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Rav Tzvi Pesach Frank’s 
Inability to Understand Questions

From a Rabbinical Delegation 
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Rav Tzvi Pesach Frank


A story is told about Rav Tzvi Pesach Frank, zt”l. In the 1930’s, a vacancy had opened up for the position of Chief Rabbi of Yerushalayim. This was a very prestigious position that was meant to be filled by a distinguished Talmud Chacham, and many people felt that Rav Tzvi Pesach Frank was the perfect

person for the position.


 He was a recognized scholar whose brilliant rulings were accepted, throughout the world. He was also a skilled leader who had earned the respect and

admiration of many people. A delegation of the Rabbanim of Yerushalayim went to Rav Tzvi Pesach’s house to offer the position to him. 


However, they did not make their offer to him immediately. They first spoke about some of the issues and problems that were facing the people living in Yerushalayim. Rav Tzvi Pesach listened to them and agreed with their assessments, until finally, he asked, “Why are you telling me all of this? I am very aware of the challenges that confront the Jewish community, and you most certainly know that I am aware. Was there something in particular that you came to see me for?” 


The head of the delegation replied, “Rebbe, this is specifically what we are looking for: someone who has no idea as to why we are here. We are looking for someone who does not understand why we are coming to him. We want the next Rav of Yerushalayim to be someone who is so humble that he does not realize that we want him to be our next Rav, and Rebbe, we would like you to be the next Rav of Yerushalayim!” 


Rav Tzvi Pesach knew that the position was available, yet, he never once thought that he was being approached to be offered the job because of his

incredible humility, and that is one of the keys to greatness!

Reprinted from the Parshas Bamidbar 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg

Bentzion Zilber’s Faher

At the Mir Yeshiva


When Rav Yitzchak Zilber, OB”M, came from the Soviet Union to Israel, one of the first things he did was bring his 15-year-old son, Bentzion to the Mir Yeshivah, and asked Rav Chaim Shmulewitz, OB”M, to accept him into the vaunted institution. Rav Chaim looked at the boy, who clearly did not look ready for the “Mir experience,” especially since he was wearing shorts. Rav Chaim told him that unfortunately he would not be able to accept him, to which Rav Silber started to cry. “What could we do?” Rav Zilber lamented. “We tried our best. I was only able to teach him the three Talmudic tractates, the Bavas (Kamma, Metzia, and Basra). Rav Chaim was astounded. He tested the boy on the spot and saw that young Bentzion knew all three inside out. 
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Rabbi Yitzchak Zilber        Rabbi Chaim Shmuelewitz

Then, it was Rav Chaim’s turn to cry. Soon thereafter, Rav Chaim gave a Mussar Schmooze (ethics lecture) to the illustrious students and remarked: “if this 15-year-old boy could learn the hardest and longest sections of the Talmud while oppressed in the Soviet Union - under the constant threat of deportation – what excuse can we possibly offer if we didn’t master these tractates as well?” Comment: Indeed, how many of us can say that someone is not allowing us to learn? The freedom we have comes with a great responsibility. Of course, that freedom gets used up by working an extra hour, or being distracted by the entertainment options galore (even of so-to-speak “Kosher variety”). (Story related by Yehuda Leib Gold)
Reprinted from the Shavuos-Naso 5777 email of Reb Mendel Berlin’s Torah Sweets Weekly.
L’Maaseh

Rav Avrohom Pam and

The Dishonest Taxi Driver
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Rav Avrohom Pam and his youngest son, Asher, were once on their way to Yeshivah on a frigid cold Sunday morning. They were running late and the walk

to the subway would take about fifteen minutes.


Suddenly, a taxi started driving down the street. Rav Pam flagged it down, they got in the car, and asked the driver to please take them to the subway station. After a block or so, Rav Pam realized that the meter was not running.


When Rav Pam asked the driver about this, he replied, “Rabbi, I’m driving around for an hour looking for business, and I can’t afford to start the meter and report this trip! 

