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Measure for Measure
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I earn my living as a driver for a prominent Rosh Yeshiva. Part of my job is to drive him from the city where we live to another city where his holy yeshiva is and after a day of learning, drive him back to our city. 


As an aside, I found a way to increase my income to support my family, so I transport packages from different people in the city. After I drop off the Rosh Yeshiva, I deliver the packages in the city of the yeshiva, and on the return trip I transport packages back to my city where I deliver them in the evening. This is how I earn some much needed extra money. In between in my free time I use the time to learn Torah in the yeshiva. 


One day I received a package to deliver from one customer to another, and I know both customers very well. But two days later I received a call asking why the package did not reach its destination? 


I replied that the package was delivered that day. But he claimed that he did not receive the package. The package was worth 5,000 shekel, and I was charged with negligence. I tried my best to convince them that I delivered the package. It did not help, and they summoned me to a din Torah to determine who was guilty and who was responsible. 


I felt bad knowing that I had delivered the package, but despite my strong denial, I was unsure, and I began to think that maybe I was negligent. I asked Hashem to save me from judgment and one day before the din Torah, while driving the Rosh Yeshiva, the Rav turned to me and asked: “What is with the package that was left on the table in my office [a different package]? No one has come to get it, perhaps you should get in touch with the customer?! Go above the letter of the law!” 


I remembered that I tried calling the customer but there was no answer, and no one answered the door. When this happens, I leave it in the yeshiva, and it is up to the customer to pick up the package himself. I decided to call him again and this time he answered. I felt relieved and hurried to deliver the package. 


That same hour, I got an apologetic call from the person of the first package, he indeed found the package. He simply put it in a corner and forgot to look there. I accepted the apology. I was glad the judgment resolved itself. 


I was moved by the words of the Rosh Yeshiva on the way home when he heard the story: “See, you did something more than necessary and you called the customer again, and not only that, but you rushed the package to him, even though he was supposed to get it himself at the yeshiva. So Hashem did for you measure for measure and found your lost package literally right away!!!

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.

Warmth in the

Siberian Prison

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon

I am posting a story which I heard this week from Reb Fishel, who heard it directly from the person it occurred with, Reb Meir Kanievsky.


Reb Fishel related:


Some years ago Reb Meir Kanievsky, visited me in my house in Monsey, and said, I came here specifically as I want to meet the son of my dear friend Reb Chaim Weiss, a”h, a fellow Jew with whom I spent many years in the Siberian prison. 


Among the thousands of prisoners in our prison, there were seventy Jews, and eight of us were shomer Shabbos. [Reb Fishel mentioned that Reb Simcha Goredetsky was among them.] The commander was understanding of our plight and saw that we were willing to really work for six days, and we figured out how to grow some food there, which benefitted all the inmates, so he allowed us to rest on Shabbos.


However, one day there was a new commander, and he was a Jew. We were afraid that being a Jew he would want to show that he is not showing any favoritism to his co-religionists, and we tried to be as inconspicuous as possible.


But one day our fear was realized as he called me into his office.


After instructing me in Russian to close the door behind me, he asked me in Yiddish, “How many shomer Shabbos Jews are there in the prison?”


Thinking that this was a sting or trap, I replied in Russian that I am not aware of anyone who is shomer Shabbos.


Hearing me out he called for his wife and told her what I replied.


Turning to me she told me who she was. Her family was extremely close to ours and she knows for a fact that I am shomer Shabbos in prison, and her husband is aware of it, but he makes believe that he isn’t aware of it. 


She explained, the reason they are asking now is not to catch me and the others, but because she gave birth to a baby boy last week and today is supposed to be the bris, and she wants a proper minyan of Jews to be present at the bris, which means she only wants to invite those who are shomer Shabbos. [Perhaps also she knew that we would not reveal her secret to anyone.]


I did know her family; however, I was still fearful that this was a set-up to get information, so I maintained my innocence, that I am unaware of others. Furthermore, I clarified to them that while it is nice to have a minyan present at the bris, it is not an obligation.


Upset at not being able to have a minyan, she insisted that I remain and participate in the bris.


I agreed to be the sandek and explained to her what she needs to perform the bris and the bris was done in the commanders’ office.


Although he was an avowed communist, he wanted his son tp have a proper bris.


In honor of Chof Av, let each one of us reach out to a Jew whom we think was affected by the cold and indifference of today’s environment and help bring out the spark of warmth that is within them, and is never extinguished..

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

The Wayward Shochet

And the Holy Hitchhikers

By Asharon Baltazar
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Face flushed with emotion, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua Heschel, then rabbi of Kolbuszowa, Poland, finished recounting his story and fell quiet. His peers, Rabbi Mordechai of Neshchiz and Rabbi Aryeh Leib (known as the Shpoler Zeide), seemed oblivious that the story had come to an end.


