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A Lesson from Rav Moshe Feinstein’s Father
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A selection of
RABBI MOSHE FEINSTEIN'S
cholce comments on the Torah






In 1901, when Rav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, was six years old, there was a Pogrom in their town and it forced Rav Moshe’s father, Rav Dovid, who was the Rav of the town, to take his family and run for their lives. 

Many other Jews ran away as well. A few weeks later, when it was finally safe for them to go home, Rav Dovid returned with his family. However, Rav Dovid found that a certain Talmid Chacham had come to the town while he was in hiding, and had declared himself the new Rav of the town, and was sitting in Rav Dovid’s seat in the Bais Medrash. 

Rab Dovid abhorred any form of dispute, and he absolutely refused to involve himself in anything that had to do with a Machlokes (disputes). The townspeople still continued to recognize Rav Dovid as their Rav, but from then on Rav Dovid and his sons would only Daven in the town’s Chasidic Shul, and not in the main Bais Medrash. 

Consequently, at a very young age, Rav Moshe learned to avoid any type of argument, and to be able to get along with others, even those whose backgrounds and customs differed from his own!

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Steipler Gaon and the Mitzvah of Hashavas Aveidah
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Once, Rav Yaakov Yisroel Kanievsky, the Steipler Gaon, asked someone who was an expert at making Batim, the encasings, for Tefilin, if he could come to his home and repair the stitching on his Tefilin. The Steipler stood over the craftsman’s shoulder and supervised every detail of the delicate work. 


At one point, when the worker was intensely concentrating, the needle he was using fell to the floor. The Steipler was upset to see anything lost, and he immediately got down on his hands and knees to look for it, and the other man joined him. The two of them looked everywhere, but the needle seemed to have slipped into one of the cracks on the floor, and it was nowhere to be found. 


The young man, without much patience, explained that the needle cost next to nothing and it certainly wasn’t worth the time and effort to look for it any further. 


However, this did not satisfy the Steipler. He said, “This needle belongs to your father in Yerushalayim, and right now there is a Mitzvah of Hashavas Aveidah, returning a lost object. A Mitzvah!” The Steipler tried again to sweep the floor with his hand to search for the missing needle, but he was not successful in finding it. Finally, they took another needle to replace it, and the man continued with his work. 


After the young man finished, he left and started on his way home. Before he had gone very far, he heard the Steipler calling after him. He barely had time to turn around when he saw the Tzadik hurrying to catch up to him. With a look of joy on his face, the Steipler announced, “Baruch Hashem! I found the needle! We’re able to do the Mitzvah of Hashavas Aveidah now!” 


The young man was very moved by how the Steipler was nearly overwhelmed by the excitement of doing a Mitzvah!

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Anger of the

Rosh Yeshiva
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Rav Leizer Geldzahler, zt”l, taught by example what it meant to be concerned for another Jew. Once, new blinds were installed in his Yeshivah’s dining room, and a mischievous young student climbed up on the windowsill to check them out. 


Rav Leizer, the Rosh Yeshivah, happened to walk into the dining room at that moment, and the room fell silent as he entered. The Rosh Yeshivah took in the scene: a young boy standing on the windowsill, caught by his Rebbe with no time to jump down, and two hundred other boys looking on, nervous, but fascinated, wondering how the Rosh Yeshivah would react. 


Rav Leizer was furious. However, he was not upset with that boy. He thundered, “How can it be that two hundred boys saw me coming and not one of you thought to tell him to jump down before I came in?!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

I Will Change My Schedule, To Accommodate You

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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During the farbrengens in the past few weeks, many stories were related about the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe [of blessed memory]. While all of them are inspiring, I chose to post one that not only is it inspiring, but it is something we all can emulate. I heard it from Rabbi Kasriel Kastel, who shared it on chof ches Sivan this year. On behalf of all our readers we thank him and bless him with continued tremendous success in his shlichus (service) in Tzach (Lubavitch Youth Organization).
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Rabbi Kasriel Kastel of the Lubavitch Youth Organization


One of the peulos (activities) that Tzach was involved in was arranging for groups of Jewish children and teenagers, whether from a school or organization to daven mincha with the Rebbe. The group leader was informed to come at three, so this way all of the boys could be ushered in the beis hamidrash (study hall), where the Rebbe would daven Mincha and find a place to stand, as well as a siddur from which they can daven, if they knew how to read. While the girls or young ladies would stand in the hallway and the Rebbe would acknowledge them.


Initially the groups weren’t so large, but with time they grew and then the logistics became a problem.


