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Gedolim Stories 
By Rabbi Dovid Cohen 

 
Grade Level: Elementary, Middle School 
 
Description: 
Around 85 beautiful bite-sized stories about our Gedolim which can be told 
during classroom down-time, as part of a lesson, or as an addition to a weekly 
newsletter. Available with a concise lesson plan as a non-editable PDF, or 
without the lesson plan as an editable DavkaWriter file. 
 
Goals/Objectives: 
Students will be inspired to improve their Avodas Hashem by hearing stories 
about Gedolim. 
 
Instructions: 

1. Read through the stories. Decide how you would like to use them. 
2. Stories can be told over during classroom down-time, to enhance lessons 

or to supplement a weekly newsletter. 



The Golden Dove

The Amora Rabba bar bar Chana considered the mitzvah of reciting Birchas Hamazon after
partaking of bread to be particularly dear. He was always careful to bentch with great kavanah in the
place where he had eaten.

Once, Rabba bar bar Chana needed to journey across a vast desert. He joined a large caravan
that was traveling to the same destination as he was.

After traveling for many hours, the members of the caravan stopped at an oasis to refresh
themselves with food and drink. As the great Amora was completing his portion of bread, the leader of
the caravan suddenly announced that it was time to continue traveling.

Rabba bar bar Chana joined the other members of the caravan. After traveling for some time, he
suddenly realized that he had forgotten to recite Birchas Hamazon after his meal! He considered telling
the members of the caravan that he had to return to the oasis to bentch, but he was afraid they might
insist that he bentch right there. They wouldn’t understand why it was important for him to return to the
place where he had eaten.

“Stop!” Rabba bar bar Chana called out. “I forgot my golden dove at the oasis! I must go back
and retrieve it!”

Everyone felt bad for Rabba bar bar Chana; a golden dove is a very valuable thing. They agreed
to wait for the Amora to return to the oasis and then rejoin them.

At the oasis, Rabba bar bar Chana bentched with great kavanah. When he rose to leave, he
suddenly spotted something sparkling on the ground.

He bent down and picked it up. It was a dove of pure gold! He took it with him back to the
caravan. He knew he had received a gift from Shamayim in the merit of the care he had taken to observe
the mitzvah of Birchas Hamazon properly.

“The Jewish people are likened to a dove,” he told the members of the caravan, who asked to see
the precious treasure. “Just as the wings of the dove protect her, so do the mitzvos protect the Jewish
people.”     

The Reason For His Tears

When Reb Shlomo of Kaminka, zt”l, was seven years old, a fascinating ceremony was held in the
town where he lived.

In order to enhance his army’s military prowess, the king encouraged his soldiers to engage in
mock military battles. A particular regiment would be divided into two opposing teams, and the “battle”
would begin. The king himself participated in these events and presented the winning team with a prize.

When the mock battle came to Kaminka, a large parade with soldiers and musicians was held in
the town square in honor of the king’s arrival. The entire town converged on the square to watch the
beautiful ceremony.

Like everyone else in town, young Shalom’s parents wanted to go watch the parade. It is written
in the Gemara that if a person has the opportunity to witness the honor accorded to a non-Jewish king,
he should not pass it up, for then, if he will merit to see a true Jewish king, he will appreciate what true
majesty is and how much   greater is the honor and glory accorded a Jewish king. In their haste to leave,
however, young Shalom’s parents forgot him at home. Each parent thought the other had taken him.

After the majestic parade, Shalom’s parents returned home. They found Shalom sitting at the
table, crying bitterly. Shalom’s parents felt terrible. They apologized for having left him behind and
offered to buy him an expensive gift to make up for the fact that he had missed the parade.

But little Shalom had no idea what they were talking about. He wasn’t upset at all that he had
missed the parade. “Why are you crying, then?” his mother asked in bewilderment. “How can I not
cry?” little Shalom sobbed, pointing to the open volume of Choshen Mishpat on the table. “I’ve been
studying the Shach’s peirush on Choshen Mishpat for so long, but I just don’t understand what it means!
Obviously, the Shach understood it, so why can’t I?”        

 



Consideration For The Cook

A talmid of Harav Yisroel Salanter, zt”l, once invited his rebbe to spend Shabbos at his home.
Unsure about whether he should accept the invitation, Rav Yisroel told him that he had the custom never
to stay in any home unless he was familiar with the way the household was run.

The talmid was quick to reassure Rav Yisroel that his home was run strictly according to halacha.
“We buy only glatt-kosher meat from the most reliable butcher in town,” he said. “The cook in our home
is a religious woman, the widow of a great talmid chacham. My wife checks everything in the kitchen
herself, too. On Friday night, we have a beautiful seudah with lots of zemiros and divrei Torah between
courses. The meal ends late at night.” 

Rav Yisroel agreed to accept his talmid’s invitation on one condition: that the Friday-night seudah
last no more than two hours. The talmid was very surprised by the request. He would of thought his rebbi
would enjoy speaking words of Torah late into the night. Still, having no choice, he agreed to Rav
Yisroel’s condition. 

At the Friday-night seudah the courses were served quickly, one after the other, with very little
singing or divrei Torah between them. Before bentching, Rav Yisroel’s student asked his rebbi to please
explain why he had insisted on rushing the meal to such a degree. By way of response, Rav Yisroel asked
that the cook be brought in.    

“I’d like to ask your forgiveness for tiring you out this evening by rushing through the meal,” Rav
Yisroel said to her. “Oh, there’s definitely no need to apologize!” the woman exclaimed. “In fact, I can’t
thank you enough. I wish you were here every week! I am always so tired on Friday night after working
all day to cook everything for Shabbos, but I must wait until the family finishes their meal. Now I can go
home early and get a good night’s sleep.”

“There is the answer to your question,” Rav Yisroel replied.

The Finest Gift

A chassid of the Ahavas Yisroel of Vizhnitz, zt”l, lived in Yerushalayim. One year on Lag
BaOmer, the chassid traveled to Meron to participate in the celebration in honor of the yahrtzeit of Rabi
Shimon bar Yochai. While in Meron, the chassid suddenly felt a strong desire to visit his Rebbe in
Romania for the upcoming Yom Tov of Shavuos.

The chassid knew that in order for his plan to work, he’d have to leave on a ship sailing from
Haifa that same day. He didn’t even have time to return home to Yerushalayim first. He quickly wrote
his wife a note of explanation and asked an acquaintance to deliver it.

The weather had been rainy, and Mt. Meron was slippery with mud. The chassid had to be very
careful not to lose his footing, or he could go tumbling down the mountain. In accordance with the
Yerushalmi custom of wearing Shabbos clothing on Lag BaOmer, he was bedecked in his Shabbos finery
and the last thing he wanted was to get his kapote spattered with mud. But as the chassid took step after
cautious step, he began to fear that he wouldn’t make it to the bottom of the mountain in time. In a
spur-of-the-moment decision, he sat down on the mountain, kapote and all, and slid directly to the
bottom. Then he traveled immediately to Haifa and boarded the boat to Romania.

When the chassid arrived in Romania, the Ahavas Yisroel greeted him with great joy. “What did
you bring me from Eretz Yisroel?” he inquired.

The chassid stammered that he hadn’t brought anything at all. He explained that he had been in
Meron and had traveled directly from there. He gestured to his muddy kapote and described how he had
slid down the mountain in order to make it to the boat in time. 

The Ahavas Yisroel’s face lit up with joy. “What?” he asked in amazement as he scraped the mud
lovingly from his chassid’s kapote. “You brought me mud from Eretz Yisroel, from the holy gravesite of
Rabi Shimon bar Yochai? That is the finest gift you possibly could have brought!”      

 

 



Guiding Lights

Reb Shlomo, a loyal chassid of Reb Moshe Leib of Sassov, zt”l, used to travel to his Rebbe every
year for the fifth night of Chanukah. He always made sure to leave his home the day before, to make sure
he would reach Sassov in time to watch the Rebbe light Chanukah licht. 

One year, as Reb Shlomo was traveling to Sassov in his private wagon, he became so engrossed in
his thoughts about the uplifting spiritual experience of watching the Rebbe light Chanukah licht that he
stopped paying attention to where he was going. Suddenly, he realized that he was in a completely
unfamiliar wooded area. He glanced at his watch. According to his calculations, he should have reached a
certain well-known inn by now.

  Reb Shlomo had no idea where he was or in which direction to travel. Darkness fell and snow
began to fall. With all his heart Reb Shlomo prayed to Hashem to help him keep his custom of spending
the fifth night of Chanukah with his Rebbe.

Suddenly his eyes lit up. From afar he could see a few sparks of light illuminating the darkness.
Filled with joy at the thought of reaching an inhabited area where he could ask directions to Sassov, he
spurred his horse to run toward the lights.

But a strange thing happened. The lights remained at a constant distance, never growing closer or
brighter no matter how fast or how long his horse ran. For hours Reb Shlomo traveled through a thich
forest, always following the lights. Finally, completely exhausted, he fell asleep.

When he awoke he found himself in a small village not far from Sassov. He knocked at the door of
a Jewish home and was able to spend the night there. The following morning he traveled to Sassov.

As soon as he arrived, his fellow chassidim told him that when the Rebbe had kindled the
Chanukah lights the previous night, he had said, “Reb Shlomo is in trouble. Let us hope that these flames
will light the way for him.” No one knew what the Rebbe meant, the chassidim told Reb Shlomo.

Reb Shlomo told the chassidim about his experience. The spark of emunas chachamim that Reb
Shlom’s story kindled in their hearts burned brightly for a long time to come.   

Just A Bit Of Salt

As a young man, before he gained fame as the great Chozeh of Lublin, Rav Yaakov Yitzchok
Horowitz was a disciple of the Maggid of Mezeritch.

The very first time he visited Mezeritch, Reb Yaakov Yitzchok arrived on a Friday afternoon. He
immediately entered the kitchen, where preparations were being made fro the Shabbos seudos.

“I have the custom to be personally involved in the preparation of the fish I partake of on
Shabbos,” Reb Yaakov Yitzchok told the cooks.  “If you don’t mind, I will salt a piece of fish so as not  to
deviate from my custom even when I’m away from home.”

Reb Yaakov Yitzchok took a slice of fish, salted it and left the kitchen. The talmidim of the Maggid
who saw this were very puzzled. What made the young man think he would be served precisely the piece
of fish he had salted? After all, that slice of fish would cook in a huge pot together with dozens of other
slices! 

Among the talmidim of the Maggid who had witnessed Reb Yaakov Yitzchok salting hte fish was
Reb Zalmenyu, later to be known as the Baal Hatanya. Reb Zalmenyu took a thread and tied it to the
piece of fish Reb Yaakov Yitzchok had salted. This would serve as his indicator of just which piece of fish
it was. He intended to pay attention at the Shabbos seudah and see where that particular piece of fish
ended up.

At the seudah, Reb Zalmenyu noticed that the meshamesh doing the serving extended the piece of
fish marked with the string to the man who was sitting right next to Reb Yaakov Yitzchok. He watched in
astonishment as the man picked up his fork to begin eating his fish and was suddenly seized by a terrible
fit of trembling. Unable to eat, the man pushed his plate aside, moving it directly in front of Reb Yaakov
Yitzchok, who took it and began to eat.

It was then that Reb Zalmenyu knew that this newcomer to Mezeritch was a saintly man. 

 



Chanukah Inspiration

Erev Shabbos is a busy time in any Jewish home. Erev Shabbos Chanukah may well be the busiest
Erev Shabbos of the year, for not only does Shabbos begon very early, but one must also light the
menorah before lighting Shabbos candles.

One Erev Shabbos Chanukah, Rav Shmuel of Slonim, zt”l, went to visit his elderly grandfather
and help him light his menorah. Since he would be returning home very close to Shabbos, he prepared
his own menorah before he left.

While Rav Shmuel was at his grandfather’s house, a guest in Rav Shmuel’s home spotted the
ready menorah and decided to light it. When Rav Shmuel returned home he found his own menorah
already lit. There was not enough time before Shabbos to prepare another menorah.

Rav Shmuel did not say a word to the inconsiderate guest. “The same Hashem who commanded
us to kindle Chanukah lights also commanded us to refrain from getting angry,” Rav Shmuel said
calmly. He left for shul with a serene smile on his face.

ONE YEAR during Chanukah, Rav Chaim Ozer Grodzinski, zt”l, was visiting the famous city of
Cracow, home to many great Torah giants. During his stay, Rav Chaim Ozer’s jacket tore, and he looked
for a tailor to fix it for him.

“Please forgive me,” the tailor said to Rav Chaim Ozer. “I have not yet lit Chanukah lights
tonight. If the Rav does not mind waiting, I will be pleased to fix his suit in half an hour.”

Rav Chaim sat down to wait. He watched as the simple tailor prepared himself to fulfill the
mitzvah of lighting the menorah. First he removed his work clothes and donned Shabbos clothing. Then
he washed his hands and lit the menorah, his face glowing with joy.

Rav Chaim Ozer was extremely impressed by the sincerity with which the tailor served His Creator.
Upon returning home from Cracow, he told others what he had seen. “Now I know how it is that

Cracow produces Torah giants of such caliber,” Rav Chaim Ozer said, “If this is what the tailors there
are like ...”

Never Quite At Home

A chassid of Rav Yehoshua of Belz, zt”l, was having a hard time supporting his family. Someone
suggested that he travel to America, where, it was reported, “the streets are paved with gold.”

The chassid was wary of taking such a step, since he had heard that the level of ruchniyus in
America was very weak at that time. He knew of many devout Jews who had traveled to America and
abandoned the traditional Jewish lifestyle they used to live in Galicia, assimilating into American society.
He was worried that the same thing might happen to him.

The chassid asked his Rebbe for guidance. The Rebbe instructed him to travel to America.
“However,” the Rebbe added, “I have one condition: I want you to write me a letter every week to tell me
how you are faring there.” The chassid agreed to teh condition and sailed off to America.

At first the chassid’s letters to the Rebbe were filled with descriptions of the difficulties he was
encountering. He wrote of his loneliness and his longing for the bustling Jewish life he had known back in
Galicia; of his discomfort of not “fitting in” in America. The Rebbe responded to each letter, offering
moral support and encouraging the chassid to remain strong.

One day the Rebbe received a letter in which the chassid wrote that things were beginning to get a
bit easier. He had picked up a little English and was making friends. The loneliness he had complained of
was no longer quite so acute. Life in America was becoming more bearable.

Immediately, the Rebbe sent a letter to the chassid instructing him to return to Galicia. The
chassid obeyed without hesitation and came to see the Rebbe as  soon as he returned. He asked the Rebbe
why he had encouraged him to stay on in America when things were so hard for him yet insisted he come
home just when he was beginning to grow accustomed to life over there. 

