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The Jew Who Suspected

The Chasam Sofer
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The Chasam Sofer, O”BM, used to travel regularly to hot spring resorts for therapy and would stay at a gentile’s house. Once, a prominent Jew in town invited the Chasam Sofer. At first he declined, but at the insistence of a Jew, the sage finally relented. 


A short time later, the Jew began spreading negative rumors about the Chasam Sofer, accusing him of hypocrisy and lax observance. The Chasam Sofer eventually confronted the man and inquired: “What could I have possibly done to make you lose so much respect for me?” 


The man explained: “I passed by your door Shabbos morning and saw you eat without making a Kiddush. What kind of Jew does that?” 


The Chasam Sofer was stunned. He had davened much earlier in the morning and had already made Kiddush beforehand. This Jew simply misunderstood. However, one thought bothered him: why did he deserve that in his old age for someone to circulate negative rumors about him? 


The Chasam Sofer did a lot of soul searching until suddenly it hit him. He had always been perturbed by the thought that unworthy leaders may rise among the Jewish people, threatening our very existence, as the followers would stumble after their wayward leaders. 


Yet, through this unfortunate incident, Hashem had shown him that his fears were unfounded. He had given the Torah to the most brazen of peoples, who accepted nothing without careful scrutiny, as the story demonstrated. 


After all, at the time the story took place, the Chasam Sofer was already a Rav and Rosh Yeshivah for many years. Nevertheless, this simple householder did not hesitate to take the great sage to task for not making Kiddush over wine on Shabbos morning. The people themselves would assure that their leaders adhered to the highest standards. (Story from the Talelei Oros)

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, edited by Mendel Berlin.

Learning from a Moser

The Value of Davening


Rav Eliezer Yehuda Finkel, Rosh Yeshivah at the Mir Yeshivah, once related the following story: A long time ago, there was a Jewish man who was a Moser, meaning that he would go to the secular government and inform the goyim about what the Jews were doing just to get them in trouble, and he often caused them to face terrible punishments. He was a horrible Rasha who caused terrible problems for the Jewish people. 


The Gedolim of the time came together to see if they could put a stop to his troublemaking, and they decided that because of his actions, Halachah dictated that he was Chayav Misah, that he deserved the death penalty. They agreed that the best and only way to deal with him was to put him to death, so they devised a plan. 
They would appoint him to be the Chazan one Tefilah, and while he was leading the prayers in the middle of Shemoneh Esrei, they were going to grab him, tie him up, and throw him into the river so that he would drown and this was their Psak. They did exactly as they decided, and they got rid of him, and there was once again peace for the Jews. 


A few days later, however, this Moser came to one of the Rabbanim who Paskened that he was Chayuv Misah in a dream. He said to the Rav, “I want to tell you something. I’m up in Shamayim now, and I want you know that you Paskened correctly. I was Chayuv Misah for my actions. I was putting the lives of Jews in danger. 


“But I have just one question for you. Why didn’t you at least let me finish the Shemoneh Esrei I was in the middle of? The least you could have done for me was to let me say the words of ‘Shema Koleinu’, ‘Selach Lanu’, and ‘Refa’einu’! You don't realize how much every one of those words means in Shamayim!” Rav Finkel taught that this is what the power of Tefilah really means!
Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Pointless Work


Rav Avrohom Pam zt”l told a story about a man who received a lengthy prison sentence of hard labor. He had to push a large wheel round and round for fifteen hours a day. The work was exhausting and monotonous. 


One day he asked the jailer why the wheel was being turned, and he was told that the wheel was attached to a mill outside the cell, which ground wheat. Upon hearing this, the man’s efforts took on a new purpose. He imagined that his toil was producing flour for bread that would feed a hungry child somewhere. He visualized the satisfaction of an old woman on a cold winter morning eating a bowl of hot cereal made from the crushed wheat. These thoughts kept him going through the arduous years of labor.


When the day finally arrived and he was released from his captivity, his first request was to see the mill that the wheel was attached to. The guard looked at him with puzzlement. “What are you talking about? There’s no mill here, the wheel is attached to nothing! That was your punishment!”

When the man heard that his back-breaking efforts for all those years had been in vain, he collapsed and died. This is what Pharaoh intended to inflict on the Israelites. As humans, we need to have a sense of accomplishment and when that’s taken away from us, it can destroy us!

