ §e(u"y f ,una)  all the people saw the voices

(Shemos 20:15)  Each and every Yid, lowly or high, was on a

spiritual level so high, that he saw voices and sounds. If that

were true of even ordinary people, how much more so did it

pertain to the Tribal Patriarchs, the Shivtei Kah. They had no

trouble visually perceiving Yosef's speech sounds, and for

them, this served as an added indication that a tzaddik was

speaking. Yosef was sending a subtle message that he had

remained a tzaddik during his entire sojourn in  Mitzrayim.

(Having absorbed this message, the Brothers could be confident

that a new day was dawning for them and their father Yaakov.

[DPR]) (vbbgrn kcuenv inrcuv ejmh wr - hratk ic)

The Rambam (Hilchos Deios 2) takes a different approach to

the Chamudei Tzvi's challenge cited above. Anger is a

despicable character trait. But sometimes rebuking someone

is necessary. If anger apparently needs to be part of the

formula at times, it must be kept purely external, offset by an

internal serenity and calm. The Tannoim in times of the

Mishna exhibited the trait of outward anger while issuing

rebuke, while retaining inner tranquility. Later tzaddikim as

well vanquished the trait of real anger, since they maintained

inner self-composure. But ordinary people, not to mention

gentiles, generally lack the self-control needed to expunge all

anger. In our parsha, Yosef  HaTzaddik wanted his brothers

to attain atonement for selling him into slavery. As a

prerequisite, they would have to repent, which had to begin

with regret for the foul deed they had committed. To push

them along in that direction, Yosef spoke harshly to them and

accused them of espionage, until they admitted " | mi´¦n ¥W£̀  »lä £̀

"¼Epi ¼¦g ῭ Îl©r »Ep §g»©p £̀  Indeed, we are guilty because of our

brother,(42:21) When Yosef revealed his identity and began

the reconciliation process, he reassured them that zF Ÿ̀x m ¤ki¥pi¥r

m ¤ki ¥l £̀  x ¥A ©c §n ©d i ¦tÎi ¦M ' meaning that it was only his external mouth

which seemingly vented anger, but inwardly he had

vanquished it. What his mouth was articulating did not reflect

his true message, and that is what the brothers then

understood -- hence, their submissive admission of guilt.
(hwwb ehbyhke hukv ;xuh wrv hbc)

EWb̈ ¦i©e i ©l ¥̀  `p̈ EW §b eig̈ ¤̀  l ¤̀  s ¥qFi x ¤n Ÿ̀i©e .'ebe s ¥qFi i ¦p £̀  eig̈ ¤̀  l ¤̀  s ¥qFi x ¤n Ÿ̀i©e
 :dn̈ §iẍ §v ¦n i ¦zŸ̀  m ¤z §x ©k §n x ¤y£̀  m ¤ki ¦g £̀  s ¥qFi i ¦p £̀  x ¤n Ÿ̀i©e(s-d v"n)

 Joseph said to his brothers, "I am Joseph. Is my father still alive?" but

his brothers could not answer him because they were startled by his

presence. Then Joseph said to his brothers, "Please come closer to

me," and they drew closer. And he said, "I am your brother Joseph,

whom you sold into Egypt (45:3-4). The Ohr HaChaim Hakodosh

explains why Yosef's revelation had veracity, and succeeded

in dissipating the brothers' unease. The incisive words x ¤y£̀
 m ¤z §x ©k §n “whom you sold" held the key. Not a soul in

Mitzrayim knew that the band of men then standing before

Yosef were the ones who sold him into slavery. Only Yosef

knew. So why then "dn̈ §iẍ §v ¦n" ? Was it not obvious that he was

sold "to Mitzrayim?" The answer is esoteric. dn̈ §iẍ §v ¦n and dp̈i ¦k §y
share the same numerical value (gematriya) of 395. The

brothers enlisted the shechina, if one may say so, so that It

would not inform the Viceroy about their history.  So Yosef,

drawing on his personal knowledge, was the only one who

could have linked them with his nefarious sale. Case closed:

they were standing before Yosef and no one else. (ivfv acku)

