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Morning Prayers 

And Torn Shoes

By Yehudah Chitrik
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Rabbi Shneur Zalman Chaiken was a wealthy man for whom charity and hospitality were a way of life. In shul, he chose to sit at the rear wall among the poor people rather than in an honored place up front. Wandering paupers would take him for a fellow beggar.


His ears were always perked up to the poor folks’ conversation. More often than not, the discussion would reflect their hunger and lack. “Why, I haven’t had a decent meal in three days” was a common complaint.


Rabbi Zalman would respond immediately, “You know, there’s a man in town by the name of Zalman Chaiken. His house is open to any needy person. I myself had a delicious meal there the other day.”


He would escort the poor people to his home, set the table, and serve the surprised guests. “The owner doesn’t mind,” he would say with a shrug. “He’s happy that his guests feel at home in his house.”


Once, Rabbi Michoel the Elder, one of the mashpi’im (spiritual advisors) in the yeshivah in the town of Lubavitch, was about to recite one of the central parts of the morning prayers, the Shema (“Hear O Israel”), when he noticed that one of the students had torn shoes. He interrupted his prayers and pointed out the torn shoes to the person who was charged with taking care of the students’ material needs.


Later, Rabbi Michoel was asked: “Couldn’t the torn shoes have waited until after you completed your prayers?”


“The Shema proclaims the oneness of G‑d,” replied Rabbi Michoel. “A student wearing torn shoes can, G‑d forbid, catch cold and be held back from study and prayer. Being conscious of this is an expression of the oneness of G‑d.”



The shul in the town of Nevel was humming with conversation. The prayers had not yet begun, and the local townspeople were exchanging their daily experiences of small shtetl life.


Observations were made on the fine milk that Yankel’s cows produce, the amount of hay Shmerel’s horses consumed, and the damage Yossel’s goat had caused to the vegetable patch.


Once the prayers began, however, all conversation ceased. The people blocked out all distracting thoughts and worries, and immersed themselves in prayer.


Once, at a gathering, Rabbi Michoel the Elder elaborated on the sanctity of a synagogue. “It hardly seems appropriate to speak about cows and horses in this holy place,” he said.


The people agreed, and decided that from then on they would not speak about mundane matters before or after their prayers. They adhered to his resolution with the utmost respect.


About a month later, Rabbi Michoel ascended the podium one morning and requested the congregation’s attention. “I suggest that we no longer pay attention to the resolution we made. From now on, we may talk about mundane matters in synagogue before the prayers begin, as we used to. Needless to say, this should not be done during the service itself.”


In response to the many questioning looks, Rabbi Michoel continued, “Although we had proper intentions, it seems that this resolution caused more harm than good. Before the resolution, we shared our daily difficulties with each other. We knew when a person needed a loan to replace his cow which had stopped producing milk, or when another person’s horse had come of age and he needed funds to purchase a new one. When we stopped talking before the prayers, we lost touch with each other, and were unable to show our care.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Re’eh 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Excerpted from From My Father’s Shabbos Table, translated by Eliyahu Touger from Rabbi Yehudah Chitrik’s Reshimos Devarim.

The Secular Educated Rabbi

[image: image2.png]




Reb Chaim Soloveitchik, O”BM, wired the Chofetz Chaim, O”BM, to come to St. Petersburg immediately for an emergency meeting with the sages of the generation to discuss and remedy a decree by the government that rabbis are required to be certified with a secular education. 


Since the train left once a day the Chofetz Chaim had to wait many hours before departing. During the time of preparing and waiting to leave he walked about with a somber face and tears in his eyes. He was asked, “Is it such a disaster for rabbis to need a fourth-grade secular education?” 


The Chofetz Chaim answered, “If we look into the near future we can foresee frightening consequences to the Torah. Think of what happened with choosing Shochtim (Kosher slaughterers of animals) It used to be that a Shochet was chosen for his fear of G-d, knowledge of the laws of Shechita, and expertise in slaughtering animals. If, in addition, he had a good voice and could lead the prayers on the High Holy Days and sing at weddings, all the better. 


In recent times, with the decrease in learning and fear of G-d, the priorities have been reversed. The Shochet is chosen because of his voice; other qualifications have become secondary. The same thing is liable to happen with selection of rabbis. Secular education will become the main qualification, and Torah scholarship will become secondary.”

