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The Klausenberger

Rebbe’s Promise

By Rabbi David Ashear
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The Klausenberger Rebbe, zt”l, (Rabbi Yekusiel Yehudah Halberstam, 1905-1994) lived an extremely difficult life, losing his entire family in the Holocaust, Lo Alenu. But he survived, rebuilt his life and made a tremendous impact on the world.


One of the Rabbi's great accomplishments was establishing the Laniado Hospital in Netanya. This hospital helps tens of thousands of people every single year. It is run according to the strictest standards of Halacha. Besides for its excellent medical staff, there are spiritual advisors there helping the patients with Shabbat and Holiday observance, as well as Kashrut and many other areas of law. 
When the Rabbi opened this hospital, he had already founded the Chassidic community of Kiryat Sanz, and he went on to establish Shuls, Yeshivot and Kollelim. When asked why he opened a hospital, he replied, it all started out on the day he was shot by a Nazi in one of the death camps.


 He was afraid to go to the Nazi infirmary because he knew he'd never come out alive. So he plucked a leaf off of a tree and stuck it to his wound to stop the bleeding. Then he cut a branch and tied it around the wound to hold it in place. With Hashem's help, it healed in three days. 


Then he said, "I promised myself at that time, if I survive, I'm going to build a hospital in Israel where every human being would be cared for with dignity. And the basis for this hospital would be that the doctors and nurses would believe there's a G-d in this world, and that when they are treating a patient, they are fulfilling the greatest Mitzvah in the entire Torah."
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Today, the Laniado Hospital in Netanya


In 1958, the Rabbi laid the cornerstone for this hospital, although he had no capital, no fundraising apparatus and no building permit. In his mind, he made a vow to Hashem and somehow, someway, he was going to get it accomplished. 


For four years, he was unsuccessful obtaining a permit. But in 1962, the party which controlled the Health Ministry suddenly quit the government coalition and the people who took over granted the Rabbi a permit. He spent 15 years personally fundraising for this hospital in North and South America. 


His first major donation was for $300,000 from the Estate of Alfonse and Yaakov Laniado, hence the name the Laniado Hospital. He finally opened the first building in 1975, and in June of 1976, a maternity ward opened which today delivers more than 6,000 babies annually. 


All of the lives that are being saved in this hospital and all of the Chesed that goes on there is credited to the Rebbe. That day, when he got shot, after all that he went through already, he could have complained and said, "Isn't it enough already, Hashem? How much more could I take?" 


But instead, he used his experience to vow to do something positive. And even though it seemed like an impossibility to build that hospital, he never lost strength. He did what he could, and Hashem took care of the rest.


We all go through different types of challenges. They are not always so major. But if we will handle them the right way, we'll see in the end how much growth resulted from each and every one of them

Reprinted from the July 26, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.

The Shehakol Story
The following story recently happened on Thursday night, 22 Tamuz/July 5 and was submitted to Rabbi Dov Brezak by A.T. of Holon, Israel, the one it happened to.


In Hashem’s abundant kindliness my friend and I have merited to distribute your weekly newsletter Mesikas Ha Shabbos throughout various cities in Eretz Yisrael, for a number of years now. 


In this letter I wish to share with the readers a tremendous miracle that happened to us last Thursday night. 


We went out in the evening to begin our distribution of these newsletters in shuls and batei midrash where many are eagerly awaiting them and are very exciting to receive them. 


Among the cities we go to is Bat Yam. Upon arriving there we entered a closed parking lot (dead end) as one of the shuls we distribute to was located at the end of the parking lot.

Did Not Notice the Car Leaving the Parking Lot


As we know in a place like this cars drive in both directions-in and out. As I entered the parking lot with my car I did not notice the car leaving the parking lot at the same time. He was coming from a concealed area and head on collision ensued. 


I immediately went out of the car hoping that the damage would not prevent us from being able to do our holy work. Especially since just 15 minutes earlier I had received calls from members of shuls in Benei Brak and Kiryat Sefer that were awaiting the arrival of the newsletters. 


It didn’t take long to realize that a great miracle just occurred. Except for a slight insignificant dent nothing happened to our car. Not so the other car, which had been seriously damaged.

Afraid the Other Driver Would be Very Angry


I was afraid that the other driver would be very angry and would hold us back or he would insist that we pay. I immediately approached him and explained to him we are involved in the holy work of distributing these newsletters and we are very sorry that this happened. 


