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Reb Leibish Pincus’
Roll of Quarters


Rav Paysach Krohn writes about Reb Leibish Pincus of Brooklyn, who was a kind and quiet man who had survived the Holocaust, and had come to America when he was young. When he was older, R’ Leibish always carried a roll of quarters in his pocket. 
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The reason for this was only revealed by a close friend, after R’ Leibish had passed away. Every morning in Shul, R’ Leibish would be approached by poor people asking for money. R’ Leibish felt that if he were to take out a dollar bill and ask for change, for a short, fleeting moment, the poor person might feel a surge of joy at the thought of getting an entire dollar, but it would then turn to disappointment when R’ Leibish would ask for change. 


In order to avoid this, he would always carry a roll of quarters and have change available every day for anyone who would ask him for Tzedakah. His sensitivity to the feelings of others was so great that he didn’t want to cause pain to another, even for a second, and even as he was in the process of helping them!
Reprinted from the Parshas Mishpatim 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Story #1004

Descent for the Sake of Ascent
By Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com
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Rabbi Yitzchak-Dovid Grossman

In 2004 Rabbi Yitzchak-Dovid Grossman received the Israel Prize for 'lifetime achievement and special contribution to society and the State.'


The week after, he was scheduled to fly to the USA for yet another fundraising expedition in support of his Migdal Ohr institutions. When he reached Ben Gurion international airport, he wasn't feeling well. El Al, the Israel airline, offered to upgrade his ticket to first class, assuring him that he had enough Frequent Flyer points that it wouldn't cost him a single shekel. 


Rabbi Grossman struggled with the idea. In all his many dozens of flights abroad he had never flown first class--what would his benefactors think if the money they gave him for his worthy causes was used to purchase such expensive tickets? But because of his health and the fact that it was "free," he decided to do it this one time.


The row of first class contains only six seats --- 2-2-2 instead of 3-5-3 --- wide and plush. The Rabbi was seated in the first set, with an empty seat next to him. In the middle pair was sitting an elderly American couple, clearly not Jewish. Suddenly Rabbi Grossman was seized with an impulse to do something he had never done on an airplane. He stood up, walked over to them and introduced himself.


"Shalom. I am Rabbi Grossman, a rabbi in the Galilee," he said to them in English, "I have a number of schools and homes for orphans, teenagers at-risk, and children from broken families and violent homes. Perhaps you would like to see a video of them?"


Surprised, they agreed. How could they refuse the holy-looking rabbi.

Rabbi Grossman had noticed immediately that the man was quite enormous; he fit in his wide first-class seat only with difficulty. So he reached across the man to lower the tray of the woman's seat instead, placing upon it his DVD player and giving each of them one of the ear buds. The video ran for about 7 minutes. They seemed interested. When it finished he again reached across to take back his machine. In doing so he inadvertently leaned upon the arm of the man's seat.


What he didn't realize was that in the arm of a first class seat is a button that slides the seat down to be 180* flat, for a bed, and he had accidently pressed it. BOOM!


Aided by the man's weight, the seat accelerated into horizontal position, slamming the man flat on his back. Rabbi Grossman didn't know what to do. He was so embarrassed he couldn't think clearly. He just wanted to crawl into a hole and pull the lid over himself.


He mumbled one apology after another-"Excuse me, excuse me! Forgive me, forgive me!"--but it felt silly and ineffective. In his confusion, for some reason that he can't understand even till this day, he ceased speaking, bent down, and planted a kiss on the prone man's forehead. Then he quickly pressed the button to restore the astonished man to sitting position and darted back to his seat.


For several minutes he sat there unmoving, berating himself for his clumsiness. "How could I have done such a thing?" He didn't dare even to turn his head in the direction of the couple; instead he just kept his eyes closed. So he was startled when five minutes later he felt a tap on his shoulder. It was the heavy man whom he had toppled.


[At this point in his recital, Rabbi Grossman paused and his face turned serious. "I am a Rabbi in Israel. I know it is forbidden to lie and I don't lie. What I am about to tell you may sound unbelievable or even absurd, but I assure you it is absolutely true, without any exaggeration."]


