
�ĂůĞŶĚĂƌ 
¨ ^ŚĂĐŚĂƌŝƐ͗�ϴ͗ϯϬ�Ăŵ͖�^ŚƟďů͗�ϴ͗ϰϱĂŵ 
¨ >ĂĚŝĞƐ�^ŚŵŽŽǌĞ�ǁŝƚŚ�ZĞďďĞƚǌŝŶ��ƐƚĞĞ�^ƚĞƌŶ�

ϭϬ-ϭϬ͗ϯϬ� Ăŵ� ŝŶ� ƚŚĞ� �ŽŵŵƵŶŝƚǇ� �ĞŶƚƌĞ͘�
�ŽīĞĞ͕�ƚĞĂ�Θ�ƌĞĨƌĞƐŚŵĞŶƚƐ͘ 

¨ �ƌŽĐŚĂ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�^ĞĞī�,Ăůů͘ 
¨ ^ƵƐŚŝ� Θ� �ůĂĐŬ� >ĂďĞů� &ĂƌďƌĞŶŐĞŶ� ǁŝƚŚ�

,ĂZĂǀ� >ĞǀǇ� tĞŝŶďĞƌŐ� ŝŶ� ŚŽŶŽƵƌ� ŽĨ� 'ŝŵͲ
ŵĞů�dĂŵƵǌ͕�dŚĞ�ZĞďďĞ͛Ɛ�ϮϱƚŚ�zĂŚƌǌĞŝƚ͘ 

¨ DŝŶĐŚĂ͗ϰ͗ϱϱ�Ɖŵ 
¨ WŝƌŬĞŝ��ǀŽƐ͗��ŚĂƉƚĞƌ�ϰ 
¨ ^ŚĂďďŽƐ��ŶĚƐ͗�ϲ͗Ϭϯ�Ɖŵ 

which could be answered with a yes or no. What 
did the Rebbe mean by "don't wait until then"?  

  

I think the Rebbe was responding to something 
more than the technical question. The Rebbe 
knew how to answer the person, not the ques-
tion. Most of us respond to a question posed to 
us. The Rebbe would respond to the person 
behind the question. With his insight he would 
identify where the question is coming from, and 
address the underlying issue rather than just the 
one presented. 

  

When this boy asked about reincarnation, he was 
not asking about some abstract theological con-
cept. He wanted to know if this lifetime is all 
there is, or there is more. The possibility of rein-
carnation changes the way we look at life. We 
were here before, and so some of the events that 
happen to us now may be leftovers from a previ-
ous life. And we may live again, which means 
that we get another chance to complete unfin-
ished business from this lifetime in the next. 

  

This seems to be what the Rebbe was warning 
the young boy. Reincarnation doesn't mean pro-
crastination. Don't use it as an excuse to put off 
to your next life what you need to achieve in this 
life. Indeed we believe in the re-embodiment of 
the soul, which means we believe in second 
chances. But maybe this life is the second 
chance. Don't leave it to next time.  

  

This is the power of a Rebbe. A regular rabbi, 
when asked such a question, would start quoting 
mystical sources and explaining complex doc-
trines. But the Rebbe, in a ten second exchange 
with a teenage boy, taught a practical and com-
prehensive worldview. Live this lifetime as if it's 
your last. You may have past lives, and you may 
have future lives, but don't wait until then. Do it 
now.  

/LYH�	�/DXJK 

A lady introduces herself to her seat mate sitting 
next to her on the plane. “It’s so nice to meet 
you! I’m flying to New York for my grandson’s 
third birthday. I’m so excited! 

 

I remember when he was just a little thumbkin 
and now he’s already three!  It’s really hard to 
believe. He’s the most adorable thing you’ve ever 
seen! You know what?  Hold on, I think I might 
have a picture on me.  Let me take a look in my 

purse, yes, here it is, just look at him, isn’t he 
adorable. Do you see his dimple on his left 
cheek? Simply adorable! I could stare at his pic-
ture all day. Oh my, and you should hear him on 
the phone!  He is just the cutest, he says to me in 
the cutest voice “Hi Grandma!” It just gets me 
all teary eyed.” 