“Esteemed gentleman,” said Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua loudly, “What is the verdict? I accept whatever you decide.”

The Details Were Too Scarce to Settle on a Ruling


Concerned, the rabbis agreed that the details were too scarce to settle on a ruling. It took another hour of pointed questioning before they felt ready to deliver a verdict.


“The circumstances surrounding your actions classify you as an accidental murderer,” they decided. “Technically, you did nothing wrong, but a man of your spiritual stature should have pursued an alternate set of actions. An extended exile would be the appropriate remedy for your soul.”


Because they had issued the verdict upon their friend, the rabbis assumed his punishment too. All three would aimlessly wander the country for three years, relying on G‑d for their sustenance.


Several weeks prior, a small delegation of Jews from a neighboring town had traveled to Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua with shocking news about the behavior of their shochet (ritual slaughterer). Moshe had fallen on tough times, and was now known to frequent the local watering holes, whiling away entire nights in a drunken stupor. Witnesses reported seeing him swaying wildly, slurring local folk songs at the top of his lungs.

There Was Nothing Harmless about Moshe’s Behavior


Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua could hardly believe his ears. There was nothing harmless about Moshe’s behavior! A shochet, the individual responsible for providing the town’s supply of kosher meat, was expected to act with decorum. He packed a few belongings, and left the very next day to investigate.


The scenery rolled by uneventfully as the carriage gently rocked its passenger. Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua noticed a man, hunched with age, walking deliberately along the roadside. “Why are you tiring yourself out?” he called from the carriage window. “Please, come share the bench with me. There’s plenty of space.”


The man climbed aboard, and although the rabbi attempted to engage him in friendly conversation, the newcomer made it clear he preferred to be left alone.


Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua did not notice the tiredness descending. Without even a yawn of warning, he found himself overcome by a strong and sudden urge for deep sleep.


“How is the Rabbi of Kolbuszowa swayed by slander about a shochet who is revered by the angels themselves?”

The Carriage Had Stopped

Convinced it was the old hitchhiker who said these words, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua forced his eyes open and whirled around, only to discover that the carriage had stopped and he was alone inside it.


The driver tended the horses, then hoisted himself back up onto the seat and promptly resumed the journey.


Once again, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua spotted a lone figure trudging along the road, a heavy sack slung over his shoulder. He ordered the driver to slow the carriage and invited the young traveler inside.


Cheered by the kind offer, the young traveler took a seat and stared out the window wordlessly. Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua, grateful for the company, asked a few questions, but was once again met with silence.


For the second time that day, the rabbi felt himself overcome with a sudden, heavy exhaustion, and as his eyes drooped, he heard the familiar thundering voice.


“Is it true the Rabbi of Kolbuszowa wishes to fire a shochet who even the angels above dare not approach?”

Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua woke up and realized they had arrived at their destination. The seat opposite him was empty.


In the back of his mind, the thought that his dream might not have been a dream after all frightened him.

As the Evening Morphed into Night


As evening morphed into night, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua made his way to Moshe’s home—a cabin on the city’s outskirts, not far from the cemetery. Everything was shrouded in darkness by the time he stepped up to the door and knocked gently. A woman, clearly Moshe’s wife, opened the door and regarded the holy visitor with wide-eyed reverence.


“Where is your husband?” Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua asked.


Tight-lipped, the woman directed a shaking finger at a small hut in the corner of the yard. “There.”


With a quiet murmur of thanks, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua left the woman by the door and approached the hut, treading slowly and softly through the yard. He peered through a small crack in the door and studied the scene inside: Sitting in the center of the room, swaying over a large book with utmost reverence, were Moshe the shochet, the old hitchhiker, and the young traveler who carried the heavy bundle. Their faces emanated a golden glow that filled the small room.


Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua crept back to Moshe’s wife, who was still standing in the doorway.

“Please, Can You Please Call Your Husband?”


“Please, can you please call your husband?” he asked.


The woman obliged and disappeared inside the hut. Moshe then staggered from the darkness towards Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua, barely keeping his balance, a sloshing bottle of spirits swinging in one hand.


“I demand you cease this act at once!” said Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua sternly. “Tell me what is happening here.”


Moshe’s expression transformed mid-step into one of utter seriousness. He dropped the bottle and pulled Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua out of his wife’s earshot.


“For a long while, I’ve kept my true identity a secret. Time after time, I buried it under various guises and behaviors. But now that you have revealed my secret, I realize my role here in this world has come to an end. I ask one thing of you — please arrange that my wife and children receive a monthly stipend.”


Moshe’s body was laid to rest the next day. Leading the funeral procession, Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua bared his anguish in heaving sobs, a tormenting guilt seared forever into his soul. The life of an innocent, righteous man had been severed short, and it was his fault.


Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua used the eulogy to reveal Moshe’s identity as one of the 36 hidden righteous people and described the extreme measures he had taken to maintain his disguise. Now seeing their wayward shochet in a new light, the townspeople rushed to fulfill Moshe’s last wishes.


It was these events that Rabbi Abraham Yehoshua relayed to his peers, after which he began his penance: a three-year exile through the Polish countryside.

Translated and adapted from Sichat Hashavua vol. 867
Reprinted from the Parashat Eikev 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Judging Favorably #50

The Vacuum Cleaner Repairman
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My teenage son, Eli, is an amateur electrician. Even without any training, he seems to have an innate talent in that direction. He’s always looking for something to fix, and when we have an electrical problem in the house, he’s right there to help me out. 


However, I am not as enthusiastic as he. I’m always afraid of the danger, but he is so confident and so successful that it’s hard for me to say no. When the vacuum cleaner wouldn’t start last week, I knew Eli would want to try his hand. I thought it looked like something for an expert, but he was sure he could fix it so I gave in. 


In no time at all he had it back together again and said that it was working fine. “Just a blockage that was easily fixed.” 


Guests were coming that evening and the carpet need to be vacuumed so I was thrilled that he had come to the rescue. By the time I got to the carpet, it was late afternoon. I plugged in the vacuum cleaner and pressed the button; but it wouldn’t start! 


I knew it! I started internally fuming at Eli, without verbally expressing my thoughts. Why did he insist when I told him it needed an expert? We should have just taken the machine to the repair shop! Our guests will be coming soon. What am I going to do now? Why did Eli have to be so sure of himself? And on and on my thoughts whirled, as I was feeling angrier at Eli. 


One of the other children was watching my frustration, written all over my face. As soon as he realized the problem, he interceded, “Mommy, try plugging it into another socket. Don’t you remember? That one doesn’t work!” (The Other Side of the Story by Yehudis Samet) 

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5779 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Aborted Train Ride

At the end of World War I, Rav Baruch Ber Liebowitz, zt”l, the Rosh Yeshivah of Kamenetz and the primary student of the Brisker Rav, zt”l, traveled by train with his family to Poland. Travel was very difficult, since the roads were full of troops returning home, and the trains were overflowing with soldiers too. 

Along the way, the train stopped in the middle of a vast, open wasteland under Russian control. While more soldiers boarded the train, a few passengers got off, just to get a breath of air, and Rav Baruch Ber noticed that a young Jewish girl had done so as well. 

When the train was about to resume its journey, the soldiers who had just boarded would not let the Jewish girl get back on the train, claiming that there was no room for her. 

When Rav Baruch Ber saw this, he said to his family, “I cannot travel on this train any further. We can’t leave a young Jewish woman alone in a place like this!” 

Immediately, he and his family got off the train to stay with her, and the train pulled away. Suddenly, out of nowhere, a military truck appeared, and halted abruptly right in front of them. 
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The driver looked at them and asked where they were headed, and when the driver heard where they needed to go, he told them that he just happened to be going to that exact place! 

It was a miracle that a truck passed through that deserted area, just at that moment when they were stranded. But it was an even greater miracle that the driver was headed to the same place they were, for their destination was an enormous distance away. 

When Rav Baruch Ber’s sons-in-law would relate this story over, they would always say that the driver was Eliyahu HaNavi, and the lifelong lesson they learned from this was that Hashem never causes one to lose out when they are doing a Chesed for another person!

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
A Box with Just

Three Matches
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Once, when the Steipler Gaon was in the middle of learning with someone, he suddenly stopped and took a box of matches from his desk drawer. There were only a few matches left in it. 


He said, “I’ll tell you a story about these matches. One day, about ten years ago, you were learning with me here and you left these matches on the table. At the time, I wrote your name on the box and put it away to return to you at some time in the future. 


Somehow, I entirely forgot about the matchbox until recently, when I happened to come across it. Now, finally, I just remembered to give it back to you!” 


To most people, it would seem like a trivial thing to give back a small old box with three matches in it. But to a Tzadik like the Steipler, it was a source of great Simchah to do a Mitzvah, whose value in Olam Haba was infinitely greater than the three matches that were involved!
Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Two-Cracker 

Seudas Mitzvah
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Rav Zundel Kroiser, zt”l


Rav Gamliel Rabbinowitz, Shlit”a, related once that he used to learn BiChavrusah every day with the Gaon, Rav Zundel Kroiser, zt”l, and their main topic of learning was Gemara. 


He said, “With the help of Shamayim, whenever we finished a Masechta, Rav Zundel would take out two crackers from his pocket, one for me and one for him, for the Simchah of making a Siyum. 


He would say, ‘Hadran Alach’, on whichever Masechta we had just finished, and then, with great concentration and joy, he would say the Brachah of ‘Borei Minei Mezonos’, and he would eat the cracker. 


