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It was on Tisha b'Av in Auschwitz. The Germans forced the inmates to sit outdoors and listen to a band playing joyous music. They did this to break their morale; preventing them even the right to mourn on Tisha b'Av. 

A granddaughter of Reb Hillel Kalemayah zt'l was there, and she prayed, "Father in heaven, don’t do it for me, and don’t do it for the honor of the Jewish nation. Do it for Your own honor: Open up the heavens and let it pour shlaks regen (thunderstorm). Let this chillul Hashem end!" 

The skies were clear that day, but within a few minutes, dark clouds covered the skies and it began to pour. The evil Nazis ran for shelter, and the Jewish people returned to their barracks with a light heart. 

This episode encouraged her throughout the war, as it reminded her that Hashem was present and listens to her tefillos even in the midst of the intense hester panim. This gave her the strength to survive the war.

****************************


Someone told his problems to the Rebbe of Kotzk zt'l. The Rebbe asked, "Do you daven?" 


The man replied, "Believe me, I have so many problems, I am not able to daven." 


The Kotzker said, "That’s your greatest problem. Why did you tell me your other problems before this one? You should have begun with your greatest problem, that you aren't able to daven…"

***********************

In 1940, Reb Shaul Yedidyah of Modzitz zt'l fled to Vilna. On Shabbos he led a tisch, and even the Litvishe people came to listen to the Rebbe's beautiful trademark singing. When the Rebbe handed out shirayim, it seemed strange to the Litvishe people present. 


The Rebbe said, "Don’t make fun of this custom. If people would keep this custom, this war wouldn’t have happened." 


The Rebbe explained, "Shirayim means that you have a plate of food before you, and you don’t keep it all for yourself. You give away to others. If people would have this approach, this war would never have to happen."
*************************

Rebbe Dovid'l of Tolna zt'l once came late to his tisch, and excused himself to his chassidim. He explained that Moshiach came to him, and that was the cause for his delay. Moshiach asked him, "Should I come now and redeem Klal Yisrael or should I wait some more until all Yidden are rectified. If I come now, there will be some neshamos who will never be rectified." 


Rebbe Dovid of Tolna advised Moshiach to wait until all neshamos are ready. 


One of the chassidim present asked, "Rebbe, isn't it better that Moshiach comes now? Why should we wait for those few souls?" 


The Tolna Rebbe answered, "You are one of those souls that will not be rectified if Moshiach comes now."

****************************

Rebbe Yissachar Dov of Belz zt'l was once in Vienna (he went with his father, as his father went to see the doctors there). On Shabbos, Rebbe Yissachar Dov saw a bachur learning in beis medresh with extraordinary hasmadah. Rebbe Yissachar Dov was impressed, and greeted the bachur. 


The bachur told him that he was drafted into the army, and they required him to work on Shabbos. He asked for permission to be off on Shabbos in exchange for extra work hours during the week. 


For some reason the general agreed to his request. He said, "Since a miracle happened to me, I decided that I would make the entire Shabbos holy with studying Torah."


Rebbe Yissachar Dov was fascinated, and said, "Who knows whether it’s because of that bachur that the geulah is being postponed." Because Hashem has pleasure when one serves Him despite all the hardships of galus.

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Tzaddik’s Unyielding Demand for 100 Gold Coins


In the book, "Rav Moshe Feinstein” the following story is written. A woman once came to the Maggid from Kovnitz and asked him for a specific brocha (blessing) .The Maggid replied, “I will fulfill your request on the condition that you give me one hundred gold coins for aniyim (poor Jews)“.


The woman claimed that she could not possibly have the ability to pull together such a large sum of money, but the Maggid kept to his word. After some time, the woman returned and placed a bag with eighty gold coins in front of the Maggid . 


However, the Maggid stood firm and told her that he was sorry, but he cannot bench her until he received the full amount of money, and she should not return until she has the full amount. 


