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Poem by Crown Heights Jewish Teen Goes Viral

Worst Day Ever?

By Chanie Gorkin

Today was the absolute worst day ever

And don’t try to convince me that

There’s something good in every day

Because, when you take a closer look,

This world is a pretty evil place.

Even if

Some goodness does shine through once in a while

Satisfaction and happiness don’t last.

And it’s not true that

It’s all in the mind and heart

Because

True happiness can be attained

Only if one’s surroundings are good

It’s not true that good exists

I’m sure you can agree that

The reality

Creates

My attitude

It’s all beyond my control

And you’ll never in a million years hear me say

Today was a very good day

Now read it from bottom to top, the other way,

And see what I really feel about my day.

Kansas, the Heart 

Of the Jewish People

In a foreign city with a sick baby, we are overwhelmed by the outpouring of love we’ve received from Jews around the world.

By Rabbi Danny Wolfe
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I am writing in a room on the fifth floor of a children's hospital in Kansas City. We were traveling across the country to move to our new home in Denver, when unfortunately my baby daughter became very ill. With only eight hours between us and our new home, we decided it was too far and we needed to go to the hospital right away.

Thank G-d things are now slowly, gradually improving, but there is still a long road ahead and we will be here for a while. We are still in desperate need of the prayers of you thousands upon thousands of devoted readers across the planet.

These last few days have been filled with tremendous anxiety, pain, sadness and downright fear. However, looking back I am most overwhelmed by the outpouring of love and support from the global Jewish community.

As Jews, we believe that the power of prayer is very real. G-d listens to us and has every ability to help us in the manner we hope He will, if He deems that is what is best for us. As soon as we realized we were in such a precarious situation, I emailed a few email rabbi list-serves to ask for people to pray for my beautiful daughter, Tzippora Bracha bas Tzirel Shoshana. What followed was nothing short of astounding. I received dozens of emails back, from people I had never met, assuring me they were praying for us, and asking what they could do to help. Old bosses called me, asking what they could do and connected me to the best doctors in the world.

My daughter’s name was submitted on websites for people across the world to pray for. Different communities around the globe held special prayer sessions for my daughter's recovery. One rabbi who I have never met prayed at the grave site of a holy Chassidic Rebbe in Poland on my daughter's behalf. My sister arranged for a group of people who together committed to complete the entire book of Psalms every day for the next three weeks. My incredible, kind, caring, generous brother-in-law who lives here has put his life on hold to help us with whatever we need. My current boss expressed that they will do anything possible to help us, even if it means making use of a private jet.

I have spent hours on the phone with an expert doctor from my home town, who has graciously given his time, clearly explaining to me what is going on. I have been given access to world experts in medicine, and top rabbis who are assisting us whenever we need them.

We currently find ourselves in a part of the country with which we are unfamiliar. With the exception of my incredible brother-in-law, who has given unbelievable emotional support, and one woman my wife has spoken with once on the phone, we don't know anyone. And yet throughout this whole ordeal, we couldn't feel more at home or more loved. The Jewish community in Kansas City has hosted us in their home even though they had never before met us. They have cooked countless meals for us, delivering them to the hospital, a good 20-minute trip from where they live. They are providing for our Shabbos needs while we are in the hospital.

One Jewish surgeon who works in this hospital stopped by to drop off lunch. Another kind family made a special trip to deliver groceries, and a microwave we could use. We have received calls and texts from people we have never met, asking how they can help. We were given a personal visit from the Executive Vice President and COO of the hospital, a member of the Jewish community here, and the President of the Board of the Hospital has seen to it that our every need is taken care of, even though she is currently in Israel. Doctors from the community who work at the hospital are visiting us every day, bringing us things we need, and giving us encouragement.

I love and adore the Kansas City community and truly feel that I am a part of the community, even though I only know one or two people from it.

In our daily prayers, there is a prayer called "Shomeah Tefillah" where we ask G-d to hear our prayers. When I reached that prayer, with tears pouring out, I felt unbelievably comforted as I asked God not just to hear my prayer, but to hear the prayer of hundreds of people praying for my baby across the world. We are in the month of Av, a month filled with tremendous pain and agony for the Jewish people throughout history, a month that marks the destruction of both of our Holy Temples. We are in exile, a bitter, cold, scary exile that grows scarier every day. We are in this terrible exile because, as the Talmud relates, the Jewish people demonstrated sinas chinam, baseless hatred towards each other.

