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A Time to Ask Questions
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A young man came to Reb Chaim Kanievsky, Shlita, with a long list of questions. Reb Chaim seemed a bit preoccupied but the visitor insisted in asking the questions, to which Reb Chaim responded, one by one. 


Suddenly, Reb Chaim began tidying himself up and put on a recently pressed kapote (long coat) and new hat, and asked the young man’s indulgence. He had to go somewhere but he allowed the visitor to accompany him. 


The younger man did, peppering him with questions the entire way. They walked a few blocks until they reached a wedding hall. Upon entering, Reb Chaim embraced the groom with a warm hug and kiss, and apologized for the delay. Reb Chaim sat himself among the prestigious Rabbonim who graced the dais as they prepared the marriage documents. 


The persistent questioner was almost oblivious to the scene and continued to ask more questions and eliciting responses. Reb Chaim tried to juggle the needs of the groom while trying to accommodate the visitor who had besieged him with problems. 


The persistent questioner received the shock of his life when, as the music began, heralding the march to the Badekin, where the groom, flanked by his father and father-in-law, met the bride and covered her face with the veil. 


The groom rose from his seat and immediately his future father-in-law took hold of his arm. The groom’s father took hold of the other arm. Before he did so, the groom’s father turned around and apologized to the stranger who he had been talking to for the last hour or so. He said that would be unable to help him until after the ceremony.


Then, Rabbi Kanievsky nodded Mazel Tov to the hundreds of well-wishers and began the procession to his own son’s wedding! (From R.M. Kamenetzky)

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos-Masei 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.

‘Blessed is the Man Who Trusts in Hashem’
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Friday morning, the family made up to go away for Shabbos, and I went to shul to daven Shacharis. In the shul parking lot, I received a call from home. My daughter said that Mother asked that I bring thawed schnitzel from the supermarket immediately before davening since we committed to bring a specific dish to our host and if I would bring it later there would not be enough time to prepare it. 
Since chesed [kindness] comes before everything and chesed begins at home, I left the parking lot and I went to the nearby supermarket close to shtieblach, hoping there would be fresh schnitzel and not frozen. I went into the supermarket, and with a pounding heart, I went directly to the meat section praying that there would be fresh schnitzel, for if not, I would have to try another store. 


I reached the section and miracle of miracles, they had what I wanted. I was very pleased and I went to the cashier to pay. My line reached the cashier and he wanted 120 shekel. I reached into my pocket, and to my surprise, there was no money. I checked the other pockets and came up empty. I must have left the wallet at home since I did not think I would go shopping. 


I apologized to the clerk and I told him I would immediately arrange payment. Meanwhile, he canceled my sale and he continued with other customers. I knew that I had to go home to get the money to pay then go home with the meat and then go daven. I definitely would miss davening. I raised my hands to heaven and asked for help that someone would lend me the money so I could daven properly. 


Not a moment went by and I noticed my neighbor paying at another line. I asked him if I could borrow 120 shekel and I would return it soon. He paid my bill, and I was brash enough to ask him if he was going home. He didn’t mind taking the schnitzel and the family would pay him back. He was pleased and I went to daven calmly and on time as I wanted. I was very happy that I did not have to go back and forth. The Creator of the World sent a messenger to go home as the neighbor told me that this was the first time that he shopped in that store. 

Reprinted from the Mattos Masei 5778 edition of Tiv Kahehila.

What Motivates You?
By Rabbi Moshe Meir Weiss


I want to share with my dear readers a sobering true story that warns us about one of the more base sides of the human psyche.  There was a man who had a very hard time making a living.  He decided to move to Jerusalem and opened a small grocery in the Old City of Yerushalyim.  Business took off and by the sweat of his brow he eked out a living and raised, together with his wife, a beautiful family of seven children.  All his life he worked very hard and saw his children and grandchildren flourish.  To help support his growing family, he continued to work full-time until he was seventy years old.


