Shabbos Stories For
Yom tov rosh hashanah 5788
Volume 19,  Issue 1  1-2 Tishrei/October 2-3, 2027
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h
For a free email subscription, send your request to keren18@juno.com
The Price for Blowing
the Shofar in Shul
From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

[image: ]

During the month of Elul [1], the deep blue skies of Jerusalem seemed to be drawing closer to the earth. In the early hours before dawn, the skies of Jerusalem were filled with clouds of morning dew, refreshing the city, softening its soil, and bringing relief and renewed vigor to its inhabitants after the oppressive heat and dryness of summer.
Every day, at the break of dawn, the permeating melodies of the Sephardic Selichot (penitential prayers) being recited in Jerusalem's many synagogues could be heard. Frequently they were punctuated with the penetrating sounds of shofar blasts, awakening sleepers from their slumber and summoning them to return in repentance before the exalted and mighty King, in preparation for the approaching Day of Judgment.
Most of Jerusalem families had already secured places for themselves in the synagogues of their neighborhoods. Some of the prayer leaders of the larger synagogues had even left their homes to rest and recuperate before the sacred service that awaited them.
Among all the holy congregations who were busy preparing for the Days of Awe, the prayer leaders and shofar blowers stood out in particular. Each one was practicing the task assigned to him, as well as preparing himself to be worthy of the role.
One of them was Rabbi Shlomo-Chaim Stern, a veteran shofar blower whose family had held the position in the main synagogue of the Hasidic community in the Me'ah She'arim neighborhood since the day it was founded. A tenth generation of expert shofar blowers who currently held the position he had inherited from his father, he was a throwback to previous generations, when nearly everyone understood that "the reward for a mitzvah is the mitzvah itself." his true happiness came solely from having been granted by the Almighty the ability and talents to bring merit to the public through his mitzvah fulfillment.
It follows that Rabbi Shlomo Chaim's preparations were entirely different from those of the younger men. For him, the entire month of Elul was for genuine repentance, and he conducted himself accordingly. He spent long hours studying Torah and praying, and cut back considerably on food and sleep.
Whenever someone would caution him to take better care of his health so that he would have the strength to blow the shofar on Rosh Hashanah, he would sigh deeply and respond: "Am I truly worthy of being counted among the public shofar blowers? I only do it because the congregation insists that I continue in my role. If so, surely the merit of the community will protect me, and 'Heaven will grant strength to the weary.'"
As you probably surmised by now, Shlomo Chaim had never once considered asking for payment for his sacred service, much less accepting it, even though his financial situation was far from good.
But then, in the month of Elul in the year 5668 [1908], Chaim Shlomo's wife learned that the administrator of the large synagogue established in the new neighborhood of Zichron Moshe were looking for a suitable shofar blower, and that they were offering to pay twenty pounds-a tremendous sum in those days.
The thought of an unexpected addition of a substantial amount of money, especially during the holiday season when household expenses were so great, was irresistibly appealing to her. The growing children had been begging for a pair of shoes for two years already, food was meager, and so on. So, she began urging her husband to accept the position.
Shlomo Chaim pleaded with his wife: "What difference will these few pounds make? The Shulchan Aruch (Code of Jewish Law) itself says that one does not see blessing in money earned in this way. And how could I leave the position I inherited from my father of blessed memory, who prayed and blew the shofar in our synagogue for thirty years? Will we not have to answer for that on the Day of Judgment for such a thing before the One Who dwells on High?"
But his wife did not relent. "How can I face my family during the holidays? The children are growing up, and soon they will reach marriageable age, yet they do not even have a single respectable garment to wear when they go out.
"My dear husband, look at what important and distinguished people do. They travel to England, and some go as far as America, and they return with substantial sums. Yet for you, going from Meah Shearim to nearby Zichron Moshe is as though you were traveling to the end of the world!"
"I cannot pretend to be like the distinguished people you speak of," Shlomo Chaim replied. "I am not important, and in truth I am not even worthy of serving as a shofar blower even without payment. But rest assured that the Al-mighty will certainly help us as the new year approaches-- without England, without America, and even without Zichron Moshe."
His wife however, refused to give up.. She enlisted the help of several respected Hasidim from her husband's shul (synagogue), and asked them to try to persuade him to follow her advice. At the same time, she secretly contacted the officials of Zichron Moshe that her husband, the well-known, experienced, and deeply religious shofar blower, would be willing to accept the position.
Eventually, after the combined efforts of his wife and the congregants who had joined the campaign to pressure him, Shlomo Chaim softened his resistance. He agreed to take the job, even though he still did not want to.
