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Tales of Tzaddikim 
By Rabbi Dovid Cohen 

 
Grade Level: 3rd – 6th Grades 
 
Description: 
Interesting and inspirational stories about many different Tzaddikim for your 
students to read on their own, for you to relate during classroom downtime, or to 
tie into your lessons! Available with a concise lesson plan as a non-editable PDF, 
or without the lesson plan as an editable DavkaWriter file. Two fonts are attached 
to download and install on your computer to view and edit the Davka file properly. 
 
Goals/Objectives: 
Students will hear stories about Tzaddikim and will be inspired to emulate their 
ways. 
 
Instructions: 

1. Read through the booklet. 
2. Decide how you would like to make use of the stories contained herein.  



 R’ Dovid Cohen
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FIVE TIMES ALEF

     Many years ago, during the reign of the French emperor Napoleon, the Sephardic Chief Rabbi of

Yerushalayim was HaRav Moshe Yosef Mordechai Meyuchas ztz”l. 
     HaRav Meyuchas used to walk to the Kosel HaMaaravi every Shabbos eve after midnight. He would pray

to Hashem and recite all of Tehillim.

     At dawn, HaRav Meyuchas would daven Shacharis and return home.

     One day, during the era when Napolean had his heart set on conquering Eretz Yisrael, HaRav Meyuchas

suddenly noticed something strange while praying at the Kosel. He saw the letter “alef”  appear five times

on the wall before him. The rav  closed his eyes for a moment, and then took a second look. The letters

were still there. The rav  wondered what Hashem was trying to tell him.

     Unfortunately, it didn’t take too long to find out. That day, a decree was passed that all Jews whose

apartment windows faced the Kosel were to be expelled from their homes. The Arabs didn’t wait for the

Jews to get out on their own. That day, they burst into their homes, threw out the poor Jews, and divided

the spoil between them.

     That’s when HaRav Meyuchas realized the five letters alef  he had seen referred to the pasuk  in Oz
yoshir: “amar oyev erdof asig achalek shalal”  (The enemy said: I will pursue, I will overtake, I will divide

the booty). From that day on, the Jews were forbidden to daven at the Wailing Wall. 

     In the meantime, Napolean’s victories increased. He marched with his powerful army towards Eretz

Yisrael. Everyone was terrified, in particular the Arabs, as Napolean had treated the Jews reasonably well

until then.

     As usual, the Arabs reacted by threatening the Jews. They announced that they would murder the Jews

the moment Napolean set foot in Yerushalayim, as the Jews were definitely Napolean’s spies. Of course,

this was untrue, but the Arabs didn’t care. At least now the Jews would be as frightened as they were.

     Then the pasha (Arab ruler) of Yerushalayim hit upon an idea. He went to the house of HaRav Meyuchas

and demanded that all the rabbanim  should pray that Yerushalayim should be spared.

     “Is that so ?” the rav  asked. “And where exactly do you expect us to pray ? You have forbidden us

access to the Western Wall!” 

     “Hmm,” the pasha thought for a minute. “Very well. I will allow you to pray at the Kosel today if you

promise me you will all attend.”

     The rav  agreed, and soon, all the Jews of Yerushalayim, men, women, and children, arrived at the

Kosel, where they proceeded to pray broken-heartedly to Hashem.



 When the tefillos ended, the rav  went to the pasha’s palace, and told him. “There is no need to worry.

Napolean won’t get to Yerushalayim.”

     “How do you know ?” the pasha asked in wonder.

     The rav  didn’t reply but added, “Perhaps we should fortify the walls of the city, although I am sure

everything will be alright even without doing so.”

     The rav  himself took some tools, approached the wall, and began to work. Soon he was joined by many

other Jews. Together, they completed their work of strengthening the walls surrounding Yerushalayim,

within a few hours.

     In the meantime, Napolean came closer and closer to Yerushalayim. He was already at Kiryat Ye’arim,

known as Telshe Stone, which is very near to the holy city. All of a sudden, for some mysterious reason,

Napolean’s army retreated. His officers said they had decided to attack Acre (Acco) first. Acre was a

well-developed business city and held great strategic importance. From there, it would be easy to conquer

other parts of Eretz Yisrael. Napolean was sure it would be easy for him to overpower Acre, but he was

mistaken. There were many heavy battles, culminating in the defeat of Napolean.