“A Yid in galus must always feel like a newcomer,” the Rebbe replied. “As long as you felt out of
place in America, I knew your spiritual level was safe. The moment you began settling in and feeling
comfortable there, I sensed a threat to your spiritual safety and instructed you to come home.”  

   

 



Mi K’Amcha Yisroel

Reb Levi Yitzchok, of Berditchev, zt”l, was always looking for ways to “prove” to Hashem how
special His Chosen People were and how deserving they were of the geulah. 

One year on Erev Pesach after chatzos, Reb Levi Yitzchok asked his attendant to accompany him
to the local marketplace.

The attendant was surprised by the request. Didn’t the saintly Rav have better things to do on
Erev Pesach than to go to the marketplace? But of course he said nothing, and set out along with Reb
Levi Yitzchok.

In the marketplace, the two met a gentile salesman selling smuggled goods.
“Tell me,” Reb Levi Yitzchok said to the smuggler, “do you have Persian scarves for sale?”  “Yes,”
replied the smuggler.  “How many scarves do you have?” Reb Levi Yitzchok went on.  “As many as you
like,” the smuggler chuckled.  Reb Levi Yitzchok bid the smuggler farewell and he and his attendant
went on. Soon they met a Jew.

“Do you have chometz?” Reb Levi Yitzchok asked him.  “Chometz?” the Jew asked, a look of
horror spreading over his face. “At this time of day on Erev Pesach?”

Reb Levi Yitzchok lifted his eyes heavenward and exclaimed, “Master of the World! Look down
from Shamayim and see how careful Your children are to observe Your commandments! The Czar of
Russia is a mighty ruler. He has forbidden importing Persian goods to this country. Countless policemen
and soldiers enforce his law. Owning a Persian scarf is punishable with twenty-five years of harsh labor!
And yet, it is possible to purchase plenty of Persian scarves in Berditchev.

“But You, Master of the World, have written in Your Torah, ‘lo yeira’eh chometz.’ There are no
policemen to make sure Your word is obeyed, yet it would be impossible to find a single Jew in the city
with a speck of chometz in his possession. Mi k’amcha Yisroel! Who is like Your nation, Yisroel!” 

Not So Simple

Before Rav Yisroel Baal Shem Tov revealed his saintliness to the world, his brother-in-law, Rav
Gershon Kitover, thought him to be an unlearned boor. Reb Gershon was filled with pain and anguish at
the thought that his poor sister was married to someone so unlearned.

It once happened that the two men entered the local beis din together. Reb Gershon placed his
hand on the mezuzah on the doorpost, kissed it fervently and entered. Reb Yisroel, too, paused at the
doorpost, hesitated a moment and then walked inside without kissing the mezuzah.

Not only is he unlearned, Reb Gershon thought to himself, he doesn’t even have any yiras
Shamayim! Terribly distressed, he told his sister what had happened.

“Impossible!” she declared. “Perhaps the mezuzah isn’t kosher?”  
Without hesitation Reb Gershon removed the mezuzah from the doorpost. One glance was

enough to tell him that the mezuzah was indeed pasul. An entire word was missing!
This incident was Reb Gershon’s first sign that his brother-in-law was not as simple as he

appeared to be.  

 
          

 



The Experiment

The Rebbe Reb Baruch of Mezibuzh, zt”l, was raised and educated in the home of the saintly Reb
Pinchas of Koritz. Even after Reb Baruch married and established a home of his own, he would visit Reb
Pinchas often.

On one such visit, Reb Baruch lay asleep in Reb Pinchas’ home.
“Gather around Reb Baruch’s bed,” Reb Pinchas told the members of his household, “and I will

show you something you’ve never seen before.”
The family stood near Reb Baruch’s bed and  watched as Reb Pinchas approached the mezuzah

on the doorpost and covered it with his hand. Reb Baruch immediately began to stir as if he was about to
wake up. Reb Pinchas then removed his hand from the mezuzah, and immediately Reb Baruch resumed
sleeping peacefully. Reb Pinchas repeated this “experiment” a number of times, always with the same
results.

“See how great is Reb Baruch’s holiness,” Reb Pinchas said. “Even in his sleep he is not distracted
for a moment from his strong attachment to Hashem!”

Appreciating The Geulah

In the book Shosheles Spinka, Rav Aharon Suraski describes an incident that took place at the Tu
B’Shevat tisch of Harav Yitzchok Eizik of Spinka, zt”l, as witnessed by Rav Yitzchok Nachshoni, zt”l.  

“The table was set festively with delicious fruits and fine wines,” Rav Nachshoni recalled. “The
Rebbe’s face was wreathed in light as he discussed lofty concepts and told stories that transported his
listeners to a different world. Although physically we were in chutz la’aretz, in our mind’s eye we visited
the holy sites of Eretz Yisroel: Yerushalayim, Kever Rochel, Meron and more.

     “Everyone’s eyes were on the Rebbe as he picked up a new fruit in order to recite the bracha of
shehecheyanu. You could have heard a pin drop. Suddenly, there was a huge crash as two large, heavy
stones smashed through the window and landed on the table, right in front of the Rebbe. Shards of glass
were everywhere.

“Everyone was shocked,” Rav Nachshoni went on. “We had been so carried away by the Rebbe’s
glowing descriptions of Eretz Yisroel, and now this. ... It was clear that some local gentiles were not
pleased with the fact that Jews had built a thriving community in their midst. They had chosen to
demonstrate their displeasure by disrupting a festive gathering. It was a miracle no one had been hurt.

“Once again, the Rebbe picked up the new fruit and prepared to recite the blessing of
shehecheyanu, as if nothing had transpired. We all looked on in surprise. After what had just occurred,
how could the Rebbe thank Hashem for enabling us to reach this day?

“The Rebbe understood what we were thinking. He explained that every mitzvah has a special
time that underscores its significance. ‘Tu B’Shevat,’ the Rebbe explained, ‘reminds us of the glory of
Eretz Yisroel and the geulah for which we yearn. How can we understand the true significance of the
geulah and our longing to return to Eretz Yisroel without first being fully aware of the bleakness of
galus? In the midst of darkness, we can appreciate the value of light.’ 

“And all of us,” Rav Nachshoni concluded, recited the blessing of shehecheyanu vekiyamanu
vehigi’anu lazman hazeh together, with great fervor.”     

 



Selfless Service

Rav Yehoshua Trenk of Kutna gained fame as a child prodigy, and at the young age of twenty he
was appointed Rav of his city.

One day Rav Yehoshua called a meeting of the leaders of the Jewish community of Kutna. The
community leaders were sure they knew what the Rav wanted: a raise in salary. The people of Kutna
were far from wealthy, and the community leaders were not sure how they might scrape together enough
money to meet the Rav’s request. However, they loved the Rav so much that they were determined to
come up with the money somehow.

At the meeting, the community leaders learned that a raise in salary was not what their Rav had
in mind at all. To their astonishment, the young Rav had summoned them to say that he felt the salary he
was receiving was far too high. He wanted to request a reduction in his salary!

After Rav Yehoshua had served loyally as Rav of Kutna for thirteen years, the community
planned a banquet in the Rav’s honor. The Rav, however, refused to cooperate with the plans, insisting
that he was completely unworthy of such honor.

“Some babies begin walking as early as nine months old,” the Rav said by way of explanation.
“Others take their first steps at the age of one year. Some children wait until they are two before they
finally join their peers and begin to walk. But if you look at a group of healthy five-year-old children, you
could never tell which children began walking early and which began late. All the children can run and
jump with equal skill.

“It is the same with me,” the Rav of Kutna went on. “I may have been a child prodigy, far ahead
of my peers in my studies. At this point, however, others have caught up with me. There is no reason that
I should be singled out for such honor.”

Sharpshooting

During World War 1, Harav Yaakov Yisroel Kanievsky, zt”l, also known as the Steipler Rav (or
simply “the Steipler”), was drafted into the Russian army. Despite the difficulty involved, he was careful
never to transgress the halachos of the Torah.

One Shabbos the soldiers in Rav Yaakov Yisroel’s platoon were ordered to practice their shooting
skills. The Steipler did his best to evade the order, but his commander let him know in no uncertain
terms that he would be shot if he didn’t follow orders.

Rav Yaakov Yisroel realized that this was a matter of pikuach nefesh. Halacha required that he
violate Shabbos rather than place his life in danger. Still, Rav Yaakov Yisroel was determined to do
everything in his power to minimize the severity of the aveirah of chillul Shabbos.     

Performing a melachah with a shinui - in a manner different from the way it is usually performed
- is one way to minimize the severity of performing a melachah on Shabbos. Rav Yaakov Yisroel
considered the situation and realized that he could shoot with a shinui. Since he was left-handed, this
meant shooting with his right hand. Rav Yaakov Yisroel was aware, however, that using his weaker hand
would spoil his aim, and he would almost certainly have to shoot dozens of times before hitting his target.
Which was preferable: to fire fewer shots or to fire many shots with a shinui? Rav Yaakov Yisroel was
unsure.

He finally decided that he had to do his personal best to minimize his desecration of Shabbos, and
that meant shooting with a shinui. The number of attempts he would have to make before hitting his
target was up to Hashem. Taking the rifle in his right hand, he aimed at the target and fired. Incredibly,
Rav Yaakov Yisroel hit the bulls-eye on his very first try!

 



The Most Beautiful Mishloach Manos

When Rav Shlomo HaLevi Alkabetz (author of Lecha Dodi) was a chosson, his mother grew
increasingly distraught as Purim approached. In their circles it was the custom to include in the
mishloach manos a piece of jewelry for the kallah. But the Alkabetz family was very poor, and the
chosson’s mother knew she could not afford to buy her son’s kallah such an expensive gift.

The sensitive young chosson noticed his mother’s sadness and hurried to reassure her. “Don’t
worry,” he said. “I’ll see to it that my kallah receives a beautiful gift. Leave the matter to me.”

When Purim arrived, Rav Shlomo added his gift to the basket of baked goods and fruit that his
mother had prepared. The gift was a peirush on the Megillah that he had written himself! “My kallah’s
parents are wealthy people,” he told his mother, “and she has many pieces of beautiful jewelry. I’m quite
certain, though, that no one has ever given her a peirush on the Megillah.”

Indeed, when the kallah received the lovely mishloach manos, her joy knew no bounds. Later,
when the peirush was printed as a sefer, Rav Shlomo entitled it Menos HaLevi, because originally it had
been sent as mishloach manos.    

Thank You So Much!

One Purim a young girl came to Harav Shalom Schwadron’s home with a beautiful mishloach
manos basket from her parents. As she entered the house, she slipped and lost her balance. Goodies
rolled out of the basket in all directions, and a bottle of wine shattered on the floor. The girl flushed with
embarrassment, and tears of shame welled up in her eyes.

As  soon as Rav Shalom realized what had happened, he ran to the door calling, “What a happy
day I’m having! Do you know that when wine spills, it’s a siman bracha? Thank you so much for bringing
a siman bracha into our home!”

Rav Shalom’s joy was contagious, and in a matter of moments, the entire Schwadron family was
rejoicing over the spilled bottle of wine.

The Fragrant Fish

When Reb Hirsh Leib of Alik, zt”l, was a young man, he lived in his father-in-law’s house for a
while. One Erev Shabbos a government agent arrived in town for the purpose of investigating whether
Reb Hirsh Leib’s father-in-law was paying sufficient taxes on the liquor he imported and sold. Reb Hirsh
Leib’s father-in-law was very concerned because he knew that government officials were often
anti-semitic, and once they launched an investigation, they would often trump up charges even if
everything was in order. 

In his distress, reb Hirsh Leib’s father-in-law asked his son-in-law what to do. Reb Hirsh Leib
asked his father-in-law whether the fish in honor of the approaching Shabbos had already been cooked.
His father-in-law replied that indeed it had.

Reb Hirsh Leib took the pot of fish and placed it behind the door that led to his father-in-law’s
liquor cellar. When the tax agent came and opened the door to the cellar, he stopped short.

“What is that delicious fragrance I smell?” he asked.  “It must be the fish we cooked to honor the
holy Shabbos,” Reb Hirsh Leib’s father-in-law replied.

The tax agent was skeptical. He had never before smelled anything quite so divine, he said. It
couldn’t be that the source of so wonderful a fragrance was as a pot of fish.

Reb Hirsh Leib offered the tax agent a piece of fish from the pot to eat. The tax agent accepted,
and a plate of fish was brought to him. After tasting the fish, the agent was overcome with ecstasy. He
had never in his life tasted anything so delicious.

“A Jew whose Shabbos fish tastes like this cannot possibly be cheating with his taxes!” he
declared. He left the house without bothering to conduct an investigation.      

  

 



Doing One’s Best
“A person must do his very best,”  the Biale Rebbe, Harav Yechiel Yehoshua, zt”l, used to say,

“and Heaven will have mercy on him.”
During World War 2, the Rebbe was exiled to a prison camp in Siberia. It was incredibly difficult

to observe the mitzvos under camp conditions, but somehow the Rebbe managed. One year, in
preparation for Pesach, the Rebbe and some other Jewish prisoners began squirreling away a supply of
potatoes to help them survive the week of Yom Tov, during which they would not be eating bread.

But what about matzos for Seder night? It was impossible to obtain flour. Flour was so scarce
during wartime that the authorities allotted only a small amount of bread for each prisoner. There was
certainly no flour left over for matzos. But it was always possible to daven, and that the Biale Rebbe did
with all his might.

Incredibly, the machinery at the prison camp bakery broke down. Instead of distributing bread to
the prisoners, the supervisors began distributing a daily ration of flour. The Jewish prisoners set aside
part of their ration every day in order to save some flour for baking matzos. One of the prisoners carved
rolling pins out of wood. The others kashered an oven.

Since the men were busy working all day, the women were in charge of kneading, rolling out and
baking the matzos. The prisoner’s joy knew no bounds when they managed to bake enough matzos for
everyone. True, the matzos were a far cry from shemurah matzos, but they were definitely kosher for a
time of emergency. 

Just before Yom Tov, a package arrived from Baranowitz. The Biale Rebbe’s sister the Rebbetzin
of Koidanov, a”h, had sent shemurah matzos for Seder night!

“From this we see,” the Biale Rebbe would conclude, “that a person must make every effort to
perform the mitzvos and then he merits special siyata diShmaya.” 

Watching Out For His Fellow Man’s Respect
The Rav of a certain town was once asked to rule on the kashrus of a chicken with a rare defect.

The Rav, a learned man, inspected the chicken carefully and consulted a number of sefarim. In the end,
he ruled that the chicken was kosher.

A number of talmidei chachomim living in the town heard about the interesting question that had
come before the Rav. They discussed the situation among themselves and discovered that according to
most poskim, the chicken should have been declared treif.  

Soon the town was in an uproar. Many people felt the Rav should be dismissed. Others defended
him, arguing that one mistake with regard to such a rare situation was not sufficient reason to take such
a drastic step.

