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The Reward for Being Late 
To a Scheduled Meeting
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The Ponovezher Rav (Rabbi Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman), zt”l, established Torah in Bnei Brak by setting up his Yeshivah there, and he would travel around by foot fundraising for the Yeshivah. After one trip, the Ponovezher Rav stood by the Bimah in the Yeshivah, and showed the Bachurim a check that was given by one of the wealthiest people in Frankfurt. It was enough to support the Yeshivah for about half a year. 
He told them, “When I arrived in Frankfurt, I knocked on doors one by one. Some people would open the door, and others wouldn’t, so I would just move from house to house. One day, Hashem summoned a special Askan who informed me that it was not proper to go around by foot. He said, ‘The Rosh Yeshivah of Ponovezh shouldn’t be going door to door. Sit in your house, and we will arrange your meetings, as is the custom with important people, and this is how you will reach your goal.’ 
When the Askan came to speak with one of the very wealthy people and described to him the activities of the Yeshivah, the rich man said, ‘Tomorrow at eight o’clock, I’ll be traveling out of town. Please have the Rosh Yeshivah come to the train station at a quarter to eight, and we’ll ‘sort out’ the matters.’ 
“For the first time in my life,” said the Ponovezher Rav, “I woke up late, at seven o’clock. I immediately calculated that if I went to Daven with a Minyan, I’d lose the meeting with the rich man, as he was heading out of town. I figured that it would be better to Daven at home, as the Talmud Torah of the Yeshivah was on the line, and it was worth forsaking Davening with a Minyan for the learning of the entire Yeshivah. 
“However, I immediately rejected that thought, as Chazal say in Medrash Rabbah (Re’eih 45) that, ‘No one listens to Me and loses!’ I said I will go to Shul, Daven properly with a Minyan, and Hashem will get me the money I need from another place. I finished Davening at 8:30, and I thought to myself, ‘I’ll do my part by going to the train station.’ I thought maybe my salvation will grow from there, or from some other place, but I will do my part. I got there at 8:45, a whole hour after we were supposed to meet. 
“Five minutes later, the rich man came running in, excessively apologizing for making me wait a full hour for him. He said, ‘I’m so sorry I was delayed. I feel so bad. I want to compensate you, so I’ll give you much more than what I was anticipating on giving you.’ He then gave me this check, which will finance the Yeshivah for six months.” 
The Ponovezher Rav continued, “I did not come to show you this check as a proof to the words of Chazal. We all believe the words of Chazal, and they don’t need proof. Instead, I’m here to show you that not only are there no losses from keeping the Torah and Mitzvos, but we gain many times over. Had I hurried and Davened without a Minyan, I would have arrived at the train station at the appointed time, and after waiting for him without him showing up, I would have left without getting a donation. 
“It is only because I Davened with a Minyan that I ended up being there at the time he showed up and I received the check. This is why I’m telling you this story. There are many times where we think that by avoiding doing what’s right, we will gain. But the reality is that when we follow what the Torah says, we come out the winner!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5785 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Tefilah.

The Question that the Vilna Gaon Couldn’t Answer

Avraham ben Avraham, also known as the Ger Tzedek of Vilna, was born into one of Poland's wealthiest families. His parents, devout Christians, sent him to Paris to receive the best religious education. During his studies, he began delving into “The Old Testament.” He met an old Jewish scholar and began learning Torah with him. Being intellectually gifted, he quickly realized that Judaism is the truth and decided to abandon his Christianity, knowing the risks.

Developed a Connection with the Vilna Gaon
He moved to Vilna, where he developed a connection with the Vilna Gaon. His parents sent detectives frantically searching Europe for him. Due to the danger of being caught, he moved to a smaller village where he spent day and night diligently learning Torah. The righteous Jewish women brought him food each day as he learned. 
One day, somebody informed the authorities of his whereabouts, leading to him being sentenced to burning alive at the stake. While in prison, his mother begged him to publicly renounce his Judaism and said she’d build him a castle to practice Judaism in secret. He told her, “I love you dearly, but I love the truth even more.”

How to Perform the Mitzvah of Kiddush Hashem
The night before his execution, the Vilna Gaon visited him. He asked the Gaon, “When being brought to the stake, should I walk slowly because rushing one’s death is forbidden, or should I run because I’m performing the Mitzvah of Kiddush Hashem?” 
This was one of the only times Gaon said he didn’t know. While being brought out, the Gaon screamed, “Run!” Prior to his death, he recited the bracha that one recites upon Kiddush Hashem. Years later, the Gaon requested to be buried next to the holy Ger Tzedek after he passed.



