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Rabbi Yissocher Frand recently told a powerful story highlighting the importance of demonstrating hakoras hatov, gratitude. It happened in the last years of the life of the famed Rosh Hayeshiva of the Ponevezh Yeshiva in Bnei Brak – Rav [Elazar Menachem Man] Shach, zt”l, (1899-2001.) when he was in his eighties. He asked a grandchild of his to arrange for him to attend a levaya in Haifa. The grandson thought that it must be the funeral service of a distinguished Marbitz Torah and he made appropriate arrangements for a taxi to take him and Rav Shach to the funeral home.


However when they got to place where the levaya was being conducted, the grandson realized that it was for an elderly but seemingly undistinguished woman. The grandson became even more complexed when Rav Shach insisted on going to the beis hachayim, (cemetery) for the actual kevurah (burial service) despite the fact that it had started to rain quite heavily. There was barely a minyan and Rav Shach recited the kaddish for the departed woman. After most everyone left, the Rosh Hayeshiva remained standing quietly in the cold rain for a number of minutes before leaving the cemetery with his grandson.


In the car going back to the yeshiva in Bnei Brak, his grandson waited for an explanation. When none was forthcoming, unable to hold himself back, the grandson asked Rav Shach why he came so far to attend the levaya and kevura of a simple woman.


Rav Shach explained that when he was Bar Mitzvah, he was learning in a certain yeshiva in Lithuania. In those days unlike today, there were no dormitories for the bochurim or yeshiva dining rooms for the students to eat nutritious meals. The boys would be sent to homes of Jews in the town where the yeshiva was located in order to get meals on certain days.

Recalling His Difficult and Painful

Sleeping Arrangement as a Youngster


Yet Rav Shack recalled the difficult sleeping arrangements. The bochurim would retire to the central shul in the town and sleeping was according to seniority of the yeshiva students. There were not enough benches for all the boys to sleep on and Rav Shack as a younger student had to try and sleep on the floor. In the winter the shul’s boiler was not heated the room was freezing. The floors were even more brutally cold for a young boy without even a blanket to try and keep warm.


The pain was unbearable for the young 13-year-old future Rav Shach. One day during that difficult winter he received a letter from his uncle who was childless and getting old in age. The letter told his nephew that he needed his help to run his factory and that the boy could live in his home [which obviously would include a warm bed.] In the letter the uncle said that after he died, the nephew could take over the factory and have a comfortable living.


Rav Shach told his grandson that thinking of the bitter cold and freezing floor that he had to sleep on, he made an immediate decision to accept his uncle’s offer. However that same day, a woman who had just gotten up from sitting shiva for her young husband came in and announced that her husband had a blanket factory. She asked if anybody needed a blanket. The young future Rav Shach announced that yes he needed one and she came back to give him a big, comfortable  and warm blanket. Because of that blanket he was able to sleep that night and he changed his mind about leaving the yeshiva to work with his uncle.


Rabbi Frand said that because of that woman’s unexpected generosity, Rav Shach was able to remain learning in Torah and become one of the greatest Torah teachers of our generation. And Rav Shach recognized that it was all because of that simple woman. 

Remembering the Bitter Cold

That the Woman Helped Alleviate


Over the decades he made sure to keep track of her after she had immigrated to Eretz Yisroel and when he became aware of her petirah (passing away), decided to participate in the levaya and kevurah. He further explained to his grandson that he stayed outside in the beis hachayim for many minutes until he felt the freezing cold so he could better remember just how cold he had been when trying to sleep on the freezing floors of that Lithuanian shul almost 80 years before. In this manner he could was able to generate the proper hakoras hatov for this [simple but extremely righteous] woman whose act of generosity so changed and influenced his life and destiny.

The Reward of

Warming Others

By David Bibi


I saw this short story posted and wanted to share it with you as we enter the period of the darkest and coldest nights of the year. . 


In Crown Heights, there was a Jew, Yankel, who owned a bakery. He survived the camps. He once said, “You know why it is that I’m alive today? I was a kid, just a teenager at the time. We were on the train, in a boxcar, being taken to Auschwitz. Night came and it was freezing, deathly cold, in that boxcar. The Germans would leave the cars on the side of the tracks overnight, sometimes for days on end without any food, and of course, no blankets to keep us warm,” he said. 


