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The Genesis of Chareidi Supermarkets
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Rav Dovid Zicherman opened the chareidi (ultra-Orthodox) supermarket chain Bircas Rochel in Eretz Yisroel, named after Rebbetzin Rochel Auerbach, the wife of R’ Shmuel Auerbach. Its aim was not just to advance the production and sale of kosher lemehadrin items, reduce prices for avreichim and do chessed with widows, orphans and large families, but also to add Ruchniyus to the shopping experience. 

Next to the store was a Kollel where husbands could learn and daven while their wives shopped. Near the cashiers was a large magnified Igeres HaRamban that could be read while standing on line and another illuminated sign with recent, relevant Halachos. 

But the main challenge was convincing food producers that a Hechsher would increase sales. Rav Zicherman approached Yair Shamir (son of form Prime Minister Yitzchok Shamir), manager of the Elite company, and asked him to do a run of assorted chocolates with a Hechsher, in time for Purim Shalach Manos. 
Shamir replied that it did not pay for him to specially produce 50 or 100 boxes. Rav Zicherman told him that he wanted 1,000,000 shekel’s worth of chocolates with a BaDatz Hechsher. Shamir saw he was serious, and he immediately got to work. 

Within two months, ready for Purim, there were low-priced, kosher lemehadrin boxes of chocolates in various sizes. It was only then, that the food industry began to realize the true purchasing power of chareidim, which had not previously been noticed.
Reprinted from the Parshas Bereishis 5780 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter.
The Rebbe’s Winter Clothing


In Montreal, in the difficult time period after World War II, Rav Yochanan Twersky, the Tolner Rebbe, zt”l, came up with a novel way to help the poor refugees, who were very unprepared to deal with the harsh winters, but were also too proud to accept help. 

The Rebbe would arrive at the Mikvab every day wearing many layers of clothing, including numerous jackets and sweaters. He would then conveniently ‘forget’ them, announcing that anything that was left behind was hefker, and was free for taking. 

The Rebbe thereby ensured that those who needed help would be warm, and their pride would remain intact. Once, after ‘forgetting’ most of the clothes and coats he had brought to the Mikvah, the Rebbe was seen walking home in just his regular clothes, without wearing a jacket or coat, and someone reprimanded him and said that it was unbecoming for a Rebbe to be outside like that. The Rebbe laughingly replied, “For someone like me, it is very becoming!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Shoftim 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Sages through the Ages

Chassam Sofer (1762-1839)

By Dr Benji Schreiber
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Chassam Sofer Frankfurt, Germany 1762 – Pressburg (Bratislava), Slovakia 1839. The Chassam Sofer (Chassam stands for משה תורת חידושי ,


Rav Moshe Sofer, was born in Frankfurt. His mother was called Reizel. His father, Shmuel, was a sofer hence the family name. 

Youth


By the age of seven he was writing his own chiddushim. At age nine he joined the yeshiva of Rav Nosson Adler in Frankfurt, who also became a kind of stepfather to him. When Rav Moshe was ten years old he delivered a drasha in Rav Nosson Adler’s beis medrash in the presence of Frankfurt’s most notable talmidei chachamim, when he refuted one of the insights of his grandfather, the Maharshach. 


Rav Moshe’s father became upset and publicly slapped his son in the face. Rabbi Nosson called Rabbi Shmuel aside and said: “I command that Moshe leaves your home. I will care of him and teach him myself.” 


Rav Nosson Adler was brilliant and controversial. He also learnt from Rav Pinchos Horowitz, author of הפלאה ,and he learnt math, astronomy and history from Rav Tivli in Meinz. He also studied philosophy and anatomy. 

Leadership


In 1782 he went to Prostějov, Moravia (Czech Republic) where he married Soroh Malkoh and was Rosh Yeshiva. In 1794 he became Rov of Strážnice also in Moravia and then in 1798 he was Rov of Mattersdorf in Hungary (now Austria) and established a large Yeshiva there. He helped organise a rescue campaign following a large fire. 


In 1807 he became the Rov of Pressburg (today Bratislava, the capital of Slovakia), the most prominent Jewish community in Hungary. He was head of a Yeshiva which attracted 500 bachurim from different countries. He was the Rov, Rosh Yeshiva and a Mohel, until he died, 33 years later. 