The space in the hallway in the front of 770 was not very large, and there was only one entrance to it. So while the [groups] came at three and would wait the fifteen minutes until the Rebbe would go to mincha, the bochurim [the yeshiva students at 770] and Anash (Crown Heights residents], would be rushing in a few minutes before Mincha began, and as the groups became larger, it became harder for them to move aside, there was simply no room.


Furthermore, those who were lucky to stand in the front row or front few rows felt seeing and being seen by the Rebbe, was worth it the trip. However, often some of them didn’t even obtain a glimpse of him. [This occurred when they were older, as the Rebbe would give coins for tzedokah to the younger children]. Then some chassidim complained to Tzach that they missed the opportunity to daven with the Rebbe as there was no path to enter, with squeezing through the crowd, which is problematic.


Additionally, some of the boys and teenagers weren’t comfortable with the pushing and sometimes crowded or packed shul.


So on behalf of the organizers, Rabbi Kastel wrote to the Rebbe and mentioned these questions, wondering if it should be curtailed somewhat.


The Rebbe replied, From now on, you will inform the mazkirus (secretariet) when a group is arriving and mincha will take place downstairs [which was a much larger space easy to accommodate more than a thousand people.]

Rabbi Kastel noted, I didn’t ask the Rebbe if he would do that, the Rebbe came up with this solution. It took care of everyone’s concern and made everyone happy. There was room for everyone and all the young ladies had an equal ability to observe the Rebbe and participate from the ezras noshim in the minyan.


A few people in the community said “Wow, such concern and thoughtfulness.” But then someone challenged us and said, what is the wow? Don’t you realize that this is what the Rebbe did for us constantly! Does anyone recall how late Yechidus (personal audiences people had with the Rebbe0 went on for? Sometimes it finished after sunrise. To the Rebbe every individual was important, and how many times did he inform the mazkir by the door, not to try rush someone out of his room; the Yechidus would end when the person is ready to leave. 


He wouldn’t leave any letter that he was ready to answer, unanswered. If that meant taking it home late at night and giving the answer in the morning, that is what he did. He stood on his feet for hours every Sunday to give out dollars, brochos and guidance to tens of thousands of individuals.  


Yes he made an effort to help every Jew and non-Jew that came to him. So we as his chassidim can emulate this point and if helping someone else entails changing our schedule or going out of our way, that is what the Rebbe taught us by example.

Reprinted from Parshas Korach 5779 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Lubavitcher Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com.

All Because of a Cup of Coffee
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Rabbi Meshulam Igra of Pressburg, O”BM, was one of Europe’s leading scholars of the 18th century. As a young man, he was engaged to the daughter of a prominent community leader of Butzatz. 

A few months before the wedding the young man ate a meal at the home of his future father-in-law. Dessert was served together with a delicacy that the impoverished Reb Meshulam had never heard of: coffee. 

The servant brought out a cup of brewed coffee together with sugar and milk. The prospective father-in-law directed his son in law to partake. The young scholar looked quizzically at each entity and began to ponder. 

There were two liquids and sugar. The Talmud teaches that eating precedes drinking. He took a spoon of sugar and ate it. Then he was unsure what to drink first, the milk or the black brew. Noting that darkness in the Torah comes before day, he drank the black coffee. 

Noticing the grinds at the bottom of the cup, he took his spoon and ate them. Not wanting to embarrass his soon-to-be father-in-law who had served such a difficult-to-eat dessert, he swallowed the grinds. 

His prospective bride stood in shock. “Father,” she cried, “I cannot marry a man who does not know how to drink a cup of coffee. He is a total klutz!” The engagement was broken. 

Years later, this same community leader visited the home of Rav Yeshaya Pick, the prominent Rav of Breslow. Upon entering the study, he noticed the Rav engrossed in a letter. He looked totally concerned and distraught. When the man asked what problem was, Rabbi Pick told him that he just received a letter that is filled with the deepest insights. 

“I have to be totally immersed in Torah thought to begin to comprehend the level of this man’s brilliance. In fact,” he continued, “I do not think a man of this caliber has emerged in the last fifty years! And,” he added, “besides the brilliance, one can note his humility and fine character throughout every word he writes.” 

He then revealed that the man’s name was Rav Igra, causing this community leader to promptly faint of the spot! When he came to, the man recounted the story of the engagement and its dissolution, how Rabbi Igra was meant to be his son-in-law, but the match was broken over coffee grounds. 