On the first day of Selichot week, Rabbi Shlomo set out for Zichron Moshe to lead the morning prayer and blow the shofar there, so that the payment he was due to receive for the Rosh Hashanah blasts would not be considered payment for work performed on the festival.
However, as soon as he started, it immediately felt wrong. Praying somewhere other than his regular shul, together with the different liturgy used in that synagogue, unsettled him and threw him off balance. His daily routine, which he had accustomed himself to for many years, was completely disrupted; He was unable to focus properly; neither his heart nor his mind was into it.
After the prayer service, he returned home troubled. If today was this difficult, he wondered to himself, what will happen on Rosh Hashanah?
That night he tossed and turned for hours on his bed, unable to fall asleep. Finally, he managed to doze off, but not for long. He saw his father in a dream, who then started speaking to him:
"You inherited the shofar and the shofar blowing from me. Guard that inheritance carefully. Remember: according to Torah law, if the mouth of a shofar has been covered with gold, the gold constitutes a separation between the mouth and the shofar, and is therefore invalid for use for the mtzvah on Rosh Hashana."
Before dawn, when Rabbi Shlomo Chaim washed his hands and rose from his bed, his mind was made up. His would remain in his own synagogue. He would not exchange his sacred responsibility for the twenty pounds from Zichron Moshe.
As soon as he returned from the morning prayer, he asked his wife to cancel the arrangement at Zichron Moshe. This time, she did not argue. Seeing the day and night he had endured, she finally understood what her pressure had done to her righteous husband.
"I see that this matter is affecting you deeply -- your heart and even your life," she confessed. "At first I thought it would be good for me and for the family. But now, who knows, what harm I might have caused, G-d forbid?
"Do what you believe is right. I am confident that our Father in Heaven will inscribe and seal us for a good and blessed year, even without those twenty pounds."
Still, Rabbi Shlomo Chaim was not entirely at peace with his decision. His wife's disappointment touched his heart, and he decided to consult the rabbi of Zichron Moshe, the renowned Rabbi Yitzchak-Tzvi Rivlin, of blessed memory. He hoped that the rabbi would understand his perspective better than the synagogue officials, and would guide him to understand what was best for him to do.
He went quickly to the rabbi and told him all his doubts, what had happened to him during the previous two days, and finally, the dream. Then he asked to be released from his commitment.
The rabbi was deeply moved by his sincerity and integrity. He nodded and spoke his thoughts. "I don't think this is really a question of Jewish law. If you are asking to be released, then know that you are indeed released, and you are free from this post, exactly as you requested. With God's help, the synagogue will find another shofar blower, although I doubt that he will be as skilled and as God-fearing as you."
But if you are asking my opinion," the rabbi continued, "I would advise you to stay and blow the shofar here. What you saw in your dream it must have come from your thoughts during the day. The payment specified for the shofar blowing is totally permissible. First, the shofar is also blown on weekdays throughout the month of Elul. Second, the money is given as a gift.
"Besides, can you really say that gold or the money has somehow been added to your shofar and created a physical separation between your mouth and the instrument?"
Rabbi Shlomo Chaim was embarrassed by the rabbi's clear words. In a quiet voice, he apologized and said: "Heaven forbid that I would say that the halacha (Torah law) is that money itself creates a separation between his mouth and the shofar.
"What I mean is that in my own mind only, this separation exists. I feel that I will not be able to concentrate properly on the necessary kavanot (intentions) that even a lowly Jew such as myself must have when blowing the shofar publicly. What am I supposed to do?"
When the rabbi realized that despite his advice Rabbi Shlomo Chaim had firmly made up his mind to return to his Meah Searim shul, he did not try to argue with him any further. Instead, he simply wished him, "May you be inscribed and sealed for a good year," and they parted in peace.
Rabbi Shlomo Chaim left the rabbi's home relieved and in good spirits. He headed for his own synagogue to inform the officials that he had changed his mind. He would not give up his established position after all; he would blow the shofar for them just as he had for so many years already.
On Rosh Hashanah that year, something remarkable happened. Rabbi Shlomo Chaim's shofar blowing was better than ever before. The seven verses recited before the blowing, beginning with "From the narrow place I called upon the Lord" and so forth, emerged with greater power than ever and stirred the hearts of everyone present. What's more, every shofar blast was clear, strong, and flawless.
During the shofar blasts sounded during the repetition of the special Rosh Hashana Amidah (standing silent) prayer, a distinguished guest entered quietly. It was none other than the rabbi of Zichron Moshe, Rabbi Yitzchak Tzvi Rivlin, who had come specially to hear Rabbi Shlomo Chaim's shofar blowing.
After the service, one of the synagogue officials approached the guest and asked: "Well, Rabbi, what did you think of the shofar blasts?"
The rabbi replied: "What is so surprising about it? After all, this shofar blower had already defeated the Satan ('accusing angel') before Rosh Hashana!"
Source: Freely adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from an emailing of "Sipurei Tzaddikim" (with some referencing of a literal AI translation).