After the passing of his wife, his strength began to ebb and he could no longer work.  He spent his days going to shul, saying Tehillim, and listening to shiurim.  But, his golden years were marred by a powerful bitterness.  His children and grandchildren, for whom he slaved all his life, barely spent any time with him.  They were all wrapped-up in their own lives and hardly came to visit.  They would pop in, give a sniff to see whether he was still alive, and disappear.

Finally, when he got so fed up with their disappointing behavior, he went to the great sage, Rav Shmuel Salant, Zt”l, Zy”a, to pour out his heart.  Rav Salant listened carefully and told him the following instruction. 

 “Go to a blacksmith and buy an expensive, heavy safe.  Bring it home and put it in a very noticeable place.” When the man asked Rav Salant how this would help, the Rav said, “Just leave it to me.” Mystified, he followed the Rav’s instructions and waited to see what would happen.
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The next time his first-born popped in for a quick visit, he noticed the safe right away.  Curious, he asked “Totty, what’s in the safe?”  His father answered noncommittedly, “Oh, just some things I’ve saved over the years.”  His son told his siblings, “You know, our father has an expensive safe!  I tried to move it and it was quite heavy.  He must have saved up all of those years he was working.”


Like wildfire, news traveled through the whole mishpacha and practically overnight, things started to change.  He would get regular Sunday visits with the grandchildren in tow, his daughters in-law suddenly started offering to cook meals, his granddaughters came over to clean the house while his grandsons came to show him their report cards.  For the next ten years, he enjoyed his nachas immensely.


One night, he peacefully passed away in his sleep.  After the funeral, his children came to divide the estate.  They immediately went to the safe and started looking for the key – which was nowhere to be found.  Finally, after looking through his papers, they found a letter that said, “My Dear Children, The key to the safe is with Rav Shmuel Salant.”  Quickly, they went to the Rav who gave them the key with a smile upon his lips.  Hurriedly, they returned back to the home and excitedly opened the safe.  To their shock and dismay, they found it full of odds and ends with no value at all.


They got very angry.  Their father duped them all of these years.  They ran back to Rav Salant to complain about their father’s behavior.  Rav Salant smiled at them.  “Don’t be angry at your father.  It was my idea.  He bitterly complained to me that none of you were visiting him.  I told him that you needed some incentive so I created an imaginary pot of gold and you took the bait, hook, line, and sinker.  Don’t be disappointed.  Although it wasn’t sincere, you still benefitted greatly from doing ten years of kivud av v’eim.”


What a chilling story about what drives humanity.  There is a grim saying: “Hakesef yaneh es hakol – Money is the answer to everything.”  As our parents grow older, let’s make sure that we honor them and spend time with them, not because of what they have to offer but out of a sense of hakoros hatov, lifelong gratitude to them, and in fulfillment of the Fifth Commandment to honor our father and our mother.  But, this is not only true in regards to kivud av v’eim.  It pertains to friendships as well.  They should not hinge on whether there is money or not.  Nor, should the quality of a shidduch be based on one’s latest IRS 1040 tax return form.


In the merit of being sincere in our responsibilities, may Hashem bless us with long life, good health, and everything wonderful.

Reprinted from the August 3, 2016 website of Matzav.com

Two Numbers

By Rabbi David Ashear


When people say over Hashgacha Peratit stories that they experienced, they become so excited from them. And the reason is simple. They experienced, firsthand, the Emunah which they have learned, that Hashem cares about the smallest issues in their lives. They feel so special. "Hashem was thinking about me. And just like I know He's here with me now, I know He's always with me."


A woman told me she wanted to get in touch with someone but didn't have her contact information. That same day she attended a Brit Mila. She had to go out in the middle and by the time she came back, most of the people had left already. She made a plate and went to sit by herself. 


At the table that she chose, right there in front of her, was a piece of paper with the name and number of the woman she needed to reach. She called the woman and the woman told her she was actually at that Brit Mila earlier and she wrote her number down for someone else who must have forgotten it.