The Puzzling Post Card
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A Gerer Chasid once received a postcard from his Rebbe, the Imrei Emes (Rabbi Avraham Mordechai Alter, 1865-1948). The postcard was blank, except for one line which contained a series of letters as follows: י' ל' ו' ל' ה' ח'. The Chasid turned the card all around looking for some hint to this cryptic message, but made no progress. 
Finally, he approached the Rebbe’s brother, Rav Nechemiah Alter. Rav Nechemiah looked at the letters and asked the Chasid when he last visited the Rebbe, and what they discussed. 
The Chasid thought for a moment and remembered asking the Rebbe for a Brachah and advice about six months prior, when his child was ill. Rav Nechemiah asked, “And how is your child today?” The Chasid replied, “Baruch Hashem, completely recovered.” 
Rav Nechemiah then asked, “And did you let the Rebbe know that?” 
The Chasid was quiet, and he said that he did not. 
Rav Nechemiah explained, “This is what the Rebbe wrote to you. The letters stand for the Pasuk in Yirmiyahu (4:22), להרע המה חכמים ידעו לא ולהיטיב,’ They are clever at doing wrong, but they are unable to do right.’” 
Rav Nechemiah said, “One must visit the Rebbe, not only in difficult times, but also when things improve, to let him know that they are better!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’era 5785 email of Torah Sweets.

The Miracle Worker’s “Spiritual” Grandson
By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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The Alter Rebbe

One of the well-known stories about the Alter Rebbe (Rabbi Shneur Zalman of Liadi, 1745-1812) is that once, when he was visiting the town of Homil, there was a fire that was being fueled by powerful winds and it was ravaging the houses and everything in its path; nothing was exempt from its fury. People were fearful that the entire town would burn, so the army dispatched soldiers with instructions to help the populace contain and extinguish the fire before it did any more damage. However, by the time they arrived it was burning out of control; there was nothing they could do.
One of the chassidim ran and informed the Alter Rebbe, who then went over to the fire and stared at it. The winds suddenly changed directions, now blowing towards the area that burned already, and the fire began extinguishing itself, until it died out completely.
The soldiers that were there couldn’t believe their eyes. Either this person was a miracle worker, or a wizard. But, whatever it was, they were flabbergasted and returned to their base and excitedly told their general about it. Hearing this, the general asked that they go to the rabbi and ask him if he would be so kind to accept a visit from their general. He would like to meet the man whose eyes are stronger than legions of men and machinery. The Alter Rebbe replied in the affirmative and a time for the meeting was set.
When the general came and saw the Alter Rebbe, he asked in astonishment “Are you still alive?” 
The Alter Rebbe replied, “You are mistaken, I am his spiritual grandson.”
Hearing this reply the general was satisfied and said, “Just as I thought,” and their meeting concluded.
The Chassidim who overheard this exchange were mystified by the cryptic words of the question (and answer), so they asked the general to please explain.
He happily obliged and said, “Allow me to answer by relating a story I heard from my father.”
“My father was a general in the Czar’s army and was often away from home. However, my mother would always write to him. One time when my mother was pregnant, my father had to go to the town of Mezibuzh, which was quite a distant place from his city, for war maneuvers. Being that the country was then at war, they severely limited the delivery of any mail, and as the weeks and, indeed months, passed by without receiving any letter from her, he was becoming nervous and perhaps even distraught. He almost became paralyzed with fear.”
“His men cared for him and informed him that there was a miracle worker in this town and perhaps the general should go visit him and ask him about his family. My father sent a message to the rabbi asking if either the rabbi can come to him or if he can come to the rabbi. The rabbi replied, ‘If the general needs something, he will accept a visit from him.’”
“When he entered the rabbi’s house, the rabbi gave my father a mirror and told him to look into it. My father was bewildered by this request, expecting to see his own reflection; however, he followed the instructions and looked into the mirror.”
“How shocked he was when instead of seeing himself in this house, he saw himself leaving the town and then flying over forests and rivers, passing over the large city of Kiev and then arriving at his hometown of Homil. He then came to the outskirts of his large estate, entered the gardens and came to the gate of his courtyard. He then heard one servant inform the other that the general’s wife just gave birth to a baby boy. Then the mirror became blank and all he saw was himself.”
“The rabbi, whom you all know as the Baal Shem Tov, then said to my father, ‘In a few days a messenger will arrive and inform you that your wife gave birth to a healthy son,’ and I,” concluded the general, “am that son. Seeing all this, my father thanked the Baal Shem Tov profusely and returned to the base.”
“When I heard about this miracle, I thought, ‘Is it possible that that great rabbi is still alive, as he is the only one that I thought had such a power.’ Your rabbi replied that he is his spiritual grandson, but meeting a disciple’s disciple, and seeing that he maintains that same greatness was inspiring and I was grateful to have the honor of meeting him.”