"Rabbi, I am Reverend John Hagee from San Antonio, Texas," the man addressed me and offered his hand for a shake.
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Rev. John Hagee


He continued. "I am a good friend of Israel. In fact, I am the founder and head of 'Christians United for Israel.' I have made many trips there and have met personally with every prime minister since Begin. 


"This time I came prepared to give a very large donation in the name of my organization, designated for a program that provides a warm environment for Jewish children in need. 'Bibi' is my good friend and so are many other people in the highest echelon of the government, but I was not happy with any of the existing venues they offered me, so I held back the money.


"Then I made a vow. I prayed to G-d that He send me a sign for who to give the money to. What was the sign? I will tell you. And my wife will confirm this; you can ask her. 


"I said, 'the first person that presents me with a program for such children and kisses me on the forehead, he is the one to whom we will give this contribution!"


And he did. Right there on the airplane. Very generous and, for the rabbi, perfectly timed. Rabbi Grossman was struggling to build a large housing complex for teenaged girls. He had signed a contract and paid the initial installments, but hadn't the slightest idea how he would be able to finish paying for it. The six-figure check that Mr. Hagee wrote enabled him to complete the project.


Rabbi Grossman was stunned. What were the chances that he would find himself in a situation that he, a chasidic Jew and a rabbi, would feel compelled to kiss a Christian evangelist pastor whose television broadcasts are watched by millions? Add in the first-time first-class ticket, being seated next to the couple, the inexplicable urge to show them the video, accidently knocking down a multi-millionaire-the odds must be many trillions to one. 


He smiled. When G-d wants something good to happen, it will certainly happen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Translated and transcribed from the six-minute video sent to me by my son Yehuda of Rabbi Grossman telling this story (in Hebrew) to an entranced audience. 
[IF you understand spoken Hebrew and you send me a request via WhatsApp (+972-526-770-137) or email (address at top), I'll be happy to send you the video. 
Connection: Weekly Reading of Trumah - charitable donations
(Would also be great for the weekly reading of Chaye Sara - Eliezer's prayer for a divine portent.)

Biographical note: Rabbi Yitzchak Dovid Grossman, chief rabbi of Migdal Ha'Emek since 1969 at age 23, is a sixth generation Jerusalemite. He is a member of the Chief Rabbinate Council and a recipient of the Israel Prize and many other prestigious government awards for his successful efforts to bridge the gap between the religious and secular populations in Israel (thus his nickname from 40 years ago, the Disco Rabbi). His Migdal Ohr educational institutions and charitable organizations in Migdal Emek service thousands of underprivileged and at-risk children and teenagers.

Translator's note (mostly from Wiki): Rev. John Charles Hagee is the President and CEO of John Hagee Ministries, which telecasts his national radio and television broadcasts on ten television networks to more than 150 million households in the USA, and on networks around the globe. He is also the author of over 20 books. As the national chairman of 'Christians United for Israel,' he has been to Israel more than two dozen times. His organization has given several million dollars to bring Jews from the former Soviet Union to Israel, as well as millions to support Jewish orphanages and other worthy causes for the Jewish people in Israel and around the globe.

The Siddur Speaks:
Rav Moshe Feinstein and the Power of Answering Amein
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A man once came to Rav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, and asked for the Gadol’s advice. He said that he was suffering from a health issue and his doctors did not give him hope that he had much time left. He told Rav Moshe that he was given the option to have a complex surgery, and if it was successful, he may be able to live another six months, but he would be in considerable pain.


He asked Rav Moshe if he should go through with the procedure or not. When Rav Moshe heard this, he started to cry, as he was acutely aware and sensitive to feeling another person’s pain.


Rav Moshe told him that he had to think about it before he gave his answer, and he asked the man to return to him the next day. When the man returned the day after, Rav Moshe told him to go ahead with the procedure, and with Hashem’s help everything will work out. 

He explained his reason to the man. Rav Moshe said, “If you have the surgery, you will be given more time and more opportunities to answer Amein, and in the Zechus of answering Amein, you will be able to merit to live much longer. Every time you answer Amein you create a Malach for yourself, because the Gematria (numerical value) of the word Malach is 91, which is the same Gematria as the word Amein. This Malach will protect you from danger and allow you to live longer.” 