Reprinted from the Va’era 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

The Fancy Watch and the Family that Lost All

They Owned in a Fire
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Rabbi Elimelech Biderman told a story which took place in 2017 in Israel. There was a wealthy man, named Yaakov, who had a certain affinity for fine watches. In 2014 or so, he ordered a custom-made watch that was going to cost him more than 200,000 shekalim, (about $50,000). It was going to take three to four months until the watch would be ready, so he slowly set aside the money for the watch. The day came when he got the phone call that the watch was ready for pick up. He was very excited, but he happened to be out of town that day. He said, “When I return, I will pick it up.”

A few hours after that call, someone else called him saying that he just found out about a family in B’nei Brak that was left with nothing after their entire house with all their possessions burned down. “Baruch Hashem, the family is okay,” he reassured Yaakov, “but they literally have nothing. They have a lot of young children and there’s nowhere for them to stay. We are trying to raise $300,000–400,000 shekalim to rebuild their home. Can you please help us with a sizeable donation?”

Yaakov said, “Let me think about it and I will call you back tomorrow.” His money was all tied up, but he did have that $200,000shekalim that he had set aside for the expensive watch he ordered.

He started debating the issue in his mind. “On one hand,” he said, “I had that watch on special order. I can’t just back out of it now. On the other hand, how can I enjoy this luxury when I know that there is a family who is homeless who could use this money for their childrens essentials?”

He decided to call the watch dealer to ask if it would be problematic for him to back out now. The dealer said, “Actually, we have about seven other people who want this watch. There is a waiting list for it. We could easily sell it to someone else.”

Yaakov said, “Okay, so sell it to someone else.”

He gave the $200,000 shekalim to the family in B’nei Brak.

Three years later in 2017, there was a wave of over 630 different fires in Israel, and hundreds of apartments and buildings were destroyed. On Thursday night, November 24, the fires spread to the Moshav Bet Meir, which is just a 15 minute drive from Yerushalayim. The residents there were all forced to flee. 

Yaakov owns a very large house on a large property on that moshav. His son, who was staying there at the time, was amongst those who had to run for safety. They came back on Friday morning to survey the damage. Shockingly, although the house right next door was totally destroyed, the fire didn’t cross the property line. Even the new trees that had just been planted on the edge of the property were not affected. Not even one branch was singed!

Yaakov rememberered that he had helped a family who lost their home in a fire. Three years later, measure for measure, his own house and son were saved from a devastating fire.

Hashem has a reason why every single house from amongst the other houses in Israel had to burn down. We do not understand Hashem’s ways. But we can see clearly from this story how Yaakov had the free will to either keep the money he had put aside for his expensive watch, or use it to save a family who was displaced. So because he used his bechira (free will) in the right way, he was tremendously rewarded three years later!

May we all learn from this so that we may strive to reach our own personal potential, while keeping our humility, as Moshe Rabenu showed us. We must also be sensitive to the needs of our fellow Jews. May we have the foresight to always travel on the right path and be able to utilize our bechira (free will) in the proper way, so that we never come to the point where our hearts has veshalom become hardened from an addiction, or stop us from growing in Torah and mitzvot. Amen!

Reprinted from the Va’era 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

An Explosion of Hashgacha

By Shimon P.
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An Israeli sapper examining an abandoned bag


I began my trip on the 71 bus from Gilo with two suitcases, but when I got off the bus, I was only holding one in my hand. The missing bag had my Tallis and Tefillin. I immediately called the company lost and found department, and they told me that in two days I could come down and find what I was looking for. 

In the meantime, I couldn’t stop thinking that someone would call the police thinking the lost bag was a suspicious package and they would blow up the bag with the Tefillin. 

From thought to deed, I called the police and they transferred me to the explosives department and I asked them not to blow up chalila the bag that I left on the 71 bus with my Tefillin in it, but they told me this was impossible! Every suspicious package is blown up. 

Perspiration dripped from my head as I did everything I could to save the Tefillin, if not because of the great financial expense, then at least to save them from the degradation being blown up.

 I remembered that I had a relative who lived in Ramot near the bus depot. I called her and asked if she could wait for the bus at the last stop and see if she could find the Tefillin bag. 

A short while later, she called me back that the bus had already left the last stop and was on its next run. I retraced my steps and waited for the 71 bus with the hope that the bag was still on it, but two 71 buses pulled in, one after the other. I got on the first bus and asked the driver if he found a bag and when he said that he did not I ran to the second bus. The driver was nice, and he told me that he was stuck in traffic for half an hour because they found a suspicious package on another 71 bus. 
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I thought I would explode. I called the police to ask about the suspicious package they were about to blow up, but they said it would be done in two days outside the city. I did not give up. I called the police explosives department and the supervisor answered. He invited me to pick up the bag at the Kishla station in the old city. 

