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New Stories Tetzaveh 5776 

He Has a Visa! 

A Long Island rabbi attended a 

taharah (ritual ceremony to prepare 

a deceased Jew for burial) for an 

individual whose background was 

rooted in a Chasidic community. 

Chevra Kadishas (burial societies) 

are often immune to the emotions, 

trauma and dread that would 

normally accompany a dead soul 

on a table. 

The Chevra did their job almost 

perfunctorily, with hardly a word 

spoken, and that did not strike the 

rabbi as strange. Years of working 

with cadavers can numb the senses 

of even the toughest men. All of a 

sudden, a murmur bounced back 

and forth between Chasidic 

members of the Chevra. "Er hut a 

visa? (He has a visa?)" they 

queried. Then the conversation 

took a stranger turn. They began to 

mumble about a first class ticket. 

 

The rabbi became concerned. Why 

was anyone talking about travel 

plans during this most sacred of 

rituals? That was not the time nor 

place. It just did not make sense. 

Immediately the room became 

silent, it was now filled with awe 

and a sense of reverence. "Er hut a 

visa!" exclaimed the senior 

member of the group. The entire 

Chevra nodded and the atmosphere 

suddenly transformed. 

They continued to prepare for the 

funeral as if the deceased had been 

a great sage or Chasidic Rebbe. 

The rabbi was unable to understand 

the sudden change in atmosphere 

until the eldest man beckoned him. 

"Come here," he said. "I'll show 

you something. The old man lifted 

the arm of the deceased to reveal 

seven numbers crudely tattooed on 

the dead man's forearm. "Do you 

know what they are?" 

"Of course," replied the Rabbi. 

"They are the numbers that the 

Nazi's tattooed on every prisoner in 

the concentration camps." 

"No," the old man said. "These 

numbers are the first-class ticket to 

Gan Eden. They are the visa and 

they are the tickets. Period." 

Toys are the Best Tikkun for 

Your Husband 

The young widow who entered Reb 

Shlomo Zalman's study was 

obviously distraught. In addition to 
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the loneliness and pain she 

experienced, a sense of urgency 

was about her. She had recurring 

pangs of guilt. She wanted to do 

something spiritual to memorialize 

her dear husband. Perhaps she 

should establish a free loan fund or 

contribute books to the Yeshiva 

library. Or perhaps there was an act 

of spiritual self-improvement that 

she should perform. 

Reb Shlomo Zalman waited till she 

finished and then instructed her to 

listen to his advice very carefully. 

"I understand your need to do 

something spiritual as a tikkun 

(uplift) for your husband's soul. 

This is my advice to you. Go out 

and buy some toys for your 

children, take them to the park and 

enjoy life with them. Forget the 

quest for the great spiritual tikkun 

and help your children rejoice in 

life. That will bring the greatest 

tikkun for your husband." 

Let’s Watch What We’re Saying 

Rabbi Ephraim Wachsman tells a 

childhood story that still haunts 

him when he thinks about it. One 

time on the bus ride home, the 

boys’ conversation wandered to a 

certain wealthy and prominent 

member of their community. As is 

often the case, being in the public 

eye sometimes means having one’s 

quirks and idiosyncrasies on 

constant display, and having to deal 

with the ridicule of those who make 

it their business to make fun of 

people whose success rubs them 

the wrong way. 

The boys on the bus began 

discussing this man; it didn’t take 

long for the conversation to go 

awry. One of his classmates, whose 

skills of imitation were of some 

renown, regaled the assembly with 

his near-perfect take off of the 

man’s ‘penguin-like’ walk and 

posture, and his ‘frog-like’ voice. 

Others took their turns discussing 

critical issues such as ‘how little he 

gives to charity considering how 

rich he is,’ ‘how overdone that last 

chasuna he made was,’ and ‘how 

cool he thinks he is in his new car.’ 

They were having a grand-old time. 

Little did they realize the man’s son 

was sitting (cowering?) in the seat 

just in front of them, hearing 

everything they said. 

When the bus stopped at the son’s 

stop and he got up to leave, some 

of the boys began to realize what 

had just happened. Were those tears 

in his eyes? As he turned to leave, 

he left no doubt. His face was red 
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with crying, and he bitterly called 

out, “I hate you—you’re so mean,” 

just as the bus doors slammed 

behind him. 

There are no words to describe the 

shocked silence of the boys left 

sitting on the bus. There was 

nothing to say that could right their 

wrong. They just sat there, each of 

them considering how he must 

have felt listening to them the 

whole time. 

“Afterwards I thought to myself,” 

says Rabbi Wachsman, “what if 

one of us had been fast enough to 

jump off the bus together with the 

boy? What if he started chasing 

him down the street? The boy was 

in no condition to speak to 

anyone—he was devastated. 

“‘Go away—I’m not mocheil 

you—ever! Don’t bother asking for 

mechilah (forgiveness). Just leave 

me alone!’ 

“‘Please stop—stop running, just 

for one minute. I want to talk to 

you.’ 

“‘Stop chasing me—I told you I’m 

not mocheil—go away!’ 

“Eventually, he manages to catch 

up with the boy. ‘Please, just give 

me one minute… I heard your 

father has a big factory, and that he 

pays well— do you think he’d give 

me a summer job?’” 

What could possibly be more 

insensitive? He’s just spent his 

entire bus ride ridiculing his father 

to his son’s great shame, and now 

he thinks he can run down the same 

son in the street and ask his father 

to do him a favor? It’s beyond 

absurd. 

Yet how many times do we commit 

the identical crime? Avinu she- 

ba’Shamayim, our Father in 

Heaven, is also the loving Father of 

the people we choose to slander, 

ridicule, and degrade with our 

derogatory speech. How does it 

feel, so to speak, for a Father to 

have to endure hearing His beloved 

son spoken of in such terms? How 

much pain does He feel? How great 

is His anger? 

Hours, and sometimes minutes 

later, the time for tefilah (prayer) 

inevitably comes—it could be 

shacharis, mincha, or ma’ariv. And 

there we are, siddur in hand, 

supplicating our Father to grant us 

all our needs. “Oy Tatte—give us 

health, give us wealth, give us 

nachas!” Under such 

circumstances, do our prayers stand 
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a chance of gaining favor in His 

eyes? (www.Torah.org)  
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