This woman told me, "It was an amazing feeling. I needed a phone number and right away, there it is, staring me in the face. I felt so close to Hashem."


These stories happen to people all the time. And sometimes, when we look back and see how Hashem was orchestrating events, we're in awe. Some stories take years to develop. Each person in the story, Hashem gives a certain amount of information to be a link to the eventual outcome which He wants to bring about.


I read a story in the Sefer Emunah Shelemah about a man from Israel who earned his livelihood by being a driver. He had a nice, large van, but business was slow. He decided to go to the airport and wait by the baggage claim, hoping people there might need transportation. Immediately when he arrived, he saw a distinguished man looking for a ride. He offered him his services and the man agreed. 


During the ride it was getting hot in the car, so the man rolled up his sleeves. When the driver saw his arm, he began to tremble. He was noticeably shaking, and his passenger asked him if everything was okay. He said, "Yes, everything's fine." And he proceeded to tell him a story.


He said, "Some years back, I worked on a kibbutz and my job was to sort out apples. I would put the good apples in one pile to be sold and the lower quality apples I would throw into a giant blender that was used for making juice. One day I was interested to see how the blender worked. I had it filled with apples. I climbed up to the top to watch as it would grind up those apples. But suddenly, I lost my balance and I fell into it. I couldn't get out and the machine was running. I started to scream. I had very little time until the blades would start striking me. And then, I felt someone grab me. He pulled me out and saved my life. I thanked him profusely from the bottom of my heart. From that day on, we became close friends.


"I noticed that, on occasion, this new friend of mine would just start feeling down. I asked him, 'What's wrong?' He told me he survived the Holocaust and, during the war, he was together with his only brother. But one day, at the end, his brother was taken away from him, and he hasn't seen him since. He doesn't even know if he's alive. Sometimes he just starts thinking about him and becomes sad. The only thing he knew was the number on his brother's arm was one different than his. His was 8862 and his brother's was 8863. 


It has now been ten years since my friend told me that story, but I'll never forget that number. And now, you raised your sleeve and I see the number on your arm - 8863. I have just discovered my friend's long lost brother!"


The man drove straight to where his friend lived, and he was in tears as he watched the brothers hugging each other.


The whole episode here was orchestrated by Hashem, from years in advance. The man being saved by one brother, finding out the story with the number and then being the one to find the other brother with that number, ten years later. Hashem is always involved in every moment of our lives, but when we see it, it gives us even more Chizuk.

 

Reprinted from the July 12, 2013 email of Emunah Daily.

Expecting Moshiach’s

Arrival at Any Moment


The following two stories appeared in the Dirshu Newsletters of this week. them with your family.


An avreich from the Ramat Elchonon neighborhood in Benei Berak, tells about his father who was exceptional in his level of Emunah and in the mitzvah of waiting for Moshiach.


When his partner wanted to renovate their small office at work, the father said, “Why should we renovate? Moshiach is at our doorstep. It would be a shame to invest now in stones and wood.”�


Because he was so full of pure and complete Emunah he sewed himself a white suit with which he would greet the moshiach.


He eventually passed away at an old age and the suit remained hanging in a closet in the daughter’s house. (The sister of the avreich telling the story).


One day the grandchildren were in the room and came across the suit hanging in the closet. They were aware that the suit had been hanging for a long time and that no one had touched it. Looking to have some fun they took the suit out of the closet, began playing with it and were even throwing it back and forth.


That night the father appeared to his daughter in a dream and asked “Why are the children playing with the suit that I have prepared for myself when moshiach comes? This suit is reserved for me and when moshiach will come I will wear it for techias hameisim.”�


The daughter awoke and was visibly shaken from the dream. Since then she especially watches over the suit so that her father will be able to wear it for techias hameisim.