In 1812 his wife died and he then married Sarel (Soroh), the widowed daughter of Rabbi Akiva Eiger, who bore him seven daughters (Hindel, Gittel, Yentel, Simcha, Reichel, Reizel and Esther) and three sons: Rabbi Avrohom Shmuel Binyomin, the Ksav Sofer; Rabbi Shimon Sofer, the Rav of Cracow; and Rabbi Yosef Yuzpa Sofer. 


In 1832 Sarel died and he married again. 

Influence


His Talmidim set up Yeshivos across Hungary. His opinion in Halacha was sought from many countries, and he was considered the final word in halacha. 

Opinions


He had a deep love for Eretz Yisrael. He encouraged his talmidim to live there and collected funds for those who live there. They established Petach Tikva and were early anti-Zionists. He lived at the time of the Emancipation. He opposed this change and coined the phrase חדש אסור מן התורה (originally said with reference to the Omer) to oppose change. 


He blocked the opening of a frum school in Pressburg which planned to also teach secular studies. He fought hard to oppose reform Judaism and expressed the desire to define them as non-Jews. He accepted the view that most of the Zohar was not written by Rav Shimon Bar Yochai but later. 


In learning Gemoro, he stressed the importance of learning the pshat in the sugya to reach the halachic conclusion and not to immerse in pilpul, preferring learning with rishonim over acharonim. He advised his sons to learn Chumash with the Ramban. 

Writings


He published very little in his lifetime but his posthumously published works include teshuvos (responsa), chidushim on the Gemoro, drashos, commentary on the Ramban’s commentary on Chumash, Toras Moshe, a commentary on Chumash, the five megillos and a tzava’ah, a moral will. 

Legacy

He had huge influence through his children and talmidim, which include Erloi chassidim under Rav Yochanan Sofer, a direct descendent (1923-2016).

Reprinted from the Parashat Bereishit 5780 email of ONEG SHABBOS (London, U.K.)

The Best Donors

Of Hospital Beds
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IN A CITY IN LITHUANIA a gathering was held to help raise funds to establish a Jewish hospital. The gathering was headed by the Chofetz Chaim. Many rich people came and donated money. One person donated a bed, another one three beds, a third one promised beds. 

Hospital beds were very expensive and the the Chofetz Chaim showed honor to the donors, giving them a good feeling about the great chessed (kind deed) they were doing. 

All of a sudden, some yeshivah students came in, and the Chofetz Chaim greeted them very warmly. This bothered some of the rich people. 

“How can it be that we are giving a lot of money and these students aren’t donating anything, yet the Chofetz Chaim honoring them more than us?” they asked. One of the wealthy men dared to ask the Chofetz Chaim, “How many beds are they donating?” 

The Chofetz Chaim answered him, “What are you talking about? Each one of them is donating fifty beds.”

 “How is that possible?” the rich man wondered out loud. “Fifty beds cost a fortune. With all our money, we are hardly donating twenty beds in all.” 

The Chofetz Chaim answered, “Each of them is donating fifty beds that won’t be needed, because each of them, with his learning, is preventing people from becoming sick. The Torah protects people from illness and suffering.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Bereishis 5780 email of Eitz Hachayim.
The Buried Treasure

By Rabbi David Ashear


The Yerushalmi in Masechet Horayot brings a story about Rabbi Eliezer, Rabbi Yehoshua, and Rabbi Akiva. They used to go annually to the home of Abba Yehuda, a very wealthy man, to collect funds for Tzedaka. 


One year, the man lost all of his money, and when he saw the Rabbis coming, he ran inside to go hide from the shame that he could not give them anything.


His wife saw him and asked, "What happened?" 


He told her, "The Rabbis are coming, and I am so ashamed that I can't give anything."


His wife told him, "You know, we have one field left. Why don't you go and sell half of it, and give the proceeds to Tzedaka as you always do.” 


He listened to his wife. The next day, he sold half of the field. He found the Rabbis, and he gave them his annual pledge. He told them, "Please pray for me because I lost a lot of money."


At some point after that, as he was plowing the half of the field that he had left, his cow fell into a pit and broke its legs. When he descended into the pit to help it, Hashem opened his eyes to see a buried treasure there, and he became even wealthier than before.

What is the Gemara trying to teach us? Here you have a Tzadik who was down and out. He lost all of his money, and sold half of his field like a hero, to give the funds to charity. Now, after he did such a heroic act, his situation gets worse. His cow falls into a pit and gets injured. It does not seem fair. The man was being so good, yet now he loses even more.
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That is the way it looks from the outside, because we were not able see the whole picture yet. We did not know that Hashem had a buried treasure there, waiting for him. This is the way it is with all of our sufferings. 


