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Sing Your Scroll of Gratitude

By Rabbi Fischel Schachter
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A few years ago, I was standing in shul as a young man walked up to the bima with the help of a walker. Before I knew it, however, he was honored with g’lila, and began rolling the Torah in preparation for returning it to the Ark. 


While this is a time-honored practice which is done every week after the Torah is read from, this scene was special. The young man had tears in his eyes, and everyone was singing and clapping enthusiastically. I had never seen so many people so excited about g’lila, until I approached the man afterwards and he told me the following.

a“A few years ago, I was in a car with my friends, until one moment, when everything went blurry. The next thing I knew, I was in a hospital laying down on a bed. I was later told that the driver had swerved to avoid a deer, and instead hit a tree. My eyes were bandaged shut and casts covered most of my body. I could not move at all, nor could I speak. Almost every bone in my body had been broken or fractured and chances of my recovery were questionable.


I was at an extreme low point, until I recalled a conversation I had with one of my teachers years before. I had asked him how a person can deal with the various challenges in life that set him back. My teacher responded that a man had just come to him yesterday with the same question. He had told the man that by focusing on the good in his life and thanking Hashem for it, he would be able to appreciate what he does have, and build the determination to overcome the negative feelings over that which he didn’t have.


‘But there’s nothing good in my life!’ the man said. ‘Then dig deeper,’ encouraged my teacher. ‘My health, finances and marriage are not good! I have problems with my children. I don’t see anything good!’ 


‘Dig deeper,” my teacher pressed. He thought for longer, and then said, ‘There is one thing. I have a good chavrusa (study partner). He is a lifelong friend of mine and we learn extremely well together.’


“As I lay in the hospital bed reminiscing this incident I remembered from years before, I began thinking about what I could personally be grateful for. Almost every bone in my body was broken, but I was able to move one shoulder. I began moving my shoulder slightly, and while doing so, concentrated on thanking Hashem that I was able to do so.


“Over the course of weeks, I became capable of moving other parts of my body and the doctors removed the bandages from my eyes. I underwent multiple surgeries, but with each one, I made up a song of gratitude with a tune that I would sing to Hashem. My shoulder was the first body part I could move, but I made my way from there.


“Within a few months, I had made unbelievable progress, so much so, that the doctor who checked on me thought he had mixed up my medical file with someone else. He couldn’t believe that given my extent of injuries, I had recuperated in such a short amount of time. But I knew that my mental and emotional state had contributed to my physical recovery, and it blossomed out of my singing and saying thank you to Hashem.


“Now you understand,” said the young man to me in shul, “why my g’lila brought tears to my eyes, and why the entire congregation celebrated. I used my very own shoulders to roll the Torah, and that was the ultimate testament to how far I had come, with the help of G-d.”


In life, it is not easy to find things to be grateful for, and oftentimes we must dig deep to discover something. But when we do, we can document it and continue to search for more and more blessings in our life, until we have completed a scroll of thank you’s to Hashem. And when we roll that scroll together, full of our gratitude, and lift it up to revel in all that we have in our lives, there is nothing sweeter than that.

Reprinted from the Parashat Bamidbar/Shavuot email of The Torahanytimes Newsletter compiled and edited by Elan Perchik

JUDGING FAVORABLY 

The New Teacher and 
The Veteran Principal

During my first year teaching in a prestigious school, I stood in awe of the principal. She was a well-known and highly respected figure, with years of experience in education. The staff tried to learn as much as possible from her, both professionally and personally. We watched her every move and cherished those moments of personal contact we had with her. 

One day, after a long, difficult morning teaching, I went up to her office to discuss some of the day’s problems. She welcomed me in, and soon I was deeply involved in describing several of the disturbances which had made my day so problematic. She listened with her usual unwavering concentration. 

You can imagine my surprise, then, when I saw her pull out a breath freshening spray from her desk drawer! I was still talking, and it took all of my restraint to continue as if nothing was happening while she opened up her mouth wide and sprayed the freshener into her mouth. 

