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Rabbi Zusya of Anipoli

Before Rabbi Zusya of Anipoli was revealed as one of the spiritual giants of the generation, he lived the life of a nomad. He would wander from village to village, from town to town, and nobody knew who he was or could possibly fathom his greatness.


One evening, when he was sitting in the shul-study room of whatever small town he happened to be in then, a woman opened the door, entered, and asked loudly, "Have any of you men seen my husband?"


No one knew who she was. It turned out that her husband abandoned her and no one knew where he had run off to or even if he was still alive. His poor wife was now an aguna, unable to claim either divorcee or widow status, and therefore forbidden to remarry. 

Desperate to escape from her aguna status, she decided to travel to as many places as she could in search of her husband. In every city, town, village and settlement she arrived at, she would ask help in finding her husband, relating physical signs by which he could be identified. But to no avail, and she was becoming frustrated and depressed, at the end of her strength and financial resources.


However, when Reb Zusya heard her unusual request, he jumped up to face her and said, "Go quickly now to the Town Guesthouse, and there you will find your husband."

The woman neither hesitated nor asked a single question. She darted away to the Hospitality Center, and there, remarkably, discovered her runaway husband.


Those present were amazed. How could this itinerant Zusya know the whereabouts of the runaway husband whom he had never met? Their amazement mounted when they soon discovered he had never set foot in the Guesthouse either.


"Surely this is a miracle," they concluded excitedly. Word spread quickly from mouth to mouth to the entire local Jewish population. 

"No, no, nothing is miraculous here," Zusya hastened to disclaim. "It's just that something strange happened {at shul} this morning. After Shacharit (morning prayer), I overheard two men conversing, and one of them said to the other that a new guest in town had just showed up at the Guesthouse shul. 

"I couldn't help wondering," Zusya continued; "what was the significance of my happening to hear this? Why should my ears snatch on to this snippet in the midst of all the other conversations at the same time? 

"I wasn't able to come up with an answer or even a theory. I wanted to spend the day learning Torah, so I had to turn my mind away from this question. Then, this evening, after Maariv (Evening Prayer), {for some reason} I started thinking about it again. Just then, the woman came into the Study Hall and asked if we had seen her husband. I instantly thought to myself, 'That's the answer! This man that I heard them talking about must be her husband!'"


Everyone present stared at each other in wonderment. "He says this is not a miracle? If so, then it is an indication-a clear sign, even-that this stranger Zusya must be a tzadik (exceptionally holy). Imagine: he is so careful to not pay attention to gossip, so trained himself to tune out even idle conversation, that when his ears catch insignificant words he feels compelled to search out a deeper meaning for the occurrence. Only such a pure soul would Heaven arrange to hear seemingly insignificant words and trust that he would feel compelled to decipher their true significance."

Source: Translated and freely adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a transcription on http://www.veber.co.il/of an audio tape of the deceased tzadik of Jerusalem and Lubavitcher chasid, Rabbi Moshe Weber [1914-2000]. (Tapes from the vast collection, "Shemu ViTachi Nafshechem" ("Hear and Your Soul Shall Live,") can be ordered through the site).


Biographical note:  Rabbi Meshulam-Zusya of Anapoli [of blessed memory: ? - 2 Shvat 5560 (?-Jan. 1800 C.E.)], was a major disciple of the Maggid. The seemingly unsophisticated but clearly inspired "Reb Zusha" is one of the best known and most beloved Chassidic personalities. He and his famous brother, the Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhensk, spent many years wandering in exile, for esoteric reasons.


Connection: The 217th yahrzeit of Rebbe Zusya falls this Saturday night, 2 Shevat (this year: Sun., Jan. 29).

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5777 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com  ascent@ascentofsafed.com

Why Was Rabbi Yaakov Kamenetsky Hiding from 

The Chupah Ceremony?

Once, Rabbi Yaakov Kamenetsky, OB”M, was asked to officiate at the wedding of his student's daughter. Reb Yaakov checked his appointment calendar and shook his head slowly.

 “Unfortunately, I have a prior commitment and cannot fulfill your request,” he said. He wished his student and his daughter a heartfelt Mazel Tov, showered them with blessings, and added that if his schedule would open he would gladly join them at the wedding. 