Dear A-mighty G-d, Who loves us more than anything imaginable and Whose compassion and mercy knows no bounds, please lift Your eyes from up High and see what is happening in Kansas City. See how Your children all across the world are concerned about us, loving us for no other reason than the fact that we are their brothers, fellow Jews. See the compassion your children are showering towards us. Do not turn away from the profound, baseless love they are giving us. And I beg You to remove all of the suffering from this world, grant health to all of the precious sick children in this hospital and across the world, and return us immediately to our home, in Jerusalem b'mheyra b'yameinu, speedily in our days.

Please pray that Tzippora Bracha bas Tzirel Shoshana receives a complete and speedy healing.

Reprinted from the website of Aish.com
To Be or Not to Be a Jew?
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

The setting is Poland 1831. As usual Europe was in a state of confusion. Poland was suffering under Russian rule and when Russia became engaged in a bloody war with Turkey. Poland saw its chance to take advantage of the confusion and fight for freedom.
The problem was that Poland had absolutely no leadership and no clear idea what they were fighting for only who they were fighting against.
The chaotic result was civil war. Large bands of armed, murderous 'revolutionaries' roamed the country and killed anyone they thought stood in their way; the ruling class, other political groups, rich people, and foreigners but most often ….the Jews.
Occasionally the Czar, who was still the official ruler, sent battalions of Cossacks to quiet things down which usually only added to the bloodshed and helped the warring groups to unite. But the Jews, because they weren't connected to any of these groups and because anti-Semitism is a Polish pastime, were the targets of everyone and many thousands of them were killed for just being alive. 

Our particular episode occurred in the town of Vilkomir near the Russian city of Kovna shortly after it was wrested from Russia by the Polish forces led by a large group of Polish nobility.
After securing the town, in order to throw fear into the hearts of the population, the Poles proceeded to round up all suspected traitors and sentence them to death by hanging. But to the horror of the Jewish community many Jews were also arrested and convicted and among them was the Rabbi of the community and ten of their most respected members.
The Jews were heartbroken and immediately set to doing everything in their power to avert the decree. They fasted prayed, gave charity, increased doing good deeds as well as using their 'connections' and trying to bribe the nobles … but it seemed that nothing could help.
But suddenly there was a beam of hope. One of the sentenced Jews was Rabbi Yitzhcak Abbes. He was a truly G-d fearing man with a heart of gold and a good head for business.  Most of his fortune he made from his five star, hotel which he built and furnished himself and had often hosted many of the nobles that were now sentencing him to death.
These nobles had no idea who had been imprisoned and they were caught by surprise when they went to visit the prisoners for the first time and Rabbi Yitzchak stood from his cot and called them by name through the bars of his cell door. "Count Stanislasus, Duke Polanski etc. What have you done?! Are you not ashamed of yourselves?! I am Rabbi Yitzchak, the owner of the inn! You know me well. You ate and slept in my hotel. Many of you confided your most private secrets to me. Did I ever betray anyone? Did I ever lie to you? Do you really think I would betray you now? Are you not afraid to spill innocent blood?"
When the nobles heard this they began to tremble. Things had gotten out of control!!! Rabbi Yitzchak was right! They all knew and trusted him. Immediately they made a circle, talked it over and ordered that he be released.
But when his cell door was opened he refused to step out to freedom. Rather he announced, "No! I'm not leaving! Just as I am innocent so are my Jewish brothers. If you want to kill them, then kill me as well. But I swear to you that you are killing innocent men."
So again the nobles formed a circle, talked it over and decided to release all the Jews …. Except one.
This one poor fellow they picked was a totally assimilated Jew that had had denied his Judaism almost all his life. Besides being clean shaven and dressed in the style of the day he was known as one who had scoffed at and belittled anything Jewish.
It was bitterly ironic that the one Jew who tried to cling to the gentiles was the ONLY one those gentiles wanted to kill. But on the other hand you could say that he had it coming.
But Rabbi Yitzchak did not think so. "Kill me instead of him!" He yelled out. "You know that he is as innocent as I am. Either release all of us, him included, or if you want to kill one person….kill me."
These were very dangerous words. There was no telling what the nobles might do if he pushed them too far. But they just shook their heads no, released all the Jews except for the 'apostate' and took him out for hanging.
The town square was filled with bloodthirsty spectators expecting gruesome action. The Jew was led up to the scaffold, hands tied behind his back. A rope was fastened around his neck. He was placed over the trap door, the hangman signaled to someone below and with a loud unceremonious 'bang', the door opened, the Jew fell down and, to the utter disappointment of the crowd …… the rope broke!!
At first everyone yelled out in surprise, afterwards some people laughed, others cursed in frustration and everyone had something to say.  They were clearly not happy the Jew was still alive.