Rav Pam pleaded with him, “Please start the meter. I cannot travel with you if you don’t.” However, the driver refused to cooperate. Rav Pam said, “If you don’t turn on the meter, I will have to leave the taxi.”


But the driver said, “You can’t do that, Rabbi, it’s freezing outside,” and he continued to drive with the meter off. At the next corner, Rav Pam said, “Please stop the car, I’m getting out here.” Rav Pam paid what would have been the full fare to the subway station, added a tip, and left the cab along with his son. As they walked to the subway, Asher asked his father why he had paid the man so much. 
Rav Pam replied, “I had to do that in order to make sure that he would not feel in any way that we wronged him. A Kiddush Hashem is worth much more

than that, and even more so to avoid a Chillul Hashem!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Naso 5777 email of the Torah U’Tefilah: A Compilation of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Working on our Middos

The Dayan’s Son

Inability to Learn Torah
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Rabbi Akiva Eiger

The son of the Dayan of Posen was unable to learn Torah. They tried everything, but there was something that just wasn’t right. The Dayan brought his son to visit the Rav of their town, the Gadol HaDor, Rabbi Akiva Eiger, and asked him if he could help them.


Rabbi Akiva looked at the boy and then told his father, “He must have eaten some food that wasn’t Kosher, and that has caused him to be unable to learn Torah.” 

The Dayan answered, “That’s impossible, we only serve Kosher food!” After asking the child if he ever ate something that wasn’t from his house, he thought about it and answered that he remembers he once passed by a wedding hall with a friend, and someone had asked if they wanted some leftover food, and they ate it. 

The Dayan, along with Rebbi Akiva  Eiger, looked into the matter, and discovered that the hall in question was not always scrupulous about the food it served, and occasionally had food that was not Kosher.


Rebbi Akiva taught them how to do Teshuvah, and shortly after, the boy was finally able to start learning Torah!
Reprinted from the Parshas Naso 5777 email of the Torah U’Tefilah: A Compilation of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

It Once Happened

Feivish Henech, the

Sweet Singer of Psalms


Many years ago in Dubrovno there was a boy named Feivish Henech, who was a G-d-fearing lad. Although he was not a great student, he nevertheless devoted practically all his time to reciting Psalms, and this he did in the sweetest voice imaginable.


Feivish Henech was a beautiful-looking boy and his voice was a pleasure to listen to. When he sang the Psalms of praise, his voice rang with joy, so that everyone listening to him felt their beings permeated with gladness. But when Feivish recited the Psalms which were outpourings of the soul to the Alm-ghty, beseeching Him to help His troubled people, Feivish Henech's voice assumed such depths of melancholy and distress, that everyone felt full of sorrow and sadness.


When he reached the age of sixteen, he suddenly took it into his head to live differently from everyone. He spent literally every moment of his life reciting the Psalms. And in order that no one should deter him from his purpose, he stopped up his ears so that no sound of the outside world should reach him. He covered up his eyes so that no sight should disturb him, as he could recite the Psalms and prayers by heart. He ate hardly anything, fasting all day and only partaking of a crust of bread and drink of water at night.


On Shabbos or Yom Tov he ate white bread, instead of the darker bread, and in addition drank a glass of wine. One may have expected to see him become a physical wreck under the circumstances, but to everyone's surprise he became, if anything, even stronger and more handsome.


Naturally, he could not go unnoticed, and he was talked about all around the area of Dubrovno. When word of this strange Jewish hermit reached the ears of a certain anti-Semitic Polish squire, he decided he would have some sport with the Jew. He sent one of his servants to Dubrovno to bring Feivish back, but when the man heard that Feivish was a holy man whom it was impossible to approach, he fled in terror. 


When his master heard his story, he flew into a deadly rage and ordered the poor fellow to be publicly flogged. The usual penalty was fifteen lashes, after which the unfortunate victim had to crawl on all fours and kiss the feet of his tormentor, begging forgiveness. But when the lashes were administered to the back of the servant, nothing happened; there was no pain and no blood.