There is a hidden treasure in every difficulty. There is something so special that Hashem is giving us, whether we see it or not. We pray that He will open our eyes to see His goodness, so that we can truly enjoy it. We pray to see Hashem's revealed kindness all of the time.


If we do not see it yet, however, it is our job to trust Hashem and continue serving Him to the best of our ability.

Reprinted from the January 17, 2017 email of Daily  Emunah.

She Learned From

Leibel the Thief

By Asharon Baltazar
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Chassidic history is dotted with pious and learned women who were revered for their sanctity and beloved for the potency of their prayers. One such woman was the virtuous and wise Rebbetzin Miriam Chaya of Shotz, daughter of the famous miracle worker Rabbi Meir of Premishlan.


Shortly before his death, her father bequeathed her his cane. The Rebbetzin understood that her father wanted her to follow his practice of blessing people who sought Divine help. Indeed, she brought about many miracles, and people from all walks of life regularly passed through her modest home. No matter what plagued her visitors, Rebbetzin Miriam Chaya blessed them all.


Rabbi Yisrael of Vishnitz occasionally visited his brother, Rabbi Moshe, in Shotz. On one such visit, Rabbi Yisrael strongly wished to meet Rebbetzin Miriam Chaya and perhaps learn the secret behind her blessings.


The Rebbetzin opened the door and invited Rabbi Yisrael inside. Once he was settled comfortably near the open window, the Rebbetzin sat on a nearby chair.


“I have a question.”


The Rebbetzin nodded her consent.


“I’m sure, as you know, righteous men derive the ability to pray for others from the Torah they learn. You are not known to be particularly learned. How do you do it?”


“It’s all because of Leibel the Thief,” replied the Rebbetzin.


Surprised by her answer, Rabbi Yisrael said nothing.


The Rebbetzin smiled. “Every year, at the conclusion of Rosh Hashanah, my father stood at the window in his room, hand outstretched, to wish the long stream of townsfolk a sweet new year.


“At the time, Premishlan suffered from constant robberies. There were, apparently, Jews who lived in such abject poverty that they resorted to the wealth of others. Whoever could afford to do so employed watchmen to guard their estates.


“One thief, however, constantly slipped between their fingers. Everyone knew it was Leibel. He was dirt poor, didn’t work, and still managed to support his family. Clearly, he spent his time stealing, but no one could say how.


“One year, Leibel decided he wanted a blessing from my father, and he joined the line of townspeople at the conclusion of Rosh Hashanah. As the line slowly shuffled forward, he began to suspect that perhaps my father would refuse to grant him a blessing, lest it be seen as a validation of his dishonest ways.


“Leibel stepped out of the line and hung around patiently, waiting for the last person to receive his blessing. When just the two of them remained, Leibel slunk over and hoped that my father, who stood in deep thought, wouldn’t recognize him from the corner of his eye. He gave my father’s sleeve a tug.


“My father reacted as though bitten. Without affording Leibel even a glance, my father said, ‘Do you have no sense of shame?! Not only do you steal from everyone in town, but you wish to trick me into blessing your disgraceful enterprise as well?’


“Fear paralyzed Leibel. He considered abandoning his plans and running away, but he managed to recover his wits. ‘G‑d forbid, Rabbi! I never dared to entertain such a notion! All I wanted was your blessing that if Heaven decrees someone should lose money to theft, I’ll be the one to take it.’


“A smile warmed my father’s features. He turned to Leibel and blessed him with a ‘sweet new year.’”


The Rebbetzin paused her story to collect her thoughts. “I was there and witnessed everything. Especially my father’s affectionate response to Leibel’s quick thinking. After he left, I approached my father and said, ‘I request that if Heaven decrees a Jew should find goodness through a blessing, it should be granted through me.’


“My father agreed and blessed me. And so, because of Leibel the Thief, I’m able to do the same.”


Many years later, before the Rebbetzin passed away in 1903, she asked to be buried with her father’s cane, explaining that it would safeguard the city of Shotz.

When telling this story, the old-timers would point out that during the First World War, countless European cities were razed to the ground. Shotz, however, escaped the destruction unscathed. (Source: Sichat Hashavua #1341)

Reprinted from the Parashat Noach 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
How Rabeinu Yonah Reacted To His Terrible Mistake

Rabeinu Yonah of Gerona (1180-1263) was a famous Talmudic scholar who spent much of his life in self-examination and teshuva. A cousin of the eminent scholar Ramban, R' Yonah began to devote himself to writing and teaching about teshuva as the result of one of the worst tragedies in medieval Jewish life. In the city of Paris, the Catholic Church burned twenty-four wagon loads of the Talmud. At the time, the printing press had not yet been invented.