He responded, “Today is my birthday. In view of this my rov advised me that if I come across an opportunity to be mevater (look away) I should do so with a complete heart and a shining face. I would like to now fulfill this.”�


He then continued, “I do not know if this can be called being mevater as perhaps you are not obligated to pay. Just as this was not my fault it was also not your fault. (Neither driver could have known that the other driver was approaching).


“Therefore I wish to contribute some money towards the holy work you are doing.� He then took out 50 shekels from his pocket and gave it to us. 

With a happy heart I got into the car and we continued on to Kiryat Sefer and from there to Benei Brak.

Felt the Car Begin to Shake a Bit


As we were proceeding down the main highway in the left lane, at the speed of 120 kilometers I felt the car begin to shake a bit. At first I thought it had to do with construction on the road but after 20 seconds the car really started to shake. 


I figured out that something serious must have happened to one of the tires. That the being the case I knew I could not press on the brakes. When one tire is broken, a press on the brakes will stop only the other tire and this could, heaven forbid, cause the entire car to turn over. 


Ribono Shel Olam. What should we do ?! We are in danger I screamed. 


Hashem suddenly gave me a burst of confidence. With that confidence I turned the wheel and cut across two lanes at once. As I was moving across the lanes I was pressing the brakes very gently. Miracle of miracles no cars were coming in the other lanes.


We were able to stop the car on the side of the road and I got out to size up the situation.

Shocked to See the Tire was Ripped and

Totally Separated from the Wheel


I was shocked to see that the tire on the right side of the car was ripped and totally separated from the wheel, something I had never seen before. (A picture of the ripped tire appeared in the newsletter along with this story). 


To explain this situation to you, so that you could get an idea of what I am talking about; if I would take a knife and try to slash the tire, I would have to work very hard and for a long time, to bring the tire to this situation, and even then I don’t think I would be able to do it. 


My friend who was with me then said I don’t think that Hashem is so pleased with us right now. We did not offer one word of thanks for the miracle HaShem did for us in Bat Yam with the accident. 


That is probably why Hashem brought this situation upon us; to wake us up so that we should be grateful to Him.


We both admitted our mistake and cried out to Hashem, Hodu La Hahsem Ki Tov Ki Leolam Chasdo, that you saved us in Bat Yam and here as well, from danger.

Feeling the Impact of Every Passing Car


We stood in the dark on the side of that very narrow highway, and we were feeling the impact of each passing car.


We realized that it was dangerous for us to stand there for too much longer. After about two minutes a tow truck stopped right near us without our having called him and without our even signaling for him to pull over. 


The tow truck driver looked at the ripped tire in astonishment and amazement. 


He said that he has never before seen a tire that has ripped off and detached itself from the wheel as in this case. 


He added on by saying , “You understand that your lives were saved tonight, without a doubt.” I countered by saying the verse ki higdalta chasdecha alai.


He asked us if we were interested in towing the car, but when I hear his price I politely refused. He then suggested that he would change the tire and put on a new one for only 150 shekels. 

That was a Lot of Money for Us


Since that was also a lot of money for us I ask him if he could come towards us and I explained to him what the purpose of our travels were. 


I even handed him a newsletter so that he could see for himself. 


He looked at the name of the newsletter, Mesikus Ha Shabbos, and he said, “You made it sweet for me, so give me only 50 shekels and I will change the tire for you.” 


As he was changing the tire we told him about the accident that happened in Bat Yam earlier on. As we were telling over the story we realized that when the Yid in Bat yam gave us 50 shekels, had we thanked Hashem for that money we could have used it for gas. But now we have to use the money for changing the ripped tire. 


These were our thoughts as we were full of gratitude for Hashem saving our lives. 


The fellow changed the tire very quickly and within 10 minutes we were back on the road to Benei Brak to once again distribute the newsletter which this time was also distributed, albeit through a miracle. 


There is no doubt that the merit of the many through distributing this newsletter was the merit with which Hashem saved our lives. 
A.T. from Holon

Reprinted from the Parshat Devorim 5778 email of Rabbi Dov Brezak.

Why Are You in this Class?
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Rabbi Nota Schiller, Shlit”a, the Dean of Ohr Somayach Jerusalem, told about an episode when he was a Yeshiva student at Ner Yisrael in Baltimore. He had been attending night classes at John Hopkins University in pursuit of a degree. 
It was the first day of the semester and the professor was taking attendance, methodically reciting names and matching them with faces. Nearing the end of the alphabet, he called out, “Schiller!” 


