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The Important Desire
To Do a Chesed
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When the Manchester Rosh Yeshiva lived with his daughter, he asked what he could do to help her each morning. She replied that she did not want him to serve her as he was her father and it was her job to respect him, not the other way around.

 R’ Segal z”l said softly, “When your mother was alive, I would make her a cup of coffee each morning before I went to daven. That way, I had a chesed in my pocket when I approached the Ribono Shel Olam. Now that she is gone, I have no one else to do chesed with, so I want to do something for you in the morning.” 
He understood that every day there is room to grow and achieve.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5780 email of Migdal Ohr.

Ahavas Yisrael – Mutual Feelings
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Once an egg merchant, covered with eggs and egg shells, came to the rav of his city, and told the shocked rav what happened to him:

 
“Like every day, I bought a basket of eggs in a nearby village and I was bringing them to sell in our town. Mr. So-and-so met me as I was carrying the eggs and he asked me to deliver some eggs to his home.


“ Isaid that I first need payment. He became very angry and hit my basket with his stick. All the eggs broke. I demand a din Torah!" 


The rav called his shamesh and told him to summon that person for a din Torah. The shamesh was afraid to do so because that person was a moser — someone who tattled on the Jewish community to the local government. Everyone was afraid of him. 


But the rav told him to have no fear and to carry out his mission. The shamesh courageously went to the moser's home. "The rav summons you to the beis din." 


The moser ridiculed the shamesh and said that he refuses to go. The shamesh relayed the moser's chutzpahdig response to the rav. 


The rav said, "Go to his home and summon him once again. This time, warn him that if he doesn’t come, he will be in niduy, excommunication." 


The shamesh gave over the message. The moser slapped the shamesh across his face, and refused to come to court. 


That Shabbos, the moser was called up for an aliyah. The rav quickly rushed to the bimah and said in front of everyone, "Rasha! You are in niduy because you didn’t come to beis din, and you even hit the shamesh when he summoned you. You may not have an aliyah." 


The moser stepped down, ashamed. Under his breath, but loud enough so people could hear, the moser said, "I will take revenge on the rav." 


A few days later, the rav traveled to a neighboring village to be sandek at a bris. His student, Reb Nachum Shadik zt’l and others were with him. From the distance, the students saw the moser. "We are in great danger," they told the rav. "The moser is chasing after us, and he will soon catch up to us." 


The rav became deep in thought. Soon, the moser arrived. The moser came over to the rav, and in a humble voice, said, "I want to hit your talmidim. Please, let me hit them." 


"No!" the rav reprimanded him. "You may not touch them." 


"Then let me spit on them?" 


"Also not." 


"Forgive me for all the trouble I caused you." 


"If you will ask the egg merchant's forgiveness and pay for the eggs you broke, I will forgive you." 


The moser gave the rav ten rubles and said, "Give it to the egg merchant. It will cover the cost of the eggs. And the extra money is to appease him so he will forgive me." 


The rav took the money, and said, "I will give over the money. I am certain he will forgive you. And I also forgive you." 


They parted in friendly terms. The students were shocked. Reb Nachum Shadik asked the rav how it happened. 


The rav replied, "My teachers taught me that the solution to every problem is written in the Torah. When the moser was pursuing us, I thought of the pasuk, that teaches that people are like mirrors. If you love your fellow man, you can be certain he loves you too. If you hate someone, this is a sign that he hates you. 


“I realized that if the moser hates me, it must be that I hate him as well. And if I love him, he will love me back. I began searching for his qualities and sought ways to judge him favorably. I realized that he was probably raised without a proper chinuch and he therefore doesn't know how to act properly. I thought about such ideas until I loved him. This spurred him to think positively towards me. He didn’t want to be against me anymore." 


Reb Nachum asked, "Why did he want to hit us and to spit on us?" "Apparently he hates you because you hate him. If you will love him, he will feel positively towards you as well."


This story was told by Reb Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld zt'l, who heard it from Reb Zalman Chaim Rivlin zt'l, who heard it from Reb Nachum of Shadik zt'l.