Finally, it was decided to bring the matter to Rav Yitzchok Elchanan Spector Of Kovno, one of
the greatest poskim of the generation.

A messenger set out for Kovno with the chicken in question. He showed it to Reb Yitzchok
Elchanan and explained the situation.

Reb Yitzchok Elchanan examined the chicken and found it to be treif. Still, he felt it was unfair to
dismiss the Rav from his post for having made such an error. Even more, he feared that even if the Rav
was permitted to remain at his post, his stature would surely be reduced as a result of what had
transpired.

Reb Yitzchok Elchanan pondered the situation until he found a way to ensure the Rav’s honor
would not be compromised. He sent a telegram to the town, stating that the chicken was kosher. A short
while later, he sent another telegram reading, “Please ignore the previous telegram. I made a mistake;
the chicken is treif.”

When the townspeople read the telegrams, there was no question the Rav would remain at his
post. After all, if Rav Yitzchok Elchanan Spector could make a mistake, surely it was reasonable that
their own Rav, who was younger and less experienced, had made a mistake as well.  

  

 



The Ahavas Yisroel Of Lelov
The Rebbes of lelov, zt”l, were all known for their incredible ahavas Yisroel. 

Reb Dovid of Lelov’s ahavas Yisroel was so intense that he simply could not believe a Jew was
capable of sinning. He always judged his fellow Jews favorably.

Once, Reb Yitzchok of Vorki tried to prevent Reb Dovid from entering the home of a Jew who
brazenly committed terrible sins in public. “Rebbe,” he protested, “this man is truly wicked!”
“But look! There is a mezuzah on his doorpost!” Reb Dovid exclaimed. “How can you say he’s wicked?”

.  .  .
One day, a visitor came to Reb Moshe Mordechai of Lelov and asked him to pray for a woman

who had suffered a heart attack and was in critical condition.
The next day, the Rebbe asked a member of his family to find out how the woman was faring.

When the family member returned to the Rebbe some time later to inform him that the woman’s
condition had improved, the Rebbe sighed with relief and told his son, “Now you can bring me a warm
drink.”

The Rebbe had been so concerned about the woman’s welfare that he could not even drink a cup
of coffee until he was assured she was feeling better!

.  .  .
When Reb Moshe Mordechai fell ill, his pains were so intense that he couldn’t even sleep for more

than a few minutes at a time. One day, after a rare fifteen-minute nap, the Rebbe told his attendant that
his grandfather, Rav Dovid Tzvi Shlomo, had visited him in a dream.

“Surely the Rebbe took advantage of this opportunity to ask for a refuah sheleimah,” the shamash
said hopefully.

“When I saw my grandfather,” replied the Rebbe, “I didn’t think of my personal troubles. I asked
him to beseech Hashem to put an end to the tzaros of Klal Yisroel.”

The “Simple” Shamash
The Minchas Elazar of Munkacs, zt”l, related the following story in the name of the Shinever Rav,

the Divrei Yechezkel:
Lag BaOmer marks the yahrtzeit of the great tanna Rabi Shimon bar Yochai. Upon Rabi

Shimon’s request, it is a day of great rejoicing, especially at Rabi Shimon’s grave site in Meron. A huge
bonfire is lit there on Lag BaOmer eve, and singing and dancing go on throughout the night and the
following day.

One Lag BaOmer hundreds of years ago, the Arizal traveled from his home in Tzfas to Meron
with his disciples and the group began dancing joyously. Suddenly, another group of dancers appeared.
Among them was a regal-looking old man dressed all in white, whose face had a special radiance. The
Arizal’s students saw the old man take the hand of a simple Jew named Elazar, whom they knew as the
shamash of the beis knesses in Tzfas, and begin dancing with him alone in the center of the circle. The
pair’s feet seemed to barely touch the ground as they stamped and whirled in joyous ecstasy.

The Arizal’s disciples looked on in wonder. Who was the old man and where had he come from?
Why had he singled out the simple shamash to dance with? Suddenly, the Arizal himself broke away
from his students and approached the old man and the shamash, joining in their dance. The Arizal’s
disciples were even more astonished than before.

Later, one of the disciples worked up the courage to approach the Arizal. “Please explain to us
what happened,” he requested. “Why did the Rebbe leave his disciples to dance with the simple
shamash?”   

The saintly Arizal smiled at them and said, “If Rabi Shimon bar Yochai saw fit to dance
personally with our shamash, isn’t it an honor for me to do the same?” 

It was then that the group of disciples learned that the “simple” shamash, Reb Elazar Ezkari, was,
in fact, a tremendous Torah scholar who had kept his great saintliness and knowledge of Torah hidden
from the world. Reb Elazar Ezkari later gained fame as the author of the Sefer Hachareidim.

          

 



The Joy Of Dependence On Hashem

Harav Yechezkel Levenstein, zt”l, was a revered Mashgiach of Yeshivas Ponovezh. Harav
Yechezkel served Hashem with great awe throughout his life. In fact, his yiras Shamayim was so great
that he was rarely seen smiling. 

One day, a talmid noticed that Harav Yechezkel was in a jovial mood. Surprised, he asked his
rebbi why he was in such good spirits.

“Before the Second World War,” Harav Yechezkel explained, “I served as Mashgiach in the
Mirrer Yeshivah. I received a paltry salary that was nowhere near enough to feed my family. Every day,
I beseeched Hashem to spare my family from hunger. Baruch Hashem, my prayers were always
answered. I felt like the Yidden in the midbar who had no choice but to place their faith completely in
Hashem to send them mann from Shamayim every day.

“When war broke out, I escaped to Shanghai along with the entire Yeshivah. Money was tight
there as well, but I managed the same way I had in Lithuania: I trusted in Hashem and He supported me.

“After the war, I began serving as the Mashgiach of the Ponovezher Yeshivah. For the first time
in my life, I was paid a comfortable salary. Without realizing it, my feeling of dependence on Hashem
diminished. Suddenly, I had money in my pocket. I no longer felt quite so keenly that I could not possibly
survive a single day without Hashem’s chessed in seeing to my needs and those of my family.

“Now the Yeshivah is experiencing financial difficulties,” Harav Yechezkel concluded. “I haven’t
been paid in months. I suddenly find myself pleading with Hashem to sustain my family with the same
fervor I used to pray with every day. The realization that I had regained a precious treasure fills me with
joy.”

Ensuring The Realization Of A Talmid’s Potential

Reb Ezra Attiah, zt”l, was the Rosh Yeshivah at Yeshivas Porat Yosef in Yerushalayim. One day,
a young student named Ovadiah sadly informed the Rosh Yeshivah that he would not be returning to the
Yeshivah. His father owned a grocery store, he explained, and he was needed to help stock the shelves.
Times were hard and there simply was not enough money to hire a worker.

Reb Ezra was very distraught at the news. Ovadiah was one of the Yeshivah’s top students: He
had a brilliant mind and was extremely dilligent. Most importantly, he truly loved studying Torah.

Reb Ezra paid Ovadiah’s father a visit and did his best to persuade him to change his mind. He
explained the importance of Torah study and described Ovadiah’s tremendous potential in glowing
terms. But although Ovadiah’s father was moved, he insisted he needed his son’s help in the grocery
store. There was just no alternative. Finally, Reb Ezra wished Ovadiah’s father a good day and left.

Early the following morning, when Ovadiah’s father came to open his grocery store, he saw Reb
Ezra standing near the door.

“I have good news,” Reb Ezra said to Ovadiah’s father. “I know someone who is willing to work
for you for free, so long as you allow your son to return to Yeshivah.”

Ovadiah’s father couldn’t believe his ears. “Who would be willing to do such a thing?” he asked
incredulously.

“I would,” Reb Ezra said as he donned an apron he found hanging on a nail in the store. “Just
show me what to do.”

Ovadiah’s father was taken aback. Now he truly understood just how important it was to the
Rosh Yeshivah that Ovadiah return to his studies. He promised Reb Ezra he’d find some way to allow his
son to return to Porat Yosef. 

Young Ovadiah grew up to become a famous Torah scholar. In fact, he is none other than Harav
Ovadiah Yosef! 
           

 



Seeing The Good In Every Jew

Before blessing Klal Yisroel, kohanim recite a bracha concluding with the words, “... and He has
commanded us to bless His nation Yisroel with love.”

The Rebbe Reb Shmelke of Nicholsburg explains that we must love all Yidden, even reshaim, for
no matter how low a Jew has sunk, there is always some good in him. Kohanim, too, are commanded to
direct their blessing to the good in every Jew.

Hagaon Reb Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, once judged a dispute between two people. The money in
question was held by a third party. When Reb Moshe issued his ruling, however, the man who held the
money refused to abide by the ruling. He insisted that Reb Moshe’s psak was invalid as he had
overlooked an obvious halacha. Reb Moshe calmly and patiently explained to the man that he had not
erred at all.

Some time later, the same man approached Reb Moshe to request a letter confirming that he was
a qualified shochet. Reb Moshe, who knew the man well, immediately agreed to provide the letter.

There were people present in the room at the time who knew about the din Torah that had taken
place a few months earlier. They could not forget the man’s disrespectful outburst to Reb Moshe. They
felt he was unworthy of receiving Reb Moshe’s help.

“Surely Reb Moshe recalls that this man ...” they began.
But Reb Moshe waved his hand in dismissal. “What has that to do with anything?” he asked.

“Yom Kippur has passed since then, and I’ve forgiven anyone who has sinned against me. Besides, I have
no doubt that the man has repented fully in the meantime.”

And with that, Reb Moshe wrote the letter the man had requested.

A Family Business

The Menorah in the Mishkan serves as a symbol of unity in Klal Yisroel. It was not made of a
combination of parts screwed or welded together; rather, it was a single slab hammered into shape.  

A delegation of meshulachim arrived in the city of Volozhin to collect money for a Yeshivah in a
distant city. They knocked on door after door, but to their dismay, most people contributed only very
paltry amounts of money. Someone explained to them that people were likely annoyed that they had
come to Volozhin to collect funds for a distant Yeshiva when Volozhin had its own Yeshivah to support.

The meshulachim met with Rav Chaim Brisker, who was a Rosh Yeshiva in Volozhin at the time.
They told him what had happened and expressed their deep disappointment that they’d have to return
home without the funds they’d hoped to collect.

Reb Chaim asked the meshulachim to wait another day before returning home. He then quickly
called a meeting of the city’s important dignitaries and wealthy men. At the meeting, he told them the
following story:

“There was once a wealthy man who had business affairs in many countries. Since he couldn’t be
everywhere at once, he appointed a different manager to each branch of His business. Each manager
strove to make sure that his branch of the business performed well so that the boss would be pleased, but
none of them really cared about the company as a whole. 

“The wealthy man had a son whom he brought into the business. The son traveled from one
country to another to oversee his father’s business affairs. Wherever he went, business boomed, because
the son cared about his father’s business as a whole rather than just one particular branch.”

Reb Chaim then looked the wealthy men of Volozhin in the eye and said, “We are Hashem’s
children. We have to worry about his business as a whole, not just our own branch!”

The following day, the meshulachim received very handsome donations indeed! 
 
     

 



No Takers

Nearly all the chassidim of Reb Uri of Strelis, zt”l, were very poor. Once, Reb Uri’s Rebbetzin
asked her husband why he didn’t daven that his chassidim be blessed with abundant parnassah.

“Tomorrow I will prove to you that my chassidim have no interest in wealth,” Reb Uri replied.
The next morning, before davening, the Rebbe announced that whoever wanted to amass riches was
welcome to come to him for a bracha.

Not a single chassid took him up on his offer.
When Reb Uri got home, he said to his wife, “Why should I daven for something my chassidim

don’t need?”
A Lesson From Horses

A chassid complained to Rebbi Meir of Premishlan, zt”l, that a fellow Jew had opened a store not
far from his own. He was concerned that there wasn’t enough business for the two of them and that his
family would become poor were some of his customers to begin frequenting the other store. 

“I’m sure you have noticed,” the tzaddik replied, “that when a horse drinks from a stream, he
stomps his hoofs in the water. Why does he do this? Meir’l will tell you: When the horse lowers his head
to drink, he sees his reflection in the water. Being a horse, he doesn’t realize that it’s his own reflection
he’s seeing. He thinks it’s a different horse drinking from ‘his’ stream. He stomps his feet in an effort to
drive away the ‘other horse’ who is stealing ‘his’ water.

“But human beings are not horses,” Reb Meir concluded. “You need to know that there’s enough
water in the river fro everyone and that no one can touch what is destined for another.”

Tantamount To Stealing

Mar Zutra once traveled to a city with many of his talmidim to visit a wealthy Jew who had
invited them all to be his guests for Shabbos. 

The host had many beautiful and expensive possessions, among them a silver goblet of rare
workmanship. When Shabbos was over and the servants were cleaning up, a cry arose. “The goblet is
missing!”

Everyone searched high and low for it, but it was nowhere to be found. The host was
understandably upset. “I am afraid that our precious goblet has been stolen!” he said, staring at Mar
Zutra and his talmidim.     

Mar Zutra was very upset. Could it be that one of his talmidim had stolen it? Everyone went to
sleep feeling very troubled.

The following morning, the talmidim got up and prepared to daven. The first thing they did was
wash their hands. Mar Zutra watched them. He noticed that one of them wiped his wet hands on another
talmid’s coat. Mar Zutra called the student aside and said to him sternly, “Admit that you are the thief!”

“Rebbe, how can you that?” the bachur protested.
“I saw you wiping your hands on another talmid’s coat!” Mar Zutra said. “If you don’t care about

his garment, why would you care about stealing another person’s possessions? You pretend to have yiras
Shamayim when you wash your hands, but you are a thief! Your own actions betray you!” 

A quick search of the talmid’s belongings revealed the missing Kiddush cup. Mar Zutra had been
right. 

 



Setting A Tone

Harav Shlomo Zalman Auerbach’s, zt”l, consideration and sensitivity to his entire family set the
tone for the behavior of all household members toward one another.

The Auerbach home on Porush Street, Yerushalayim, had entrances on both Porush and
Ussishkin streets. After his Rebbetzin’s petirah, Rav Shlomo Zalman used only the entrance on Porush
street, which was reached by climbing a steep flight of stairs. The other entrance led directly into one of
the rooms occupied by his son Baruch, zt”l, who had moved in to help his father, and Rav Shlomo
Zalman didn’t want to invade his privacy. 

In Private

The Medrash tells us that we must be careful not to enter a house unexpectedly without knocking,
to prevent us embarrassing the person in the house. The kohen gadol wore bells on his clothing to
announce his arrival, even though he was only arriving at the Mishkan, where no one would be surprised
by his presence. The Torah wants to teach us a lesson; we should train ourselves to always knock before
entering a home.

Good Neighbors, Good Friends

When Rav Mattisyahu Salomon and his family moved to Lakewood, N.J., they quickly developed
a close friendship with their neighbors, the Epsteins. A simcha in the Salomon house was a simcha in the
Epstein house, and vice versa.

