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MOURNING THE CHURBAN BAIS HAMIKDASH  
A MASHAL 

 

There was once a powerful king who had one child, a son named Alexander, whom he loved more 
than anything. As a baby, the king gave Alexander the best of everything, often saying that one 
day Alexander would make a fine king. Unfortunately, when the prince was still a young boy, he 
began going down the wrong path. He was wild and misbehaved, and the older he got, the worse 
his behavior became. The king hired the best educators in the world to teach Alexander and guide 
him to act as a prince should, but it did not help. No matter what the king tried, the prince 
continued in his rebellious ways.  

The king could not think of anything else to do to help his son. He was worried that the prince’s 
dangerous activities would get him into more trouble than the king would be able to get him out 
of, so he consulted his advisors. The advisors said, “There is only one thing that you can do to get 
your son to improve his behavior. You must send him away, far away. He has become too spoiled 
and corrupt. Send him far from the comforts of the palace and make his life difficult. Hopefully, 
this will shake him up enough to begin to appreciate all that you do for him. And hopefully, this 
will help him realize that he must change his harmful ways and leave the evil path that he had 
chosen.”   

“But I love him!” the king exclaimed, “I can’t send him away!”  However, the king’s advisors were 
adamant. “If you really love him,” they said, “you MUST do as we advise, otherwise you may lose 
him forever.” The king, left with no choice, reluctantly agreed. 

The next night, six strong men entered the prince’s room. They lifted Alexander and carried him 
toward the palace door. Just before he was taken from the palace, the king called out to his son, 
“I love you Alexander! You have left me no choice but to send you away but please remember 
that whenever you are ready to come back to me and truly live as a prince, I will welcome you 
with open arms.” With that, Alexander was placed in a royal wagon and taken to a shack in a small 
rundown village far from his home.  

At first, life in the village was really rough for the young prince, but instead of mending his ways, 
he stuck it out. As time went by, he began to get used to his new surroundings. He joined a group 
of bandits, changed his name to Al, and let his behavior go from bad to worse.  

Unbeknownst to Alexander, a few of the king’s men were secretly keeping close watch over him. 
The king was regularly updated with detailed reports about how the prince was doing and how 
he was behaving. When the king was told that Alexander’s behavior had continued to worsen, his 
advisors declared that Alexander’s coat should be taken away. A “thief” was sent and the now 
coatless prince soon got cold and sick. However, the prince still did not seem to care. The longer 



2 

 

the prince was away from the palace, the more he got used to the rough life in the poor village, 
and the king was left waiting, hoping to hear his son say he’s sorry, or even just that he wants to 
come home.  

With the passage of time, Alexander gradually forgot from where he had come and what his life 
had been like before he had been taken to the village. The more he forgot, the rougher he became. 
Eventually, the king’s advisors decided that Alexander needed to be pressured even more so they 
sent someone to take away all of his food. But that still didn’t wake him up. Reluctantly, the 
advisors told the king that the situation had deteriorated too much, and as a last measure, the 
prince should be physically beaten up. With tears in his eyes, the king gave his consent.  When 
the prince was alone, trying to hunt for some food deep in a forest, some thugs approached him. 
While the king’s men were hiding behind some trees a small distance away, the group of thugs 
began to punch the prince and hit him with big sticks. Just before doing permanent damage or 
possibly killing the prince, some of the king’s men, who were dressed in disguise, ran in and chased 
the thugs away. 

The prince, who was left lying on the ground, bleeding and in tremendous pain, heard the sounds 
of footsteps approaching. Looking up, he saw an older man standing above him. After the old 
man seemed sure that no one else was around, he said to the weak prince, “You fool! Here you 
are, lying on the floor, poor, sick, hungry, beaten…and you could be sitting on a throne, dressed 
in the finest clothing, eating a juicy steak!”  

“You’re crazy, old man!” the prince responded, “You’re not making any sense, go away!” 

“If you had any brains, you’d listen to me! I’m trying to help you!” the old man continued. Then 
the expression on his face changed from being stern to curious. “You really don’t remember, do 
you?”  

“Remember what?” asked the prince.  

“Tell me, what’s your name and where are you from?”  

“My name is Al and I’m from the village around here…” 

“NO!” shouted the old man, “Your name is Alexander, and you’re from the capital city, where the 
king lives.”  

“What?? No, I’m not!”  

“Not only are you from the capital city, you grew up in the palace...” the old man paused for 
emphasis, “…as THE PRINCE!”  

“Huh?? You don’t know what you’re saying…”  
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“YOU’RE A PRINCE! You’re father rules over this entire country.”  