Everyone wondered what would happen now. It was known that the squire had sent other servants to fetch Feivish Henech the Hermit. The servants returned, but without Feivish. They related their story: "When we found the hermit, he was standing and praying. We called out to him, but he made no sign of having heard. I stepped up quite close to him and struck him with my whip, but it was as if it hadn't even touched him. Then I waited and tried to convince him to accompany us, but he refused to react and we had no choice, but to come without him."


The squire was in a frenzy of anger. "Saddle me a horse, and I myself will fetch this crazy Jew! Get the priest and he will accompany us." In the squire's heart was a creeping fear that the hermit might after all be a supernatural being.


When the priest heard that the squire planned to use force against Feivish Henech, he begged him, "Please, Your Honor, do not do anything against Feivish Henech the Hermit. He is a holy man and you will be wiser to leave him alone. I, myself, will have nothing to do with this foolishness."


"Aren't you ashamed? I will show you that he is merely mentally unhinged!" exclaimed the squire.


When the squire entered the study hall he greeted the Rav and the other community notables in a friendly manner, but he let them know that he was there to prove that this particular hermit who refused to see, hear, or eat was just crazy, and had nothing supernatural about him.


"You are playing with fire," they warned him, but he refused to listen.


"I have driven sense into many obstinate persons with this whip and shall now drive the nonsense out of this individual also!" With that he walked up to Feivish Henech and struck him with his whip. The whip fell out of his grasp and his hand dropped helplessly to his side as excruciating pains shot through his arm.


There was a feeling of panic in the air. The Jews feared the squire's retaliation against the entire community, while the squire's men were terrified of the hermit. They bundled up their master and ran for their carriage. Feivish the Hermit took no notice of the entire proceeding and continue to fill the hall with his exquisite singing.


The squire's pain became unbearable. He wanted to return to the hermit and beg forgiveness, but he was told that no one could approach the holy man. The doctors said there was no hope, other than to remove the arm before it poisoned the entire body.


From this time on, people in trouble tried to do something for the hermit, so that they might be helped, as a result. So it was that all the childless wives of the town gathered together and raised funds to build a study hall with special accommodation for Feivish Henech the Hermit to be called by his name.


It is an interesting fact that after this, all these childless wives bore children.

Adapted from the Memoirs of Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn.
Reprinted from the archives of L’Chaim Weekly, Issue #270 – Parshat Bahaaloscha 5773/1993.

The Kovno Rav’s Sensitivity to The Feelings of His Talmidim

By Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky


Rabbi Paysach Krohn, in the first book of his classic Maggid Series, relates the story of Rav Yitzchak Elchonon Spektor, the Kovno Rav. Under Russian law, all young men were obliged to enlist in the army. Besides the obvious ubiquitous threat of violent death, maintaining any semblance of religious observance in the army was virtually impossible. The only way out was an exemption from army service.


Yaakov, a student who was much beloved by his rebbi, Rav Yitzchak Elchonon, applied for an exemption. Moscow did not immediately respond to the request, and each day Yaakov's friends, together with their beloved Rebbe, Rav Yitzchak Elchonon, waited to hear any news of whether Yaakov's exemption was accepted.


One afternoon, Rav Yitzchak Elchonon was engrossed in a Rabbinic litigation. He sat together with Rav Elya Boruch Kamai, the Rav of Mir, and a third distinguished Rav. They were litigating a complex problem involving two wealthy businessmen. Both side was willing to compromise, and for hours the three Rabbis attempted to find an amicable yet halachically acceptable resolution.


Suddenly, the door opened and a young man stuck his head into the room. As soon as he saw Rav Yitzchak Elchonon, he excitedly addressed him. "Rebbi!" he exclaimed. "We just got the news, Yaakov was granted an exemption!" 