“Sitting next to me was an older Jew – this beloved elderly Jew - from my hometown I recognized, but I had never seen him like this. He was shivering from head to toe, and looked terrible. So I wrapped my arms around him and began rubbing him, to warm him up. I rubbed his arms, his legs, his face, his neck. I begged him to hang on. 


“All night long; I kept the man warm this way. I was tired, I was freezing cold myself, my fingers were numb, but I didn’t stop rubbing the heat on to this man’s body. Hours and hours went by this way. Finally, night passed, morning came, and the sun began to shine. There was some warmth in the cabin, and then I looked around the car to see some of the other Jews in the car. To my horror, all I could see were frozen bodies, and all I could hear was a deathly silence.


“Nobody else in that cabin made it through the night – they died from the frost. Only two people survived: the old man and me… The old man survived because somebody kept him warm; I survived because I was warming somebody else…”


Let me tell you the secret of Judaism. When you warm other people’s hearts, you remain warm yourself. When you seek to support, encourage and inspire others; then you discover support, encouragement and inspiration in your own life as well. That, my friends, is “Judaism 101”

Reprinted from the Parashat Mikess 5778 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

The Flame Is

Burning Brightly

By Rabbi Sholom D. Avtzon


After serving in the Israeli Defense Force, may Hashem protect them, many soldiers decide to tour various parts of the world, and the figure in our story was one of them.


He grew up in a secular community in Naaveh Ilan in Eretz Yisroel, and after the completing his mandatory service, he felt he needed a break. So after some thought, he decided to crash on his relatives in San Diego, California. He knew it was by the Pacific Ocean and he enjoyed water activities. So without even notifying them, one sunny day he showed up by their door.


After overcoming their initial shock, they invited him for dinner and throughout the meal asked him about the family, his tour of duty and other points of interest. They then asked him what are his plans and he responded, I want to hang around southern California for a while and I thought I might stay with you.


They responded, while it will be our pleasure to have you over for some meals, however, we are sorry to inform you that there are no extra rooms in our house. There is no way we can accommodate your need for a room to sleep in, even for a short period of time. 


Realizing that although he brought some money with him, that was intended for his excursions and similar expenses, but he didn’t expect to pay for room and board. So after a while, they suggested, put on your uniform and go over to the Chabad Center, maybe they have room to put you up. We know that some Jewish students of the University, board there.


So off he went to the Chabad House and to his delight and surprise, they responded by saying “You can stay as our guest. The only thing we ask is that as long as you stay, you must participate in the morning services and obviously put on Tefillin on the weekdays and not desecrate the Shabbos.”


To him this was a small price to pay. They were not intruding into his life or making any outlandish demands on him. Their only request was, just be respectful to your host. He won’t smoke a cigarette in the synagogue on the Sabbath, but he will continue do so, in the privacy of his room or when he was strolling the streets.


This arrangement continued for a few months, and during that time he befriended a young man who was a native Californian, who was also taking some time off. One Sunday they decided to cross the border and visit the Mexican town of Tijuana. They remained there the entire week and on Friday morning they decided it is time to return.


However, to his shock, at the border he was refused reentry into the United States. His visa was for a one time visit, and by leaving the States, the visa was no longer valid. He pleaded with the immigration guard, that he had another few months on his visa, but to no avail.


He then said, the reason I decided to return today, is because I keep the Sabbath, and there is way to keep the Sabbath in Tijuana. I cannot stay in Mexico, I must get back to the place I was staying. The border guard dismissed his words and pleas and directed him to a room, to await his fate.


As soon as the guard left the room, another agent came over to him and said, “I too am Jewish. And while I am not Sabbath observant, I respect A Jew that is. So although, I will be definitely reprimanded and punished for helping you, with the possibility that I may be dismissed from my job, I am going to leave through the back door and leave the door slightly ajar. And you do what you have to.”