I was flabbergasted. How ill-mannered can you be? There are certain things a lady does only in private. She certainly isn’t who I thought she was, I decided inwardly. Although I never mentioned this incident to anyone, my respect for her lessened. As time went on, the incident receded from memory – but now that I look back, I realize that my visits to her office to ask her advice tapered off. 

Months later, news spread that our dear principal was in the hospital. She had suffered an asthma attack. Suddenly, I realized: Her “breath freshening spray” must have been a ventilator to ward off an asthma attack! How could I have so misjudged her! (The Other Side of the Story.)
Reprinted from the Parshas Bamidbar 5779 email of the Weekly Vort.

Former Italian Synagogue Hosts First Jewish

Wedding in Centuries

By Cnaan Liphshiz
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Roque Pugliese and Ivana Pezzoli getting married at the Bova Marina Synagogue in Calabria, Italy on June 4, 2019. Photo courtesy of Shavei Israel


(JTA) — An Italian couple whose ancestors were forced to hide their faith got married atop the ruins of an ancient synagogue, giving the site its first Jewish wedding in centuries.


Roque Pugliese and Ivana Pezzoli tied the knot earlier this week in the presence of about 100 guests, including leaders of Italian Jewry, at the Bova Marina Synagogue in the southern region of Calabria.


Rabbi Umberto Piperno, the former Chief Rabbi of Naples, officiated at the Orthodox Jewish wedding of the couple. Both bride and groom have traced their lineage to anusim – people who had had to conceal their Judaism or practice secretly amid persecution in previous centuries.


The couple, both medical doctors, met at the hospital where they work.


“It was incredibly moving to see a Jewish couple united at the very spot where Judaism for a long time almost ceased to exist,” said Michael Freund, the founder of the Shavei Israel group, which helps descendants of anusim, among others, find their way back to Judaism.


Dozens of descendants of anusim came to the Bova Marina archaeological site, where elements of the synagogue were unearthed during construction work in the 1980s. Featuring several Jewish symbols including an etrog — the citrus fruit which Calabria farmers today grow and export to Jews around the world ahead of Sukkoth — the decorations discovered at Bova Marina are dated to somewhere between the 4th century and the 6th one, when the synagogue became disused.


In attendance were dozens of descendants of anusim, as well as Noemi Di Segni, president of the Union of Italian Jewish Communities, or UCEI.

Reprinted from the June 11, 2019 website of The FORWARD, based on a dispatch from the JTA (Jewish Telegraphic Agency).

Rav Shach and the Shul Seat
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Rav Elazar Shach, O”BM, once entered a shul and sat in a seat towards the back, and, while waiting for the minyan to begin, Rav Shach began to study Torah. Suddenly a man approached him, hands on his hips, and began shouting at him. 
“Don’t you know that you’re sitting in my seat?” the irate man yelled. “Who are you to come here and just sit down, without asking permission?” 

Rav Shach quickly stood up and embraced the man. He hugged him lovingly as he begged the man for forgiveness. He agreed to the irate man’s every point. “I am so sorry for taking your seat even if it was for a few moments,” he pleaded. Please forgive me. I must have absent-mindedly sat down there. Please forgive me. 
The man was taken aback at the Rosh Yeshiva’s humility, and immediately apologized for his rude behavior. “

After the davening, students of Rav Shach approached him and asked why he so readily accepted blame and begged forgiveness for what surely was not a misdeed. After all, why should he not be able to sit down in the seat. 

Rav Shach explained, “If Torah is all that one aspires to have, then everything else in this world, all the items one would normally squabble about has no significance. When one is immersed in Torah, a seat is meaningless, a place is meaningless. Surely a material object is not worth getting upset over, surely no less are they worth fighting over. Why shouldn’t I apologize?”
Reprinted from Parshas Behar 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.

The Ways of Hashem

Are Wondrous


HaRav [Gamliel Rabinovitch] shlit”a relates: We returned home from Meron after Shabbos at about 2:30 in the morning. We unloaded all the suitcases and packages from the car, but there was no way we could carry everything up to the third floor. We could not call anybody at this time of night, so I raised a prayer to Hashem to help me. 