Rav Yitzchak Elchonon breathed a sigh of relief and said with a radiant smile, as he showered him with blessings. "May G-d bless you for bringing this wonderful news. May you merit long years and good health. Thank you ever so much!"


The boy left smiling, glad that he had made his rebbi so happy. Immediately the Rabbis resumed deliberations in an attempt to resolve the din Torah.
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Rav Yitzchak Elchonon Spektor


A few minutes later, another student opened the door. Not knowing that his rebbi already knew the news, he apologized for interrupting saying he had something very important to share. Then he announced with joy, "Rebbi, we've gotten word that Yaakov is exempt!"


Rav Yitzchak Elchonon replied with just as much enthusiasm as he had the first time. "How wonderful!" He showered him with blessings as well. "May G-d bless you for bringing this wonderful news. May you merit long years and good health. Thank you ever so much!"


The boy closed the door and left, beaming with joy that he had made his rebbi so happy.


Five minutes later, yet a third boy entered the room. "Rebbi, did you hear? Yaakov is exempt!" Once again Rav Yitzchak Elchonon smiled broadly and blessed the boy for the wonderful news. He thanked him and blessed him in the exact manner as with the previous boys.


Six times, different boys came in with the same news, each one anticipating the happiness their rebbi would feel at the news, each one not aware that others had preceded him. Rav Yitzchak Elchonon smiled at each boy, expressed his gratitude and made him feel as important as the first one.


The Ponovez Rosh Yeshiva, Rav Eliezer Schach, of blessed memory, once explained in a talk to his students that the attention to the honor of a fellow Jew is one of the most important lessons we can learn. Therefore the Torah repeated and repeated each and every Nasi with the same enthusiasm to teach us the importance of respect for the individual.


And now that the story of the repetitive princes was incorporated into the Torah, the lesson of individual attention, too, becomes not just a lesson in morality, but a portion of the Torah, whose study merits the same value as the most intricate laws that are contained in the most difficult portions. Because a lesson about honoring a fellow Jew is surely worth repeating.

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5777 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting

An Unexpected Life-Changing Trip to South America
By Rabbi Yoseph Vigler


A friend once shared with me his incredible story. He grew up Catholic in a small town in Portugal. He never had any contact with anyone or anything Jewish. But somehow he was always "off the derech." Never did accept anything he was told at face value, always had questions about [the Catholic] religion and never felt satisfied by the answers he was given.


When he was 21, his great uncle calls him out of the blue and requests that he come visit him in South America. He was even willing to pay for the flight. It was a strange request but the adventure was exciting and he undertook the trip. That trip was to change his life.

"In 1943, when I was fifteen," his great uncle told him, "your (maternal) grandmother arrived at our home as a four year old Jewish refugee and was adopted by my parents, who raised her Catholic. I thought you would want to know that."


Indeed. That information was earth shattering and a lot to digest.

Two weeks later his great uncle passed away.


His grandmother was long deceased. His mother had indeed known about the adoption, but decided to conceal it. He had no idea this now meant he was halachically Jewish, but gradually things changed. A friend, who happened to be an unaffiliated Jew, suggested that he study a little about Judaism to quench his curiosity. 

And Rabbi Google came to the rescue. It took 5 years to get to yeshiva in Tzfas, plus a conversion lechumra in Yerushalayim, since the adoption in 1943 could not be proven. Ten years later, he is married with a family and living a frum life.


I was awed by his story.

Here is a boy, a real tinok shenishba, who came out of nowhere, and whose soul is on fire and G-d guided his way back.


Those of us who were born into the system can take to heart.

Reprinted from the Shavuos 5777 email of Mayan Yisroel.

Story #1016
Laughing Below,

Dancing Above
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
editor@ascentofsafed.com

Once, while the Baal Shem Tov was sitting at the Shabbos night dinner table, he suddenly started to laugh heartily. After a few minutes, the Rebbe started laughing again. A short while later, the Rebbe laughed a third time!


The disciples who were present that night couldn't imagine what could cause their Rebbe to burst into such laughter, --and three times, no less!--but they didn't dare to ask. 

