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The Agonizing Six Year Wait
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Dovid and Sara waited six long years until their first child was born. It was an agonizing six years, full of trials and challenges to their faith and trust in Hashem. They prayed constantly that Hashem grant them the wisdom and wherewithal to understand that all that He does is for the best.


 Only after six years did they understand. Shortly after their son was born, Dovid and Sara discovered that he had a very problematic blood type that could be life-threatening. This was a tremendous blow for them. 


They immediately consulted a well-known pediatric hematologist, who was able to calm their fears. 


“Until very recently,” the doctor explained, “your baby’s condition would have been very grave. But fortunately, a new drug has just been developed that we can inject directly into the baby’s bloodstream in the very first days. The injection prevents the particular problem caused by this unusual blood-type, and has no side effects.” 


Dovid and Sara were stunned, thinking what would have happened if their baby had been born any earlier. Hashem, in His mercy, waited for the cure to be available before their baby came into the world. In their eyes, the six years of agony were suddenly transformed into six years of mercy and kindness. (There Is No Such Thing As Coincidence, Vol. 2)

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash email of The Weekly Vort

An Unexpected Salvation


Reb Binyamin Zev Deitsch zt'l, mashgiach of Yeshivas Ponovizh, told how he was saved from the Holocaust. When he was a bachur in Hungary, before War World Two, he and 49 other bachurim were drafted to the Hungarian army.


The parents of the fifty children called an emergency meeting, to see what they could do to save their children. They decided to write a letter to a doctor who, for a price, was willing to write up false, medical reports for the fifty bachurim, claiming that they aren’t fitting to serve in the army. 


Each of the parents pitched in to pay the high price. Reb Benyamin's parents, and the parents of one other bachur, were wealthy, and paid a higher sum, to ascertain that their children would get the coveted documents. 


The doctor promised he’d send the documents in the mail. They anxiously waited for the letters, which only arrived on the morning the bachurim were supposed to sign up for the army.


To their horror, the doctor only wrote letters for 48 bachurim. Reb Binyamin and the son of the other wealthy family didn’t receive exemption letters. (Ironically, it was the children of the wealthy parents who paid the most, who didn’t get an exemption.) 


Reb Binyamin and the other bachur had to flee to Eretz Yisrael. They had no time to say good-bye to their families properly, and they didn’t have time to prepare for their long trip either. 


Reb Binyamin said, "I remember our sentiments that day when we escaped without saying good-bye to all our family members, and without preparing for the trip. We thought we were so unfortunate in comparison to our 48 comrades who remained home with their families. 


“We arrived in Eretz Yisrael alone, two young bachurim having to fend for ourselves. It was a very difficult time for us. However, a few short years later, we realized that we were the fortunate ones. The Second World War raged and none of our friends survived. Only we survived, since we were in Eretz Yisrael…" 


Reb Binyamin learned from this episode that even when things seem bad originally, they are always for the good. In retrospect, he was able to discern how everything was for his good.

Reprinted from the Parshas Mikeitz 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Vilna Gaon and the
Agunah’s “Husband”
By Rabbi Yehonasan Gefen


A fascinating story involves the Vilna Gaon. There was a woman whose husband had been lost for many years and she was in the status of aguna. Suddenly, a man returned claiming that he was the missing husband. He gave many proofs that seemed to demonstrate beyond reasonable doubt that he was indeed her husband. But she remained uncertain of his true identity. Unsure what to do, the people involved came to the Vilna Gaon to ask him the course of action.


He advised them to bring this man to the shul that the husband had attended, and test him by telling him to sit in the place where this man would regularly sit during prayer (makom kavua). 


The man did not know where the makom kavua was and admitted that he was not this woman's husband. Evidently, he had met the husband at some point and found out many private details about him as part of his plan. 


The Vilna Gaon explained that he realized that it was conceivable that this man had met the true husband and asked him questions about his life that enabled him to convincingly pose as the husband himself. 


However, if this man was really an impostor who was planning to commit such an evil act of deceit, then it was impossible that he would think to ask the true husband about something related to holiness such as where the man would sit while praying. It was inconceivable that such an evil person would have thoughts of holiness because they were so distant from his headspace.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5778 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting

A Confrontation

At Yad Vashem

By Rabbi C.D. Green


Dr. Asher Wade tells a very interesting story which sheds light on our question. Dr. Wade's extensive Holocaust studies have made him a key lecturer at Yad Vashem, the Holocaust museum in Jerusalem. He notes that he finds it intriguing to note the reactions many people have to his mode of dress which is that of a Chasidic Jew. 