 :dp̈ §WB eip̈ẗ §l zŸxFd §l s ¥qFiÎl ¤̀  eip̈ẗ §l g ©lẄ dc̈Ed §iÎz ¤̀ §e (jwwf uwwn)

He sent Judah ahead of him to Joseph, to direct ["ahead of"] him to

Goshen (46:28) What is the teaching inherent in the repeated

,eip̈ẗ §l ahead of him? A first pshat in Rashi, is "before he

would arrive", meaning to prepare the settlement before

Yaakov's arrival. But Rashi goes on, via a Medrash Aggada,

to teach a second meaning, that the purpose was to establish a

Beis Hora'ah, a place of Torah study and instruction. (zŸxFd §l

incorporates the word Torah.) In general, when Rashi cites a

Medrash after giving a more literal interpretation, it is

because he needs to resolve some difficulty with the

unadorned simple pshat. His twofold comment here could

have been spawned by the apparent redundancy of eip̈ẗ §l, as we

have observed. (iukucz jna)
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Story of the week   (By Yehuda Z. Klitnick and translated by Duvid Pinchas Rose)

****   Reb Shaya'le Kerestirer restores a man's faculty of speech and leads him to teshuva at the same time  ****

(The Chosid Rav Yaakov Engel of Tokay heard this account personally

when the narrator first related it. He also frequently retold it to Rav Meir

Yosef Rubin, Rav Shaya'la Kerestirer's son-in-law.) In 1941 the Holy Rav

Aaron of Belz l"wevf spent some time in Budapest, when a large contingent of

chassidim arrived to bask in his presence. Among them was a simple,

unlearned Jew, known to all, named Berish Batshi. He used to sell fruits and

cakes to the chassidim, and although he knew, for example, only the slightest

smattering of davening, he was a warm-hearted soul who enjoyed the

company of chassidishe Yidden. Once, when the discussion in one of the

"kupkas" (little clatches of like-minded fellows) turned to regaling in the

greatness of the Tzaddikei HaDor, Berish chimed in, saying "Yes, the Belzer

Rebbe is great, but Reb Shaya: now that's whom I call a Rebbe!" 

  No one understood at all what he was talking about, and told him so. "Bear

with me, my brothers, and let me tell you about something that happened to

me and my wife."

"When I was a young boy, I fell into a deep pit, filled with water, and it took a

long time of calling and screaming until some people dragged me out, but not

before the sheer horror of being wet and cold, and feeling abandoned and

hopeless, actually left me without the power of speech! I became mute! My

parents took me to prominent speech specialists, at great expense which they

could ill afford, but nothing of their advice helped in the slightest. I had no

choice but to get used to a life of silence, and to make the best of my sad

plight. I was Boruch HaShem able to get married and we settled in Budapest.

A lady friend of my wife's operated a factory that made saccharin, the

artificial sweetener, and my wife got a position as a salesperson and

distributor for the product. In those years leading up to the First World War,

real sugar was hard to obtain and the demand for saccharin skyrocketed. Both

the factory and my wife rode the wave of demand and profited handsomely.

But then, there came a reversal. When the war actually broke out, the

government outlawed private trading in saccharin, since the army needed the

bulk of the production. My clever wife shifted her trading to the black market,

where the saccharin price soared among people who wanted to sweeten their

food and drink -- [perhaps to counteract the bitter social and political spirit of

the times [DPR]]. Then one dark day, the police caught my wife with a supply

of saccharin. They accused her of unlawful black-market dealing in

contraband and started to haul her off to a magistrate. Ever the clever woman,

on the spot, she concocted a plausible alibi: "I've had these goods in stock

since before the war, when they were totally legal, so what's the problem?"

Neither the police nor the magistrate believed her excuse, and a full-fledged

smuggling trial was scheduled for the next month. 