The Smiles of the Gedolim


The family of Maran Harav Chaim Kaniyevsky tell over a story that happened with Rav Chaim on Erev Rosh Chodesh Tamuz in 5783.


Rav Chaim passed by the refrigerator and noticed that there were many pictures of the gedolei yisroel hanging on the fridge including a picture of Rav Shteinman, zt”l and Rav Elyashiv, zt”l, each one with a broad smile across his face.


Rav Chaim said to the grandson that was accompanying him, “Behold, behold! This is exactly how Hakadosh Baruch Hu showed them to Adam Harishon, just like this as they are smiling”.


Rav Chaim continued and explained what he meant.


It says in chazal that Hashem showed Adam Harishon each generation and it’s leaders , each generation and it’s zaddikim and so on.


It appears from the words of our sages (Avos of Rav Nosson Chapter 31) that Hashem showed them to Adam Harishon while they were smiling before Hashem.


Why?


Because Adam Harishon saw the struggles and sufferings of all the generations. Hashem, therefore wanted to show him that even so, they will be smiling.


Despite everything, and amidst all the difficulties they suffer for the klal and with the klal, the Gedolei Yisroel will remain joyful and happy before Hashem.

Reprinted from the Parshas Matos/Maasei 5778 email of Rabbi Dov Brezak.

Rabbi Kamenetzky’s Pair

Of Rabbeinu Tam Tefillin


When Rav Yaakov Kamenetzky, who was renowned for his devotion to the truth, turned 80, he began donning an additional pair of tefillin, known as the tefillin of Rabbeinu Tam, each morning. Because there is a legal dispute regarding certain details about the writing of the parchments in tefillin, some virtuous individuals have the custom of wearing a second pair to fulfill the opinion of Rabbeinu Tam. Although Rav Yaakov certainly possessed the piety required for one who wished to take on this stringency, some of his students were puzzled by the fact that he had never done so previously. What suddenly transpired which made him change his practice?


When they asked him about this, Rav Yaakov explained that many years previously, an elderly Jew in his minyan began to put on the tefillin of Rabbeinu Tam at the end of the morning services. One of Rav Yaakov’s students asked him why he hadn’t also adopted this praiseworthy practice. In his humility, Rav Yaakov attempted to avoid the question by noting that the other man was much older, adding that if Hashem would allow him to reach that age, perhaps he would also adopt the practice.
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Although the comment was said only casually, Rav Yaakov immediately worried that his commitment to truth obligated him to fulfill his words. Upon ascertaining the age of the man, Rav Yaakov waited many years until he reached that age, at which point he immediately adopted the practice in order to keep his “promise.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Mattos Masei 5778 email of Rabbi Ozer Alport’s Parsha Potpourri.

The Rebbe’s

Mincha Service

By Dr. Yaakov Brawer

Professor Emeritus of the Faculty of Medicine
At McGill University.
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Dr. Yaakov Brawer


The Mincha, or afternoon, prayer is the shortest of the three daily services. Moreover, the time for this prayer often arrives while we are still immersed in our work. People are tired and busy, and it is difficult to divest oneself of the effects of a day at the office in order to generate proper intention and emotional involvement.


It has long been my privilege to speak at the men’s Shabbaton held annually in Crown Heights. I would arrive in New York on Thursday and leave the following Sunday. I always scheduled my return flight to allow me the opportunity to join the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe’s Minyan for Mincha on Sunday afternoon.


On one such occasion, many years ago, I had arranged to return to Montreal at 4:30 PM. That Sunday morning, I began to worry about my return trip. I am a very nervous traveler, and I generally insist on being at the airport way in advance of my flight. Why had I decided to leave so early? The Rebbe’s Minyan was from 3:15 until 3:30. Allowing myself 15 minutes to return to where I was staying, I could leave for LaGuardia no earlier than 3:45. 