In his story he describes how a young woman paused as she made her way past him. She looked at him with tremendous disdain and jadedly accused him saying "it's people like YOU who caused the Holocaust to happen". 

She based her statement on the premise that being different makes others hate you. That of course makes assimilation the best defense against antisemitism.


He simply asked her in return, "tell me, where did the Nazi hatred start? In Eastern Europe where so many Jews were still strongly identifiable as Jews, or in Austria and Germany where the Jews were largely assimilated?"

She stood there, taking a moment longer to think than she had the first time she spoke. She then quickly continued down the isle saying "well, you just leave me alone and I'll do the same for you," which sounds very much like: "don't confuse me with the facts, I've made up my mind!"
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5778 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting

How Could the Business 

Have Possibly Failed?
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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The Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l, handing out dollar bills


In the city of Leon, France there is a flourishing Chabad House run by Rabbi Shmuel Gurevitz. Several years ago at one of their annual dinners, one of their richest and strongest supporters took the podium and told an emotional story.


"I want to tell everyone how the Lubavitcher Rebbe made me a rich man.


"I was always proud to be Jewish and that is what connected me with Rabbi Gurevitch here in the Chabad House, but back then I was totally non-observant.


"Then, years ago, I had this novel idea to build a large, state-of-the-art hotel that would also be a college for hotel management. After months of hard work, I succeeded in finding investors and architects and was about to begin building when my friend Rabbi Gurevitch of the local Chabad house suggested that I first receive the blessing of the Lubavitcher Rebbe.


“I had heard a lot of good things about the Rebbe so I agreed. We flew to New York and that next Sunday I was standing in a line of several thousand people in front of the Rebbe's headquarters. But when I was finally face to face with him, I was speechless. 


The Rebbe just took two dollars from a stack next to him and said "One is for you and the other is for success in your new school." Then he added, "Just be sure that you put a Mezuzah on every door in the new building."


"I was astounded! I don't know how he knew me and my idea but he gave his blessing! I returned to France certain of success! But I was in for a surprise.


"Everything started off like a dream. Within a year the building was finished. We made a grand opening with much publicity in the newspapers and on T.V. the biggest celebrities in France were there. But for some reason it didn't work. After five years I was millions of francs in debt. I had no way to repay it, the debt was growing and had no choice but to declare bankruptcy.


"And that is when the big troubles began. The government suspected foul play and after a few days they sent a mean-looking inspector. He seemed to be a bit of an anti-Semite as well because when he entered my office and saw the picture of the Rebbe on my wall he wrinkled his nose and angrily mumbled something. Then he told me to put all my accounts on the table, leave the room and close the door behind me.


"My worst fears proved true; several days later I received a subpoena to court in one month's time. I was charged with fraud and embezzlement.


"Things looked bad but I only realized the real hopelessness of my situation when I began looking for lawyers and not one was willing to take the case. Now, all this time I consulted Rabbi Gurevitz and we wrote several letters to the Rebbe asking for help but we never received an answer. I was getting really afraid and desperate.


"Anyway, the day of the trial arrived. The media had been sure to sensationalize the whole thing and the court was packed while I just sat there alone, reading psalms and praying for a light sentence.


"There was only one witness for the prosecution; the investigator himself. He took the podium, was sworn in, turned to the Judge, pointed his finger at me and as he began to speak I sank into my seat and cringed.


"He said, 'Your honor, after my first examination of the defendant's books it was obvious that he was a criminal that should be prosecuted and punished to the full extent of the law.'


"The courtroom was silent and he continued. 'But after reconsideration I admit that I began to have doubts!  In fact, I reexamined the material several times and it is now clear to me beyond the shadow of a doubt that the failure of this business was not due to fraud or even the mismanagement of the accused, but rather to an extraordinary series of events beyond the defendant's control. It is my opinion that for the sake of justice, of the economy and the glory of France the court should do all it can to reestablished his project, and make sure it succeeds.’�


"The courtroom was abuzz, the Judge called him to his desk for consultation and after he returned to his seat the Judge pounded on his desk and announced, that I was innocent of all charges


"Of course after such a dramatic turnabout decision from the prosecution the government had little choice other than to take his advice, pay my debts and support my project. But this time, thank G-d, fortune began shining and the project became a tremendous success


"But two things bothered me. First, why did the business fail so miserably at first. And second, what caused that anti-Semitic inspector to change his mind?


