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The Infertility Doctor Expert

By Rabbi David Ashear
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Rabbi Duvi Bensoussan

Every day in the Amida, three times a day, we request from Hashem “please, save us from being shamed," whether by other people or whether because of a circumstance. And then we give the reason why Hashem should save us from shame: "כי בך בטחנו - because we're relying on Him." 


We're coming to Hashem for help, and when He helps us, there is no shame. When Hashem helps, there is no greater honor to the person, experiencing Yeshua from the Boreh Olam. To access Hashem's Yeshua, we really need to believe that He is our only salvation and that He could help, no matter how difficult it seems and no matter what anybody else says.


Rabbi Duvi Bensoussan was married for three and a half years without being Zocheh to have children. He and his wife went to many doctors and all of them pretty much said the same thing - it didn't look good. 


There was one doctor that people were saying was the last stop. He helped countless couples, and if he wouldn't be able to help, then nobody else would. He didn't take any insurance. They traveled to the Upper West Side of Manhattan and paid $1500, out of pocket, just for the consultation. 


Then, throughout all the testing and procedures, the Rabbi said he and his wife were put through a lot of shame and, after the doctor made his assessment, he sat them down in his office and turned to them and said two words, "It's impossible."


The Rabbi said that it's been twenty years since that meeting and those words are still reverberating in his head. The Rabbi replied, "Doctor, I appreciate your opinion, but there's still a G-d in the world. I have Him. Nothing is ever impossible." 


The doctor tried to tell them not to get their hopes up, because there really was no hope.


The Rabbi and his wife then walked out of the office, and then walked out of the building and, as they were on the steps, his wife burst out crying. She said, "That's it, it's over. We have to accept our fate."


The Rabbi immediately tried to give her Chizuk saying, "The doctor has no say. He's just an opinion. We have a Father who can help us. We need to rely on Him. Never give up." They got back into the car. They traveled to Brooklyn.


The Rabbi needed to run into a Sefarim store to pick up a few Sefarim. There were no parking spaces available so he told his wife, "I'm going to pull up next to a pump. Please wait in the car for a few minutes so we don't get a ticket." 
The Rabbi came back and nobody was in the car, and there was a big ticket sitting on the windshield. The Rabbi had to admit, he was very angry - he asked his wife just to stay there for a few minutes. He took the ticket and put it into his pocket. 


A short time after, his wife came back and she looked much happier. She had gone into a store to get something that would cheer her up, and when she got back, she said to her husband, "Wow, we didn't get a ticket!"


The Rabbi held back from saying anything and, instead, he told her, "Yeah, look how much Hashem loves you." He gave her Chizuk, he lifted her up and, Baruch Hashem, amazingly, just thirty days later, after that meeting with the doctor and a lot more heartfelt Tefilot, they found out that his wife was expecting.


When they called back that doctor and told him the news, his first response was, "It's impossible; you're mistaken." But there was no mistake. Against all odds and against all doctors, Hashem took them out of shame and they experienced the glory of Yeshuat Hashem.


May Hashem send Yeshuot to all those who need. Let us strengthen ourselves and believe that, no matter what, Hashem could always help.

 

Reprinted from the March 14, 2019 email of Emunah Daily.

The Very Sick

Man’s Question
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Rav Shmuel Halevi Wosner and Rabbi Meir Shapiro

Rav Elimelech Biederman in his Beer Haparsha of this week (Vayikra 5779) brings a phenomenal story told over by Rav Zicherman of Kiryat Sefer, Israel, who was the rav of Mainei Hayeshua Hospital in Benei Brak a number of years ago. 

One day the great Gaon Harav Wosner, zt”l, author of Shevet Halevi and one of the Gedolei Hador paid a visit to the hospital. In his honor the entire staff of the hospital gathered together along with the sick people and their families. When Rav Wosner was there Rav Zicherman mentioned that today he was asked a question by a very very sick person who is 50 years old and cannot move a single limb in his body without the help of a staff member. 

The person asked if he should recite the daily blessing of Sheasa li Kol Tzarki� (He provided all of my needs for me). He said, that in his case, He apparently does not have all of his needs provided for. 