On the day of the wedding, Rav Yaakov was informed that his original appointment was canceled. Immediately, he made plans to attend the wedding. He arrived at the hall long after the time that the invitation had announced that the ceremony would commence. 

Upon entering the wedding hall, Rav Yaakov realized that for some reason the Chuppah (marriage ceremony) had not yet begun. Quickly, Rav Yaakov went downstairs and waited, almost in hiding, near the coat room for nearly 40 minutes until after the ceremony was completed! 

A few students who noticed the Rosh Yeshivah huddled in a corner reciting Tehillim (Psalms) could not imagine why he was not upstairs and participating in the Chuppah. They, however, did not approach him until after the ceremony. 
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Reb Yaakov explained his actions. “Surely, arrangements were made for a different officiating Rabbi. Had the father of the bride known that I was in the wedding hall he would be in a terrible bind – after all, I was his first choice to officiate. My student would be put in the awfully uncomfortable position of asking someone to defer his honor for me. 

“Then, he would have to placate that Rabbi with a different honor, thus displacing someone else. I felt the best thing to do was stay in a corner until the entire ceremony had ended — sparing all from the embarrassment of even the slightest demotion.” 

Reprinted from the Parsha Shemos 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly as compiled by Reb. Mendel Berlin.

A L’Chaim, a Yahrtzeit

And a Set of New Parents

By Yochonon Donn
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Shimon Klein holds his son Menachem Mendel last Motzoei Shabbos after his son’s bris, flanked by the mohel, Dr. Hershel Greenberg (left), and a friend, Naftoli Davidowitz.


A recent bris in a Boro Park basement shul tied together the strands of a story which began three decades ago in Crown Heights and continued on to a Belgian goodbye party.


Shimon and Yehudis Klein got married five years ago with hopes and dreams of starting a family in the Klausenburger mesorah in which he grew up. He was from Antwerp, she was from Boro Park, and together they moved to Brussels where Shimon had a parnassah as a chazzan.


But the years passed, and the sounds of crying and laughter which are the natural accompaniment of a growing family failed to materialize. The soaring ups and abrupt downs of tests and consultations filled the young couple with anxiety.


Money was also hard to come by,  and the couple felt that they just were not succeeding in their chosen home city. About a year ago they decided to move to New York. They had no jobs set up but hoped that a change in location would bring a change in mazel.


Before they left, the community in which the Kleins belonged in Brussels made them a goodbye party. Afterward, Dr. Hershel Greenberg, a local general practitioner and friend of the family, invited them to his house for a Shabbos seudah.


It was 3 Tammuz, the yahrtezit of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, Harav Menachem Mendel Schneerson, zt”l, so Dr. Greenberg took out a small bottle of wine and said that he had received the flask from the Rebbe some 30 years before. Almost immediately afterward he had misplaced the wine and had just recently found it.

“Let’s drink a l’chaim!” he told his guests.


The two families drank from the wine and Dr. Greenberg, who is a well-known and longtime mohel in Brussels, then wished them hatzlachah on their upcoming move.


“I give you a brachah that you should soon have a baby boy,” he said. “And when you make the bris I want you to invite me to be the mohel.”


The Kleins answered amen. After Shabbos they moved to Brooklyn, settling in Boro Park. They both managed to find good jobs, and shortly afterward — like a bolt of lightning, Shimon said — they heard the good news.


The baby boy was born two weeks early. As Klausenburger chassidim, Shimon initially expected to name the baby for his own Rebbe, Harav Yekusiel Yehudah Halberstam, zt”l, whose 22nd yahrtzeit would be the week after the bris.


It then hit him — the bris would take place on 3 Tammuz, exactly a year after he drank the wine from the Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l, whose yahrtzeit fell on that date. There was no longer any question what the name would be.


Dr. Greenberg came in from Belgium to perform the bris, which took place in the Sanzer shul on Dahill Road in Brooklyn.


Reached by Hamodia on Tuesday, the sweet cries and gurgles of two-week-old Menachem Mendel could be heard in the background. Shimon agreed that reporting on this story would give chizuk to other couples in similar situations.


“This is my personal miracle,” he said. “But for all those going through what we went through [you should know that] there’s a bright day coming in the end. Your hopes go up and down, but all of a sudden you hear the good news.”


And one other lesson he learned from the whole story: “You should try to get brachos from Yidden. They help.”

Reprinted from the July 21, 2016 website of Collive.com The article was originally published in the Hamodia.