Reprinted from the Parshas V’Eira 5785 email of The Weekly Story by Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon.

A Series of Divinely Orchestrated Events
By Rabbi David Ashear
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Rav Boruch Ber Leibowitz and Rav Reuven Grozovsky

R’ Yitzchok Scheiner, the Rosh Yeshiva of the Kaminetz Yeshiva in Yerushalayim, was raised in Pittsburgh at a time when there were no yeshivos or Talmud Torahs nearby. His parents were frum, but with no other options available, they sent him to public school. After completing eight years of elementary school, he attended Peabody High School. 
Upon graduating, he was accepted to the University of Pittsburgh, where he intended to major in mathematics. He excelled in both math and Latin, with his teachers predicting he would become a scholar in those fields. 
However, as hindsight reveals, one significant factor would alter his path: Forty days before his future wife was born, a Heavenly voice proclaimed, “Esther Leah bas R’ Moshe (granddaughter of the renowned R’ Boruch Ber Leibowitz) will marry Yitzchok Aryeh ben R’ Dov.” 
At the time, R’ Scheiner was just a three-year-old boy growing up in Pittsburgh with no formal Torah Chinuch, while his future wife was born in Vilna, a city known for its Gedolei Torah. Despite living nearly 6,000 miles apart, R’ Yitzchok’s future was intertwined with that of a girl from a distinguished Torah family, the granddaughter of the Gadol Ha’dor, the author of Bircas Shmuel, a sefer used in yeshivos worldwide. 
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How did Hashem orchestrate such a match? The summer after R’ Scheiner graduated from high school, R’ Avraham Bender visited Pittsburgh on a fundraising mission. Although he had never been to the East End neighborhood where the Scheiners lived, Hashem led him there on this occasion. Since the Scheiner family was one of the few keeping kosher, Rabbi Bender stayed with them. 
During a casual conversation, he learned that Yitzchok planned to attend the University of Pittsburgh. R’ Bender asked, “Why aren’t you sending your son to a yeshiva in New York?” The Scheiners, unaware of the yeshivos in New York at the time, agreed to send their son there. Yitzchok followed through and traveled to New York. The next summer, Yitzchok attended Camp Mesivta, a summer camp in the Catskills, then the only Orthodox Jewish learning camp of its kind. (He had developed a bad cough, and it was recommended that he breathe the fresh mountain air.) 
There, he met individuals who later introduced him to Yeshiva Torah Vodaas, where he learned for many years under the esteemed leadership of R’ Shlomo Heiman and later R’ Reuven Grozovsky. 
R’ Grozovsky had married the daughter of R’ Boruch Ber Leibowitz. After World War II, R’ Grozovsky escaped Europe and eventually settled in New York, where he joined Yeshiva Torah Vodaas. It was there that R’ Grozovsky recommended his niece, the granddaughter of R’ Boruch Ber, as a suitable match for his talented student, R’ Yitzchok Scheiner. 
Thus, through a series of divinely orchestrated events, R’ Yitzchok Scheiner and his rebbetzin were brought together. (Excerpted from the ArtScroll book - Living Emunah on Shidduchim)

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5785 email of The Weekly Vort.