The woman could not understand how such a holy man would not have pity on her. She began to scream at the Maggid with a broken heart, “I will already deal with the problem myself without you! I will not rely on you anymore, but only on Hashem and He will help me!” 


When the Maggid heard her say these words, his face and tone completely changed. He said to the woman, “This is exactly what I wanted to hear from you.” 
The Maggid continued, “When you first came to me, I suspected that you were putting your faith in me. However, a person must never forget who is the true Source of Blessing .I never intended on taking any money from you, my hope and desire was that you would change your train of thought. Now that you understand and realize Who the true Makor haBracha is and it is on Him that you must cast your burdens, I can bench (bless) you.” 

Reprinted  from the Parshas Devorim 5778 parshasheet of Eitz HaChayim.

We Thank YOU for All


‘I was in a difficult financial situation and I needed a large loan. I knew that there was a Gemach that gave out large amounts like [the sum I needed] and I tried my luck. Unfortunately, I received the reply that the Gemach only gives out loans to residents of their neighborhood and not outside it. 


Since I live in a nearby neighborhood, I called a close friend who knows everybody to see if he could use his influence to get them to give me the loan. And so, after a few weeks I received the reply that Baruch Hashem they approved the loan. 


They lent me the entire amount except for a few thousand and now I had to try to get an additional loan someplace else. I also had to get additional guarantors and I had to pay two different places on two different dates. 


I thought I would go to the administrators of the Gemach to explain the situation and ask if they could add a little more which would help me a lot and remove an additional bother for me. 


Everything was fine and good, but how could I meet the administrators of the Gemach? I couldn’t ask my friend, [for] he already went to enough trouble for me above and beyond. 


That night, my father called and asked for help. I went to him and gladly helped him with whatever he needed. When I finished, I walked in the street and I tried my luck by trying to hitch a ride home. 


Not a moment went by and a car stopped and picked me up. The driver looked familiar, I asked him his name, he told me and my face lit up. I asked him if he was the administrator who approved the Gemach loan for me? 


He verified that he did, so I got up the courage and asked him if it was possible [for me] to be a little insolent and possibly ask for a few thousand more and I explained the trouble I would have to go to if he said no. 


He replied that in general he would decline, but since we had not met in twelve years and he never passed through my neighborhood but now that he was on his way to the [celebration] of a new Sefer Torah near me, it must be from heaven that he picked me up and so he would try to get me the additional loan. 


A few days later I received the reply and he approved the loan for me in full, which removed all additional burdens from me. With thanks to the Creator of the World and to you for the opportunity to thank Hashem publicly.

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5778 edition of Tiv Hakehila.

Allowing Bava Kama to

Do Something to Us
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Rav Shimon Schwab, zt”l, related how he once asked a young man what they were learning in Yeshivah, and he answered, “In Yeshivah we are currently ‘doing’ Masechta Bava Kama.” 


Rav Schwab replied, “When I went to Yeshivah we didn’t ‘do’ Bava Kama, but Bava Kama did “something to us!” 


When Rav Yechezkel Abramsky, zt”l, lay deathly ill in Sha’arei Tzedek Hospital, barely responding, the hospital’s director Professor Mayer, encouraged the Talmidim who were staying with the Rav to speak Divrei Torah near him so that he could hear them. 


Although there was no visible reaction from Rav Yechezkel, the monitoring equipment showed stronger activity in his body, which indicated that these periods of learning strengthened him and gave him life and energy! 


Someone once asked the Chasam Sofer, zt”l, the secret to his success in Torah. The Chasam Sofer replied, “I became a Talmid Chacham in five minutes.” 
The man asked, “Is that really possible?” 


The Chasam Sofer answered, “There are many periods of five minutes throughout someone’s lifetime, and many of those are wasted and lost forever. I made sure to maximize my time and use all those five minute periods to learn, and I made sure to not waste any of them. That is why I can say that I became a Talmid Chacham in five minutes. Five minutes here and five minutes there, were all used for learning!”