"A month or so later I got my answer. I received a phone call one afternoon and recognized the voice of the inspector on the other end of the line. He asked me to meet him at a certain place that evening and not tell anyone about it as it would be suspicious if we were caught talking.


"We met. He had purposely picked a deserted spot where we could speak freely and he got right to the point.


"'You probably are wondering why I suddenly changed my mind about you in the trial aren't you.' I shook my head yes and he continued.


"Well, a few days before the trial I decided to go back to your hotel and search for more evidence so I could have an air tight case against you. But as I was walking about suddenly I noticed something strange; on every door was a Mezuzah! But I always thought it was for just the front door and you put them on a hundred doors! I even opened a few of them to see if maybe something else was inside but, no! They were all Mezuzas! I thought to myself' 'If this man is a thief, why would he spend a small fortune on these commandments? I was really puzzled.'


"'Maybe you wonder how I know what a mezuzah is? Well, you see, my friend, I'm Jewish. I was born and raised a Jew and even married a Jewish woman. We were living in Germany till the war began but then we escaped to France changed our names and erased what little sign of our Jewishness we had.


"'So I went back to your office took out your accounts again and the picture of your Rabbi on the wall caught my attention again. I looked into his eyes and something happened to me. Suddenly I remembered my parents. I suddenly got to thinking that maybe I made two big mistakes; one about you and a bigger one about myself. I decided that if this is your teacher then you can’t be a thief and I decided that I should return to Judaism."


"Then he took out a bag, opened it and showed me a pair of Tefillin he just bought. He finished with the words 'What baffles me is why your business failed. In fact, you did everything correctly. I’ve never seen anything quite like it. Who knows, maybe it was to bring me back to Judaism. I can't think of any other reason'"
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Rabbi Yitzchok Hutner 
And the Town Clock

By Daniel Keren
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Rabbi Yissocher Frand recently came to Flatbush and he recalled a letter that Rabbi Yitzchok Hutner, zt”l, the Rosh Hayeshiva of Yeshiva Rabbi Chaim Berlin wrote in 1964. He was very pleased of the fact that a certain shul displayed the proper attitude towards their Rav which he noted at that time was very unusual.


Rabbi Hutner in that letter asked why do some towns put up special clocks so high. He noted that many people might think that the answer is because it makes it easier for everyone to look at the main town clock. Rather it is because if the clock were low enough, people might look at their watch and if there was a difference of a minute or two, they would be tempted to correct the town clock instead of their watch.


Likewise all too many shuls try to pressure or influence their Rav to act as they want him to do instead of taking the opportunity to benefit from the wisdom and insights of their Mora D’Asra.


The fact that a person [or a Rav] is getting paid for doing a job, doesn’t, Rabbi Frand said excuse one from having a proper sense of hakoras hatov, a sense of gratitude for the job that that person is performing.

A Man Who Accidentally Fell onto a Train Track


Rabbi Frand also told of the story of a man who accidentally fell off the platform onto a train track and wasn’t able to get up on his own and climb back to safety. The train was just a minute or two from roaring into the station with obviously catastrophic and tragic results. A wealthy man, he called out that he would pay $100,000 as a reward to anyone who would save his life.


A simple dishwasher jumped onto the track and managed to pull the fallen man to safety and get back onto the platform himself just moments before the train came into the station. He became a hero and the newspapers sent reporters to interview the rescuer.


Obviously not a very intelligent man, he pushed off all the praise and declared that he was no hero. He explained that he was just a dishwasher who earned $10 an hour. He realized that if the train ran over the hapless victim on the tracks, it would be most likely cause a delay of at least two hours before he would be able to get to work and he didn’t want to lose $20 in pay.


Maybe he also didn’t hear the fallen man call out the reward he would pay to the individual who rescued him. And indeed the man, a frum Jew wondered if he still had to pay the man for saving his life, since that was not the dishwasher’s intention. He asked Rav Chaim Kanievsky and was told that even though the rescuer’s only thought was not to lose his $20 in pay, there was still an obligation of gratitude for that individual and that he was indeed required to stillpay that man his promised reward of $100,000.
How Rav Aryeh Levine Met the British High Commissioner
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Rav Aryeh Levine, zt”l, the Tzadik of Yerushalayim, cared deeply for those who were jailed, sometime wrongly and condemned to death by the British, and went great lengths to try and save them. 