What if traffic was heavy? What if a tire went flat? What if a tree fell across the Parkway, and being Sunday, the road crews took their sweet time to remove it? I calmed myself with the thought that these were unlikely possibilities, and that if I left at 3:45 sharp I would probably make my flight to Canada. [This was before airport security was so tight; you could still walk straight up to the plane.]


By 3:00 PM I was in the little synagogue where the Rebbe prayed. Every student attending one of the two local Yeshivah’s, as well as numerous local residents and out-of-town guests, were competing for space in that small room. My bones ached and I couldn’t breathe, but this did not trouble me; this was normal. 
What bothered me was the time. 3:15, 3:16, 3:17. At 3:20 the Rebbe came in, and Mincha began. I tried to concentrate, reminding myself I was in the same Minyan as my holy Rebbe. However, my overwrought brain simply would not listen. It perversely dwelt on my imminent betrayal by the car service.


In the course of my struggles with myself, I became aware of a soft sobbing sound. I had already raced through my prayer, and I was able to glance sideways at my neighbor, a tall, thin, bearded man dressed in Chassidic garb. Tears streamed down his cheeks. His face was intense with concentration. He prayed slowly and with obvious effort.


In spite of myself, I was touched. I could not imagine what sort of terrible trouble lay behind that heartfelt prayer. Perhaps he had a sick child at home, or some crushing financial burden. I assumed he was an out-of-town visitor seeking the Rebbe’s aid, and I could not help feeling guilty about my own silly preoccupations with the car service and my flight. I mentally wished him the best and hoped things would turn out well for him.


Mincha completed, I raced back to my host’s home, and by 3:42 I was awaiting the promised car with fire in my eyes, certain that it would not show. At precisely 3:45, a noisy, rusty station wagon, belching blue exhaust, rolled up, and the driver waved me in. I couldn’t believe it! I put my suitcase in the back and climbed in next to the driver.


My second shock came with the realization that the driver was none other than my heartbroken neighbor at Mincha. As we set off, the driver hummed a jolly Chassidic melody and seemed quite happy. We began to talk. Cautiously I asked him about his welfare: his health, his family’s health, and the state of his finances. Each question elicited a hearty (if somewhat perplexed) “Thank G-d.”


Moreover, his wife was soon due to give birth, and he was particularly excited about that. 

Gradually, it dawned on me that the remarkable outpouring of the heart that I had witnessed earlier was this man’s ordinary, daily Mincha.
Reprinted from the Parashat Pinchas 5776 email of Chabad of Great Neck (NY).

The Friday-Afternoon Blessing

By Asharon Baltazar
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Drawing of the Maggid of Kozhnitz with his students from the early 19th century (National Library of Israel, Schwadron Collection).


Once, Rabbi Yitzchak Meir of Zinkov spent Shabbat in the town of Kamenitz, Belarus. The normally quiet town overflowed with visitors, from chassidim of great stature to simple townsfolk. All wanted to see the great rabbi and hear his wise words.


During the morning Shabbat meal, Rabbi Yitzchak Meir asked for a copy of Avodat Yisrael, by Rabbi Yisrael Hopstein, known as the Maggid (Preacher) of Kozhnitz.


“Very few know of the secrets this book contains,” he remarked to the gathered crowd. “In general, the true greatness of the Maggid has sadly gone unnoticed by the public.”


Seeing that the book had not yet made its way through the packed throng, the Maggid continued, “My father [Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel of Apta] once instructed me to spend the Shabbat of Parshat Devarim in the Maggid’s presence in Kozhnitz.


“An incredible miracle, brought about by the holy Maggid, happened during my stay there.”


The crowd of chassidim leaned forward and strained their ears to catch every last word. After all, who doesn’t love a story?


“It had been ten years since Yaakov Baruch and his wife stood under the chupah, and they had still not been blessed with a child. Yaakov Baruch managed to mask his depression behind a face that radiated happiness. But it was a façade. Inside, he was a broken man. Leah, on the other hand, didn’t even attempt to appear self-possessed, living as a downtrodden shell of her former self. Her blank eyes reflected the agony that gripped her heart.