When one of the Salomon girls got engaged, the Epsteins were thrilled and couldn’t wait to dance
at her wedding. Sadly, this did not come to pass, as Rabbi Epstein passed away a few weeks after the
engagement. The Epsteins were plunged into mourning, and they knew that attending the wedding would
be out of the question. 

On the day of the wedding, the Epsteins came home to find a note that read, “To our dear friends
the Epsteins: Please do not prepare dinner this evening. Your dinner will be served to all of you shortly.
We will miss you at the wedding, but we wanted you to share in our simcha, so the caterers will be at your
home with the wedding meal shortly. May we share future simchas. The Salomons.”

A truck soon arrived from the wedding hall, bringing with it the full meal, including dessert, for
the whole Epstein family. And not only that, the Salomons sent someone over with photos that had just
been taken at the chasunah, so the Epsteins could enjoy the wedding while they ate the wedding feast! 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Shabbos, the fourth of the Aseres Hadibros, serves as a sign f the bond between Hashem and His beloved
nation.

The Yeshiva of the Chofetz Chaim, zt”l, was in dire financial straits. The Chofetz Chaim visited
one of Russia’s wealthiest Jews to ask for help. This man owned a number of large factories, some of
which operated on Shabbos.

The wealthy man was moved by the Chofetz Chaim’s request and immediately gave him a very
large donation. When the Chofetz Chaim saw the sum the man had contributed, he burst into tears.

The wealthy man was distraught. “Rebbe,” he pleaded, “I’ll give you more money - as much as
you ask - but please stop crying!”

“It’s not the size of your donation that’s causing me so much anguish,” responded the Chofetz
Chaim. “What pains me so is that a Jew like you, with such a good, kind heart, will have to suffer in
Gehinnom because of chilul Shabbos!” 

Deeply moved by the Chofetz Chaim’s sincere pain for his lot, the wealthy man gave his word that
he would close all his factories on Shabbos.   

    

 



Reeling In The Yetzer Hara

The Torah prohibits breaking promises, stressing that we should not take on too much
responsibility, unless we are sure it can be followed through. The yetzer hara often makes it difficult to
keep a vow. “Why keep the promise?” it may say, “Nobody expects you to be perfect. Just make an
excuse!”

The Chofetz Chaim told a story: A merchant hired a coachman to drive him home. “I have just
finished a heavy meal and will fall asleep on the way,” he said to the driver. “I don’t want to be jostled, so
hold on tight to the reins.”

The driver promised, and they began the trip. The trip was very boring, and soon the coachman
also fell asleep. The horse left the road and galloped through a field. The jerking awakened the merchant,
who shouted for the driver to stop. By the time the horse was brought under control, the passenger was
bruised from all the bouncing.

“Fool,” cried the merchant. “I told you to watch the horse. Now I am all bruised. I have a good
mind to sue you for the damages!”

“It’s not my fault!” protested the driver. “The horse knows the way home, so I was relying on him
to get us there safely.”

“What?!” screamed the merchant. “Now you want me to sue your horse? A horse’s natural
tendency is to go off the road. That’s the reason horses have reins! It was your job to make sure he
wouldn’t get out of control!”

The same goes for the yetzer hara, says the Chofetz Chaim. Of course it’s only human to make
excuses for not keeping our promises. But that’s the very reason the Torah restricts us with “reins,” so
we don’t go off the road.” One of these restrictions is refraining from making vows. 

For the Sake of the Mitzvah

Harav Menachem Mendel of Rimanov, zt”l, was extremely generous by nature. Every poor person
who visited him left with a large donation.

One day, a pauper came to Reb Mendel and complained bitterly about his lot. Reb Mendel
listened attentively as the man poured out his tale of woe, and immediately gave him a sizeable sum of
money. The poor man thanked the Rebbe from the bottom of his heart and left the house feeling much
relieved.

A moment later, Reb Mendel summoned his attendant. He pressed a sum of money in his hands
and instructed him to hurry after the pauper and give him the money.

One of the Rebbe’s chassidim who saw what had happened asked for an explanation. “Why did
the Rebbe give the poor man two contributions?” he asked in puzzlement.

“When the poor man described his terrible plight,” Reb Mendel replied, “I was overcome with
pity for him. I gave him the first contribution to ease the anguish I felt in my heart. But then it occurred
to me that one must perform the mitzvah of tzedakah lishma, because Hashem commanded us. I therefore
sent my attendant out to give the man a second contribution. The second contribution was solely to fulfill
the mitzvah of tzedakah.”    

A Necessity of Life

“I’m tired of giving tzedakah,” a chasid complained to Reb Yaakov of Radzimin, zt”l. “No matter
how much I give, poor people keep coming back to ask for more. It never ends!”

“Tell me,” said Reb Yaakov, “don’t you get sick of eating? Every single day, three times a day,
you sit down to eat, and no matter how much you eat you are hungry again in a short while. How can you
stand it?”

“But Rebbe,”protested the chassid, “a person needs food in order to survive! One can’t live
without food!”

“And how can one live without giving tzedakah?” Reb Yaakov countered.  

 



Coins

A Warsaw merchant grew wealthy as the result of a blessing from Harav Yaakov Aryeh of
Radzimin, zt”l. To show his gratitude, he traveled to the tzaddik every month to give him a kvittel, along
with a pidyon of five golden rubels.

One day, he said to himself: The Rebbe gives the money I bring him directly to the poor. The
Rebbe is so holy that he doesn’t even understand the value of what i give him. Why should I throw my
money away for nothing?

The next time he gave the Rebbe a kvittel, he included five silver rubels. The Rebbe looked at the
coins and asked, “What’s this? You usually give me red coins, and these are white.”

“What difference does it make, Rebbe, whether the coins are red or white?” the merchant asked. 
“It makes no difference at all to me,” said the Rebbe, “but I see that the poor are happier when I

give them red coins. We know it makes no difference, but why not make them happy?”

A Chasid of Harav Dovid of Skver, zt”l, was conscripted to the army. He immediately went to Reb
Dovid for a bracha that he be exempted from army service. Reb Dovid blessed him and handed him a
small coin, instructing him to take it with him wherever he went. The loyal chasid gratefully accepted the
coin and left.

Days later, he went to army headquarters for his medical examination. In the middle of the exam,
he suddenly remembered that he had left the coin he’d received from Reb Dovid in the pocket of his
outer garment in the waiting room. Frantic, he jumped up, shouting, “My money! My money! I must
retrieve my money!”

He ran back to the waiting room and returned to the doctor a moment later clutching his precious
coin tightly in his hand obviously much relieved. The doctor, who had assumed the man must have left a
sizeable sum of money outside, couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw the coin of almost worthless value
his patient was clutching. Concluding that the man must surely be insane, he exempted him from army
duty!

The Loftiest Kavanah

One year, on Erev Rosh Hashana, Reb Zev Kitzes had reason to believe that his Rebbe, the saintly
Baal Shem Tov, would appoint him to blow the shofar for the group of holy men who davened with the
Rebbe on Rosh Hashana.

As he sat studying the holy Zohar in preparation of this exalted task, the Baal Shem Tov called
him aside and revealed to him the many secrets and mysteries of tekias shofar. He also taught Reb Zev
which kavanos he should have in mind when blowing each blast.  

When Reb Zev left his Rebbe’s room, he wrote down everything the Baal Shem Tov had taught
him. He then placed the slip of paper into his machzor. This way, in case he happened to forget what he
ought to be having in mind during a specific tekiah, he could consult the paper.

On Rosh Hashana, when the time came for tekias shofar, Reb Zev ascended the bimah, dressed in
his kittel and wrapped in his talis. Before pronouncing the bracha, he glanced at his machzor and saw that
the paper he had prepared was gone!

Reb Zev panicked. What about the lofty kavanos? He remembered nothing of what the Baal Shem
Tov had taught him! How could he blow the shofar for such a holy minyan if he didn’t know the proper
thoughts to have in mind? Thoroughly distraught, Reb Zev burst into tears.

Through the haze of tears, he noticed that the Baal Shem Tov was signaling him to begin. With a
broken heart, Reb Zev raised the shofar to his lips and blew the required one hundred blasts.

After Mussaf, the Baal Shem Tov told his distressed talmid: “Your kavanos during tekias shofar
were far loftier than those I taught you. You should know, my dear talmid, that kavanos during tefillah
are like keys that have the power to open gates, but a broken heart is like an ax that breaks down even
the most heavily bolted doors.”     

   

 



At the Kever of Rabi Shimon bar Yochai

In 1923 Lag BaOmer was on a Friday. Many people who went to Meron to celebrate the yahrtzeit
of Rabi Shimon chose to stay over Shabbos.

Friday night at Meron was a special experience as Yidden from all backgrounds partook of the
Shabbos seudah amid singing and divrei Torah. On Shabbos morning, minyan after minyan davened at
the holy site with great fervor.

All of a sudden,  a loud wail shattered the wonderful atmosphere. A little boy who had received
his first haircut the previous day had suddenly taken ill and stopped breathing. First aid was
administered, but to no avail. The child passed away.

Word spread quickly. Almost instantly, the singing and dancing came to a halt. Suddenly, the
bereaved mother pushed through the crowd, the dead child in her arms. She rushed into the shul next to
the tomb, placed the body on the ground and burst into tears.

“Saintly Reb Shimon!” she cried out. “When my child was born, I promised I’d bring him here
for his first haircut. I kept my word and brought him here yesterday, alive and well. How can I return
home without my son!?”

The crowd listened in horrified silence as the woman continued praying for her son. “Saintly Reb
Shimon, I am leaving my son here. Please do not make me go home empty-handed. So that Hashem’s
name shall be glorified throughout the world, give him back to me alive and well as he was when I
brought him here. Let everyone see that there is a G-d and that He does the will of tzaddikim!” 

The woman then turned around and exited the shul, leaving her son’s lifeless form behind.
A few moments passed. Then, from inside the shul, a weak voice was heard. “Mommy, I want

water. I’m so thirsty.”
The child’s mother rushed forward and threw open the door. To everyone’s amazement, the child,

who had lain lifeless just a few minutes earlier, was now standing on his feet! He ran directly into his
mother’s arms as the crowd fervently recited the blessing of Baruch mechayeh hameisim.  

The Ticking of the Clock

After the passing of the saintly Chozeh of Lublin, zt”l, his son, Reb Yosef, traveled to Lublin to
receive his portion of the inheritance: the Chozeh’s silken garment, a belt and a wall clock. On Reb
Yosef’s trip home from Lublin, the weather turned inclement. The wind howled fiercely and the rain
came down in sheets, making it impossible to travel the dirt roads. Reb Yosef had no choice but to stop
off for a while in the village he’d been passing through and wait until the weather cleared before
resuming his journey.

When the weather improved, Reb Yosef wanted to repay the Jew who had hosted him for his
kindness. He showed his host the garment, the belt, and the clock. “I don’t have any money,’ he said,
“but I can offer you one of these items, which belonged to my saintly father, the Chozeh of Lublin. Please
accept one of these holy items.”

The villager chose the clock.
Some time later, Reb Ber of Radoshitz, zt”l, happened to stay the night at the same villager’s

house. The villager put him up in the room where the clock that had once belonged to the saintly Chozeh
now hung. 

In the morning, Reb Ber asked the villager how he had come by the clock. When the villager
explained, Reb Ber smiled and nodded. “When I heard the ticking of the clock,” he said, “I immediately
knew it had belonged to the Chozeh of Lublin. The ticking of ordinary clocks informs one that the hour
of his death is approaching, but the Chozeh’s clock ticks the joyous message that the arrival of Moshiach
is drawing closer.     

  

 



Every Jew is Important
A simple Yid worked as the handyman in Reb Moshe Klier’s yeshiva in Teveria. When the

handyman’s son became engaged, he didn’t expect that anyone at the yeshivah would be particularly
interested in his news. He mentioned it to the Rosh Yeshivah, who wished him mazel tov, and he went about his
work as usual.

Reb Moshe stood at the entrance to the yeshiva and informed every student who arrived that the
handyman’s son had become a chassan. Each and every student approached the handyman and wished him a
warm and hearty mazel tov. The handyman glowed with joy for many days thereafter.

An Honest Complaint
A mentally ill man often brought his manuscripts, which were filled with utter nonsense, to the Chazon

Ish, zt”l, for approval. The Chazon Ish always treated the man with the greatest respect and never allowed
even the faintest glimmer of a smile to appear on his lips as he examined the man’s writings.

“What a beautiful handwriting you have!” he would exclaim. This way, the compliment was honest
and the poor man left feeling gratified.

The Considerate Patient
Harav Meir Chodosh, zt”l, Mashgiach of Yeshivas Chevron, was once hospitalized due to a serious

illness.
When a young intern entered Reb Meir’s room to draw blood from his arm, Reb Meir asked all his

visitors to leave the room. This was most unusual, for Reb Meir generally appreciated when his family was
present during doctors’ visits. Surprised as they were, though, his visitors complied with his wishes and waited
outside until the procedure was finished. 

As the visitors filed back into his room, Rav Chodosh explained: “Drawing blood can be a tricky
procedure, even for an experienced doctor. It isn’t always easy to find a vein, especially in the arm of an
elderly person. I knew the young intern must be feeling rather nervous, and I figured the last thing he wanted
was a crowd of people watching him. Imagine how flustered he would have grown had it been necessary for
him to make several attempts to pierce my vein, and with an audience yet! That’s why I asked you to leave.”

Gladdening the Hearts of Prisoners
The famed tzaddik of Yerushalayim Rav Aryeh Levin, zt”l, used to visit various jails to spend some

time with the prisoners, offering them comfort and encouragement and brightening their black lives.
One Shabbos, Rav Aryeh arrived at the gates of a certain jail, only to find that the British sentry on

duty would not allow him to enter. “There’s a curfew on today,” the sentry told Rav Aryeh. “You’re not
allowed to be out on the streets now. Make your way home immediately!”

A Jewish policeman standing nearby pleaded with the British sentry to make an exception for Rav
Aryeh. “Why prevent an elderly man from performing an act of kindness?” the policeman said persuasively,
“It must be very difficult for a man his age to walk all the way over here,” he went on, “but Rav Aryeh does it
every week, on a purely voluntary basis, to gladden the hearts of the prisoners.”   

The sentry could not believe his ears. The old man volunteered to visit prisoners? How could that be?
The sentry shook his head. No, it was impossible. He was sure Rav Aryeh received some compensation for his
work. And if that was the case, he’d better find himself a different line of work!

While the British sentry and the Jewish policeman were arguing, Rav Aryeh made his way around the
building, checking for an opening of some sort in the wall surrounding the jail. Maybe he’d find a foothold he
could use to help him climb in.