Reported from the Parshas Toldos 5780 email of Torah Wellspring:Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Special Attention for

The Weaker Student
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Two young men came to study at the yeshivah of the Alter of Slabodka, Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel, O”BM. The first was diligent in Torah study, while the second tended to be lazy and inattentive. The Alter showered an inordinate amount of attention on the second boy, honoring him a lot. At the same time, he hardly bestowed any extra attention on the first at all, who was among the most outstanding students in the entire yeshiva. 


The first student was hurt that the Alter was seemingly ignoring his presence in contrast to the other, inferior student. When he asked why he was being neglected, the Alter replied, “According to my evaluation, you are capable of tremendous heights due to your talents and diligence alone. 


“When you seek attention, however, you are motivated by your yetzer hara, your Evil Inclination. You want me to boost your ego, to hear me tell you words of praise that will feed your arrogance, which I am not willing to do. 


“The other fellow is drawn to distractions outside the yeshiva. So, when he comes to me for attention, he is seeking to bolster his Yetzer Tov and to motivate himself. I am willing to do this!”


Comment: Many wonder why Yitzchak called Eisav to give him the coveted blessings. Surely, he knew that Yaakov was a righteous Torah scholar. The Alshich Hakadosh says that Yitzchak knew who Eisav was, just as he knew who Yaakov was. 

However, Yitzchak wanted to bring his disobedient son Eisav, closer to him little-by-little by sharing Eisav’s game and exerting a positive influence on him. We can all do the same with people we know who need it. (Story from the Torah Tavlin)
Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5780 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.
The Importance of “Im Yirtzeh Hashem/G-d Willing”

[image: image4.jpg]




The Chofetz Chaim zt’l once said goodbye to his community, because he was leaving for Eretz Yisrael. He spoke about this one Shabbos in his drashos. After he finished, one of the listeners came over to him and said, “Why didn’t you say im yirtzeh Hashem (G-d willing)?” 

Indeed, it was an oversight; the Chofetz Chaim forgot to say it. That week, the Chofetz Chaim’s rebbetzin took ill, and he couldn’t travel to Eretz Yisrael. 
***

The Chida’s Tale of Eliyahu Hanai

The Chida tells the following story (from sefer Eliyahu HaNavi): There was once a wealthy person who owned many fields and needed to buy oxen to plow the fields. 

He placed some money into his money belt and set off to the marketplace to buy the oxen. On the way he met Eliyahu Hanavi z'l. 

Eliyahu asked him, "Where are you going?" 

"I’m going to buy oxen." 

"Say you are going to buy oxen im yirtzeh Hashem/if Hashem wills it.'" 
"Why should I say that? I have money in my belt. If I didn’t have money, I would say im yirtzeh Hashem. But I have money, and I'm going to the marketplace, so I'll certainly buy oxen…" He refused to say im yirtzeh Hashem. 
He lost his money belt before he reached the marketplace. He returned home, got some more money, and set off to the marketplace. 

Once again, he met up with Eliyahu HaNavi. Eliyahu HaNavi said, "Say that you are buying oxen im yirtzeh Hashem," but the man wouldn’t say it. He lost his money again. After this happened a few times, he realized that Eliyahu HaNavi is correct; one can't do anything without Hashem's help.

 Even when one has money in his pocket, he needs Hashem's help to buy things. He made a kabalah to say, "im yirtzeh Hashem," and this time, he succeeded to buy oxen. Then, Eliyahu HaNavi gave him back all the money pouches he lost.
***
The Yismach Moshe and the Arizal

The Yismach Moshe, zt’l, once went through a very difficult financial situation. He thought to himself, “If I would have ten thousand coins, I would invest them with a businessman who would do business with the money and give me the profits. I would be able to study Torah without worries. But now I don’t even have that amount to invest…” 

As he was thinking these thoughts, he fell asleep on the Gemara that was opened before him. In his dream, he saw the Arizal who told him, “Yungerman, if you have ten thousand coins to invest, you won’t need Hashem to help you?” 

The Arizal was telling him that in all situations one has to come on to Hashem. One should never think, “If I have money, I can manage on my own,” because in all situations one’s success is only im yirtzeh Hashem, if Hashem grants him success.