However, Saturday night, after the Havdalah ('end of Shabbos") ceremony¸ they asked one of their veteran members, Rabbi Ze'ev-Wolff Kitzis (who was also the Baal Shem Tov's brother-in-law), to query the Rebbe about this seemingly strange behavior. They knew it was his custom to visit the Baal Shem Tov at his home on Saturday nights while the Rebbe was smoking his pipe.


The Baal Shem Tov's response was to tell him, "Why don't you and the rest of the chevreh (the group of his close followers) accompany me on a journey now, and I will reveal to you what made me laugh."


The Baal Shem Tov then asked his gentile coach-driver, Alexi, to prepare the wagon and horses for a trip. The excursion lasted the entire night.


As the sky began to lighten, they arrived at a large town, which they soon found out was Apta. After praying in a local synagogue, the Baal Shem Tov went over to the leader of the congregation and asked him to send for Reb Shabsi the bookbinder. "And tell him to please bring his wife too," he added.


When they arrived, the Baal Shem Tov addressed Shabsi, "Please tell us what went on in your home on Shabbos night. Don't leave out anything."


Shabsi's jaw dropped in shock. After opening and closing his mouth several times, he began. "Rebbe, I'm sorry. If I've sinned, please instruct me how to rectify it." Then, after a glance at his wife, he related what happened.


"All my life I worked binding books, and thank G-d, it supported all my needs. My custom was that every Thursday I buy everything needed for Shabbos, and had everything ready for Shabbos long before midday on Friday. At midday, already dressed for Shabbos, I go to shul. There I review the weekly reading and read Song of Songs until it is time for the Mincha (afternoon prayer) and Welcoming the Shabbos prayers. Then I go home, pour a cup of wine and recite Kiddush.


"This was my practice for more than forty years. Lately however, since I became old, I don't have the strength to work as much. As a result, I slowly became impoverished. I rarely have the means to buy everything we need for Shabbos. Still, I maintain my custom to go to shul at midday on Friday, already prepared for the holy day.


"This past Friday was especially difficult. I had no money at all to buy anything for Shabbos. When midday came, I told my wife that I nevertheless was going to go to shul as always, and I asked her to promise not to go to the neighbors to borrow anything for Shabbos-no oil for lighting candles, nor food nor wine nor flour to bake challah. Even if they offered to give she should not take. I felt in total agreement with the statement of our sages, 'It is better to make Shabbos like a weekday, than to be dependent on others.'


"I went to shul as usual and learned and prayed, yet feeling uneasy knowing that my house was dark and empty of anything for Shabbos. After completion of the Shabbos night prayers, I waited till everyone else left before I set out for home. I didn't want to answer their questions if they should notice through our window that no candles were burning.


"I was still a short distance from home when I noticed that there was bright light coming from my front window! I could barely trust my eyes. I knew there was no oil or candles in the house.


"I felt bad, realizing that my wife certainly wasn't able to stand up to the test and had gone to the neighbors to borrow candles. And perhaps food too!


"When I went inside, I saw the table was set beautifully, and the whole house smelled of delicious food! For a moment I became angry; I had told my wife to promise me that she wouldn't borrow anything, and clearly she didn't keep her word.


"Nevertheless, I decided I was not going to say anything so as not to cause any arguments and thereby spoil the peace and harmony of Shabbos. I understood it must have been difficult for her.


"Instead, I sang Shalom Aleichem and Eishes Chayil (the two traditional pre-Kiddush hymns) as usual. However, when my wife brought over the wine for Kiddush and covered the beautiful challahs, I was unable to hold back, and I asked her as gently as I could why she broke her promise.


"Did she surprise me! She stated that she didn't break her word. She quickly explained that after I left for shul she didn't know what to do: there was no food to prepare and she had already cleaned the house. So, she decided that instead of sitting idle, she would busy herself cleaning out the storage chest and refolding the old clothes in it.


