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Seizing the Opportunity

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Rabbi Yitzchok Tuvia Weiss, shlita  King George VI of the United Kingdom and British Empire

I received the following story last week and decided to share it with all of our readers. It was said in the name of Rabbi Yitzchok Tuvia Weiss shlit”a, the av beis din of eidah hachareidis in Yerushalayim.  This story is being written in first person, as if Rabbi Weiss is talking.

In 1939, a few months before my bar mitzvah the rumblings of World War II were felt by everyone in my village. However, the community leaders were unsure if the rumblings and rumors were completely accurate, and what course of action should be taken. So one day a community leader asked me to go to the city of Pressburg, which was four kilometers away, and ask the head of the community (the Rosh hakahal), what we should do.


I rushed over and the Rosh hakahal replied, tell them it is worse than they imagine. Whoever could escape should do so as soon as possible. Don't wait to save your money or business, save yourself and your family. It is beyond dangerous!


Then looking at me he said, England agreed that we can send one thousand unaccompanied minors, under seventeen years old. The problem is that there are many more children than that amount. So I don't know how to choose who to save, every child and person deserves to be saved! 


But Tuvia you have found favor in my eyes, and I am going to give you one of those coveted tickets. Now go home and inform the Rov and leaders of the dire situation and return here as the transport is leaving in a few days.


When I returned to my town I immediately informed the Rov and the leaders what the leader of Pressburg said, and then went home. I informed my parents what happened and packed up my few belongings. My father told me that my tefillin are not yet ready, but he wants to give me something for my bar mitzvah and gave me a kitzur shulchan aruch (code of Jewish law). I learned it for many weeks until I was fluent in it. 


I traveled on the transport, and a kind person accepted me in their home. A few weeks after the transport arrived in England, I received from my parents a pair of tefillin. Sorry to say that was the last communication I had with my parents, before they were killed al kiddish Hashem, hy”d.


After we were in England for a while, King George the 6th, wanted to see the thousand children that came on that transport and for whom England took responsibility for. (In total England brought in close to ten thousand children). A date was set and the thousand children stood at attention in two long lines on both sides of the road.


When the carriage arrived we all waved and expressed our appreciation, as it began driving through very slowly, so that the King could see each child.


All of a sudden one boy broke ranks and made a dash towards the carriage.  However, before he was able to reach it, the security stopped him. But the king had noticed what had happened and instructed the wagon to stop and that the young man be brought to him. 


When he entered the carriage King George inquired “Young man, what did you wish to say to me?”


The boy replied, on behalf of all the children whom you have already saved and the ones you will save I want to thank you and this wonderful country for its tremendous kindness.


Yet at the same time there is a hollowness in my heart. How can I truly be happy and rejoiceful when I am aware of the terrible fate that will befall on my loving parents and my dear siblings? I feel that the kindness is not complete, until they too are saved.


King George replied with an inquiry, "From what town do you come from?"


After the boy replied, the king thanked him and his meeting ended.


Two weeks later, the family arrived safely in England. Evidently the king acted on the child’s request, and instructed England’s representatives to bring them to safety.


Reb Tuvia continued, if the child would have tried to speak to the king in Buckingham Palace, what are the chances that he would have made it pass all the levels of security and be able to speak to the King?


Absolutely zero!


What are the chances that the King would have noticed that he was trying to speak to him? 


Again the answer is zero!


Yet when the king was riding in his carriage he was accessible. And because that one boy seized the opportunity his entire family was saved.


Reb Tuvia Weiss shlit”a concluded and that is what chodesh Elul is “The King Is In The Field,” and each one of us should seize the moment and beseech Hashem yisburach, for everything good, for us, our family and friends and indeed for the entire Jewish people and the world. 


May all of your tefillos be accepted, kesiva v’chasima tova lshana tova umesuka.
(Shabbos Stories for the Parsha Compiler’s Note: Although we are past the month of Elul and it was not possible for me to have included the above story in a Pre-Rosh Hashanah email, I thought that the message of the story to seize the moment is applicable throughout the Jewish year and therefore opted to include it at the earliest possible opportunity.)
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5779 emial of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story email. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Rebbeim and their chassidim. He has spoken and farbrenged in numerous communities and is available to speak or farbreng in your community. He can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

ADDITIONAL NOTE BY RABBI AVTZON: This week by the Siyum haRambam, one of the speakers related the story that we posted last week, and added the two details, the name of the boy who spoke to King George was Dovid Schapiro. Furthermore when his parents came to Buckingham Palace to thank the king for saving them, they were not allowed to enter.