Reprinted in the Parshas Devorim 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

G-d’s Canine Messenger
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During the dark days of the Holocaust, a seventeen year old boy named Chaim Tzvi Solomon who learned in a Yeshivah in Hungary was rounded up for slave labor. Before he left the Yeshivah, he approached the Rebbe of Saklid and asked for a Brachah. 


The Rebbe placed his two hands on him and said, “Promise me that you will maintain a constant connection between yourself and Hashem.” The Bachur was very moved by his words and he gave his promise. The Rebbe again placed his hands on his head and said, “This connection will guard you everywhere you go!” 
Chaim Tzvi, whose parents and seven siblings were sent to their deaths in Auschwitz, not only maintained his connection to Hashem, but also managed to wear his Tefilin every day. He took them everywhere he went, even to slave labor. 
Once, the Germans decided to conduct a search, and they told everybody to remove their clothing. In a flash, while everybody was undressing, Chaim Tzvi dug a small hole in the earth and placed his Tefilin inside it. He stood on top of the hole, but one of the Germans noticed what he was doing. 


Chaim Tzvi whispered in the German’s ear that he wouldn’t gain anything from what he had placed in the hole, but he would gain from what he would give to him. Chaim Tzvi took out an expensive gold watch which he had managed to smuggle out and keep with him, and gave it to the German, and incredibly, the German left him alone. 


Chaim Tzvi continued to maintain his connection with Hashem, and with great Mesiras Nefesh, he strived to fulfill as many Mitzvos as he could. He survived until the liberation, and eventually returned to his hometown. There, he found everything destroyed. The town was in complete shambles. 


Chaim Tzvi sat on a stone and began to weep over this Churban. With bitter tears, he Davened to Hashem and said, “Hashem, I accept everything You do, but I can’t forego the ancient Sifrei Torah which were in my father’s Shul. Ribbono Shel Olam, if the Sifrei Torah are still in this area, please help me find them!” 


These Sifrei Torah were extremely old, and they were written with an unusually Mehudar type of writing. All the Rabbanim and Talmidei Chachamim of the area always preferred to read from these Sifrei Torah. Suddenly, Chaim Tzvi heard the sound of loud barking. He opened his eyes and saw a dog running towards him. As it got closer, he recognized it as the dog that used to belong to his family. They had used it as a guard dog for his father’s factory. 


The dog was barking frantically in a way that Chaim Tzvi, in all the years of the dog’s faithful service, had never heard before. Chaim Tzvi sensed that the dog was trying to tell him something. As Chaim Tzvi stood up, the dog began to run, and Chaim Tzvi ran after him. The dog ran to the edge of the town, and stopped next to a wheat field. 


The dog began to dig with his feet into the ground. Chaim Tzvi started to dig as well, but he found nothing. He almost gave up and left but the dog refused to stop. He continued to dig and bark at Chaim Tzvi, so Chaim Tzvi started to dig again. When he had reached a significant depth, he heard the sound of metal, and soon they had uncovered a huge metal suitcase. 


Chaim Tzvi pulled the suitcase out and opened it up, and inside he found the two Sifrei Torah from his father’s Shul, completely intact! The dog, however, did not calm down, and continued to bark. Chaim Tzvi continued to dig, and a little deeper, he found a box filled with a huge sum of money.


It was his father’s fortune that he had managed to hide together with the Sifrei Torah before he was taken away! A week later, the dog died. It showed Chaim Tzvi that Hashem kept the dog alive all this time just to answer his heartbroken Tefilah, and that one will always benefit from keeping a constant connection with Hashem! (Aleinu L’Shabei’ach)

Reprinted in the Parshas Devorim 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Sixty – Forty
By Rabbi David Ashear
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Rabbi Yisroel Alter of Belz

Rabbi Avraham Ozband, the Rosh Yeshiva of Telz in Riverdale told a story of a man who came to the Bet Yisrael, the previous Gerrer Rebbe, bemoaning the fact that Hashem did not bless him and his wife with children. The Rebbe said,  "Hashem gave you a wife. Have you been thanking Him for that?"