Footnotes:
[1] The Jewish month immediately followed by Rosh Hashana.
[2] As is taught in chapter 9 of Gemora Brachos.

Reprinted from the Rosh Hashanah 5786 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.
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When the Rebbe Reb Heshel of Krakow zt”l was a young boy his father once found him hiding in a corner and eating before Tekiyas Shofer. 
“What are you doing?” reproached his father lovingly. “Before the Tekiyos?” The young boy didn’t get scared and confidently replied: “Father, we are seeking various ways to confuse Satan and isn’t that the reason why we blow the Shofar? Nu, so I thought of this idea… when Satan will see me eating, he will get up and leave and won’t say anything bad about us, because he will surely think that we have finished blowing the shofar.” 
The holy Barditchiver zt”l once entered Shul to blow Tekiyas Shofar and he sensed that there were great קטריגים— heavenly naysayers — so he turned to the “Veiber Shul” — the women’s section in the shul and called out: “Women, shed some tears to rinse the Shofar!” All the women burst out crying and it became easier for the Bartichover Rav to approach blowing the Shofar. 

Gut Yuhr Wishes
One Rosh Hashanah when the Frierdiger Rav zt”l was returning from Tashlich, a simple Yid, a water carrier, came over the Frierdiger Rav and wished him a גוט יאר געבענטשט and a טובה וחתימה כתיבה and that he should merit seeing much nachas from his children. 
The accompanying chassidim found it comical, watching a simple person heaping blessings upon their Rebbe. When the Frierdiger Rav noticed his Chassidim smiling, he asked them why they were laughing at this person: 
“During the whole month of Elul, Yidden wish each other יאר געבענטשט גוט א, and no one even thinks of coming to me and bless me — and here this Yid wished me a good year, געווען מחי׳ה מיך האט ער — he gave me a breath of fresh air!” 
There’s a known story that occurred with Reb Aharon HaGadol of Karlin zt”l when he was once Rosh Hashanah by his holy Rebbe, the Mezritcher Maggid zt”l. When it came time to call out "המלך "the Maagid burst out crying until he fainted away. When asked why he fainted he replied that when they were up to המלך 'he reminded himself of a Gemara גיטין) )א:נו that talks about the Churban Beis Hamikdash. Reb Yochanen ben Zakai told Aspasyanis: “Happiness to you king,” and Aspasyanis asked him: “If I am king, why didn’t you come to me until now?” 
So too, we call out to Hashem from the depth of our hearts on Rosh Hashanah "המלך — "however, the question is asked: Hashem was always the king of the world, where were we until now?! Did we serve him appropriately, like a servant serves his king? Did we chas v’shalom rebel? We can answer this argument with the words of the Medrash )יב:כט ויק״ד ) that on Rosh Hashanah the Yidden become new creations. According to this fact, there is no question as to why we didn’t recognize Hashem as our king until now, since just today, we are reborn again spiritually. 

Reprinted from the Rosh Hashana 5787 email of World of Belz.