Young Rabbi Schiller raised his hand declaring himself present. Noticing a Yarmulka planted firmly atop his head, the professor asked, “Are you a student of the Talmud?” 


To which Rabbi Schiller proudly acknowledged, “Yes!” 


The professor then asked rhetorically, “What are you doing here!?” 


Rabbi Schiller admitted that he was more than a little taken aback. He had had his share of debates and disagreements with other professors and they had come to some philosophical loggerheads, but this was the first day. He was just taking attendance and he did not even have an opportunity to challenge him on any point. He wondered why he was being singled out and picked on! Is this not a case of blatant anti-Semitism?! 


Without being prompted the professor explained himself as follows: “You realize of course this is a class on sociology and the Rabbis of the Talmud were the greatest sociologists. If they can hold a people together for thousands of years, in disparate lands, under the most difficult of circumstances, and without a central authority, and they should remain one people- one nation, then they must be the greatest sociologists of all time. Since you are a student of the Talmud, I am afraid I have nothing to teach you!” 


Rabbi Schiller reports breathing a sigh of relief and announcing, “Professor Waterman, I want to put your mind at ease. I had no intentions of learning anything. I only came here for the easy A!”


(Story heard from Rabbi Label Lam). 


Comment: People erroneously think that we can impress the non-Jewish people around us with our knowledge of the sciences and the arts, or by being well-versed in the international policy or the latest sports updates. 


Rashi (on Devarim 4:6) explains that through Torah learning a Jew will be considered wise and understanding in the eyes of the nations of the world, as the above story perfectly illustrates!

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.

Reunited Under a Downpour

By Asharon Baltazar

Reb Yosef and his wife had never merited to see a child of their own. A devoted follower of the Maggid (preacher) of Kozhnitz, Reb Yosef would pack his belongings and travel to his Rebbe every month. But he never received a blessing for a child from the Rebbe. In fact, Reb Yosef never got a direct answer, positive or negative.


But Reb Yosef’s wife wouldn’t relent. She pleaded with him to pressure his Rebbe to do something about their situation. “Don’t leave him until he responds to your plea for a child!” she cried exasperatedly.


Faithful to his promise to his wife, Reb Yosef stood before his Rebbe and stated with all the courage he could muster: “My dear Rebbe, I will not move from here until I merit a blessing!”


The Maggid didn’t say anything, his features furrowed into a serious expression. He appeared to be deliberating a response.


“If you agree to surrender your entire wealth,” the Maggid finally said, “I’m prepared to bless you with a child.”


Reb Yosef stared at the Maggid, speechless. He could not make such a decision on his own. He returned home to consult with his wife. Preferring to live a life of poverty rather than dying childless, she agreed to the condition and sent Reb Yosef back to the Maggid.
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“If so,” the Maggid said after hearing Reb Yosef’s decision, “travel to the Seer of Lublin and do whatever he tells you to.”


Immediately, Reb Yosef set out to Lublin. There, he met with the Seer and explained the purpose of his travel and who sent him.


“Stay with me here until G‑d enlightens me with how to proceed,” instructed the Seer.


Reb Yosef’s waiting finally came to an end when the Seer summoned him into his chamber. “When you were younger, you were engaged to a young woman,” said the Seer, who was known for his divinely inspired vision. “However, you canceled that match and hurt the young woman deeply. She never recovered from the devastating blow to her self-esteem, and you never recompensed her, however justified you may have been for your decision. That is why you have no children, and until you make it up to her, you will never be granted a child. Right now, there’s a big fair in Balta, and if you travel there, you will meet your previous fiancée. Find her and ask for her forgiveness.”


It was true. When he was still very young, his parents had matched him with a pleasant girl named Esther Shifra. However, as he neared marriageable age, he felt the match was not to his choosing, and he married another woman instead. He never made amends, not before nor after his wedding.


Reb Yosef traveled to Balta. Wherever he went, he repeated his question over and over again: “Do you know a woman named Esther Shifra from this town?” But no one ever heard of her.


Three days before the close of the fair, as the merchants were already winding down from the past few weeks and preparing for their journey home, Reb Yosef was no closer to finding this elusive woman.


He wandered the streets aimlessly, unsure of what to do next. Drops of water suddenly pattered on the ground around him before turning into a deluge from the sky.