True to his words, the door was left ajar and this young man sprinted across the border.


That night in the privacy of his room in the Chabad center, he stretched out his hand to get a cigarette from the table. But then his conscience stopped him; the border agent put his livelihood in jeopardy, in order that you can maintain the sanctity of the Sabbath and now you are going to desecrate it and smoke?! Is that how low you will stoop. You will cause a person to lose everything he has, so you can have this little enjoyment and relaxation? Shame on you!


With these thoughts lingering in his mind, throughout the next twenty four hours, he survived that Sabbath without a cigarette, and then decided to honor his benefactor by truly becoming a shomer Shabbos. 


Upon his return to Eretz Yisroel, the family noticed that he had some kind of transformation and they realized that not only was he now observing the Shabbos, but he was becoming completely observant. Today, he is the husband and father of a beautiful observant family.


Yes, the flame of one Shabbos continues to burn for the remainder of his life, l’arichas yomim v’shonim tovim.


This story was related by Rabbi Mendel Groner of Kiryat Gat, who knows the individual personally.

Reprinted from the Parshat Mikeitz 5778 weekly story email of Rabbi Avtzon (avtzonbooks@gmail.com)
How Chacham Ovadia Helped Save the Life of His Friend Chacham Baruch


There's an amazing story that happened with Chacham Baruch and Chacham Ovadia that illustrates how Hashem creates a cause and effect in many different circumstances. Closing the Gemara to stop learning was something Harav Ovadia would very rarely do, but when another Jew was in need, he would drop everything and run. This is an episode of a time when his willingness to help one Jew enabled him to save the life of one of his closest friends.
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Photo of Chacham Ovadia Yosef, zt”l (second to right) and Chacham Baruch Ben-Haim (right) during a 1975 visit to Brooklyn by Chacham Ovadia.

Approximately thirteen years ago, his close friend Hacham Baruch Ben-Haim had a serious heart attack and lay unconscious in the hospital for several months. A medical specialist in New York spoke to his doctors at length and then informed the family that the main problem was not with Hacham Baruch’s heart, but with his lungs. 


There was only one doctor in the New York area who could treat this problem, and he worked far from the hospital. The family called this doctor and asked whether he would be willing to examine Hacham Baruch, but he declined, saying that he had no time. Even when they offered a large sum of money for his services, he could not be swayed. His patient roster was simply too full to make time to examine someone in a distant hospital.


The family was wondering what to do next, when Rav David Yosef, who happened to be in New York at the time and was privy to their conversation, asked whether he could perhaps speak to the doctor, who he had heard, was a non-observant Jew. “Perhaps I can speak to his Jewish heart,” Rav David suggested.


He called the doctor and asked, “Have you heard of Harav Ovadia Yosef?” 
“Certainly,” replied the doctor. 


“Well, his childhood friend is lying in the hospital, unconscious and I’m certain that Rabbi Yosef would greatly appreciate if you could examine his friend.” 
“Oh, he’s Rabbi Yosef’s friend?” the doctor asked in surprise. “I’m coming right down.”

Thankfully, the doctor was able to diagnose Hacham Baruch correctly. Within a few weeks he was able to leave the hospital, and he lived for another two years. When the family called the doctor’s office to settle payment, they were astonished to hear that the doctor did not want remuneration. 


“I didn’t’ do this for pay,” he explained. “I owed this to Rabbi Yosef.”

He then shared a fascinating tale. Several years earlier, this doctor’s son had visited Israel, and in Yerushalaim a terrorist detonated a suicide bomb right beside him. His son was rushed to Hadassah Hospital in critical condition. 


The doctor booked the next flight to Israel and hurried to his son’s bedside, but despite his medical knowledge, there was little he could do. Having heard about great rabbis and their power of blessing, he asked someone to arrange for him to visit some of these rabbis. Each rabbi whose house he visited empathized with his plight and promised to pray for his son. When he reached Harav Ovadia’s home, the Rav listened to him, and then closed his Gemara and told his driver, “Come, we’re going to Hadassah.”