Reported from the Parshas Toldos 5780 email of Torah Wellspring:Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Yeshiva Mezuza
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AS IS WELL KNOWN, A MAJOR PART OF A CHILD'S qualities and behavior is attributed to what they see and overhear in their home. On this note, I heard an impressive story just last week from Rav Y. J. Shlit"a, that he heard recently by the sheva Brachos of the boy of the story [who I know as well]. 


About twenty years ago, when this chosson was a young boy, his father told him of his plans to build a Yeshiva/shul. He explained to the boy that he needed to raise the funds to build a building and how he planned to fundraise etc., and that was the end of the conversation. 


A few months later this boy approached his father with a bag filled with coins and gave it to his father saying, "Aba, I want to give this money for your Yeshiva!" 


The father was taken aback. In the bag was a total of 400 Shekel! 


"My dear son, where did you get this money from?" 


"Aba," he said, "Over the last year every time you gave me money for myself to keep, instead of buying nosh or sweets I made up my mind that I will save it up money, since I wanted to help you to build your Yeshiva". 


The father was so impressed that he decided to use that money to hire a sofer to write him a beautiful Mezuzah. That very Mezuza was placed at the entrance to the Yeshiva/shul building that was eventually built and it is there still today.

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5780 email of the Eitz Hachayim newsletter.

A Recovering News Junkie
By Rabbi Berel Wein
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Until recently I have been a news junkie my whole life. As a child growing up during World War II, and my parents being European-born with families in Europe and the land of Israel. during that dark period our home was constantly tuned to the radio for the latest news bulletins.


 One of my earliest memories is hearing the shrieks and rants of Hitler over the radio. As I grew up, I became addicted to hearing the news broadcasts on a daily and sometimes hourly basis. Of course, in those years, 24-hour news broadcasts did not exist, so I only heard the news for five minutes at a time for eight or ten times a day. 


This sufficiently satisfied my addiction. I always felt that I was listening to actual news events, uncolored by political or social bias. This was of course a very naïve belief on my part, but like many addicts, I did not realize how I was being manipulated and influenced by the powers that be.


This attitude of mine continued even when I was fortunate enough to move to Israel and to be able to listen to the Israeli news broadcasts, though I must admit that I was having some second thoughts about the wisdom of pursuing my addiction to listen to the news constantly and so many times a day. This slow change of mind was engendered by the arrival in the United States of the 24-hour news cycle radio station.


I soon began to realize that there was simply not enough news to fill 24 hours of continuous broadcasting on a daily basis, and that not all of the news that was being presented was actually factual news. This opened my mind to the fact that the entire presentation of the news had to be more opinion than fact and really reflected a bias on the part of the news organization. I also realized that most of the news is really propaganda. 


Undoubtedly there were news stories that were being emphasized while others, perhaps just as important, were being omitted. This discovery created within me a growing skepticism about the news that was being presented. I recalled that I had long ago learned that newspaper reports of events that I had witnessed or attended were far different than what I had observed. 


I could not quite verbalize it but my suspicions as to the accuracy of broadcast news began to grow firmer. At that point in my life I became completely aware that I had been a news junkie, an addict of my own habits and upbringing.


The beginning of recovery from any addiction is the realization that one is, in fact, an addict. To my chagrin I realize that I was such a news addict and I was determined to recover.


Without being political and entering into any of the vicious political competition that exists here in Israel and in the United States, I nevertheless express my gratitude to President Trump for coining and popularizing the term ‘fake news.’


All news reporting is biased since all human beings are biased.   The discerning person will attempt to recognize the bias and judge the accuracy and truth of what is being reported as factual news. Now in my old age, I have stopped listening to news broadcasts so often.


I listen for the weather in the morning, which oftentimes is also inaccurate , and in the evening to hear if anything really happened in the world that is of any consequence to me. There are days now that I do not even turn on the radio, which is a feat that I never dreamt I could achieve. I do listen to the radio here in Israel a number of times a week in order to improve my Hebrew skills, but I carefully avoid listening to the news broadcasts too often. 


The Talmud describes this world as being one of falseness and lies. I am certain that the Talmud had news broadcasts in mind when they uttered that stark assessment of human behavior. But one of the benefits of my recovery from news addiction is that my blood pressure has declined ten points. So, I recommend this attitude to all of you as well.

