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Not Every Request for a Brocha Is Without Consequences
By Rabbi A.L. Scheinbaum


At times, it takes “patience” for Hashem’s plan to manifest itself. A chasid of the Lev Simchah, zt”l, asked the Rebbe (through one of his gabbaim, aides), about a certain shidduch, match, for his daughter (this is the prevalent custom among chassidim, especially Gur. (The family will not go further unless the Rebbe responds affirmatively.) 
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The Lev Simcha                  The Pnei Menachem

The Lev Simchah did not respond affirmatively (nor did he say, “No”), which left the petitioner to use his common sense. The average chasid will not go further unless the answer is positive. Undeterred, the petitioner asked a mekubal, a holy scholar who was steeped in studying kabbalah, for his opinion concerning the shidduch. The mekubal’s answer was “Yes.”


The petitioner was now in a serious quandary. What should he do? The chasid went to the Pnei Menachem, zt”l (the Lev Simchah’s brother and next Rebbe), “I went to the Rebbe,” he began. “He did not give me a clear answer. I left him in a quandary concerning what I should do. I spoke to a mekubal who told me to go forward with the shidduch. What should I do?” 


The Pnei Menachem replied, “You should know that a mekubal has powerful insight, but he only sees what is good now. He is unable to see if this shidduch will be good in twenty years or through the next generation (what type of children and grandchildren will descend from them). 


The Rebbe (and all Rebbes) have the ability to see generations later, even what is best for each neshamah, based upon its previous gilgul (transmigatory soul, earlier “version” of himself). 


The Pnei Menachem continued, “A chasid once came to my father, the Imrei Emes, zl, and petitioned him for a blessing which would provide him with monetary wealth. The Rebbe demurred. The man returned a number of times, until the Imrei Emes assented and blessed him with wealth. The blessing came true, and the man became very wealthy.

“This chasid had one son, a brilliant, talented, pleasant looking boy, who was a budding Torah scholar. He would be a “top catch” when the time for him to marry came around. Shortly before he reached marriageable age, he was in a tragic accident, which cost him his leg. He was, sadly, no longer at the top of the shadchanim’s list. The father’s demands for a suitable wife for his son were no longer “demanding.” 

“In the end, he married a lovely girl, who happened to be the tailor’s daughter. Shortly before the wedding, the man went in to speak with the Imrei Emes and ask for a brachah for the young couple. 

“The Rebbe said to the father, “It was Heavenly ordained that your son should wed this girl. Years ago, it would have been quite a suitable shidduch for you, since you were not affluent, and neither was the tailor. When you besieged me time and again to grant you a blessing for wealth, however, this shidduch, which Heaven had decided was best for your son, became below your dignity, in light of your newly acquired financial status. 

“As a result, your son had to undergo a painful experience which left him an amputee. Now you are open to accepting the shidduch that was meant for your son from the very beginning. Now you understand that one does not “push” Hashem. If the Almighty is not forthcoming with His blessing, He has a good reason for it.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Peninim on the Torah.

Reb Meir of Premishlan

And the Icy Steep Hill


One winter, the Rebbe Rashab spent several months in Vienna for medical treatment. With him was his son, Reb Yosef Yitzchak (later to become the sixth Rebbe).


Every once in a while, the Rebbe Rashab and his son would go out for a walk and visit one of the small shuls (synagogues) in the area. There, they would sit quietly, listening to the gems of wisdom from these Polish chasidim.
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The Rebbe Rashab, zt’l               Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, zt”l


On one such evening, they went to a little shul and found a group of old chasidim trading stories about the famous Reb Meir of Premishlan. One old chasid related that the mikva was located on the top of a steep hill on the outskirts of Premishlan. When the road was slippery from rain or snow, people had to take the long way around; to walk directly up the hill was dangerous.


One winter day, when snow and cold temperatures had made the icy paths extremely dangerous, Reb Meir walked straight uphill to the mikva as was his usual custom.


The local inhabitants were not surprised in the least. They had witnessed this "mini miracle" many times. However, there were two guests staying nearby, who were under the influence of the "Enlightenment" movement. These young men did not believe in miracles. So, when they saw Reb Meir walking up the steep hill, they were certain that it was perfectly safe.


After Reb Meir had entered the building which housed the mikva, the two young men started their climb. Without going more than a few steps, both young men fell on the slippery path and needed medical attention for their bruises.


