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My First Student

By Rabbi Y.Y. Rubinstein
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Rabbi Y.Y. Rubinstein

When Project SEED found its way from America and took root in Gateshead, every Wednesday night a group of thirty boys from the Yeshiva of Gateshead would cross the River Tyne and learn with someone from the city of Newcastle. I was one of those individuals who crossed the river to teach Torah.

Fast forward thirty-six years.


When my son, who now lives in Israel and works as a photographer, was fourteen years old he was bound to a wheelchair and had to undergo major surgery on his feet. He had been through tough times, having lost his mother to cancer not too long before. 


At one point, my son phoned me and said, “Dad, I didn’t want to worry you, but I have just come back from the doctor and they have confirmed a diagnosis: I will be totally blind in ten years’ time.” When my son told me this, I was totally shocked.


Shortly after being diagnosed, he was in Manchester photographing a wedding. Scheduled to fly back on the German national airline Lufthansa from Manchester to Frankfurt and then to Israel, at the last minute the plane was canceled. And so, he had to fly on a cheap airline in Europe called Jet 2. The seats were made of plastic and the cup holder was clearly fashioned from an unscrewed coat hanger. My son therefore decided to pay some extra money and get a seat with a little bit more leg room up front.


Taking a seat beside another gentleman, after some back-and-forth conversation, my son mentioned that he was he born in Gateshead.” “Oh, I know Gateshead very well,” said the man. “When I studied medicine at the University of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, I used to learn every week with a very well-known Rabbi from Gateshead. Have you ever heard of Rabbi YY Rubinstein?” “Yeah, I have heard of him. He’s my father.”


My son, realizing that he was going to be spending the next five hours on a plane sitting next to a doctor, knew what this meant: free consultation. And so he began telling this doctor all about his problems. He mentioned the trouble he had undergone with his legs and how his mother had passed away. And now, he had just been informed that in ten years’ time he would be unable to see.


The doctor turned to him and said, “Well as a matter of fact you are wrong. I am an eye specialist and we developed a surgical technique that stops this disease you have in its tracks. I will do this surgery for you.”


“This doctor,” concluded Rabbi Rubinstein, “was the first person I ever taught Torah to. He was my first student for whom I crossed the River Tyne to teach. My very first student was to be the one who would help save my son’s eyesight. All those one-on-one night learning sessions were remembered by Hashem and now used to merit that the very man I taught would help save my son’s sight.”


As we are all sons and daughters of Hashem, when we teach and take care of our fellow Jews we are taking care of Hashem’s children. We may never know the reverberating impact of touching even one Jewish soul until years later; but indeed, every effort spent on helping another is well worth it. And truth be told, they may return one day to repay the deed.

Reprinted from the Parshas Pekudei 5779 issue of Torahanytimes Weekly Newsletter compiled and edited by ElanPerchik.

The Poster Child

By Rabbi David Ashear


In the future, we're going to see not just the good deeds, but the ripple effects from each one of them. The feeling that we're going to get from that is indescribable. 


Rabbi Shaul Rosen, the director of A-Time told a story about Rabbi Tzvi Kamenetzky, who was married for many years without children. In 1987, he received the great news that his wife was expecting, but the child was born prematurely and only weighed 2 ½ pounds and the prognosis was very grim.


For the next 2 months, the little infant fought for his life and then, Baruch Hashem, he came home to his parents. At the Brit Milah, they named him Yaakov.


R' Tzvi and his wife were overwhelmed with gratitude to the entire staff at the hospital for putting in every effort they could to save their child's life. They wanted to get a meaningful gift for them to really show their appreciation, but they couldn't think of what it should be. 


R' Tzvi went to ask his Rosh Yeshiva, R' Elya Svei for advice and the Rosh Yeshiva replied, "Don't get them anything, do something instead. Every year, on your little Yaakov's birthday, bring him down to the NICU and show them how he is growing. Let them see the fruits of their labor. That will bring them the most satisfaction." 