It was just around then that my wife became aware of the great miracles

performed on behalf of Yidden by the holy Reb Yeshaya'le of

Bodrogkeresztúr ("Kerestir"), known popularly in Hungarian as the "csoda

rabbiner" or "Wunderrabbiner" in German. My dear wife lost no time in

setting off for Kerestir to present a kvittel and describe her plight to Reb

Shaya'la. She stressed that she could be facing a years-long prison sentence

for her alleged crime. After prolonged and deep contemplation, the Rebbe told

her not to be afraid, and to merely tell the judge that the saccharine she had

was pre-war, and hence fully legal -- exactly the same defense that had been

quashed by the pre-trial magistrate! Reb Shaya'la concluded with a brocho that

she would be acquitted. And so it was. At the full trial, presided over by a

senior judge, she stood her ground firmly with the defense which Reb Shaya

had prescribed, and miraculously, the judge accepted it and acquitted her on

the spot.

I was overjoyed that my wife prevailed in her case, but that victory opened the

door to a new campaign of hers. My wife started pestering me to go to Rab

Shaya myself, in hope of a salvation. Maybe he could help restore my ability

to speak! I say "pestering" because my skepticism -- and resistance -- knew no

bounds. I didn't respect any Rebbe, especially since the most prominent

doctors could not help me, so why should some "miracle Rabbi" be any

different? But my wife pointed out that in actual fact the Rebbe had provided a

salvation for her plight, saving her from a certain prison term, so why could he

not do the same for me? I had to admit that there was some compelling logic

in her argument. It dawned on me also that my muteness held me in its grip

very much as a prison [DPR], and that I should try any avenue of escape. I

yielded to my wife's cajoling and before long, was standing in front of Reb

Shaya'la in Kerestir. My eloquent wife served as my spokesperson, entreating

the Rebbe to bless me that my "koach hadibbur", my power of speech, be

restored. The Rebbe directed that the gabbai write a kvittel for me, with my

and my mother's names, and my problem spelled out. After reading the kvittl

intently, the Rebbe asked me straight out if I observed Shabbos. This was no

time for subterfuge. I meekly shook my head "No." Said the Rebbe, "Accept

strict shmiras Shabbos, and your speech will return." This time my head shook

out a vigorous "Yes!" This did not suffice for the Rebbe, however. In a

booming voice, he called out, "SPEAK UP, YOUNG MAN! SAY FIRMLY,

FOR ALL TO HEAR, THAT HENCEFORTH YOU WILL OBSERVE

SHABBOS AS A YID IS SUPPOSED TO!" I was thoroughly befuddled  by

this, but my long-dormant articulatory organs -- lips, tongue, throat and vocal

chords --- sprang to life, and I proclaimed "FROM NOW ON, I ACCEPT

UPON MYSELF THE HOLY SHABBOS AS THE TORAH PRESCRIBES

FOR ALL YIDDEN!" Yes, I recovered my long-lost voice, and burst out in

tears. The Rebbe said sternly: "As long as you observe Shabbos, you will keep

your voice, and you will keep on speaking." The Rebbe instructed his

illustrious son, Reb Avrohom, to teach me Alef-Beis and the rudiments of

davening. I promised the Rebbe that I would be not only a Shomer Shabbos

Yid, but a full Shomer Torah uMitzvos in the fullest  sense of the word. The

Rebbe's words keep ringing in my ears, and I have kept my part of the bargain

to this day. Now, my brothers, you can see why Reb Shaya is such a towering

tzaddik in my eyes. `"rif

Reb Shaya’le always provided food for Yidden. When coming to the Rebbe, one was guided straight to the kitchen to have a

meal. He promised Yeshuos for anyone who would follow this path and say “in the zchus of  dyn oa diryi 'x". My wife’s

great-aunt Mrs. Serel Itzkowitz vwwg [wife of Reb Chazkel Yosef] from Bnai Brak, visited Reb Shaya in Kerestir at the age of 7

and he told her that if she would provide food for Yidden, she would live long. She passed away   d''ryz fenz 'e at age 98. [YZK]
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