The Dangerous Blood Libel
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Reb Eliyahu Lopian zt'l told a story, which happened in his hometown. A gentile child was murdered. False witnesses were hired to testify that a Yid killed this child to use the blood for matzos. 

The Yidden explained to the judge that they were false witnesses, and the judge suspected that it was indeed so. He had the witnesses cross examined, but he couldn’t catch them in a discrepancy. 

The life of the Jewish nation was still at risk. One wise Yid said to the judge, "Today, there is another method to determine who is guilty for murder. In this generation, courts use specially trained bloodhounds. The dog smells the blood, and is able to determine who the murderer was." 

The judge decreed that on the next day, all the townspeople must gather in the town square. (The Yidden spent the next twenty-four hours saying Tehillim and praying for a yeshuah.) The blood-stained clothing of the murdered child was brought to the dog. 

The dog sniffed it and went directly to the true murderer. No one was surprised when the dog went to someone who was renowned for his cruelty and dishonesty. This is how the Yidden of that town were saved from the blood libel. 
Reb Eliyah Lopian said, "The dog didn’t know what it was doing, and that by going to that gentile it was saving the Jewish nation from a blood libel. The dog only knew to smell the blood, and to go to the person with that same scent.
Reprinted from the Succos 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Kallah in the 
Emergency Ward


I recently heard a very moving story told by Rabbi Yissochar Frand of a bride in Eretz Yisrael who walked into a hospital on the day of her wedding. They knew she was a bride because she came in with her wedding dress. 

Usually a bride on her wedding day is spending most of it trying to get herself ready, but this bride took time out and went to the emergency paediatric ward. 

One of the nurses asked her if everything was okay, why she was there. 

The bride answered, she learned that a kallah on the day of her wedding has a special power of giving berachos, so she wanted to go to each child there and give a bracha that the child should be healed. 

That is someone who wants greatness and understands what her mission is in this world; to bring joy to the people around her.
Reprinted from the Parashat Eikev 5779 email of ONEG SHABBOS, (London, United Kingdom)

It Doesn’t Take Two


Penina’s walk was a high point of her day. She walked in a group of four women down a major thoroughfare in town. The composition of the group varied according to the members’ schedules and commitments, but Penina rarely missed a day. 


The fresh air, exertion and camaraderie were a perfect antidote to her high-stress job. Just one thing marred the experience: the sour-faced woman who walked in the opposite direction, crossing Penina’s group each day.


Having heard her speaking to her occasional companion, Penina figured out that she was a non-observant Israeli. For a reason Penina couldn’t fathom, her own little group seemed to irk the woman. She would often be heard muttering under her breath as she passed. 


Since the group made sure to step aside for passers-by, Penina was sure that her reaction wasn’t resentment that “they think they own the sidewalk.” Was it a dislike of Torah observant Jews? The sight of happy, smiling friends highlighting her own loneliness, maybe? No one could account for the hostility but it was there, shooting like an arrow in their direction. 


Penina decided to test a theory she had long propounded. As the pasuk teaches, "Just as in water a face mirrors a face, so is the heart of a man to a man” (Mishlei 27:19). In other words, if you smile at someone, he’ll smile back. 
Penina’s group launched a friendliness campaign, starting with a nod and a smile in passing. Little by little, the woman’s demeanor changed. As her icy features began to soften, Penina ventured a bit more friendliness: a short “hello,” “nice day,” “enjoy your walk.” 


The experiment was working! Slowly, over the next few months, the woman’s scowl disappeared. One day she smiled back, and soon afterward she began to respond with her own friendly greeting. The daily encounter became warm and welcome.


 “The best thing was that it proved something to me. When we deal with someone difficult we always think, ‘How can I be nice when she’s so hostile?’ But it doesn’t depend on the other person – it depends on you. When you change how you react, very often it will shift the whole situation.
Reprinted from the Parashat Eikev 5779 email of ONEG SHABBOS, (London, United Kingdom from the Chofetz Chaim Heritage Foundation.
Career Advice


Sol Greenwood is retiring from the garment business, and leaving it to his son Stuart. 


