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In Whom Do You Trust?
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Someone from Eretz Yisrael told his rebbe that his first child was just engaged, and he doesn’t know how to cover the expenses. The rebbe understood his chassid's predicament, and being that they didn’t know of another solution, the rebbe advised him to collect money in America. 


"But Rebbe," the man said, "I don’t know where to begin. I’ve never collected money before." 


The rebbe answered, "Going to America is histhadlus. You don’t have to know exactly how Hashem will help you…" 


The chassid traveled to America. From the airport, he took a train to a Jewish community, and entered a beis medresh, together with his bags. Someone greeted him, and asked him about the purpose of his visit to America. He said he came for hachnasas kallah. 


“How much money do you need?" 


The man told him. 


"Do you have a place to stay?" 


"No. I just arrived and I don’t know anyone." 


"Then you can be my guest." A few days later, the host handed his guest an envelope with the amount of money he needed to raise. He had trusted in Hashem, and Hashem helped him much sooner than he expected. Just as his rebbe taught, "when one trusts in Hashem, Hashem helps in ways never imagined."


A year or two later, this man's second child was engaged. He wasn't worried; he knew exactly where he had to go. He came to America, and knocked on the door of his previous host. 


The host gave him eighteen dollars, and explained, "When you were here a couple of years ago, someone in my family was ill. I made a kabbalah to help the first needy person I met, to supply him with all his needs. I prayed that this be a segulah for my relative's recovery. You were the first needy person I met, so I asked you how much you needed, and gave you the entire sum. 


“I didn’t give you the money immediately, because it took me a couple of days to turn some of my assets into cash, so I could help you. In the merit of that tzedakah, my relative, baruch Hashem, had a refuah sheleimah. 


“I want to help you this time as well, but unfortunately I can't. I am not very wealthy. I give each meshulach that comes to my door eighteen dollars, and even that is more than I can afford… " 


What was the difference between the meshulach's first trip to America and his second? On his first trip, he trusted in Hashem, and Hashem helped him in ways that he never imagined. On the second trip he trusted in the donor, and the results were not the same.

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

The Chozeh of Lublin’s Distant Cousin

Someone came to the Chozeh of Lublin zt'l, and expressed the problems he was enduring. He asked the Rebbe to bless him with a salvation.


 The Chozeh didn’t respond. The man took this to be a bad omen, that there was no hope. Nevertheless, he believed, and he was certain, that if the Chozeh would exert himself with mesirus nefesh to pray for his sake, that the Rebbe could still bring him a miracle. 



Tombstone of Rabbi Yaakov Yitzchak Horowitz, 1745-1815, 

the Chozeh or Seer of Lublin


So he pleaded with the Rebbe to do whatever he possibly could to help him. He added, "We are relatives after all. My great-grandmother and the Rebbe's grandfather were cousins." 


The Chozeh replied, "That's a distant relationship," implying, "we aren't so close that I should put myself in jeopardy for your sake." 


The man left the Chozeh's room distressed, and he spoke about what happened with the Chozeh's close student, Rebbe Naftali of Ropshitz zt'l (known for his wisdom and wit). 


The Rebbe of Ropshitz said, "The Chozeh will soon daven Minchah. When he says “Elokai Avrohom, Elokai Yitzchak and Elokai Yaaková”, whisper to him, “a distant relative.'" 


He did just that. After Shemonah Esrei the Chozeh told him, "I prayed for you and you will have a salvation. Just tell me, who gave you this advice? It was Reb Naftali, wasn't it?"

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

"Send Me My Things,

I'm Leaving"

By Rabbi David Ashear
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On the last day of Hanukah, Klal Yisrael celebrated the release of Shalom Rubashkin from prison. He had been there for over eight years and had almost twenty more years to go. He is a family man with a wife and ten children who had been given an overly harsh sentence. 


There had been many attempts to try to get him out, but they had all failed. There didn't seem to be much hope for the future. All of a sudden, out of nowhere, he said, "The door opened up and someone told me I'm leaving." 


He said he couldn't believe his ears. The entire prison couldn't believe he was leaving. "מקימי מעפר דל מאשפות ירים אביון" He walked out of the prison with his Tallit and Tefilin bag and a couple of Sefarim and said, "Send me my things, I'm leaving." He went from one minute, sitting in a federal prison with nothing to look forward to, to the next minute, dancing in the streets with thousands of people celebrating his release.