"No," the man replied.


"Hashem gave you an apartment to live in. Did you ever thank Him for that?"


Again he replied, "No."


"Hashem gave you Parnasa, health, a beautiful community to live in. Have you ever thanked Hashem for any of these blessings?" And again he replied in the negative. The Rebbe concluded, "When it comes to our dialect with Hashem, we should be thanking 60% and requesting 40%. Go start thanking Hashem more."

This meeting took place a few days before Rosh Chodesh.When the man said Hallel that Rosh Chodesh, thinking of his Rebbe's words, he noticed that it said, "כי לעולם חסדו-His kindness is forever" six times and "אנא ה'-Please Hashem..." four times. It was just like the Rebbe said: sixty percent thanking; forty percent requesting. The man worked on himself and learned to become a thanking individual. Baruch Hashem, he and his wife merited to have children.


Everyone has so much to be thankful for. Our nature is to let what we're lacking overshadow everything else to the point that we feel like we have nothing. But if we can work hard to break that nature and start thanking Hashem more for what we do have, we'll become greater people and have much more enjoyment in our lives. (Excerpted from the July 19, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.)
Rav Shlomo Wolbe’s Wayward Son
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The following is a true story about Rav Shlomo Wolbe (1914-2005) who was one of the greatest Rabbi’s of our time and who wrote extensively about raising children and the psychology of moral education. He had a very gentle and progressive approach and this story exemplifies many aspects of his approach. 


One of his daughters had just got engaged and the future in-laws were invited for a Shabbat dinner at the Wolbe home. In an atmosphere of great purity, Rav Wolbe welcomed the new in-laws warmly and everyone wished each other Shabbat Shalom. When his daughter’s future chattan arrived, he warmly exclaimed, “Welcome our future son-in-law!”


The atmosphere could not have been more joyous and pleasant throughout the Shabbat meal. Suddenly the doorbell rang repeatedly. Everyone was astounded and there was terrible tension in the room, who could be breaking the Shabbat at the Wolbes by ringing the doorbell multiple times?


Rav Wolbe opened the door, and in walked his rebellious son, who had left the fold and was no longer even remotely religious. He was wearing a T-shirt with slang on it, jeans and sneakers. He wasn’t wearing a kipah and as he walked in he threw his car keys on the hall table.


Rav Wolbe’s response filled everyone with surprise. His voice filled with love and happiness at seeing his son as he greeted him in the same way he would have greeted him had he been the greatest Yeshiva scholar.


He said warmly to his son, “Oh welcome my son. Really what an honor that you came to join us for dinner tonight. How could we have had this very special Shabbat without you? Come, please come in my son, you must be hungry.”

The son sat down at the table, to the right of his father, as his father did not express any hint of disapproval. His voice was full of acceptance and his message was one of unconditional love. He was not embarrassed or ashamed of his son in any way while in front of his future son in-law and his family. He made his son feel that he was so very proud of him.


“I see that you’re looking well, my son,” he said. 


His son shrugged. “Yeah, I’m fine,” he said flippantly. 


Rav Wolbe turned to his daughter’s fiancé and said, “You should know that you have an extraordinary brother-in-law, really extraordinary. His intelligence keeps amazing us since he was a child. I’m certain that you’ll get along well together.” 


He showed only pride for his son and how much he respected him. He continued to praise him in front of the others to raise his self-esteem and to show his unbending love for his son. He could see right into his son’s heart, and he saw that his son was good, and capable of great things, and that is what he chose to focus on. Not any of the negatives but only giving off positive vibes to his son. 