The Rosh Yeshiva then added, "It says in Parashat Shemot, "Hashem did kindness to the Jewish midwives, Shifra and Puah, for risking their lives to save the babies." Their reward, however, is not specified until the following Pasuk: 


So which kindness is this Pasuk referring to?" The Rosh Yeshiva answered, "The words that immediately follow explain. “Hashem showed them the fruits of their labor. They were able to see that because of their efforts, Klal Yisrael multiplied so much and that gave them such satisfaction."


R' Tzvi took the advice and he brought his son Yaakov, on his first birthday, to the NICU and showed the staff his gratitude in the most meaningful way. He did this year after year and then, on the child's 13th birthday, R' Tzvi posted an invitation in the NICU, inviting the entire staff to Yaakov's Bar Mitzvah celebration. 


That night, he received an unexpected phone call from the head nurse who said, "Rabbi Kamenetzky, you surely realize that most of our current staff was not around 13 years ago, when your son was being treated here, but I want you to know, we're all planning to attend. You know why? Because your son is our poster child. Each nurse being trained in hears all about little Yaakov Kamenetzky. 'Be sure to do your utmost for every infant,' we tell them, 'you never know, the child might become the next Yaakov.'"


How special it is when a person sees the fruits of his labor. In the future, that feeling, of seeing the fruits of every one of our deeds that we ever did, will be unparalleled. Now is the time to do the labor, to grab every opportunity we have to perform a good deed. That will be our glory and that is our lives.

Reprinted from the March 7, 2019 email of Emunah Daily.

The Ruse of the Three Letters

By Asharon Baltazar
[image: image2.jpg]




Out of nowhere, Zalman’s network of businesses suddenly collapsed, 
leaving him scrambling to pick up the pieces.

Not long before, he had found himself nearing the societal ceiling of Lelow, Poland, sitting on a fortune amassed from shrewd investment and hard work. Merchants from across the land sought his partnership, and he married off his son and daughter in lavish settings, giving them generous gifts with which to begin their new lives.


But now he rushed to blindly sell everything he owned—even his house—in an attempt to resuscitate his dying business. Nothing helped. His children shunned him, using various pretexts to turn a blind eye to his misfortune, and, as if things couldn’t get any worse, his wife passed away after a bout of illness. Poor Zalman was left with nothing and no one.


With a grief-sodden heart, he approached Rabbi Yisrael of Ruzhin for assistance.


“I’m sure there are many in Lelow who would help you,” said Rabbi Yisrael. “I’ll write a letter to the city’s Chassidim detailing your situation. They’ll help you get back on your feet. There’s nothing to worry about, I assure you. There is one thing I ask of you, however: Upon your return home, find yourself a G‑d-fearing spouse.”


True to the Rebbe’s word, the committee soon delivered a sum of 500 zlotys to the formerly wealthy man. Zalman wasted no time. He invested the money and reignited his business with much success. He also married a distinguished woman, who came to the marriage with a 200-zloty dowry. His misfortune had come to an end.


Noticing his father’s return to a life of wealth, Zalman’s son revived their kinship and stopped by to talk more often. But it seemed filial love wasn’t the motive. Always sure to avoid the new wife, the son dripped words of acid into his father’s ears about his recent decisions. The daughter also chimed in.


“You should’ve never remarried,” they told him. “Your age… you’re not exactly young. This woman is nothing but more responsibilities. Divorce her and come live with one of us.”


Zalman was wise enough not to listen to his children, but they were relentless. They would do everything Zalman wished, they promised, if only he would do one thing — leave his wife for them.


They were persuasive. With time, Zalman began to wonder whether he’d done the right thing.


On the way to a business fair, he decided to stop in Sadhora (Sadigora in Yiddish), where Rabbi Yisrael of Ruzhin was then living.


“Maybe my children are right,” Zalman suggested to Rabbi Yisrael. “Could it be that they have my best interests in mind? Recently, I’ve felt convinced by their promises.”


Rabbi Yisrael knew better. “The sages say that one is allowed to bend the truth for the sake of peace,” said the rabbi. “I want you to write three letters: One to your wife, one to your son, and one to your daughter.


“In the letters, tell them you’ve lost all your wealth and lack even a home, and you need to stay with them for some time. Send the letters, and remain here in Sadigora as my guest.”


