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The Shabbos Meal at the Chofetz Chaim’s Home
[image: ]
Once, a young man was traveling home from out of town, trying to arrive in time for Shabbos. He passed through Radin on Erev Shabbos and realized that he would not make it home in time for Shabbos. He decided to stay in Radin for Shabbos, and merited to stay at the house of a relative of his, the Chofetz Chaim. 
The young man was exhausted from his travels and decided to take a quick nap before Shabbos started. When he woke up, he saw that it was already very dark outside. The Chofetz Chaim noticed that he was up and greeted him with a warm ‘Gut Shabbos!’ He told him to daven Kabalas Shabbos and Ma’ariv, and then they would have the Seudah. 
After he finished davening, the Chofetz Chaim said Kiddush and they washed and had the meal. The young man wondered where the rest of the family was, but thought it was impolite to ask. After Bentching, the Chofetz Chaim wished him a Gut Shabbos again, and left to go to sleep. The young man was not tired, so he walked around the house a little. He was shocked when he saw the clock in the kitchen read 4:00 in the morning! 
He thought to himself that the clock must be wrong, it can’t be that late! He went to his room and went to sleep. In the morning, he asked the Rebbetzen if the clock in the kitchen was accurate, and she said it was. 
He asked her what happened when Shabbos started and she told him, “You were sleeping so soundly when Shabbos began that the Chofetz Chaim didn’t want to wake you. He also refused to start the Seudah without you, so I made Kiddush for the rest of the family. We ate and then we went to sleep. The Chofetz Chaim stayed up and learned while he waited for you to get up and have the Shabbos Seudah together with you!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U Tefilah.

The Beauty of Noticing
the Small Things
By R’ Yoni Schwartz
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Rav Chaim Ozer Grodzensky, ZT”L, remembered not only as a giant of Torah but also as a remarkable ba’al chesed, lived in Vilna. Those who knew him testified to his extraordinary ability to process information and multitask. Visitors to his home might find twenty people around his table while he simultaneously wrote a letter with one hand, a teshuva with the other, and carried on several conversations - all at once. With the burden of European Jewry on his shoulders, he was constantly occupied.
When Rav Simcha Wasserman, ZT”L, was a young child, he once visited Rav Grodzensky. Not long before, he had received a new shirt - something rare and precious in those days - and his joy was evident. 
Entering the crowded room, he was struck by the commotion surrounding the Rav. Suddenly, the room grew quiet. Despite being short in stature and almost hidden among the people, Rav Grodzensky noticed young Rav Wasserman’s new shirt and publicly complimented him. Rav Wasserman later said that this small moment left a profound and lasting impression on his understanding of what chesed truly means.
Comment: In this week’s Parsha, Nitzavim, we are called to enter a covenant not only with Hashem but with our fellow Jews as well. Acts such as giving charity, organizing community initiatives, and volunteering are of great importance. Yet, as Rav Wasserman learned, being a true ba’al chesed is just as much about noticing the little things and acknowledging those often overlooked as it is about the grand gestures.

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of Torah Sweets.