The prince just stared at the man, not sure which of them was crazy. Then the old man continued, 
“Your father, His Highness, is a very kind king and a special father, but from the time you were 
able to talk, you were nothing but trouble. The older you got, the worse you behaved until you 
became so ungrateful and wild that the king was left with no choice but to send you away. He 
didn’t want to do it – he LOVED you – but his advisors told him that this was the only way to save 
his precious son. I know this, because I was one of his advisors at the time.  As much as it pained 
the king, he, out of love, sent you away, but of course, he always kept a close watch on you through 
his trusted men. THEY are the ones who took your coat. They did it to wake you up...to help you 
realize how far off you’ve gone...to inspire you to change and return. THEY are the ones who took 
your food, and THEY sent the thugs to hurt you. Didn’t you find it strange that your rescuers 
happened to come just in time to save you, out here in the middle of nowhere? They were sent 
by the king too. Your father hasn’t slept in years, waiting for the day that you just shed one tear 
and say, ‘Daddy, I want to come home.’” 

The prince now looked full of shame. “I really do believe you now,” he said in a low voice. “But I’ve 
been here so long; I don’t remember the palace or what the life of a prince is like. How can I 
sincerely shed a tear and say I want to return home if I don’t know what home is? And I have been 
happy here…” 

The old man took a deep breath and replied, “First of all, you may not know what living royally is 
like, but although you don’t really know what you are missing, you do know the pain and suffering 
that you’ve felt throughout your years here. If you realize that every bit of pain that you have 
endured is directly because you were sent away from home, maybe that will make you want to go 
back.  

“Secondly, even if you don’t remember much of your father, just think that there is someone who 
loves you more than you can ever imagine, who gave you everything, and because he cares so 
much about you, you’re causing him to suffer every moment of every day. That should also make 
you shed a tear.  

“Finally, if even that doesn’t help, think about the fact that you are now so far, you’ve been away 
for so long and have sunken so low, that you can’t even feel any connection to life in the palace, 
your special father, or the relationship between the two of you. That itself should be enough to 
make you cry. Cry because you’re so far that you haven’t cried… 

The prince thought about what the wise old man had said and tears began dripping down his 
cheeks. He sobbed for a bit and then looked up and passionately said, “Daddy, I want to come 
home.”   
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Immediately, the ground started to rumble, and in a few moments, a beautiful chariot pulled by 
white decorated horses and flanked by royal pages appeared.  As soon as the chariot stopped, 
the king himself jumped out of its golden door and ran over to his son. He threw his arms around 
Alexander and held him tightly. Alexander closed his eyes and hugged his father, understanding 
that he was finally heading to where he truly belonged.  After the long-awaited embrace, the king 
seated Alexander next to him on the chariot and together, they rode back to the palace where 
they lived happily ever after. 

We have been in galus for 1,944 years. We forced our loving Father, ה"הקב , to send us away from 
Him and His palace, the Beis Hamikdosh, and have suffered ever since. But instead of taking the 
many messages we have been sent, we haven’t changed our ways. Even though generation after 
generation has seen persecutions, murders, disease, and tragedy after tragedy, we have continued 
our Sinas Chinam and have not kept Hashem in our minds as much as we should. We’ve gotten 
used to galus and are overall pretty happy staying here.  

We know that whoever mourns over Yerushalayim will be zoche to see it rebuilt. But how can we 
mourn? We’ve never seen the Beis Hamikdosh. We don’t know what we’ve lost. But, just as the 
old man told the prince, there are three things that may help. We know very well the suffering 
that our generation goes through. We unfortunately all know of people who are sick, childless, or 
in need of other yeshuos. There are so many different kinds of tragedies happening constantly, 
ל"ר . We must recognize that if the Beis Hamikdash were here, there would be a tremendous 

outpouring of bracha in the world and none of the suffering which we see today would exist. This 
is because all of our suffering is a direct result of our being in galus and without the Beis 
Hamikdosh. 

Secondly, we must understand that Hashem loves us more than we can ever imagine and gives 
us everything we have. He wants so much to hear us say, “Totty, we want to come home.” He 
destroyed HIS OWN HOME, the Beis Hamikdash, so we wouldn’t have to be destroyed. "אנכי עמו 
"בצרה  – Hashem is in pain when we’re in pain. How can we not try to think about the “pain” of 

our Father, for which we are to blame? 

Finally, if after all of this, we are still having trouble feeling grief over the churban, that itself should 
really make us cry. We should cry because we can’t cry. We have been so distanced from our home 
and from our Father that we don’t even know why or how to cry. That may be the biggest reason 
for us to cry. 

May we be zoche to return soon to our Father and our home. 