Rav Wosner understood the situation and immediately went up the few flights to the patient’s room.


As the great Rabbi entered the man tried making a move as if he was standing up in honor of the Rabbi.


As he was attempting to do so he sighed and laughed sighed and laughed (apparently due to the strain of trying to get up and from the disappointment of not being able to do so).


Rav Wosner commented, “What you did just now you reminded me of the story that I personally witnessed 80 years ago when Rabbi Meir Shapiro of Lublin took me with him to visit a person that was very very sick and his situation was very dire.


When Rav Meir Shapiro entered the room the sick person, with all the strength that could muster up put on a happy face and began smiling. Rabbi Shapiro asked him what he was so happy about. The person answered that in truth he is obligated to stand up for the Rov, to shower upon him all kinds of honor, to serve special drinks and so on.


But Hakadosh Baruch Hu has prevented me, as due to my sickness, I do not even have the power to move a limb. Therefore I am doing everything that is in my power, to honor the rabbi, namely, to smile. 

That I will do in the best way that I possibly can, for if this is the only thing within my ability to do, then this is my mission from Hashem at this very moment. Hashem wants me to honor the Rov in the way that I can and if I have done so I have fulfilled successfully the task that Hashem has placed upon me at this very moment.


That is what the sick man said to Rav Meir Shapiro, zt”l. 

This is relevant to you as well, concluded Rav Wosner. I have heard that you have asked a question regarding the blessing of “Sheasa li Kol Zarki”. Please know, that if you are doing everything in your ability at this time, your actions are worth much much more than any other healthy capable person, for you are certainly fulfilling Hashem’s mission to the fullest. 

And that is why you can bless the blessing of “Sheasa li Kol Tzarki”. Because Hashem has given you everything you need at this very moment to fulfill His mission.


The sick man heard these special words from the Rabbi and was so encouraged that within a few days he was walking on his feet.

Reprinted from the Vayikra 5779 email of Shehakol Niheye Bidvaro of Rabbi Dov Brezak.

Eternally Spiritual

By Rebbetzin Fayge Loewi
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The Gemara (Yoma 38a) tells us that Nikanor, who lived during the Second Temple era, decided that he wanted to send something beautiful to adorn the Beis Hamikdash and honor Hashem. 


And so, he designed and built two magnificent copper doors. Placing them on a boat leaving Egypt and heading to Israel, he got on board and prepared for the long journey up ahead. 


Yet, to Nikanor’s displeasure, a major storm broke out, causing the ship to precariously rock back and forth. With the passengers endangered and worried about the prospect of the ship capsizing, the sailors approached Nikanor.


“We need to get rid of any unnecessary weight on the ship if we ever wish to get out of this alive,” they told Nikanor. “We need to toss your doors overboard.”


Nikanor was beside himself. His handiwork, which he had devoted countless hours of craftsmanship and artistry to, would now need to be discarded in moments. He had pored his heart and soul into those doors and imbued them with love and dedication to Hashem, and now they would be cast to the sea. 


How could he get rid of them? But, without any other recourse, one of the doors was thrown into the raging waters. The storm, however, continued raving ferociously. The sailors looked to Nikanor once again, indicating that the second door would also have to go. 


But, this time, Nikanor could not be swayed. “If you throw that door overboard, tie me to it as well.” As these words escaped Nikanor’s mouth, the storm abated and the waters subsided.


The ship continued on to the Land of Israel, with Nikanor weeping over the first door that he had lost. Yet, such mournful tears soon turned into joyful tears. Upon pulling into the dock in Israel, Nikanor looked behind the boat, and what did he see? 


The very door which had been thrown into the water. It had been floating behind the boat all along and followed its way to Israel. Upon witnessing no less than a miracle, the Sages declared that these doors would be installed into the Beis Hamikdash exactly as they were. 


No gold would be overlaid; they would remain as copper doors and stand in remembrance of the great dedication and love Nikanor displayed for Hashem.