     In Yerushalayim, there was great rejoicing when the people heard the news. The pasha personally

thanked HaRav Meyuchas. “I owe you a debt of gratitude,” he said.

     “You don’t owe me anything. You have Hashem to thank for saving us.”

     “You’re right, HaRav Meyuchas. How can I express my thanks to Him ?”

     “The best way of proving your gratitude to Him would be to allow us, the Jews, to continue praying at

the Kosel.”

     From then on, the Jews were allowed to pray at the Kosel whenever they desired, until many years later,

in 1948, when the Kosel fell into the hands of the Arabs once again during the War of Independence.  
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THE RAV OF NOVARDOK

     R’ Dovid was the rav  of Novardok. The poor people of Novardok  couldn’t afford to pay their rav  a big

salary, and R’ Dovid was poverty-stricken. Not that he seemed to mind much. He sat in shul all day and

studied Torah and would come home only in the evening, when he would eat whatever his wife had prepared.

R’ Dovid was satisfied with the meager amount he earned.

     “I get paid,” he once commented, “for the little I know. Were I to receive payment for all I didn’t know,

I’d be rich by now.” As you can see, R’ Dovid was very modest, in addition to being an outstanding talmid
chacham.
     Let’s go to Novardok and peek into the bet medrash  on a typical evening. 

     Only a few people are still sitting there at this late hour. R’ Dovid is learning on his shtender,
enjoying the quiet atmosphere. Now he can learn peacefully, with nobody stopping him to ask any halachic

questions or advice on shidduchim.
     At midnight, the candles are slowly dying out. R’ Dovid closes his Gemara, kisses it with a sigh and

exits the shul. After a short walk, he arrives home. He tiptoes into the house so as not to awaken anybody.

He washes his hands, makes hamotzi  on the bread and goes into the kitchen, where his rebbetzin always

leaves a pot of warm food bubbling on the flame. R’ Dovid eats bread and some warm, cooked food and goes

to bed.

             

     One night, R’ Dovid came home as usual, crept into the kitchen and helped himself to a serving from

the pot. He didn’t even realize that there were two pots on the stove that day!

     The next day was to be “Washing Day.” In those days, one whole day was designated to do all of that

week’s laundry. What a busy day it was! The laundry was put into a big, heavy, cast-iron bowl, where it was

thoroughly scrubbed. Then it was put into another bowl for rinsing, and finally, it was hung out to dry.

     Doing laundry without using starch was not worth much. The rebbetzin boiled some starch in preparation

for the next morning.

     R’ Dovid took the first pot he spied, ate until he was satisfied and went to sleep as usual. The next

morning, he remembered that the food last night had had a strange taste.

     “You know,” he told his wife, “The food last night was rather tasteless. Did you forget to add salt ?”

     “Of course not,” the rebbetzin said in surprise. She went into the kitchen and at once, let out a cry. 

     “The starch! What happened to the starch ?!”

     She was a smart woman and immediately put two and two together. “You ate the starch,” she said to her

husband, “not the food I prepared for you. No wonder it was tasteless!”  



 One night, R’ Dovid returned home late. Something in the food looked different this night. Upon closer

examination, he noticed rings indicating oil skimming atop the barley soup. That evening, he refrained from

eating the soup and dined on the bread alone.

     The next morning he asked his wife, “Where did you get oil for the barley soup yesterday ?”

     “One of the wealthy men’s wives fried some fat yesterday and she sent me some.”

     The rav  grew serious. He headed straight for the bet medrash  and ordered his shamash  to assemble

the community leaders. They gathered, wondering what had happened.

     The rav  arose and announced solemnly, “My wife received a gift from one of your wives yesterday. She

did this without my knowledge, but who knows, maybe this woman wanted to bribe us ? Perhaps her husband

has an appointment to come before me at the beis din  regarding money issues ? Therefore, I do not think I

am permitted to continue serving here as rav.  I am resigning, and you will have to find a new rav.”
     There were loud protests. Everyone begged the rav  to change his mind, but he was firm in his resolve

to leave. He couldn’t be a rav  and a dayan  who received bribes.

     The influential community members didn’t give up. They sent a messenger to R’ Chaim of Volozhin and

related the story, asking his opinion. R’ Chaim declared, “R’ Dovid should remain the rav  in town!”