Finally, he found what he was looking for: a small foothold sticking out of the smooth wall. Like a
young, agile boy, Rav Aryeh used the foothold to help him climb to the top of the gate. Then he leaped inside
to the prison grounds.

The British sentry saw what had happened. “You are right,” he said to the Jewish policeman. “The
man must be a volunteer. A man who did this job for pay would never go to such lengths to get inside the jail.
This man is determined to visit the prisoners no matter what!”   

 



Missing the Point
When Reb Yitzchok of Vorke, zt”l, was very ill, someone mentioned to the Kotzker Rebbe, zt”l,

that Reb Yitzchok’s chasidim were reciting Tehillim in the hope that Hashem would have mercy and heal
their Rebbe.

“They are missing the point,” the Kotzker Rebbe said, “It is not Reb Yitzchok who is on trial in
Shamayim; it is our generation, to see if we are worthy of having such a leader. Instead of saying Tehillim,
we should all be doing teshuvah.” 

As Long as the Candles Burn
Very late one evening, Reb Yisroel Salanter, zt”l, noticed a small light shining through the window

of the local shoemaker’s home. He knocked softly on the door.
When the shoemaker opened the door, he asked, “Why are you still working so late at night?”
“My candle is still burning,” the shoemaker replied. “As long as the candle burns, it is still

possible to make repairs.”
The simple shoemaker’s words made a deep impression on Reb Yisroel. He often told his students

the story, concluding with the shoemaker’s words: “As long as the candle burns, it is possible to repair!
As long as a person is alive, he can still rectify his ways!”

A Father’s Love
Rav Chaim Shmulevitz, zt”l, often prayed with great fervor at Yad Avshalom.
One of Reb Chaim’s talmidim once asked him about this practice. Avshalom was a rasha, after all,

a rebellious son who caused his father, Dovid Hamelech, no end of trouble! What reason could Reb
Chaim possibly have for praying there with such intensity?

“Avshalom did indeed rebel against his father,” Reb Chaim explained, “but when Dovid heard
about his death, he wept bitterly and prayed that Avshalom merit entry into Gan Eden. From Dovid and
Avshalom, we learn that a father’s love for his son is unconditional. Even when a son behaves improperly
- even when he humiliates and tortures his father - his father forgives him.

“When I pray at Avshalom’s grave,” concluded Reb Chaim, “I beg Hashem to forgive us, even
though we have rebelled against Him, just as Dovid forgave Avshalom.”

Everyone is Crying
Harav Avrohom Weinberg, zt”l, Admor of Slonim, would frequently tell this story about the Gaon

Harav Shimshon, zt”l, Av Beis Din of Zivlin.
When Rav Shimshon was chosen to serve in Zivlin, he made two conditions. The first was that the

kehillah would not make any changes without his agreement. His second condition was that, in order not
to waste precious time which he could spend learning, he would judge kehillah matters and answer
questions only on Motzai Shabbos.

One day, his wife went to the market and spotted a fish she wished to buy for Shabbos. The wife
of a rich man was standing there, and she, too, wanted the fish. She raised the price, speaking in very
harsh words against Rav Shimshon’s wife, and bought the fish.

The onlookers were shocked at the rich woman’s behavior, saying, “It’s an offense to the kavod of
Torah that she talks to the Rav’s wife like that!” They decided this woman and her family must be taught
a lesson. However, the Rav could only be approached on Motzai Shabbos, so they told the Rebbetzin to
prepare her case by bringing up the story to her husband over Shabbos.  

On Friday night, the Rebbetzin told Rav Shimshon the story. “When did this happen?” “On
Tuesday,” she replied. 

Rav Shimshon paled, “Tuesday! And since Tuesday you have held a grudge against a bas Yisroel!
Rav Shimshon continued, “You must go appease her.” Together they went to the rich man’s house. As
soon as they opened the door, the whole family begged the Rav’s forgiveness, crying bitterly.

“We have come to request forgiveness from you for bearing a grudge since Tuesday!” the Rav
answered. The two sides wept, then parted in shalom.   

 



Reb Yosef Binyamin Rubin, zt”l, was a gabbai tzedaka par excellence. Neither scorching heat nor
drenching rains could prevent him from making his rounds of the shuls in Yerushalayim to collect money
for the poor.

Reb Yosef Binyamin’s “career” began when he was but a bachur of eighteen. One Friday night, he
stopped in to visit a married friend to wish him gut Shabbos. To his utter shock, he found the family
partaking of a Shabbos meal consisting of bread and yogurt. 

Dismayed by what he had seen, immediately after Shabbos, Reb Yosef Binyamin began collecting
for his friend and others like him. He continued doing so for the next forty years, until his passing. Even
during the week of his own sheva brachos, Reb Yosef Binyamin stood on a street corner collecting. “Must
the poor suffer just because I got married?” he asked. 

Reb Yosef Binyamin was careful to always preserve the recipients’ self-respect. Often, he would
slip money under a person’s door or ask an employer to give his employee a “raise,” for which he
provided the money.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Before accepting his esteemed position as Rav of Apta, Harav Avrohom Yehoshua Heschel, zt”l,
better known as the Ohev Yisroel, served as Rav in the city of Yassi (lasi). On his first Purim as Rav, he
received a beautiful mishloach manos arrangement from an esteemed member of the community. One
item in the arrangement was a bowl filled with golden coins.

The Ohev Yisroel’s son was shocked to see his father toy with the coins, fondly caressing them as
he rolled them around his palm. He knew his father scorned money. What had caused the sudden change
in his attitude?

So surprised and disturbed was the Ohev Yisroel’s son that he mustered up the courage to
question his father’s puzzling behavior. “Father,” he asked, “how is it that you seem to be deriving so
much pleasure from the money you received as a gift? Why, you generally attach no importance at all to
money, often refusing to even look at it or handle it!”

The Ohev Yisroel smiled and explained: “That is indeed the case all year round. On Purim,
however, we are especially commanded to perform the mitzvah of matanos la’evyonim. Since I shall be
performing a mitzvah with these coins, I wanted to first attach some importance to them on a personal
level, to develop some fondness toward them. After all, how can I perform a mitzvah with something I
consider utterly despicable?”   
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

   Harav Sholom of Belz, zt”l, was once summoned to appear before the local governor to answer
charges leveled against him by a number of maskilim, people who sought to become assimilated. The
governor, attempting to scare the Sar Sholom, thundered loudly, “Rabbi, you should be aware that I’m
Haman number two!”

The Sar Sholom calmly replied, “That doesn’t faze me in the least, honored governor. If you
recall, the first Haman did not succeed with his plans.” The Rebbe’s fortitude in answering as he did
found favor in the eyes of the governor, who freed him immediately.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Every Friday, Harav Avrohom Shlomo Hakohen, zt”l, Rav of Izmir, would go to the local jail and
put up a large sum of money as bail so the Jewish prisoners could spend Shabbos with their families.
Sometimes, a prisoner would run away, instead of returning to the jail after Shabbos like he was
supposed to, and then the Rav would lose a lot of money. 

One Friday, the Rav lacked the amount of money needed to free a certain prisoner. He offered to
take the prisoner’s place so the man could go home for Shabbos. When the Jews of Izmir learned that
their Rav was in jail, they immediately collected the necessary funds to free him.       

 



The Noda B’Yehuda, Harav Yechezkel Landau of Prague, zt”l, was once approached by two
Yidden who were collecting money to ransom Jewish captives. They explained that they needed 300 gold
coins in order to free the prisoners. 

To the men’s great surprise, Reb Yechezkel handed them 290 gold coins! They were delighted to
have achieved most of their goal so quickly, but at the same time, they were rather puzzled.

“Forgive us for questioning you, Rebbe,” one of the men asked, “but if you are spending so much
money for this mitzvah, why not add another ten coins and merit the completion of the mitzvah yourself?”

“I want the other people to have a chance to share in this great mitzvah as well,” the Noda
B’Yehudah replied.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

In 1972, a Sabena airplane was hijacked by terrorists who demanded the release of Palestinian
prisoners. When Harav Yisroel Abuchatzeira, zt”l, better known as the “Baba Sali,” heard the bitter
news, he immediately secluded himself in a room and remained there for a few hours. Suddenly, the
people in his house heard heartrending cries emanating from his room.

A short while later, the news arrived that the hostages had been freed. It was later learned that
the time of the liberation coincided exactly with the time the Baba Sali had burst into emotional sobs.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Shortly before Pesach, a Christian child was found murdered in the city of Buskevitch. A knife
found at the scene of the crime was determined to belong to the Rav of the city, Rav Shmuel Halevi,
author of Machatzis Hashekel.   

The mayor of the city, who was friendly with the Rav, arranged for a fair trial to be held, and
even granted Reb Shmuel a lawyer to defend him. The lawyer advised Reb Shmuel to deny that the knife
came from his house. “That way, they won’t be able to pin the crime on you,” he explained. 

But Reb Shmuel refused to lie. At the trial, he told the judge that the knife was indeed from his
home, adding that it must have been stolen and planted at the scene of the crime in an effort to make him
appear guilty.

The judge was impressed with Reb Shmuel’s honesty. After all, he could easily have denied
ownership of the knife. He was inclined to judge Reb Shmuel favorably and declare him innocent.

But the chief of police protested. “The Rabbi did not deny ownership of the knife because he knew
we have a witness who can testify that it does belong to him,”he insisted. 

The witness, a Christian youth who had once worked as  a servant in the Rav’s home, testified
that he could prove for certain that the knife belonged to the Rav. He described a small scratch on a
specific location on the blade of the knife. The judge checked the knife and found the scratch the youth
had described.

Now Reb Shmuel spoke up. “Your honor,” he said to the judge, “how could this youth know
which of the many knives in my house was used to commit the crime? The only possible answer is that he
stole the knife from my home and used it to murder the innocent child!”

After additional interrogation, the youth broke down and admitted the truth. Had Reb Shmuel
denied ownership of the knife, the judge would have been inclined to believe the witness and the entire
Jewish community would have suffered as a result. It was Reb Shmuel’s firm decision to only speak the
truth no matter what, that saved the day.    
  

   

 



Ayin Tovah

The Pnei Menachem of Gur, zt”l, often urged his chassidim to develop “a good eye,” that is, to see
their fellow men in a positive light and to be happy for others when things were going well for them
rather than begrudge them their good fortune.

Once, a well-known eye specialist came to the Pnei Menachem to receive a blessing before
traveling to participate in an international conference for ophthalmologists. The Pnei Menachem gave
the man his blessing and asked that when the time came for him to speak at the convention, he convey to
the audience a special message from a “Rabbi in Israel.”

This was the message the Pnei Menachem had for the eye specialists: “As doctors dedicated to
improving human eyesight, it behooves you to have a generous view of your fellow human beings. In
particular, do not withhold information or research in order to reap greater personal gain.”

Upon his return to Eretz Yisroel, the specialist told the Rebbe that after his speech, a certain
doctor had admitted to being guilty of the conduct decried by the “Rabbi in Israel.” He had discovered a
cure for a certain condition but had been withholding it until he could figure out how to ensure that he
receive maximum credit and recompense for his discovery. The inspiring message had convinced him to
change his attitude, he said, and he was prepared to disclose the results of his research for the benefit of
mankind.

On a different occasion, the Pnei Menachem went to see an excellent doctor who had a reputation
for being brusque with his patients. Despite his reputation, the doctor was extremely courteous when
treating the Pnei Menachem.

During the course of the visit, the doctor asked the Pnei Menachem a thorny question. The Rebbe
told him he’d answer the question on condition that he would then be permitted to ask the doctor a
question in return. The doctor agreed.

The Rebbe responded to the doctor’s question and then posed his own: “Do you treat all your
patients with the same respect and courtesy I received?”

The doctor averted his gaze in embarrassment, and the Rebbe immediately went on, “I would like
to request that you treat all your patients with respect.”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Rav Shlomo Wagschal of Gateshead, England, often related the following parable in the name of
Rav Tzvi Hirsch Ferber, zt”l, a well-known talmid chochom and Rav of a community in London. 

There was once a simple Yid, who worked as a chimney sweep. Although he personally knew only
the very basics of Yiddishkeit, he wanted his daughter, the apple of his eye, to marry a Torah scholar. He
was prepared to offer a handsome dowry to a young man who answered this description.

A clever matchmaker realized that not many young men would be eager to become a son-in-law of
a chimney sweep. He overcame this difficulty by finding a chasan from a different town. Neither the
chasan nor his parents knew that the bride’s father worked as a chimney sweep. 

The chimney sweep hoped not to work on the day of the wedding so that he would be free of any
telltale soot at the occasion. To his chagrin, however, a wealthy customer who provided him with much of
his livelihood needed him to clean a chimney that very day and would not be put off.

The chimney sweep worked as fast as he could, hoping to have enough time to wash up before the
wedding. But the job was long and tedious, and he finished just as his daughter was leaving the house to
her chuppah. The father had not even a moment to wash his blackened face. Imagine his shame as he
stood under the chuppah with a filthy face! 

We are supposed to use the month of Ellul to prepare for the upcoming Yamim Nora’im. If we
don’t start “washing up” in time, we might just find ourselves with “blackened faces” on the holiest days
of the year!               

 



Tefillah
Reb Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev, zt”l, would often say that the simple faith of unlearned Yidden

had a tremendous impact in Shamayim.
Reb Levi Yitzchok once spent a night at an inn shortly before Rosh Hashana. When he rose early

in the morning to recite Selichos, he noticed that the innkeeper was reading something aloud from a
notebook.

Listening closely, Reb Levi Yitzchok understood that the innkeeper had been keeping  a diary in
which he had recorded all of his sins. “On this day I overcharged a guest at my inn,” the innkeeper was
saying. “On that day I missed davening with a minyan. On a different day I desecrated Shabbos  by
discussing business matters. “After each sin he recounted, the innkeeper sighed deeply.

When he was done relating all of his sins, the innkeeper declared, “Ribbono shel Olam, I have not
been a good Jew, it is true. I have not been careful enough with Your mitzvos. But You seem not to have
treated Your Chosen people well, either!

“Let us take a look at the other part of my notebook. On this day, thieves broke into my inn and
stole a week’s profit. On a different day, my cow died. Children in this town have been orphaned, and
fine young men have fallen ill. We have suffered one pogrom after another.

“I will make a deal with you, Ribbono shel Olam,” the innkeeper concluded. “I will forgive You
and You will forgive me. Let us begin with a clean slate.” With these words, he threw his notebook into
the fireplace. Then he went on to recite Selichos.  

Reb Levi Yitzchok was known for defending the Jewish people before Hashem and for
interpreting their actions in the best possible light. When he repeated the story of the innkeeper to his
chassidim, he explained that the sincerity of the simple Jew’s “conversation with Hashem” had turned
the tide in Klal Yisroel’s favor.

“I Don’t Have your Watch!”
While traveling to a distant city on a crowded coach, Rav Akiva Eiger, zt”l, was suddenly accosted

by the passenger sitting next to him.’
“My watch!” shouted the man, distraught. “My gold watch is gone,  and you must be the thief!”

