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Rav Avigdor Miller’s Commitment to the
Concept of Kedushah
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Rav Avigdor Miller

Rav Yisroel Brog recalled some stories from his grandfather, Rav Avigdor Miller, zt”l: I remember we had a small family Simchah that took place in a Shul basement. My grandfather saw a young girl there who was about six years old. She was walking around, and she was not one hundred percent dressed modestly as a Tzenuah. 
Rav Miller got very upset. He insisted that they put up a Mechitzah, right then and there in the middle of the Simchah. However, no one listened to him. So he got up and he said, “This demands Tznius. We need a Mechitzah.” 
Some people snickered, saying, “It’s okay. There aren’t any strangers here. It’s just family.” 
But my Zeida got up. He brought over two coat racks and he placed them between the men and the ladies. Then he got some extra tablecloths and draped them over the coat racks. He did this all by himself, and he made a Mechitzah. 
Rav Brog said that later, Rav Miller said to him, “I saw the snickering, and it doesn’t bother me at all!”
Rav Miller had tremendous strength to make Gedarim for the sake of Kedushah. One time, when my Zeida was in his upper 80’s, I drove by his Shul in the summertime, and I noticed that the few windows that he had in the front of the Shul were open, and the door was wide open. 
Now, it wasn’t at a time when the Shul was in use, and I knew my Zeida was very careful about keeping the windows and the doors closed. There was no such thing for him to not check to make sure that the doors and windows were closed. I pulled my car over and I said, “I have to check this out and see what’s going on.”
I walked into the Ezras Nashim. The front door of the Shul opened up to the Ezras Nashim, and the entrance to the Bais Medrash was on the side. When I walked in, I saw a lady sitting in the middle of the Ezras Nashim. She was a Tzniusdik’e lady. I wondered what she was doing there? 
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Rabbi Yisroel Brog
I said, “Excuse me, can I help you? Could I give you some assistance? Are you looking for something?” 
She turned around and said, “I’m talking to the Rav.” 
I thought to myself, “Oh, this is another one of those characters, one of those Miller nuts.” I said to myself, “Who knows what this is here?” I said to her, “I’m the Rabbi’s grandson. What are you doing here?” 
All of a sudden, I hear my grandfather, Rav Miller, say, “Who is there?” I walked through the Ezras Nashim, around the Mechitzah and into the Bais Medrash. My Zeida was sitting on a folding chair facing the Ezras Nashim, and he had a Sefer Mesilas Yesharim on in his lap that was open to the first Perek. 
I said to him, “Oh, Zeida, you’re learning with her?” 
He said, “No, I’m talking with her.” 
I went back outside and I went home. The next time I met my Zeida, I said, “What was going on in the Shul at that time? All the doors were open, all the windows were open, and a Mesilas Yesharim was on your lap. What was all that for? 
He told me, “You could never be too careful! You could never be too careful!” He was sitting on the men’s side and the Mechitzah was completely closed so he couldn’t see the woman he was talking with. This was Kedushah, and Rav Miller made Gederim so that he wouldn’t stumble with Kedushah!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeitzei 5786 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’ Tefilah.
A Deep Breath
By Rabbi Baruch Lev
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This story occurred during hol hamo’ed Succot. Our entire family was in the car and we were on our way to Yerushalayim, where we planned to spend the day. We wanted to go to the Kotel for Bircat Kohanim, after which we would visit relatives.
About halfway to our destination, two-year-old Chezky began coughing and wheezing. A rattling accompanied each breath, and it was clear that Chezky felt as if he were choking. The toddler’s breathing sounded as if there were something obstructing it. We began to worry that a foreign body was lodged in his throat, so as soon as we arrived in Yerushalayim, instead of heading for the Old City, we went directly to Terem, the urgent-care center at the entrance to Yerushalayim.
The children waited in the lobby while my wife and I took Chezky to the emergency room. The doctor ordered a series of X-rays and, when nothing was found, a fluoroscope. Needless to say, the procedure took quite a while, and the other children were becoming increasingly restless. They had planned on enjoying a hol hamo’ed outing at the Kotel, not sitting for hours in an emergency room. We understood their disappointment, but explained to them that although we thought that the best place for us to be was at the Kotel, evidently Hashem had different plans for us. If it was ordained that we spend this time in an emergency room, then that was what was good for us. A Jew should never complain about how things turn out, for everything is planned from Above.
Two hours later Chezky was discharged healthy and whole. The doctors had found an obstruction in his windpipe, a tiny piece of apple, which they removed, and Baruch Hashem, his breathing had returned to normal. Despite the late hour, we decided to continue with our original plan to visit the Kotel, even though Bircat Kohanim was long over. We phoned our relatives to tell them of our delay and were surprised by the anxious tone of voice on the other end of the line.
“What happened? Is everyone okay? Where are you?”
“At Terem.”
“What? Were you hit by stones at the Kotel?”
After a minute or two we began to get the picture. Hashem, in His great mercy, had led us to Terem instead of to the Kotel where, during Bircat Kohanim, Arabs had thrown stones and other projectiles upon the worshippers below. I shuddered to think how we, with eight small children in tow, could have managed to escape the great danger.
Despite our personal salvation, we were greatly distressed to learn that Jews were forced to run for their lives from our holiest site. Our compassion went out to those who had been injured, and we prayed that they would have a complete recovery. As for us, our family had the merit to learn firsthand that a Jew never really knows what is best for him. (Excerpted from the Feldheim book – “There is No Such Thing as Coincidence 2”)