Running into the closest store, Reb Yosef took shelter and waited for the rain to abate slightly. He wasn’t the only one trying to take cover from the torrential rain. A small crowd pushed itself into the store and a young woman made her way through. Out of modesty, Reb Yosef stepped aside to allow her to pass. Instead of walking past, the woman turned around, looking aghast, and cried in a loud, anguished voice: “Look at this man! He abandoned me in my youth, and even today he refuses to share a space with me!”


Reb Yosef couldn’t believe his eyes. This was Esther Shifra! Everything he thought of saying came spilling out at once as he struggled to find the right words, apologizing again and again for the pain he caused her years ago. He told her how he came so far just to mollify her, and the tears trickling down his beard lent proof to his heartfelt regret. Esther Shifra remained silent throughout, but her hard expression gradually softened.


“I’m ready to forgive you on one condition,” she said when her erstwhile intended finally finished.


Reb Yosef nodded. “I’m ready to accept anything you insist. Anything that’s feasible,” he added.


“If so,” she continued, “travel to Sovalk, where my poor brother lives, a pauper with nothing at all. Give him 200 gold coins as a dowry for his daughter. If you do this, I’ll forgive you.”


If he would sell everything they owned, Reb Yosef quickly thought, and add his savings to the pile, he would probably be able to put together 200 gold coins. He agreed to the woman’s condition and took the first coach home. As soon as he had the promised amount tucked safely in his bag, Reb Yosef set out to Sovalk. Locating the brother was nowhere near as hard as finding the sister. Reb Yosef found him sitting in his ramshackle house, looking glum and anxious.


“What am I supposed to do?” moaned the brother to the stranger who just walked in. “Our daughter’s wedding is coming, and I don’t even own a kopek for the expenses!”


“Here,” Reb Yosef said, shoving the swollen bag into the man’s hands. “Two hundred gold coins, so you can celebrate her wedding in style!”


With eyes as round and bright as the gold coins, the man stared at Reb Yosef. “What is this all about?” he managed to croak.


“Don’t worry about the money. It’s legitimate. Your sister, Esther Shifra, said to give it to you. I was engaged to her until I left her to marry a different woman. Several days ago, I tracked her down to ask for her forgiveness and she told me she would forgive me if I would provide for your daughter’s wedding.”


“Are you mocking me?” the man cried, the bag of coins trembling in his hand. “My sister has been dead for the past fifteen years. She died right here in Sovalk. I should know, as I buried her with my own hands!”


After taking a few moments to compose himself, Reb Yosef outlined the events leading him to Sovalk: the Maggid’s instruction to visit the Seer of Lublin, the journey to Balta and his fruitless search there, the providential encounter with his ex-fiancé, and the last leg of his trip here.


After Reb Yosef described the woman he met in Balta, the man nodded his head in disbelief. “That is my sister, Esther Shifra.”


Less than one year later, Reb Yosef and his wife were blessed with a child.

From Sichat Hashavua #999
Reprinted from the Parashat Ve’eschanan 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Rebbe and the Banker

There’s an amazing story that occurred during the Holocaust with the Klausenberger Rebbe. The story is told in his book called “The War Years”. The Rabbi recounts that while in the concentration camps, 42 people were stuffed into the small barracks so many had to sleep on the floor.


Within two weeks, the Rabbi writes, only I and one other person were left alive. The other 40 had died of starvation and disease. The other man, who came from Budapest, and I slept on the ground, enveloped in darkness and surrounded by insects and rodents. 


 ‘Are you Jewish?’ I asked my companion.


‘Of course! Why else would I be here?’ he answered. 

‘Who are you?’ I probed.


‘I am the president of the National Bank of Hungary.’ This was the most important position in finance in Hungary; it meant that this man’s picture appeared on all Hungarian currency.


‘I asked again, ‘Are you Jewish?’ 

This time he answered, ‘No.’ 

“Didn’t you just say that you were?’ I queried in surprise.


The man quickly explained himself: ‘I converted to Christianity!’ Clearly he had abandoned the faith of his ancestors in order to move up the social ladder.


It was impossible to fall asleep, so I continued the conversation, gazing pityingly at him. 

‘Are you married?’ 

Yes, but my wife is a Christian,’ he answered. 

‘And she did not join you here?’ I asked with mild astonishment. 

Angrily, the man responded, ‘How could you even think of such a thing? Why should she have come here?  To suffer as much as I am?’