     Upon hearing R’ Chaim’s decision, R’ Dovid agreed and remained rav  of Novardok until the end of his

life.

     What a great rav  the city merited to have!
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A STROKE OF GENIUS

     During the First World War, many Jewish men in Eretz Yisrael were forcibly enlisted into the Turkish
Army, never to return home. R’ Chaim Leib Auerbach realized that foreign nationals weren’t being enlisted,
so he befriended the Persian Consul and eventually got a job working in the consukate. He issued hundreds
of false Persian passports to Jews. Unfortunately, the Turks discovered this and sent soldiers to arrest
him. R’ Chaim Leib managed to slip out of his home at the last minute and fled to the neighborhood of
Batei Ungarin.

     R’ Chaim Leib made his way to a friend’s home and cautiously knocked on the door.

     “Hello, R’ Chaim Leib,” his surprised friend greeted him warmly. “What an honor!”

     “It’s no honor. It’s danger,” whispered R’ Chaim Leib and his friend suddenly noticed the frightened

expression in his visitor’s eyes.

     R’ Chaim Leib hastily stepped inside and quietly related to his friend what had brought him there.

     “It’s good you came to me,” the friend said, and R’ Chaim Leib’s eyes lit up, “for I have a great hiding

place for you.”

     He led R’ Chaim Leib into an inner room and pointed to a large closet. Behind the closet, there was a

small space. R’ Chaim Leib crawled in and lay down. For the next few days, he remained in that position. It

was impossible to sit or stand up. R’ Chaim Leib was hungry and thirsty and felt weak and faint. He did not

utter a sound, however, knowing full well that the Turks were looking for him and could enter the apartment

of refuge at any moment.

     To keep himself busy, he wrote down chiddushei Torah,  which inspired him with joy and optimism.

     One day, his host came into his cubbyhole with bad news. “R’ Chaim Leib,” he whispered. “The Turks

have announced that if they don’t find you, your entire family will be killed.”

     R’ Chaim Leib froze. After a few moments of rapid thinking, he rose and came out of hiding.

     “Thank you for informing me,” he said to his friend. “I’m going.”

     “But, but... what will be ?”

     “Hashem will help,” a pale R’ Chaim Leib to smile. He left the house in fear, blinking in the strong

sunlight. 

     In no time, he was captured by the Turkish forces and was brought to trial together with a friend of his,

R’ Leib Dayan, a co-signer on the passports.

     The news of the arrests spread rapidly among the Jews, filling them with consternation and anxiety.

However, nothing could be done to release the two.

     The trial began. Behind a large table sat two Turkish officers, one of them the governor, the pasha



Jamal. An ominous pistol rested on the table.

     R’ Leib Dayan took one look at the judges and fainted, collapsing to the ground. He was removed from

the and R’ Chaim Leib was left to defend himself alone.

     “The people I issued Persian passports to,” he plucked up the courage to say, “really are Persian

citizens.”

     The pasha Jamal pounded on the table violently. ”Liar!” he thundered. “They are all white-skinned and

you dare to claim they are Persians ?”

     Everybody present quaked with fear when they witnessed the pasha’s rage. R’ Chaim Leib tried to gather

his last remaining shards of confidence, knowing full well what the penalty would be were he convicted.

     He launched into an explanation in Arabic. “As you know, Your Honor, the Russians are very vulgar and

uncivilized. (The Russians were the Turk’s enemies during the war.) When a Jewish woman is about to give

birth, they cause her and her family great trouble. Therefore, many Jewish women cross the border into

neighboring Persia, and give birth there. That’s why there are so many Jews who are Persian citizens, for

they were born there!”

     “What a lie!” Jamal said again, but this time a smile played on his lips. “What a fantastic lie. But I

must admit your explanation was a true stroke of genius. It would be a pity for me to destroy such a brain

like yours. You may go home.”

     It is impossible to describe the happiness and relief that rippled through the Old City in Jerusalem and

the surrounding neighborhoods when they heard the wonderful news. Baruch Hashem, R’ Chaim Leib and his

friends were released. It was truly a miracle.
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A WALKING SEFER TORAH

     Hard times befell the Attia family of Jerusalem around a century ago. The head of the family became ill

and passed away, leaving his family broken and bereft.

