
The other day I was introduced to a successful 
businessman who was interested in studying Chassidus 
together. In order to get know each other, we shared our 
backgrounds, and he said something that has stuck in my 
mind ever since.

My newfound chavrusa explained that although his 
wife and children were making tremendous headway in 
their spiritual journeys, his growth was stunted and even 
impeded because he still enjoyed the pleasures that his 
wealth provided. He felt so steeped in materialism that he 
questioned whether he could ever really change and grow. 
Was this really a valid concern?

Logic is something we value as being supreme and 
unquestionable. For this very reason, it is oftentimes the 
preferred vehicle of the yetzer hara. This is because logic 
is a byproduct of the mind, but the mind is limited by its 
mental capacity and biased perception of reality. 

Korach is the embodiment of this flaw. While he himself 
was a brilliant tzaddik and the leading Levi, nevertheless, 
his logic led him to become swallowed up alive. He made 
the following argument: The Torah calls for one string 
of techeiles to be added to the three white tzitzis strings 
on each corner of a garment. If one string of techeiles 
permits the wearing of a four-cornered garment, then 
surely a garment made completely of techeiles would not 
require tzitzis! Similarly, if one tiny white blemish renders 
a person a metzora (see Vayikra 13:10–1), how can 
someone covered from head to toe with a white blemish 
be considered pure? (ibid., 13:13). 

Spiritually, his arguments are profound. Every day we 
recite the bracha on the tallis: “Who has sanctified us and 
commanded us to wrap ourselves with tzitzis.” We don’t 

say “to wrap ourselves with a tallis” because the spiritual 
power of the techeiles/tzitzis is so great that the entire 
tallis becomes upgraded to their level of sanctity. Korach 
therefore argued that an entire garment made of techeiles 
should certainly have awesome holiness and not require 
any further strings. This seems entirely reasonable. His 
logic was based on viewing the entire Jewish people as 
equal—after all, hadn’t they all experienced prophecy? 
Didn’t everyone hear the voice of Hashem Himself? 
What more could there possible be? Why, if they had all 
“graduated” spiritually, were Moshe and Aharon acting as 
though they were superior? Korach therefore said them, 
“The entire assembly is holy…why do you raise yourselves 
above us?” (Bamidbar 16:3).

But Korach made a terrible mistake. For even if logically, a 
garment made of techeiles is superior, there’s no such thing 
as a “perfect” garment. Even the greatest of tzaddikim 
must always grow and improve. Hashem’s greatness is 
unfathomable. In fact, the higher the level one reaches, the 
more they come to realize how little they really comprehend 
about Hashem. Hashem’s greatness can simply not be 
quantified or limited to the laws of human logic.

By the very same token, Korach also erred the other way 
around. If a little blemish causes a person to become a 
metzora, he was certain that if they became white all over, 
they were eternally doomed—all hope must surely be lost! 
Was he right? If one feels distant—like my chavrusa, for 
example—so entirely absorbed with the frivolities and 
pleasures of life, is there place to believe he’ll ever change?

Yes, he can!

In the very same way that a tzaddik cannot limit his 
perception of Hashem’s greatness to his mind’s mental 
capacity, so too, we can never limit Hashem’s greatness 
by saying that He is not accessible in the lowest of places 
or to even the lowest of people. In truth, Hashem exists 
everywhere—it’s just that our logical mind cannot always 
fathom this.
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Five Precious Minutes
As told to Yossi Katz 

All day long I had wanted to travel to Meron to daven 
for various important things and gain some much-needed 
chizuk. But I couldn’t find anyone else going. By the time 
I’d given up on finding a ride, my only option was to take 
the last bus departing Yerushalayim at 7 p.m. This was 
problematic as the drive to Meron by bus is usually over 
three hours long and the last returning bus leaves Meron 
at around 10:30 p.m. This would give me only a short time 
between running from the bus to Rebbe Shimon and then 
back to the bus stop. 

However, I decided that the zechus of being near a tzaddik 
such as Rebbe Shimon and saying even a few tefillos for 

T R U E  S T O R Y

a very short time was worth the many hours of travel. I 
jumped on the bus just as it was about to pull away.

The bus pulled in to Meron at around 10:20 p.m., which 
left me with a scarce ten minutes, including running 
back and forth. 

Usually, when I travel to Rebbe Shimon, I get overwhelmed 
by the many things I want to take advantage of there—
the tefillos, Tehillim, hisbodedus, Zohar, etc. Because 
of this, I often leave feeling dissatisfied and not really 
appreciating the precious opportunity. So, I decided that 
since I only had a couple of minutes, I would focus on 
being grateful and joyous just for having had the chance 
to visit a great tzaddik like Rebbe Shimon. 

I walked over to the tziyun, kissed it and spent a short 
time reflecting on this incredible zechus. I then ran back 
to the bus, all the while joyful with my mitzva that I’d 
been willing to travel so many hours just to kiss the 
tziyun of the tzaddik.

I arrived back at the stop, gasping for air, only to discover 
that the last bus to Yerushalayim had already come and 
gone. My only option was to board a bus to Bnei Brak 
and, at the late hour, somehow find a way back from 
there. I got on the bus and took it all in stride—all my 
efforts had helped me appreciate the incredible value of 
the mitzva of visiting kivrei tzaddikim, even if performed 
on the simplest level.

I asked the bus driver to drop me off wherever he 
thought I’d have the best chance of finding travelers to 
Yerushalayim. I reminded him several times, and each 
time he told me to be patient. Finally, there was no one 
left on the bus. When I approached him again, he told 
me he had to return his bus to Yerushalayim and that I 
could remain for the ride. This was such an unexpected 
surprise; I felt like Rebbe Shimon was giving me back a 
kiss.
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No matter where a Jew has fallen, there is always hope. 
As long as we call out to Hashem, hold on to our emuna, 
and do whatever little we can, we can transform even the 
lowest descent into a great ascent. The Torah demonstrates 
this by ruling that someone who is completely covered by 
a white blemish can be pronounced pure! 

Korach’s logic barred him from grasping the kindness of 
God. In His unfathomable ways, Hashem takes a person 
from rock bottom to total rebirth in the blink of an eye. 
There is therefore never a reason to despair at all. The 
main thing is for us to never limit Hashem’s compassion, 
but to instead hope and daven for a newfound closeness to 
Hashem that we have yet to experience.
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