Thus, the loss of so many hand written copies of the Talmud was a catastrophe. R' Yonah saw the mass burning of the Talmud as a Divine punishment for the very sharp philosophical opposition to Rambam for writing Moreh Nevuchim (The Guide to the Perplexed), an opposition in which R' Yonah had been a leader. R' Yonah regretted his criticism of Rambam(1135-1205).


However, Rambam had long since passed away and was buried in Teveriah, in Northern Eretz Yisroel. Rabeinu Yonah therefore resolved to travel from Spain to Rambam's tomb in Teveriah to ask for his forgiveness.


On his way to Eretz Yisroel, R' Yonah was detained by communities who begged him to stay and teach. In many instances, R' Yonah agreed to stay and teach in Jewish communities, where he often quoted the Rambam with great respect. 

Before he could resume his journey to Eretz Yisroel, R' Yonah died suddenly in Toledo, Spain in 1263. (Machzor Zichron Moshe - Artscroll , p.8-11) 
One of R' Yonah's legacies to the Jewish nation is his insightful work “Sha’arei Teshuvah” (The Gates of Repentance.) 

Many pious people have the custom of reading and studying this uplifting work before Yom Kippur, in order to be inspired to return to Hashem. R' Yonah teaches us that teshuva has a tremendous power to give us a fresh start in life.


No matter where our lives have taken us until today, we have teshuva as a means of starting over. As Rabeinu Yonah promises us in his Gates of Repentance: "On that day, let him cast off all the misdeeds he has committed and consider himself as though he were newly born on that very day." 

Reprinted from the Yom Kippur 5775 email of Good Shabbos Everyone.

The Rabbi and the Blind Man’s Daughter

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Rabbi Sholom Kalmanson


It was three thirty A.M. Friday morning and pitch-black outside when a middle-aged Jewish couple knocked at Rabbi Sholom Kalmanson's apartment door.


The Rabbi was the director of the Chabad house in Cincinnati Ohio and although guests and visitors were common in his house this was the first time anyone knocked at three A.M. 


The Rabbi, in his pajamas, opened the door slightly, saw the strangers and said in a half whisper. "Just don't talk too loud. My wife and children are asleep. Come in, come in. Here just take a seat, would you like something to drink?" 


He led them into his front room, seated them at his dining table and hoped it wouldn't take much time so he could go back to sleep.


The first thing he noticed was that the man was blind. They introduced themselves as Jews that lived a few blocks away with a pressing problem. The man explained that he had become blind years ago due to treatments for high blood pressure, but that wasn't why they came. 


About a month ago they found a 'New Testament' under their oldest daughter's pillow and when they asked her about it, she suddenly went wild, screaming all sorts of curses against them, the Jews and all other non-believers.


Till then she had been a pleasant and quiet girl but it seems that one of her college teachers had been working on her for months and now she was 'saved'.


They admitted that they themselves weren't observant Jews, but they were Jews and they knew that what she was doing was very wrong. Not only that, they felt she was drifting toward insanity.


"We used to be so close and now she has become hypnotized. She's like a stranger, she won't even listen to us and only talks about her religion. In fact, she is trying to convince us that we should join her. Can you help Rabbi? Please, we have no one else to turn to." They were both weeping.


The Rabbi was tired, he longed to return to sleep and his mind wasn't working. What could he do? He had no experience in deprogramming or being an anti-missionary. In fact, generally speaking, that is not the Chabad approach. Then suddenly, from nowhere, he had an idea.


"Tell me, are you still on speaking terms?"


"Yes" the father replied. "At first we argued. But then she ran away from home for a few days and the only way we could get her back was by promising that we wouldn't talk about it anymore. So now we're in stalemate; we don't complain and she doesn't leave. But yesterday we happened to overhear her on the phone saying that in a few days she's leaving to become one of 'them'. We couldn't sleep, we're going crazy! Rabbi, you're our only hope! That's why we're here now in the middle the night!"


The Rabbi thought for a moment and said, "Today is Friday. Friday night in fifteen hours, will be Shabbat. Do you think you can get her here to my house tomorrow night for the Shabbat meal?" The Rabbi continued, "Or maybe I should first ask if you would be willing to come? Have you ever kept a Shabbat?" 