"It's all yours now son," Sol says. "I've made a good living. You know why? Because of two principles that I've always lived by: honestly and wisdom. Honesty is very important. 


“If you promise the goods by the first of April, no matter what happens in the shop you've got to deliver them by the first of April." 


"Sure Pop," Stuart says. "And what about wisdom?" 


"Stuey the wisest thing you can do: don't make any promises."

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5779 email of Lekavod Shabbos.

Sages through the Ages

The Baal Shem Tov

By Dr Benji Schreiber

Okopy, Ukraine c.1700 – Medzhybizh, Ukraine 1760


Exterior of the Baal Shem Tov's synagogue in Medzhybizh, circa 1915. This shul no longer exists, having been destroyed by the Nazis. However, an exact replica was erected on its original site as a museum.


Rav Yisroel ben Eliezer, known as the Baal Shem Tov – or Besht – is considered to be the father of Chassidus. He was born to poor parents, R’ Eliezer and Sarah, in a village in Western Ukraine. 


Few biographical details about him are known with certainty and his whole life is shrouded in some mystery. At the age of three, his father died, apparently leaving him with nothing but his parting words: “Fear absolutely no-one and no thing but HaShem. Love every single Jew no matter who they are and no matter what they are doing” 

Adopted by the community of Tluste, he was provided with his basic needs and cheder education. He would wander out to the fields and forests around the town and meditate. He became an assistant to the melamed and a shamash of the shul. 

In 1716 he married, but soon after his wife died, and he went on traveling throughout Eastern Galicia. He worked in various communities but then settled as a melamed at Tluste. He later said: “The most joyous time in my life was teaching the small children how to say Modeh Ani, Shema Yisrael and Kametz Alef Ah”. 
He lived in Brody where he married Chana, the sister of Rav Avraham Gershon of Kitev, the Rav of Brody and a Mekubal. He then moved to Kitev and continued to wander in the valleys near Kitev and Kosov and around other villages. He left his brother in law and laboured, digging clay and lime for a living, which his wife took to the town to sell. They had two children, Udl and Zvi Hersh. 

In 1740 he moved from the Tluste area to Medzhybizh where he lived for the rest of his life. 
Becoming a Leader


The Besht later took a position as a shochet in Kshilowice, near Laslowice, which he soon gave up in order to manage a village tavern that his brother-in-law bought for him. During the many years that he lived in the woods and came into contact with the peasants, he learned how to use plants for healing purposes. 

In fact, his first appearance in public was that of an ‘ordinary’ Baal Shem, writing amulets, effecting cures and expelling demons and shaydim (evil spirits). In Chassidic tradition, there is a saying, that ‘someone who believes in all the stories of the Baal Shem Tov and the other mystics and holy men is a fool; someone who looks at any single story and says that one could not be true is a heretic.’ 

At that time there were a number of Baalei Shem. A Baal Shem, ‘Master of the Name’, was a kabbalistic Rav with knowledge of using Names of HaShem for practical kabbalah healing, miracles, exorcism and to give brachos. 

After many trips in Podolia and Volhynia as a Baal Shem, Rav Yisroel decided – in about 1740 - to expound his teachings in the shtetl of Medzhybizh and people, mostly from the spiritual elite, came to listen to him. Medzhybizh became the seat of the movement and of the later Medzybizh Hasidic dynasty. 

His following gradually increased, and with it the hostility, of some Talmidei Chachamim. Later he won over recognised Rabbinic authorities who became his close talmidim and attested to his scholarship. The most important of these was Rav Dov Ber of Mezeritch, the Maggid of Mezeritch. The Maggid of Mezeritch was the principle talmid of the Baal Shem Tov and led the second generation of chassidus.


The Maggid taught many talmidim who, in the third generation of leadership, took their different interpretations and formed their respective Chassidic dynasties beyond Ukraine to Poland, Galicia and Russia. 