Reprinted from the Parashat Hayye Sarah 5786 email of Rabbi David Bibi’s Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

A True Concern for 
One’s Former Colleagues
By Yoni Schwartz
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Rabbi Uri Zohar, zt”l

The kiruv journey of Rabbi Uri Zohar, ZT”L, is one that has inspired tens of thousands. He went from being Israel’s most famous actor to becoming a tremendous mashpia (influencer) and talmid chacham. 
Later in his life, he was interviewed by one of the most ferocious and feared interviewers on Israeli television. She asked him, “Isn’t a big part of religion caring about your neighbors and friends? How could you just turn your back on all your colleagues, your fans, and all those who invested in your acting career? Is that what these Chareidim teach - to turn your back on your fellows? Is turning your back on everyone in your past life proper?” To make this even more difficult, he was being broadcast live to the entire nation.
Rabbi Zohar responded, “I actually care and do things for my former colleagues on a regular basis. I care enough to take practical steps to help them out - that is more than most others care about them.” 
With a look of arrogant intrigue on her face, the interviewer squinted her eyes and said, “If you don’t mind me asking, what exactly do you do?” 
On the spot, he took out a little notebook. The camera zoomed in as he opened it to show the interviewer a list of all the names of his former actor colleagues.
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Uri Zohar (1935-2022) as a popular Israeli entertainer before he became a religious baal teshuva who devoted the rest of his life towards inspiring other secular Jews to follow in his footsteps. He became religious in 1977.

He said, “Most of my former colleagues have passed without leaving behind anybody to say Kaddish for them. I make it my business to run around getting every single one’s Hebrew name and yahrtzeit. I carry this around every day so I can always be prepared to elevate the souls of my former colleagues, whom I cared so deeply about, should the situation call for it.” This story influenced Israel’s non-religious community, bringing many back to Yiddishkeit and making a tremendous kiddush Hashem.

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5786 email of Torah Sweets.
A Woman’s Unusual Prayer to Hashem
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Rabbi Ephraim Eliyahu Shapiro

Rabbi Ephraim Eliyahu Shapiro told an amazing story about a woman in her forties who hadn’t yet found her zivug—match. A friend of hers suggested she go to Rav Yissachar Meyer to get some advice. The woman was from France and didn’t speak Hebrew, so she asked her friend to help translate the Rabbi’s message to her. The Rabbi suggested to the woman to read Tehillim— to “recite perek 32, perek 38, perek 82, and perek 121, every day for 30 days.” The friend translated this for the single woman, and she vowed to do just that.
On day 30 she got engaged, and she asked her friend to find the Rabbi to share the amazing news! While they were getting in touch with the Rabbi, the friend realized something. She said to the new bride, “I know you don’t speak Hebrew because I need to translate for you, but do you read Hebrew?” 
The woman said, “No, of course not.” 
The friend, dumbstruck, said, “Well, how did you say the four perakim for 30 days?” 
The woman answered, “I did exactly what the Rabbi said to do! I held the Tehillim close to me, and I said with all my heart, ‘perek 32, perek 38, perek 82, perek 121, please Hashem find me a husband,’ every day for 30 days.
The woman intended to pray to Hashem with sincerity and emunah, and although her prayers weren’t exactly traditional, they were heartfelt prayers, nonetheless, and Hashem sent her a shidduch. We must always remember Hashem is in charge and have faith that everything will work out the way it's supposed to. 
“Worry is a conversation you have with yourself about things you cannot change. Prayer is a conversation you have with Hashem about things He can change.”
Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sara 5786 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the Torah teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
Reb Moshe Leib of Sassov and the Stubborn Poritz
By Yehuda Z. Klitnick