 

After what seemed like two hours for the poor 
man sitting next to her, Gertrude seemed to real-
ize that perhaps she was talking a bit too much. 
“You know, I feel terrible! Here I am just talking 
and talking without letting you get in a word 
edgewise! Tell me..what do you think about my 
Grandson!” 

¨EĂƚŚĂŶ�&ŝŶĞ�ŽĨ�/͘ĚĞĂů�&ƵƌŶŝƐŚĞƌƐ�Ăƚ�DŝĚǁĂǇ�DĂůů͕�
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^ŚĂďďŽƐ͘� �Ăůů� Ϭϭϭ-ϴϴϳ-ϱϰϱϲͬϬϴϮ-ϴϱϰ-ϱϳϬϲ͘� &ƵƌͲ
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¨sĞŚŝĐůĞƐ� ǁĂŶƚĞĚ͘ � �ŶǇ� ŵĂŬĞ͕� ĂŶǇ� ĐŽŶĚŝͲ
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¨�ĐŬŶŽǁůĞĚŐĞŵĞŶƚƐ͗��ŚĂďĂĚ͘ŽƌŐ 
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Are you a spectator or a participant? Will you 
only watch your favourite soccer side, or do 
you sometimes kick a ball yourself?  

 

A few years ago, it was decided to widen the 
seats at Wimbledon. Apparently, the problem 
was rather simple – obesity. It appears that the 
fans that admire the tennis stars in action don’t 
get much exercise.  The Chairman of the Brit-
ish Sports Council was prompted to state, “If 
only the admirers of sport would practice it 
themselves.”  

 

The Parsha this week is named after Korach, 
cousin of Moses and a revolutionary who at-
tempted to usurp the authority of Moses and 
Aaron. His ill- fated rebellion came to a bitter 
end when the earth opened and swallowed 
Korach and his followers, demonstrating to all 
that Moses and Aaron were truly chosen by G-
d. 

 

But why name a Parsha of the Torah after a 
villain? Korach was a sinner and is surely not a 
role model for us to emulate. 

 

My saintly teacher and mentor, The Lubavitch-
er Rebbe, whose 25th  yahrtzeit is observed this 
Shabbos, offered a novel approach. There is 
one area, where Korach can, indeed, be a good 
role model. What was Korach’s burning desire 
in life? It was to be a Kohen Gadol, the High 
Priest. He coveted Aaron’s position of honor.   

 

Now, being a High Priest meant much more 
than just fame and fortune, glory or privilege. 
Many sacred responsibilities came with the job. 
It was no easy task to be a Kohen Gadol. 
There were numerous restrictions; where he 

6SRUWVPHQ�RU�6SHFWDWRUV" 
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could go, what kind of activities he could be in-
volved in, whom he could marry, etc, etc. Yet, 
Korach was single-minded in his aspiration to be-
come the High Priest.  

 

Said the Rebbe, this is something we can all learn 
from Korach; the yearning to serve G-d in the 
holiest capacity, the craving to be a Kohen Gadol. 
Would it be that all of us shared similar aspirations 
to holiness. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if each one 
of us longed for a life of sanctity and to be com-
pletely dedicated to the service of G-d?  

 

How often we are only too happy to allow others 
to handle the sacred stuff. “You can put on Tefillin 
for me, Rabbi.” And your Bobba can keep kosher 
for you and the Board of Deputies can fight anti-
Semitism for you and the Chabad’niks will save the 
world for you. And what will you yourself do? 
Watch them?  