“One day, Leah’s close friend told her, ‘I’m surprised that you still haven’t done anything about your situation, preferring instead to mope all day with folded hands.’


“Leah turned to her friend. ‘What else could I possibly do? I’ve been to doctors, attempted countless segulot, and my Tehillim has long been drenched with my tears . . .’


“‘You have to visit the Maggid of Kozhnitz,’ her friend said gently but firmly. ‘Many have already seen wonders through his blessings.’


“When Yaakov Baruch returned home later that day, he found his wife’s face glowing with joy.


“‘What’s all this about?’ he asked cautiously.


“‘Soon, with G‑d’s help, we’ll have a child!’ she exclaimed enthusiastically. ‘I will travel to Kozhnitz and ask the Maggid for a blessing. I will not leave his house without his promise of children.’


“‘OK then,’ Yaakov Baruch said, his skepticism undetected by his wife.


“For weeks, Leah determinedly traveled the roads leading to Kozhnitz. Upon reaching her destination, she didn’t stop to rest from her difficult journey and instead made her way directly to the Maggid’s house. Striding up to the assistant, she described her woes and demanded to be let inside the Maggid’s room.


“Ever patient and respectful, the gabbai listened to her story and appreciated her determination to travel to Kozhnitz. ‘Listen to what I have to say,’ the gabbai said once she finished speaking. ‘Tomorrow is Friday. In the hours before Shabbat, the Maggid reads the Torah along with the commentary of Onkelos. I suggest that you take advantage of this powerful moment. Quietly come into his study and remain until he finishes reading. Then you can approach him with whatever you need, and we’ll see what happens.’


“To prepare herself for the long-awaited visit, Leah rented a room at the local inn and spent the night reading Tehillim, splattering the worn pages with her tears until she lay down to rest. At the earliest hint of sunlight, Leah rose, prayed and returned to her Tehillim.


“Around noon, Leah walked over to the Maggid’s house and stood outside his study. Inside, the Maggid was bending over a Torah scroll, as was his custom. Surrounded by his disciples, the Maggid read the text with a fiery passion. Without warning or a knock, the study door swung open and the woman was quietly ushered inside by the assistant. The Maggid remained fixated on his reading and didn’t hear the arrival of this new guest.


“After finishing the last verse, the Maggid lowered himself into a chair and requested to see the visitor. Leah presented herself silently.


“‘Is your name Leah bat (“daughter of”) Zesel?’


“‘Yes,’ she said, somewhat surprised. She had never mentioned her name to anyone in Kozhnitz, much less the Maggid.


“‘You come here because you seek G‑d’s blessing of children?’


“‘Yes,’ replied Leah breathlessly. ‘That is my prayer and request.’


“‘If so, your salvation has already been spoken of in this week’s Torah portion, in which we read how Moses chides the people of Israel for being afraid to enter the Promised Land. “And your little ones, whom you said ‘for pray [they] will be,’” said Moses, they will be the ones to enter the land.’


“‘The word for “for pray” is lavoz, which is an acronym for Leah bat Zisel. Thus, we can read the verse as follows. And your little ones, for whom you have said that you wish a blessing, lavoz, for Leah ben Zisel, will be—G‑d will grant your request.’


“Leah’s eyes welled with tears of happiness. She retraced her footsteps and left the room, head still buzzing with the Maggid’s promise.

“And it goes without saying that Leah and Yaakov Baruch were blessed with a child.”


As Rabbi Yitzchak Meir finished his story, a hand emerged from the crowd and placed the book on the table. Picking it up, Rabbi Yitzchak Meir remarked, “Now that you have an inkling of the Maggid’s greatness, allow me to read a short passage from inside his book—true G‑dly wisdom!”

Adapted and translated from Sichat Hashavua #865
Reprinted from the Parashat Devorim 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
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