The Invisible Hand of Hashem

In Yerushalayim lived a young man named Shmuel*, a diligent yeshiva student. He had struggled for years to find a shidduch. Each shidduch meeting failed in subtle ways: a sudden illness, a missed train, or an unexpected obligation. Shmuel began to feel discouraged, yet he kept davening, asking Hashem for guidance. 
Across the city lived Leah*, a young woman of exceptional character and piety. Like Shmuel, she had met a few boys, but nothing ever “clicked.” She kept thinking, Hashem will send the right one in the right way. 
One Thursday, Shmuel’s rebbe suggested a meeting with Leah. Shmuel hesitated. “Rebbe,” he said, “what if it doesn’t work?” 
The rebbe smiled: “Trust Hashem. Even a small step can reveal His guidance.” 
The meeting was set for a Friday afternoon. On the day of the meeting, Shmuel’s bus broke down halfway to Leah’s neighborhood. Normally, he would have turned back—but something inside told him to continue walking. As he trudged through the streets, he davened quietly, asking Hashem for clarity. 
Meanwhile, Leah had been delayed by a minor accident at her apartment: a pipe had burst, soaking the floor. She rushed to change clothes, worrying she would be late. By a strange twist, she left home just as Shmuel arrived on foot, soaked from the rain. 
Their eyes met as they entered the same small café. Both were flustered from the delays, yet the moment their conversation began, it was as if nothing else existed in the world. They spoke about Torah, chessed, and life goals— and realized with growing awe how aligned their values were. 
Later, they learned something astonishing: years before, both had unknowingly assisted the same elderly neighbor at separate times, never meeting each other. And now, by an almost miraculous alignment, their paths had finally crossed. 
After they got engaged, they realized that every obstacle—the bus breaking down, the burst pipe, the delays—was actually Hashem guiding them, step by step, to this exact moment. Years later, they would tell their children: “Sometimes, a shidduch doesn’t seem possible. But notice the invisible Hand of Hashem—the way events align in ways that could not have happened by chance. That is the hashgacha pratis in shidduchim.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of The Weekly Vort.

Seeing Too Much
From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles
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Rabbi Aharon Moshe was a follower of Rabbi Yaakov Yitzchak Horowitz, the Seer of Lublin. He always made an effort to spend as little time as possible in the company of Jewish sinners. This was not because he looked down upon them, or even that he did not have feelings of love for them as his fellow-Jews. Neither was the case.
Rather, his level of purity was such that with one glance, his penetrating spiritual vision could detect their most intimate secrets, including every physical sin they had done. This awareness made him so uncomfortable that he avoided such encounters whenever he possibly could.
“What shall I do, that I am able to see into the hearts of others...?"

Asking the Ohev Yisroel for Advice
One time he happened to be in the same place as Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, the Rebbe of Apt, known to one and all as the Ohev Yisrael -— “Lover of Jews.” The chassid seized the opportunity to consult with him, and asked plaintively, “What shall I do, that I am able to see into the hearts of others, and what I see distresses me so?”
The rebbe (who often referred to himself in the plural) replied, “My dear Aharon Moshe, in our youth we also saw things. When a Jew would come before us, we would immediately know what he was and what were his deeds. How many incarnations he had been through, and what were his mistakes and blemishes in each lifetime.

Looking for the Good in Other Jews
“Later on, we came to the realization that it is not appropriate to see into another Jew’s heart and the mysteries that are concealed there, in order to perceive things that are not positive. So, we prayed to the Merciful One that He remove from us this ability. Since then, whenever a Jew comes before us, we see only the good deeds and the soul-rectifications that he accomplished in each incarnation.
“So, you too, Aharon Moshe, should request this of the Almighty, and thereby cease to perceive what is not necessary to see.”
Connection to the verse: “The secret things are for G‑d, our G‑d, while the revealed belongs to us and our children.” (Deut. 29:28)
Translated and adapted from Sichat HaShavua 1073.
Biographical note: Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel (1755—5 Nissan 1825), the Apter Rebbe, was an important disciple of Rabbi Elimelech of Lizhensk. He is also often referred to as “the Ohev Yisrael,” both after the title of the famous book of his teachings, and also because its meaning (“Lover of Jews”) fits him so aptly.

Reprinted from the website of Kabbala Online, a project of Ascent of Safed in Israel.


A Baal Shem Tov Story:
Learning Mussar from a Goy

Once, the Baal Shem Tov was sitting with his students and he told them that one has to learn Mussar from everything in the world, and that it is even possible to learn good character and Mussar from a goy. The students were amazed and thought, ‘How is it possible that lessons of holiness can come from a goy, and teach Mussar to Bnei Yisroel?’ 
Not even a few moments passed when they heard a knock coming from outside below the window. When they looked out the window, a goy was standing there and he asked if there was anything that might need to be fixed. This was common in those days, that handymen went around and people would give them their items to be repaired. 