Without warning, two boys showed up at the side of the car, and when they saw the packages, they volunteered on their own and offered to help, and easily carried everything upstairs to the house. 


I was excited and very pleased with the salvation of Hashem and I asked the boys what they were doing here so late at night and why they approached the car? 
One of the boys said: “My good friend was going through a difficult crisis and I tried to encourage him and help him. As we were talking, we decided to go for a walk when suddenly, I saw the car stop and out of curiosity I saw Rav Rabinovitch get out of the car. 


I told my good friend that true, I was not able to help him, but Hashem sent HaRav Gamliel Rabinovitch at this late hour, and we happened to go for a walk just when the Rav arrived, and as we had no other alternative, but to approach.” 


Of course, I was moved by the story and I said: “See how wondrous the ways of Hashem are. Hashem sent me to Meron so I would come back late and I would need help, and just then He sent you to help me, and now that you did me the favor, I want to return the favor.” 


I sat with the boy and encouraged him and made up that he come back again to continue our conversation. The left pleased and.encouraged.
Reprinted from the Parshas Naso-Shavuos 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.
Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky – Add “Achashverosh” to 
The Patient’s Name

By Naama Green

[image: image4.jpg]




In the name of Rabbi Yehudah Yosefi, it is told that a young man recently approached Rabbi Chaim Kanievsky for a blessing. The rabbi asked the young man for his name, and the young man replied: "Nimrod."

In response, the rabbi said to him: "Nimrod? No, not Nimrod, rather “Shaltiel”.

Those who heard, raised an eyebrow, knowing Rabbi Kanievsky's sensitivity to the name "Nimrod": Why did the rabbi choose to call the young man such a rare biblical name, “Shaltiel”?

The young man returned home and informed his parents that from now on his name would be Shaltiel. His mother said to him: "Not from today...already from the day of your circumcision, that's what we called you, but later we thought it was too old-fashioned so we changed to Nimrod."

Another story tells Rabbi Yosefi: A Jew came to Rabbi Kanievsky and told him about his father who was very sick, and asked him whether to add him a name as a segulah for a complete recovery. Rabbi Kanievsky's answer was: "Call him Antiochus."

When the questioner expressed his amazement, the rabbi replied: "Then Achashverosh". The questioner returned to his father and told him the Rabbi’s response. The bed-ridden father burst into tears and admitted that he had converted without circumcision. Such conversion is not valid, and therefore, in fact he is a complete non-Jew…

Another story is told by Rabbi Reuven Reich, the son-in-law of the Lakewood Rosh Yeshiva. Decades ago a young boy who liked to photograph the holy Tzaddikim (Sages) of the generation, came to the home of Rabbi Kanievsky.

He went into the rabbi's home and took a rare picture of the rabbi feeding a cat who came looking for food. After the photo was taken by the young man, Rabbi Kanievsky asked him to stop filming, but the young man continued to take more pictures. In response, Rabbi Kanievsky got upset and said, “that’s rude”, "I'm telling you to stop filming!" At this point the boy panicked, he opened the film (for those who remember what a film was ...) and burned all the pictures.

Twenty-five years passed since then, the young man had already raised a family and was blessed with a bunch of boys. Before the Bar Mitzvah of one of his children he came to Rabbi Kanievsky's house and when he entered the rabbi's room, the rabbi looked at him and immediately said: "I've been searching for you for 25 years. You are the boy who photographed me feeding the cat; I wanted to ask forgiveness for getting angry with you".

How special is the fear of sin and the power of perception of such a great Sage, immersed in non-stop Torah learning the vast majority of the day.