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

The Apta Rav and the Newborn Baby Boy
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


It was a dark cold night in Russia some two hundred and fifty years ago. The great Tzaddik Rabbi Yehoshua Heshel of Apta was sitting in his study learning Torah when he heard a knock at his door.

It was three in the morning. The Rabbi almost never slept, but it was very unusual that anyone would knock at this hour unless it truly was an emergency.

An obviously distraught man was let it and in moments he was standing before the Rebbe. His clothes were in wrinkled disarray as though he hadn't slept in days and he was wringing his hands with insane anxiety.

"Rebbe!" He pleaded with wide-eyes red from weeping and exhaustion, "Rebbe, help me! My wife has been in labor for the last three days but the baby just won't come out. The doctor came to our house to see her and said it's serious. He said he'll have to operate but he's worried it won't work. Please Rebbe do something! Tell me what to do!!"

The Rebbe folded his hands on the table before him and lowered his head on them as though in deep contemplation or prayer.

He remained that way for several minutes while the poor man stood there bewildered not knowing what to do. Should he leave? Should he say something? Maybe the Rebbe fell asleep?

The Rebbe lifted his head and said solemnly "You can go home. You have a new son. Your wife just gave birth to a boy. Mazal Tov"

He couldn't believe his ears. But why was the Rebbe so serious? He grabbed the Rebbe's hand between his and shook it, said, "Thank you Rebbe, thank you!" about ten times in a row, backed out of the room almost falling over his own feet and ran home as fast as possible.

As soon as he opened the door he heard the thin cries of his baby, and there was his wife, exhausted but alive and even faintly smiling! He burst into tears of grateful joy. It was a miracle!!

The next day he returned to the Rebbe to apologize for barging in the previous night and to thank him again. But before he entered the Rebbe's room the Chassidim stopped him and begged him to ask the Rebbe what happened, why he had to put his head down etc.

At first the fellow would have no part of it. But finally he agreed, entered the Rebbe's room, thanked him profusely and just before he left, humbly asked if the Rebbe could explain what happened; why it was such a hard birth and why the Rebbe took such a long time to fix it. The Rebbe replied with the utmost seriousness;

"Of course I will explain. You see, the soul of your son is a very high soul. It did not want to leave the pure spiritual truth of heaven to enter this deceptive world full of tribulations and difficulties.

"But I explained to it that when it descends to the world it will be given 'special powers' that are not available even in the highest spiritual realms. And these special powers will enable it to serve G-d above all limitations.

"And it worked! The soul agreed to come into the world and your wife gave birth."

When the Chassidim heard this explanation, they took great interest in this child (Who knows what a great person he would turn out to be!) and they kept track of him.

A year after he was born his mother passed away. Then seven years later his father also departed this world leaving the boy a complete orphan.

He was moved from one relative to another and, while the Chassidim did what they could to help, in those terrible days of persecution and poverty under the Czar Nicholas (of cursed memory) there was not much that could be done.

When the boy was only ten years old he was 'snatched' into the army with another boy (the Czar, an avid Russian Orthodox, decided that forcefully 'inducting' Jewish children into the army was the best way to convert them) and from then the only connection the Chassidim had with him was by mail. They would write to him once a week and the boy would answer when he could.

His rare letters complained bitterly about how they were torturing and punishing him and his friends for not eating pork and for trying to keep the Shabbat, but that he was resolved to never be separated from the G-d of Israel.

Then the letters stopped.

A half a year later they received a letter from the boy's friend saying that the boy had died from a beating he received while refusing to convert. These were the 'Special Powers' the Rebbe told the soul about. (Beis Moshiach Magazine #470 pg 23, see Perlov page 270)

Reprinted from the Parashat Re’eh 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel
The Lesson of a Horrifying Car Crash
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Rabbi Ashear tells the very real story of a man he met that two years ago was in a major car accident, לא עלינו. His car was totaled except for the exact part of the car that he was sitting in. He walked out without a scratch. 

He was very shaken up and couldn't take his mind off it. At that time, he was not observant. He didn't keep Shabbat; he didn't eat kosher; he never went to shul. That Shabbat he decided to go to shul. He randomly picked a shul that he never attended before. 

He didn't know what time the prayers started, and he walked in a few minutes before nine. Someone in the hallway told him that the main minyan started almost an hour ago, but there is a minyan starting in the back. 