The Words of Goyish Handyman
When they told him there was nothing that day that needed his service, he told them, “Surely you have many items that need to be repaired. The truth is though, that you don’t want them fixed. Therefore, you should not say that you don’t have anything to be fixed, rather, you should say that you do not want to fix them.” 
Immediately, the Baal Shem Tov explained to his students why this had just occurred. It was to teach them that Hashem wanted to awaken them through the words of the goy, and Hashem had sent him at that very moment to teach them that there is much within ourselves that needs repair. 
The Baal Shem Tov said, “This should be Mussar for us! Even a holy lesson can be presented in the form of a goy, to teach us to correct our ways and ‘utensils’ while we are still in this world. If we don’t work on improving ourselves, we should at least be honest and not say that we don’t need the improvement, but rather that we don’t want to improve!” 
The Baal Shem Tov taught that nothing occurs in this world by chance, not even the tiniest movement. Anything that we see occur was arranged with amazing Providence from Hashem, and it is for the purpose to awaken us to recognize Hashem, even if the lesson comes from a goy!

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah.


The Seed is Never Wasted
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One Shabbos morning, an elderly man entered Bais Pinchas, the Bostoner Rebbe’s Chassidic Center. He came to shul wearing a tallis and a kippah serugah. The Rebbe’s son and successor, Rav Naftali, asked the gabbai, sexton, to call the man to the Torah. 
The elderly man refused the Aliyah. He thanked the gabbai for the gesture, but he would decline the honor. Rav Naftali thought that perhaps the man had difficulty reciting the brachos, so he instructed the gabbai to honor him with gelilah, rolling and binding the Torah. The man once again declined the honor. He also refused to open the Aron Kodesh for the recitation of Anim Zemiros. It was almost as if he were allergic to anything related to a Torah scroll. 
After Kiddush, the present Rebbe asked the man for an explanation. He said, “While I may now be from St. Louis, in the 1960’s, I was a practicing physician at Massachusetts General Hospital. During that period, I became friendly with your father (Horav Levi Yitzchak Horowitz, the Bostoner Rebbe). My own father was born in Europe and raised in a strictly Orthodox home. Religion was a vital part of his life until he emigrated to America, where he gave it all up and became secular in outlook and observance. 
“My father maintained one connection to his religious past. He still respected the Torah. He could not completely turn his back on the lifeblood of our people. Thus, he felt it would be disrespectful for someone like him to touch a Torah scroll. So, on the rare occasion that he went to shul, he would never accept an Aliyah or even touch the Sefer Torah. This is my family background. 
“In the 1960’s, I was offered a prestigious position in St. Louis. The hospital where I would work was a far cry from Mass General. I was left in a quandary: Do I choose prestige over hospital, or stay where I am and patiently wait for a position to open up? 
“I went to the Rebbe, who asked me if I had children. I replied that I had two boys and a girl who attended the local public school. He asked if I was pleased with the public school education, and I replied that my wife was happy with it. Upon hearing this, the Rebbe encouraged me to move to St. Louis and enroll my children in the Orthodox day school. He would speak to the Rabbi to ensure our children’s acceptance in the school. 
“I followed the Rebbe’s guidance. Today, my two sons and their families are observant. One lives in Israel. My daughter, sadly, decided to continue her secular affiliations. I have your father to thank for my sons’ adherence to Torah and mitzvos.” 
The Rebbe planted one seed, and it produced spiritual growth—perhaps not all that they had hoped for, but far better than if they would have remained in Boston. Now, for the rest of the story. The man elaborated on his family’s history and their origins as Orthodox Jews. 
“My grandmother grew up in Lutzk, Poland. The Bais HaLevi was the Rav at the time. When the Russian army attempted to draft him, my great-grandfather went to the Rav to seek his advice and blessing. Soldiers in the Russian army were ‘discouraged’ from practicing their religious faith. Judaism was at the top of their list. 
“The Bais HaLevi said, ‘I will hide your son in my house.’ He remained there until it was safe to return home. He married and had a son, whom, when he was of age, he sent to Dvinsk to study under the Ohr Sameach. He became an expert sofer, scribe, but it was not a lucrative vocation in Europe at the time. He left for America, where he settled in Pennsylvania. 
“Living in an area that was bereft of Yiddishkeit did not provide a positive religious influence, and, before long, he was no longer keeping Shabbos. He married a like-minded woman, and I am their son.” 
The Bais HaLevi initiated the process. The Ohr Sameach continued it. The ball was sadly dropped for two generations, until the Bostoner Rebbe’s advice played a role in bringing it back. The seed does not decompose. It lies dormant, waiting for the right opportunity for it to grow.