Zalman did so and waited impatiently for the replies. Three letters, addressed to Zalman the Merchant, soon arrived. He tore the first one open and read, a frown steadily creasing his face.


“Dear Father, I ask your forgiveness and understanding. I’ve been plagued by a miserable financial spell and I’m unable to host you. Hopefully, the community in Sadigora will take care of you.”

Zalman looked at the signature and felt strangely empty. It was from his son. He set the letter aside and reached for the second envelope. This one was from his daughter.


“It pains me to write this, but I can’t help you. My daughter has recently become engaged to a wealthy man, and the wedding expenses are overwhelming. Another soul in the house would be very difficult to sustain. Perhaps it would be better for you stay in Sadigora than to come back to that wicked wife of yours.”

Zalman opened the third letter, the one from his wife.


“I’ve received your troubling message. I assure you that as G‑d has helped us through everything we’ve endured, He’ll continue guiding us now as well. Don’t worry. I will sell my jewelry to provide a ride home for you home. And as for livelihood, I’m willing to work in the market selling baked goods.”

Tears flowed down Zalman’s cheeks. Holding the letters, he entered Rabbi Yisrael’s chambers.


“Seems like you’ve received your answer,” said Rabbi Yisrael and he bade Zalman farewell.


Back in Lelow, Zalman asked the driver to wait in a nearby alley. His wagon was brimming with goods, but he was not ready to reveal that just yet. He marched inside, wearing his travel-stained clothes, looking like a man who had lost everything. His wife didn’t seem to even notice anything wrong. At his entrance, her eyes lit up, and she greeted him with a warm smile, repeatedly comforting him over his losses.


Zalman also notified his children that he had returned to Lelow, but the pair disregarded his invitation to meet.


Only then did Zalman instruct the driver to roll the overburdened wagon into the yard. From his travel bag, Zalman presented his wife with precious jewelry as a gift. He then spared no detail telling her of the events leading him to act out the ruse.


He was grateful for his wife’s love and support, and grateful to Rabbi Yisrael, whose wisdom had allowed him to retain that love.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
The Amazing Amazon

Seller Story

By Emuna Braverman
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There was a good reason his 28 iPads were all bought overnight.




We all love a deal. We scour grocery store circulars and online search engines for the best prices and the latest sales. There’s nothing we like better than to discover that a $1000 airline fight has been mistakenly posted at $100. We shake our heads in frustration if we miss the opportunity. 


There are even special websites created specifically to let us know about these “steals” – be it children’s toys, clothing or travel opportunities. We eagerly check our inboxes for the latest update.


That’s why this story – related by Rabbi Yoel Gold in a recent edition of Ami Living magazine – and repeated to me by one of my sons-in-law (lots of attribution here) was so striking. 


Rabbi Gold describes an Amazon seller who had 28 iPads to unload. He posted them online for $400 each and was astonished to see that they had all sold overnight. He had expected good sales but not this…


His joy turned to dismay, however, when he realized that he had mistakenly advertised them for $40 each!


Sitting in his office, discouraged by his stunning loss, our seller noticed an email from an unfamiliar seller, “Yehuda from Lakewood.”


What followed was nothing short of awe-inspiring. Having notice our seller’s post, Yehuda knew it had to be a mistake. Instead of taking advantage of the deal – and immediately informing all his friends, family and acquaintances – Yehuda decided to spare a fellow Jew pain and purchased all the iPads himself. He now offered the seller the opportunity to buy them back at the $40 price and resell them for $400 as originally desired.


Our seller was amazed, dumbstruck, astonished – you name it. Things like this just don’t happen in our cut-throat, dog-eat-dog business world. He never found out Yehuda from Lakewood’s full name. He didn’t want to be identified. He was just one Jew who went out of his way to help another.


And that’s why this story is so amazing. The first step was looking beyond his own self-interest. This is already a higher level than most of us. The second step was actually acting to prevent the seller’s loss, buying the iPads himself. We might look and we might even feel badly for the hapless seller but would we think to buy them? Would we put our own money on the line?


This individual Jew’s behavior was above and beyond. It didn’t just show good character but spectacular character. It’s really what it means to think of someone else. It’s true empathy. I could go on and on. I plan to share it with all my classes, whether it’s on topic or not. Because character is always the topic.