Accelerated Learning
By Avrohom Barash

R’ Chaim of Volozhin, founder and Rosh Yeshivah of the famous Yeshivah of Volozhin, also bore the burden of ensuring the institution’s financial stability. During one difficult period, R’ Chaim heard of a wealthy man who was offering to support the Yeshivah on a steady basis, pledging a considerable sum. R’ Chaim traveled to the man’s town to thank him personally, and the man told him that he had no family. 
All he asked in return was that when his time would come to leave this world, R’ Chaim would undertake to say Kadish and to study Mishnayot in his memory. The bargain was struck and the money was sent regularly every month. The man was one of the main supporters of the Volozhiner Yehsivah.
After several years, the man passed away on a hot summer’s day. Remembering his promise, R’ Chaim traveled to the city where the funeral was taking place, and recited kadish there. Following the funeral, he returned home, went to the Bet Midrash and sat down to study Mishnayot. He encountered a very complicated passage which he could not understand. Due to his fatigue from the journey, coupled with the strain of struggling to fathom the Mishnah and the extreme heat of the day, R’ Chaim fell asleep.
The man who had just recently been buried appeared to him in a dream and said, “Rebbi, I must thank you heartily for saying kadish for me; it was a great source of merit for my neshamah – as is your learning Mishnayot for me. Regarding this Mishnah which you find difficult: I will explain it to you…”
When R’ Chaim awoke, he was astounded. He remarked, “I know that if a person provides support for Torah, then in the Next World he will acquire knowledge of Torah. I understand that in Heaven he deserves to be granted Torah knowledge, which he enabled others to achieve during his lifetime on this earth. What I did not realize is that it happens so quickly! It is only shortly after his funeral and already he can explain a complicated Mishnah in Seder Taharot that I do not understand!” (Excerpted from the ArtScroll book – “Gut Voch)

Reprinted from the Parashat Shemot 5785 email of Rabbi David Bibi’s Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

It’s All in the Details
By Aharon Spetner

Joel E. Munz, the president of the Jolly Munz Candy Company, sat at his cluttered desk, trying to pry apart two documents which had a piece of taffy sandwiched between them. A knock on the door made him look up.
“Ah, Anshel! You’re just in time!” Mr. Munz said cheerfully.
Anshel Holtzbacher walked into the office, followed by his son, Ari.
“You remember my son, Ari, I hope it’s okay that I brought him with me to our meeting.”
“Of course, of course!” replied Mr. Munz, standing up and unsticking a candy wrapper from his palm, so he could shake Mr. Holtzbacher’s hand. “I’m actually glad you brought him. Today is a very special day! Follow me!”
Mr. Holtzbacher and Ari followed Mr. Munz down the hallway, through the massive candy production hall, and into the most interesting-looking room they had ever seen. Men wearing white lab coats were bustling about, working at tables filled with beakers, test tubes - strange-looking machines emitted smoke in every color imaginable.
“Welcome to the candy laboratory,” Mr. Munz said. “This is where we invent the newest and greatest treats you could ever imagine.”
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Illustrated by Miri Weinreb

“Very impressive,” Mr. Holtzbacher commented. “So, what is the ‘amazing opportunity’ you wanted to discuss with me?”
“Oh yes, oh yes!” said Mr. Munz, dramatically. “Right over here!”
The three of them walked to a corner of the room, where an old scientist stood in front of a multi-colored machine full of interesting dials and knobs.
“Behold, our latest invention!” exclaimed Mr. Munz. “You see, for many years, I have tried unsuccessfully to cram even more caramel into candy bars, but it just seemed impossible. We even tried compressing the caramel using a hydraulic press, but the candy bars would explode from the immense pressure. But today we have succeeded in making the new Super-Crunchy Delectable Chocolate Caramel Supreme - our latest candy bar containing over fifty times more caramel than any candy ever created!”
“Very nice,” said Mr. Holtzbacher. “How did you accomplish this?”
“Ah, it is quite ingenious,” Mr. Munz said smugly. “Here, let me show you.”
Mr. Munz pointed to a beaker simmering over a bunsen burner.
“This is grade-A caramel. Please hand me that test tube over there.”
Mr. Holtzbacher handed Mr. Munz a test tube filled with a glowing green liquid.
“Thanks. This is a unique mixture of nougat hydrochloride and lukshen bicarbonate. Now watch what happens when I add it to the caramel.”
Mr. Munz emptied the test tube into the beaker, which let off a puff of purple smoke.
“The caramel disappeared,” said Ari.
“No, it didn’t,” smiled Mr. Munz. “Look!”
Ari peered into the beaker. Sure, enough there was still a little bit of caramel left in the bottom.
“The caramel has undergone a toffee-hydrogenation process which has condensed it to a fraction of its original size!” Mr. Munz explained. “It’s the same amount of caramel that was there before - it just shrunk! Here, Ari, taste this candy bar and tell me what you think!”
Ari took the candy bar, made a brocha, and took a bite. His eyes popped wide open.
“This is the best candy bar I ever tasted!” exclaimed Ari.
“Exactly!” Mr. Munz said. “Now, my dear Anshel, I would like to offer you the opportunity to invest in the production of this candy. It will revolutionize the confectionary industry!”
Back in the office, Mr. Munz took out a contract for Mr. Holtzbacher to sign.
“Oh wow!” exclaimed Mr. Holtzbacher, reaching for his pen. “There’s a dollar bill in my pocket I didn’t know was there! Thank you Hashem!”
Mr. Munz looked confused. “Anshel, you are worth billions. Why are you thanking G-D for finding a dollar? That would be like me thanking Him for the nice breeze this morning when I could instead be thanking him for helping me invent the Super-Crunchy Delectable Chocolate Caramel Supreme.”
Mr. Holtzbacher smiled. “You know when the Jews left Egypt, Moshe Rabbeinu told us ‘Today you are leaving in the month of spring’ (Shemos 13:4). Now why would he mention that? We left slavery - who cares about the weather?
“But Moshe was teaching us a valuable lesson. Just because Hashem does something amazing for us, we can never overlook the many other things he is constantly doing. He could have taken us out of Egypt in the rainy season or in the hot summer, but no - he took us out when the weather was perfect.”
“He did that on purpose?” asked Mr. Munz.
“Everything Hashem does is on purpose,” Mr. Holtzbacher says. “Whether you’re experiencing a nice breeze, finding a dollar bill, or anything else - every tiny thing Hashem does for our benefit and we must thank him for every single detail.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5785 email of Toras Avigdor Junior, based on the Torah teachings of Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l.