The heilige Rabbi Reb Moshe Leib of Sassov was born in the year 5505 to his heilige father Reb Yaakov, the Rav in Brody and his mother Rifka. He studied for 13 years at the Yeshiva of Reb Shmelka of Nikelsberg, and later by Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhensk. 
He became the deputy of the Holy Maor Einayim of Chernobyl, who were active in the mitzvah of redeeming captives/Pidyon Shvuim. Reb Moshe Leib was fluent in many languages, and thus he always found a friendly discussion with all the Poritzim, rich landlords who would imprison unfortunate Jews who could not pay their rent. 
Reb Moshe Leib would negotiate a price to redeem them, and set out to collect the funds for the redemption of captives. In the city of Sassov, there was a place where there were good baths and a beautiful garden where the Poritzim used to come. Reb Moshe Leib used to talk to the Poritzim in their own language and constantly asked if they had any Jews with them that were under arrest and thus able to work on it. 
One Friday afternoon, Reb Moshe Leib wanted to go to the mikvah to prepare for Shabbos. When he saw a beautiful carriage with a Poritz who had just spent one day in Sassov and was already going home, Rabbi Moshe Leib sensed with Ruach Hakodesh that there was a Jew on the wagon, and Reb Moshe Leib asked the poritz what language he spoke. The Poritz answered: "Hungarian. 
Reb Moshe Leib had a nice conversation with the Poritz in Hungarian, and he found grace in the eyes of the Poritz. Rabbi Moshe Leib asked the Poritz, who was sitting with him in the carriage? And he replied that only his wife and children were there. Reb Moshe Leib asked again, "Areyou sure that there is no Yid sitting in the carriage? 
The Poritz answered: “Only his family sat in the carriage, however the wagon driver is a Yid”. The poritz continued that he is his servant for life, because his parents owed him a lot of money from the inn they rented, and since they weren't able to pay their debt, I made a deal to make life easier for them. I released them on the condition that they gave up their child to me forever as a slave. They had no choice, and we wrote up a contract! I've had him now for years since he was a child, and he doesn't even know that he's a Jew!
Reb Moshe Leib realized that there wasn’t ample time before Shabbos to raise money for redemption of captives, and there was certainly no point in persuading the Poritz to free the driver. He had to perform a miracle! He told the Poritz, "I promise you will have no use for your driver slave. He is unstable and lazy, and will put your lives in danger. Therefore, let him go to me!”
The Poritz mocked the Rebbe saying, "The driver has always been very loyal
to me and is not at all lazy, and drove off. However, a few minutes later, the carriage turned over suddenly, and Reb Moshe Leib and his attendants ran over to help turn the wagon back to its place.
The Poritz lost his cool and shouted at the driver, "Why did you do this?’
Reb Moshe Leib said to the Poritz, "I told you he would become unstable." The Poritz thanked Reb Moshe Leib for helping with the wagon, and ordered the
driver to continue on. “But," said Reb Moshe Leib, "the driver is unstable to drive the wagon, and you are putting you and your family in danger. Therefore, free him, now!”
The Poritz ignored the Rebbe, and as they drove on a little further, the carriage turned over again. The Rebbe and his attendants came to help them put the carriage back in place. This time the Poritz lost his temper and began to beat the driver, but Reb Moshe Leib rebuked the Poritz, and said that the driver is insane now and your beating will not help!”
But the Poritz ignored the Rebbe again and ordered the driver to continue. It didn’t take long, and the carriage crashed into a rock. The Poritz became so angry that he wanted to beat the driver again, but Reb Moshe Leib told the Poritz that the
driver is not at fault. He has become deeply unstable and can no longer be your servant because he will not obey you, and rebel against you!”
Reb Moshe Leib kindly said to the Poritz, "I have a couple of golden Rendlach and I will give them to you, and release to me your servant!"
The Poritz fully understood that he was dealing with a holy man, who had supernatural spiritual powers, and he relentlessly agreed, and freed the driver to go with Rabbi Moshe Leib.
Rabbi Moshe Leib revealed to him that he was born a Jew and explained to him that Shabbos was approaching and taught him some basic laws. Reb Moshe Leib studied Torah with the young man, and in a short time he became an Observant Yid, learning Torah and performing the Mitzvohs. In a short while, Reb Moshe Leib found a shidduch for him and built a beautiful Jewish home. All with great wisdom and help from Hashem. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeitzei 5786 email of Pardes Yehuda.