Innocently, I responded, ‘I do not understand.  Doesn’t a good devoted wife follow her husband wherever he goes, even to Gehenom if necessary? Would a good wife leave her husband alone in this state?’  

Without pausing for breath, I continued, ‘Tell me, did you live well?’

 ‘What kind of a question is that?  In the thirty years we lived together, I bought her the best of everything.  I gave her all that was good in the world!’

 ‘If so, I am really shocked,’ I said.  ‘How is it possible that you treated your wife so well for thirty years, and she is only willing to share the good times with you?  In hard times like this, she leaves you to deal with it alone?’

We stopped talking then. The night passed and in the morning we were called to work again. The next night, I struck up a conversation again.  

‘Tell me, did you accomplish important things for the Hungarian government?’

‘Certainly,’ the former banker responded. ‘When I was hired to manage the National Bank, the economy was very depressed. The forint’s value had gone way down. With one thousand forints you could hardly buy anything. I made it into a real currency, a strong currency. Hungary became prosperous, thanks to my hard work, and it began to trade with the whole world. I accomplished great things in the fields of finance and business. You never heard of me?’

I shrugged my shoulders apologetically. ‘I am not involved in such matters. I am not a businessman or a banker.’ 

The banker asked in surprise, ‘You really mean you don’t know who I am and what I was? To this very day you won’t find a single gentile in Hungary who doesn’t recognize my name.’

‘Then how is it that you were sent here, and the Hungarian nation did not protest? After all you did so much for them. How could a person as important and as accomplished as you be run out of the country and into a concentration camp without any legitimate reason? 


’Why are you provoking me so much?’ the banker exploded. 


‘Perhaps you can tell me why you are imprisoned here?’ I am just a poor rabbi,’ I answered.  

‘They hate me.  

“But you did so many good things for them. How can they hate you? I would expect them to carry you on their shoulders, not send you to a concentration camp.’ 

‘Well, as you can see they did not carry me on their shoulders.’

‘I simply cannot understand it. After all, you converted to Catholicism and became a complete non-Jew in order to be like them and to be accepted by them – and they ignored it all.’ As aside, I asked, ‘What about your children? What do they do?’


 ‘My children? One is a doctor, the other a lawyer, and the third a successful businessman.’

‘Did you also provide for them?’ 

‘Of course!’ the banker answered.  ‘I sent them to the best schools so that they would be well educated.’

‘And why did your children not come after you?’ I pressed.  Even when a person dies his children follow the casket to the cemetery. ‘Your children have left you to be exiled in shame…. They didn’t follow you to the border. Not a single one has come here to see where their father is and what is happening to him.’

 ‘You are hurting me very much with your worlds.  You want to annoy me. 

‘I don’t want to annoy you, God forbid I just want to understand how bitter your situation is.’

We continued talking until late at night. My words began to penetrate the assimilated banker, for on the third night, he initiated the conversation.  

‘You know, Rabbi, I’ve been thinking about your words all day… I have come to the conclusion that you are right!’  He expressed genuine regret for having converted, for having married a non-Jewish woman, even for spoiling his children so much. The banker saw clearly that absolutely nothing from his pathetic life remained with him. ‘I made a mistake,’ he cried in a choked voice.  ‘I made a terrible mistake with my life.’

‘On the fourth night, the banker was no longer among the living. I was grateful for the opportunity that had been sent my way. He had at least done teshuvah and regretted his deeds a day before his death.

Reprinted from the Parashat Ve’etchanan email from Jack E. Rahmey based on the teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

Where Are You Titus?
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Portion of Titus Arch in Rome showing Jewish captives carrying the Menorah to Rome.


In 1953, The Ponovezher Rav, Rav Yosef Kahaneman, zt”l, (1886-1969), spent much of his time traveling to raise funds for his Torah institutions in Eretz Yisroel. On many of his trips, he was accompanied by Dr. Moshe Rothschild. 
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Rav Yosef Kahaneman


Once, when Dr. Rothschild was studying medicine in Rome, the Ponovezher Rav arrived there late one dark and rainy night. After checking in to his hotel, the Rav immediately called Rothschild and asked him to come over and pick him up, as the Rav had somewhere to go to right away. 


Dr. Rothschild pointed out that it was very late and it was pouring rain outside, "Couldn’t the Rav possibly make this trip tomorrow?" he asked. 