An Unexpected Blower
By Rabbi Moshe Hirschberg

Rabbi Yitzchok Kaufman, publisher of the Spring Hill Times shared a story that he personally verified.
When Mr. Irving Hollander, a resident in Wesley Hills, NY, was about 10-years-old when he experienced a most incredible story. Here is what he shared:
When I was a child, our family lived in Crown Heights. Back in the 1950s-60s it was popular for families who were living in apartments with no air conditioning, to rent bungalows in Rockaway for the summer months. 
In 1961, Rosh Hashana was very early in the year and fell out on the Monday and Tuesday after Labor Day. School was not starting until after Rosh Hashana. My father, Reb Moshe Baruch Hollander, had an idea, to extend the vacation another week. Together with nine of his friends they decided to stay and make their own minyan for Rosh Hashana. 
There was one person who had a large screened porch off the living room of his bungalow, and graciously let us use it. The plan was simple: The living room would be for the women and the porch for the men. 
Not only that, the host was a chazon and a ba’al tokei’ah. 
Before Yom Tov, we borrowed a Sefer Torah from the nearby shul that had already closed; because, other than our ten men, everyone had gone back home. 
On Rosh Hashana morning, my father and I came to the bungalow. We found the owner of the bungalow lying on a cot on the porch sick with flu-like symptoms. He was barely able to attend, but he assured us that he would stay in the room to complete the minyan but he was in no condition to daven for the amud or blow the shofar. 
Davening for the Amud was not such a problem, since one of the participants was an experienced ba’al tefillah, but blowing shofer is what concerned everybody. Would Rosh Hashanah go by with all ten of them not hearing a proper shofer blowing?
Suddenly, during leining, the door of the bungalow porch opened and in walked a man in his mid-forties right, a big black yarmulka and long black bekishe. He said, "Ich hub geheret az m'darf Shofar bluzen — I heard that you need someone to blow the Shofar." 
The congregants were in reverence.
There was no one around for miles and miles. How did this newcomer, someone we never saw in the bungalow find their minyan and know what was needed? 
After leining, we went straight to Lamnatzeach; there was no kiddush before tekios, so we could not ask him. 
The tekios he blew were something I never heard before in my life, and probably will never. I timed the tekios with the watch I had gotten for my birthday and each one marked sixty seconds! Today I am a ba'al tokea, and my average tekia is five seconds long, with my tekia gedola being ten seconds long. Sixty second tekios, one after another, is humanly impossible. 
After davening, we wanted to ask him his name and where he came from, but he ran out of the bungalow. We ran after him but he was nowhere in sight. 
The next day the same thing repeated itself. He walked in in the middle of leining and blew for us the same exquisite tekios. The moment davening ended he was gone. 
This time, three men went out and split up in all directions but he disappeared in thin air. Nobody was able to understand how he was able to disappear so quickly. 
Sometime later, I told over the story to a woman in my shul who had grown up in a colony in the same area. She could not believe the story how a chassid appeared out of nowhere. 
One Shabbos there was a kiddush in shul and I asked my father to tell her the story. As soon as she heard it from my father, she fell on the floor in a faint as she knew that it was impossible to explain where the chassid came from! 
A Rav asked me if I could explain why we were zoche to have Eliyahu HaNavi come to us. I told him I think the reason was because every single adult in the minyan, man and woman, were holocaust survivors. They spent many years in hiding or in other places where they did not have a minyan and a shofar. Hashem did not want to them to have the tzaar of once again missing the shofar blowing. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Rosh Hashanah 5786 email of Zichru Toras Moshe

