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A Holocaust Miracle

By Rabbi Michoel Fletcher
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The wife of Reb Chaim Sarna, zt’’l, the Rosh Hayeshiva of Chevron Yeshiva wrote about a truly amazing miracle which happened to her during the Holocaust. 


As the Nazis were storming her town, she (Rebbetzin Rochel, the daughter of R’ Malkiel Friedman from Memel) managed to escape and hide in a nearby forest. After a day or two without food she realized that she would not last much longer and walked further. Suddenly she noticed an imposing house and ran up to the front door, hoping that the owner would have mercy on her. 


After a servant opened the door, she was taken in to see the owner of the house who was no less than the commander (yemach shemo) of the Nazi troops who were rampaging her town. He stared at her and asked “How did you get in? At the gate are my soldiers who guard me and they have dogs which are ready to dismember any unauthorized person who comes in. 


She answered, “It must have been a miracle from my G-d.” 


The commander laughed cynically. “If your G-d can save you once, let Him save you again. Walk back down the path but this time I will be watching. I’m sure that my dogs will pounce on you and eat you alive. If by any chance you do survive, I will write you a pass, saying that no-one may hurt you and you can go anywhere you want.” 


As he assembled all his servants to watch and enjoy the spectacle of a Jewish girl being eaten alive by his dogs, she davened as never before, pleading with Hashem to save her. 


She walked down the path with her head high, still davening. Every person watching, anticipating the gruesome sight of the girl being mauled to death was utterly dumbfounded as she reached the gate safely .


The commander kept his word and wrote a note for safe passage. She managed to reach Switzerland, later came to Eretz Yisroel, married Reb Chaim Sarna and had a key role, herself, in the development of the Yeshiva.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, United Kingdom)

A Lesson from a Most Distinguished Chavrusa

Rav Binyomin Pruzansky writes a beautiful story. Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel, zt”l, the Rosh Yeshivah of the Mir, inspired thousands of Talmidim to reach their potential, which was a level that many thought they were unable to attain. 

A boy named Avraham was new in the Mir Yeshivah, and he was overwhelmed with the new surroundings of Yerushalayim, the new Yeshivah, and all the new people. He felt scared and lonely. The biggest concern pressing on his mind was that he hoped he would be able to find a Chavrusah that spoke English, and an idea occurred to him. 

Maybe the Rosh Yeshivah would have some time to learn together. He knew Rav Nosson Tzvi was exceptionally busy, but Avraham reasoned that it was worth a shot. From thought to deed, he didn’t waste any time and headed straight to find Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel, who was sitting at a Shtender immersed in his learning. 
Avraham stood respectfully at a short distance in front of the Rosh Yeshivah, waiting for him to look up for a moment. At last, Rav Nosson Tzvi looked up and saw the boy standing there. Rav Nosson Tzvi smiled and kindly asked, “What can I do for you?” 

Avraham said, “I know that the Rosh Yeshivah is very busy, but I was wondering if there might possibly be any time to learn with me, even just for a few minutes.” 

Rav Nosson Tzvi thought about the proposal and said, “I do have a very busy schedule, but I will try to make some time for you. If you can meet me at 11:00 every morning, we can try to learn together then.” 
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Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel, zt”l


Avraham was elated. Each morning he arrived precisely at 11:00 at Rav Nosson Tzvi’s Shtender, and the two of them learned together. Although their Seder lasted only a few minutes, it was just what Avraham needed to feel connected to his new Yeshivah, and he was forging a warm bond with his Rebbe at the same time. 

A few days later, Rav Nosson Tzvi told Avraham that the 11:00 time slot was no longer available for him, but a new slot had opened up. He said that a Bochur who he was learning with at night had just gotten married, and he now needed a new Chavrusah. He asked Avraham if he could make it then instead. 
Avraham was thrilled at the new time slot, especially since it meant he would get a longer learning Seder rather than the few stolen moments from the Rosh Yeshivah’s busy morning routine. They learned together each night, and Avraham enjoyed every minute of it. 

One night, Rav Nosson Tzvi asked Avraham if he would like to learn with him on Shabbos as well. Avraham agreed, and they began a weekly learning Seder that lasted for several hours each Shabbos afternoon. 