They admitted that they hadn't but promised they would come and were fairly sure that she would join them, being as it would be the first time for all of them. The Rabbi bade them farewell and returned to sleep.


The next night they were again sitting in the Rabbi's house but with a few changes. The Rabbi wasn't in pajamas; he was dressed like a Rabbi, the girl was also there, the house looked like something from another bright and beautiful world. And the Rabbi did some Jewish rituals like Kiddush on wine, washing hands for eating bread, making blessings and singing songs. 


After a rather pleasant hour together (save a few nasty comments from the girl that he pretended not to hear) Rabbi Kalmanson began phase two of his idea. He told her that because he didn't know anything about her religion and she probably didn't know much about his, he would like to exchange ideas. First she could teach him.


She enthusiastically accepted. She was so excited about a Rabbi (or anyone else for that matter) actually listening to her that she began immediately, lost track of the time and just kept talking that night until...six in the morning while the Rabbi listened and her parents fell asleep on the sofa.


When they finished, she requested another session and in the course of the next few weeks (she delayed her trip) they met four more times: she did all the talking.


Then on their fifth meeting the Rabbi asked if she was finished and if he could say something.


She was so sure that she had convinced him and he was in her camp that she agreed. 


And truly he was in her camp. He explained to her in the calmest and friendliest way possible that all Jews, she included, were 'sons' of G-d. Her religious experiences were exactly what Jews felt when they worshiped the Golden Calf. But no matter what she was a daughter of Sara, Rivka, Rachel, and Leah and G-d would always love and forgive her.


Then, totally ignoring everything she said for the last weeks, he pointed out that G-d creates everything constantly, including her and all the gods she believes in. He alone answers all prayers and desires only that we observe His Torah.


But what really struck home was when he showed her a picture of the Lubavitcher Rebbe who does big miracles and wants her to do more commandments.


She was quiet for a few minutes and said, "Big miracles? Could he make my father see again?".


"I don't know" answered the Rabbi, "He has done such things. But I'm sure that if you do the commandments, like Jewish women have been doing for thousands of years, you'll have better chances for a miracle.


She returned the next day and almost every day thereafter they spoke until little by little her Jewish soul began thawing out. She started lighting Shabbat Candles, then made her parent's kitchen kosher and a few months after that went with a group of girls to the Rebbe's synagogue for Simchat Torah and left her cult forever.


But that is not the end of the story; several months later she reminded Rabbi Kalmanson about her father and together they wrote the Rebbe a letter asking to restore his sight.


A week later they received an answer.


The Rebbe gave his blessing, suggested her father should begin putting on Tefillin, should affix mezuzahs on the doors of his house and then should consult a doctor who is a friend of the family about his sight. 


But it was easier said than done. When she told her parents about the change in her life and the Rebbe's advice they wanted no part of it!


As far as they were concerned, they had suffered enough; the blindness was incurable. All the doctors said so and they accepted it. Tefillin and mezuzos would cost a fortune and in any case they wouldn't help; there was no hope.


So with no other choice she and Rabbi Kalmanson got up the money, bought the Tefillin and Mezuzas (no small task as there were forty (!) doors in their home) convinced her father to put them on and then they made an appointment to see their family doctor.


But when they arrived he got angry. "Why are you coming to me? I'm not an eye doctor. And you say that expert eye doctors already said that there is no cure! Why are you driving this poor man crazy, hasn't he suffered enough? Who does this Lubavitcher Rebbe think he is anyway!?! He knows anything about medicine? Etc., etc."


In short, he evicted them from his office. 


But a month later the phone in Rabbi Kalmanson's office rang; it was the family doctor. He apologized for evicting them and admitted that it could be he had been wrong. There might be something to the Rebbe's advice after all.


He was reading an article in a medical Journal by a professor in New York who had a technique for curing eye problems exactly like her fathers. He even contacted this professor got more information and if they agreed he would make an appointment for them.


They made the appointment, Rabbi Kalmanson went with the girl's father to New York, the professor made the examination, said he could help and set the date of operation which he said would take at least four hours.  When the day came, he was wheeled into the operating room and they all sat down in the waiting room reading Psalms.


But unexpectedly a half-hour later the professor burst out of the operating room and ran past them into his office. Had something gone wrong? Moments later, as he rushed back he smiled at them and said. "Everything is fine. Keep praying."