Rabbi Pick shook his head sadly. “Is that so?” he exclaimed. “You gave up the opportunity for this great man because he didn’t know how to drink a cup of coffee?” Then he looked at the man and declared, “Faint again!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.
The Orthodox Jew

In SS Uniform

By Akiva Bigman

Haim Brickman was just five years old when he learned that his stepfather had been a Nazi officer. It was the 1960s, and the newly blended family had just relocated to the Philadelphia suburbs for Haim’s stepfather William’s, academic career. While rummaging through some boxes in the basement, Haim discovered an SS uniform, officer insignia, Nazi flags, documents in German and worst of all, a picture of his stepfather in full Nazi uniform.


Shocked at what he had found, Haim ran up the basement stairs, his mind racing. Could my mother have unknowingly married a Nazi? What else is he hiding from us? What crimes was he involved in?

Panting and out of breath, Haim entered the kitchen and yelled out, “Mommy, Daddy is a Nazi!” Haim’s mother smiled. That was the moment when he learned his family’s big secret.
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Posing as an SS officer behind enemy lines, Brickman's job was to catch Nazis attempting to flee Germany for South America.


Haim is my uncle. I have known about his stepfather for a few years now, and every year I am reminded of his past on Holocaust Remembrance Day. This year, though, I decided to look into the matter. I’ve been collecting countless documents from personal archives and a few institutions in Israel and the US. Naturally, not everything was preserved in full. Some of the stories lack detail, while in other instances, there are discrepancies between the various documents and Haim’s childhood memories. But nevertheless, what I have been able to learn makes for a fascinating and inspiring story.


This is the incredible story of William Zeev Brickman, a professor of education, an American spy and an emissary behind the Iron Curtain.


William Wolfgang Brickman was born in June 1913 in Manhattan, the son of Shalom-David, a German Jew, and Lahia-Sarah, a Jewish woman originally from the Polish town of Jedwabne, the infamous site where the Polish locals murdered their Jewish neighbors.


As a member of an Orthodox Jewish family, Brickman mostly spoke Yiddish at home, while he learned English and other languages out on the street. His father died when he was young, apparently the result of a self-inflicted umbilical hernia aimed at helping avoid the military draft back in Europe.
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William Brickman, far right, with his fellow agents, in Nazi uniform


William was a towering, vibrant boy. When he registered for college, he decided to play it safe and major in something he knew he would be good at. With a background in German and Yiddish, he decided to register for the German and education programs at the City University of New York.

Agent 004


During the 1930s, Brickman got his doctorate in German, Latin and education, managing to overcome the hostility and often anti-Semitism of some of the academic staff. His knowledge of Yiddish from home and knack for languages in general allowed him to develop great expertise in a number of languages, including full mastery of various local dialects. According to his academic resume, he could read 20 European languages, in addition to Latin and ancient Greek, three Asian and two African languages.


By the late 1930s, Brickman had a blossoming academic career, but World War II broke out and threw a wrench in his plans. In March 1943, one year after the US entered the war, he was drafted into the air force as a historian and German-language expert. 

In a letter of recommendation for an officers’ course, Brickman’s direct commander at his base in Fort Worth, Texas described him as “a scholar turned soldier, who proudly made the transition from civilian to military life.”


Brickman had requested to be drafted as an officer in the air force’s medical or chemical warfare units. All signs point to him having been convinced the war would serve as a sort of continuation of his academic career, but once again, fate would have other plans.


Brickman was drafted to the Office of Strategic Services, the US intelligence agency that would later become the CIA.


In late 1944, following the allied invasion of northern France, it was clear the demise of the Third Reich was a matter of time. The US military was on the lookout for German speakers when Brickman’s name came up. He was summoned to interviews that were presented to him as ascertaining whether he would be a good fit for the occupation forces in Germany after the war. 


Brickman was supposed to serve in the occupation forces’ postal service where his knowledge of German would be considered an advantage, they said.  He scored high marks on the language exams, and was accepted to the role. He didn’t know it at the time but his peaceful life was about to get a lot more interesting.


According to the military documents, Brickman was to be stationed with the US Counter Intelligence Corps 970th division, which operated in liberated territories in order to catch Nazi agents that had stayed behind. Between Jan. and Feb. of 1945, Brickman took an intelligence course at Fort Ritchie base in Maryland, in preparation for his being stationed in liberated Germany. According to Haim, at this stage there was yet another change in plans – Brickman was drafted to the Office of Strategic Services, the US intelligence agency that would later become the CIA.