 

It is interesting that in many parts of the world 
much of the financial support for religious institu-
tions comes from people who, themselves, are not 
religious.  It has, in fact, been suggested that this 
phenomenon may well be a form of vicarious Ju-
daism. These are fine people who really do believe 
in the truth of Judaism, but they haven’t got suffi-
cient commitment to practice it themselves. Nor 
do they believe their own children will do it. Who 
then will defend the faith and perpetuate Judaism 
and the Jewish people? So they sponsor a religious 
institution to do it for them. 

 

I recall hearing a pertinent story from the late Prof 
Velvel Greene of Ben Gurion University. A young 
man signed up to join the paratroopers. On his 
first training flight the instructor has him in his 
parachute huddled at the door of the airplane and 



starts counting down.  5, 4,3,2,1, -  “JUMP!” The 
candidate is paralyzed with fear and doesn’t 
move. “OK, it happens to the best of us,” says 
the instructor sympathetically. “We’ll try again.” 
The second attempt, however, is no better; nor 
the third or the fourth. The would-be paratroop-
er is simply too petrified to jump. Exasperated, 
the instructor asks him, “Tell me, son, if you are 
so scared to jump why on earth do you want to 
join the paratroopers?” The young man an-
swered, “It’s true, I am scared out of my wits. 
But I just love to be around people who are not 
afraid.”  

 

As it is in sport, so it is in Jewish life. Let’s be 
more than mere spectators. It is wonderful to 
support and encourage the activists among us. 
But let us learn from Korach who wanted so 
badly to be a High Priest himself. Let’s not be 
content with watching others. Let each of us 
participate in the Jewish idea. And let us do it 
personally.� 
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Korach incites a mutiny challenging Moses’ lead-
ership and the granting of the kehunah 
(priesthood) to Aaron. He is accompanied by 
Moses’ inveterate foes, Dathan and Aviram. 
Joining them are 250 distinguished members of 
the the sacrosanct ketoret (incense) to prove their 
worthiness for the priesthood. The earth opens 
up and  swallows the mutineers, and a fire con-
sumes the ketoret- offerers. 

 

A subsequent plague is stopped by Aaron’s of-
fering of ketoret. Aaron’s staff miraculously blos-
soms and brings forth almonds, to prove that his 
designation as high priest is divinely ordained. 

 

G‑d commands that a terumah (“uplifting”) from 
each crop of grain, wine and oil, as well as all 
firstborn sheep and cattle, and other speci-
fied gifts, be given to the kohanim (priests). 
 

/RYH�<RXUVHOI 
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Okay, here’s the problem: I’m supposed to love 
my fellow man. Which means that I should ac-
cept my fellow human beings as they are. (That’s 
what love means, right?) But can I— indeed, 

should I— accept my fellow human beings as they 
are?  

 

Should I accept a malnourished child as she is? 
Should I accept a drug-addicted teenager, a suicid-
al spouse or a bigoted friend as he is? If a person I 
love suffers from a lack of something— whether 
that something is food, money, knowledge, health, 
moral integrity or peace of mind— and whether 
that person wants to be helped or not, should I 
not do everything in my power to fill that lack?  

 

Love is an oxymoron. To truly love someone, I 
have to do two contradictory things: I have to 
respect him, and I have to care for him. If I do 
not accept him as he is, that means that I do not 
respect him. It means that I don’t really love 
him— I love only what I wish to make of him. But 
to love someone also means that I care for him 
and desire the best for him. And since very, very 
few people are the best that they can be, caring 
for someone means not accepting him as he is, but 
believing in his potential to be better, and doing 
everything I can to reveal that potential. 

 

I can respect someone. I can care for someone. I 
can accept a person as she is. I can not accept a 
person as he is. But I can’t do both at the same 
time. Love sounds great in principle. In practice, 
it’s impossible. 

 

But I love myself. I’m not unaware of my defi-
ciencies; indeed, in a certain sense, I am more 
aware of them than anyone else. I want to im-
prove myself, but I don’t think less of myself be-
cause I haven’t yet done so. I respect myself and I 
care for myself; I accept myself as I am, while 
incessantly striving to make myself better than I 
am. I love myself— truly, fully, in every sense of 
the word. 