Excerpted from the Parshas Vayikra 5779 of Torahanytimes Parsha sheet Compiled and Edited by Elan Perchik.
The True Definition of Reciting Kaddish for a Parent
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Rabbi Shlomo Lorincz writes a story: “The Chazon Ish highly valued those who undertook to serve the Torah community. An incident at the outset of my public career showed me just how highly, though. 


I traveled to Bournemouth, England, for Rosh Hashanah of 5713 (1952) to collect money for a very worthy organization. In those days, many well-to-do people spent Yom Tov at resort hotels in the area. 


Prior to Maariv on the first night of Rosh Hashanah, I was invited to speak in the Shul of one of these hotels. Those gathered responded to my speech with generous pledges. But when it came time for Davening, I could not help but notice that the Mechitzah that was set up was very questionable as to whether it was Kosher or not, and I wasn’t sure if I should Daven with them. 


I opted for the seclusion of my room in the hotel, and I went to Daven there. In addition to missing Tefilah B’Tzibur and Davening with a Minyan, I failed to say Kaddish for my father, whose Yartzeit is on the first day of Rosh Hashanah. 
The next morning, I was able to locate a more suitable Minyan to Daven with, but because I had not recited Kaddish the night before, I forgot to recite it in the morning Davening as well. 


In fact, the entire Yartzeit of my father passed without my reciting Kaddish once. When I remembered my failure to recite Kaddish for my father, I was overcome with remorse, and I blamed my public activities which had brought me to Bournemouth in the first place. 


In my despondent state, I took my failure to say Kaddish for my father as a sign from Shamayim that I should abandon my work for the public. My resolve on that point was firm. When I returned to Eretz Yisroel, I went to the Chazon Ish to inform him of my decision to abandon public issues, and my reason for it. I told him that I intended to return to the Bais Medrash, which was where I had been before I was asked to work in public service. 


After hearing the explanation for my decision, the Chazon Ish astonished me with his response. He told me, ‘I do not accept what you said. You did recite Kaddish!’ 


I assumed that the Chazon Ish had misunderstood me. I once again repeated the story of what had happened to me in England, and I added for emphasis, ‘I did not say Kaddish.’ 


It then became clear that the Chazon Ish had indeed heard me clearly. He said to me, ‘You are mistaken. You did recite Kaddish. What do you think the purpose of reciting Kaddish is on a parent’s Yartzeit? When a child sanctifies the Name of Hashem in public, he is causing pleasure and bringing honor to the Neshamah of his parents. 


“What more pleasure could there be to your father than what you did? You gave up on your own personal comfort to travel to a foreign country, where you had to Daven without a Minyan on Rosh Hashanah as part of a mission on behalf of the public? There is no greater Kaddish than that!’ 


When I heard those words from the Chazon Ish, my resolve to retire from public life dissolved entirely. As it turned out, I was Zocheh to keep up my work for another thirty-three years!” [Rabbi Lorincz served in the Israeli Knesset (Parliament) from 1951-1984 as a member of the religious party Agudat Yisroel.)

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

The Siddur Speaks

Gaining Emunah

In a Siberian Exile
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The Mishnah Brurah writes (1:8) that the moment we wake up in the morning we should say Modeh Ani. 


The Gaon Rav Yechezkel Abramsky, zt”l, was once exiled to Siberia in 1929 by the Communists. The cold there was unbearable, and at times the temperature dropped to forty degrees below zero. 


Rav Yechezkel had been taken by the authorities without a moment’s notice in the middle of the night, and he arrived in Siberia without anything at all. He only had the lightweight clothes that he had been when he was captured, and he had no means of obtaining warmer clothing while he was in Siberia. 


On the first morning after his arrival, the head of the camp commanded the Jews to remove their shoes and run barefoot on the ice for an hour, so they could get their “exercise”. 


Rav Yechezkel had always been a delicate individual, and he feared for his very life with this order. He lifted his eyes to Shamayim and pleaded with Hashem, “Ribbono Shel Olam, You commanded us in Your holy Torah to guard our health and protect ourselves from the cold. Here, it’s impossible for us to protect ourselves, so the obligation must fall on You. Please, Hashem, protect us!” 