The Dream of the
BMG Mashgiach
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Rabbi Nosson Meir Wachtfogel zt”l,

The following story is a testament to the power of Tefillah, a touch of ruach hakodesh, a unique depth of spiritual sensitivity, and the quiet heroism of those who live with emunah. 
Years ago, a young man from Beis Medrash Govoha in Lakewood, was in the “Shidduch Parsha”. After concluding a date with a young lady in New York City, and seeing her back to her home, he was preparing to head out on his journey to New Jersey. The streets were bustling, the air was thick with the hum of traffic and city life. 
As he waited at a traffic light, his car idling quietly, two black men suddenly cranked opened the back doors and jumped into his vehicle. Their expressions were tense, their voices sharp. They demanded money. The young man, startled but composed, explained that he had no cash on him. He had come to New York for a date, not for shopping or errands. But the men were insistent. Even frantic. They demanded cash - or else! 
One of them reached into his coat, and the young man sensed the situation could turn deadly. Thinking quickly, he said, “Look, I don’t have money on me, but I do have a very valuable jewel back in Lakewood, New Jersey. If you come with me there, I will give it to you.” 
The two assailants paused. They whispered to each other, loudly, agitatedly, weighing their options. One suggested they kill him and take the car. The other hesitated. After a tense moment, they agreed that one of them would accompany the young man to Lakewood to retrieve the jewel and steal the car. The other would stay behind. It was decided. The remaining invader kept his gaze trained on the bochur’s neck. As they drove south to Lakewood, the young man’s heart pounded. He didn’t know what would happen next. He prayed silently, hoping for a miracle.
Meanwhile, back in the dormitory building of the Lakewood Yeshivah, something extraordinary was unfolding. R’ Nosson Meir Wachtfogel zt”l (1910-1998), the revered Mashgiach of BMG, typically slept in a room in the dormitory throughout the week. That night, however, he awoke suddenly. 
Known for his deep spiritual sensitivity, he quickly aroused a group of talmidim. “One of our bochurim is in danger,” he said urgently. “We must say Tehillim right away.” 
The bochurim, still groggy from sleep, didn’t question him. They gathered together and began reciting Tehillim with fervor, their voices rising in heartfelt prayer. They didn’t know who was in danger or what was happening, but they trusted their Mashgiach. 
Back on the road, the young man continued driving, accompanied by one of the assailants who had settled in for the long drive. He tried to remain calm, speaking gently, avoiding any sudden movements. As they approached Lakewood, he directed the car towards the dormitory building. Inside, the students were still davening when the bochur entered the dormitory building - with a tall, black stranger beside him. The hall fell silent.
Some students recognized the bochur and rushed to his side. Another discreetly called the police. The rest surrounded the black man and detained him. Within minutes, law enforcement arrived and apprehended the assailant. The young man was safe. 
The story spread like wildfire among the students, though the Mashgiach himself remained humble and reserved. It was clearly a Divine miracle. As time went on, the bochur continued dating and was soon engaged. (For all those who will surely ask, I do not know if it was the same girl! Ed. Note) Of course, he invited the Mashgiach, R’ Nosson, to the wedding. 
On the day of the wedding, he approached R’ Nosson with deep emotion. “Rebbi, how can I ever repay you for what you did for me that night?” he asked. 
The Mashgiach smiled gently and replied, “There is one way. You can repay me by not telling the story to others.” 
The young man was taken aback. “Everyone knows the story. But how did Rebbi know I was in danger?” 
R’ Nosson hesitated for a moment. Then he shrugged softly. “Maybe ... I had a dream,” he said. Those who knew him understood that this was no ordinary dream. It was a moment of ruach hakodesh, a divine whisper that reached the heart of a tzaddik. His response wasn’t meant to mystify, it was a reflection of his humility. He didn’t seek recognition or praise. He simply acted. Salvation doesn’t always come with thunder and lightning. Sometimes, it arrives in the form of a gentle nudge, a midnight awakening, and a room full of men reciting Tehillim with deep emotion. (Ish L’Rayahu)

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeitzei 5786 email of Torah Tavlin.