     Leah, the widow, now had to work very hard to support her family and pay for her son, Ezra, to study

Torah. She dyed hair coverings and sewed clothes by hand, trying desperately to eke out a living.

     Ezra was aware of the financial difficulties his mother was facing. He did his best to make her life

easier. Every morning, after returning home from davening, he would take two large urns and walk to the

spring, to draw water for his mother. This water was used for cooking, drinking, cleaning and bathing.

     Despite Ezra and his mother’s best efforts to save money, the family suffered from dire poverty. At one

point, they had no money to even purchase some dry bread.

     That was when Ezra decided he would learn a profession. He resolved to become a carpenter and went to

study the trade.

     One day, Chacham Ezra Harari Rafoul passed by the carpenter’s workshop and was startled to see the

youth Ezra serving as an apprentice. The sight bothered him greatly and he consulted with Chacham Shalom

Hadaya.

     “We must stop this at once!” declared Chacham Hadaya. “If Ezra becomes a carpenter, we will lose a

talmid chacham,  maybe even a dayan  or a rosh hayeshiva.
     Chacham Hadaya summoned Ezra and gently told him to return to his learning, and he would take care of

his needs.

     Ezra went back to yeshiva and to his Torah studies with great enthusiasm. Before long, he became

known as an outstanding talmid chacham.
     In those days, it was difficult for bnei yeshiva  to make a shidduch,  as they were poor and the girls

weren’t used to the idea of helping with parnassah.  Not many girls wanted to marry a bochur  who sat and

learned Torah. That was the reason that Bolisa, who was to be Ezra’s wife, found it hard to agree to the

shidduch  suggestion. She had heard much about Ezra Attia’s greatness, and yet, Bolisa worried about

parnassah.  If she married him, where would they have money from ? She spent the night thinking and

worrying, until she finally dozed off.

     That night, Bolisa had an amazing dream. In her dream, she saw a sefer Torah.  The sefer Torah  was

walking towards her!

     Bolisa awoke, shaken, with a clear understanding of what the dream meant. She was about to meet a

living, walking sefer Torah! Of course, she agreed to the shidduch  and the chasunah  preparations began.

The wedding date was set for more than a year’s time and during that year, the kallah’s  parents slowly

came up with the money they needed, and sewed clothes and purchased other items for the bride.



The chasan  had no money, and no father to help him take care of his needs. However, he didn’t let that

 trouble him. Ezra sat and learned diligently, his heart filled with bitachon  that Hashem, the Father of all

orphans, would provide him with whatever he needed.

     A short while before the wedding, a tzedakah  collector was making his rounds, collecting for poor

people living in Jerusalem, when one person unexpectedly gave him ten lira,  a large sum of money at the

time. The tzedakah  collector was overjoyed with the money and started planning how to distribute it. That

night, the gabbai tzedakah  had a dream in which he heard a voice instructing him, “Give the money to

Chacham Ezra Attia. The ten lira  are designated for him.”

     The gabbai  awoke, confused. He had never heard of this chacham  before, and after checking his lists of

poor people, he soon saw that the name was not on the list.

     The gabbai  decided to look into it and, after asking around, he found out that indeed, a person with

this name lived in Yerushalayim and was going to be married in a week. He discovered the chasan  was an

orphan with not a penny to his name.

     “That’s amazing,” the gabbai tzedakah marveled. “I didn’t understand why the money had to be given

only to him. But now, everything is clear to me.’

     The chasan  happily received the money and went to purchase clothing for the wedding. He managed to

buy almost everything he needed. The only thing he didn’t have money for was a winter coat.

     The chasan  walked to the chuppah  wearing a coat he had borrowed from the son of Chacham Ezra

Harari Rafoul.

     This story is just a small glimpse of the life of the famous tzaddik, HaRav Ezra Attia ztz”l.



is probably starving, literally.”
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THE SLAP

     R’ Zelig Braverman, whom the Maharil Diskin fondly called “my Zelig’l,” was a very great talmid
chacham.  When he passed away, people mourned his loss greatly, and wondered what they would do and

how they could possibly manage without him. You see, in addition to his learning, R’ Zelig led a life of

outstanding chesed,  and showed immense caring for his fellow Jews.