At first, Brickman was alarmed. Beyond the challenges of being stationed overseas, he did not want to leave behind his mother, who was alone and suffering from a serious illness. As an Orthodox Jew, he also feared that on such a mission, he would not be able to maintain his religious way of life. Nevertheless, Brickman would soon be identified as Agent 004. Later on, his relatives would joke that Brickman had in fact preceded Agent 007, otherwise known as James Bond.

Setting the trap


Service in the OSS was particularly challenging, and Brickman’s unit was to be stationed inside Germany, behind enemy lines, in the twilight of the Third Reich. Their objective: to capture senior SS officers that tried to escape and evade capture. The plan was to parachute into the border area between Germany and then-Czechoslovakia – an area known for being a center where Nazis would head in order to flee the country, in particular to Argentina, and pose as senior officers to catch those attempting to flee.
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William Brickman stands in front of an anti-Semitic poster in the Soviet Union


For reasons that remain unclear, instead of parachuting in, the forces crossed the border by foot, setting up camp in Regensberg, Germany. This was made easier by the fact that the allied forces had already made significant progress, and the battle for Berlin was already in its advanced stages. The Germans began to destroy documents and archives, and the chaos that pervaded made it impossible to check the identities of agents posing as Nazi officers, thus allowing the agents to carry out their missions.


His unit offered Nazi officers a way out of the country, interrogated them and then foiled their escape plans.


The official military documents I found while researching this article do not add any information or details about this period. All I know is what Brickman himself said about this time in conversations with his stepson. As Brickman told it, his unit offered Nazi officers a way out of the country, interrogated them and then foiled their escape plans. Their working assumption was that the only people in the area with the means and desire to leave Germany would be senior officers in the SS and the Wehrmacht.


Their method went something like this: Some of the agents in the unit would go out in public, mainly to the bars the Nazi officers were known to frequent. After having given the appearance they had been drinking, the agents would begin to brag about how they could help those who had the money flee the country for South America. 


When someone would turn to the agents and ask for their help, they would direct them to a specific cabin where the agent would say they would find a Nazi officer with the connections and ability to get them out of the country. The Nazis would arrive at the cabin at night where they would be greeted by a secretary who would ask them a few questions about where they served, their ranking and the like. The secretary would then call Brickman, who would be waiting in the office inside.


Brickman would be dressed in SS fatigues, on his shoulder the insignia of a military rank higher than that of his guest.


According to Haim, his stepfather “made sure not to take things too far. He wanted to remain credible, but he wanted to be more senior than the Nazi in order for him to obey him and treat him with respect.”


In his conversation with the Nazi, Brickman would investigate the officer over his actions in the war and the places where he had served, before agreeing on a payment for his evacuation. Eventually, Brickman would send him a rendezvous point on the Czechoslovakian border and an agreed upon date when a group would prepare to leave for South America. 


When that date arrived, the Nazi officers would show up to the meeting point. But instead of finding their guides for the trip out of the country, they would find other OSS officers, who would take them hostage and transfer them to allied prisons. Other senior officers were taken to Nuremberg.


In one case, Brickman’s unit had received information about the presence of very high-ranking SS officer in one of the villages in the area, and the agents set out to arrest him. Brickman entered the room, gave him two minutes to pack before leaving. The officer protested, saying he had many possessions and needed more time. Brickman made it clear that if he was not ready, he would be arrested and dragged through the streets naked. Two minutes later, the officer was ready.


Brickman was involved in a mission to catch Martin Bormann, one of the heads of the German Nazi regime. While the allies suspected he was hanging around the Czechoslovakian border, there were no pictures of him available, so he could not be identified. 


Brickman arrived at the village where Bormann was born and located the school he had attended as a boy. It was there he found a photograph of Bormann, which he distributed to his fellow agents. According to Haim’s account, his father managed to get to the village where Bormann had apparently been hiding, although he did not ultimately succeed in catching him.


After the war, Brickman went back to working with the Counter Intelligence Services, where he was made responsible for Germany’s Deggendorf district. At one point, he was stationed with the security unit tasked with securing the area where the Nuremberg trials were being held in 1945. 


In this role, a disguised Brickman would try to infiltrate the site in civilian clothes, with the aim of exposing weaknesses in the security system there. From time to time, when he would walk around among the Nazis’ cells, he would run into a prisoner he had helped capture. He would take the opportunity to remove his military hat and reveal his kippah underneath. “He wanted to show them that fate had been reversed, and the victims had become the masters,” Haim said.