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of Peninim on the Torah.
The Stoliner Rebbe’s
Wise Advice
By Yehuda Z Klitnick

Reb Yisrael Perlow was the son of Reb Asher of Stolin. Yisrael was only four-and-a-half years old when his saintly father was nifter, but he had shown brilliancy, and the elder Chassidim, found condolence in the young boy, and crowned him as Rebbe to continue the holy unbroken chain of Stolin-Karlin Rebbes. 
Thousands of people came to see a Tish headed by a young boy. Hence he is known as the Yenuka, a young boy. However, in Stolin, he is known as the Frankfurtor, since he is buried there. The second day of Rosh Hashanah 5622, the Rebbe passed away in the hospital in Bodenheim at the young age of 51 and he was buried in Frankfurt..
Reb Yisrael Yitzchok Meshi Zahav traveled to raise money for needy people in Jerusalem. Whenever he was to leave back to Jerusalem, he would visit the Stoliner Rebbe, Reb Yisrael, in Stolin to get a bracha for a safe trip home. The ship to Israel was in Odessa, and Reb Meshi Zahav would take a train, which had a stop in Horin, outside of Stolin, and see the Rebbe. 

Before the World War I Broke Out
This was in 1914 right before World War 1 broke out and he wanted to get on a ship from Odessa to Israel. Reb Meshi Zahav realized that it was a dangerous time in the world and made sure to make a stop in Stolin to get a bracha from the Rebbe.
The Rebbe greeted him warmly and got into an interesting discussion which took quite a while, but Reb Meshi Zahav didn’t have the Chutzpah to tell the Rebbe, that he would miss his train to Odessa. After the discussion, the Rebbe asked Reb Meshi Zahav to stay overnight in Stolin. However, Reb Meshi Zahav told the Rebbe that if he missed the train he would lose eight rubles which is a lot of money. 
The Rebbe pleaded with him to stay overnight, and if he decided to go, the Rebbe wouldn’t give him a bracha and take upon himself if anything happened! Reb Meshi Zahav heard what the Rebbe said, but felt that he could not afford to lose eight rubles, and if the Rebbe won’t give him a bracha, so be it, and he left the room. 
It didn’t take long when the Rebbe sent his Gabbay to have Reb Meshi Zahav come back to him as he needed to send something very important to Eretz Yisrael. This was stressful to Reb Meshi Zahav, but he figured it would only take a few minutes to go to the Rebbe and pick up what the Rebbe wanted to send, and he would still have enough time to catch the train to Odessa.
When Reb Meshi Zahav returned to the Rebbe, he was received again very warmly. The Rebbe thanked him for coming back and told him he wanted to write a short letter to his Chassidim in Eretz Yisrael to give them Chizuk in this period. Reb Meshi Zahav reluctantly said he would wait until the Rebbe finished the letter. He sits down in the waiting room and waits, however, the door to the Rebbe stays closed and he realizes that he has no choice but to wait now! 

Realizing that He Had Missed the Train
He looked at his watch and saw that he missed the train to Odessa and would have to catch the next train. Finally, the Rebbe opened the door handed over the letter to Reb Meshi Zahav and gave him a warm bracha for a safe trip home. Reb Meshi Zahav was a bit upset that he lost eight rubles but he arrived near the train station to wait for the next train, he saw that the station was closed and ambulances and police were at the station. 
He went to find out what happened. and he was told that as soon as the train left the station, it collided with an oncoming train and hundreds of people perished in the accident. The next train might only leave tomorrow afternoon.
Reb Meshi Zahav realized that the Rebbe foresaw everything and he owed his life to the Rebbe. He returned to Stolin, and the Rebbe asked nonchalantly, why he returned so soon. Reb Meshi Zahav was in shock and told the Rebbe about the accident, and the Rebbe saved his life!