The Benefits of an
Unpleasant Pile of Garbage
By Rabbi David Ashear

Nesanel Goodman* was having a hard time finding a shidduch. After many years, he finally heard about Rochel Stein,* who sounded like the perfect shidduch. But her parents were taking a very long time getting back to the Goodmans.
 Nesanel and his father were invited to a sheva brachos that would be held on Friday night. They drove together to the very large beis medrash where it was being held. Parking was unavailable already starting several blocks before the shul, but they kept driving, hoping for the best. 
When they pulled into the parking lot, they were elated to see an open space just steps from the entrance. It was getting close to Shabbos, and they were grateful to Hashem for providing this spot. They pulled in, and quickly entered to daven Mincha. 
That night, when they left shul to walk home, Nesanel and his father were horrified to see that their car was covered in piles of garbage. It was then that they realized why the spot had been available – it was the area for the garbage dump! 
On Motzoei Shabbos, Nesanel and his father spent a long time trying to dig their car out from under the bags of leftover food scraps and dirty disposable utensils. A couple of days later, Rochel’s parents finally agreed to proceed with the shidduch, and within a short time, she and Nesanel were engaged. 
The Goodman’s soon learned the story of the Steins’ hesitation. Initially, they had been warned that Nesanel’s family was a little elitist, which did not synchronize with what Rochel was looking for. But then they heard that Nesanel and his father spent hours peeling garbage off a car to help another Jew get his car out. 
Although, as they later discovered, it was really the Goodmans’ own vehicle, Rochel’s parents decided that Nesanel and his family were down-to-earth people after all. They continued with the shidduch and accepted upon themselves to be less judgmental going forward. 
The garbage seemed like a nightmare, but turned out to be a brocha in disguise, the means by which a shidduch was brought about. (Living Emunah 8)

Reprinted from the ParshasVayishach 5786 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Divorced Kohen’s “Tragic Mistake”


A young couple who had an exemplary loving marriage for twelve years without bearing a child decided that, if they were to have children, each of them would have to have a different spouse. They made the sad, tragic decision to divorce. Both husband and wife were devoted baalei teshuvah, having decided to become frum, observant Jews, after having lived completely secular lives. They were told before the proceedings that, since the husband was a Kohen, he could never marry a divorcee or even remarry his wife. With much weeping from both husband and wife, the get, divorce, was final. 
Three weeks after the divorce, the wife discovered that she was pregnant. They had had no clue prior to the divorce. Now what? She could not remarry her husband, because he was a Kohen. They were beside themselves. 
The greatest posek, halachic decisor, in Eretz Yisrael was Rav Yosef Shalom Elyashiv, 1910-2012. Perhaps he could find a dispensation. He welcomed them to his home, listened intently to every bit of information, was moved by their tears, but said that, halachically, nothing could be done. The husband was a Kohen and, thus, could not remarry his wife. 
“But what are we to do?” they cried. He replied simply (nothing that issued forth from his mouth could be called “simply”), “Go to the Kosel and pray – one never knows from where the yeshuah, salvation, can come.” 
The young man went to the Kosel to pour out his heart. He had no idea how this would change his predicament, but, when Rav Elyashiv spoke, one listened. When people saw the intensity of his tefillah and the bitter sobbing that accompanied it, they, too began to pray. Soon, many supplicants who had come for their own needs were praying for this young man to have a yeshuah. Suddenly, an elderly chasid who spoke no English went over to the young man and said to him, Gei tzu dein Tatteh! Gei tzu dein Tatteh! “Go to your father.” 
Someone translated the phrase to the young man. When he looked around, the elderly chasid was gone. Now what? His father was lying terminally ill in Dallas, Texas. Their relationship the last few years had, at best, been strained. He felt that, regardless of the situation, he must do his part. He flew to Dallas that night. His father knew that the end was near, and he figured that, if his son was here, he might as well come to terms and reconcile with him. His father asked why his wife had not come. He explained about the divorce, his voice breaking with every sentence.
He explained about the divorce, the halachah, the pregnancy and the fact that he was a Kohen precluded him from remarrying his wife. His father lay there soaking up everything, his eyes moist. After all, he was a father, and he realized that his son was suffering. He loved him, despite his choice to adopt a different lifestyle than the one in which he was raised. He may have fought him on it, but at the moment, it was about reconciliation, not conflict. He lay there, sunken into his bed, his body frail and trembling with weakness.
Yet, with visible effort, he lifted his head slightly, his parched lips began to move as he summoned the strength to speak to his son. "You can dance! You can go back to your wife and together raise your future child. I never told you that your mother and I were unable to have children. Because of my foolish pride, we never let anyone know that we had adopted you and raised you as our own son. You are not a Kohen!" 
It all became clear. Rav Elyashiv had advised him to go to the Kosel and daven - which he did. It was there that he was answered. Horav Chaim Kanievsky, zl, (quoted by Rabbi Paysach Krohn), said (with regard to another situation), "At times, Hashem puts words in a tzadik's mouth and only later does he realize why he said them." 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayishlach email of Peninim on the Torah, a publication of the Hebrew Academy of Cleveland, edited by Rabbi L. Scheinbaum.
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