In the months after the war, Haim would often serve as a witness at Jewish wedding ceremonies for concentration camp survivors conducted by a rabbi from the US military.


Brickman set himself a goal of collecting as many materials as possible from the Nazi era during his stay in postwar Germany, in order to preserve and document them for the sake of historical remembrance.


Among these documents, some of which are now at the Yad Vashem Holocaust memorial and museum in Jerusalem, others now housed in Brown University’s archives, one can find a collection of files and pamphlets from the Nazi era. There is also a copy of the Nazi party’s 1933 campaign platform, numerous Reichsmark bills, various limericks and everyday documents distributed by the regime. 


One of the more important findings that Brickman managed to take with him from Germany was an elegant album produced by the Gestapo that detailed the various torture methods used by the secret police. The album was donated to the Yad Vashem archives in 1960, along with uniforms, flags, pins, a collection of stamps and various other items from that period.

Postcards from behind the Iron Curtain


Upon his discharge from the army in April 1946, Brickman returned to the academic track. He studied with the well-known philosopher John Dewey, and during the 1950s, taught at New York University’s Department of Education where he headed the department’s history program. In 1960, he transferred to the University of Pennsylvania where he served as the head of the comparative education department.


Brickman has 25 great-grandchildren who reside in Israel.


Taking advantage of his knowledge of a variety of languages, Brickman’s research focused on the comparison of different education systems around the world. He wrote dozens of books on education, published dozens of articles in periodicals and Jewish magazines and edited a journal in the field.


In 1958, Brickman married Sylvia Mann, the daughter of a Jerusalemite family that had immigrated to the US. Mann was divorced with two children, Haim and his sister Simcha. It was in the early 1960s, when Brickman became a faculty member at the University of Pennsylvania that the family moved to that house in Philadelphia, taking with them William’s large collection of books and various objects that would expose Haim to his past.


According to Haim, William didn’t talk much about that time in his life. But Haim does recall how his stepfather would embarrass him whenever they would go see a James Bond movie together. “He would erupt in laughter in the middle of the movie. It really embarrassed me as a child,” Haim said.


Brickman died in the US in 1986 and was buried in Jerusalem. He now has 25 great-grandchildren who reside in Israel. At his funeral, he was lauded for his contribution to Jewish education in the US and his efforts to obtain federal funding for Jewish day schools.

Reprinted from the June 22, 2019 website of Aish.com The original version of this article appeared on Israelhayom.com
The Reward for Davening With a Minyan


“You have to pay Gedalya $55,000 by tomorrow!!! This is the third time we are trying to get the money back from the Philippines… What are they doing with Gedalya?!” 


“Don’t worry so much, the salvation of Hashem can come in the blink of an eye!!! Adding pressure will not help!!!” 


This is how I tried to calm my partner when the bank sent back the money transfer to our company from the Philippines to Israel, each time requesting another document. 


Ultimately, we decided to send the money from the Philippines to the United States and from there to Israel. However, this takes a few days and we are pressed to pay Gedalya. I asked my partner to update him that there would be a delay of a several days in the transferring of the payment due to an unexpected problem. 
Gedalya was not receptive insisting that the money was due today and he owed money to others that he needed to pay off. My partner promised to do whatever he could to bring him the obligated payment. I was so involved in getting the sum today so as not to delay payment to a fellow Jew and cause him damages. 
This held me back from going to davening, until I said to myself, ‘Just the opposite, I will gladly go to daven since the only One Who could help us now was the Creator of the World, and what would it help to call acquaintances to arrange loans?! The Creator of the World can even arrange loans and only He can determine if and from where it will come.


 I purposely left the cell phone in the car so even if I wanted to see who was calling and wanted to help, I would not know. I decided that the matter would not interrupt my conversation with my Maker. I calmly davened word for word as if there were no pressure and everything was taken care of, I beseeched Father in Heaven and I hoped for salvation. 


During Bircas Kohanim I felt chills, as if Father was telling me that He is watching and doing what needs to be done. I calmly went out after davening and I called my partner to see if there was any news. He told me that he just got a call from an investor who had spoken to him half a year ago. He apologized for the long delay and he wanted to invest 200,000 shekel in the company right away and he was already on the way. 


I must point out that this amount was the exact amount of $55,000 that we needed for Gedalya. In the midst of our rejoicing, we did not forget that specifically in times of trouble and distress, that is when it is fitting to leave everything and not miss davening with a minyan properly especially in times of stress. י
Reprinted from the Parshas Balak 5779 email of Tiv Hakehillah.
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