“Excuse me sir,” said Rav Akiva, “I assure you I didn’t take your watch.”
“Liar!” shouted the man. “It couldn’t have been anyone else. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, an

elderly man like you! Return it immediately!” He grabbed hold of Rav Akiva’s coat and began shaking
him furiously.

“Please believe me,” protested Rav Akiva gently. “I didn’t steal your watch.”
The man insisted on searching Rav Akiva’s pockets. Of course, he found nothing, but that didn’t

stop him from ranting and raving throughout the rest of the journey about the “thief” sitting next to him.
When the coach pulled up to their destination, the passengers collected their packages and

disembarked.
Throngs of people lined the streets, and enormous posters welcomed the great tzaddik to the city.

The gentleman who had lost his watch approached somebody and asked what the commotion was about.
In whose honor had the whole town gathered?

“Oh, haven’t you heard? Rav Akiva Eiger is coming to grace our city with his presence! Oh, look!
There he is, the great tzaddik of our generation!”

The man followed the pointing finger and nearly fainted. He had accused the Gadol Hador of
stealing his watch!

Aghast, he pushed his way through the crowd, fell to Rav Akiva’s feet and cried out, “Rebbe!
Rebbe! Forgive me!”

“What is it you want from me?” asked Rav Akiva, alarmed that the same man was back again.
“Please believe me; I’m telling the truth! I don’t have your watch!”

In his great humility, it didn’t dawn on Rav Akiva Eiger that the man had discovered who he was
and was now appalled at how he’d accused the Rav.   
  

 



True Friendship

Harav Yaakov Yitzchok Rabinowitz, zt”l, better known as the Yid Hakadosh, of Peshischa,
showed signs of rare genius already as a young child. Not only was he a brilliant student, he was also
blessed with an extraordinary ability to explain and clarify very complex topics so that his lees talented
peers would understand them as well.

Once, when the melamed at cheder taught a certain topic, young Yaakov Yitzchok caught on
immediately, but the rest of his friends did not. The melamed explained over and over again, to no avail.
Finally, he gave up and asked Yaakov Yitzchok to try. Yaakov Yitzchok did such a masterful job that
everyone understood the matter fully. The melamed praised Yaakov Yitzchok effusively, implying that
the other boys were not up to par. The boys felt hurt and resentful. One boy, Yeshaya, burst into bitter
tears and could not be consoled.

When Yaakov Yitzchok saw his friend’s reaction, he felt so bad that he fell ill. He soon recovered
and returned to cheder, but he seemed like a different child. No longer was he the class genius. In fact, he
seemed to have trouble keeping up with the others.

At the same time, Yeshaya suddenly became a star pupil. Everyone was amazed at his deep
understanding of even the most complex topics. By the time Yeshaya celebrated his bar mitzvah, he was
known  as a great iluy. Reb Aryeh Leib Charif, Rosh Yeshivas Pshevorsk, invited him to study at his
famed Yeshiva. To everyone’s surprise, Yeshaya agreed on the condition that his friend Yaakov Yitzchok
join as well.

Yeshaya continued to excel at the Yeshiva. Once, the Rosh Yeshiva announced before all the
bachurim in the Yeshiva that he was sure Yeshaya would illuminate the entire world with his Torah. 

In response, Yeshaya leapt to his feet and cried out, “Everything I know is thanks to my friend
Yaakov Yitzchok!” He then related how Yaakov Yitzchok had approached him on the day of the incident
described above and begged his forgiveness for having caused him embarrassment and distress. Ever
since that day, Yeshaya related, Yaakov Yitzchok had studied with him in secret, helping him gain fame
as an iluy while he himself was considered a dullard.

Sincere Regret

An elderly chassid came to the Belzer Rebbe, Reb Yissaschar Dov. “Rebbe,” he said, “I’m already
an old man. My time in this world is nearly up. Please tell me how to repent for the sins of my youth.” 

“If you truly regret your sins, you will be forgiven,” the Rebbe replied.
“How can I tell if I’ve reached the proper level of regret?” the chassid asked.

“Let me tell you a story,” the tzaddik replied. “Once, there was a merchant named Yankel who
was in a big rush to reach the large fair at Leipzig. He had with him a number of wagons filled with
goods he knew to be in high demand. On the day he entered Leipzig, it began to rain. The rain did not let
up for a few days, and as a result, other merchants, some carrying the same goods as Yankel, could not
reach the city. Whoever needed the type of goods Yankel had for sale approached him eagerly.

“Seeing the huge demand for his goods, Yankel thought he saw a way to make a handsome profit.
He put off his would-be customers, refusing to sell  them his goods, in the hope that this would drive the
price ever higher. That way, when he finally did sell, he’d make a fortune. 

“Yankel continued refusing to sell his goods for a number of days. The weather remained
inclement, and the price for his goods did indeed skyrocket. One evening, however, the rain suddenly
stopped. The following morning, the fair was filled with merchants who had arrived with their goods.
Overnight, the price dropped drastically.

“When you regret your sins as much as Yankel regretted not having sold his merchandise the day
before the price plummeted,” the tzaddik concluded, “you may rest assured you’ll be forgiven.”

   

  

 

 



The Power of a Mitzvah

An irreligious Jew once came to Reb Yosef Meir of Spinka, zt”l, to ask for the Rebbe’s blessing. “I
was falsely accused of a terrible crime,” he wept, “and my enemies have bribed people to testify against
me in court. Rebbe, I am innocent. Please grant me your blessing that I will be acquitted!”

“Do you keep Shabbos?” asked the Rebbe.
“No, replied the man, “Shabbos is my most profitable day!”

“What about kashrus? Are you careful with the laws of meat and milk?”
‘Honestly, Rebbe! I’m far too busy to spend my time with such complex laws.”

“Do you put on tefillin? Do you daven?” 
The man sighed. “No, Rebbe. I told you: I don’t have time for such things.”

“I will give you a pair of tefillin,” said the Rebbe. “If you put them on for a short while every day,
I can guarantee you an acquittal.”

“Oh, all right,” the man grudgingly replied.
One year later, the man returned to the Rebbe, but he now looked entirely different. He had

become completely observant, and he wanted to ask the Rebbe to help him do teshuva for his past sins.
The Rebbe asked him what had happened.

“Well,” replied the man, “I began wearing the tefillin for a few minutes every day, and I was
indeed acquitted, just as the Rebbe had promised. It occurred to me that since I was already putting on
the tefillin, it might be appropriate for me to say a few words of thanks to Hashem for having helped me
out with my problem. As time went on, my prayers grew a bit longer each day, until I was praying like a
good Jew every morning. Soon I was praying three times a day.

“At that point, I began to feel very uncomfortable. How could I pray with such devotion when I
didn’t even keep Shabbos or kashrus? It wasn’t long before I was observing all the mitzvos.”      

The Botany Lesson

Harav Yisroel Zev Gustman, zt”l, Rosh Yeshiva of Yeshivas Netzach Yisroel in Yerushalayim,
used to personally water the Yeshiva’s garden. Reb Yisroel Zev’s students often tried to convince him
that it was not suitable for a man of his stature to do such menial work, but he refused to listen. 

Finally, one student worked up the courage to ask his Rebbe about his puzzling behavior.
“Before the Holocaust, I held a position as a Dayan in Harav Chaim Ozer Grodzenski’s Beis Din

in  Vilna,” Reb Yisroel Zev replied. “Often, Reb Chaim Ozer, zt”l, and I would go for a walk to discuss
certain matters relating to the Beis din. Many of our discussions took place in the public gardens located
not far from the city.

“One day, Reb Chaim Ozer turned to me and began telling me about the various plants and
flowers in the garden. Some plants had medicinal qualities: eating them or applying them to the skin
could heal various ailments. Some plants were dangerous to touch, while others could be fatal if eaten.

“I wondered why Reb Chaim Ozer was telling me all this, but I didn’t dare ask. I just listened
carefully and did my best to absorb the information.

“When the war broke out, I survived by hiding in the forest. I was there for a long time. Having
no food, I was forced to depend on the plants and flowers in the forest for sustenance. Only then did I
understand the reason for Reb Chaim Ozer’s botany lesson.

“That is why I like to personally water the garden. I feel a debt of gratitude to the plants and
flowers that saved my life.”     

 



Soldier in Hashem’s Army

Even as a young child, Harav Chaim of Sanz, zt”l, was renowned for his love of Torah and
mitzvos.

Once, an adult spotted little Chaim’ke murmuring to himself with great seriousness. “Why are
you talking to yourself, Chaim’ke?” he asked.

The young boy smiled. “I’m reviewing the 613 mitzvos of the Torah. I want to know them by heart.” 
“Wouldn’t your time be better spent studying Chumash or Mishnayos?” asked the man.

“Let me explain,” replied Chaim’ke. “One day, I happened to overhear a conversation between
two of the Czar’s soldiers.

“ ‘Do you remember what our commander instructed us to do during the military mission we’ll
be carrying out tomorrow?’ one soldier asked his comrade.

“ ‘Of course,’ replied the second soldier. ‘Every evening, I review the commander’s orders. A
good soldier must know all the military commands by heart. If even one soldier doesn’t bother reviewing
and makes a mistake on the battlefield - he causes all the soldiers to lose the battle!’

“When I heard that conversation,” concluded young Chaim’ke, “I thought to myself that we
Yidden are soldiers in the army of Hashem! Our ‘military commands’ are the mitzvos, and I do so want
to be a good soldier in Hashem’s army! That’s why I’m constantly reviewing the mitzvos.” 

The Difficult Rambam

One way in which Yidden prepare for Pesach is by studying the halachos pertaining to the Yom
Tov. 

Harav Sholom Schwadron, zt”l, the famed Maggid of Yerushalayim, related the following story:
“My son-in-law, Rav Breichman, and I went to the Brisker Rav (Reb Velvele, zt”l,) to ask him a

difficult question on the Rambam regarding the halachos of korban Pesach. The Rav listened to us
attentively and then turned to his son, Reb Yoshe Ber, who was sitting at his side.

“‘Answer their question, please,’ he said, ‘but first, describe to them the circumstances under
which we discussed the explanation of that Rambam.’

“This is what Reb Yoshe Ber told us,” Reb Sholom continued. “ ‘During World War II, we tried
to escape the Nazis by fleeing to Vilna. As we traveled along the road in a rickety wagon, enemy planes
flew overhead, bombing the area relentlessly. We were terrified, but we had no choice but to forge ahead,
along with thousands of other refugees.

“‘Apparently it wasn’t difficult for the pilots to spot large groups of people traveling along the
main road, for suddenly they began dropping bombs literally over our heads. We knew we could be killed
at any moment. We tried to steer our wagon to the side of the road, hoping to find shelter. Finally, we
stopped under a thick cluster of trees. As soon as we were under the trees, my father turned to me and
said, ‘I have an explanation for that Rambam.’ It was the same Rambam you just asked about,’ Reb
Yoshe Ber concluded.

“Reb Yoshe Ber then proceeded to tell us the pshat in Rambam.
“When we heard the explanation, along with the circumstances under which the Brisker Rav had

delivered it, we were astounded,” Reb Sholom concluded. “We couldn’t contain our tears of emotion.”      
   

 



Adding And Enhancing A Name

Harav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, zt”l, Rav of Yerushalayim, was named Chaim at his bris. The
name Yosef was added on later in his life, when he was already a young man.

Rav Chaim fell ill one year shortly before Yom Kippur, and he was afraid he might not be able to
fast on the holy day. When Rav Chaim’s rebbi, the Gaon of Brisk, zt”l, heard about the situation, he
asked that Rav Chaim be told in his name that he gave Rav Chaim his word that he would be able to fast
safely - on condition that he spend Yom Kippur day resting at home.

It seemed as if Rav Chaim accepted his rebbi’s instructions, so his family was astounded to see
him hurrying out to the beis knesses to daven Maariv on Erev Yom Kippur!

“My rebbi said nothing about Maariv,” he explained. “His messenger specifically said I should rest
at home all day.”

After Yom Kippur, Rav Chaim’s situation took a turn for the worse. His rebbi spent an entire day
at his bedside and then finally decided to add the name Yosef to his given name, Chaim. The name Yosef
literally means “he will add,” and the name Chaim means “life.” The name Yosef Chaim alluded to
everyone’s prayers that Hashem add years to Rav Chaim’s life. Indeed, Rav Yosef Chaim immediately
felt better. Within a few days, he was back to his regular routine.

A few years later, on Purim, Rav Yosef Chaim brought his rebbi mishloach manos very early in
the morning. The Gaon of Brisk praised his student for his alacrity, stating, “Zerizin makdimin
lemitzvos.” 

Rav Yosef Chaim smiled and said, “It was the rebbi who turned me into a zariz. At first, my name
was only Chaim. When the rebbi added Yosef to my name, the gematria [numerical equivalent] of my full
name, Yosef Chaim, became equal to the gematria of the word zariz.” 

Hearing Rav Chaim’s clever response, the Brisker Gaon rose and recited the blessing written in
the Gemara to be recited when one sees that one’s student is successful: Brich Rachmana dechamei li
peirin ad da’ana bachaim, “Blessed is Hashem Who has shown me fruits during my lifetime.”

Worth Everything

Harav Chaim Shaul Dweck, zt”l, was a great mekubal who ascended to Yerushalayim from Syria,
where he was born.

A few years after he arrived in Eretz Yisroel, Rav Chaim Shaul contracted a serious eye disease
that caused him excruciating pain. His condition deteriorated rapidly, and when he visited the eye doctor
he was informed that he would have to undergo complicated eye surgery. 

“I must tell you,” continued the doctor, “that there isn’t a surgeon in this country who is capable
of performing such difficult and delicate surgery. You’ll have to travel abroad, where they are more
experienced in carrying out this procedure.”

Rav Chaim Shaul was horrified. “Are you suggesting that I leave my beloved Eretz Yisroel!?” he
asked. “Never! There is no way I will willingly set foot out of Eretz Yisroel.”

The doctor tried his best to persuade his esteemed patient to change his mind - to no avail. Left
with no choice, the local doctors performed the surgery Rav Chaim Shaul’s eyes. A few days after the
surgery, when the bandages were removed from his eyes, the tragic news came to light: Rav Chaim Shaul
was completely blind.

As his family and friends stood around his bed, utterly heartbroken at the enormity of the
tragedy, Rav Chaim Shaul accepted the news with equanimity. “I have no regrets,” he said. “It’s worth
giving up everything in order to avoid leaving the holiness of Eretz Yisroel, even if only for a brief while.”   

 

 



Proper use of Hashem-Given Aptitude

Harav Akiva Eiger, zt”l, gained renown as a great genius at a very young age. By the time he was
fifteen, he was said to have an extraordinary command of Shas and poskim. 