That day, the Rabbi of that minyan made a speech about Hashem talking to us through life's occurrences and how He sends us messages, wanting us to come closer to Him. The man said,“I felt like I was in the room alone with that Rabbi and that he knew everything that happened to me”. The man accepted upon himself to improve, and now he is fully observant and couldn't be happier.


It looked like Hashem was abandoning him. He got into a terrible car accident. Nevertheless, Hashem was with him every step of the way. He protected him and guided him to the place he needed to become inspired. Hashem is always helping us, whether we realize it or not. Moreover, He cares about all of our needs-not just the big ones, even the needs that seem insignificant. He sends us these little messages to show that He truly cares about each and every one of us no matter how unreligious or less observant we may have become. 


May we all have the strength to open our eyes and see all the Berachot that Hashem has given us to this day and use these Berachot to learn more and follow the ways of the Torah. May we also turn away from outside influences so that we may grow in our observance of Torah and Mitzvot, and so that we may have families that are committed to a true Torah life. 

Also, may we learn from the story that every day is a gift and that Hashem is always watching over us which should ultimately lead us to take advantage of the opportunity of Teshuvah that’s coming upon us in the days ahead! Amen!

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Re’eh 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey as based on the teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
‘The Segula of Segulos’
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At the bar mitzvah of a friend, I met a friend who I had not seen in a long time and we both wanted to know how the other was doing. The conversation went from topic to topic until it came to livelihood. 

Then my friend paused and said that he was spinning wheels and had endured many difficulties in earning a living and every time he went to his Rebbe to ask for a bracha, his Rebbe told him to be diligent to daven with a minyan and he will be successful in his livelihood. 

However, he insisted that it was hard for him to always daven three times a day and he continued to struggle making a living. Every time a job opportunity came up, he would consult with his Rebbe who looked at it from all sides. Once, he was offered a really enticing position and he came to consult the Rav. 

When asked about davening with a minyan, my friend said that except for Mincha he could daven with a minyan. The Rav explained to him that he will not see a bracha. Then my friend said: “I told the Rav that I can’t make it three times a day… then the Rav raised his hands and said, ‘I too cannot help you… and he accompanied me to the door. 

This moved me and my friend realized that he had to make a spiritual change to influence the mundane. Right then I took upon myself to daven with a minyan just so Hashem should help me.” 

My friend concluded his story: “On the second day of davening with a minyan I received an offer of a partnership in a good business and within a month I opened a store!” 

I was moved by his story since I too suffered from low income, and I could not find a job that provided enough. Like my friend, I did not think to daven three times a day with a minyan despite the promised brachos… and so I went from job to job trying to earn a living. 

One day I went on a job interview where I wanted to work. After the interviewed I realized that I did not get the job and I was shattered. I left the office frustrated and disappointed and completely discouraged by my situation. 

Suddenly, amidst the darkness, I remembered the whole story, his insistence and his salvation. Not far from where I stood was a large shtiblach with minyanim. I decided that I would start to daven with a minyan and perhaps this bracha will happen to me. 

I went into the shul and I davened with feeling from my heart asking for help from heaven. I had just left shul when a good friend was standing in the doorway. We asked each other, “What are you doing here?” I told him about the job interview that I did not get. He told me that he had just opened a store and was looking for a reliable worker. I walked with him to the store and I started to work at a good job and of course, we both were always concerned not to miss a minyan!!!

Reprinted from the Parshas Re’eh 5778 email of Tiv Hakehila.
Giving Up an Opportunity to Recite Kaddish for His Father’s Yartzeit
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Rav Elya Dessler, zt”l, was always prepared to help others, even if it meant giving up on things that were important to him. Every year, Rav Elya had the Minhag to stay in the Gateshead Yeshivah for the week of his father’s Yartzeit, so that he could spend the time immersed in learning and lead the Davening in the Kollel. 


One year, however, on the very evening of his father’s Yartzeit, he asked a close student of his, Rav Zushe Waltner, to accompany him to the train station. Rav Zushe understood that this must be important because otherwise Rav Elya would never leave the Yeshivah, and Rav Zushe agreed to go. 


There were no cabs available, and they had to walk a far distance to the train station. Rav Zushe tried to hold his Rebbe’s bag for him, but Rav Elya absolutely refused to allow him to carry his bag despite the very long walk. 