After he was all healed, one of the young men mustered up his courage and approached Reb Meir. "Why is it, Rebbe," he asked with utmost respect, "that no one can negotiate that slippery path, yet the Rebbe walks with such sure steps?"


Answered Reb Meir, "If a person is tied on 'high,' he doesn't fall down below. Meir is tied on 'high' and for this reason he can walk up even a slippery hill."


Sometime later, on one of his daily walks ordered by his doctors, the Rebbe Rashab and his son were walking through the city gardens.


While they walked side by side, the Rebbe Rashab became deeply engrossed in his thoughts. Without realizing it, he drew the attention of many passers-by. He continued walking thus for a long time and his son became more and more uncomfortable. Finally, he could contain himself no longer, and he sighed.


The Rebbe Rashab paused in his walk, distressed to think that something had caused his son to become morose or depressed. He said, "Why do you sigh? If a man is tied up on high, he doesn't fall down below!"

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayera 5777 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization.
Thoughts that Count
That my soul may bless you (Gen. 27:4)


Why did Isaac want to bless Esau instead of Jacob? Jacob was "a pure man, a dweller in tents (of Torah)," and even without a blessing he would stay away from evil. Esau, however, was very likely to fall into bad ways, and needed the assistance of his father's blessing. (Ohr HaTorah)

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5752/1991 edition of L’Chaim Weekly.
Rabbi Amnon of Mainz’s Immortal Legacy of Mesiras Nefesh
By Rabbi Yehoshua Alt

The Ohr Zarua relates the following story. About 1,000 years ago in Mainz, Germany, the bishop insisted that his friend and adviser- R’ Amnon- convert to Christianity. 


Upon returning home, after requesting three days to think about it, he was so distraught at having given the impression that he even considered betraying G-d. The following three days he spent in solitude fasting and davening to be forgiven for his sin. 


Since he didn’t return to the bishop on his own, he was brought there against his will. When R’ Amnon said that his tongue should be cut off for the sin of saying he would consider the matter, the bishop replied that the sin wasn’t in what he said, but rather in his legs for not coming as he had promised. 


He then ordered that R’ Amnon’s feet be chopped off joint by joint. The same process was done to his hands. After each amputation, R’ Amnon was asked if he would convert, to which he refused. Then the merciless bishop ordered that he be carried home a maimed and mutilated cripple, together with the amputated limbs. 


When Rosh Hashana arrived a few days later, R’ Amnon asked to be carried to the ark. Before the congregation recited Kedusha, he asked to be allowed to sanctify Hashem’s name in the shul as he had in the bishop’s palace. He recited תקף ונתנה , which he wrote earlier, and then died. 


Three days later, R’ Amnon appeared in a dream to R’ Klonimos ben Mushullam, a great Talmid Chochom in Mainz and taught him the text of תקף ונתנה and asked him to send it to all parts of Jewry to be inserted in their liturgy. This Tefila then became integrated in the Tefilos of Rosh Hashana and Yom Kippur. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Chayah Sarah 5777 email of Fascinating Insights.
Bar Mitzvah Celebration - Earlier Than Expected

By COLlive Reporter


Rabbi Moishe Feiglin was flying to Los Angeles for a family celebration, but the simcha already happened on the flight...




Rabbi Moshe Feiglin putting tefillin on Vrrgin American flight attendant


Rabbi Moishe and Sara Feiglin, who leads the Aliya Institute for in-reach in Crown Heights, were flying on Monday for a nephew's Bar Mitzvah in Los Angeles, California.


Included in their itinerary was visiting the new location of Hittoreri, a Chabad-run recovery residence for men ages 18 to 30 in North Hollywood. The Feiglins also help teens in Brooklyn with addiction recovery.


But it seems like their mission already began en route...


Being a Lubavitch chossid, Moishe Feiglin walked up and down the aisles of the Virgin America flight from New York, searching for Jews to do a Mitzvah and put on Tefillin.


Upon concluding his rounds, Feiglin bumped into the flight attendant.


"Are you Jewish?" he asked.


"I'm Catholic," the crew member replied.


He then added, "but my grandmother was actually Jewish."


Feiglin said that, "everything moved pretty quickly from there." An instant Bar Mitzvah was performed aboard the plane as the attendant put Tefillin on his arm and head and recited "Shemah Yisroel..."


"I could feel my heart opening," he commented, and thanked the rabbi.