It’s a rare action – which is why it’s a story – but it’s truly beautiful. It’s an uplifting moment amidst the usual dreary and depressing news fare. I’m always waiting for the right moment to use the expression, “Mi K’Amcha Yisrael”, “Almighty, Who is like Your people Israel?” I think I found it.

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayikra 5779 website of Aish.com
A Unique Pair of Tefillin

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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Reb Zushe and his brother Reb Elimelech often traveled together, and quite often Reb Zushe would be dressed like a simple Jew, while Reb Elimelech dressed like a tzaddik. One of their main objectives was to arouse Jews to do Teshuvah. However, they were extremely careful not to embarrass another Jew and inform him that through their ruach hakodesh they sensed that he sinned and should repent. 


Rather, Reb Zushe would make believe that he just realized that he personally did that particular sin, and would bemoan to himself about how terrible it is for a Jew to have done that. A few minutes later, he would go to the tzaddik, Reb Elimelech, and with tears in his eyes he would beg him to help him do teshuvah.


He would speak loud enough that the person he was interested in inspiring and arousing in him the feelings of regret and teshuva would overhear their discussion and say to himself, “I also have that shortcoming.” He would then listen with great interest to what the tzaddik would say to this person.


Hearing Reb Elimelech’s words of encouragement, that Hashem is ready and willing to forgive one who sincerely repents, made the person think, maybe I too should repent. However, he was hesitant to say anything, fearing that the path of repentance would be too difficult for him.


But as he heard how the tzaddik who also spoke loud enough for him to hear, showed this “sinner” how to repent and correct his misdeeds, he thought, that isn’t too harsh or difficult; I also could and should repent. He would then come to the tzaddik and confess his sins.


The following is one of those wondrous stories:


At one inn, Reb Zushe began moaning and said to Reb Elimelech, Oy vey, my tefillin are possul. I always thought that my father of blessed memory bought me a beautiful pair of tefillin, that would last for a lifetime, so I never checked them. Today I met a sofer (scribe) who offered to check them for me, so I gave them to him.


But when the sofer opened the boxes up in front of me, I was horrified, the boxes were completely empty, and there was nothing inside. That means, I didn’t put on tefillin my entire life and all these years when I said a blessing on them, I mentioned Hashem’s holy name in vain. 


Rebbe, help me! How can I correct this? Just imagine a Jew who is over fifty years old, and he never put on tefillin.I feel terrible! How many brochos livatalah (blessings said in vain), did I say? Oy Rebbe save me! And with that Reb Zushe broke in a deep cry.


Reb Elimelech spoke soothingly to him and he began calming down. He then said to him, I happen to be a sofer myself, and I will write for you a pair of tefillin tonight, that you can put them on tomorrow morning. 


Reb Zushe thanked the tzaddik and left.


Hearing this conversation, the innkeeper rushed over to Reb Elimelech and said, Rebbe, I never knew that one has to check his tefillin. So it is close to fifty years that my tefillin weren’t checked. Can you please check mine?


Yes, of course replied Reb Elimelech.  It would be my honor to check a Jew’s tefillin. Please bring them over to me now.


The innkeeper thanked him and hurriedly left to bring his tefillin. A few moments later he handed them over and watched with amazement as Reb Elimelech opened them up.


However, a moment later his expression turned to horror; as Reb Elimelech showed him that the first box was completely empty and then the second one was also empty.


Recalling the conversation he just happened to overhear, he said; “Rebbe does that mean that I never put on Tefillin my entire life? He then broke out in a painful cry.


Reb Elimelech explained to him the seriousness of the transgression, but added in a comforting tone, “being that it wasn’t intentional and you are sincere in your repentance, the gates of repentance are open for you.”


He then said, “I will write for you a new pair of tefillin. I will have in mind to correct and make up for all the days and years that you unintentionally missed.  Additionally as part of your repentance you should do the following.” He then instructed him what he has to do.


The innkeeper was so thankful and relieved. He promised to do everything the tzaddik would instruct him to do.