Rav Aryeh once related to Yitzhak Agassi of Israel’s Ministry of the Interior: One of the underground fighters, a young man of Yerushalayim, was caught by the British and sentenced to death. Time was short, and as he generally did in such cases, Rav Aryeh made his way to the official quarters of the British High Commissioner, the supreme officer in the land, to plead with him and spare the boy’s life. 

The guards at the gate, however, would not let Rav Aryeh in, stating that he had no official appointment and could not just come as he pleases. Rav Aryeh thought hard about what to do, and finally came up with a plan. He went a good distance down the road and waited. He was not quite sure how long he waited for, but at last his patience was rewarded. 

He saw the high commissioner come out of his house and get into his limousine, to be driven off by his chauffeur with an escort of attendants. As soon as Rav Aryeh saw this, he went into the middle of the road, and laid down directly in the path of the approaching limousine. 

The driver of the limousine saw this and applied his brakes instantly, causing the large car too screech to a stop with just enough time to not hit the Rav. In great excitement, the High Commissioner and his entourage came out of their vehicle. They asked, “What happened? Is anything the matter with you, Rabbi? Were you hit? Are you not feeling well?” 

He told the high commissioner that he was desperately trying to speak with him about an important matter, but the guards refused to allow him to enter to see him, and he proceeded to explain about the young man who was soon about to lose his life, and pleaded for the High Commissioner to please intervene and save him. The High Commissioner was moved by Rav Aryeh’s sincerity, and that very day he issued an order sparing the young man’s life!
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayigash 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Man Whose Wife Criticized Him for Not Working in the Morning


There's a story that took place over 150 years ago in Aleppo. An Arab walked over to one of the walls in his home, then, using a small knife, began to chip at the cement surrounding a small stone in one corner. After a few minutes’ work he pried out the stone and stuck his fingers into the hole he’d made. He pulled out a bag, opened it, and gazed in wondering satisfaction at the contents. Quickly he pulled off his turban and put the object deep within its folds. He then replaced the turban firmly on his head.


The next morning a jeweler by the name of Aharon in Aram Soba, began his day first after a slow, careful Shaharit, followed by his daily learning of Hok L’Yisrael: an in-depth study of the mishnayot, gemara, and Zohar of the day. Then a light breakfast, a long and careful Birkat Hamazon, and then Aharon was finally ready to go to work by noon. 


The people of Aram Soba appreciated Aharon’s piety, and he had customers who came from long distances to deal with him. Only one person didn’t appreciate Aharon as much as she should have: his wife. “If only you would begin work earlier,” she often complained, “you would have a much bigger income.” But Aharon was adamant and he would not change his learning schedule. “It is in the merit of my Torah learning that I earn my living,” he assured her again and again.


One day, as he was sitting in his small store, he noticed an Arab standing outside peering in. “May I help you?”Aharon asked. 


“Let me come into your office and we will speak there,” the Arab replied. Aharon led the Arab into his office, away from the prying eyes of bystanders. He served him a cup of hot Turkish coffee and looked at him inquiringly. 

Before Aharon’s shocked eyes the Arab pulled off his turban and thrust his hand inside its many wrappings. Then he pulled out a large, sparkling jewel, obviously of great worth. “How much can you give me for this?” the Arab demanded. Stifling his surprise Aharon pulled out his jeweler’s loupe and gazed carefully at the gem. Finally he spoke. “This is worth at least 50,000 lira,” he said.


“Do you want it? I have been here in the city for some time and I must sell it.” 


“I wish I could afford it, but it is far too expensive for me to buy. If you want, I will check with other dealers and see who is interested in purchasing such a jewel.” 


The Arab took the gem and carefully wrapped it back into his turban. He then told Aharon what hotel he was staying at, thanked him for his help, and said goodbye. Aharon put the strange encounter out of his mind and continued to work.


The next morning, Aharon, thankful for another day of life to serve his Creator, jumped out of bed. As always, he took time over his prayers and his studies. It was almost one o’clock before he began walking to his shop.


As he passed the hotel where the Arab was staying, Aharon noticed a small crowd of people standing nearby. 


“Has something happened?” he asked a passerby. 