Reprinted from the November 23, 2016 website of COLlive.com

Rav Salanter Teaches the Inn Keeper an Important Lesson


Rabbi Yisrael Lipkin of Salant, of blessed memory, once stayed at an inn. The inn was quite crowded and the innkeeper realized that he was low on meat. Seeing a distinguished and pious-looking Jew with a beard, the innkeeper approached Reb Yisrael. 


“Are you perhaps a shochet (ritual slaughterer)? You see, I am running low on meat and I must slaughter a cow.” Reb Yisrael was taken aback. “I would love to help,” he stammered, “but unfortunately I am not trained.” 


The next morning Rabbi Lipkin approached the innkeeper. “I have a tremendous business opportunity. If you were to invest a few hundred rubles with me, I can guarantee a nice return.” 


The man looked quizzically at the rabbi. “Reb Yid (My dear Jew),” he stuttered. “I hardly know you! How do you expect me to invest with you? Give me a few references, and as many days, and let me check out the deal in its entirety. Then we can meet and I’ll make my decision.”


 “Aha!” exclaimed the great Mussar (Torah ethics) luminary. “Just yesterday, you were about to trust me with the ritual slaughter of your cow. You were going to feed your guests that meat based on the appearance of my frock and beard. Nevertheless, you would not invest a few rubles on those same grounds. Shouldn’t one treat his spiritual skepticism on the same level as his financial uncertainties?” (Story from Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetsky)
Reprinted from the Parsha Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Reb Mendel Berlin’s Torah Sweet Weekly.

Pearls of Wisdom… A Word for the Ages

The Kaf HaChaim’s Histadlus In Publishing His Magnus Opus
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Rav Yaakov Chaim Sofer, zt”l, was one of the great Poskim and Mekubalim in Baghdad, and subsequently Yerushalayim. His monumental work, the Kaf HaChaim is a comprehensive Halachic work for Sephardic Jewry, just as the Mishnah Brurah is for Ashkenazim. 


When the first volume of Kaf HaChaim was ready to be published, Rav Yaakov Chaim did not know where he would get the funds for printing. He reluctantly decided to travel abroad to raise some money, but only after he davened to Hashem that he not have to remain away from Eretz Yisroel for a long time. 


Rav Yaakov Chaim traveled by train to Alexandria, Egypt. As he descended from the train, he met a very wealthy man named R’ Yosef Samocha, who asked Rav Yaakov Chaim what the purpose of his visit to Egypt was. 


When Rav Yaakov Chaim told him he was there to raise funds for his Sefer, R’ Samocha took 200 lira from his pocket and gave it to Rav Yaakov Chaim, and told him that it should be enough to fund the first volume. 


When Rav Yaakov Chaim saw how quickly Hashem had helped him, he immediately boarded the next train back to Yerushalayim. When people at home saw him back so quickly, they were astounded at how quickly he was able to raise the full sum he needed. They asked him why he didn’t already stay to collect additional money for the future volumes, but Rav Yaakov Chaim replied, “Just like Hashem helped me so quickly with these funds, He will help me with funds for the future when I need them as well, but I will not stay outside of Eretz Yisroel even one minute longer than necessary!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Stories compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rav Yosef Leib Bloch Overcomes the Test of Flattery
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Once, an influential Rabbi offered his assistance and support to Rav Yosef Leib Bloch, Rosh Yeshivah of the Telshe Yeshivah in Lithuania. However, he was also involved in a political organization as well. Over time, the Rabbi discovered that Rav Bloch was against the political organization he was involved in, and was strongly condemning it. 


The Rabbi became very upset when he heard this and he approached the Rosh Yeshivah’s son, Rav Elya Meir, and told him that if what he learned about his father were true, he would discontinue his support of the Yeshivah. Rav Elya Meir asked his father the Rosh Yeshivah about it, and he denied ever speaking out against the organization. 


However, he instructed his son to not make his denial public, because he didn’t want it to look like he actually supported the organization, when in reality, he was opposed to it. Rav Elya Meir told his father that the Yeshivah really could use this man’s support, but Rav Yosef Leib replied, “Hashem did not say that I must be a Rosh Yeshivah, and I could just as well have been a businessman. Therefore, I refuse to flatter someone just so I can keep my position!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Stories compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A One Dollar Reunion

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Here is a story that occurred not long ago. (HaGeula weekly #348)


The Garbovskis, Igor, Vladimir and their parents lived in Kiev in a modest home. They were typical Ukrainian Jews: proud they were Jews, as ignorant about Judaism as a Jew can be and had a strong desire immigrate to Israel.


But they had differing ideas about how to do it.