Reb Elimelech took out some parchment, ink and a feather quill and wrote a pair of tefillin that very night. To the sheer happiness of the innkeeper they were ready the following morning, and after seeing Reb Elimelech inserting them and sewing up the boxes, he joyfully put them on.


Mission accomplished, Reb Zushe and Reb Elimelch continued on their travels to help another Jew.


A short while later the innkeeper passed away. Being that the family was poor and couldn’t pay the chevra kadisha (burial society) for all the expenses, the custom of that town was that the chevra kadisha would take the person’s tefillin and would try to sell it.


Not knowing that these tefillin were written by the tzaddik, Reb Elimelech they placed it together with all the pairs they had accumalated.


Some years passed and the tzaddik Reb Levi Yitzchok of Berditchov came to that town. In the morning he noticed that the student who was responsible to bring his tallis and tefillin forgot to do so. This distressed him greatly. What was he going to put on that morning?


While all of his students were more than willing to have the honor that the tzaddik uses their tefillin, Reb Levi Yitzchok did not wish to borrow someone’s pair. He desired to use a pair that was his. 


One of the students mentioned the fact that in many communities the Chevra Kadisha have the tefillin of the departed for sale, as payment for their services. He suggested that they inquire by the chevra kadisha if they have a pair for sale.

When the chevra kadisha replied in the affirmative, and informed them that they have a few pairs; Reb Levi Yitzchok said he would like to personally go and choose (pick out) the pair he desires. 


When Reb Levi Yitzchok arrived, the gabbai of the chevra kadisha showed him quite a few pairs of tefillin, and informed him that they are all available for the same price.


To everyone’s surprise and astonishment, Reb Levi Yitzchok began respectfully moving a few pairs to the side and then picked up one with tremendous happiness. “I will take this one,” he exclaimed.


The gabbai realized that there must be something unique and significant about that particular pair of tefillin and wished to understand whatit was. So he said; “Honored Rabbi, our custom is to sell all of them at the same fair price.  However, obviously this pair is extra special and therefore can be sold at a higher price. All I have to say is that the tzaddik of Berditchov chose and desired it and people would gladly pay us a higher price. However, I will give it to you if you explain to me why you chose this one specifically.


Reb Levi Yitzchok then related the above story, exclaiming now you understand. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5779 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story. Rabbi Avtzon is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Rebbeim of Lubavitch and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

The Segulah of Saying 

“Yehei Sh’mei Rabbah”
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Yaakov was among the top Bochurim in his Yeshivah. He excelled in learning, Yiras Shamayim, and had refined Middos. It was quite a surprise to everyone that Yaakov was having difficulty finding his Shidduch. He had been on countless dates, but nothing ever seemed to materialize. 


Yaakov was already in his late twenties, and he was beginning to despair. Despite this, he continued to learn with Hasmadah, diligence. One day, Yaakov went to the Bris of his Chavrusa’s son, in the Beis Medrash of the Gaon, Rav Yitzchak Hutner, zt"l. 


After the Bris, the attendants crowded around Rav Hutner to greet him and receive a Brachah, and Rav Hutner smiled at each person as he greeted them. When it was Yaakov’s turn to reach Rav Hutner, the Rav stared at him with a piercing gaze, and whispered to him that Yaakov should meet him privately in his office, as he wished to speak with him. 


Apparently, Rav Hutner was able to discern Yaakov’s unspoken distress. Yaakov stood by the door of Rav Hutner’s office, wondering what Rav Hutner could possibly wish to speak to him about. 


A few minutes passed and Rav Hutner arrived, and welcomed Yaakov into his office. As soon as the door closed, Yaakov suddenly and uncontrollably broke down crying. His emotions from years of internalizing his sorrow and loneliness were released. There was no need for him to explain anything, as Rav Hutner already understood. 
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Rav Yitzchak Hutner


Rav Hutner spoke, “I have a Segulah, a Mesorah (Tradition), from our Rabbanim, and that is to answer ‘Amein Yehei Sh’mei Rabbah’ with all one’s energy. He explained that answering ‘Amein Yehei Sh’mei Rabbah’ is a Tefilah for the magnification of the honor of Hashem, and through it, one fulfills the mitzvah of Kavod Hashem, bestowing honor on HaKadosh Baruch Hu. 