“An Arab staying at the hotel had a heart attack last night and died. Apparently he’d run up quite a bill at the hotel. When the hotel owners searched his belongings they found very little money, and so they were given government permission to auction off his belongings to help pay the debt.”

As he heard these words Aharon saw the next item to be auctioned. It was a turban, a turban that he recognized well. “Ten lira,” Aharon said, in a voice that shook slightly. 


Aharon quickly turned back to his home. His wife was shocked to see him, but he headed her off. “Look I have something to show you,” he said. He slowly unraveled the turban, layer by layer, until he revealed the precious gem. “You see,” he told his astonished wife. “Hashem takes care of us. Just imagine: if I’d gone to work early I wouldn’t have passed the auction.”
Reprinted from the Parashat Vayigash 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
It Once Happened

The Dinover Rebbe 

And the Innkeeper


One wintry day a man came to the saintly Rabbi Tzvi Elimelech of Dinov. The man braved the winter weather to seek the saintly rebbe's help.


He told the rebbe that he was an innkeeper in a village some distance away, the inn having come down to him from his late father, who had rented it from the old country squire. The old squire was a reasonable man and made no trouble if the rent was not paid on time in a bad season, in the wake of a severe winter.


But the old squire died, and his son, the new squire, was not so kind. Now, he threatened to throw them out if the rent was not paid on time. He came to ask the rebbe's help, so that his family would not be left without food and shelter in the midst of a terrible winter.


"Do you live in such and such village?" the rebbe asked.


"Yes, Rebbe."


"Still in the same house, with the narrow windows and three steps leading up to the front door?"


"Yes, Rebbe," the innkeeper replied, wondering how the rebbe knew.


"And is the well in the courtyard still plentiful, and the water still good?"


"Yes, Rebbe," the innkeeper answered with even greater amazement.


"I'm glad, I'm glad," the rebbe said, stroking his silver beard. "You have nothing to worry about."


The innkeeper's face lit up with relief and he turned to go. But then he stopped and hesitated. He was baffled. How did the rebbe know about the inn and the well, and what had the well to do with it all?


"Forgive me, Rebbe, for my insolence, but how does the Rebbe know my inn so well?" he finally asked.


The rebbe smiled and said, "Very simple. I was there. It was a long time ago. Let me tell you the whole story.


"Many years ago, a young man was on his way to the saintly rebbe, the 'Seer' of Lublin. He had been traveling for three days without food and shelter. He came to your village and stopped at the inn for a rest. He was so tired and hungry that he could barely climb the three front steps leading to the door. 


“Your father was busy at that moment with peasants and wayfarers who crowded the inn, and he did not notice the stranger. After the young man rested a while, and seeing that no one took any notice of him, he decided to move on. As he passed by one of the narrow windows, he saw a small boy peeking out. 


“The boy saw the haggard face of the stranger and ran after him. He begged the stranger to return with him to the inn. 'My father always welcomes poor wayfarers, and he would not forgive himself if he knew that one had passed by his inn without a good meal and a good night's rest. Please, come with me,' the boy urged.


"The young man returned to the inn and was immediately greeted by your father, then led to the dining room where a sumptuous meal was set before him. After the meal he was quite thirsty. The innkeeper sent the maid to fetch a pail of water. In her absence the innkeeper explained that she had to go to the village to fetch water.


"'Have you no well in your courtyard?' the young man asked.


"'Yes, but the water is not good. We only use it for the horses and garden.'


"'If you don't mind, I'd like to taste your well-water. I'm very thirsty,' the young man said.


"The innkeeper brought a pitcher of water from the well and poured some for the thirsty guest. He drank it and said, 'Fancy giving such good water a bad name! Taste it, and see for yourself.' Everyone who tasted it was astonished. 'It's wonderful! It's even better than the water from the village well!' they said."


"Now I remember," the innkeeper said. "I was that little boy, and the young man - he must have been you!"


"Yes," said the saintly Rebbe, "and thanks to you I had a good meal and a good rest."


"That was nothing in comparison to the blessing which you brought into our home. Word got around how the water in our well suddenly turned pure and fresh. People still come just to drink our well water, saying it is good for their health!"


"If the water in the well is still good, then you can be sure that G-d is with you. Go home, and don't worry. Carry on with the mitzva of welcoming guests and G-d will continue to bless you," said the Rebbe. (From Talks and Tales)
Reprinted from the Lech Lecha 5778 edition (Issue #1495) of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youtch Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
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