Vladimir, always the idealist, wanted to leave immediately. He figured that with his degree in engineering he would surely succeed in the land of the Jews. But Igor and his parents wanted to wait until they became more proficient in Hebrew and gathered sufficient funds, then they would all move together.


But Vladimir wouldn't hear of it. One day he announced that he had purchased his ticket, packed his bags, made arrangements and would go alone and before they knew it he was gone.


At first Vladimir phoned home once a week and was full of good news: He became a citizen and was living temporarily in one of the immigration centers. He was learning Hebrew and he had been promised a job as an engineer as soon as a position was available.


But a half a year later he didn't sound so enthusiastic: The engineering job never materialized, he was working 'temporarily' as a gardener, he had moved out of the Immigration Center and due to low funds was renting a dingy apartment in the city of Ramle.


His parents suggested that he return home and Igor not only seconded the idea but began pressuring him; come home and in a year or so we will all move together and help each other.


But Vladimir would have no part of it. In fact, it made him angry; bad enough that the Israeli Government wasn't helping him, now his family was against him?!


He began calling home less frequently and his conversations were tense and often ended in quarrels. Until he stopped calling altogether.


Igor tried to call him back, but with no luck; at first he didn’t answer but eventually he was told that Vladimir’s phone had been disconnected. In desperation he contacted the Israeli police and the immigration service but they were of no help.


He felt guilty; perhaps it was his fault; maybe he had been to forceful, to negative? Perhaps if he had been more friendly etc. etc. until finally he decided there was no other way to calm his conscience and his parents’ worries than to travel to Israel and locate Vladimir himself. With a heavy heart his parents agreed and he was off.


Igor, unlike his brother already knew Hebrew fairly well and in no time he settled in. He immediately found himself an apartment in Tel Aviv got a job as an apartment broker to Russian immigrants and just days after he arrived in Israel began looking for Vladimir.


But he discovered it wasn't so simple.


First he went to the immigration center but they had lost contact with him. Then he located the apartment in Romle only to discover that Vladimir had moved out several months ago and all the landlord and neighbors could say was that he looked depressed.


He went to the company for which his brother had worked as a gardener and they told him that he had been a good worker for the first month or so but then he began complaining and refused to work. He said it wasn't fair that an engineer should do such menial, low paying work so they had to fire him and since then, three months ago, they hadn't seen him.


Igor contacted the police again, got on the radio, spoke on the Russian stations, put ads in the Russian newspapers with his brother's picture and even printed advertisements and put them on telephone poles in the streets. But nothing worked. And he began to suspect the worst.


After a year of fruitless searching in Israel suddenly an idea popped into his mind, maybe his brother moved to America. After all a lot of Russians that didn't make it in Israel went there. And, although Igor realized the irrationality of his thinking; if he couldn't find Vladimir in little Israel he certainly wouldn't succeed in the U.S.A., nevertheless he bought tickets and flew to Los Angeles.  A lot of Russians live there.  


But as expected, despite a month of praiseworthy efforts he came up with nothing. So he decided to try in New York for a week or two and then if nothing turned up he would return to Israel.


But in New York he fared no better. He put ads in the Russian papers, even got his plea announced on a few Russian radio stations but with no results.


Then on Friday, three days before his return flight on Sunday night, he happened to strike up a conversation with some Russian speaker in the hotel lobby where he was staying and when he mentioned his missing brother his acquaintance replied,


"You can’t find your brother? Why, if I was you I would go to the Lubavitcher Rebbe and ask for a blessing."
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The late Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l, handing out dollar bills for tzedakah


Igor had no idea what the man was talking about. "Rebbe? Lubavitch?" he replied, "No, I'm sure that my brother would never go any Rebbe."
But his acquaintance explained how this Lubavitcher Rebbe was known to help people in the most miraculous ways, told a few stories to make his point and finished by saying the Rebbe gives out one dollar bills, blessings and advice every Sunday from his headquarters in Brooklyn and that he should go there.

Igor couldn't believe that this fellow was telling the truth. He had heard stories of Chassidic Rebbes doing miracles but he was sure they were just fables or fairy tales.


But then he thought to himself that he really had nothing to lose and was free Sunday morning. Not only that but according to his fellow the Rebbe was very friendly and spoke Russian.


So that Sunday morning Igor found himself standing in a huge line of several thousand people that wound around a large red brick building in Brooklyn and an hour later he was face to face with the Rebbe.


Just as the man in the hotel said; the Rebbe was very impressive but also seemed very warm and friendly. So Igor said in Russian, "I'm looking for my brother who has been lost for a year. Can you help me?"