Now, usually in such cases it is taken as a 'sign from above' that the doomed man should be set free but here it would be impossible. The crowd was mad. If he was freed from hanging then for sure they would kill him. 'Traitor! Traitor!" they all screamed and chanted.
Suddenly a priest in the crowd had an idea how to save the poor fellow. He ran up on the gallows where they had brought him again and just as they were putting a new rope around his neck the priest announced.  If this Jew changes his religion he will LIVE!" the crowd mumbled in dissatisfaction but the priest continued. "If he agrees to be one of us then all of his sins are forgiven and we must not, we cannot kill him!"
The crowd mumbled. Everyone knew that this fellow had acted like a gentile all his life; it wouldn't really be much for him to 'change' his religion because he didn't have much to change. But finally shook their heads solemnly and fell silent; they couldn't disagree with the priest.  All eyes were on the Jew to give the word or just nod his head in agreement for them to remove the noose around his neck and let him go.
The Jew cleared his throat and spoke just loud enough for everyone to hear, "I was born a Jew and I'll die a Jew. I'm not going to deny being a Jew anymore." Then he yelled out at the top of his lungs "Shma Yisroel! HaShem Elokenu! HaShem Echaud!" and the hangman pulled the trapdoor open.
The sight was enough to stun the entire crowd. For months afterward no one spoke against the Jews and for years thereafter the Jewish community made a special prayer on that day to commemorate the self-sacrifice of that assimilated Jew.

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5755 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad. Adapted from HaYidion Hakfar issue of 07.28.2011.

A Jewish Veteran’s Burial

By C. B. Weinfeld
Rabbi Jonathon Gewirtz, a regular contributor to the Front Page Magazine, has an expansive smile and a heart as big as Mount Everest. I made his acquaintance a couple of weeks ago, when he personally came to my home on an errand for a friend in Tennessee. Gewirtz regaled us with stories of the people he’s met, the places he’s been, and the hashgochah he personally witnesses all the time. 
Those who look for mitzvos tend to find them. The more we chase after chasodim, they more often they will come our way.

One such powerful opportunity occurred last Tuesday, when Rabbi Gewirtz chanced upon a post from a woman in Florida undergoing chemotherapy treatments. The ailing woman, Gloria, wrote that her father, Max, whose full name was Mordechai Zev Wolf Landman, had just passed away in Tampa, Florida. He was being buried the following day, on Wednesday morning, at the Veteran’s Cemetery on Brick Church Road in New Hempstead, NY.

“I can’t attend the funeral, because my doctor won’t let me travel,” said Gloria. “Yet I know my father would have wanted a minyan at his gravesite. If anyone reading this can arrange for ten men to be present, I will be very grateful.”

Rabbi Gewirtz explained what happened next.

“I was forwarded this post by a friend of a friend, who is part of our Keren Dovid Winiarz Group. We try to post divrei Torah and spread words of kindness to keep the memory of this special Yid, who was tragically niftar in a car crash last winter, alive.

“When I heard the details and realized that this elderly veteran would be buried in a non-Jewish cemetery, not according to halachah, I was very upset. I hoped that we could still do something in the remaining few hours until his funeral to make things right. I tried to reach the daughter, Gloria, in Florida through her cousin Rivka in Brooklyn. I quickly learned that the family had no money to pay for a Jewish burial, and that Max would be buried next to his late wife, Ida, who was laid to rest in 1979 at the Frederick W. Loescher Veterans Memorial Cemetery in Spring Valley.”