Denying that it was a Miracle
The Rebbe answered it was not a miracle! I saw on your forehead that you were destined to live, and I wanted to save you from going on the train and having agony and aggravation. Reb Meshi Zahav decided to stay a few days in Stolin. However, the next day right after davening the Rebbe called over Reb Meshi Zahav and told him to leave immediately and catch the train to Odessa! Reb Meshi Zahav understood that the Rebbe saw everything and said goodbye and went as fast as could to catch the next train to Odessa. 
When Reb Meshi Zahav came to the port in Odessa he purchased a ticket and went onto the ship. Reb Meshi Zahav arrived in Eretz Yisrael and heard that his ship was the last one that was allowed to leave Odessa. If the Rebbe wouldn’t have pushed him to go then and there, he would have had to stay in Russia until after the war! Reb Meshi Zahav was forever grateful to the Stoliner Rebbe for saving his life. This story was retold by his son Reb Chaim David Meshi Zahav of Jerusalem.

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim 5785 email of Pardes Yehuda.
Wrong Number, Right Party
By Rabbi Paysach Krohn

Rabbi Asher Fleishman traveled throughout the world for the benefit of his yeshivah. During one of his trips to New York, he suddenly became ill. He had been under a New York doctor's care for many years because of a heart condition, and always carried his physician's phone number with him so that he could call him if necessary.
The very sharp chest pains that he felt made him realize that he had to get medical attention at once. He broke into a cold sweat as weakness began to overtake him. He fumbled for his telephone book to get the right number. Although feeling faint, he mustered enough strength to reach for the phone. Slowly he dialed the number, trying to control his panic. He prayed that the line would not be busy.
The phone rang. After it rang a second time, a woman picked up. "Hello?"
"Is Doctor Miller there? This is Rabbi Fleishman," he said, in a low, husky voice.
"Yes," the woman said in surprise. "The doctor happens to be here. I'll get him to the phone."
Told who it was, the doctor ran to the phone to see if the Rabbi was all right. "How are you? Is everything all right with you?" the doctor asked quickly.
R' Asher described his pains, and the doctor assured him that he would be over to see him in a few moments. "But how did you know that I was here?" the doctor asked. "I didn't tell anyone where I was going."
"You're not in your office?" asked the surprised R' Asher.
"No," replied the doctor. "I'm on an emergency call a few blocks from my home. Not even my wife knows where I am. I said nothing to her, because I thought I'd be right back."
"I just dialed your regular number," the incredulous R' Asher insisted.
Then the doctor looked down at the phone from which he was speaking. The numbers were precisely the same as his office phone except for one, in which the number was one digit off. By inadvertently dialing one of the numbers incorrectly, R' Asher had actually dialed the "right" number!
Later, after having been taken to the hospital, the Rabbi was told that his life had been saved only because he had reached the doctor in time. (The Maggid Speaks)

Reprinted from Parshat Ki Tabo 5785 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.