     In those days, poverty was rampant in Yerushalayim. The Old City was inhabited by very poor Jews who

subsisted on bread and oil. Maybe a little onion, if they were lucky.

     R’ Zelig Braverman made it his business to assist all those poor people. Not that R’ Zelig was rich

himself. Far from it. However, when he received a pair of shoes as a gift from his son, for example, he

immediately exchanged them for a worn out, torn pair belonging to a poor bochur  he met on the street. Did

he, R’ Zelig, really need shiny new shoes, when the yeshivah he learned in was so close by ? The bochur
could surely do with it more, he reasoned.

     Every Friday, the poor people of Yerushalayim made their way to the Braverman’s residence. What were

they coming for, you might wonder ? Simple! R’ Zelig was distributing food l’kavod  Shabbos. All week, he

toiled hard from many different people. On Friday, he distributed challah, wine, fish, candles and more. All

this was done with a friendly smile, a good word, and a hearty “Gut Shabbos!”

     One Friday, many paupers came, as usual, to collect their food for Shabbos. R’ Zelig gave away all he

had and everyone left beaming with satisfaction. R’ Zelig noted it was getting late. The afternoon sun was

slowly sinking below the horizon and it would soon be time to go to shul and sing “Lecha Dodi.”
     R’ Zelig hurried to get ready for Shabbos. He was about to get dressed in his Shabbos attire when there

was a knock on the door.

     “Who can it be at this time of day ?” wondered the rebbetzin. She quickly went to investigate.

     A man dressed in tattered clothing stood on the doorstep. You could tell at once that he was extremely

poor.

     “I came to get my food,” he stated flatly.

     R’ Zelig stared at him. “Oh, but ...” he stammered, “it’s so late! There’s nothing left!”

     “What ?!” cried the beggar shocked, his blood rising to his heaad. “What do you mean there’s nothing

left ? I didn’t get a thing.”

     “What a shame! But it’s true. I have already distributed all that I had. I have nothing left to give you.”

     “What a chutzpah !” raged the man. He took some quick steps into the house, approached R’ Zelig in a

temper and gave him a resounding slap on his face.

     “What are you doing ?” cried R’ Zelig’s wife in shock. His children were also speechless and would

have thrown the pauper out of his house had R’ Zelig not stopped them.  

     “Let him be,” he told his family quietly. “If a person behaves in that manner, he must be desperate. He

R’ Zelig forgot all about the preparations he still had to make for Shabbos. “Wait here,” he instructed the



beggar, and ran out of the house. He went from neighbor to neighbor collecting food, until he had enough.

With a shining face, he returned home and happily handed the poor man a basketful of food.

     Once the beggar had left, R’ Zelig shut himself into his room and paced up and down. His curious son

pressed his ear to the door and heard the following.

     “Oy, oy, oy,  R’ Zelig! Woe unto you! Until you got a slap in the face, you didn’t understand the

unfortunate man needed help ? Oy,  R’ Zelig! How terrible that it took a slap to make you understand such

a simple matter ...”

     Perhaps, if Shabbos wouldn’t have been so close, R’ Zelig would have spent a long time berating

himself. But it was almost the zman,  and R’ Zelig hurried into shul to sing “Lecha Dodi”  with the tzibbur.



anticipation.
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KIDDUSH LEVANAH IN BERLIN

     “The Rebbe is sick.”

     The chassidim of Munkatch were very worried. Their Rebbe, the Darkei Teshuvah,  was ill.

     All the doctors in the region were consulted. They examined the Rebbe, gave lengthy, complex,

explanations, but did not manage to cure him. 

     The Rebbe’s son decided to pay for an expert from Vienna to examine his father. In those days, the

most advanced medicine and greatest specialists were found in Vienna. 

     The doctor arrived, checked the Rebbe thoroughly, and reached the conclusion that the Rebbe would

have to be operated on.

     “The best place to perform this operation is in Berlin, where a new medical center has just opened,

which carries the best equipment required for such a procedure,” he explained.

     The journey to Berlin was not easy to undertake, especially as it was during the bitter winter months.

Berlin was a city of maskilim,  and the few frum Jews who lived there resided in a distant part of town, far

from the hospital. All these things were taken into consideration, but in the end, the Rebbe’s dire condition

left no choice but to travel to Berlin and have the operation done.