I went there, and when I arrived the supervisor greeted me nicely. He knew right away that I was coming for the exploded bag and he gave it to me saying: “Here is your lost object!” I took the bag, and with fear and love, I took out the tattered Tallis which was completely torn to shreds by the explosion. With a heavy heart, I took out the Tefillin, which to my great surprise, were completely intact, not at all damaged.

I checked again and again but they were whole!!! I asked the supervisor if what I was seeing made sense? 

His reaction was: “Yes, this is so, with ‘hashgacha’!!! Whenever we blow up a bag with Tefillin, the Tefillin remain intact!!!” 

I take this opportunity to ask for forgiveness from all those who I caused to be late to their destinations because of me.
Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.

The Yerushalmi Master of Bitachon Who Needed $25,000
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Antique copy of Rambam’s Sefer Hamitzvos


Reb Mendel lives in Yerushalayim, and supports his large family by dealing in antique sefarim. His primary hishtadlus, though, is his bitachon (trust in Hashem) and his tefillos. 


As the Ramchal (Derech Hashem 4:5) writes, "A person should stand before Hashem Yisbarach, to ask all his needs and to trust in Him. This is the first and the primary hishtadlus…" 


On the night before his daughter's chasunah, Reb Mendel gathered his family and told them that he needs twenty-five thousand dollars for the following night, and he didn’t know how he would get it. 


"But I am not worried. I trust in Hashem. Somehow, Hashem will help…" 
While the family was still converged around him, Shimon, an antique dealer for old and rare sefarim, knocked at his door, and asked whether there was a new antique sefer up for sale. 


Reb Mendel replied, "Actually, I recently bought a three-hundred-year-old Rambam for fifty dollars. Clearly, it was once owned by a scholar, as it has handwritten notes along the margins. I tried to figure out who this scholar was, but I couldn’t figure it out. Without knowing the name of the scholar, the set doesn’t have any retail value. In fact, I offered it to someone for fifty dollars, but he declined." 


Shimon perused the sefer, and by Shimon's expressions, it was noticeable that he suspected that he knew who originally owned the sefer. Reb Shimon asked for permission to take the Rambam and to try to find out who had originally owned it and to sell it. Reb Mendel and Reb Shimon made an agreement that one sixth of the sale would got to Reb Shimon. 


Shimon discovered that the Rambam had belonged to the Pri Chadash. (He deduced that by the handwriting and by the chiddushim that were also printed in the Pri Chadash's sefarim). 


The next morning, Shimon brought the Rambam to a collector, who paid thirty-thousand dollars for the set. Shimon kept a sixth for himself (five thousand dollars) and gave twenty-five thousand dollars to Reb Mendel, the amount that he needed for his duaghter's chasunah, to be held later that day.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vaeira 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The "Gentile" Woman

Who Lit Shabbat Candles

By Asharon Baltazar
Sitting among his Chassidim, Rabbi Tzvi Elimelech Schapiro (1783-1841) of Dinov, Poland, told this story:



One year after their marriage, a young couple reveled in the birth of their first child, a healthy baby boy. Alas, happiness was not to last. Just weeks later, the young mother walked out the door and disappeared from her cozy home. A hastily organized search party of willing townspeople was immediately dispatched, but they returned empty-handed. She was gone without a trace.


Life went on, and the child grew up with a devoted father but no mother. Upon maturing and starting his own family, the young man opened a small clothing store. He soon realized that he could make more money by bypassing the distributer and purchasing garments directly from the manufacturer. So, early one Thursday morning he hired a wagon driver and settled in for the long drive to purchase the clothing directly.


After a successful day, he carefully piled up his wares and began searching for someone to transport him home. As the sun steadily sank toward the west, he was spotted by a gentile wagon driver who offered his services. Upon hearing the young man’s destination, the driver proposed a sensible change to the journey. “My home is on the way, approximately two hours from here. We can stop there for the night. Tomorrow morning, we’ll get you home.”


The young man agreed. The weather, however, did not.


Fluffy clumps of white began to fall quickly, accumulating with worrying speed, and the horse plodded through the whiteout with difficulty. They barely made it to the driver’s house, where he introduced the young merchant to his mother. After exchanging the requisite pleasantries, the visitor silently busied himself with Maariv, the evening prayer.