Rav Moshe gave the man his Brachah, and the man had a successful surgery, and Baruch Hashem was granted life well beyond the six months the doctors predicted for him!

Reprinted from the Parshas Mishpatim 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Tzidkas Yosef’s Concern for a Poor Visitor

There was once a traveler from a small town who stayed at the home of a righteous man named the Tzidkas Yosef, OB”M. The destitute visitor went out to collect money from the townspeople and didn’t return to the Rebbi’s home that night. The problem was that he neglected to inform his hosts that he was sleeping elsewhere. 

Early the next morning, when he returned to the house, he found the Rebbe sitting outside on his porch. The Rebbe greeted him warmly and told him to go have something to eat in the kitchen. 

When the guest went into the kitchen, the Rebbetzin (wife of the Tzidkas Yosef) said to the man, “I’m so glad you’re back. The Rebbe was so worried about you, he stayed up all night awaiting your return!” (Story heard from Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser.)

Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
All Delays are

Planned by Hashem

By Rabbi David Ashear

There is a famous saying, every delay is for the best. If a flight is cancelled, a party is postponed or a doctor changed an appointment, it is all from Hashem for a great reason. 

We naturally dislike being held back from our regularly scheduled plans. But, if instead of complaining or becoming angry when it happens, we accept with Emunah that Hashem was behind it, we could turn those times into a great service of Hashem. 


Most of the time we don't see the benefit of cancelled plans or delays. But sometimes, even years later, we realize why we had to be at a certain place at a certain time, and how the canceled plans were Hashem's way of arranging it. Whether we see it or not, Hashem is the He is always guiding our steps, perfectly setting up tailor-made situations for each person's journey through life. 


I read a story in the book Emunah Shelema that one of the Yeshivot in Yerushalayim decided late in the week to give its students an "Off Shabbat," in which the boys go home. One boy, Moshe, could not go home that weekend because his parents were away. So, he asked his parents for permission to go with a friend to Tsfat for Shabbat. They agreed, and Moshe and his friend took an early bus on Friday morning to ensure that they would have enough time to get there before Shabbat. 
But that day, there was a large funeral and traffic was at a standstill. The boys started getting nervous. At one point, they realized there was no way they would make it to their destination before Shabbat, and they began regretting the whole trip.  Moshe said, "I can't believe we had an off Shabbat the one week my parents were away. Now we're stuck with no place to go." 


Eventually, the traffic eased up, and with thirty minutes before Shabbat, the bus made a stop in Tiveria. The boys decided to get off and ask at the first home they find if they could leave their bags there, and continue to shul with the hope that someone would invite them for Shabbat.
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They saw a home with candles lit in the window and knocked on the door. A man dressed for Shabbat opened the door and gave them the warmest greeting. They explained their situation, and the man said, "We would be honored if you would stay by us. We have plenty of room. Please come in. Get ready for Shabbat, and we'll leave together for Shul in fifteen minutes." 


That night, at the meal, the man told the boys the following: The previous week, he and his wife had been in the Ukraine. They were supposed to have been back for Shabbat, but something came up, and they had to stay longer. They weren't prepared to stay for Shabbat, so someone from that community invited them and treated them royally. 

He said that it was the most amazing Hachnasat Orchim he ever saw. They were so inspired that they said they also wanted to have guests and treat them like that.  They knew it would be hard, because, Baruch Hashem, they had a very large family; every room was occupied with several children. Nevertheless, they were prepared to do whatever was necessary.


They didn't return from the Ukraine until that day. They weren't even sure if they would make it home before Shabbat, so they told their children to remain with their grandparents in Yerushalayim. 


The man continued, "Baruch Hashem, we arrived home a few hours ago. My wife had time to prepare, and for the first time in years we have an empty house available to have guests. Then, you two knocked at our door. It was perfect timing!"


The boys enjoyed a beautiful Shabbat there. The host was so impressed with Moshe that he suggested him as a Shiduch for his own daughter. Baruch Hashem, Moshe became his son-in-law.