As they were all singing Shabbat songs, Rav Wolbe reached out and lay his hand on his son’s hand. The gesture was full of love and acceptance and said, “No matter what, you are my son I am very proud of you, I miss you, and I will always love you.”

At the end of the meal, Rav Wolfe said, “Thank you for coming my son. Our family would never have been complete without you and we love it so much when you join us.”

The son said, “Thank you dad,” took his car keys and left. As he reached his car just as he was about to start the engine he hesitated, thought about the evening and decided to go back to his father. As he entered the house he immediately went over to his father and they hugged each other. 


He told him, “Thank you for being there for me. He continued to say that he’ll be walking not driving tonight”. This would obviously please his father, as his son would also reconsider his rebellion. Love rather than disappointment had paid off immensely!


Ever since that evening, this “rebellious” son changed his ways to become a true man of Torah. He explained it the following way a few years later:


“The sincere love I received from my father that Shabbat evening and the way he made me feel so welcome and without any pre-conditions. Even with my profanities and provocations – he didn’t get upset, didn’t criticize me nor did he force me to do anything I wasn’t comfortable with like saying Berachot or wearing a Kippah. He surrounded me with much love and acceptance which is the only thing that ultimately connected me back to Torah.” 

Reprinted from the Parashat Devorim 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

The Doctor’s Unusual Dream
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Rabbi Sholom Dov Ber Schneerson,


Doctor Lieberman was a bit of an anomaly. He was an expert physician, one of the best in the immense city of Vi'tebsk, and a wealthy man. But he was also a devoutly religious Jew; a rare combination in those days when many Jews were leaving Judaism for success and acceptance in the gentile world.


In fact, his high reputation as a doctor was almost overshadowed by the stories of his meticulous observance of the Torah commandments. Especially the Holy Shabbat.


He almost never treated patients on Shabbat. No matter how much money they offered. He would try to push them off till Saturday evening when the Sabbath ended.


Of course, on Shabbat he would treat patients that were clearly in mortal danger but even then, even if they lived far away, he would go by foot rather than use a wagon and a gentile servant would carry his things and write prescriptions on empty blanks that he had prepared before the Shabbat.


This was his custom and this is how it would have continued if it weren't for the dream.


One Shabbat morning after the Prayers and the meal he ate with his family he laid down for a few minutes rest and behold; a dream.


He dreamt that a bearded Jew that he had never seen appeared before him, smiled and said,


"Doctor, it's not right that on Shabbat you avoid visiting patients who live far away. After all, if a life is at stake, the Torah forbids us to delay."


The Doctor woke disoriented and thought to himself ""Strange dream! Wonder who that Jew was.


Suddenly there was a knock on the door. He groggily staggered to the door and opened it and there stood before him a middle-aged Jew who looked as though he had come a long way.


"Shabbat Shalom!" the doctor greeted him, opening the door wide, "Please, come in. Would you like something to drink? Can I help you? You look like you've come a long way. Please come in and sit down."


But the man didn't enter, "Doctor Lieberman?" the visitor said desperately, lines of worry crossing his face.


"Please help me. I just drove two hours on Shabbat to get here. Listen, It's my daughter. She's very sick. I need you to come urgently. I'll take you in my wagon."


The doctor showed him in, sat him down, gave him a glass of water and asked for details.


The man anxiously leaned forward and continued, "A few weeks ago she fell ill. We called a doctor and he gave some medicine that worked for a while but yesterday, Friday, things got worse. Doctor I'm worried. Please come with me and see what you can do. Here, see? My wagon and horses are right here in front of your house. It's urgent."


Normally Doctor Lieberman would have tried to put it off till after the Shabbat and even if he did go â€¦ it would be by foot.


Not only that but it didn't sound so serious. The girl had been sick for a while and it could wait. Maybe her father was exaggerating or overly tense. After all, he wasn't a doctor.


But then he remembered the dream. He stood deep in thought for a few minutes and said "Let's go!" as he grabbed his kit and told his wife that he was leaving.