A wealthy man who was also a talmid chacham of note heard about the young genius and thought
he would make a fine husband for his daughter. Accompanied by two other Torah scholars, he set off for
the city of Breslau to meet the young man and see if the rumored reports were indeed true.

When they met with the bachur, the wealthy man and his companions began discussing a
complicated sugya in Shas. Young Akiva listened carefully but added nothing to the conversation. He sat
in silence, as if he were having trouble following what the men were discussing.

Baffled, the men left and set off for home. “Is this what people call a genius?” they wondered.
“How come we didn’t see any sign of even ordinary intelligence?” they asked each other.

After their guests had left, young Akiva’s father turned to him and asked, “What happened? Why
didn’t you participate in the conversation? Didn’t you understand what they were talking about?”

“I knew you must be wondering about my behavior,” responded the boy. “I couldn’t offer any
answers to their questions, because the questions were not properly formulated. One of the men forgot an
explicit Gemara, and another was mistaken in reference to a Tosafos. Since they’re both older than I am,
I didn’t want to point out their mistakes and embarrass them. 

“I couldn’t answer their questions, because they weren’t really questions at all, so I chose to
remain silent.”  

“But now the father of the girl will no longer want to take you as a chassan for his daughter,” said
Reb Akiva’s father.  

“Better that the shidduch come to nothing,” responded the bachur, “than to be guilty of
humiliating one’s fellow man.”

The End of The Story

Harav Yisroel of Ruzhin, zt”l, related the following story:
There was once a chassid who earned a comfortable living as a fur merchant. Once a year, he

traveled to a large fair and invested all his money in fur-lined coats, hats and boots. He sold these items
throughout the freezing-cold winter at a handsome profit and thus supported his family.

One year, there was an unusually warm winter, and nobody bought fur garments. The merchant
was stuck with all his merchandise, and his family began to starve.

One morning, just as the chassid was leaving for shul, the paritz’s wagon drew up to his home.
The paritz wanted to buy all of the merchant’s stock!

“I’m sorry,” replied the chassid, “but I don’t do business before davening.”
And here the tzaddik fell silent.

“Nu, and how does the story end?” the listeners wanted to know.
“That’s the end of the story!” the tzaddik exclaimed. “Look at the extent of a Jew’s emunah and

bitachon in Hashem!” 

What Faith Can Accomplish

The Baal Shem Tov, zt”l, was at a roadside inn when he overheard a conversation between two
simple Jews.

“What will be?” the first Jew said worriedly. “Times are so hard. We Yidden are suffering so
many tzaros!”

“Hashem will surely help, the second Jew replied.
The Baal Shem Tov immediately ordered a festive seudah for himself and his chassidim. “This

man’s innocent declaration was so full of faith,” he said, “that tens of thousands of Jews were spared
unspeakable tzaros in his merit!  

  

 



A Prayer for Proper Concentration

Before reciting Birchas Hamazon, the Yesod Veshoresh Ha’avodah, Harav Alexander Ziskind of
Horodna, zt”l, used to beseech Hashem to prevent anyone from knocking at his door while he was
bentching, so that he might be able to recite the entire Birchas Hamazon without having his concentration
interrupted. 

That’s the Difference

A chassid of Harav Aharon of Karlin, zt”l, once watched as the Rebbe recited a bracha and ate an
apple. When all is said and done, the chassid thought to himself, the Rebbe is not so different from me. He
makes a bracha and eats an apple just the same way I do.  

Reb Aharon could tell what his chassid was thinking. “We both recite a bracha on an apple and
then eat it,” he said to the chassid. “Let me tell you what the difference is. I wake up in the morning, and
through my window, I see the beauty of the world outside. I become so filled with awe at the wisdom and
beauty of Hashem’s creations, that I feel the need to express my gratitude to Hashem in some way.
Because it is forbidden to make a bracha levatalah, I take a fruit so that I will be able to bless Hashem.

“You, on the other hand, feel the desire to eat a juicy, tasty apple. Because you are a G-d-fearing
man, you pause to recite the bracha of borei pri ha’etz before partaking of this treat. 

“I eat the apple in order to be able to recite a bracha,” the Rebbe concluded, “while you recite a
bracha in order to eat the apple.”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Two Yidden - let’s call them Berel and Gimpel -  lived in neighboring villages. Berel was a firm
believer in the power of tzaddikim, while Gimpel was not. Ironically, Berel’s wife, Baila, did not really
belive that a tzaddik’s blessing or advice could really make a difference, while Gimpel’s wife, Gittel, was
convinced it could.

One day, Berel fell ill. The doctors who came to see him were unable to help, and his condition
began to deteriorate. He asked his wife to travel to the saintly Rebbe of Ruzin, zt”l, to ask for a bracha.
Although she doubted this would do any good, Baila agreed to go.

En route to Ruzin, Baila passed through the village where Gittel lived. When Gittel heard where
Baila was going, she begged to join. She and her husband were in trouble with the local poritz from whom
they leased an inn. The rent was due but they didn’t have the money to pay, and the poritz was
threatening to throw them in jail. She was positive that a bracha from the Rebbe would bring a yeshuah
(salvation).

When the women arrived in Ruzin, the Rebbe’s gabbai asked them why they had come and wrote
up kvitlach with their respective requests. Somehow, the kvitlach got switched, and each woman handed
the Rebbe her friend’s kvittel.

“May Hashem help you,” the Rebbe said to Baila, the sick man’s wife, who had handed him the note
detailing the trouble with the poritz.

“Your husband should be treated with leeches,” he advised Gittel, who’d unknowingly handed
him the kvittel saying that her husband was ill. (At the time, many illnesses were treated by placing
leeches on a sick person’s back and allowing them to suck his diseased blood.) 

The Rebbe’s advice struck Gittel as strange, as her husband was perfectly healthy, but her faith
never wavered. Arriving home, she insisted her husband follow the Rebbe’s instructions. He got into bed,
leeches were applied to his body, and soon he was bleeding profusely.

Just then, the poritz’s messenger came to collect the money. When he saw what a terrible state
Gimpel was in, he hurried to tell the poritz.

The poritz felt so bad for Gimpel that he agreed to forgive the debt!
The Rebbe of Ruzin later said that Gimpel was saved in the merit of his wife’s emunas chachomim.

       

 



Kavod Hatorah

Early one Shabbos morning, a young man on his way to shul in Teveria happened to glance at the
eruv wires running high above him. The city of Teveria has many natural borders (such as Lake Kinneret
on one side and the Galilee mountains on the other), which generally preclude the need for an eruv, but
halachic giants of previous generations had ruled that these were insufficient.

The young man thought he spotted a problem with the eruv. It seemed to him that the eruv was
not constructed properly! He hurried over to the beis medrash to discuss the matter with the local Rav,
Rav Moshe Kliers, zt”l.

Reb Moshe dispatched someone to verify who was responsible for the construction of the eruv.
The man returned  a few moments later with the information that the eruv had been constructed
according to the instructions of the local Sephardic Rav, Rav Yaakov Chai Zrihan, zt”l.

Reb Moshe smiled and informed the young man who had come to him with the problem that the
eruv was, in fact, quite kosher, promising to discuss the matter in greater depth at some other point. The
man accepted the Rav’s ruling in silence.

On Sunday morning, Rav Kliers showed up at Rav Zrihan’s home and suggested that the two of
them spend some time studying together at a nearby beis knesses. Upon Rav Klier’s request, they studied
the sugyos dealing with the laws of eruv. As the two delved deeper and deeper into the complex laws, Rav
Zrihan suddenly clapped his hand to his forehead and exclaimed, “Oh, no! I have made a great mistake!
The eruv this Shabbos was not totally , 100% according to halacha!”

Rav Kliers explained that this was, in fact, the reason for his visit. He told Rav Zrihan that
someone had, in fact, pointed out the problem during Shabbos. Rav Zrihan assumed that Rav Kliers had
warned everyone that the eruv should not be relied upon - but Rav Kliers informed him that he had done
nothing of the sort. 

“You see,” explained Rav Kliers, “the mitzvah of eruv in our city stems from the words of our
Sages, but the mitzvah of kavod haTorah is d’Oraisa!” 

Your Children are Good

Harav Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev, zt”l, dearly loved his fellow Jews and always sought to judge
even the sinners among them favorably. Once, a traveling darshan passed through the city of Berditchev
and requested the Rav’s permission to address the community in the beis medrash. Reb Levi Yitzchok
agreed, on the condition that the darshan give his word to refrain from describing Klal Yisroel’s many
sins and wrongdoings. The darshan agreed to the condition.

In middle of his speech, the darshan forgot his promise and began rebuking the audience severely,
describing in great detail their sins and the punishments they could expect from Shamayim.

Reb Levi Yitzchok glanced Heavenward and said, “Please, Ribbono shel Olam, pay no heed to this
man’s words. Your children are good. The darshan is saying these things because that is what he must do
to earn his living.”

The Wrong Man

Mr. Amos Bunim, z”l, once accompanied Harav Aharon Kotler, zt”l, to seek a donation for
the Lakewood Yeshiva from a wealthy man. The man openly refused, denigrating Reb Aharon. Mr.
Bunim rebuked the individual sharply.

Later, Reb Aharon said, “Amos, you felt sorry for the wrong man. You rebuked that man
because you felt bad on my behalf, but your concern should have been for him, not for me. I am
perfectly willing to forgo my own kavod for the sake of Torah. You should feel sorry for him, for he
has not merited to support Torah.”   

 



Hashem’s Wondrous Creations

Harav Avigdor Miller, zt”l, constantly taught those close to him to be grateful for every aspect of
life. When it rained, he would encourage people to stop complaining about the bad weather and and
instead thank Hashem for making the fruits and vegetables grow. He frequently pointed out how the
shape, color and size of Hashem’s various creations were so perfectly suited to the purpose they served in
the world.

“Hashem’s wisdom is obvious in everything around us,” he would say. “Just examine an orange, a
banana, your eye, your hand. ... Only Hashem could have designed these things. We must be aware of
this constantly and never stop thanking Him.” He would say that Hashem could have created a
black-and-white world. He chose to make it colorful only in order to make it more pleasurable for us
human beings.

A grandchild once watched him sit down to eat an apple. Before reciting the bracha, Reb Avigdor
looked closely at the apple and exclaimed, “Ribbono shel Olam, look at this magnificent apple that You
created! There is so much wisdom in its waterproof enclosure and so much beauty in its deep red color.
And it smells so temptingly sweet! How can I even begin to thank You for making it grow especially for
me?” 

Only then did he recite the bracha and take an appreciative bite. 
A different grandchild once came to visit and found Rabbi Miller with his face submerged in the

kitchen sink. A moment later, Rabbi Miller lifted his head from the water, took a deep breath and
exclaimed, “Ah, the air is so wonderful!”

Puzzled by what he had seen, the child asked his grandfather why he had held his face under water.
“On my way home earlier today,” Rabbi Miller replied, “someone commented to me that the air

was so full of pollution lately. I was afraid his comment might affect my appreciation of the wonderful air
Hashem created, so I decided to remind myself just how necessary and wonderful air is. After
submerging my head in water and not being able to breathe for a few seconds, I can tell you with
certainty that there is nothing more wonderful!”

The Righteousness of the Rav of Yerushalayim

         The wife of a wealthy man once came to the Rav of Budapest with a special request. She and her
husband had no children, and she wanted to give the Rav four hundred gold coins in exchange for his
promise that he would pray that she be blessed with a child.
       The Rav advised the woman to send the money to Harav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, zt”l, Rav of
Yerushalayim. “He is a great tzaddik,” the Rav said. “Let us hope that Hashem will heed his prayers and
bless you with a child.”
          Overjoyed, the woman heeded the Rav’s advice and sent the money to Yerushalayim, together with
a letter from the Rav. 
        Weeks passed. One day, the woman’s husband came to the Rav of Budapest, greatly upset. “Why
did you send the money to the Rav of Yerushalayim without my knowledge or consent? I demand the
money back! I want you to send a letter asking him to return the money.”
The Rav was, of course, reluctant to do so, offering instead to pay the money out of his own pocket. In the
middle of their discussion, the postman arrived with a letter for the Rav. Amazingly enough, the letter
was from Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, and the four hundred golden coins were enclosed! The note
accompanying the package read, “I received your letter along with the four hundred golden coins.
However, you write that a woman gave you the money, and I fear she may have done so without her
husband’s consent. I am therefore returning the money, and I ask that you hurry to return it to its
owner. Of course, I have prayed for the woman regardless of the money. May Hashem accept my
tefillos.” 
     

 



No Ko’ach to Wait!

Reb Yisroel of Ruzin, zt”l, told his chassidim the following story:
An ignorant villager traveled to a city for Rosh Hashana. Arriving in the beis medrash, the

villager stood silently and watched everyone pray. When the congregation davened Shemoneh Esrei,
many people began crying bitterly. Why are they crying? the villager wondered. It must be because the
prayers are taking so long, and they’re hungry already. He began to cry as well.

After Shemoneh Esrei, the people stopped crying and the villager wondered why. Then he thought
he’d figured out why: Before he had left his accommodations that morning, he had seen that there was a
tough piece of meat in the tzimmes. The longer the meat cooked, the tastier the tzimmes would be, so there
was really no reason to be upset that the davening was taking so long. He, too, stopped crying.

During tekias shofar, the congregation began weeping again. The villager was confounded, until
he thought of an explanation: It’s true that the longer we wait, the tastier the food will be - but we don’t
have the strength to wait that long! And he burst into tears.

The chassidiim realized that the Rebbe’s parable alluded to galus. As we await Moshiach, our sins
are being forgiven - but we cry to Hashem that we haven’t the strength to wait that long! 

Just a Few More Minutes

The Lelover Rebbe, Harav Moshe Mordechai Biderman, zt”l, suffered tremendous pain during
the last few years of his life, but he never complained or even so much as groaned aloud.

“Tell me your secret,” his doctor once asked him. “How can you bear such intense pain in silence?”
“It’s very simple,” replied the Rebbe. “You see, I believe with perfect faith that Moshiach will

arrive at any moment, and when he does, all pain will disappear. When I bear in mind that my suffering
will last only a few moments longer, the pain is not that terribly difficult to bear.”  

The Invisible Wall

Reb Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, once attended a meeting held at a hotel in New York. The meeting
broke for Mincha, and in the middle of chazoras hashatz, someone came to tell Reb Moshe that he had an
urgent phone call from Eretz Yisroel.

Reb Moshe did not move.
“Rebbe, a phone call from Eretz Yisroel,” the messenger repeated. “It’s urgent!”

Still Reb Moshe did not budge.
Reb Moshe waited for the man behind him to complete Shemoneh Esrei and only then did he

leave to accept the phone call. Later, someone asked Reb Moshe why he hadn’t stepped out immediately.
“There was a wall behind me, didn’t you see?” Reb Moshe asked. “I can’t walk through a wall!”