Immediately after, he would start learning the next Masechta. Rav Zundel simply did not waste any time, not even for a long meal, like for a Seudas Mitzvah for a Siyum!

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Don’t Label Him a Rebel
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The following is a true story about Rav Shlomo Wolbe, A’H, who was one of the greatest Rabbis of our time and who wrote extensively about raising children and the psychology of moral education. He had a very gentle and progressive approach and this story exemplifies many aspects of his method.


One of his daughters had just gotten engaged, and the future in-laws were invited for a Shabbat dinner at the Wolbe home. In an atmosphere of great purity, Rav Wolbe welcomed the new in-laws warmly, and everyone wished each other Shabbat Shalom. 


When his daughter’s future hatan arrived, he warmly exclaimed, “Welcome, our future son-in-law!” The atmosphere could not have been more joyous and pleasant throughout the Shabbat meal. 


Suddenly the doorbell rang repeatedly. Everyone was astounded, and there was terrible tension in the room. Who could be breaking the Shabbat at the Wolbes by ringing the doorbell multiple times?


Rav Wolbe opened the door, and in walked his rebellious son, who had left the fold and was no longer religious. He was wearing a t-shirt with slang on it, jeans and sneakers. He wasn’t wearing akippah, and as he walked in, he threw his cell phone and car keys on the hall table.


Rav Wolbe’s response filled everyone with surprise. His voice was filled with love and happiness at seeing his son as he greeted him in the same way he would have greeted him had he been the greatest yeshiva scholar. 


He said warmly, “Oh welcome my son. Really, what an honor that you came to join us for dinner tonight. How could we have had this very special Shabbat without you? Come, please come in my son, you must be hungry.” 


The son sat down at the table, to the right of his father, who did not express any hint of disapproval. His voice was full of acceptance, and his message was one of unconditional love. He was not embarrassed or ashamed of his son in any way in front of his future son in-law and his family. He made his son feel that he was so very proud of him.


 “I see that you’re looking well, my son,” he said. 


His son shrugged. “Yeah, I’m fine,” he said flippantly. 


Rav Wolbe turned to his daughter’s fiancé and said, “You should know that you have an extraordinary brother-in-law, really extraordinary. His intelligence keeps amazing us since he was a child. I’m certain that you’ll get along well together.” 


He showed only pride for his son and how much he respected him. He continued to praise him in front of the others to raise his self-esteem and to show his unbending love for his son. He could see right into his son’s heart, and he saw that his son was good, and capable of great things, and that is what he chose to focus on. Not any of the negatives, but only giving off positive feelings to his son.


As they were all singing Shabbat songs, Rav Wolbe reached out and laid his hand on his son’s hand. The gesture was full of love and acceptance and said, “No matter what, you are my son I am very proud of you, I miss you, and I will always love you.” 


At the end of the meal, Rav Wolfe said, “Thank you for coming my son. Our family would never have been complete without you, and we love it so much when you join us.” 


The son said, “Thank you, dad,” took his car keys and cell phone, and left. As he reached his car, just as he was about to start the engine he hesitated, thought about the evening, and decided to go back to his father. As he entered the house he immediately went over to his father and they hugged each other. He told him, “Thank you for being there for me. I’ll be walking, not driving, tonight.”


Love, rather than disappointment, had paid off immensely!


Ever since that evening, this “rebellious” son changed his ways to become a true man of Torah. He explained it the following way a few years later: “The sincere love I received from my father that Shabbat evening and the way he made me feel so welcome and without any pre-conditions. 


“Even with my profanities and provocations — he didn’t get upset, didn’t criticize me, nor did he force me to do anything I wasn’t comfortable with, like saying berachot or wearing a kippah. He surrounded me with much love and acceptance, which is the only thing that ultimately connected me back to Torah.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Devorim 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

The Bad Friend
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A father complained to Rebbe Aharon of Belz zt'l that his son was having a spiritual decline. 


The Belzer Rav replied, "Check out who his friends are." 


The father called the rosh yeshiva, the mashgiach, and the magid shiur. They all told him that his son only has good friends. "There are no bad bachurim in the yeshiva" they assured him. 


The father returned to the Belzer Rav and told him what he heard. 


Once again, the Rav replied, "Check out who his friends are." 


The father obliged, and this time he dug deeper. There was one boy in yeshiva who seemed to have yirei Shamayim, but the father found out that he was rotten inside. The father told his son to keep away from that boy, which he did. 
Soon afterwards, his son's learning and yiras Shamayim returned to be as before. 


The father told the Belzer Rav about the improvement. 


The Rav replied, "This isn't surprising. A bad friend is trouble. Twice in birchas hashachar we daven to be saved from a bad friend. This shows us just how hazardous a bad friend can be." 

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts fromRabbi Elimelech Bidernan
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