The Best Seat in the House
By Rabbi Boruch Brull

Rosh Hashanah was fast approaching, and Mrs. Stein was beginning to worry. It wasn’t the shopping or cooking that concerned her, but something far more significant. You see, Mrs. Stein and her husband had been divorced several years earlier, when their two sons were still young, and soon after, her former husband had moved to a different city. Mrs. Stein would take her children with her to shul every Shabbat and Yom Tob and they would sit next to her. This year, however, she felt that as her sons were getting a little older they really should be sitting in the men’s section.
Mrs. Stein spent many sleepless nights thinking about what to do. She finally decided to call Rabbi Yaakov Hopfer, the Rav of her shul, Shearith Israel. She asked him if perhaps there was an older gentleman in the shul who wouldn’t mind sitting next to her sons. Of course, he would have to be a very kind and patient man in order to supervise two boys during the lengthy Rosh Hashanah prayers.
Rabbi Hopfer listened to Mrs. Stein’s request, thought for a moment, and replied, “You know, I just thought of someone who would be perfect for this. I’ll take care of it. Don’t worry.”
The day before Rosh Hashanah, Mrs. Stein called Rabbi Hopfer back regarding Rosh Hashanah arrangements. She knew that Rabi Hopfer was always busy, and, since it was before Yom Tob, it was understandable that he might not have had the time to take care of her request. Rabbi Hopfer assured her that he had indeed remembered, and that she could send her boys to the men’s section on Yom Tob.
That Rosh Hashanah morning, Mrs. Stein sent her boys off to shul with instructions to go over to Rabbi Hopfer to find out where they would be sitting. They happily left for shul, excited to be sitting in the men’s section for the very first time.
Mrs. Stein got dressed, set her Yom Tob table, and walked to shul. She quietly sat down in her seat, and before she had a chance to open her siddur, the woman next to her whispered, “Do you know where your boys are sitting?”
“No,” Mrs. Stein replied. She looked down from the balcony to try to find them. She scanned the seats, up and down each row, but could not see her sons. She started to worry that maybe they had misbehaved and had to be taken out of shul. As her eyes wandered to the front of the shul, Mrs. Stein caught her breath. There was Rabbi Hopfer sitting in his seat, his own sons sitting right next to him on one side and her two boys sitting on his other side, both proudly praying from their machzorim!
Indeed, a very kind and patient man had taken her sons under his wing. Rabbi Hopfer understood that some misvot are just too precious to share. 
 
Excerpted from the Feldheim Publisher’s book – “For Goodness’ Sake.”

The Frightening Question

Rebbe Aharon of Karlin, zt”l, when he went up to be the Chazan for Shacharis on Rosh Hashanah, he would begin with strength and awe to say ‘HaMelech!’ and he would be gripped with anxiety and fear until he felt weak. He would wait some time before he regained his composure and he would continue with the holy Davening. 
After Davening, someone asked him why he had felt weak? He replied that when he began to say ‘HaMelech’, the words of the Gemara (Gittin 56a) passed before his eyes where it relates that Rebbe Yochanan ben Zakai greeted the Vespasian as ‘king’ (the Caesar of Rome.)
The Vespasian asked Rebbe Yochanan, “If I am a king, why did you not come to me until today? If you truly accept me as king, then why have you not come before me until now?!” 
Rebbe Aharon continued and said, “When I remembered this pointed question a great fear fell upon me, as we are asked this same question when we come before Hashem Yisbarach and call Him ‘The King’. If we are really accepting Hashem as King, then why have we not mentioned this before now? Where have we been until now? Why has it taken so long for us to recognize that Hashem is the King of the world?! This is why I couldn’t continue davening without pausing to reflect on this!”

Reprinted from the Rosh Hashanah 5787 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah.