     The operation was successful and after a few days in the hospital, the surgeon allowed the Rebbe to be

removed to a nearby residence, after the Rebbe promised he would rest up.

     The chassidim rented one entire floor of a neighboring hotel. The Rebbe and his family and followers

stayed on the tenth floor of the hotel, and the surgeon came often to examine his patient.

     The hotel was warm and comfortable; the conditions inside belied the freezing temperatures outside. A

couple of months passed with continuous snow. This didn’t disturb the Rebbe at all. He was just concerned

about one thing. That month, the sky was continuously overcast with heavy clouds, and he had not been able

to perform the mitzvah of kiddush levanah,  blessing the new moon.

     Each passing day, the Rebbe grew more and more concerned. On the last possible night for blessing the

moon that month, the frigid temperatures hit minus twenty-five degrees. It seemed as if there was no

chance of blessing the moon that month. The Rebbe was very downcast. He couldn’t bear the thought of

losing out on this mitzvah.

     The family members and chassidim took turns standing on the porch of the hotel for ten minutes at a

time. It wasn’t possible to be out in the cold longer than that. One at a time, they they peered at the skies

hopefully, waiting for the moon to peek out.

     The Rebbe lay on his bed, dressed in a coat and shawl, ready to leave as soon as the moon came out. In

the meantime, the hours crawled by and the tension grew. Finally, close to midnight, it seemed that the

skies were clearing a little. The Rebbe was wheeled into the room adjacent to the porch, in great

Soon the person on watch came rushing in. “Quick, I think we’re about to see the moon.”



     The Rebbe was immediately wheeled out onto the porch and just then, the moon sailed out gracefully

from behind the clouds. Suddenly, a voice was heard floating down from the porch on the sixteenth floor. In

clear German, somebody announced, “Ah! Here is the moon at last!”

     A moment later, a group of Jews was heard reciting kiddush levanah  with a pronounced yekkish accent.

     It turned out these were frum Jews who lived in Berlin, who had also been waiting for the moon to

appear. They had specially rented a room on a high floor of the hotel and had been on the lookout all

evening, just like the Rebbe’s entourage.

     The Rebbe was thrilled and moved. “Mi k’amcha Yisrael !” he exclaimed. “Even here, in assimilated

Berlin, there are still Jews who have such mesirus nefesh  for every mitzvah!”

     And with great joy, the Rebbe sat up on his bed and recited the blessings of the moon with immense

fervor.
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RESCUED BY A KNIGHT

     I’m sure you’ve all heard about the Maharal of Prague, who created the legendary Golem to protect Jews
from blood libels. However, you may not have heard of how the Maharal got married,and at what age.

     Yehuda Loewy was an extraordinary child, highly intelligent and extremely diligent. His fame spread far

and wide and at the tender age of nine, some people had their eyes on him as a future son-in-law!

     In those days, people got married very young. It was nothing out of the ordinary to see thirteen-year-old

boys being led to the chuppah. Thus, no one was surprised when the wealthy R’ Shmuel sought to marry his

daughter to Yehuda Loewy.

     Soon the shidduch  was finalized. Nine-year-old Yehuda was engaged to five-year-old Perel, daughter of

R’ Shmuel.

     Of course, five is not an age when a girl marries, so R’ Shmuel sent his young chasan  to learn in a

large yeshivah, in Premsla, at his expense. “When he will turn thirteen,” R’ Shmuel explained to his wife,

“he will come here and marry our daughter.”

     In the intervening years, however, many things transpired which changed the whole picture. A war broke

out between Turkey and Austria and as usual, the Jews were the scapegoat. They were accused of helping

the enemy, and on that baseless accusation, Jewish synagogues, businesses and homes were vandalized.

     Those were hard times, and the Maharal’s future father-in-law was amongst the victims. He lost his

entire fortune and became penniless. In addition to this blow, R’ Shmuel realized he would have to release

his intended chasan  from his marriage commitment, as he wouldn’t be able to keep his word and provide

the couple with the dowry he had undertaken.

     With a heavy heart, he sent a message to Yehuda. “I have lost my fortune. I absolve you of the shidduch
with my daughter, and you are free to find a different bride.”

     Surprisingly, the young chasan  sent back this answer: “I will continue to sit and learn in this yeshivah

and wait for Hashem’s salvation. If you, my dear mechutan,  really want to absolve the shidduch,  I will wait

until your daughter gets engaged to somebody else before looking for another shidduch  myself.”