When they reached this young man’s room, Harav Ovadia began to recite Tehillim, with tears streaming down his face. He blessed the young man and left. 
The doctor continued...”My son had a miraculous recovery,”“

So if Rabbi Yosef, who was thoroughly engrossed in his learning when I walked in, was willing to drop everything and run to my son’s bedside...didn’t I owe him the same in return when his friend’s life was on the line?”

“When I told my father what had transpired, he was overwhelmed with emotion,”concludes Rav David Yosef. “He said, ‘Who would have thought that my visit to that boy’s bedside would lead to Hacham Baruch’s recovery?"
Reprinted from the Parashat Miketz 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmy with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

Doing a Favor for Someone Who Was Not Nice to You


Once, a man insulted Rabbi Yisroel Salanter, O”BM, and later came to the Rav to beg for his forgiveness. Rav Salanter received the man warmly and not only pardoned him immediately, but also asked him: “Is there perhaps some way in which I can help you?” 


“It’s enough that the Rav has forgiven me. Must he offer to bestow kindness upon me, as well?” the man wondered aloud. 


“Let me explain to you my intention,” said Rabbi Salanter. “Our Sages teach us (Talmud, Kiddushin 59a) that an action removes the original thought. If one wants to uproot a feeling from his heart, he should perform an act of kindness for that person. “


That was the practice Yosef employed with his brothers. We find that it was Shimon who was the first to plot against Yosef, as he said ‘Let us kill him and throw him into one of the pits (Bereishis 37:20). 


When Yosef desired to uproot the feelings of anger that he felt toward Shimon, he was not content with simply telling Shimon that he forgave him. Rather, as Rashi explains the verse (Bereishis 42:24), Yosef went one step further and once the brothers left, he let Shimon out (of the imprisonment that he placed him under) and gave him food and drink.” 


Comment: Another way to mend relationships can be accomplished through acts of outward kindness. The positive feelings that performing kindness develop are very beneficial!

Reprinted from the Parshas Mikeitz 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly.
Rav Shteinman and the Second Piece of Fish


There is a story told about Rav Aharon Yehuda Leib Shteinman, zt”l, that after his Rebbetzin passed away, there was a small change in the Rav’s Shabbos Seudah. 

For years, Rav Shteinman would always request from his wife a second serving of fish at the Seudah, which he stopped doing after his wife’s passing. 
Even when the family members would offer him a second portion, he refused to accept it. 

When asked why he stopped doing this, Rav Shteinman explained, “The truth is, I don’t really enjoy eating fish, but I would always ask for a second serving out of respect and appreciation for my wife, who worked so hard to prepare the fish every Erev Shabbos.”

 It was out of his desire to give her satisfaction that he devotedly asked for extra fish each week for over 60 years!
Reprinted from the Parshas Mikeitz-Chanukah 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Unlearned Jew and

The Chozeh of Lublin
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Yehuda was a simple, unlearned Jew who lived near the city of Lublin in Poland almost two hundred years ago. He hardly knew how to read but he had a knack for business that paid off. At one time he was a millionaire and would travel at least once a month to the great Tzadik the "Chozeh of Lublin" and give him large donations to be distributed to charity.


But, as we all know, there is a wheel of fortune in the world and once it turned a bit too quickly for Yehuda to take his money and get off. In the course of a few terrible weeks he suddenly found himself a pauper.


He was afraid to borrow money and too proud to beg so he decided to take any job just to make ends meet; after all, he had a wife and children to provide for. He tried his hand at a few things and finally settled at being a porter.


Every day he would go down to one of three places; the market, train station or the docks, to see if anyone needed something to be carried. That is how he eked out a meager living. But it wasn't easy. First of all, most rich people had servants, second few people needed help carrying their things, and finally there were other porters that he had to take turns with. But perhaps worst of all, because he had no free time and no money to donate he stopped going to the Tzadik of Lublin which caused him a great spiritual descent.


Then things really got bad. A week passed without one customer and then another. Poor Yehuda was hungry, his meager savings were disappearing fast, and if he didn't bring any money home his family would be hungry as well. He was standing on the street in front of some stores waiting for work with no luck. He felt useless, depressed. He prayed to G-d for a customer but none came.. until.from behind him he heard a very friendly, "Hello there my friend! Yehuda isn't it?" It was the local priest.