When Rav Elya was standing on the steps of the train, he turned to Rav Zushe and explained why he was departing precisely at the moment when he should be davening as the Chazan in the Kollel. 


He told Rav Zushe that he had received a call from a Rosh Yeshivah in London that a Shidduch between a girl from the Gateshead Seminary and a Yeshivah Bachur in London, had run into difficulties, and that Rav Dessler might be able to save it. 


Rav Elya said, “I thought to myself, what better Kaddish can I send my father than to help establish a house of Torah in Klal Yisroel? The Zechus of helping this couple will also be a tremendous benefit for my father!” Rav Elya then boarded the train, and Rav Zushe reflected on how Rav Elya was willing to sacrifice a practice that was very dear to him, just to help others and further a Shidduch!

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

The Satmar Rebbe’s Replacement in Yerushalayim
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After living in Yerushalayim for about a year, the Satmar Rebbe, Rav Yoel Teitelbaum, zt”l, decided to relocate to America. One day, a guest came knocking on his door — Rav Osher Zelig Margulius, zt”l, one of the most prominent Torah sages of the city. 

He had heard about the Rebbe’s plans to move, and he came personally to try and dissuade him from going through with his decision. He addressed the Satmar Rebbe, “Our Rebbe, our leader! In whose care will you be leaving us if you move to America? If Chas V’Shalom someone will face a misfortune, who will he turn to for help?” 

The Satmar Rebbe replied, “Let me give you some practical advice that you can tell people. If anyone seeks a Brachah that will have an impact in Shamayim, all he has to do is go to a Shul and keep his eyes open during Shacharis. When he sees someone by Davening roll up their shirt sleeves to place their Tefilin on their arms, he should watch for a person who has a tattooed number engraved into his skin. 

That is the person he can turn to for a Brachah, because after having gone through what that individual has gone through, he was so totally cleansed and purified that his Brachah will surely have a tremendous impact in the Heavenly court!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Re’eh 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Vilna Gaon and the Yid Who Wouldn’t Say Brachos Before Eating
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The Vilna Gaon once stayed in a guesthouse in the town of Postrau. While he was there, a rebellious Jew entered the guesthouse and ordered a drink. However, the Vilna Gaon instructed the host not to serve this man anything unless he agreed to make Brachos. 

The host told this man what the Vilna Gaon said, but he was not willing to make a Brachah. He thought that the idea was completely ridiculous since he lived a secular lifestyle and he never cared much before about making Brachos. 

The Vilna Gaon turned to him directly and said very strongly, “You’re a fool! Just because you are a rebellious individual, do you think that you are free to do whatever you feel like? You are a full-fledged Jew, and you will have to account in front of Hashem for every detail of even minor Aveiros. 

“You will be punished for every transgression, whether large or small. You can never run away from being a descendant of Avraham Avinu, and being part of all the Brachos that were granted to the Jewish people. You are responsible and will be held accountable for even the smallest Aveirah!” 

When the man heard these sincere words of the Vilna Gaon he started to tremble, and he decided right then to become a Ba’al Teshuvah. He changed his entire lifestyle and developed into a fully observant Jew, full of Yiras Shamayim!
Reprinted from the Parshas Re’eh 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rav Chaim’s Suggestion

To a Childless Couple

By Rabbi Yechiel Spero
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The pain and frustration of not having children had taken their toll on Dovid and Sarah Goldwasser. They had tried nearly every medical procedure, visited with almost every top specialist and had of course spent much effort and tears at the holiest sites in Eretz Yisroel. But, alas, they were married twenty-two years and still did not have children.


The anguish would have crushed most people's spirits. But Dovid and his wife refused to give up hope and one day decided to go to Reb Chaim Kanievsky in Eretz Yisroel for a brocha - blessing. Reb Chaim was warm and caring, as well as sensitive to their needs. He asked a number of questions regarding whom they had gone to see and what procedures they had tried.


Finally, Reb Chaim looked at them and sadly explained that sometimes Hashem in His Infinite Judgment does not grant someone a child. The couple both sat silently, contemplating the words which Reb Chaim had spoken.


"But Rebbi, there must be something to do. There has to be—" Dovid's plea carried with it so much hurt and aching for a child.