Despite how much he appreciated this opportunity to learn so much with the Rosh Yeshivah and absorb his immense Torah wisdom, he only a little missed resting on Shabbos afternoon. He tried to rest a little before his Seder with Rav Nosson Tzvi, but he couldn’t shake his tired feeling. Avraham found it amazing that Rav Nosson Tzvi showed no signs of being tired on Shabbos afternoon, and he came to learn right after his Seudah without even a short rest. 

Avraham only saw enthusiasm and excitement to learn from his Rosh Yeshivah. One day, Avraham decided he would ask his Rebbe how he kept going without losing his energy, especially on Shabbos afternoon. 

He asked, “Where do you find the strength to learn on Shabbos afternoon when everyone else is lying down to rest? What is the secret to this?” 

Rav Nosson Tzvi answered, “The Gemara gives us a list of questions that we will have to answer when we arrive in Shamayim after 120 years, and one of those questions is about how we spent our time in this world. The biggest Kaparah, atonement, the Neshamah will have is the embarrassment of not being able to answer one of those questions we are asked, and that embarrassment remains for eternity.” 

He continued, “We know that on Shabbos we get a Neshamah Yeseirah, an extra Neshamah, but on Motzaei Shabbos the Neshamah Yeseirah returns to Shamayim. Hashem then asks that Neshamah questions, and one of those questions is, ‘What did you do with My Shabbos? How did you spend your time there? Were you there for the body or for the soul?’” 

Rav Nosson Tzvi said, “When my Neshamah Yeseirah comes up to Shamayim on Motzaei Shabbos and is asked, ‘Nosson Tzvi, what did you do this Shabbos?’, what will I answer? Should I answer that I ate Cholent and took a good nap? I want to be able to answer that I spent my Shabbos learning as much as I could so that my Neshamah will not be embarrassed. That is why I can’t go to sleep on Shabbos afternoon.” 

Rav Nosson Tzvi added, “I also want you to know that every Shiur I give throughout the week is formed through the learning that we do together on Shabbos afternoon.” 

The Rosh Yeshivah’s words opened Avraham’s eyes to a level of dedication that he could not have imagined. He couldn’t believe how real the Spiritual world, the world of Ruchniyus was to Rav Nosson Tzvi. He was living his life entirely for the needs of his Neshamah, and ignoring any needs his body may have. 

This lesson would stay with Avraham for a lifetime. Many years later, Avraham reached the great milestone of making a Siyum on Shas, as he had learned the entire Gemara and was ready to start it again. He decided to celebrate the Siyum on Shabbos, and he told over this conversation he had with Rav Nosson Tzvi to his guests. 

He then added, “When my Neshamah goes up to Shamayim on Motzaei Shabbos, and Hashem asks me, ‘Avraham, what did you do with My Shabbos?’ I will be able to say, ‘Ribbono Shel Olam, Hadran Alach Talmud Bavli! I used my time to learn Shas so that my Neshamah will have nothing to be embarrassed about,’ and it is all in the Zechus of Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Sages through the Ages

The Netziv : Rav Naftali Zvi Yehuda Berlin

By Dr Benji Schreiber

Mir, Russia 1816 – Warsaw, Poland 1893


Rav Naftali Zvi Yehuda Berlin, commonly known by his initials as the Netziv - ב“נצי , was born in Mir, today in Belarus into a meyuchas family of talmidei chachamim. Legend has it that he applied himself to his studies after overhearing his parents debating whether he should pursue a trade. 


His first wife, Reina Basya – whom he married at the age of 13 - was the daughter of Rav Yitzchok of Volozhin, the son of Rav Chaim Volozhin. She bore him three children. After she died he married his niece, Miriam, a daughter of Rav Yechiel Michel Epstein (1829-1908), author of the Aruch HaShulchan. She was thirty years younger than him and bore him two sons. Volozhin 

The Volozhin yeshiva was founded in 1806 by Rav Chaim Volozhin (1749-1821), student of the Vilna Gaon (1720- 1797). In 1854, after his father-in-law passed away, the Netziv became the new Rosh Yeshiva. 

The post was contested by the Beis HaLevi, Rav Yosef Ber Soloveichik zt’’l (1820-1892, not to be confused with his great grandson of the same name), who was Reb Chaim Volozhin’s great-grandson. 