The snow continued through the night and any hope of getting back on the road to arrive home before the onset of Shabbat dissipated. The young man’s disappointment was palpable. Grateful as he was to his hosts, spending the holy day with gentiles, far from home, was not what he had envisioned.


As the afternoon wore on, he began to make his usual preparations for the day of rest. Nothing, he thought resolutely, would dampen his Shabbat. He washed up and approached a corner to say the afternoon prayer, Mincha.
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Illustrated by Sefira Ross


The driver’s mother didn’t say much, but half an hour before sunset she placed two candles on the table and lit them. She covered her face and mumbled something to herself. The visitor watched with the widest of eyes.


“May I ask what compelled a gentile woman to light the Shabbat candles?” he finally gasped.


The woman ignored his question, inquiring instead, “Where are you from?”


The young man named his hometown. Recognition flickered in the woman’s eyes.


“And are you familiar with these people?” she asked, listing prestigious members of the town’s Jewish community.


“Of course I know them! How do you know them?”


“I used to live there,” the woman said wistfully, and she launched into the sad story of her various mistakes, the poor choices she had made, and her impulsive flight from her previous life.


When the young merchant mentioned his father’s name, the woman’s voice cracked. “My son… you’re my son,” she said tearily.


The young merchant had a lot to digest. This was his mother sitting in front of him—the mother he had not seen or heard from since infancy, of whom he had no memory whatsoever. And the “gentile” wagon driver was in fact his Jewish half-brother! They sat and talked late into the night, time passing unnoticed. It was a deeply emotional night, to say the least.


The following morning, as the traveler prayed Shacharit, he heard a terrible cry from the adjacent room.


“Dead! Mama’s dead!” the wagon driver wailed repeatedly. After recovering from the shock, the driver lamented that the local priest would surely expect to be paid richly for the burial.


“Your mother—our mother—was a Jewess,” said his newfound half-brother. “She deserves a Jewish burial, and tomorrow, rest assured, I’ll take care of that in the nearest Jewish cemetery.”


Indeed, on Sunday morning the woman was brought to eternal rest in a neighboring Jewish town.



“Do you see the magnitude of a single mitzvah?” exclaimed Rabbi Tzvi Elimelech to his Chassidim. “This woman abandoned her husband and newborn to chase a life of sin. Yet, because she continued to maintain the sole mitzvah of lighting the Shabbat candles, she eventually merited a Jewish burial.”
Reprinted from the Parashat Vaera 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Selfish Doctor

And Pharmacist
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Someone came to the Rebbe of Neschiz zt'l and told him that he is ill and needs a refuah. The Rebbe advised him to go to the doctor of Honipoli. A few days later he returned to the Neschizer Rebbe and said, "I was in Honipoli, and sought their doctor, but they don’t have a doctor at all!" 

The Rebbe asked, "What do the people do when someone is ill?" 

They turn to the נאמן רופא ל-א ,to their Father in heaven." 

"That was my intention. You should turn to the Doctor of Honipoli, who is Hashem. Pray to Him, and you will have a refuah sheleimah." 

Rebbe Gedalyah Moshe of Zvhil zt'l told that he was once in a city that had only one doctor and one pharmacist. The doctor and the pharmacist took advantage of their monopoly and charged very high prices for their services. 

The townspeople convened and decided that they won't use the doctor and the pharmacist anymore. If someone was ill, they would turn to Hashem. A year later, the townspeople reviewed what occurred that year in their town, and they discovered that no one in their town died that year, except for the doctor and the pharmacist.


The Zera Kodesh writes, "A Yid should never lose hope. He should never say that…I’m unable to pray with pure thoughts, and…my prayers can't go up to Hashem… Because even when a person is at a very low level, and he is unable to pray properly, nevertheless… Hashem sees that he’s yearning to pray properly, and his yearning is precious to Hashem. 

“And one can make a prayer about that itself. He can shout and plead before Hashem that he has become so distanced from Him, until he is unable to pray before Him. He can ask Hashem for compassion that Hashem should help him pray, so he can express himself fully before Hashem… This is how they were redeemed from Mitzrayim…"

Reprinted from the Parshas Vaeira 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Lights Keep On Inspiring

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon

Although Chanukah has concluded for this year, our sages inform us that the lights of Chanukah will never be extinguished. In the following story, which I heard this past Shabbos at Rabbi Nissan Mangels’ weekly Shabbos farbrengen in ksav sofer,  we see how they have a power to illuminate one’s life in a most meaningful and impactful way.