Reb Chaim thought for what seemed like an eternity and finally spoke. "Maybe there is a way. The Gemara (Shabbos 88b) speaks glowingly about someone who is able to endure the shame of someone embarrassing him and does not respond. Perhaps—," Reb Chaim spoke with a tinge of hope in his voice, "if you receive a berachah - blessing from a person who has endured humiliation and not responded in kind, then — maybe —"


It was all they needed. It was — if nothing else — a glimmer of hope. But the problem they now faced was how to find someone who has suffered embarrassment at the hands of another, not responded and is prepared to give them a berachah. They resolved to do whatever they had to, whatever would help them...


Baruch Lipnick and his wife Rifka gave their new apartment a final once-over and were pleased that they had found a home in which they would be comfortable. Relatively new to the Bnei Brak area, they were pleased that their apartment search had come to an end. But as they opened the door to leave, they came face to face with a middle-aged woman standing at their door. "You're not buying this apartment, are you?"


The couple looked at the woman and then looked at each other. Neither of them knew who this woman was and could not figure out what she could have possibly intended when she issued her warning about the apartment. "I happen to know for a fact that this apartment has had a curse placed on it."


This announcement piqued their curiosity and alarmed them. They did want to buy the apartment but not at the expense of a shadowy curse. "How do you know that the apartment has been cursed?" They did not doubt her claim, rather they were just inquiring to get the full story. She looked at the two of them and defiantly declared, "Because I'm the one who cursed it."


She went on to explain that she lived in a neighboring apartment and a previous owner of this apartment had built an extension which she felt intruded on her privacy, and therefore she had placed a curse on the apartment. The woman seemed to be overreacting but before they were going to buy the apartment they wanted to make sure that they were not doing anything wrong.


They approached Rav Nissim Karelitz and explained the situation to him. Rav Nissim smiled and totally dismissed the woman's ludicrous claim, and justified his decision by explaining that the previous apartment owners had been given a permit by beis din - Rabbinical Court to proceed with their extension; hence the woman's claim was completely unfounded and contrary to a ruling of beis din.


In fact, Rav Nissim concluded, he had been a member of that beis din. Based on their conversation with Rav Nissim, Baruch and his wife were relieved and decided to go ahead with the purchase of the apartment. Within a month they moved in and before long were completely settled.


Although they were happy in their new living quarters, they still hadn't made many friends in the area. And so, when they were invited to a local Bar Mitzvah, Baruch was happy that his wife would be able to meet some of the other women in the neighborhood.


But unfortunately his happiness at the prospect of his wife meeting new women from the neighborhood quickly turned into a nightmare. In the middle of the Bar Mitzvah meal, the woman who had cursed their apartment burst into the room. She looked around and when her eyes finally locked onto Mrs. Lipnick's she let loose with a tirade directed at Mrs. Lipnick and her husband, claiming that they were "liars and cheaters, insensitive and uncaring." The entire barrage lasted for only about 2 minutes, but it felt like an eternity.


Mrs. Lipnick was mortified and was about to react to what had happened when someone tapped her urgently on her shoulder, "Please, I beg you, don't respond."


Mrs. Lipnick turned toward the woman who had tapped her and realized that she had never seen her before. The woman introduced herself quickly as Mrs. Goldwasser and again begged Mrs. Lipnick not to respond. So Mrs. Lipnick sat there quietly and suffered the terrible shame and indignity.


The crazed woman finally left and Mrs. Lipnick sat in her chair, feeling humiliated. "Please allow me to explain..." Mrs. Goldwasser sat down next to Mrs. Lipnick and told her about the entire meeting with Reb Chaim Kanievsky. "I've waited four and a half years to meet someone like you and I beg you to give me a berachah for a child." Mrs. Goldwasser's eyes were filled with tears and so were Mrs. Lipnick's.


And with heartfelt emotion, Mrs. Lipnick blessed her newfound friend that her years of suffering should end. And miraculously, twenty-six and a half years after they were married Dovid and Sarah Goldwasser cried tears of joy as they held their newborn baby boy in their arms. (Touched by a Story, Reb Yechiel Spero page 235)   We are truly a nation which enjoys a supernatural existence, with an extra special supervision from above.

Reprinted from the Parshat Re’eh 5778 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

Shabbos Stories for Parshas Ki Seitzei 5778
Page 1