The Rebbe smiled, gave him two dollars and said, "One is for you and the second give to charity and you will find your brother."


Igor took the dollars, said thank you and moments later was in the subway back to his hotel trying to understand what happened. He concluded that the dollars were probably some sort of good-luck magic charm and although he did not believe in such things he put them in his wallet, returned to his room, packed his bags, rested for a few hours, went to the airport and forgot the whole thing.


When he arrived in Israel he took directly from the airport a cab to Jerusalem where he already had a few meetings planned


Then, once in Jerusalem he got out of the cab and immediately at least five poor people surrounded him and asked for donations. Usually he would simply ignore them, but this time he suddenly remembered the Rebbe's words, dug his hand into his pocket and begrudgingly gave the Rebbe's dollar to one of them thinking to himself, 'At least I'll see if that Rebbe's blessing was real'.


But he didn't have to wait long. Although the bum that he gave the dollar to tried to avert his gaze there was something familiar about him. “Vladimir?” Igor asked in disbelief. The disheveled beggar lifted his head and their eyes met. He took a good look. It was none other than his brother!


Vladimir took his brother back, called his parents and when they were finally united and fully realized what a miracle they had experienced they all decided to learn more about and be more connected to Judaism

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Yeshivat Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Vilna Gaon and the Host’s Cup of Coffee


The Vilna Gaon, zy’a, was once a guest in someone's home. When he was ready to leave, his host asked him, "I hope it was good for you here. How was it for you? Wasn’t it a good achsanyah (apartment)?" 
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An image of the Vilna Gaon, zt”l


The Vilna Gaon thanked him sincerely, and said that it was a very good achsanyah. "But there was one thing that I noticed while staying in your home, that I wanted to ask you about… I saw that you prepare coffee for your wife every morning, even before you make your own. I was wondering; why do you do this? Is it because Chazal say, “one should honor his wife more than he honors himself'?" 


The host said, "The answer to your question is the story of my life. When I was thirteen years old, I was a prodigy, already well-versed in Torah. A wealthy person wanted me as a son-in-law, and I became engaged. The chasunah was scheduled for seven years later, when I would be twenty.


“In the meantime, my future father-in-law hired private tutors so I could grow in Torah. For the next seven years, I learned with these tutors and became a talmid chacham. But when I turned twenty, my intended father-in-law lost all his money. 
“Personally, I wanted to continue on with the shidduch because I had hakaras hatov for the seven years that he hired tutors for me, but my father, may he be well, didn’t permit the marriage. I was a talmid chacham, and he didn’t think it was fair that I should marry a poor girl. "


“Another shidduch was suggested, and I ended up marrying her. But things weren’t sailing smoothly. Soon after the marriage, we discovered that I have a mum (a physical imperfection). I didn’t know about it beforehand. My father-in-law paid a lot of money and hired the best doctors to cure me, but they weren’t able to. One great doctor admitted that there was nothing doctors could do. ‘Save your money,’ the doctor said, ‘because there is no known cure.’


“My father-in-law asked me to divorce his daughter, and I obliged. "I became depressed. First a broken shidduch, then a divorce, not to mention my physical problem… My life was in shambles. I went to live in the hekdesh, together with other poor and broken souls. (A hekdesh is a communal room-and-board for homeless people and poor travelers.) 


“Someone who knew me from my teenage years recognized me in the hekdesh and was shocked. He said, 'How did you end up here? You have so much potential; you’re a great scholar. What happened to you?' 


“I told him my story. Soon afterwards, this man returned to the hekdesh. ‘I have a suitable shidduch for you, because I know someone who has the exact same medical problem that you have.’ 


"We met and we ended up marrying. After the chasunah, she told me, 'You were born with your mum, but I was born healthy. I developed my physical ailment later on in my life.' She told me that she was once engaged to marry a Torah scholar, but her father lost his money, and the shidduch was called off. She became depressed and ill and developed a mum. 


“I asked her some more questions about her first shidduch, and I discovered that I was her first fiancé. We were destined to marry, but it was called off when her father lost her money. So you see,” he said to the Vilna Gaon, “my wife became ill because of me. Doesn’t she deserve to be served coffee before me?” 
The Vilna Gaon said, "If I came here only to hear this story, it would also be worthwhile!" He was very happy to hear this story, because it demonstrates Hashem's Hand in shidduchim. When a shidduch is destined to be, it will happen.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.
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