"Inside the chest was an old coat, and in its pockets she discovered a pair of matching gloves that had been missing for many years, on which the buttons and decorative flowers --the fashion decades ago--were made of pure silver! She snipped them off and rushed to a silversmith in the marketplace, who willingly purchased them for a tidy sum. With the money, she went to the nearby stalls of the food and beverage sellers, and purchased everything we could possibly need for Shabbos, in her excitement sparing no expense.


"Hearing this, I also became excited, and very happy and grateful. I recited Kiddush with great joy. We washed our hands and said the blessing for bread over the two fresh challahs, and as soon as I finished chewing my first bite, I thanked my wife for what she had done, and when she served the gefilte fish I told her how lucky we were to have such a blessing from the Creator, that He saved us from poverty and taking charity and enabled us to honor the Shabbos properly.


"In our joy, we both got up and danced energetically like a young chatan and kallah (bride and groom) on the day of their wedding! After a while we sat back down and ate chicken soup and roasted meat and other delicious foods.


"I couldn't contain my great happiness, though, so I took her by the hand and we danced again! Finally, we got tired. We returned to the table and ate a rich selection of fruits and desserts, which led to our getting up and dancing a third time! We were so happy and so thankful to G-d for how he helped us, that dancing seemed to be the only way we could show Him our joy and gratitude!"


The elderly bookbinder completed his words by repeating, "Rebbe, I'm sorry. If I've sinned, please instruct me how to rectify it."


The Baal Shem Tov beamed at Shabsi, and turned to the eagerly listening chasidim. "Each of the three times Reb Shabsi and his wife danced around the Shabbos table last night, the angels in heaven too rejoiced and danced! This was what delighted me and made me laugh three times."


Turning back to Shabsi and his wife, Perle, the Baal Shem Tov addressed the woman directly. "In the merit of your great Shabbos efforts and the extraordinary rejoicing of you both, you are to be granted a special blessing. Would you like that you live the rest of your days in great wealth, or do you want a blessing to have a child in your old age?"


Perle answered instantly. "Would good will riches do us? We are old, in our sixties, and childless. Rebbe. Please bless me and my husband to have a good son." Shabsi nodded his head vigorously at hearing her choice.


The Baal Shem Tov said "Amen," and declared that by this time next year, Reb Shabsi and his wife would have a son. He also said that he would attend the brit milah circumcision ceremony and be the sandek (the man who holds the baby on his lap during the physical circumcision), and that their son would be a bright light for them in the World of Truth.


And that's what happened. Before twelve months, the elderly couple had a baby boy! Rabbi Yisrael Baal Shem Tov was the sandek at the brit, and they named the infant 'Yisrael' after him.


This child grew up to be a great Torah scholar and a leading chasidic rebbe in his own right. He was none other than Rabbi Yisrael, the famed 'Maggid ("Preacher") of Kozhnitz'!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles, from the delightful book, Why the Baal Shem Tov Laughed, by Shterneh Citron (Aaronson), with some additions based on the lengthier rendition in the Hebrew classic, Sipurei Chasidim, by the great scholar, Rabbi S. Y. Zevin, and a few supplementary biographical notes from Chasidic Masters by Aryeh Kaplan (Moznaim).

Rabbi Yisroel Haupstein [5497 - 14 Tishrei 5575 (1737 - Sept. 1814 C.E.)], the "Maggid" (preacher) of Kozhnitz was a major disciple of the Rebbe Reb Elimelech of Lyzhensk and, along with the 'Seer' of Lublin, the main spreader of the Chasidic movement to Poland-Galitzia. He acquired his position in Koznitz at age 28, and lived there for the rest of his life, known for his passionate prayer and many miracles. He is the author of the chassidic-kabbalistic work, 'Avodas Yisrael' and fifteen other kabbalistic books. His miraculous birth to an elderly couple is the subject of a famous Baal Shem Tov story.

Reprinted from last week’s email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com
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