The halacha is that it is forbidden to step back when someone behind you is davening Shemoneh
Esrei. For Reb Moshe, halacha was a wall. 

 



Reason Enough to Recite Shehecheyanu

On the first night of Chanukah, 1944, excitement gripped the inmates at Bergen-Belsen as they
watched Harav Yisroel Shapira, the Bluzhever Rebbe, zt”l, prepare to light a single candle in honor of
the chag. The Rebbe pronounced the three brachos and then lit a flame. 

One inmate turned to the Rebbe with tears in his eyes, “Rebbe,” he cried out, “how can you recite
the bracha of Shehecheyanu under such circumstances? How can you thank Hashem for helping us reach
a time like this?”

“The same question occurred to me as I was about to recite the bracha,” replied the Rebbe, “but
then I remembered that standing behind me was a large group of Jewish prisoners determined to
perform a mitzvah despite their captors’ efforts to break their spirit. This was reason enough, I decided,
to recite the bracha of Shehecheyanu with great fervor.” 

A Tzaddik Monitors his Thoughts

When Reb Elyah Lopian, zt”l, was a young man studying in Kelm, he joined a select group of
budding Torah scholars. Once, the group decided to hold a nightly meeting at which each member would
reveal any thoughts he might have had during the day that he felt could use improvement. This exercise,
they hoped, would motivate them to make a greater effort to perfect themselves.   

At the first meeting, Reb Tzvi Hirsch Broide, zt”l, was called upon to begin. Facing the group, he
tried to talk but instead blushed bright red. He cleared his throat and tried again, to no avail. Finally, he
stammered to his esteemed friends that he simply couldn’t bring himself to tell them about his lowly
thoughts.

Later, Reb Elyah took Reb Tzvi Hirsch aside and privately asked him to reveal what it was that
he had found too humiliating to share with the whole group. 

“Just before davening,” stammered the mortified young man, “I thought to myself that I’d be
eating potatoes for supper tonight. Can you imagine? How can I possibly have thought of potatoes at a
time when I should have been preparing to stand before mu Creator?”

The Power of Chanukah Licht

One Chanukah, a delegation of Jews arrived in Lublin to speak with the Chozeh.
“Rebbe,” began the leader of the delegation, “a Jew named Yaakov is causing our community

great trouble by informing on Jews to the government authorities. Many Jews have been forced to pay
huge fines, and some have even been imprisoned due to the vicious tales he tells. Please, Rebbe, help us
bring an end to this difficult situation.”

The chassidim handed the Chozeh a kvittel with the man’s name on it. Glancing at the kvittel, the
Chozeh said, “Why, this man’s merit is illuminating the entire world!” 

Shocked, the chassidim withdrew.
After Chanukah, the Chozeh called for the delegation to appear before him once more.  This time

he cursed the informer so that his evil designs would no longer be successful.
The Chozeh’s son, Rav Yosef, heard the story and asked his father why he had been unable to

curse the moser during Chanukah. “When I received the kvittel with the informer’s name on it, he was
lighting Chanukah licht,” replied the Chozeh. “Despicable as such a Jew is in the eyes of Hashem, the
beauty of the mitzvah he was performing illuminated both this world and the next, and I was powerless
to curse him. I therefore had to wait until after Chanukah to remove his evil influence.”         

 



Mercy for Cattle
Reb Moshe Leib of Sassov, zt”l, was renowned for his compassion toward others. It was his

custom to travel to fairs and marketplaces just to see if there was someone he could help. 
Once, Reb Moshe Leib was at a fair when a troupe of entertainers began performing magic tricks.

The merchants went  to see the show, leaving their cattle unattended. Reb Moshe Leib noticed that the
young calves’ heads were drooping, a sure sign that they were thirsty. He immediately began lugging
buckets of water for them to drink. The thought that it was unbecoming for a respected Torah scholar
such as himself to be doing such undignified work never even occurred to him. 

Pity for the Birds
The members of the household of the Pnei Menachem of Gur, zt”l, once noticed that something

was wrong with their sink water. One of the Rebbe’s attendants decided to check the family’s solar water
heater to see if he could find the source of the problem. (In Eretz Yisroel, people take advantage of the
abundant sunshine to heat their water. The system is made up of water tanks and solar panels installed
on the roof.)

On the roof, the Rebbe’s attendant saw that the cover of the water tank had fallen off. Two little
birds perched on the edge of the tank were drinking from the water inside.

The attendant enlisted someone else to help him pour the contaminated water out of the tank. On
the bottom of the tank lay a dead bird. Apparently, it had fallen in while taking a drink. The attendants
cleaned the tank thoroughly and replaced the cover. Then they went downstairs and told the Rebbe that
the problem was taken care of.

The Rebbe thanked them profusely, but his heart was filled with pity for the poor birds who
would now have to search for a different source of drinking water. 

“Please place a bowl filled with water on top of the cover of the water tank,” he instructed his
attendant. “That way, when the birds come  to drink, they’ll find what they’re looking for.” 

A Soldier’s Ne’ilah

One year on Yom Kippur, Reb Levi Yitzchok of Berditchev, zt”l,  perceived that the Heavenly
Court had decreed a harsh year for the Jews. He led his congregation in tearful prayer, trying
desperately to avert the decree, to no avail.

Suddenly, in the middle of Tefilas Ne’ilah, the closing prayer of the holiest of days, Reb Levi
Yitzchok felt that the black clouds had lifted. The decree had been revoked! Reb Levi Yitzchok wondered
what great merit had saved Am Yisroel from near-certain disaster. 

It was revealed to him from Shamayim that in a particular town, ten Jews who had been drafted
in to the Czar’s army had formed a minyan and davened together. It was the prayer offered by the
shliach tzibbur of this minyan that had brought salvation to all the Jews.

The following year, Reb Levi Yitzchok made his way to the town on Erev Yom Kippur and asked
to join the soldiers’ minyan, but he was refused. He begged and pleaded, but the soldiers insisted that
only fellow soldiers could join. Finally, Reb Levi Yitzchok asked if he might join them only for Tefilas
Ne’ilah, and to this the men reluctantly agreed.

Just before Ne’ilah, the shliach tzibbur turned to the men he would be leading in prayer and said:
‘All over the world, Jews are busy praying for a good year. They ask for a good livelihood and for the
good health of their wives and children.

“None of this applies to us, soldiers in the Czar’s army. Livelihood? We receive fixed wages from
the Czar. Wives? Children? We never had the opportunity to marry and raise families. 

“We therefore have but one Tefilah: ‘Yisgadal v’yiskadash Shemei Rabba! May Hashem’s Name
be glorified and sanctified!’”

Everyone present was aroused to pray fervently for the sanctification of Hashem’s name alone.
“Now I understand how this minyan accomplished last year what no one else could, remarked Reb Levi
Yitzchok.

 



Too Young?

Rav Avrohom Dovid of Buchatch, zt”l, was appointed Av Beis Din of the city of Buchatch when he
was still a young man. His reputation as a gaon and a tzaddik preceded him even then.

When he arrived in Buchatch, the entire city honored him by turning out to greet him - the entire
city minus one person. Reb Abbale, a community leader who was a talmid chacham and a wealthy,
distinguished individual, was not among the crowd. In fact, he had refused to sign the certificate
appointing Reb Avrohom Dovid Rav of the city, on the grounds that he was too young.  

A few days after Reb Avrohom Dovid’s arrival, Reb Abbale’s assistant appeared before Reb
Avrohom Dovid, complaining that Reb Abbale was refusing to pay him for his services.

Reb Avrohom Dovid immediately sent his assistant to summon Reb Abbale to a din Torah.
However, the man returned, saying that Reb Abbale had instructed him to tell the Rav that he, Reb
Abbale, was a greater lamdan than the Rav, and that the Rav ought not to interfere in his business. Reb
Avrohom Dovid dispatched his assistant once more, this time with a warning that if Reb Abbale didn’t
show up for a din Torah, he’d place him in cherem. 

When Reb Abbale heard the assistant’s message, he went to Reb Avrohom Dovid, kissed his
forehead and asked to sign the certificate appointing Reb Avrohom Dovid Rav of the city. He explained
that, in fact, his assistant had no complaint against him at all. Rather, he had dispatched him with a story
concocted in order to test Reb Avrohom Dovid, to see whether he would try and curry favor with the
head of the community - who was both a wealthy man and a talmid chacham - or if he would stick to his
guns. When Reb Abbale saw that the young Rav was not afraid to uphold din Torah, he was finally
convinced that Reb Avrohom Dovid was worthy of the position as Rav of the city despite his young age.

The Value of a Mitzva

The poritz of a particular township once found it necessary to flee his hometown on very short
notice. He approached Reb Yosef, a local Jew, and offered to sell him the entire village at a particularly
low price.

Reb Yosef did not have anywhere near the sum the poritz was asking for, but his wife urged him
to sell everything they owned and take loans from various people in order to come up with the money.
That way, they would be able to purchase the property and soon grow very wealthy indeed.

Reb Yosef made the necessary arrangements and was soon on his way to the poritz with the
money. Suddenly, he heard a woman sobbing bitterly. Upon investigation, he learned that the woman had
just lost her husband. She had small children at home and no means to provide for them. Overcome with
mercy, Reb Yosef gave the woman all the money in his pocket so that she could bury her husband
honorably and raise her children in comfort.

Reb Yosef’s deed caused a great tumult in Shamayim. Here was a man who had sacrificed a future
of great wealth in order to help a fellow Jew! The Heavenly Court decided that in merit of his noble deed,
he would father a son who would illuminate the world with his greatness.

The Satan vehemently argued that Reb Yosef’s kind deed was just a fluke; surely he already
regretted his “foolish mistake.” It was decided that Reb Yosef would be tested to determine whether his
actions had been sincere. An old man appeared to Reb Yosef and offered to purchase his mitzva for the
full price he had paid. Reb Yosef refused, saying that all the gold and silver in the world could not
compare in value to his mitzva.

The old man then revealed that he was a messenger from Heaven sent to inform Reb Yosef that
his wife would give birth to baby boy in a year’s time. (Reb Yosef had been childless until this point.)
When the child was born one year later, his parents named him Menachem.

Little Menachem grew up to be Reb Menachem Mendel of Rimanov zt”l, a great tzaddik and
Chassidic master.  

    

 



Priorities

Rav Menachem Mendel of Pabianice, zt”l, son of the Sfas Emes of Gur, was a great tzaddik who
was murdered in Auschwitz by the Nazis. A survivor who made the terrible train journey to Auschwitz
along with Reb Menachem Mendel recalls: “Hundreds of people were jammed into cattle cars with no
windows. We could not move at all, and we could scarcely breathe. Reb Menachem Mendel called out to
us, ‘Yidden! We must remain proud Jews until the end! We must be worthy of dying al kiddush Hashem!’

“Reb Menachem Mendel encouraged everyone in his car to recite viduy before going to his death.
When the train stopped, Reb Menachem Mendel called out, ‘Whoever brings me a bit of water will
receive half of my portion in Olam Haba!’ I slipped out and managed to find some water. I thought the
Rebbe wanted the water to drink, but he used the water to wash his hands before reciting viduy.” 

Quick Thinking

Rabbeinu Yechiel, one of the Ba’alei Tosafos who lived in France more than 800 years ago, was
once invited to the royal palace, where the king offered him a cup of wine. Rabbeinu Yechiel found
himself in a terrible dilemma, because it was forbidden for him to drink the wine (wine touched by a
non-Jew is yayin nesech), but the king was liable to be furious if Rabbeinu Yechiel told him so!

While he was pondering the situation, a servant brought a washbowl into the room for the king to
wash his hands. As soon as the king had washed his hands, Rabbeinu Yechiel drank the water in the
basin. Turning to the king he said, “It is forbidden for me to drink this wine, but I am honored to have
drunk the water with which the king washed his hands.” 

The king smiled, and disaster was averted. 

Total Concentration

Harav Chaim of Krasna, zt”l, was a close disciple of the saintly Baal Shem Tov. He once described
a scene he had witnessed in his hometown.

“A man made a public proclamation that, for the sum of one hundred golden coins, he would walk
across the river on a tightrope. A great crowd gathered at the riverbank to watch this amazing feat. I was
astounded that anyone would be willing to place himself in such great danger for money. As I watched
the man, however, I realized that he wasn’t thinking of the money at all as he made his way carefully
across the rope. Instead, he concentrated one hundred percent on what he was doing, for otherwise he
would have fallen into the river.

“If one can concentrate so intently on what he was doing in order to gain one hundred golden
coins,” Reb Chaim concluded, “imagine how much more we should focus on our service of Hashem.”

Undivided Love

The Chofetz Chaim zt”l, lost a son in his lifetime.  At the funeral, he said: “There was once a
simple Jewish widow whose only son was killed by the cruel Cossacks. She knelt over his dead body and
said, ‘Master of the World, until now, half of my love went to You and half went to my son. Now that my
son is gone, I can give all of my love to You.’

“This,” the Chofetz Chaim concluded, “is what is meant by true ahavas Hashem.”
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a scene he had witnessed in his hometown.

“A man made a public proclamation that, for the sum of one hundred golden coins, he would walk
across the river on a tightrope. A great crowd gathered at the riverbank to watch this amazing feat. I was
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coins,” Reb Chaim concluded, “imagine how much more we should focus on our service of Hashem.”

For the Sake of Klal Yisroel

Two men worked together on a certain project for the benefit of Am Yisroel. They were very
successful, however, at some point, they had a disagreement about certain issues and decided to dissolve
their partnership. 

A few days later, one of the former partners received a phone call from Harav Moshe Feinstein,
zt”l. Reb Moshe explained that he had heard about the breakup of the partnership and he felt it was a
shame since they had been accomplishing so much together.

The man explained the nature of the disagreement to Reb Moshe and clarified his stance on the
matter.

“You have a valid point,” Reb Moshe said, “but for the sake of Klal Yisroel, I beg you to overlook
your differences and continue working together. You are undoubtedly much more effective as a team
than you will be if each of you works alone.”

The partners took Reb Moshe’s advice to heart and joined forces once more, eventually meriting
even greater achievements.

The Aleph-Beis Lesson

The Yehudi Hakadosh of Peshischa once said:
“When I was a little boy, my aleph-beis teacher taught me a very important lesson. He showed me a little
symbol and told me it was called a yud. I knew that the word Yud meant a Jew.

“Sometime later, we came across two yudin written next to one another, in one word, and my
teacher explained that this was Hashem’s name.

“Still later, I saw the symbol marking the end of a pasuk, which looked to me like two yudin, one
on top of the other. I asked my teacher if this, too, was Hashem’s name. He replied that when the yudin
are next to one another, on the same level, that is Shem Hashem, but if one is above the other, that cannot
be Hashem’ Name.   

“I learned from this that only when Yidden treat each other as equals can Hashem dwell amongst
them.”

 



 