Reprinted from the website of Hidabroot, courtesy of the Dirshu website.
Every Drop of Water

Makes a Difference
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At a Hakhel Shiur, Rabbi Jonathan Rietti, shlita, beautifully explained what he believed to be Rebbi Akiva’s greatest legacy to us: Looking back, what was it that turned around Rebbi Akiva’s life from being an am ha’aretz (ignoramus) who wanted to bite Talmidei Chachomim (Torah scholar) to a Talmid Chochom of such massive and world-changing proportions.


Rabbi Rietti teaches that when Rebbi Akiva saw the water dripping on the rock, and the cavity that had been dug by the drips, he came to the great realization that every drop--every single drop--made a perhaps unnoticeable--but real difference. No drop was insignificant.


Although one could not tell what any particular drop had accomplished, nor the difference between one drop and another--it was clear that without every single drop, the large hole in that mighty rock would not have been carved out. As a result of what he saw and understood, Chazal teach: MiYad Chazar Lilmod Torah--he immediately decided to leave his status as an am ha’aretz and go to study Torah.


From the powerful sight and through his powerful vision, Rebbi Akiva understood for himself and taught the world forever after that every effort makes a difference--and that $1 million is not a gross number--but one million times one. While a person in a real depression would say that nothing he ever does makes a difference, that nothing he ever does counts -- Rebbi Akiva understood that to be the opposite of the real truth -- for it all counts.


One should never, ever give up – for there is no such thing as a wasted smile, a wasted good word, or a wasted effort. As we take leave of the Sefira period and will soon even conclude the Shivas Yemei Tashlumin after Shavuos -- let us remember this great teaching of Rebbi Akiva -- and drive ourselves forward with every additional Pasuk, every additional Mishna, every additional Dvar Torah, so that we can reach the depths of the wonderful and powerful natural spring within us--drop by drop by drop!
Reprinted from the June 13, 2019 email of the Hakhel Community Awareness Bulletin.

The Steipler Gaon Saves
A Departed Neshamah
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Rav Michel Stern once related a story. One time, the Steipler Gaon (Rabbi Yaakov Yisrael Kanievsky), sent for a certain person from Yerushalayim to come see him. When this young man heard that the Steipler had asked for him, he hurried to go to him. 


The Steipler asked him, “Please tell me, do you ever Daven at the Lederman Bais Medrash?” The man answered that when he is in Bnei Brak, he Davens there. 
The Steipler continued, “Was there ever a time when you got into a Machlokes with Rav Mordechai Lederman?” The man replied, “I don’t remember.” 


The Steipler urged him, “Think hard and try to remember.” After giving it some thought, the man finally remembered, and he said, “When I was still a young boy, I was sitting and learning in the Lederman Bais Medrash with many other boys, and some of the other Bochrim started making some noise, and it interrupted Rav Mordechai Lederman. 


When Rav Mordechai came over to rebuke them, all the other boys ran away, but I stayed in my seat to continue to learn. However, Rav Mordechai thought that it was me who disturbed him, and he shouted at me and threw me out of the Bais Medrash.” The man continued, “That was my only mishap with Rav Lederman, but I already forgot all about it.” 


The Steipler said to him, “Last night, Rav Mordechai Lederman came to me in a dream, and this is already many years since he has passed away, and he told me that he has been forgiven for everything, except for what he did to you that day when he wrongly accused you and threw you out of the Bais Medrash. 


“He said that his Neshamah has no rest or comfort in the next world because of it, and he asked me in a dream to ask Mechilah, forgiveness, for what he did to you.” 


The young man heard this and immediately said that he was Mochel Rav Lederman with a full heart. The Steipler Bentched him and sent him on his way!
Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A Time for Mesiras

Nefesh (Self Sacrifice)


In 1919, the Novardok Yeshivah was besieged by Bolshevik soldiers. The Rosh Yeshivah, the Alter of Novardok, was away at the time, but a short while earlier he had responded with a telegram to his student’s request for guidance in the face of the Bolshevik threats that they stop learning Torah. 


The telegram had only two words in it: “Av HaRachamim”, Father of Mercy, the opening words of the Tefilah which we recite on Shabbos morning for the martyrs of our people, for those who have died just for being Jewish.