“It is possible that once in your life you desecrated the Name of Shamayim, and due to this the Gates of Shamayim have been closed to you. When you answer ‘Amein Yehei Sh’mei Rabbah’ loudly and with Kavanah, with focus and concentration, you are Me’kadesh Shem Shamayim, you sanctify the Name of Hashem! This is a tried and tested Segulah. 


“If you persist in following it, you will soon merit to stand under the Chupah, and if you will continue this practice afterwards, you will also merit to make a Bris for your son.” 


Yaakov was overcome with inspiration and Chizuk. He thanked Rav Hutner, left the office and returned to Yeshivah. On the way, he thought to himself that the advice of a Gadol Ha’dor is not only a Segulah, but also a Halachic ruling, and a Halachic ruling one must fulfill forever. 


When it was time to Daven Minchah, Yaakov began his new efforts to say ‘Amein Yehei Sh’mei Rabbah’ loudly and with Kavanah. In just a few short weeks, Yaakov became a Choson, and a year later, a son was born to him, and Rav Hutner was honored as the Sandak! (Shiru La’Melech)
Reprinted from the Parshas Pekudei 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Chazon Ish and

The Holocaust Survivor
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The Chazon Ish, zt”l

A Holocaust survivor was once speaking speaking out against Hashem with the Chazon Ish zy'a. The Chazon Ish showed the man a Tosfos and asked him to explain it. 


The man looked at the Tosfos and explained it. The Chazon Ish proved to him that his explanation was wrong. The man tried again, but the Chazon Ish asked a question and showed him that he still didn’t understand the Tosfos. 


The Chazon Ish said, "If you can't even understand a Tosfos, how do you expect to understand Hashem's ways?"

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra-Shabbos Zachor 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Rebbe, the Poor Man

And the Rich Man

[image: image8.jpg]



Rabbi Meshulem Feish Lowy,
the Tosher Rebbe, zt”l


A poor person was waiting in line to speak with the Tosher Rebbe zt'l. The Tosher Rebbe was renowned for his deeds of tzedakah, and this pauper was desperately in need for financial aid. The pauper knew he was next in line, therefore, he was extremely insulted when the gabai didn’t let him in. Instead, the gabai called for a wealthy person, who had just arrived, to come in before him. 


“It figures,” the poor person bitterly thought to himself. “The wealthy receive honor, while the poor are slighted, and treated like second class.” 


When the wealthy man left the Rebbe’s room, the gabai told the pauper to enter. The pauper immediately said to the Rebbe, “I thought that at least in Tosh there was truth. I always knew that the Rebbe honors everyone, the rich and the poor alike. But now I see that even here there’s no justice. Why did the wealthy person go in before me? Just because he has money shouldn’t mean that his time is more important than mine, and that he can come in before me!" 


The Rebbe calmed him, and gave him an envelope. The pauper understood that it was filled with money, he was mollified, and left the Rebbe’s room. Outside the Rebbe’s house, the pauper and the wealthy man met, and as they were going in the same direction, the wealthy man offered him a ride. 


The pauper climbed into the front seat, buckled himself in, and took out the envelop to see how much money he just received. The wealthy man recognized the envelope. It was the envelope he had just given the Rebbe.


He immediately got out of his car, and returned to the Rebbe. He said, "Why didn’t the Rebbe at least open the envelope so he would know how much I gave him?" 


The Rebbe replied, "Why do I need to know? The poor man who received the money needs to know, but why do I have to know?” 


Soon, the details of the story became clear. When the pauper was waiting in line, the Rebbe saw him, and understood he was waiting for a donation. But the Rebbe didn’t have any money available to give him, so he asked the wealthy man to come in first. The Rebbe knew that the wealthy man would give him a lot of money, and then he could help the pauper. 


At that point the pauper understood that the Rebbe called in the wealthy man first, for his benefit. This is an example of looking back, and understanding that everything happens for your good. We should strive to attain this emunah even before we know the end of the story. Even before we see that it was for the good, we should believe that it is certainly so.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra-Shabbos Zachor 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.
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