The Maggid’s inner circle of disciples, known as the Chevraia Kadisha (“Holy Brotherhood”), included his son Rav Avraham HaMalach (The Angel), Rav Nachum of Czernobyl, Rav Elimelech of Lizhensk, Rav Zusha of Hanipol, Rav Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev, Rav Boruch of Medzhybizh, Rav Aharon (HaGadol) of Karlin, Rav Menachem Mendel of Vitebsk, Rav Shmuel Shmelke of Nikolsburg and Rav Shneur Zalman of Liadi. 

All Chassidim to this day trace back to this incredible group of talmidim who became great spiritual leaders. 
Reprinted from the Parashat Ki Seitzei 5779 email of Oneg Shabbos, (London, United Kingdom).

"Lost" in the Mail 

For Sixteen Years

By Shaul Wertheimer
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Some 300 years ago, there lived an affluent man named Avigdor. He once brought a large sum of money to Rabbi Israel Baal Shem Tov, the founder of the chassidic movement, to be distributed to the poor on his behalf.


Accepting the contribution graciously, the Baal Shem Tov (literally, “Master of a Good Name”) inquired if perhaps Avigdor would like a blessing in return. After all, the Baal Shem Tov was renowned not only as a great Torah scholar, but also as a righteous individual who had the power to give blessings.

I am very wealthy

"No thanks!" replied Avigdor arrogantly. "I am very wealthy; I own many properties, and I have servants, plenty of delicacies and everything else I want. I have more than I need!"


"You are very fortunate," replied the Baal Shem Tov. "Perhaps you would like a blessing for your family?"


"I have a large and healthy family of which I am very proud; they are a credit to me. I don’t need—or want—anything."


"Well, then perhaps you can help me. May I request one thing of you?" inquired Rabbi Israel. "Can you please deliver a letter to the head of the charity committee in Brody?"


"Certainly," responded Avigdor. "I live in Brody and would be happy to assist you in this matter."


The Baal Shem Tov took out a pen and paper, wrote a letter, sealed it in an envelope and gave it to Avigdor. Avigdor took the letter, placed it in his jacket pocket and returned home. But he had so many projects on his mind that by the time he arrived in Brody he had completely forgotten about the entire encounter with Rabbi Israel.


Sixteen years passed, and the wheel of fortune suddenly turned. All of Avigdor's assets and properties were lost or destroyed. Floods ruined his fields of crops; fires destroyed his forests. Calamity after calamity. He was left penniless.


Creditors took his house and everything he owned. He was forced to sell even his clothing to feed his children. One day, while cleaning out the pockets of an old jacket he planned to sell, he found a letter—the letter that he had received from the Baal Shem Tov 16 years earlier! In a flash, he recalled his visit and his haughtiness when he thought he had everything. With tears in his eyes, he rushed to finally fulfill his mission and deliver the letter. The envelope was addressed to a Mr. Tzaddok, chairman of the charity committee of Brody.


He ran into the street and encountered one of his friends. Grabbing his arm, he said, "Where can I find Mr. Tzaddok?"


"Mr. Tzaddok? You mean Mr. Tzaddok, the chairman of the charity committee?"


"Yes, I must see him immediately!" replied Avigdor.


"He is in the synagogue," said Avigdor's friend. "I was there only a few minutes ago. Mr. Tzaddok is indeed a lucky man. Just this morning he was elected chairman of the charity committee."


"Tell me more about Mr. Tzaddok," insisted Avigdor.


Willing to oblige, Avigdor's friend continued, "Mr. Tzaddok was born and raised here in Brody. A tailor by profession, he was always down on his luck, never able to make a decent living. He was hardly able to support his family, and they always lived in abject poverty. He sat in the back of the synagogue, and no one ever took notice of him. Despite working many hours, he never earned much; it was hard for him to scrape together enough money for even a loaf of bread for his family.

He did not forget his former poverty

"Recently, however, the tide changed. Mr. Tzaddok was introduced to a local nobleman, and he made uniforms for all his servants. The nobleman was very satisfied with Mr. Tzaddok's craftsmanship, and his business started to pick up. He even received an order for 5,000 uniforms for the army. He became a rich man and gained respect in the eyes of the community. He did not forget his former poverty, and gave generously to many, taking an active role in communal affairs. Just this morning, he was unanimously elected chairman of the charity committee."