A Cantonist’s Rosh
Hashana Story

Rav Yechiel Spero writes that during the late 1700’s the Russian authorities followed the orders of the Czar to enter towns and grab a certain number of children to become “cantonists,” soldiers in the army of the Czar. Some of these children were only 5 or 6 years old, and they were taken away and put in wagons. The children were brought to a distant location in the frozen Siberia. 
In most cases, within a few short months, they had forgotten almost everything from their previous lives. The Russian officers brainwashed them into believing that the Czar was their father and that he would provide them with all they needed. 
During the first few weeks after being taken captive, Naftali, a 5-year-old boy, was very quiet and withdrawn. The memory of his mother was forever etched on his soul. But over the next few months, his emotions became as cold as the weather outside. 
The boys gathered together every night in their quarters when they were ready to go to sleep. A 7-year-old named Binyamin became the leader of the younger boys. He tried to remember everything his Rebbi had taught him, and he repeated what he could to his younger friends. Before they had left, the boys had been learning together in Cheder about the upcoming Yamim Tovim. Their Rebbi had taught them about the importance of Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. 
He had told them how Hashem accepts our Tefilos as long as they come from the heart. One night, Binyamin sat down with the boys and told them that that night
was Rosh Hashanah. He spoke to them about the importance of the day and how it was the time when everything was decided for the coming year. 
There was some soft crying in the room as many of the boys became homesick, remembering what it was like to be home getting ready for Yom Tov. Finally, as Binyamin finished his ‘Drashah’, he asked if anyone in the room remembered the Tefilos, because he could not remember the words himself. 
When there was no response, he asked if one of the boys remembered any of the words of Tehilim by heart. Suddenly, Naftali began to speak. “I don’t remember any of the words of Tehilim, but I do remember this…” and slowly, softly, he began to sing the tune he used for saying Tehilim. 
As he walked to the front of the room, he sang, and the rest of the children, who also knew this tune, sang along with him. As these little children ‘Davened’, they were not held back by their lack of words. The stirring melody took them higher and higher. Tears flowed as the boys continued to sing, with little Naftali as the Chazan and the rest of the children as his Tzibur. 
A short time later, somehow, word of this incident became known, and it reached the ears of Rav Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev, zt”l, the great advocate for Klal Yisroel. When he heard the story, he, too, began to cry. He then revealed that he had been granted a vision of a terrible tragedy that had been decreed upon the Jewish people. A great fire came, and no matter how hard he tried, he could not extinguish the flames. Suddenly, a powerful stream appeared. The fire raged until it reached the stream. And then, suddenly, it was extinguished. 
Rav Levi Yitzchak said, “That stream was formed from the tears of those children. They accomplished what no one else could!” As lost as they were, with no hope in sight, they had found a glimmering spark. And that spark unleashed a river of tears, which, according to Rav Levi Yitzchak, caused the terrible decree to be annulled.
Rav Levi Yitzchak taught that wherever a Yid may find himself in life, he is never really lost!

Reprinted from the Rosh Hashanah 5787 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah

Rav Kanievsky’s “Unorthodox” Medical Advice

It was Rosh Hashanah morning, and a solemn, quiet hum filled the study of Maran HaGaon R’ Chaim Kanievsky zt”l. Because space was severely limited in his home, every seat allocated beyond the immediate family carried deep weight and not just anyone could enter. Among the small gathering of mispallelim, one man stood out. 
There was an intense, unmistakable posture to his davening, an aura of profound devotion that immediately drew the eyes of those around him. Seeking to understand who this man was and how he had come to claim such a coveted place in R’ Chaim’s inner sanctum, a grandson approached him after davening. 
When asked about his background, the man smiled, a look of someone who had carried a secret for years, simply waiting for the right moment to share it. He explained that his journey had begun thirty years earlier, born out of a catastrophic car accident that had completely crushed his leg. 
In the painful years following the crash, his life had been defined by immobility and despair. The most elite medical minds had carefully examined his file, evaluated the terrifying X-rays, and delivered a unanimous, shattering verdict: the damage was far too extensive, and the chances of restoring any function were absolute zero. No doctor was willing to take the risk of operating on a leg so thoroughly shattered. 
On one occasion, a specialist had scheduled a date for surgery, only to get cold feet the evening before and cancel the procedure entirely. Left with a ruined leg and dim prospects, the man was forced to accept a life of physical limitation. Eventually, seeking spiritual solace, he entered the humble residence of R’ Chaim Kanievsky. He poured out his broken heart, explaining that he could barely walk and that no doctor on earth would risk operating on his leg. 
R’ Chaim listened, but rather than focusing on the medical impossibility, he asked a single unexpected question: “Are you able to bend your knees and put your head on the ground?” (In Mussaf on Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, during Aleinu and the avodah, every person kneels - on the ground.) The man shook his head sadly, explaining that he could barely stand on his foot, let alone bend down to kneel. 
Without hesitation, R’ Chaim looked at him with absolute certainty and commanded: “Perform the operation so that you can kneel!” When the man tried to protest, repeating the definitive judgments of the world’s leading orthopedic surgeons who insisted the leg was beyond repair, the Sage refused to hear another word. He simply repeated the directive with unwavering conviction: go perform the surgery so that you can bow down before the King. 
Well, armed with this clear spiritual mandate, the man felt a surge of renewed strength. He sought out the top orthopedic specialist in the world, a non-Jewish doctor renowned for handling the most impossible cases. Moved by the patient’s relentless determination, the doctor surprisingly agreed to re-examine the file and, against all medical precedent, decided to take on the high-risk operation. Despite, the surgery’ s great difficulties, the operation was a breathtaking success. For the first time in three decades, after months of grueling rehabilitation, the man was able to lower himself to the ground, bend his knee, and pour out his soul in tearful gratitude to the Almighty. 
Overwhelmed by what had transpired, the man traveled to thank the world-famous surgeon who had performed the medical marvel. But as he began to express his deep gratitude, the non-Jewish doctor abruptly cut him off, raising his hands in protest. “You have nothing to thank me for!” the surgeon exclaimed, his voice filled with genuine awe. “You must thank only the Creator, the Blessed One! I have performed thousands of complex surgeries in my career, but I have never in my life attempted a procedure so complicated. Science cannot explain how your leg was restored. It was only a direct hand from Above - pure Divine assistance - that carried you through that operating room and put you back on your feet.” 
Standing in the quiet atmosphere of R’ Chaim’s study, the venerable Jew concluded his extraordinary tale. It was not merely medicine that had healed his body, but the beracha of a holy tzaddik who saw past human limitations. Since his miraculous recovery, he made it his sacred mission to return year after year, traveling to do Korim on Rosh Hashanah in the shadow of R’ Chaim Kanievsky, eager to bow, kneel, and surrender his heart in the very place where his miracle was born.