Just witnessing the happiness of Jews all over the world sharing in somebody else's joy was so heartwarming. מי כעמך ישראל-Who is like the people of Israel? When there's suffering, we share in people's pain, and when there's celebration, we share in their joy. 


It's important to know that people who are in tough situations are delighted to find out that others care for them and are taking steps to try to help them. Everyone can always help to do something. We don't have to be related to the people and we don't need a heroic effort.


I read a story about a Rabbi Moshe Zigelman who was imprisoned in 2012 due to his refusal to betray another Jew. Rabbi Lish read an article about this and felt compelled to do something to help Rabbi Zigelman. In his class the next day he told his young students about the self-sacrifice that Rabbi Zigelman displayed and encouraged them to write letters to him. 


The students responded enthusiastically and wrote of their admiration for him and how they were all going to pray for his release. Each student wrote something he was going to accept upon himself to improve in as a merit to bring about his release. 


When the rabbi received the letters, he was overwhelmed with emotion. He cried and wrote back. He told them how much their letters meant to him. He promised these young students that when he is released, his first visit would be to their Yeshiva to celebrate with them. Indeed, that is what happened. He was released, all of a sudden, seven months later on Hanukah of that year. He came to their Yeshiva and danced with them.


We could always help people by praying for them, by accepting to improve as a Zechut for them and by letting them know that we are with them in their hardship. Salvation is always possible, no matter how bleak a situation looks. We do not base our hopes on statistics or on determinations from experts. We know Hashem could do anything, and therefore we never give up.


There's a Rabbi Moshe Schlesinger from Israel who had been married for over twenty-five years without children. And then Hashem blessed him with twins, a son and a daughter. And because of what he and his wife had gone through, they were able to start counseling and helping other childless couples. Over the past twenty-nine years Rabbi Schlesinger has counseled an astonishing 30,000 couples. 
He is somebody who experienced infertility; he understood other people's pain; he understood the pressures and the tension involved. He was able to make a big impact and help other people. He witnessed many cases where doctors had given up and salvation still came.


Just a couple of years ago, he was invited to attend the Brit Milah of a baby born to a couple in Jerusalem after eight years of infertility. In this case, the couple was told by the doctors that it would be impossible for them to ever have a baby. But the rabbi didn't give up on them. 


He said after the Brit Milah, "We have been at this couple's side for a number of years, and I was aware of the expert opinion of the doctors here, but despite this, I insisted they continue with a certain therapy that I thought might yield results. I am delighted that Hashem gave me the right direction to assist this couple. I merited attending the Bris, and there was not a dry eye in the crowd. It was so emotional to see this wonderful couple holding their own child, despite the doctors saying otherwise."


May we all experience the joy of Yeshuat Hashem.

Reprinted from the December 25, 2017 email of Daily Emunah.

The Widow Who Paid to Have Kaddish Said for Strangers

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


The following story is from a book I read I read called "Sipurim Sh'Ani Ahavti L'saper" (page 399)


Some 150 years ago in Pressburg Germany there lived a rich Jewish factory owner with his wife and three daughters who was a very kind man. He gave much of his wealth to charity until tragedy struck.


In the prime of life he suffered a fatal heart attack leaving his wife alone to care for the family and manage his affairs the most immediate of which was finding someone to say Kaddish for him after his burial.


(It is a Jewish custom that after one’s passing his/her sons say a special praise of G-d called 'Kaddish' three times a day for 11 months, and say it again three times on every anniversary day of the passing. But this man had no sons, only three daughters.)


She found a young man from a nearby Yeshiva (Torah academy) to say the Kaddish but a thought crossed her mind. What about all those Jews who pass away and have no one to say Kaddish for them?


It so bothered her that she went back to the Yeshiva, asked to speak to the Rosh Yeshiva (Dean) and told him that she wanted to pay for a general Kaddish to be said for all those people for whom kaddish is not being said.


The Dean agreed, another young Talmudic student was paid to say a 'general mourner's Kaddish' for that coming year. And so it continued for the next several years.


But then she experienced another tragedy. Her finances took a turn for the worse; in fact, for the worst. Almost overnight her business failed and she found herself deep in debt, with three daughters to marry off - and. what about the Kaddish? The whole thing was a nightmare.


She decided to trust in G-d. 'Next year will be better' she told herself as she begged her creditors to be patient, took the small remnant of her jewelry to the pawnbroker and got enough money to pay for one more year of Kaddish and the rest to barely live on.


But the next year things were even worse. The creditors became more demanding, her daughters kept getting older and the oldest just got a very serious offer for marriage.