L’Maaseh 

The Surprising Donation

Of the American Tourist in a
Fancy Yerushalayim Hotel


There was a man living in Eretz Yisroel who was struggling to make ends meet. His debts were piling up and his family’s needs were increasing. Traveling abroad to try and collect funds was too expensive, so he decided that during tourist season, he would visit some of the hotels to see if he could find someone wealthy that might be able to help him. 


He made his way to the lobby of the Sheraton Plaza hotel in Yerushalayim, which was bustling with visitors from all over the world. He looked around the lobby for a few moments, and he noticed a wealthy American man who had come with his family. 


Never having done this before, he shyly approached the man and asked if he could speak to him for a moment. The American looked up at him and after a second, nodded in agreement. The poor man introduced himself and with heartfelt sincerity, he described some of the problems he was currently dealing with.


The wealthy man had heard many of these type of stories before and was generally unfazed when approached by collectors, but he had always tried to give generously to many similar cases. This time, though, he listened intently as the other man spoke, staring deliberately at him, and giving his full and undivided attention. 


When the poor man finished speaking, the American said, “Reb Yid, if you don’t mind, please come upstairs to my hotel room, and I will give you a check.” Once upstairs, the rich man took out his checkbook and wrote out a check for $20,000! He handed it to the collector, who was surprised and speechless, and said, “If you come back to me tomorrow, I’ll give you another check.” 


The man returned the next day, and once again, the rich man wrote out another check for $20,000! This was unbelievable to the collector and he gave the rich man a warm hug. He could not resist asking what caused this Tzaddik to act with such amazing generosity.


The wealthy man wiped some tears from his eyes and explained, “Many years ago, I was learning in a Yeshivah in America. My parents had passed away when I was young, and I was pretty much on my own. Baruch Hashem, I became engaged to a wonderful girl, but as I had no one to turn to for help and very little money of my own, I quickly realized that it was going to be tough arranging the wedding by myself. I budgeted the little money that I had and began to act. 


First, I approached a local catering hall and told them my situation, and that I had only a small, specific, amount of money that I can pay out over a number of months. If they would be willing to work with me, I would make the wedding there. Amazingly, they agreed. 


Next, I spoke to a nearby florist and made the same offer. They, too, agreed. Finally, I entered a tailor shop and inquired about a Chosson suit, with the identical pay-out plan, and the wonderful proprietors were happy to help me. 


A few days before my Chasunah, I went to a friend’s wedding and realized what I had forgotten. The band playing there was so lively and entertaining, that I regretted not having any more money for music. I gathered some courage and approached the keyboard player. I told him the circumstances I was in, that I was an orphan trying to make a wedding on my own, that I had no money to pay, and I asked him if he might be available on the night of my wedding, and if he wasn’t busy that night, it would mean so much to my Kallah and to me if he could enhance our Simchah with his music, noting how talented he was at it. 


He told me he would think about it, and I walked away. I didn’t know if he would agree or not, but I had no other options at the moment, and I did my Hishtadlus.” 


The rich man’s eyes began to shine with delight, and he continued, “On the night of my Chasunah, when I came to the hall, this keyboard player was already there, happily setting up an entire sound system, and his music that night was somehow extra special, and it literally made the wedding lively, joyous, and memorable!” The collector was listening spellbound. 


The man said, “You don’t recognize me, and you may not even remember me, but you were the keyboard player at my Chasunah years ago, and I can’t tell you how thankful I am to you for the amazing act of kindness that you did for me. Hashem arranged things where I am now able to pay you back for your Chesed, and properly thank you!”
(Editor’s Note: I have read and published a similar but different version of the above story. I thought for those readers who may not have read that version, that this might be an enjoyable story.)

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’ierah 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rabbi Meir of Premishlan’s Strange Advice to a Poor Torah Scholar 

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Once, about two hundred years ago in Poland, a poor Talmudic scholar, who we will call Reb Shmuel, needed money. This man was a paradigm of holiness and erudition. His every waking moment was spent learning the Torah and delving into its G-dly wisdom and the last thing on his mind was money. But two things made him change his mind; his daughter and his wife.


His daughter was of marriageable age; and his wife wouldn't let him forget it. It meant he had to provide a dowry, a house, a wedding etc. and she didn't give him a moment's rest until he did something about it.