Reprinted from the 5787 Rosh Hashana edition of Rabbi Dovid Hoffman’s Torah Tavlin.
The Mikva on Erev 
Rosh Hashana Tips the 
Scale in Favor of the Yidden
By Yehuda Z Klitnick

There was once a shadchan/matchmaker who suggested a match between Rav Pinchas of Koretz’s daughter and one of the young men from the heilige Rav Levi Yitzchak Barditchever’s family. Rav Pinchas Koretzer was not so keen to the match and thought about it for some time, claiming that he did not think that the match was a good idea. 
After the Rav Pinchas sent word to call the shadchan. When the shadchan came he said that he agrees to the shidduch after all. He then explained what had brought about his change of heart: 
“Before the Yamim No’raim / Days of Awe, I saw a large wall erected in the Heavens between Knesses Yisrael/ the Yidden and Our Father in Heaven. This wall was a barrier that would have prevented our tefillos from ascending and being heard and accepted, Heaven forbid! Several Tzaddikim had tried their hands at canceling and annulling the decree – to no avail! 
“However, on Erev Rosh HaShana, when the heilige Barditchever entered the waters of the Mikva to purify himself for the oncoming heilige day, his kavanos/actions caused such a tumult, shaking the heavens, that this wall began to shake and fall apart! By the time he came out of the Mikva, the wall was almost totally collapsed and gone. 
“I heard Hashem saying to the angels in Heaven, so to speak, ‘Beware! Make sure that not a single brick or remnant of this wall remains. If Rav Levi Yitzchok sees this barrier, he will create a huge uproar in the Heavens, shaking them up and asking how anyone could even allow such a barrier to have been erected here in the first place!’
When I recognized his elevated level and ability to recede the harsh decree, I decided that It would be an  honor to have my daughter join this family together through marriage!” (Maamar Mordechai Nadvorna Rebbe)

Reprinted from the 5786 Rosh Hashana 5786 email of Pardes Yehuda.

How Rebbe Reb Zisha Helped a Sinner to Do Teshuva

There was once a Jew who heard about the great Rebbe Reb Zisha of Hanipoli. It was during the days of awe and repentance around Rosh HaShannah time and he traveled to meet the Rebbe in person. When he arrived in the beis midrash he found Reb Zisha wrapped in Tallis and Tefillin reciting viduy, the confession while at the
front of the shul an amazing spectacle was taking place: a man lay there on the floor wracking with sobs and crying out "O woe for me I am a sinner and a criminal and a good for nothing," as he sobbed and cried he banged his fists into the floor and writhed in sheer agony! 
Witnessing the newcomer's obvious bafflement, Reb Zisha turned to him and explained, "there was this man that was a grievous sinner, finally they caught him in the act and they brought him to Zisha, but he still refused to confess and own up. Zisha tried to get him to repent to no avail, finally Zisha saw no choice so I bound and attached my soul to his and as Zisha recited viduy and confessed all of his terrible sins, the man became a baal teshuva." Eventually he became a true baal teshuva. (Siach Sarfei Kodesh) 

Reprinted from the 5786 Rosh Hashana 5786 email of Pardes Yehuda.
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