Reprinted from last week’s website of rabbiwein.com
An Unexpected Invitation
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This story was told by a yungerman who recently moved to Bnei Brak. After his marriage, he lived in a converted storage room on Rechov Oholiav in Yerushalayim, but this week he moved to a much more reasonable apartment, where he has even secured a lower rent. But still, Bnei Brak is not Yerushalayim….


“On the other hand,” he said, “there are things in Bnei Brak that do not exist in Yerushalayim.”


“Such as what?” I asked.


“The music on the bus! I spent five years traveling on the buses in Yerushalayim, and in the best case I could expect to hear music from Radio Kol Chai, and even that was only if we begged the Arab driver to turn it on.” In Bnei Brak, on the other hand, the chareidi driver decides on his own accord, without even being asked, to turn on the niggunim of Toldos Aharon. What else could a person ask for?


And that was not the only unique aspect of his experiences with public transportation in Bnei Brak. Our protagonist had gone shopping in a large supermarket and was advised to board the Number 2 bus at the stop on the corner of Rechov Shlomo Hamelech and Rechov Nechemiah in order to return to his home. He stood near the driver, clutching his shopping bags and watching raptly as the bus navigated the crowded streets of the city. Catching a glimpse of his passenger, the bearded bus driver realized that the sights were new to him.


“You are new here, aren’t you?” the driver said.


“Yes,” the yungerman replied. “I haven’t even been here for a week yet.”


“And where do your parents live?”


“In Yerushalayim,” he said.


“So where are you going to have your meals on Shabbos?”


The yungerman was surprised by the question. Why would a bus driver inquire about where he planned to have his Shabbos seudos? The driver added apologetically, “I am not trying to pry, but if you need a place for Shabbos, you are invited to my home.”


Now the yungerman’s surprise turned to shock. “Are you serious?” he asked.


“Yes,” the driver replied. “I live in Shikun Heh. Every Shabbos, we have at least ten people at our seudos. You are invited to join us, and you won’t leave hungry. That is certain!”

The righteous driver of the Number 2 bus in Bnei Brak, whose name is Klein, insisted on giving his personal cell phone number to the newly arrived couple from Yerushalayim.

“Well,” said the yungerman, when he finished telling me the story, “what do you say to that?”

Reprinted from the November 27, 2019 email of the Yated N’eman.

The Priest and the Mice


Rebbe Yeshaya’le Kerestirer, zt”l, particularly cherished the Mitzvah of Seudas Melaveh Malkah, and it was one Mitzvah that he enhanced by having it together with a large number of people. 


Every week at the conclusion of Shabbos Kodesh he conducted the Melaveh Malkah Seudah with great importance, and hundreds of Jews from all over would attend his Seudah. Many times, they would prepare special meat dishes specifically for this meal after Shabbos because of the multitude of guests. 


One Motzaei Shabbos, while Rebbe Yeshaya’le was eating this special Melaveh Malkah meal, a Chosid came to him with an urgent request. He was a man who had a warehouse full of foodstuffs and he made his living by buying and selling food. 


For the past number of months, his warehouse had been taken over by mice who were eating his grain and other commodities, and his entire livelihood was threatened. He asked Rebbe Yeshaya’le for a Brachah that the mice should leave his warehouse. 


At that time, each small town in Europe was ruled by the local priest. Some of the priests were kind towards the Jews and others were very harsh. Rebbe Yeshaya’le asked the Chosid if the priest of the town he lived in was kind or harsh. The Chosid replied that he was very harsh toward the Jews. 


Rebbe Yeshaya’le then instructed the Chosid to go to his warehouse and to tell the mice, “Rebbe Yeshaya’le says to go to the estate of the priest!” The Chosid followed the Rebbe’s advice, and instantly, hundreds of mice raced out of the warehouse and headed in the direction of the priest’s estate. 


The Chosid’s business was saved!

Reprinted from the Parshat Toldos 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

L’Maaseh

The Miraculous Power of Keeping Silent in Shul


A miraculous story took place recently in Yerushalayim, which highlights the power of Kavanah (concentration) during Davening (prayer services), where a young man, Yair, was completely healed from a fatal illness, R”L. 