[image: image4.jpg]



The Kever (Tomb) of Rabbi Meir of Premishlan


But the poor fellow had only three unmarketable talents; learning Torah, teaching Torah and ignoring the world. So he asked around and the most practical piece of advice that he got was; go to a Chassidic Rebbe and ask for a blessing.


He wasn't a Chassid, he didn't believe in Rebbes, he didn't want to do anything except sit and learn Torah but his back was against the wall.


So against his will but with no other choice, he went to one of the towns where there was a Chassidic community; the city of Premishlan, asked where to find a Rebbe and was directed to the home of Rabbi Meir of Premishlan.
He entered, was escorted to the Rebbe's study, closed the door behind him and poured out his heart; he needed money to marry his daughter off or maybe a rich groom. The Rebbe looked at him with a clever eye, took out a long stemmed smoking pipe and said.


"See this? It's my pipe and I need a pipe cleaner." He pulled out a long thin metal rod and continued. "See? This is my old cleaner and it's about to break, can't use it any more. Do me a favor. Go find a blacksmith, take this and show it to him and ask him to either fix it or make me a new one. Here's money to pay him. Do me a favor, I want to help you but I can't think without my pipe."


Poor Reb Shmuel took the old, dirty rod and the money, shook his head in agreement, tried to smile and without thinking too much set off on his quest for a blacksmith.


"What am I doing this for?!" He thought as he walked down the street away from the Rebbe’s house. "This is insane! I'm a Torah scholar! I'm no servant! And this rod smells terrible!"


But he was trapped! He couldn't go home, he couldn't run away ignore the world and learn Torah like always, so he asked the first man that passed where he could find a blacksmith and to his relief he discovered that there were a lot of them to pick from.


But he discovered that it wasn't so easy. True, there were plenty of smiths around but none of them wanted to take the job; too small, too delicate, too old-fashioned. No one used such pipe utensils nowadays.


Finally, after hours of fruitless wandering from smithy to smithy, he was directed to a dilapidated shack far from the city where he was told might be what he was looking for. When he arrived he found an old gentile who greeted him warmly and joyously agreed to make the pipe cleaner he requested. He was familiar with such things and was willing to begin work immediately but it would take a while.


At first Reb Shmuel was cursing every minute he had to waste in this hovel and miss precious Torah learning. But as he watched the smith work he became more and more curious until each blow of the hammer and each change in shape of the red hot bar interested him.


The smith began talking. He explained how when he was young and strong people would flock to his shack and he was busy all day. But then tragedy struck. A fire burned down his house and consumed his wife and daughter and he really never recovered from the blow.


Then other blacksmiths, younger and stronger than him, opened shops in the town and people stopped coming to him in fact he hadn't had a customer for months, maybe more.


Reb Shmuel began to really like this old fellow. In fact, he saw that he was a real human being maybe even a lot more that he himself. They began talking and the conversation continued until almost evening and finally when the smith gave him the finished product he refused to accept payment.


"I don't need money." The smith said. "What I need is a friend. And you are a friend. Why, I have a lot of money. See?" And with this he stood, grabbed both sides of the anvil before him, took a deep breath, his face became red as a beet and gave a mighty heave. "See? Here's my money! Saved it all from the good days. Don't know what I'll do with it. Got no family. No friends. Except for you. Tell me will you come back and we can talk some more tomorrow?"


Reb Shmuel stuck out his hand and said, "I'll do it! I really enjoyed talking to you! G-d willing I'll come back tomorrow."


The smith put the anvil back in place, they shook hands and the Rabbi returned to the town, took a room in a hotel and went to sleep. It was too late to return to the Rebbe he'd go tomorrow.


But the next day, after he finished his morning prayers and was on his way to the Rebbe's home he noticed a commotion in the street. People were walking toward the old shack where the smithy lived. He asked someone what happened and discovered that the old smithy had passed away that evening and the undertakers were trying to sell his tools and his shack to pay for the funeral, but no one wanted to buy any of it.


Reb Shmuel was shocked! The smithy, his friend, was dead?! He turned briefly aside as tears filled his eyes then suddenly remembered the money under that anvil! He dried his eyes, blew his nose, asked how much money they needed and, to the amazement of everyone, promptly paid in full and got a receipt.