With a heavy heart she returned to the yeshiva begged the Dean to agree to say just one more year of Kaddish promising she would pay later and left the building depressed and heartbroken.


As the door closed behind her and she was standing in the street she burst into tears.


Then, as though from nowhere, a well-dressed elderly man approached her and said, "Excuse me, but is everything all right? Did something happen? Perhaps I can be of assistance?"


He seemed so kind and sympathetic that she poured out her entire sad story. What did she have to lose?


"How much money do you need?" He asked when she finished. "That is, to pay all the debts, marry your daughter off and support yourself for another year?"


She smiled at the question; surely he wasn’t serious. it would take a small fortune. He wouldn't be able or want to pay such an amount. After all she never saw this man before in her life.


"How much? she said quietly, wanting to end the conversation, ‘I'm afraid it would be several thousand - at least fifteen thousand marks!" she replied; "But now I must be going. Thank you so much for your interest. I'm sure G-d will help."


"Just one minute!" he said as she turned to go. He pulled out a checkbook, found something to rest it on and when he finished writing said. "Here! Please, it's for you." He said loudly enough to keep her from leaving, then handed her a check for twenty thousand marks!


As she stood there astounded, wondering if it was all a dream or perhaps some sort of trick, he continued, "It's a large sum. You can cash it in the bank down the block. Go to the manager, but I’m sure he will want witnesses. I haven’t got time to go there with you, I must be on my way, but we can get witnesses from the Yeshiva here." He opened the door of the Yeshiva and asked her to follow him in and to please hurry.


They went up the stairs to the large learning hall. It was almost empty as it was lunch break. Only two conscientious pupils remained learning. The elderly man walked up to them, produced identification, explained that he wanted witnesses, they signed the back of the check he returned it to the woman and told her to hurry to the bank before it closed.


Still not totally believing this was for real, she thanked him profusely, ran down the stairs, then to the bank, showed the check to one of the tellers and was referred to the manager. Once in the manager's office, just catching her breath, she presented him with the check and when he saw it his eyes opened in amazement.


He looked at her then at the check then back at her again. He did this several times until he leaned forward and asked in an unusually serious and quiet voice. "Where did you get this check? Who signed this? Is this some sort of joke? Who gave you this? What did he look like?


She explained the whole miraculous chain of events and pointed to the signatures of the two witnesses on the check.


"Where are these people?" he asked "I want to see them."


A short time later they were standing in the yeshiva. The young men readily verified their signatures and described the elderly man. The manager shook their hands, thanked them and headed back to the bank with the woman.


All the way he was strangely quiet, looking repeatedly at the signature on the check and occasionally wiping his forehead with a handkerchief. When they returned to the bank and had the money transferred to her account he was constantly whispering to himself and wiping the sweat from his brow.


When she asked if everything was all right he asked her to sit down and began.


"The man who signed that check was my father."


He wiped his brow again, again looked at the check and almost whispered "He passed away four years ago."


"Just last night he appeared to me in a dream and reprimanded me for leaving the Torah and its commandments. He even said that if it wasn't for some woman that didn’t even know him no one would even say Kaddish for him. He was really angry, but I didn't take it seriously. After all it was only a dream. So I thought!


"But I was wrong. Now I see that my father is not as dead as I thought! The one that is really dead is me. I left G-d for money. I have decided to start doing what G-d wants and not just what I want. I swear that from today on I will do what my father wanted, what G-d wants: I’m returning to Judaism."


[The two witnesses were Reb Yehoshua Grinvald who became head Rabbi of Austro-Hungary and Reb Yosef Chaim Zunnenfeld who became the chief Rabbi of Jerusalem. The author claims the story was verified by Rabbi Zunnenfeld's great grandson].

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayechi 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
Is That a Reason

To be Depressed?


Rabbi Dr. Abraham Twersky tells an interesting story about a time, many years ago, when he had just began his practice. A man came to him and complained that he is continually depressed. 


Rabbi Twersky asked the man, "Since when have you been feeling this way?" and the man responded, "Since my doctor told me that I have only six months to live!"


Rabbi Twersky was at a loss for words, for surely anyone who’d been given that news would be depressed. He reflected for a few moments and finally told the man, "Just think of all the happiest times in your life and keep those memories constant in your mind". 