Hearing this story, Avigdor hurried to the synagogue and found Mr. Tzaddok busy perusing the many requests for financial assistance. He handed Mr. Tzaddok the letter. Together they read the words of the Baal Shem Tov, penned 16 years earlier:


Dear Mr. Tzaddok,


The man who brought this letter is named Avigdor. He was once very wealthy, but is now very poor. He has paid for his haughtiness. Since just this morning you were elected chairman of the charity committee, I request that you do all you can to assist him, as he has a large family to support. He will once again become successful, and this time he will be more suited to success. In case you doubt my words, I give you the following sign: Your wife is expecting a baby, and today she will give birth to a boy.


They had hardly concluded reading the letter when someone burst into the synagogue and exclaimed, "Mazel tov, Mr. Tzaddok! Your wife just had a baby boy!"


Thanks to the Baal Shem Tov's foresight, Avigdor once again became very affluent. This time, he remained humble and was admired by all.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Up on Computers


Rivkah Epstein decided to improve her computer skills to keep up with her kids who were in the hi-tech industry in Israel. She threw herself into the task with enthusiasm, borrowing two or three instructional books from the Tel Aviv library each week.


After about a month, the librarian commented: "Wow! You must be getting really knowledgeable about this stuff." 

"Thanks. What makes you say that?" asked Rivkah. 

"Well," said the librarian," only one of the books you're taking out this week has "For Dummies" in the title.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5779 email of Lekavod Shabbos.

New Leader of

The Golani Brigage
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Officer Who Lost an Eye in 2006 War Named to Lead Golani Brigade - Col. Barak Hiram was named the next commander of the IDF's Golani Infantry Brigade. 
During the 2006 Second Lebanon War, Hiram, then a major, served as a platoon commander in the elite Egoz unit. During a battle in the southern Lebanese town of Haddatha, Hiram sustained a head wound, which he bandaged himself. 

He continued fighting, refusing to be taken away  [as he thought his removal might endanger the men under his command] until the end of the battle. He ultimately lost an eye from the injury.
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5779 email of Lekavod Shabbos.
The Power of Tefillin

By J. Gewirtz


A group of young ruffians attacked a wagon traveling down the road. They intended to terrorize and rob the coachman and his passengers. 

A man stuck his head out the window. To the mischief-makers he was just another Jew. To the Jews, he was known as “The Shaagas Aryeh.” 

He looked at the youths, then reached up and pulled back his talis, revealing his Tefillin. 

The boys were terrified and ran off, in fulfillment of the verse, “And all the nations shall see the Name of G-d upon you and fear you,” which the Gemara (Brachos 6a) states refers to “Tefillin She’b’rosh,” the Tefillin worn on the head. 
One onlooker asked his friend. “They saw my Tefillin on my head; why weren’t they afraid?” 

His friend replied, “The Gemara doesn’t say the Tefillin ON your head, but rather IN your head. The Shaagas Aryeh embodies everything that the Tefillin stand for, and that is why they feared him.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5779 email of Migdal Ohr
Just One Cigarette

On Shabbos
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Reb Mendel Klein had an uncle that I knew by the name of Rav Bentzion Rabinovitz,  zt’’l, who passed away two years prior and used to be a mashgiach in a Yeshiva called Pressburg in Givat Shaul for many years. 

At the shiva, there was a Yid that came to pay respects, he said that he’d owed his entire life to Rav Bentzion . He continued, “When I was a bochur in Yeshiva, I was “yenne tzatzkele” I deteriorated so much that I had started smoking on Shabbos. They wanted to throw me out of the Yeshiva, and Rav Bentzion said “No, you can’t throw out the bochur, you don’t throw him out, let me talk to him”. 
Rav Bentzion called me into his office after Shabbos, and he asked me, “Tell me the truth, how many cigarettes did you smoke Shabbos?” 

“One.” I answered, 

“One. You promise me?” he asked “Yes, one,” was my response. 

He wrote a kvittel with his name and his mother’s name and gave me a pidyon and said “This is for you.” 

And I looked at him and started to laugh, asking if he was making a joke out of me? I smoked Shabbos, and I knew he thought of me as the lowest of the low. 
“No”, he said, “how many cigarettes were there in the box? Nineteen? Twenty actually, you smoked one. So that means that there were nineteen cigarettes that you didn’t actually smoke. And you had this nisayon. You went through this nisayon and I want to have a bracha from you”. 