 

The fact that such love is a logical paradox is irrel-
evant. It may be impossible to do two opposite 
things at the same time, but billions of people, 
myself included, do exactly that. I love myself, 
regardless of whether this love makes sense, re-
gardless of the inherent contradiction it embodies. 
Says the Rebbe, that’s why the Torah tells us to 
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And it ends with us. Our generation will bring 
Heaven back down to Earth. 

 

The Garden 
There are people who do many good things, but 
with pessimism— because to them the world is 
an inherently bad place. Since their good deeds 
have no life to them, who knows how long they 
can keep it up?  

 

We must know that this world is not a dark, sin-
ister jungle, but a garden. And not just any gar-
den, but G‑d’s own pleasure garden, full of beau-
ty, wonderful fruits and fragrances, a place where 
G‑d desires to be with all His essence. 

 

If the taste to us is bitter, it is only because we 
must first peel away the outer shell to find the 
fruit inside. 

 

O ur Mandate 
Each generation has its role in history. From all 
the generations before us we inherited a wealth 
of dreams: philosophy, truths, wisdom and pur-
pose. We are tiny midgets standing on the shoul-
ders of their ideas and their noble deeds. Our 
generation’s mandate— and destiny— is to make 
the dream real. 
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Question: 
What is the difference between a rabbi and a 
Rebbe? I have been reading up on the Rebbe and 
he was obviously a great man. But what makes 
someone a Rebbe and not a regular rabbi?  

  

Answer: 
There are many differences, too many to list 
here, but one is this: A rabbi answers questions, a 
Rebbe answers people. A rabbi hears what you 
say with your mouth, a Rebbe hears what you are 
saying with your soul. 

  

I'll explain what I mean. 

  

A teenage boy once asked the Rebbe, "Do we 
believe in reincarnation?" 
The Rebbe's answer was short and cryptic: 

  

 "Yes we do believe in reincarnation. But don't 
wait until then."  

 This seems a puzzling response. Wait until 
when? The boy asked a simple enough question, 

“love your fellow as yourself.” If you find it im-
possible to love your fellow— to both respect 
him and care for him, to be deeply concerned 
about his faults and to be completely unmindful 
of them at the same time— think for a minute 
about how you love yourself. 

 

Then love your fellow as you love yourself. 
 

7KH�5HEEH¶V�9LVLRQ 
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Leave Your World Behind 
A favorite story of the Rebbe, central to his activist view 
of life:  Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi, the first 
rebbe of the Chabad-Lubavitch dynasty, led the 
services for Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the 
year. 
 

He stood wrapped in his prayer shawl, pro-
foundly entranced in the cleaving of his soul to 
its origin in the Infinite Light. Every word of 
prayer he uttered was fire. His melody and fer-
vor carried the entire community off to the high-
est and the deepest journey of the spirit. 

 

And then he stopped. He turned, cast off his 
prayer shawl and left the synagogue. With a be-
wildered congregation chasing behind, he walked 
briskly to the outskirts of town, to a small dark 
house from where was heard the cry of a new-
born infant. The rabbi entered the house, 
chopped some wood and lit a fire in the oven, 
boiled some soup and cared for the mother and 
child who lay helpless in bed.Then he returned 
to the synagogue and to the ecstasy of his prayer. 

 

The Rebbe added: Note that the rabbi removed his 
prayer shawl. To help someone, you must leave 
your world, no matter how serene, to enter the 
place where that person lives. 

 

Down to Earth 
When it all began, Heaven was here on Earth. 
The physical plane, more than any of the higher 
spiritual worlds, was the place where the Divine 
Presence yearned to be. 

 

But Man, step by step, banished the Divine Pres-
ence from its home, with a tree of knowledge, 
with a man who murdered his brother, with all 
those things that human beings do . . . 

 

Since Man chased it away, only Man can bring it 
back. And this began with Abraham, who pro-
claimed Oneness for all the world. 

 