The Beis HaLevi became the assistant Rosh Yeshiva and in 1865 left to become a rabbi in Slutsk, Warsaw and of course Brisk. The Netziv and the Beis HaLevi had very different styles of learning. The Netziv had a traditionalist approach while the Beis HaLevi pioneered the highly analytical style of lomdus. 

The Netziv continued as Rosh Yeshiva until 1892 when the Russian authorities demanded that “teachers of all subjects must have college diplomas ... no Judaic subjects may be taught between 9am and 3pm ... no night classes are allowed ... total hours of study per day may not exceed ten”. He then decided to close the yeshiva. He had named his son Rav Chaim Berlin to succeed him but others felt Rav Chaim Soloveitchik, son of the Beis HaLevi, might be a better choice. 
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Rav Naftali Zvi Yehuda Berlin, (the Netziv) zt”l

Eretz Yisrael

He strongly favoured Jewish settlement in Eretz Yisrael, then under the control of the Ottoman Empire and he was initially a member of the Chovevei Tzion movement, a forerunner of modern Zionism, founded in response to Russian pogroms in 1882. He objected to the leadership of Dr Leon Pinsker (1821- 1891), who was not observant, but felt that the Rabbonim should not distance themselves from this early pre-Zionist movement. 
Approach to Torah

He gave a daily shiur in Volozhin on the weekly Sedra, which in time led to his best-known work, the דבר העמק on Chumash. He wrote halachic response, chiddushim on Shas, and the שאלה העמק on the 680-752( אחאי דרב שאילתות ,(which was the first sefer written after the Talmud that we know of. 
Family

His son Rav Chaim Berlin (1832-1912) was an outstanding Talmid Chacham who was Chief Rabbi of Moscow and then assistant Rov of Yerushalayim with Rav Shmuel Salant. Yeshivas Chaim Berlin, where Rav Aharon Shechter and Rav Yitzchok Hutner were Roshei Yeshiva, was renamed in his memory, at the suggestion of his brother Rav Meir. His son, Rav Meir Berlin (1880-1949), born from his second wife, later Hebraicised to Meir Bar-Ilan, learnt in Volozhin, Telshe, Brisk and Novardok and then in Berlin University. He became president of the Religious Zionist Mizrachi movement in the United States and Rosh Yeshiva in Rav Yitzchok Elchanon, which became Yeshiva University. He made Aliya in 1926 and inspired the founding of Bar Ilan University in Israel which is named for him. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, United Kingdom)

My Life Was Saved by 

The Tefillin I Gave Away

By Mendy Pollack
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There are times when Divine providence is so stark that you cannot help but take notice.


Both my father and my wife’s father passed away more than 30 years ago.


My father-in-law, Menashe Bernath, was a simple man, a G‑d fearing Jew with the kindest heart. His mother died when he was a baby, and his step-mother forced him to sleep in the barn in the small Romanian village where they lived.


By the time he was seven, he had been sent away to a neighboring village to be apprenticed to a local grocer, yet he never became bitter. He divided his meager salary in two. Half he would send to his step-mother; the other half he gave to the village rabbi who lived in extreme poverty.


He eventually immigrated to New York. Although he never received much of a Jewish education, his sweet prayers were legendary, as was his outsized heart, which stopped beating when he was only 62 years old.


My father, Shmuel Avrohom Abba Pollack, born in the Ukrainian mountains, was a devoted member of the Otynia Chassidic dynasty which was almost entirely wiped out by the Nazis. My father lost his first wife and three children to the Nazis, yet he had the strength to remarry my mother and begin anew in Brooklyn, where I was raised.
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R. Shmuel Avrohom Abba Pollack and R. Menashe Bernath.


My father was a beloved figure in Crown Heights where he gave Talmud classes in the Empire Shtiebel (shul).


A printer by trade, he developed a warm relationship with the Lubavitcher Rebbe, of righteous memory, whose books he would print.


After my father and father-in-law both passed away within the span of two years, their tefillin ended up in my house where they sat on a shelf undisturbed for decades.


Around two months ago, I said to myself, “These tefillin are sacred. They were used for a mitzvah for so many years, I am sure that they can still be used by someone.” I decided to send them to a scribe who inspected them both to ensure that they were in fine condition.


The day the tefillin came back from the scribe (it was a Monday), I put them in a bag and hung it up next to the front door, so that I would not forget about them.