Hashem was working behind the scenes to bring that Shiduch to fruition. He orchestrated having the "Off Shabbat" on the one Shabbat Moshe's parents were away, having him arrive at that specific house in Tveria, giving Chizuk to the couple the week before to want to have guests and so much more. Every delay is for the best, whether we realize it or not. Hashem is always guiding our steps and putting us in the places we need to be.

Reprinted from the March 2, 2017 email of Daily Emunah.

The Legacy of Nathan Straus
By Jack E. Rahmey
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There is a famous story about brothers Nathan and Isadore Straus, who built a retail empire at the end of the 1800s which included Macy’s and Abraham & Straus department stores.


In 1912, they both took a trip with their wives to pre-state Israel. Nathan and his wife Lina saw the poverty there and established soup kitchens and other charitable institutions. Isadore and Ida returned to the States on the luxurious Titanic, where they lost their lives heroically, with Isadore refusing to take the place of women in the lifeboats, and Ida refusing to leave her husband, and urging her maid to take her place.


Nathan and Lina stayed behind to help the needy, leaving their berths on the Titanic empty. Because they were saved from that tragic disaster, Nathan saw this as a sign from above, and the couple devoted the rest of their lives to contributing to many charitable causes in Israel. They opened a school and a health clinic and offered one of the first major gifts to Hadassah Hospital.


Over their lifetime they gave away two-thirds of their fortune to many charitable institutions. In 1927 the city of Netanyah was named after Nathan Straus, and Straus Street in Yerushalayim is also named after the couple. We learn from this story how true is the famous phrase from the Gemarah in Baba Batra (10a) "Tzedakah Tatzil Mimavet"...Charity Saves a person from Death!"

Reprinted from the Parashat Terumah 5777 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
Life is a Marathon

By Rabbi Yaakov Asher Sinclair

 “…and let them take for Me a portion… ” (13:17)


About two years after I arrived in ohr Somayach I’d had enough. I assumed that after many “mouthbreaking” months of hard work I would have mastered

Hebrew and Aramaic, be fluent in both, and be well on my way to becoming a world-class Talmid Chacham.


It didn’t quite work out that way. I was standing outside the beit Midrash when Rosh Yeshiva Rabbi Mendel Weinbach (zatzal) came over to me and asked how I was.


My sister (a”h) used to say that the definition of a bore is someone who, when you ask them how they are – they tell you.


Ignoring my sister’s dictum, I proceeded to unload my deep dissatisfaction on Reb Mendel. He heard me out then, just said to me, “Yankev osher. Sprinters are for the record books. life is a marathon.”


Torah learning is like a business venture: A storekeeper can never close up the shutters once and for all, because however bad business is, the one sure way to fail is to give up.


Torah can be exasperating, exhausting, and unfathomable. but however difficult and frustrating it may be, someone who perseveres is guaranteed to win his own personal marathon. • Source: based on Rabbi Dovid of Kotzk
Reprinted from the Parashat Terumah 5777 email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
Thoughts that Count

And you shall make holy garments for Aaron your brother, for glory and for ornament (Ex. 28:2)


The commandment to make special priestly clothes comes directly after the mitzva to prepare pure olive oil for the menora. Oil symbolizes the intellect, which should be kept pure and unsullied. The priestly garments symbolize the physical body, the "garment" of the soul, which should be utilized "for glory and ornament." 
The Torah teaches that purity of thought and cleanliness of body must go together. (Sefat Emet) 
Reprinted from the Parashat Tizaveh 5752/1992 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
It Once Happened

The Muddy Silver Coin


Reb Yerucham was never much of a breadwinner. Instead, he devoted all his time to Torah-study and prayer while his wife, Leah went to the marketplace to conduct business. She would make small purchases which she would in turn, sell to her neighbors at a small profit. The arrangement worked well, for although they never had much, they both felt very privileged to be able to serve G-d by devoting themselves to His Torah.


In the winter, though, when the roads were blocked with snow and ice, and the farmers couldn't make it into the market, Leah didn't fare so well. She was forced to sustain her family on the few coins she had managed to squirrel away during the previous months. Every time she had to dip into her meager "capital" her heart fell. When only a few pennies remained, she decided it was time to go to her husband. "Yerucham, what are we going to do? How are we going to feed our children?"