The message was clear, that they should be prepared to die, if necessary, rather than give in to the Bolshevik demands to stop learning. 


The commanding Bolshevik officer led his soldiers into the Bais Medrash, marched straight to the Rabbi in charge, and demanded that the Yeshivah close its doors immediately. 


The young Rabbi, instead of responding, stood up and unbuttoned his shirt. Calmly and fully composed, he said, “Shoot me.” The rest of the students then lined up behind him, unbuttoned their shirts as well, and stood there, ready to accept a bullet. 


The officer and his men were completely thrown off by this display of spiritual strength, and they just turned around and left the Yeshivah alone!

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Question of Dyeing

One’s Hair for Parnassah
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Rabbi Moshe Jalozinsky related that his uncle, Rabbi Raphael Jalozinsky, had worked in a certain company in the United States, whose owners preferred to employ only young workers. As soon as an employee reached a certain age, he was fired. 

When Rabbi Raphael's hair began to turn white, he turned to Rav Moshe Feinstein, O”BM, and asked him if he was allowed to dye his hair. He wanted to know if dyeing his hair would be a violation of the commandment that a man may not clothe himself in the manner of women. 

He explained that his intention in dyeing his hair was not to emulate a feminine practice, but rather that he should continue to look young and so that his white hairs should not be obvious to his employers. 

Rav Moshe responded, "Your question raises a serious Halachic issue, and I therefore advise you not to dye your hair. But I give you my blessing that you should not be fired from your company." 

Indeed, this is exactly what happened. Unlike other workers in the company, the man remained at his position until he reached old age and his white hair never caused any harm. (Story from Rabbi Yitzchak Zilberstein who cites the Kol Hatorah journal as the original source).

Reprinted from the Parashas Nasso 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.
The Reward of Missing the Bus Back to Yerushalayim
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The Kever (burial place of Reb Shimon bar Yochai in Miron)

This story is about an older bachur [yeshiva student], who was quite disheartened that he hadn't yet found his bashert. When his yeshiva went to Miron for Shabbos he went along, but he was so down, he didn’t have a heart to go to the kever of Reb Shimon bar Yochai. 

On motzei Shabbos, before the yeshiva returned, he realized that if he won't go to the kever now he will lose the opportunity to pray for his salvation. He went up to the kever, opened a Tehillim, and began saying chapter after chapter. That's when his heart opened up and he cried copiously, praying all the while. 

His friends from the yeshivah tapped him on the shoulder, hinting to him that the bus was leaving and it was time to go back, but he almost didn’t consider them; he was too engrossed in his tefillos. He said the entire sefer Tehillim. 

When he left the tzion the yeshiva had already left. He would have to find a way to get back on his own. He returned to the apartment where he stayed for Shabbos and went up to the landlord. "I feel uncomfortable to ask this, but I need to borrow some money to get back to my yeshiva. The bus left without me, and I have to find my own way to get back. I will mail you a check for the amount you lend me." 

He added, "I'll give you my rosh yeshiva's phone number. If I don’t pay you back, you can speak with my rosh yeshiva, and you'll get the money back through him." 

The host spoke with the bachur for some time and lent him the money. A short time later the bachur became a chasan to the landlord's daughter! Speaking with the bachur that motzei Shabbos, he was impressed with the bachur's middos and eidelkeit (who proved himself an honest person, as he sent the check in the mail, as he promised). 

An additional hashgachah pratis was that he had the rosh yeshiva's phone number on him, and the landlord was able to use it to ask for information about the bachur. This bachur was exactly what his daughter was looking for, and they were engaged. 

While celebrating the vort in Miron, they put two and two together, and realized that the salvation began on that motzei Shabbos, when he was 'storming the heavens' for his salvation at the kever, and in the merit of Reb Shimon bar Yochai. They also realized that the yeshiva leaving him behind in Miron was for his benefit. Because everything is planned exactly as it should be, and shidduchim are clearly made and arranged in heaven.

Reprinted from the Chayei Sarah 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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