An Attitude of Gratitude
By Rabbi Shimon Finkelman
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Once, Rabbi Elazar Menachem Shach contacted Rabbi Chizkiyah Katzberg, a mashgiach in a Bnei Brak yeshivah and said, “In your yeshivah there is a bachur named Aron Taplin. I would like you to arrange for him to study every day with a kollel member, who will help Aron to advance in his studies. I will pay the young man for this. Please come to me each month on Rosh Chodesh to receive the young man’s payment.” 
Rabbi Katzberg wondered why Rav Shach had singled out this bachur for this special arrangement and eventually found out why. When Rav Shach was a bachur during the First World War, he endured tremendous deprivation. He was all alone, and learned in a beis midrash in Slutzk day and night, living on virtually nothing but bread and water and sleeping on a bench in the beis midrash. He had one shirt, which he washed once a week in honor of Shabbos. 
One day, a Jewish woman approached him and said, “I could not help but notice that your shirt is ripped. Shouldn’t you change your shirt?” 
“I have no other shirt,” he replied. 
The woman soon returned with two shirts for him to keep. After the Second World War, Rav Shach tried to find out what happened to this woman and her family and learned that her entire family was killed, except for one grandson, Aron Taplin. Rav Shach’s helping Aron Taplin to advance in his learning was his way of expressing hakaras hatov for what his grandmother did for him.
********************
Torah personalities have always excelled in their hakaras hatov towards those from whom they benefitted. This was certainly the case with Rabbi Sholom Eisen, one of Jerusalem’s foremost poskim. During his final illness, R’ Sholom was attended to by yeshivah bachurim, who cared for him with true devotion. 
Despite the pain and other difficulties R’ Sholom strained himself to travel great distances in order to attend the weddings of these bachurim and would deliver an address in honor of the occasion. 
When his illness worsened, R’ Sholom’s doctors advised that he be brought to America for treatments. The treatments were not successful and R’ Sholom returned to Jerusalem in grave condition. Taanis Esther arrived and with it came the tragic ch news that the posek of the generation, Rabbi Moshe Feinstein, had passed away. His funeral was held in New York on Taanis Esther and was to take place in Jerusalem on Shushan Purim, the day on which Jerusalemites perform the mitzvos of the yom tov. 
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A quarter of a million Jews paused in their celebration of Purim to accord final honor to R’ Moshe. R’ Sholom wanted very badly to participate, but his family insisted that he physically was not up to it. Bedridden and pitifully weak, he accepted their position and remained at home. 
Later, he called his son to his bedside and said, “I would like you to gather a minyan, go the grave of R’ Moshe, and ask forgiveness for my not having participated in the funeral.” 
“But why, Tatte?” asked his son. “Weren’t you exempt because of weakness?” 
R’ Sholom replied, “As far as the obligation to attend the funeral of a gadol hador, I believe that I was exempt. But when I was hospitalized in New York, R’ Moshe, zt"l, visited me. Out of hakaras hatov, I should have attended his funeral — and I do not think that my illness freed me from that obligation.” 
Only after his son carried out his wish and, in the presence of a minyan, asked forgiveness at R’ Moshe’s grave, was R’ Sholom Eisen at peace.

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5785 email of At the ArtScroll Shabbos Table.
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