Rabbi Mangel related, that some years ago a shliach confided to him that while he makes a public menorah lighting, he does so only because the Rebbe wishes it to be done. However, he personally doesn’t see the tremendous benefit out of it. So Rabbi Mangel replied, let me relate to you, the following story and then form your opinion.


There was a remarkable Rov, Rabbi L---n (he mentioned the rabbi’s name and city, however, out of respect for the family, I decided not to publicize it), who lived out in the Midwest. He wrote some seforim and came from real prestigious lineage, one of the Maggid’s outstanding students. He had a daughter who was extremely bright and went to college. She excelled in her studies and was quite popular making many friends, but to parents’ horror, she began dating a non-Jew. 


The parents promised her the world if she would break off that friendship, but to no avail. She then informed them that not only is she maintaining this friendship, but they are going to get married during the upcoming winter break, [which was shortly after Chanukuh].


The parents told her, we won’t be able to walk you down the aisle, as we cannot and will not participate in a marriage out of the faith, and to their shock, her reply was NO PROBLEM, I DON’T NEED YOU THERE.


The father was beside himself in anguish, he tried whatever he thought is humanely possible to stop this dreadful tragedy from happening, but to no avail, she was persistent and determined to marry that person. However, the father was also determined, so on intermediate days of Sukkos he flew in to New York, and came to the Rebbe on Hoshanah Rabbah.


On Hashonah Rabba, the Rebbe would would give out Lekach (honey cake) to those that couldn’t come and receive it on erev Yom Kippur. At that time he would wish and bless every individually with a sweet year. The father took advantage of the opportunity and when he met the Rebbe, he poured out his heart about his otherwise talented and wonderful daughter, who refuses to bend in this point. He said, although I think I have done everything a father can do in such a situation, perhaps I am missing out on something and the Rebbe can advise me what else or additional thing I should do.


The Rebbe replied, “Wait until Chanukah.”


Rabbi Mangel continues, sometime later when Rabbi L----n related the entire story to me, he said. At that time I thought the Rebbe was informing me that he also doesn’t have a solution at that time and he would try to figure out something in the next eight weeks. In all honesty it wasn’t so comforting.


I became sick from anguish. Once I was rushed to the hospital thinking I was having a heart attack. That is how panicky and sick I felt.


On one of the nights of Chanukah, my daughter was driving to college to attend an evening course. On the way there she passed by a large public menorah ceremony that the local shliach arranged, and noticed that many Jews who are otherwise not affiliated or/and non-observant, were a sizeable amount of the attendees. 


She pulled off to the side of the road and stared at the celebration, the singing, dancing, and yes eating of the doughnuts and latkes. After some time she began thinking, many of these people are totally ignorant of Jewish customs, yet they are proudly and openly identifying themselves with a Jewish tradition, they know very little about. Their joy in declaring their Jewishness is real. While I, who was brought up with pride in being Jewish and is quite knowledgeable in its teachings and history, I am planning on walking down the aisle and turning my back on everything Jewish. That is just too ironic, to be true.


That night she came to her our [her parents] house for the first time in a many months and asked us for forgiveness for the heartache she caused us. Sitting by the burning candles she informed us how that public menorah ceremony gave her this clarity and reached her neshoma.
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This year’s Chabad Chanukah Menorah ceremony at Brandenburg Gate in Berlin, Germany


Rabbi L----n concluded, now I understand that when the Rebbe told me wait until Chanukah, he knew at that moment, how I would get my daughter back, and wasn’t pushing me off or stalling for time. He answered my request perfectly.


Rabbi Mangel concluded, After I related this to that shliach, I added, the shliach in that city didn’t even say a word to that girl, he didn’t even think she was part of the crowd he had managed to assemble, yet he reached her and in such a meaningful way. More powerful than the most eloquent speech he may have given.  So even if you don’t see the fruits of your activity, you should realize its impact is powerful and extremely effective. You are reaching Jews in the only manner they are presently open to.


So to the thousands of Chabad Shluchim and Shluchos, and our dear sons and daughters that went out this Chanukah or any day on Mivtzoyim, never be discouraged. The fleeting encounter you had with a Jew might be the catalyst and bring out the spark in his/her neshoma, causing it to shine extremely brightly. 

May we soon merit seeing the kindling of the candles in the third Beis hamikdash, speedily in our days.

Reprinted from the December 14, 2018 Weekly Story email of Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon.
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