That afternoon, around 3 p.m., I was home, which is somewhat unusual for me. I heard a knock on the door, and was greeted by a meshulach, an alms collector from Israel, who was raising money for his daughter’s forthcoming wedding. I invited him in, gave him a snack and a cold drink, and sent him on his way with a check in hand.


As I walked him to the door, he remarked that in a few weeks his son would be celebrating his bar mitzvah and he had no idea how he would find money with which to purchase a pair of tefillin. I’ve lived in this neighborhood for 40 years and many collectors have come to my door, but this is the first time I recall anyone asking for money for tefillin.


Overjoyed, I stuck my hand into the bag and handed him a pair of freshly checked tefillin for his son. Laughing and crying at the same time, he expressed his gratitude and joy over this amazing turn of events. He then confided that his sister and brother-in-law would soon be making a bar mitzvah as well, and neither did they have money for tefillin. Without further ado, I scooped out the second pair of tefillin and handed it to the man.


My only regret is that in my great excitement, I neglected to ask the tzedakah collected for his name and contact information.


The following morning my wife and I woke up early to visit our daughter who lives in Waterbury, Conn., 80 miles to the northeast of our home in Queens.

Apparently we were both more tired than we thought, and we both dozed off, awakening abruptly when we crashed into the guardrail.


The car was totaled but we walked out without a scratch. The State Trooper could not believe it when he looked at us and at the car. Never had he seen people survive such an accident with nary an injury.


I felt that it must have been connected to the tefillin. After 30 years of disuse, I finally arranged for them to be used once again, and the following morning my wife and I were saved from a terrible accident.


A friend of mine drew my attention to the following story in the Talmud, concerning a man known as Elisha “the Winged One”:


Why was he known as the Winged One? In his time, the wicked government decreed that any Jew who wore tefillin on his head would have his brain pierced. Undeterred, Elisha bravely wore tefillin in the marketplace. He once saw that he had been spotted by the government-appointed observers with his tefillin on and he ran away as fast as he could. 
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The man caught up to him, but not before Elisha slipped the tefillin off his head and clutched it tightly in his hands. 


“What do you have in your hand?” asked the soldier harshly.


“Oh, just the wings of a dove,” said Elisha. “Oh yeah?” sneered the stranger, “open your hands and prove it!” 


Left with no choice Elisha opened his palms. A miracle occurred, and the tefillin had become doves’ wings.


Why, of all objects in the world, did the tefillin become doves’ wings? The Talmud replies: Just as the wings of a dove protect it, so do the mitzvot protect the people of Israel.

Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sarah 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
Story #1143

One Hundred Signatures
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles<

editor@ascentofsafed.com>
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Rabbi Gedalya-Moshe excelled in chesed. He said: "My father, Reb Shlomke, the Rebbe, zy"a, was prepared to give his life away to help another Jew. I am not on that level, but I am ready to give away my ten fingers to help another Jew."


He meant this literally, because it is known that the Zivhiler rebbes didn't speak with exaggerations. He was literally ready to give away all his fingers, to help his fellow man.


Two people came to R. Gedalyah Moshe, for a court case, and afterwards, they both ate dinner in his home. The Russian government went searching for these two men, because they thought that they were spies. The government officials asked R. Gedalya Moshe to reveal their identities, but he refused to do so. He was brought to court, and they gave him electric shocks, to force him to talk, but he remained quiet. He refused to cause harm to a fellow Jew.


The interrogators said, "If you will not cooperate with us, we will execute you." R. Gedalyah Moshe replied, "I'm not afraid of you. Unless it is decreed in heaven, you can't do anything to me."


One of the interrogators was a secular Jew who remembered the Zvhiller rebbes from his younger years, when he was still religious. Out of respect for the family, he saved R. Gedalya Moshe, by exiling him to Siberia, rather than executing him.


Obviously, his problems didn't end when he was in Siberia, but R. Gedalya Moshe accepted all these hardships, rather than to slander his fellow men.

Once, in Siberia, he was confined in a pit for a week, without food, and he said that he almost died. Rats were biting at his feet. Miraculously, a roll of bread fell directly into R. Gedalya Moshe's mouth, and that saved his life. He said that if the bread would have fallen to the ground, he wouldn't have the strength to bend down and pick it up.