Rabbi Gewirtz was very disturbed to hear that Max, who had become interested in his faith later in life, and in fact had his first bar mitzvah aliyah last year at the age of 95, would not be buried k’halachah. In fact, the only Jewish man who would be present at the ceremony was Rabbi Daniel Pernack of the Beth Am Temple in Pearl River.

He spent the next few hours on the phone, calling Chesed Shel Emes, the Hebrew Free Burial Society, the heads of the Rockland Chevra Kadisha, and other askonim. Time was running out, and the immediate family could not be contacted. Rabbi Gewirtz continued exchanging messages with Rivka, a cousin of the deceased, but she did not have the authority to make decisions on their behalf.

In the end, just moments before the funeral, Gewirtz learned that it was too late to make any changes; the funeral would take place at the veteran’s cemetery, with the Reform rabbi officiating. However, all was not lost. With the help of a group of dedicated Yidden who showed up to pay their final respects, Max was buried k’halachah.

“We had sent messages to various shuls the night before, telling people when the levayah would take place,” said Rabbi Gewirtz. “In the end, about thirty people showed up, so we had three minyanim. You had to see what this looked like. It’s a small cemetery, but there was a line of cars around the entire perimeter. There were men in suits, chassidishe rekels and jeans, young and old. People who… cared kept on coming.”

As an army veteran, Max was buried with a full military ceremony, including the ceremonial gunshots. However, at the end, when he was to be lowered into the ground by the cemetery groundskeepers, the participants asked if they could be the ones to lower the casket, according to halachah.

“At first, the groundskeepers refused, since according to the rules, only they could handle the body. We begged and pleaded with them, explaining that this was a very important Jewish ritual that would mean a lot to the family. In the end they gave in and allowed two Yidden, shomrei Torah u’mitzvos, to help lower him into the ground. We covered the body with earth and said Kaddish at the gravesite.”

Throughout the ceremony, Gewirtz was Face-Timing with the niftar’s daughter in Florida. “At one point, I stopped with a shovel full of dirt and said to her, ‘Gloria, this is Jonathon. I am putting this one on for you.’”

Glorida emotionally thanked the participants for helping her father merit a Jewish burial.

Reb Aron Benzion Wieder, Rockland County Legislator and a well-known Monsey askan, was one of those who received the message about the funeral. “I only heard about it ten minutes before one, when the ceremony was called for,” Wieder told the Yated. “Apparently, this man was elderly, 96 years old, and only one of his six children [is] still alive. He [has] grandchildren, though, who were interested in seeing him brought to kever Yisroel. Though I was very busy that day, I made a decision to attend and give him his final honor. Many other Jews felt the same way.”

When Wieder arrived at the beis olam at the corner of 306 and Brick Church, he did not see any cars or signs of activity. “I quickly realized that this was not taking place in the Monsey beis olam, as I had thought, but in the military cemetery on Brick Church Road. I drove up the street and saw a couple of cars in the parking lot. Then I heard gunshots and realized that this was a regular military funeral.”

Benzion Wieder was awed and inspired by the amount of people who had taken time off their workday to give this elderly veteran his kovod acharon.

After the ceremony, Kaddish was said and Rabbi Jonathon Gewirtz delivered a eulogy for Mordechai Zev Wolf Landman a”h, a devoted father of six and grandfather of sixteen.

“I mentioned the weekly parshah, Matos, which talks about soldiers of war because Hashem appreciates those who serve, and how Mr. Landsman was a man of service,” said Rabbi Gewirtz.

After the levayah, Rabbi Gewirtz spoke to Rabbi Ephraim Pessin to confirm that although the niftar was not brought to kever Yisroel, everything was done l’halachah.

“If he had a proper taharah, which he did, and he was buried in a pine box, which he was, and if he was lowered into the ground by people who are shomer Shabbos, which he was, and if he was covered with dirt by Jews, then it is a proper kever Yisroel,” he explained.

The deceased veteran’s granddaughters, Kim Valdez and Lauren Sherman, were moved and inspired by what occurred.

“My heart was so full when I saw what was happening,” said Lauren. “We were so touched by everyone’s generosity and the outpouring of time for a total stranger.”

May the memory of Mordechai Zev Wolf Landman, who served his country faithfully, be blessed.