The man followed Rabbi Twersky's advice and lived another thirty years! 
We learn from this story that our mental attitude has an enormous effect on our physical well-being. What we can take from this is that we all have stress in our lives, but we have to learn how to detach ourselves from our problems and hand them over to Hashem, with the Emunah that everything will work out in the end, as it always does.
Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sanan

Reb Elchonon Wasserman’s Loose Jacket Button
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Reb Elchonon Wasserman, H”YD, came to the United States before World War II to collect support for his Yeshiva in Baranovitch. While staying in Williamsburg, he was told about a successful Jewish clothing manufacturer in Manhattan who refused to give charity. 


Reb Elchonon took up the challenge of going to visit this businessman. When he arrived at the workplace, he was given a less than warm reception. The boss finally welcomed him into his office and anticipating the request for money, he curtly questioned him about why he had come. 


Reb Elchonon stood in full stature and showed him where a button on his jacket had become loose. The man was stunned and immediately called over one of his workers from the manufacturing division and they ended up securing all the buttons on the Rabbi’s coat. Reb Elchonon graciously thanked them and he left. 


A short while later it dawned on this businessman the oddity of that visit. He called for Reb Elchonon and asked him, “Did you really come all the way from Williamsburg just get a few buttons sewn on your jacket?” 


Reb Elchonon responded frankly, “No! I came from Baronovitch!” 


“Are you telling me,” the manufacturer wondered, “that you came all the way from Europe just to have those few buttons sewed onto your jacket?” 


Reb Elchonon answered with a strong question, “Are you telling me that your soul made the long journey down to this world, a much longer distance, only to sew buttons on coats?” 


The words penetrated the man’s heart and he sent Reb Elchonon back with a handsome donation. (Story heard from Rabbi Label Lam). Comment: We learn in our portion about the
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly as compiled by Reb. Mendel Berlin.

Rabbi Galinsky’s Explanation Of Livelihood to the Cabby

By Rabbi Reuven Semah

“Jacob lived in the land of Egypt.”  (Beresheet 47:28)
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One day, Rabbi Yaakov Galinsky zt”l was riding in a taxi cab in Israel. The driver wanted to ask the Rabbi a question. The Rabbi agreed and began listening. He said that both he and his wife work full time and they have a small family. However, they never have enough money to finish the month. But, by you [ultra-Orthodox Jewish homes], you have large families with many mouths to feed and the father is in Kollel and they manage!


Rabbi Galinsky said that the answer is found in Rashi. The pasuk says that Ya’akob lived in Egypt. You might ask, is it possible to live in Egypt? So Rashi says the parashah is closed (satum). In truth, it’s hard to understand how one can live in Egypt, but it works! The Rabbi explains the idea to the cabbie with a story.


A young family was learning in Kollel.  He got a certain amount of income from the family. However, his family grew and other children had to get married, so his income could not increase. So, he went to Rav Shach zt”l to explain his problem. It’s getting nearly impossible to get along; it started to upset the tranquility of the house. He wants to know if he could leave the Kollel part of the day and get a certificate as an accountant to  make some money on the side. The Rabbi answered he doesn’t hold by it.


The family continued to grow, and he went back to the Rav. The situation is worse, what to do? The Rabbi answered that he understands his situation, but he is not for [the Kollel scholar going to work]. 


So the Kollel man asked, “Is it forbidden?” 


“No, no, of course not, but you ask my opinion, I think not.” The young man answered that if it’s not prohibited, he has no other choice.


The Kollel man studied Torah by day, earned his degree at night, and started working and made good money. However, something strange happened. His expenses went through the roof, major repairs, doctors, etc. Bottom line he was just as tight as before.


He thought maybe he had offended the Rav so he went back to ask forgiveness. The Rabbi reassured him and  insisted that there was nothing to ask forgiveness for.


The Rabbi explained that it wasn’t forbidden. Yet he didn’t recommend it. The reason is that for someone in Kollel, Hashem has a special system. It’s more like miraculous. A tiny amount of food goes a long way. A small amount of money goes a long way. However, when you went out to work even though you were still setting aside time to learn, (even a lot of time) the miraculous system stops. You entered the regular world, and that world has many pitfalls. Therefore I advised you that I wasn’t in favor of it.

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayehi 5778 email of the Jersey Shore Torah Bulletin.

How One Mitzvah Leads to Another and Eventually to the Ultimate Mitzvah Shel Chesed
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Rabbi Moshe Faskowitz


Rabbi Paysach Krohn tells an amazing story about a Rabbi and a non-Jewish woman who met by ‘chance’ on a snowy Brooklyn street, each amidst an act of kindness. A decade and a half later, their lives intersect again, but this time in an effort to perform the ultimate kindness. 