Yair lives in the Sanhedria neighborhood of Yerushalayim, and he was diagnosed with a deathly illness earlier this year. The doctor told him that he had only months to live. 


On Erev Rosh Hashanah, the members of the Kollel where Yair learned, decided to accept upon themselves not to speak in Shul as a Zechus (merit) to help Yair. All 150 Kollel members signed their name on the agreement, and accepted upon themselves not to speak one word, or even gesture to each other, while in Shul. 


The young men took the agreement very seriously, and there was total silence during Davening. After a short period of time, Yair went to the doctor to receive the results of his most recent tests. 


The doctor told Yair that he couldn’t believe it or explain it, but there was no sign of any illness in his body anymore, and he was completely cured! 


Rav Yaakov Zilberman said about this story, “I called this young man directly to confirm this story, and an emotional Yair told me tearfully that it was true, and the doctor also cried as he read the test results. Yair asked me to publicize this miraculous recovery, and let everyone know the power of keeping quiet in Shul!”

Reprinted from the Parshat Toldos 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Lost Memory Card

By S.Y.M. (Jerusalem)


Two years ago, I bought a memory card for my camera. With it I took many many pictures and inscribed upon it were very many important memories for myself and my family. After a year I went to the photo store, with the memory card in my pocket, to develop the pictures. When I got to the store, I was in shock to discover that the card was not in my pocket. Needless to say, I was very distressed. 
I attempted to backtrack and retrace my steps. I went over the way I came, a few times, to look for the lost memory card. This card that was so precious to us, unfortunately, was not to be found.

This incident caused me and my family much anguish, but we decided to strengthen ourselves in Emunah and Bitachon in Hashem. The next morning Erev Shabbos we took in Shabbos a bit early. During that Special time, I turned to my family and said “Let’s dedicate a minute in which we thank Hashem for the kindliness’s He performed for us this past week. 


“Let’s also thank Him that all we lost was the memory card with our friends and relatives embedded on it, but we did not lose our friends and relatives themselves , heaven forbid. Indeed we thanked Hashem for this and at the same time we asked Hashem that if He so wills, if He could bring us back the memory card.

Throughout this past year every once and a while I would remember the loss of the memory card. Since you write in your newsletter that it can be a good idea to say a minute of tefilla every hour on the hour I would sometimes put this request into my hourly tefilla. I would ask if Hashem would make us happy and return to us the precious memory card even though it didn’t have a name or telephone number on. I accessed my Emunah that everything is in Hashem’s hands and that no salvation is beyond His abilities.

In the interim, we moved to a different neighborhood, the Beis Yisroel Neighborhood in Jerusalem.

Behold the wondrous thing that happened this past Tuesday when I came back from Kollel.

I went to my two young children to fix the bicycle and as I was walking with them two young boys passed us by.


Suddenly I sneezed out loud, one time, then another time, then a third time.

This time the boys stopped walking and looked at me. I apologized about my business.

But the boys stood still, looked at us, and started whispering to each other. They then turned around came over to me and asked me if I lost a memory card of a camera.


Initially I didn’t realize what they’re talking about but then I suddenly remembered. “Yes! Yes! I lost the memory card. I am in shock. How did you get to me?”�

They explained that they live near the house we just moved in to. They found our memory card a year ago. When they looked at it with their camera they saw pictures of my sons. Now when I sneezed in an unusual way it caught their attention and it caused them to look back. When they did, they noticed my sons and they realized that these were the boys in the pictures on the memory card.

I was amazed at the greatness of Hashem. I shared with them that I davened many times that the memory card should return. I didn’t know how it would return but I did know that for my Father in heaven nothing is too difficult to do. I also know that Hashem answers the tefillos that emanate from our mouths.

This miracle, that happened with the memory card of the camera, is a live example for us. It shows us that we have a very great Father in heaven and just like He returned the memory card to me against impossible odds, so too can he give each one of us anything we ask for. All we need to do is to thank Him and ask Him a pure and simple Emunah.

Reprinted from Rabbi Dov Brezak’s Parshas Chayei Soro 5780 email of Shehakol Nihiye Bidvaro. Reprinted from a recent issue of the Israeli newsletter – Mesikas HaShabbos.
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