The Rav said that it was important for him to go immediately. Dr. Rothschild therefore hired a taxi and went to get the Rav, and was shocked to hear that Rav Kahaneman wanted to go, in the rain, to the Arch of Titus! 


When they arrived there, the Rav got out of the car and stood in front of the arch— which had carvings of the Bais HaMikdash being destroyed and its holy Keilim (utensils) being looted and plundered. 


He shouted, “Titus! Where are you? You thought you would destroy us, and that your Roman empire would last forever! Where are you now? We are still here! We survived you, and we survived the Holocaust, and we rebuilt Torah in Eretz Yisroel! Where is your empire today?! You are dead, Titus! There is nothing left of your mighty empire. But I am here! My people are here! Torah is here! Judaism is alive and continues to live on!”
Reprinted from the Parshas Ve’eschanan 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

‘To Dance at Two Weddings’


Two delightful young men learning in the same holy yeshiva reached the age of marriage. They both found their matches and even set the date for their weddings. It turned out that they both picked the same date for their weddings on the same night. 


The problem was that their friends wanted to rejoice at both weddings, but how is it possible to dance at two weddings at the same time? The problem was compounded. This is not the first time this happened. Usually, the Rosh Yeshiva or someone appointed for this would divide the boys, half of them going to one hall and the other half going to the other hall. 


However, here, one of the boys was a real ‘chevraman’, who was involved in every aspect of the yeshiva and there was not one boy in the yeshiva who did not have something to do with him. 


The other boy was a fine young man but when compared to the first chassan, he was quiet and gentle. Of course, all the boys would rather dance at the wedding of the first boy than the quiet boy whose middos were special. 


The quiet boy was uniquely affected, and he went to the Rosh Yeshiva to present his problem and to ask for advice. The Rosh Yeshiva realized that the boy was right and told the boy that he had to think of a solution to the problem. 
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After thinking about it, he called the father of the quiet boy and presented the situation and requested that for the benefit of the boy he should change the wedding date by a date one way or the other. 


The response was that after consulting with the girl’s parents the date could not be changed. Having no choice, the Rosh Yeshiva called the father of the popular boy and explained the problem that even though it was not his problem since his son was popular, but this was preventing the joy of the other boy. 


He agreed and said he would try to change the date of the wedding. He did as he said: He sat on the phone calling halls and he found a hall available the next day, however, this hall charged 3,000 shekel more than the original hall. 


Though it was a difficult decision, he decided to absorb the extra cost even though it was not his problem and he went above and beyond and he received the approval of the other side even though the invitations with the first date had already gone out. 


Now the story begins: A few days later, the popular boy went to sheva berachos and he was asked to speak and he gave a rousing speech. One of the participants approached him and asked if he was already a chassan. He said that he was and he was getting married on a certain date. 


He choked up and he said: “Just today, a close friend asked me if I knew anyone getting married on that day. He was marrying his son and the wealthy have the custom to help pay for another wedding on the same day and now I am happy to tell him that I found a chassan worthy of his wedding!!!” Two days later, the father of the chassan received $5,000 for wedding expenses as partnership.
Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eschanan 5778 email of Tiv Hakehila.

An Incredible Krias Shema

A Torah student was once traversing a forest and was accosted by a thief. The student pleaded for his life, begging for mercy on him and on his family, but the thief didn’t care. However, he did grant him a final wish. 

The student said that he wants to say Shema. He closed his eyes and said Shema with total concentration. When he reached the words “Hashem Elokim emes”, he opened his eyes and the thief wasn’t there.


Relieved and joyous, he ran out of the forest and went to his rebbe, Reb Yehudah Asad zt'l. The student asked, "Why did it happen to me?" 

Reb Yehudah Asad asked him, "Did you ever say kriyas Shema like that before?" 

The student said that he hadn't. 

"That's your answer. Heaven was showing you how kriyas Shema should be said. And now that you know, strive to say it that way every day."
Reprinted from the Parshas Voeschanan 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

Waiting for the Bus


A minor issue that often rouses people's anger is arriving at a bus stop a moment too late, just in time to watch the bus leaving. But if one will remember that everything is planned by Hashem, and this is how it must be, he won't be angry.

 Reb Yitzchak Dovid Gutfarb zt'l of Yerushalayim said, "I never missed a bus, though sometimes I came early for the next bus." For if it was destined for him to take the next bus; he didn’t miss the bus that was meant for him.

Reprinted from the Parshas Voeschanan 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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