A few minutes later the professor again came out and explained. The reason he ran out of the operating room so early was because he finished hours earlier than expected and because he thought that perhaps there had been some mistake he out to consult his books.


Two days later they were all there for the professor to remove the bandages and were tense; they had no idea what to expect. He removed the bandages.


"OYYY!" her father yelled. "OYYYY my eyes!!!"


"What is it?" The doctor asked. "What's wrong?"


"I CAN SEE!!!" He shouted. "I CAN SEE AGAIN!!"


Now they were all in tears...including the doctor.


Two months later the father renewed his driver's license and he and his wife became Torah observant Jews. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Ki Savo 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Benefits of 

Being an Agunah


Consider the following true story: Reb Nissen Shtitzberg’s zt’l daughter was a happy bride, because she recently married an outstanding yirei Shamayim and talmid chacham. 

But her joy was soon shattered. Her new husband was suddenly niftar in the week of sheva brachos. Being a widow without children, she couldn't marry anyone else, before she gets chalitzah. 

However, there was a problem. The brother who was eligible to make chalitzah was only five years old. It would take eight years until he becomes bar mitzvah, old enough to do chalitzah, and before she can get remarried. Until then she was destined to be an agunah. 

Reb Nissen Shtitzberg came to his Rebbe, the Yesod HaAvodah of Slonim zt’l and said, “You always teach us that everything is for the good. Please teach me how to look at the present situation. Explain to me how it can possibly be for the good. My daughter is a young widow, unable to get married again for eight years. How can I say that this is for the good?” 

The Rebbe replied, “It was destined that your daughter should get married and build a family in eight years from now, and that decree can’t be changed. 
"What is the alternative? That your daughter should be in shidduchim and not find her bashert until eight years from now? All those eight years you would be wondering why she isn’t engaged yet? You would speak to every shadchan you know, do many segulos, hoping for a salvation. 


“People will begin speaking lashon hara on your daughter. They will say, ‘There certainly is something wrong with her, because otherwise, why isn’t she engaged yet?’ Or they will speak lashon hara on you that you're being too picky, and that you're preventing your daughter from getting married.


“But now you know that for eight years, there is nothing you can do. The time for her to build a family hasn’t come yet. You can go through these eight years without stress. When the brother is old enough to make chalitzah, you will find the right shidduch for your daughter. Don’t you see that it's better this way?”
Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5780 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
The Kallah’s Chair

A father told his daughter, who was a kallah, that he can’t afford to rent a kallah chair for her chasunah. “You will have to use a regular chair.” 

The kallah was very embarrassed. She didn’t want to be different than all her friends, who had a kallah chair. 

Her father replied, “I wish I could help you. But your father’s resources are limited. I advise you request from your Father in heaven, because He can do anything and everything.” 

She took her Tehillim and said many chapters with tears, begging Hashem for a kallah chair. Days and weeks passed, and nothing changed. Apparently, there wouldn’t be a kallah chair at her chasunah. 

They were in for a surprise, because when they go to the hall there was a beautiful kallah chair waiting for her to sit on. She cried from joy. It was even nicer than the kallah chairs her friends had. No one knew how it got there, but she didn’t wait to ask. Ecstatically she sat down on the kallah chair, and greeted her guests. 

How did the chair get there? This ballroom had two floors, with two halls. The upstairs ballroom was taken by a wealthy, American family. It was they who ordered the kallah chair only it was accidentally delivered to the first floor. The date was the 20th of Sivan. Some don’t make a chasunah on that day (because it’s a fast day, commemorating the massacres of 1648). 

The people making the chasunah upstairs were planning to have it at nighttime, when it will be the 21st of Sivan. The people on the first floor planned the chuppah by daytime, before shekiyah. The American father sent his son to the hall ahead of time, to make certain everything was properly set. 

The son immediately called saying, “There’s no kallah chair!” The father called the party planner and demanded to know where the kallah chair was. The party planner spoke with his crew, who insisted they delivered the chair to the hall. The matter was a mystery, until they figured out that it was set up on the first floor. They went downstairs to pick up the chair, but by that time the kallah was already sitting there, enjoying the kallah chair. 

They didn’t want to destroy the kallah’s joy, and in any event, there was time before the chasunah would begin upstairs. When the kallah went to her chuppah the chair was quickly taken upstairs. This story demonstrates the power of tefillah. This kallah prayed for a kallah chair, and she got it. Indeed, all our hearts’ desires can be attained through tefillah. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5780 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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