Reb Yerucham lifted his eyes from his tome and replied, "Have faith. Our Heavenly Father has never forsaken us before, and will not forsake us now..."


"What good is faith on an empty stomach!" the poor woman said bitterly. "I can't bear to see my children starving! What am I to say to them when they cry for bread tomorrow morning?"


"Don't worry now - till tomorrow morning there is ample time for G-d to provide for our needs. Put your trust in Him, Leah; He won't forsake us." Poor Leah left the room very troubled, but a little comforted by her husband's assurances.


Reb Yerucham went outside, and as he was about to come back in, he spotted something lying in the mud. He picked it up and brought it into the house. He washed it, and sure enough, it was a silver coin!


Now, his wife would be happy and they would be able to manage a little longer. But then another thought passed through his mind, "If G-d had wanted to send them sustenance, couldn't He find a better way than throwing him a muddy coin? No, He doesn't want me to accept it this way; He is only testing our faith in Him."


So Yerucham decided that in the morning he would put the coin into the tzedaka (charity) box. Yerucham became so engrossed in his study that he was startled by his wife's cry of joy when she spied the silver coin on his table. "Don't get too excited; it's not ours!" he said quickly.


"What do you mean?"


"I have already donated it to charity."


Looking into his wife's shocked eyes which were already filling the tears, he continued explaining, "Imagine if I were to give you a present and throw it into the garbage heap, saying, 'Go pick it up, dear.' You wouldn't want it anymore. Well, I believe that G-d has sent this coin to us as a test of our faith in His readiness to provide for us. Be strong in your faith, and you will see that I'll be proven right."


Leah walked out of the room, shaking her head. She knew that her husband was a scholar and a saintly man, but there was not one morsel of food in the house. Meanwhile Reb Yerucham sat by the light of a candle studying into the wee hours.


Late that night two tired merchants were travelling through one of the persistent snow storms that had enclosed the little hamlet. Exhausted, they saw a faint glimmer of a candle in the pitch, black darkness. They knocked on Reb Yerucham's door asking for accommodation. He agreed, but very apologetically, since he had very little to offer them. The men were just happy to have a place to sleep. They spread out their bountiful food supplies on the table and invited their hosts to join them in a feast fit for a king.


During the meal, the conversation took a scholarly turn and the merchants saw that their host was no country bumpkin, but a very learned and wise man. One of the merchants turned to his companion and said, "Why should we trouble ourselves to travel all the way to Lemberg to mediate our dispute when we have a great scholar right here."


"Yes, I agree," said the second, and he proceeded to explain.


"We are not only partners, but also close friends, but we have a disagreement which we want to present before a great rabbi. We were about to continue to Lemberg, but we feel that you are a person very qualified to judge the problem, and G-d has brought us to your door. We will be happy to pay you the same amount we would have paid the Rabbi of Lemberg."


Reb Yerucham didn't usually involve himself in judgements or arbitrations, but under the circumstances, since the two men were so anxious to settle in a peaceful fashion, he agreed to take up their case.


The following morning, Yerucham and his guests made their way to the synagogue for the morning prayers. Yerucham slipped the silver coin into the charity box, thanking G-d for not forsaking him and his family in their hour of need, and sending him generous sustenance in an honorable and worthy manner.

Reprinted from the Parshas Mishpatim 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
More Thoughts that Count for Parshat Tizaveh

I will dwell among the Children of Israel, and I will be to them G-d (Ex. 29:45)


Rabbi Henoch of Alexander once said : "When I was young I spent much time near a person whom everyone considered to be very great. But the longer I knew him, the more I noticed his faults and shortcomings. Later, when I was a little older, I traveled to Kotzsk and attached myself to the Rebbe there. I found the exact opposite to be true. The longer I was in his presence, the more I came to appreciate his greatness."


This is what is meant by the verse, "I will dwell among the Children of Israel and I will be to them G-d." The closer one draws near to G-dliness, the stronger the desire to cleave to Him.

Reprinted from the Parashat Tizaveh 5752/1992 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
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