He was in Siberia for eight years. In 1937, he joined his father, Rabbi Shlomo ("Reb Shlom'ke") Goodman, in the Holy Land, where he succeeded him as Rebbe in 1945.


In the year 1948, while war was raging in Eretz Yisrael, Rabbi Chaim Brim's wife was gravely ill. R. Chaim Brim spoke to Rabbi Yosef Tzvi Dushinsky, then the chief rabbi of Jerusalem, about his wife's illness, who said that they should add to her another name.


"Go to R. Gedalya Moshe, the Zvhiller Rebbe. He is an expert in names. He will tell you which name to add."


R. Chaim Brim went to Rebbe Gedalya Moshe, and told him what R. Dushinsky said, but R. Gedalya Moshe told him, "It won't help. It is too late for that."


R. Chaim cried, "She is still young... What will be with the children?"


R. Gedalya Moshe told him: "Go to the bomb shelter and ask the people there to donate a half year of their lives to prolong your wife's life. If you can receive this donation from a hundred people, she will live another fifty years."


"But who will agree to give away a half year of their life?" R. Chaim asked.


"Tell them that I promised that whoever donates a half year will live through the war."


"They will not believe me, that you actually said this."


"Then I will write a letter."


Rebbe Gedalya Moshe wrote his promise on a piece of paper, and signed it. When the frightened people hiding in the bomb shelter saw that R. Gedalya Moshe promised them that they would survive the war if they donated a half year to Reb Chaim Brim's wife, they quickly lined up to sign the paper.


R. Chaim soon returned to the Rebbe with one hundred signatures. His wife became better. She passed away in 1998, exactly fifty years later.


When the rabbis of Jerusalem came to console him during the Seven Days of Mourning at home, Reb Chaim Brim repeated this great miracle. "5708-5758" (1948-1998), he kept saying.

Source: Adapted and supplemented by Yerachmiel Tilles from "Torah Wellsprings" (gleanings from the teachings of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman of Jerusalem), as translated by R. Baruch Twersky.
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Burial place of Rabbi Gedalya-Moshe Goldman, zt”l

Editor's note: For the exceptionally inspiring story of his release, see story #1015 in this series.


Connection: Seasonal - 24th of Cheshvan is the 72nd yahrzeit of Rebbe Gedalya-Moshe of Zivhil


Biographical note: Rabbi Gedaliah-Moshe Goldman [5627 - 24 Cheshvan 5709 (1887 - Oct. 1948 C.E.)], a direct paternal descendant of Rabbi Yechiel-Michil of Zolochov, an important student of the Baal Shem Tov, joined his father, Rabbi Shlomo ("Reb Shlom'ke") Goodman (? - 26 Iyar 1945), in the Holy Land in 1937, after eight years in Siberian exile. He succeeded him as Rebbe of Zivhil only a few years until his own passing.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chayei Sarah 5780 email of KabbalasOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.  www.Ascentofascent.com
The Satmar Rebbitzin’s Shabbos Licht
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The custom of the Satmar Rebbitzin was generally to light Shabbos Licht in the Satmar Beis HaMidrash every week, as the Rebbe would conduct a Tish there every Friday night which constituted his Shabbos Seudah. 

On those rare occasions when no Tish was to be held, the Rebbitzin would light her Licht in their home.

 One Friday afternoon, the Rebbitzin began preparing her candelabra in their home. The Rebbe passed by, accompanied by a Chasid, and asked the Rebbitzin why she was arranging to light at home instead of in the Beis HaMidrash this week. 

The Rebbitzin replied that the Rebbe was not well and therefore there would be no Tish that night. 

The Rebbe explained to the Rebbitzin that there were many guests from out-of-town who had especially arrived this week anticipating the Tish, beside the hundreds of Chasidim who looked forward to it every week. 

The Rebbitzin reiterated her earlier words, that the Rebbe was not well and therefore there could be no Tish that night. 

The Rebbe smiled and said “Okay”. 

The Chasid expressed surprise at the Rebbe’s response, commenting that one would have thought that the Rebbe was the stronger personality, but he sees that the Rebbitzin was even stronger. 

The Rebbe replied that true strength is evidenced by one who is able to give in to another’s will.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5780 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter.
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