Rav Yechezkel remained healthy throughout the duration of his exile in Siberia, and did not fall ill even once. Rav Yechezkel Abramsky was exiled to Siberia without his Tefilin, without his Seforim, and while he was in Siberia he was prevented from observing any of the Mitzvos. 


Even so, when he would wake up in the morning, he would comfort himself with the last words of Modeh Ani: ‘Rabbah Emunasecha’, ‘Your Emunah is great’. Rav Abramsky would then ask Hashem, “Why is Your Emunah so great, Hashem Yisbarach? Because it is the one thing that no one has the power to take away from me!”

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

The Chofetz Chaim’s Dilapidated Chair
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In the main synagogue in Radin, sat an old and rickety chair that belonged to the holy Chofetz Chaim, O” BM. Every day, the sage would sit in his place in the shul, in that dilapidated old chair, and daven (pray). 


Many of the townspeople felt it was disrespectful for the great Rav to sit on such a chair, and they went out and purchased a brand-new chair and put it in his place. 


When R’ Yisroel Meir walked into shul, his first reaction was to ask, “What happened to my old chair?” 


The people explained that it was not appropriate for the Rav to sit on a broken chair and that they replaced it for him. 


The Chofetz Chaim was shocked. “Our Sages tell us that the Holy One, blessed be He, swore that His Name will not be complete and His throne will not be complete until the name of Amalek is completely obliterated. Only when Amalek is fully obliterated, will the Divine Name will be complete, and the Seat of Hashem be complete.” 


The Sage looked at the people and said with obvious emotion in his voice, “If Hashem’s Seat is not complete, why should I have a seat that is complete?” Comment: Every year, as we read Parshas

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.
Agency).

Gerrer Chosid and His Partner Saved From Ethiopian Plane Crash
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Two Chareidim were almost on the doomed Ethiopian Airlines flight that crashed on Sunday, killing 157 people – including two Israelis.


According to Walla News, Yisroel Mozeson and Shraga Israel – two Israeli infrastructure and agricultural entrepreneurs working in Africa – were saved from the fatal crash.


Speaking to BeChadrei Chareidim, Mozeson who is a Gerrer Chosid said “We were supposed to fly from Israel to Addis Ababa on Motzei Shabbos and from there to Nairobi, Kenya. Because of delays caused by business reasons in Israel, we realized that we could not board the flight to Addis Ababa and from there the connecting flight to Nairobi. Instead we rescheduled our trip for Monday.”


“This morning in the middle of a business meeting I got the message that the plane crashed on African soil, and after a few seconds, I realized I was supposed to be on the flight. Only because of this am I able to speak with you now.”


He added “I plan on reciting the Birchas Hagomel tomorrow, and making a big Kiddush this coming Shabbos.

Reprinted from the March 10, 2019 website of Yeshiva World News.

Everything Hashem 
Does Is Only Good!
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The following story was told by Rabbi Eli Mansour written in this month’s Community Magazine. It’s the story of a Holocaust survivor, who is currently a baker, living in New York. His whole family perished except for him and his little sister. 

He tells the story of how, after losing his parents, that he felt responsible for the fate of his little sister. Every day before he would go to work, he would rebuke her to be very careful and stay out of the Nazis’ path. 

One day, he returned home from work, but his sister wasn’t there? She was gone! He found out that a couple of SS Nazi officers had come and taken her. He was a young kid, but he became overcome with emotion, he stormed down to the Nazi headquarter, screaming in German, “Where’s my sister?” 

The commanding officer hears the commotion and comes stomping down, with all his medals and decorations bouncing on his uniform. The soldiers tell the officer that this little Jew is claiming that we picked his sister up today, and he says he’s not leaving until we release her. 

The officer looks down at the boy laughing and says, “When you grow hair on the palms of your hands, that’s when you’ll see your sister.” In other words, you’ll never see her again! 

The Jewish youth stands there, turns to the Nazi and calmly opens his hand to display a hairy palm. 

The officer cries out, “Satan! The devil is here!! Get this kid out of here and let his sister go!” They open the door and the sister falls out on him. They make their way back to the ghetto and eventually escaped and survived the perils of the Holocaust.