Everyone Has a Story

Sometimes giving kavod means listening to people. Everyone has a story. To some, the story may be boring and negligible, but, to the person relating the story, it is his life. 
Rav Moshe Shapira’s father had a brother who was murdered in Auschwitz. The brother, Rav Shraga Feivel, had been a Rosh Yeshivah in a suburb of Antwerp. When Rav Moshe made a trip to Antwerp for a speaking engagement, his father asked him to research whether anyone knew how his brother had been murdered. [Sadly, we have no record of yahrzeits for many of the Holocaust’s victims.]
While he was in Antwerp, Rav Moshe discovered that a Jew who was living in Monsey, N.Y., had travelled with Rav Shraga Feivel on the train to Auschwitz. This man was one of the fortunate survivors of the infamous death camp. 
While it would have been easy for Rav Moshe to make a long-distance call to Monsey, he felt it was improper kibud av not to go to meet the man, listen to his story and, perhaps, piece together the last moments of Rav Shraga Feivel’s life. Rav Moshe went to Monsey. (This was probably during his tenure as a Rosh Yeshivah in Stanford, CT.) 
He met the man, who was now an elderly widower living in a small, shabby basement apartment. The story the man related was captivating: “The Nazis took us away shortly after Sukkos, 1942. We clung to one another, reciting Tehillim in the misery of the cattle car. We arrived at Auschwitz at noon, and we were immediately sent to the Selektzia. He [Rabbi Shapira’s uncle] was immediately sent to the left side and, within, two hours, his holy neshamah returned to its Heavenly Source. I was sent to the right, resulting in three years of pure Gehinnom. It was through chasdei Hashem and miracles from Above that I survived.” 
The man related a number of miracles by which he was spared death. He spoke for a few hours, and Rav Moshe listened intently: an elderly survivor and a brilliant Rosh Yeshivah. The stories were not new, but the Rosh Yeshivah sat there reverently, on the edge of his chair, treating the survivor with the respect that he deserved. At that moment, the survivor no longer felt like a relic, a burden to be tolerated. He was alive and vibrant. Indeed, a Rosh Yeshivah was listening to his story! He was now a teacher, a carrier of the flame that had been kindled in pre-World War II Europe, which he was transmitting to the next generation via this Rosh Yeshivah. 
When Rav Moshe listened, he gave the man back something which the Nazis tried to take from him: his humanity, his voice. Rav Moshe Shapira gave it back to him by according him the derech eretz he deserved.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayelech 5785 email of Peninim on the Torah.


The 9/11 Dental Miracle

Rabbi Yitzchak Hisiger (“Moments of Greatness”) relates the following story. Bernie and his wife Faye spent two weeks every January in Phoenix, Arizona. Bernie was a stock analyst for Morgan Stanley, whose 3700 employees worked out of the top floors of what used to be the Twin Towers of the World Trade Center in Manhattan. 
When Bernie and Fay did not appear at their usual haunts during January, 2001, it was assumed that Bernie, like his fellow co-workers, was a victim of the 9/11 terrorist attack. When they appeared a few weeks later than their usual visit, everyone thought they were ghosts. How did Bernie possibly survive the conflagration?

Suffered Excruciating Pain During the Holocaust
Apparently, Bernie was a Holocaust survivor who had suffered excruciating pain as a subject of the infamous medical experiments which the accursed Nazis performed. The fiends used Bernie’s mouth as the target of their inhumane medical experiments. They would routinely cut into his gums and jawbone in order to extract teeth. This was all done without anesthesia, causing debilitating physical pain and lasting emotional trauma. 
As a result, Bernie would not hear of the thought of going to the dentist. The mere mention of the word dentist sent him into a tailspin. Finally, the dental pain Bernie was experiencing became so intense that he agreed to go to the dentist. Faye called around and located a specialist who would see Bernie at 9:00 a.m. on September 11th.
This was the first time that Bernie missed work. As a result of Divine Providence, Bernie was the only employee of his division at Morgan Stanley who survived that day. He was at the dentist when the planes came crashing into the towers.

The Catalyst for His Survival a Half Century Later
Tortured by the Nazis; subjected to indescribable pain, the cruelty that Bernie experienced fifty years earlier had actually been the catalyst that laid the groundwork for his survival. Hashem is in control. The Anochi that was brilliantly manifest during Yetzias Mitzrayim, the Egyptian exodus, is concealed beneath layers of chronic pain, shock and emotional trauma. 
It may be concealed, but the Anochi is present, waiting to be revealed. We have to look for it – with our eyes, our hearts and our minds. In Likutei MoHaran, Horav Nachman Breslover, zl, reiterates his grandfather’s (Baal Shem Tov’s) words: V’afilu b’hastarah b’toch ha’hastarah; “Even in a concealment within a concealment, Hashem is certainly present. And behind the difficult things that stand before you, Ani omeid, Ani omeid, Ani omeid; “I stand, I stand, I stand.” ועתה כתבו לכם את השירה הזאת

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayelech 5785 email of Penimim on the Torah.
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