The phone rang at 3 A.M. The sudden ring frightened Rabbi Moshe Faskowitz, Rav of the Torah Center Synagogue in Hillcrest, New York, as he leapt from bed to answer the phone, wondering what emergency someone could have to call at this hour. 

“Is this Rabbi Faskowitz?” an elderly woman asked apologetically. 

“Yes,” he replied, “and who are you? Is everything all right?” 

She said, “Rabbi, I am so sorry to call in the middle of the night, but I have been searching for you for the last three hours. I don't know if you remember me. My name is Mrs. Worthington from Canarsie.” 

Rabbi Faskowitz tried to think as quickly as one could at 3 o'clock in the morning. He had lived in Canarsie years ago and he strained to recall the name. Surprising himself, he suddenly remembered an incident he hadn’t thought about in years. 

“Are you the woman that I gave the ride to about fifteen years ago?”

 She said, “Yes, that’s me,” sounding relieved but exhausted. 

He recalled how one afternoon in the winter of 1986, he was driving through sleet and rain. Standing under the awning in front of a Kosher supermarket was a middle-aged woman with bags of groceries, preparing to brave the rainstorm without an umbrella. He pulled alongside the curb and called out to the woman, “Hello, I am Rabbi Faskowitz of the Young Israel. Can I offer you a ride home?” 
“That would be nice,” said the woman, “but I am not Jewish so maybe you don't want to take me.” 

Rabbi Faskowitz replied with a smile, “I am a Rabbi and I'm glad to help anyone! Please come in the car, and I’ll help you with your packages.” The woman settled into the back seat of the car with her groceries, introduced herself, and thanked the Rabbi profusely. 

A conversation followed and Rabbi Faskowitz asked, “Tell me, if you are not Jewish, why do you shop in this Kosher food market?” 

“The food is not for me,” she replied. “I live in an apartment house, and there is an elderly Jewish couple on my floor. Both of them are not well and they can’t get out to buy their own food. So once a week, I go out and buy what they need. I know they eat only Kosher food so I shop at the store where I know everything is Kosher.”


Hearing this, Rabbi Faskowitz was even more delighted to have helped this considerate woman. He drove her home, helped her with the groceries, and complimented her kindness. 

Now in the middle of the night, Mrs. Worthington was on the verge of tears. “Rabbi,” she said, “the man I brought food to all these years passed away yesterday. There is no one to bury him. He has no children and his wife passed away a few years ago. I remembered that you were from a synagogue in Canarsie and I have spent a few hours trying to find you. 

“It took a while till I got your name and then finally someone told me you had moved to Queens. I was just able to get your number, so please forgive me for calling so late. You are the only Rabbi I know. If you don't help, the man will be buried by city authorities in a local cemetery for unclaimed bodies. I know he would want to be buried in a Jewish cemetery. Do you think you could help?” 
Rabbi Faskowitz was astounded at the kindness, consideration, and perseverance of this woman, and he assured her he would help. He quickly called Coney Island Hospital in Brooklyn, where the police had taken the body and where it was being temporarily held until someone would claim it. After numerous calls to authorities later that morning, Rabbi Faskowitz was able to get the body released for a Jewish funeral service and burial. 
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A traditional burial (kevurah) for a Jew without family at the Hebrew Free Burial Cemetery in Staten Island. (photo – The New York Times.)

No one attended the funeral at the Hebrew Free Burial cemetery in Staten Island except Rabbi Faskowitz. It was sad, simple, and solitary. Tears welled in Rabbi Faskowitz's eyes as he eulogized the gentleman softly to himself, and said, "You must have been an Adam Kasher, a worthy individual, because by the virtue of Kosher food, you merited a Jewish burial.” 

Then in silent dignity the man was laid to eternal rest. Rabbi Krohn comments: Chazal (Avos 4:2) teach: “One Mitzvah leads to another Mitzvah.” It’s remarkable that this holds true even after a lapse of fifteen years. Perhaps it was because as the Gemara says (Shabbos 32a), “Benefit is imparted through one who is meritorious”, that Rabbi Faskowitz’s kind gesture many years before on that stormy day in Brooklyn made him praiseworthy. Additionally it undoubtedly encouraged Mrs. Worthington to continue her kindness. Therefore, Rabbi Faskowitz became ‘deserving’, and merited to perform the ultimate Chesed Shel Emes, and bury a Meis Mitzvah!
Reprinted from the special Torah U’Tefilah email on the theme of Chesed shel Emes as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
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