Reprinted from the July 22, 2015 edition of the Yated Ne’eman.
The Rich Man and the Pauper

By Rabbi N. Reich

A rich man caught sight of a pauper sitting on a bench and decided to invite him for dinner. But first he had some business to discuss with an associate. A half-hour later, the business was settled. The rich man offered the pauper a gracious invitation and brought him to his house. He seated the pauper in a place of honor and wined and dined him like a king.
Afterwards, the pauper thanked the rich man and prepared to leave.
“Tell me, did I treat you kindly?” said the rich man.
“Oh, yes,” said the pauper.
“Could I have been any kinder to you than I was?” said the rich man.
The pauper fidgeted. “Do you want me to be honest?”�
“Certainly,” said the rich man.
“Well, you could have invited me before you discussed business with your friend. For that half hour I was afraid that I might have to go to sleep hungry tonight!”
In our own lives, we need to pay close attention not only to what we do but also to how we do it. The full value and quality of a kind deed is determined by considering it in its full context. Indeed, sometimes the manner in which a kind deed is done is more important than the deed itself.

Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5775 email of Shabbos Candle Lighting. 
L’Maaseh… A Tale to Remember

The Yid Who Asked the Nazi Officer for Tefilin at Dachau

Rabbi Yosef Wallis, director of Arachim of Israel, spoke about his father, Judah Wallis, who was born and raised in Pavenitz, Poland: “While he was in Dachau, a Jew who was being taken to his death suddenly flung a small bag at my father, Judah Wallis. He caught it, thinking it might contain a piece of bread. When he opened it, he was disturbed to discover a pair of Tefilin.

Judah was very frightened because he knew that were he to be caught carrying Tefilin, he would be put to death instantly, so he hid the Tefilin under his shirt and headed straight for his bunkhouse. In the morning, just before the roll call, he put on the Tefilin.

Unexpectedly, a German officer appeared. He ordered him to remove the Tefilin, took note of the number on Judah’s arm, and ordered him to go straight to the roll call. In front of thousands of Jews, the officer called out Judah’s number, and he had no choice but to step forward.

The German officer waved the Tefilin in the air and said, ‘Dog! I sentence you to death by public hanging for wearing these!’ Judah was placed on a stool and a noose was put around his neck. Before he was hanged, the officer said in a mocking tone, ‘Dog, what is your last wish?’

Judah replied, ’To wear my Tefilin one last time.’ The officer was dumbfounded. He handed Judah the Tefilin. As Judah put them on, he recited the verse that is said while the Tefilin are being wound around the fingers: ‘I will betroth you to Me forever and I will betroth you to Me with righteousness and with justice and with kindness and with mercy and I will betroth you to Me with fidelity, and you shall know Hashem.’

It is hard for us to picture this Jew with a rope around his neck and wearing Tefilin on his head and arm, but that was the scene that the entire camp was forced to watch, as they awaited the impending hanging of the Jew who had dared to break the rule against wearing Tefilin. Even women from the adjoining camp were lined up at the barbed wire fence that separated them from the men’s camp, forced to watch this horrible sight.

As Judah turned to watch the silent crowd, he saw tears in many people’s eyes. Even at that moment, as he was about to be hanged, he was shocked. Jews were crying! How was it possible that they still had tears left to shed? And for a stranger? Where were those tears coming from? 
Impulsively, in Yiddish, he called out, ‘Yidden, don’t cry! With Tefilin on, I am the victor! Don’t you understand, I am the winner!’

The German officer understood the Yiddish and was infuriated. He said to Judah, ‘You dog! You think you are the winner? Hanging is too good for you! You are going to get a different kind of death.’

Judah, my father, was taken from the stool and the noose was removed from his neck. He was forced into a squatting position and two huge rocks were placed under his arms, for him to hold. Then he was told that he would be receiving 25 lashes to his head— the head on which he had dared to position his Tefilin.

The officer told him that if he dropped even one of the rocks, he would be shot immediately. In fact, because this was such an extremely painful form of death, the officer advised him, ‘Drop the rocks now. You will never survive the 25 lashes to the head. Nobody ever does.’ 
Judah’s response was, ‘I won’t give you the pleasure.’ 
At the 25th lash, Judah lost consciousness and was left for dead. He was about to be dragged to a pile of corpses, after which he would have been burned in a ditch, when another Jew saw him, shoved him to the side, and covered his head with a rag, so people didn’t realize that he was alive. Eventually, after he recovered consciousness fully, he crawled to the nearest bunkhouse, and hid under it until he was able to regain some strength. Two months later he was liberated.