The bochur said that at that moment he made a full turnaround, and eventually managed to create a Torah family and that this was all down to their father seeing the good in others and allowing them to see the good in themselves.

Reprinted from the Parashat Nitzavim 5779 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, UK) Based on a story by Avi Fishoff of Twisted Parenting

His Son and Her Daughter
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The Ben Ish Chai related the following story: A widower married a widow, and each one brought a child into the marriage: he a son, and she a daughter. Several weeks after the wedding, the husband began to suspect that his new wife was violating their marriage agreement by taking from the money that belonged to the couple and transferring it to her daughter. 


When the husband raised the issue with his wife and aired his suspicions, she responded by saying that she similarly suspected him of transferring their money to his son! 


The two came to the Ben Ish Chai for advice, and the Ben Ish Chai said that the best idea would be to marry off the two children to each other, and give them the money that belonged to their parents jointly. The couple agreed and after their children were married, they no longer suspected each other and the love and friendship between them grew. 


The Ben Ish Chai used this story to explain the concept of “Shabbat shalom.” What connection is there between Shabbos and shalom, peace?


The answer, the Ben Ish Chai explained, is that during the week, people are unhappy, because their two inclinations are in constant struggle. 


The neshama, the soul, and the yetzer hatov (good inclination) pull the person toward the beis medrash (house of Torah study), but the body and the yetzer harah (evil inclination) pull him toward the temptations and desires of the physical world. 


Since it is impossible to satisfy both inclinations, the person is in a perpetual state of tension and struggle; the struggle between kodesh and chol (holy and profane), between tahara and tumah (purity and impurity). 


However! When Shabbos arrives, even the body pulls the person towards mitzvos and avodas Hashem (service of   G-d), for the mitzvos of the day are enjoying Shabbos through tasty food, nice clothing, and the like. On Shabbos, even our physical actions are rooted in holiness, so both the body and the soul delight simultaneously.


In this way, Shabbos causes peace to reign between a person’s two inclinations. And this is the meaning of ‘Shabbat shalom,’ Shabbos that brings peace (Aleinu L’Shabei’ach, Devarim, p.394-395).

Reprinted from the Nitzavim 5779/Rosh Hashanah 5780 email of A Short Vort by Mrs. Michal Horowitz.

A Lesson Can BeLearned From:

Dr. Zeligson’s Bottle

Of Wine for Refuah


Dr. Avraham Abba Zeligson, a popular doctor in Crown Heights, a”h, received a bottle of wine from the Lubavitcher Rebbe ZTL, and the Rebbe said it should be for a Refuah. Dr. Zeligson did not know what sort of Refuah the Rebbe had in mind, whether it should be for a physical Refuah or spiritual Refuah, and he did not know how and where he should put it to use, so he placed the bottle in a very conspicuous, prominent spot in his home. 

One day, after much time had passed, he suddenly realized that leaving the bottle there to be looked at did not in any way fulfill the Rebbe’s intent. So he announced that he would be distributing the wine from the bottle at an upcoming Melave Malka, to all those who were in need of a Refuah.


The entire bottle was given out to the last drop, and Dr. Zeligson hoped that in so doing, he had fulfilled the Rebbe’s instruction. 
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Dr. Avraham Abba Zeligson, a”h

A few months later, a Yid from Boro Park came to Dr. Zeligson and told him the following: “I was at the Melave Malka, though I am not a Chabad’nik, and I received some wine for my wife who was ill, and others that I knew also needed a Refuah. 

“One Sefardic Jew whom I knew, asked for some of the wine, as he had a delicate surgery coming up. I told him that since he kept his laundromat open on Shabbos, if he even touched some of the wine, he would render it Yayin Nesech (forbidden to be drunk by a Jew), and certainly if he drank it. 

“He must promise to close his business for Shabbos, and then I would give him the wine. He thought about it for a while and finally agreed. He kept his word, drank the wine and his surgery was successful. So not only did the wine “provide” a physical Refuah, but it produced a spiritual Refuah as well !”

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5779 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter.
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