As calmly as he could, as soon as everyone walked away, he made his way to the smithy's shack, somehow managed to move the anvil enough to take out the money. He stuffed it in his pockets and in his shirt and made his way to Rebbe Meir of Premishlan's home.


"Here is your pipe-cleaner" he said to the Rebbe and was about to say tell him about the miracle that he just experienced but suddenly he saw in the Rebbe's eyes that this was the reason the Rebbe sent him.


"I knew that money was there." Said the Rebbe "It was just waiting for the right person to take it, Hashem sent you."

Reprinted from last week’s Parshas Va’ierah 5777 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Based on “The Power of Ruach Hakodesh” by Uri Auerbach, page 218.)
The Chazon Ish’s Respect for the Honor of an Am Ha’aretz
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The Chazon Ish

Reb Seraya Deblitzki Shlita related that when he was younger, he once asked the Chazon Ish to be matir his neder (to annul a vow that he made). Just then the Chazon Ish was studying with another talmid chacham. He said, "Go outside and call in a third person to form a beis din and we’ll be matir neder." 


But the person Reb Seraya Deblitzki found was an am ha'aretz and didn’t fully understand what hataras nedarim is all about. The Chazon Ish repeated Reb Seraya's neder in front of the beis din and the reason it was permitted to annul it. All members of the beis din said together, the formula for annulling a vow, and the ignoramus left. 


The Chazon Ish turned to Reb Seraya, "This beis din wasn't valid, since the person you brought in didn’t understand what we were doing. Go outside again and bring someone who understands the concept of hataras nedarim." 


The Chazon Ish went through the motions of doing hataras nedarim, so the man would feel validated and worthy, though it wasn't valid. We should learn from this story to care about the feelings of our fellow man and to save him from shame. 
A similar story happened with the Tchebiner Rav zt'l. He was once invited to a hachnasas sefer Torah celebration. The owner of the sefer Torah honored the Tchebiner Rav to write a letter. The Tchebiner Rav explained that he prefers to appoint the sofer as his shaliach to write the letter. 


The sofer wrote the letter for the Tchebiner Rav. All the other honorees followed the Tchebiner Rav's lead and also asked the sofer to write the letter for them. The Tchebiner Rav later explained that one of the people present was a mumar (defiant, to one of the laws of the Torah) and wasn’t fitting to write a letter in the sefer Torah. 


He didn’t want to embarrass him, so he set a precedent for the sofer to be everyone's shaliach. The mumar also had the sofer be his shaliach and didn’t write the letter himself. This was the Tchebiner Rav's tactic, to save that person from shame.

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Definition of

A Chassidic Rebbe
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The Divrei Yechezkel of Shinov, zt”l

The Tchebiner Rav's zt'l daughter described what she considered the utmost level that she saw from her great father. She told how during the famine in Yerushalayim (circa WWl), her father hadn’t had a piece of bread to eat for a week, yet he rejoiced when he heard that one of his neighbors had food and wasn't suffering from hunger. 

The Tchebiner Rav's own suffering didn’t cause him to lose sight of the needs and hardships of others. He cared about people even in such times. He felt their pain and rejoiced with their joy. Precisely at such moments Hashem says, "If you care for them, I will care for you." 

The Divrei Yechezkel of Shinov zt'l began leading his chassidic court, when his father (the Divrei Chaim of Tzanz zt'l) was still living. Someone came to the Divrei Chaim to tell him about his son. 

The man said, "He is a true Rebbe because he is a genius in Torah…" The Divrei Chaim replied, "A genius in Torah might be called a gaon, but that still doesn’t make him a Rebbe." 

The man said, "He also davens with immense fervor…" "Davening well can make one a tzaddik, but still doesn’t make him a Rebbe…" 
Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Love of the Land

The First Jewish 

Hospital in Jerusalem


Today Jerusalem boasts a number of modern, wellequipped and staffed hospitals. One of the oldest of them is called “bikur cholim”. but bikur cholim, established in 1858, was not the city’s first hospital. 


That title goes to the “Meir Rothschild Hospital”, founded a few years earlier by the Rothschild family of Paris and named for the father of baron James Rothschild. both hospitals tried their best to serve the Jews of Jerusalem with their modest facilities and thus save them the great discomfort of going to a third hospital run by british missionaries.

Reprinted from the Parshat Va’eirah 5777 email of OHRNET, the Ohr Somayach Torah Magazine of the Internet.
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