During the hanging and beating episode, a 17-year-old girl had been watching the events from the women’s side of the fence. After the liberation, she made her way to the men’s camp and found Judah. She walked over to him and said, ‘I’ve lost everyone in my family, and I don’t want to be alone any more. I saw what you did that day when the officer wanted to hang you. Will you marry me?’ Judah agreed.” 
This couple, who would became Rabbi Yosef Wallis’ parents, walked over to the Klausenberger Rebbe and requested that he perform the marriage ceremony. The Klausenberger Rebbe, whose Kiddush Hashem is legendary, wrote out a Kesubah by hand from memory, and married the couple. Rabbi Wallis has that handwritten Kesubah in his possession to this day!
Reprinted from the Parshas Devorim 5775 email of “Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

L’Maaseh… A Tale to Remember

A Father’s Incredible Bitachon in Hakodesh Baruch Hu

As tragic as the month of Av has been for the Jewish people, we must always remember that its name, Av, means “father”, which is a reference to Hashem our Father, and we call this month “Menachem Av”, which means that our Father should console us. Hashem is the Source of our hardships, but at the same time, He is the same loving Father who deeply cares for us. Although we don't understand Hashem’s ways, we must maintain the proper perspective.

There is a story that took place a number of years ago, and is recorded in many books. There was a Yeshivah student who came from a remote place where he did not receive a Jewish education, and yet somehow became a Ba'al Teshuvah. He was an outstanding student in his Yeshivah and would help many of the other boys with their studies. 

Suddenly and tragically, this young man passed away, and the entire Yeshivah was devastated. They could not help but wonder, how could it be that this boy, of all people, could be taken at such a young age? The students were distraught and could not find any comfort or consolation.

The Rosh Yeshivah decided to invite the great Rav Shalom Schwadron to the Yeshivah to deliver some words of encouragement. Rav Schwadron came and told the students a story that took place in the 1920's, when the Yeshivos in Yerushalayim were enduring severe financial difficulties.

The Rabbis decided to send Rabbi Balk, a gifted and dynamic speaker, to the United States to raise money. They knew that he would be able to accurately portray the beauty of Yerushalayim and its Rabbis, and inspire American Jews to lend assistance to the city’s struggling Jewish population. During his visit to Chicago, Rabbi Balk delivered a powerful, inspiring speech, and after Shabbos many community members came to bring him donations. 

One of the people, a man named Yerachmiel Wexler, was especially moved by the Rabbi’s lecture. He told the Rabbi that after hearing about the Torah community in Eretz Yisrael, he was thinking of moving there and setting up a business like he had in Chicago, so he could further support the Jews of Yerushalayim. Yerachmiel traveled to Eretz Yisrael together with his son, Yechezkel, to explore the possibility of moving there.

Their first stop in the Holy Land was the famed Yeshivah of Chevron, where they met many American boys who were learning in the Yeshivah, including the son of Rabbi Yaakov Yosef Herman (whose life is described in the book, “All for the Boss”). Yerachmiel was very impressed by what he saw, and decided that his son, Yechezkel, should remain and learn in the Yeshivah.

Even though Yechezkel did not have a strong Yeshivah background, he figured this would be his opportunity to grow in Torah, so he enrolled his son in the Yeshivah, and returned to America. Yechezkel Wexler studied in the Chevron Yeshivah during the winter of 1929, and a half a year after his arrival, during the month of Av, the local Arabs perpetrated a deadly massacre of Jews in Chevron. Many students of the Yeshivah were killed. Unfortunately, Yechezkel Wexler was among the victims. 

News of his tragic death reached Chicago, and his parents, with broken hearts, sat shiva for their beloved son. Sometime later, Rabbi Balk was again asked to sail to the U.S. to raise funds. He agreed, but he insisted that he would not visit Chicago. He did not want to face Yerachmiel Wexler after having indirectly caused his son to go to Eretz Yisrael, where he met a tragic fate.