Two hours later he was at the man's house and as soon as he saw the girl he realized it was very serious. If it wasn't for that dream he almost certainly would have been too late. He felt as though he was playing a part in some strange dejevu. It wasn't really him or was it?


He immediately gave her an injection and waited by her bedside till the Shabbat was over to make sure it worked. When the sun set he prayed the evening prayer, made sure the family understood what treatments he prescribed and promised he would return the next day to see how she was doing.


Sure enough, the next day she was almost completely recovered.


Now his world was upside-down. How could a dream be more accurate than 'reality'? Up to yesterday he had been a practical, down to earth person but that dream made him wonder what was real.


A few months later he got his answer. He was called to treat a sick man an hour's drive from his home in a town where it was known that a great mystic Rebbe Shalom Dovber (nicknamed the Rebbe 'Rashab') lived. He could ask him his question.


In fact, after he successfully treated his patient and asked if anyone knew this Rebbe one those present offered to help. So a few hours later Doctor Lieberman, although he was not a Chassid at all, was standing before the Rebbe's office. He prepared himself to enter, straightened his tie and opened the door.


The Rebbe greeted him with a friendly smile. But the doctor took one look and almost stumbled over his feet. He couldn't take his eyes off the Rebbe's holy face to the point that he wasn't looking where he was going.


He made it to the chair, sat heavily down and tried unsuccessfully to return the Rebbe's smile.


The Rebbe gave him time to come to himself. It wasn't the first time that people visiting him were overcome with emotion.


Finally, Dr. Lieberman began to speak and hesitatingly told the Rebbe about his dream and how it caused him to save a life and asked what it all meant.


"I understand," said the Rebbe when the doctor finished, "but is anything wrong?"


"Rebbe," The doctor said examining the Rebbe's face for some sign of acknowledgment. "I'm almost sure that the Rabbi that I saw in my dream was. You! Rebbe, how did you do it?! You entered my dream! You saved the life!!"


The Rebbe answered calmly.


"I don't know anything about being in your dream but regarding the girl I certainly do know. Her father came to me with the story her illness that Friday and I gave him your name. After all, you are a well-known doctor. But it was you that saved her life."

Suddenly Doctor Lieberman realized that the Rebbe had used all his mystical powers just to heal a girl he had never seen through a doctor he had never seen with no benefit to himself.


He realized that a Rebbe is complete self-sacrifice for every Jew. Beyond the boundaries of physical and even spiritual. And he inspires it in others as well!

Reprinted from the Parshat Devorim 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Adapted from Sipuri Chassidim L'noar. Vol. 1 pg 160

The One Dollar Din Torah
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A Yeshivah Rebbe was faced with two boys fighting over a dollar. Each claimant seemed to have validity in his claim and yet it was unclear to whom the dollar should go, so he decided to take his students to the Torah giant of the generation. 


Over the course of his illustrious and holy life, Rav Moshe Feinstein, O”BM, met with multitudes of people, providing them guidance and advice, as well as settling many cases of dispute. 


One afternoon, Reb Moshe received three visitors, the two contending boys and their Rebbi. The boys presented their case before the greatest living legal authority of the generation. He heard each side with great care and questioned each with precision. 


After a thorough review of the facts, Reb Moshe consulted his books for a conclusion. A clear, but difficult decision was arrived at. Reb Moshe decided in favor of one of the boys and awarded him the dollar. 


Everyone was thrilled for having had the opportunity to spend time with such a great man. They had a sense that ultimate justice had been served but, even still, the fellow who lost his legal grip on the dollar he had claimed still felt the sting of the final judgment. 


As they were leaving, in an act of superlative sensitivity and magnanimity, Reb Moshe reached into his pocket and gave the one who had lost the case a dollar from his own pocket. Everyone left with a dollar and a pocket full of lessons. (Heard from Rabbi Dovid Green)

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
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