He shook Yehuda's hand warmly. "Hello there! I see you've been standing here a while without work. It's been a few days, right? Listen; if you want work I think we can use you. If you're interested, come see me later today in my house next to the church." He smiled again, shook Yehuda's hand and was gone.


At first Yehuda didn't think about it. He always knew the Church was the enemy of the Jews although he never knew exactly why. But after he stood for a few more hours without any takers he decided to see what the priest had to offer.


When he got there the priest was all smiles. He had already spoken to the caretaker of the grounds and had a good job lined up. Yehuda could start tomorrow if he wanted. The pay would be good. He even slipped a few coins into Yehuda's hand as a loan so he wouldn't go home empty handed. 

'A loan! It's a loan!' He assured him when he tried to protest. "Don't worry you can pay me back tomorrow."


Yehuda thanked the priest for his kindness. But the next day when he appeared for work, the priest, with the same friendly countenance, asked him to sit down for a friendly talk.


"Tell me Yehuda, it just doesn't make sense to me why an intelligent person like you doesn't come to church. I mean, you can see that Judaism is not paying off. Just look! You used to be rich and now you're almost starving. Your G-d is simply too far away. He doesn't pay attention to you. And it's not only you. It's all the Jews. Just look at our beautiful churches compared to your miserable synagogues. Look how much money and success we have etc."


When he saw Yehuda's eyes widen in shock he calmed him down. "Listen, I'm not telling you to stop being a Jew. No no! All you have to do is let me sprinkle some ritual water on you and come to church on Sundays...that's all. And I'll give you a good job! Your Rabbi can't match that!"


Yehuda went home confused. He sat on a park bench deep in thought. On one hand he knew he had to be a Jew but on the other hand he definitely had been hungry and miserable until the priest came along. Maybe he could just PRETEND to change his religion, stay a Jew and make a living all at the same time.


But he was confused. He resumed walking till he came to a Synagogue and when he peeked in and saw it was empty he entered and poured out his heart. "Listen, G-d. I'm desperate, I'm hungry and, please excuse me for saying it, but You aren't helping me much. What do You say that I go to church once? In any case I'm not 'really' changing my religion. I just don't see what other choice I have!"


But when he got home and revealed his thoughts to his wife she wasn't confused at all. "Listen my dear husband. I'm just a simple woman but I think that you have to go the Chozeh of Lublin. He will certainly find a solution."


Two days later Yehuda found himself standing before the great Tzadik explaining his pitiful situation and the priest's alternative, ending with the words, "Rebbe, G-d has left me. He's ignoring me and I have nothing! Not even food to eat! So if I have nothing, I have nothing to lose! Do I!?"

The Tzadik was shaken to his very soul that Yehuda would even consider such a thing. He thought for a moment and said, "Listen, you certainly have a good point. But if you have complaints about how G-d is treating you then subpoena Him to court! That's right, forget the priest and call G-d to trial." 

Yehuda was listening with wide eyes as the Rebbe continued. "I'll gather three Rabbis who will be judges and you can state your claims before them. I'll be the lawyer for the defendant, namely G-d. Then after they hear all the sides they can decide the case."


Yehuda simply agreed; if the great Chozeh of Lublin said it then it must be right. Within moments three judges had been called and they arrived, the door closed, and the trial solemnly began. One of the Judges declared, "Yehuda, state your grievance."


Yehuda began to regret that he began the entire business but he reminded himself that, after all, it was G-d that began the troubles, and began to talk.


"I used to be rich. I gave a lot of charity; over twenty percent for sure, maybe more. But then, for no reason, I lost it all. Now I'm a pauper with no way to feed my family. I demand that G-d give me back my money. What does He need my money for?"


The Chozeh of Lublin, G-d’s lawer, replied, "True, you did give a lot of charity but you surely also did a few sins as well. For those you must pay!!"


But Yehuda was quick on the rebuttal. "Yes, I agree that I made mistakes but they were never intentional. After all, I'm just a simple Jew and never had a chance to learn Torah so I didn't know any better."