As we know, one can never outsmart Hashem. During Rabbi Balk’s visit to New York, he happened to meet Mr. Wexler, who extended him a warm, enthusiastic greeting and embraced him. He said, “Rabbi Balk, I’ve been so much looking forward to seeing you, and I was wondering why you weren’t coming to Chicago.” 

Rabbi Balk was stunned. He explained that he specifically wanted to avoid Chicago because he felt he could not face Mr. Wexler after causing the loss of his son. 

Yerachmiel Wexler was now stunned. He said, “What?! Lose my son?! To the contrary! You gave me my son! Twenty years ago, when he was born, his soul was destined to remain in this world for twenty years. I firmly believe that this was his time to go, and he would have left this world regardless of whether he had been in Chevron or not. 

“If you had not come to Chicago, he probably would have gone to the next world without knowing that much Torah, but thanks to you, he spent six months studying in Yeshivah, immersing himself in Hashem’s Torah. I am confident that he now has a beautiful share in Olam Haba. You gave us a son who is receiving Olam Haba!” 

This is the response of someone who has Bitachon, faith and trust in Hashem. No person causes anything to happen, as only Hashem runs the world, and He knows what is best. Instead of shouting and feeling bitter, Mr. Wexler was filled with gratitude and appreciation. Rav Schwadron concluded by saying to the boys, “Nobody just gets taken out of this world. Hashem knows what He is doing. 

This student who had become a Baal Teshuvah is destined for eternal bliss in Olam Haba!” 

We must always remember that Hashem is the Menachem Av, our consoling Father. Even when we do not understand how He runs the world’s affairs, we must have faith and trust Him. May we see the coming of Moshiach speedily and in our days, Amein! 
Reprinted from the Tisha B’Av 5775 email of “Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights” compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The 21 Club and

Missed Opportunities

By Rav Aryeh Zev Ginzberg

Chofetz Chaim Torah Center
It was the eloquent Israeli UN ambassador Abba Eban who famously quipped about the Arabs that they had never missed an opportunity to miss an opportunity.

While he meant this in regard to the consistent failures of the Palestinians to respond to prospects for peace, it applies just as well to opportunities that we all let pass by, whether they’re daily or once-in-a-lifetime opportunities.

Each waking hour of every day, we are called upon to choose our actions. Often these decisions are about small things; at times they are on a larger scale; and sometimes they are life-changing. How we respond to these opportunities and situations not only directly impacts our lives, but may very well impact our nitzchiyus, our eternal reward, as well.

Case in point: Last Sunday evening, on a busy road in the Catskills, a sweet and soft-spoken Yerushalmi Yid, here to raise much-needed funds for his daughter’s chasunah scheduled to take place in Bnei Brak right after Tishah B’Av, stood on the road trying to hitch a ride to his next collection destination. Two old friends had just completed their annual reunion at a local food establishment and they each headed to their own cars to return to their summer homes.

The first one to leave the parking lot passed the Yerushalmi Yid on the road and didn’t stop for him. He thought of doing so, and actually put his foot on the brake to slow down, but then decided to let the next person stop for him. His good friend, who was driving right behind him, did stop for the distinguished hitchhiker and offered him a lift to his next destination.

Due to an unexpected set of circumstances, that kindness didn’t end at that point. As the Yerushalmi Yid expressed his thanks while exiting the car, he began to experience severe chest pains and had difficulty breathing. His driver and now friend quickly called his brother-in-law, who is an active member of Hatzalah, which responded within minutes and without doubt saved the life of this Yid.

The driver rode with him to the hospital, talking to him the entire way, and, at the Yerushalmi Yid’s request, notified his family in EretzYisrael of what was taking place. Following the lifesaving procedure, the driver remained with him in his room until a nephew could be contacted and was able to relieve him. But the Yid was greatly pained and agitated, telling his newfound friend and lifesaver that he was desperate for $20,000 to marry off his daughter—and how would he get it if he was unable to continue his arduous task of collecting door-to-door in the following days?

The driver-turned-lifesaver now became a fundraiser. While still in the hospital, he got on the phone and called family, friends, and business associates, and in under an hour he raised the entire $20,000. He went back into the Yid’s hospital room and told him that as soon as he was fit to return home to celebrate the chasunah of his youngest daughter, he would do so with the full $20,000 in his bank account. 