He explained that when he was a child, he burnt his hand and the doctor did a skin graft from a part of his body that grew hair, eventually from this he had a hairy palm. He said that his whole life, he was bothered why would Hashem do this to him. “Why do I have to be a freak?” His palm was such an embarrassment. 
“Now I understand! This was all pre-ordained from Hashem in order to save my sister.” 


May we all realize that while the sacrifices we make for Hashem and our Torah can sometimes be very difficult, Hashem hand-picked these tests and difficulties for us to triumph over and grow stronger in our devotion to Him. We must know that these tests and adversaties are ultimately for our benefit! Today we celebrate the amazing test that Queen Esther had to overcome which we all benefit from until this very day! Amen!

Reprinted from the Parshat Tzav and Purim 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.
The Missing Money

By Rabbi Shlomo Farhi
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For many years, my father was a principal in a Jewish day school. A devoted mechanech who looked after the well-being and success of every individual, he saw the development and growth of countless students over the years. Yet, I will never forget one story he related years ago and continues to remain with me to this very day.


On one occasion, a boy decided to bring all the money he had received for his birthday to school. Despite his mother’s advice not to do so, the young boy entered the classroom one morning with $80. Yet, quite quickly, he learned that the words of his mother were wise indeed. Within just a few hours, all the birthday money was gone, and the boy was in tears.


As soon as my father got wind of what had occurred, he knew what he needed to do. He proceeded to call each boy out from the classroom separately and inquire if they perhaps had found the money, knew where it was or accidentally took it and forgot to return it. One by one, the boys filed out of the classroom and into my father’s office for a brief questionnaire.


After seeing half the boys in the class and coming up empty-handed, in walked a boy with something bulging in his back pocket. As it seemed, it was a wallet. “You probably know,” said my father to the boy, “that one of your classmates is missing money. It is his birthday money which he brought to school. Have you seen it around?” 


“I haven’t” replied the boy. 


“Okay,” swallowed my father. “Is there a chance you took it and planned on returning it, but forgot to? He really feels terrible and it would be a tremendous mitzvah to help him.”


At this point, my father could tell that he was not getting anywhere. So he tailored his questioning to be just a bit more direct. “I can see that you have a big wallet in your back pocket.”


 “Yeah!” enthused the boy. 


“Well, how much money do you have in it?” 


“$79.50!” proudly exclaimed the boy. “I had $80, but I bought a soda for 50 cents.” 


At this point, it was more or less clear to my father that he was dealing with the boy who had taken the money. “Is there a possibility that this money belongs to the other boy in the class?” The boy continued to hem and haw, denying that the money belonged to anyone else besides him. Nothing seemed to be working.


“It’s a shame that it’s not that money because the boy came to me crying about this birthday money he had been looking forward to receiving an entire year.” Silence filled the office for just a moment, until the boy spoke up, “Oh yeah! This money… I was thinking about another wallet… I wanted to give it back to him, but I got really thirsty and needed to buy a soda…” After a brief period of rationalizing, the boy finally reached into his back pocket and handed over the wallet.


My father proceeded to walk the boy into the classroom and allow him to sit back down in his seat. And then my father did what differentiates a good educator from an excellent educator.


He called the next boy in the class to his office and asked all the same questions he had asked the other boys. And so he did with the next student and the next student, until everyone in the class had been spoken to.


Why did my father do so? He realized that were he to stop his interrogation after any one particular student in the class, it would be made quite obvious who the thief was. And in the interest of discovering who the responsible boy was, my father was not ready to embarrass anyone. The boy would be privately reprimanded and told of the hurt and harm he caused a fellow classmate, but the larger picture would not be overlooked.


My father was pursuing justice and that which was right, but he understood that it could not be done at the expense of embarrassing a student. Pursuing justice must also be carried out with justice.


When faced with situations in which we feel warranted and justified to guide, reprimand and educate our children and students, we can never get carried away. We must carefully weigh our words, actions and reactions and only then make a sound decision as how to proceed. Every situation must be examined individually, but all in all, preserving justice and dignity are to be our guiding lights along the way.
Reprinted from the Parshat Tzav 5778 Torahanytimes Newsletter Compiled and Edited by Elan Perchik.
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