"Aha" The Tzadik replied as soon as Yehuda was quiet. "That is no excuse! You had money. You could have found time to sit and learn or at least hired someone to teach you what to do."


Yehuda claimed to his defense that he knew a lot of wealthy Jews who were no more observant than himself and nevertheless G-d did not turn them into beggars. To which the 'Chozeh' replied that it wasn't for him to question G-d's ways. For sure if he didn't get the reward for his good deeds in this world he would get it in heaven.


But Yehuda insisted that for sure G-d had enough money to give him some in this world together with his spiritual rewards. And, anyway, why did his wife and children have to suffer? Both sides rested their cases.


The judges thought it over and after a short deliberation asked Yehuda that if he knew that G-d would forgive all his sins would he forgive G-d for the injustice of his poverty.


To which Yehuda replied that, although he admitted he had some sins he would only forgive G-d if he became rich again.

The judges again took a short recess and returned with the following verdict: According to the strict law of the Torah G-d is right; After all He is King of the universe and the King can do what he wants. But because G-d expects us to go BEYOND the letter of the law so G-d Himself should do the same.


Therefore: G-d should return Yehuda's money on the condition that Yehuda from now on will devote a few hours of each day to learn Torah with a teacher that he will hire who will also teach him all the laws of Judaism.


The decision was written on parchment and signed by all those present: Yehuda promised to repent totally and G-d was given thirty days to return his money.


Yehuda returned home, told his wife what had happened and the next day went to the marketplace to make a proper 'vessel' for G-d to send his new fortune. He stood in the middle of the square all ready for 'unexpected' riches.


He stood from morning to evening yelling out, "Who wants a worker! Who has something to carry?!" But all he got was hoarse. and hungry. No miracles!


So it was the entire week and the next two weren't much better; he had a few customers but just enough to keep himself and family from starving.


Finally, the deadline day arrived; the thirtieth day! He really didn't want to go back to the priest but he was back where he began. If G-d wasn't keeping His part of the bargain, then why should he?! In another hour the sun would set. Yehuda found himself walking to the train depot. A huge train pulled in and rich people began exiting from the first class coach.


"Anyone want a porter?!" He croaked hoarsely. But everyone rushed past and ignored him until the train sounded a few loud whistle blasts and slowly pulled out of the station into the grey dusk.


A cold wind blew as Yehuda hung his head and turned to go home. Suddenly someone called from behind him. "Hello! Porter! Hello!!"
He turned to see a corpulent, well-dressed Jew with a medium sized trunk calling to him. "Are you a porter?!'


"Yes I am!" answered Yehuda enthusiastically.


"Good, then keep an eye on this for a minute, maybe five minutes but no more. I'll be right back!" The man put a silver coin in Yehuda's hand as a tip and rushed off toward to a side door yelling "five minutes! I'll be right back!"


The terminal emptied out but an hour later the man had still not returned. So Yehuda, afraid to leave the trunk, waited yet another hour, then hoisted it on his back and lugged it home, figuring he would return first thing in the morning to see if anyone had searched for it.


The trunk was unusually heavy and by the time Yehuda got home he almost passed out. He let it slide from his back to the ground with a loud thud that broke one of the hinges revealing the contents; it was filled with coins of gold and silver. A small fortune!


The next morning and the morning after that and the one after that he faithfully returned to the station telling all the workers and officials his story, but no one had come looking for a trunk.


His next destination was the Chozeh of Lublin who informed him that it seems that G-d was keeping His part of the bargain. "Was the amount in the chest enough to return your previous wealth?" He asked.


"Maybe" was Yehuda's reply "but it certainly is a lot of money!"


Yehuda became as rich as before but this time with more experience and wisdom; now besides giving charity with an open hand he also set times for learning Torah, especially the day-to-day laws and even set up places where others could also learn."


Yehuda never again had complaints against G-d

Reprinted from the Parshas Mikeitz and Chanukah 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Based on a story from  ('Ma Sh'siper Li Saba' vol.1 page. 127)
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