The Yid, in complete shock, began to tremble. When asked why he was trembling, he said, “I never thought that I would be zocheh in my life to ‘gilui Eliyahu,’ as I have no doubt that my driver was not a basar va’dam, but Eliyahu HaNavi himself.”

While this story is heartwarming, that was not my point in sharing it. I want to share what happened next. Sometime early the next morning, the driver-turned-lifesaver-turned-fundraiser called his friend whom he was with the night before and shared with him the unbelievable set of circumstances that occurred after they parted ways.

That morning, when I stepped into a local restaurant in the Catskills to order some coffee and breakfast for the ride back to the city, I had the good fortune of bumping into this fellow who had just gotten off the phone call with his friend. With great emotion, he said to me, “Rabbi Ginzberg, I must share with you the most incredible story.” And he did. When I responded to say how truly special his friend is, he said, “Rabbi Ginzberg, you missed the whole point of my story.”

With tears in his eyes and in a quivering voice, he began to explain to me what I had “missed” from the story. “Don’t you see? I was in the car in front of my friend and I saw this Yerushalmi Yid waiting for someone to pick him up. I thought of stopping, but then decided to let someone else do it. And so my friend, who was right behind me, did so. And he proceeded to save a Yid’s life and then went on to raise enough money to pay for a Yerushalmi girl’s chasunah—and I am left with nothing. 

“After 120 years, my friend will receive s’char not only for doing chesed for another Yid, but for saving a life—which Chazal equate with saving the whole world—and then for helping make a chasunah, so future doros will be attributed to him. When it’s my turn, they will say to me, ‘Sorry, you were given the opportunity to do all that your friend did, but you decided to pass on the opportunity.’” He then concluded with a painful kvetch and said, “Rabbi Ginzberg, how do I know if I will ever get another opportunity again?”

The impact of that conversation and this person’s painful realization of his missed opportunity stayed with me long after my breakfast and coffee were finished. During the long ride home, a similar story from a different era that I read many years ago and had a great impact upon my life came back to me, flooding my thoughts.

It was during the dark and painful years of the Holocaust when Yidden throughout Europe (those who were still alive) were completely focused upon surviving just until the next day without any thoughts of the future. In the biography of Rav Eliyahu Dessler, we read about a very special Yid, Reb Dovid Dryan, a talmid of the Chofetz Chaim and a shochet for the fledging community of Gateshead, England. Rav Dryan had a vision that many called outrageously foolish—to open a kollel in Gateshead in the midst of those blood-soaked years.

Despite the ridicule from many around him, he sent 22 letters to various rabbanim and mechanchim, inviting them to come and open the kollel. Of the 22 who were sent the letter, 15 did not respond, six said no, and only one rabbi agreed. He was Rav Dessler, who went on to become the generation’s giant in mussar and machshavah and whose sefer “Michtav MiEliyahu” has become a classic, studied by most every Torah Jew around the world.

I want to be very clear that this should not be taken as even the slightest criticism, chas v’shalom, of any of the 21 men who didn’t respond positively. I don’t know any of their names, but without doubt they were outstanding talmidei chachamim and marbitzei Torah. Obviously each had his own reason, whether personal or communal, or maybe a feeling that the time was not right for such a venture. I want to highlight not what the “21 Club” did not accomplish by passing up this opportunity, but rather what Rav Dessler, the one person who jumped at the opportunity, did accomplish.

Neither Rav Dessler, nor any of the other 21 people who received Reb Dovid Dryan’s invitation, could possibly have known or even dreamed in those days, where each passing day witnessed more bloodshed for KlalYisrael, what this opportunity would sprout forth. Today, Gateshead is an “Ir VaEim B’Yisrael” with generations of Torah families and communities that have been raised and inspired by Rav Dessler and his talmidim.

Days come and go. Opportunities do not. May we be zocheh to grab them as they step into our path and not have to look back with regret that we gave up the chance. It’s easy to be a member of the 21 Club. What does take great effort, however, is to respond to the call of “Mi Lashem Eilai” when we hear it. While it does take great effort, it brings nitzchiyus along with it—just ask one very lucky Yerushalmi Yid.

Excerpted from the July 24, 2015 (Parshas Devorim) edition of the 5 Towns Jewish Times.
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