     R’ Shmuel didn’t hurry to search for another son-in-law. Time passed, five years, ten years, and even

twenty years, and the diligent chasan  learned Torah studiously.

     The five-year-old little bride had in the meantime turned into an older girl. The chasan  was almost

thirty, yet R’ Shmuel’s financial situation hadn’t improved. On the contrary, the older he and his wife grew,

the worse things became, until their only pampered daughter was forced to open a small grocery store for

sustenance.

     One day, a knight, who had fought in the war against the Turks, stopped at the little store.

He saw several loaves of bread on the shelf, grabbed them all, and gobbled them up.



     Perel was dismayed to see the bread disappearing and burst into tears. “This is my only source of

livelihood, with which I have to support my ailing parents.”

     Perel’s tears touched the knight and he apologized. “I’m sorry, I haven’t eaten for three days and I was

absolutely starving. I would gladly pay you, but I haven’t a penny on me. What should I do ?”

     Perel had no reply. The knight thought for a few minutes and then his face lit up. “Take this old

carryall. It’s not much, I know, but it’s all I have. I found it today and haven’t even examined its contents.”

     He laid the old knapsack down without waiting for a reply and said, “This will serve as collateral. If I

don’t return within a day or two, it’ll be yours to keep.” And he was off on his horse.

     Perel didn’t place much hope in the faded bag. She stuck it into a corner and forgot al about it. Many

weeks passed and the knight never came back.

     One day, Perel recalled the old carryall. “I suppose I should open it and see if there’s anything of value

inside before I dispose of it,” she thought.

     As soon as she opened it, she realized that the bag was made of several layers of leather sewn together.

Her curiosity awakened, she slowly took the layers apart, and discovered a huge amount of money inside.

     “Father!” she cried in a choked voice.

     “Yes,” her father answered wearily. “What would you like ?”

     “Look what we have here!”

     R’ Shmuel was overjoyed when he heard the story and realized that their salvation had come. The chasan
who had sat in yeshiva for many years was immediately summoned. 

     Finally, the home of the holy Maharal of Prague was established.
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WHEN THE ALEFANDRI IS ANGRY

     “There’s no choice,” the doctor said soberly, looking at the young, trembling woman. “We’ll have to

amputate.”

     “Amputate ?” echoed the woman, horrified.

     “Yes. We’ll have to amputate your hand in order to save your life. Don’t worry, you’re a young woman;

you’ll get over this.”

     Rabbanit Bolisa Attia walked slowly out of the clinic, shaken and worried. The palm of her hand

throbbed painfully. She supported it with her other hand, her mind in a whirl.

     “Amputate my hand ? I should be left with only one hand all my life ? How will I wash the dishes and

take care of the chhildren ? What will I do ?”

     As soon as she came home, she related the terrible news to her great husband, R’ Ezra Attia ztz”l . He

was shocked to the core to hear the doctor’s verdict. He immediately rose and put on his coat.

     “Where are you going ?” his wife asked in surprise.

     “I am going to R’ Avraham Addes to ask for his advice. Maybe he’ll give us a brachah.”

     R’ Avraham Addes, the great Kabbalist, warmly greeted Rav Attia, the rosh hayeshiva  of Porat Yosef,

but soon noticed his visitor’s downcast expression. He realized at once that Rav Attia hadn’t come to hold a

discourse in Torah.

     “Is everything okay ?” he inquired with concern.

     “No.” R’ Attia sighed. “My wife has unbearable pain in her hand, and the doctor decided to amputate

it.”

     “Nonsense!” announced R’ Avraham. “Everything will be just fine. There’s really no need to amputate

her hand.”

     It was not the same R’ Ezra who left the house of the mekubal . He hurried home and told his wife with

a relieved smile, “Go back to the doctor and tell him to examine you again.”

     The speechless doctor confirmed that there was an immense improvement, and it was unnecessary to

operate.  



Many years passed, and the Rabbanit Bolisa fell ill again. This time she had agonizing stomach pains. She

was rushed to the Shaarei Zedek Hospital, where Dr. Gray, an American doctor, gave his opinion.

     “Gallbladder stones. We’ll have to operate at once.”

     R’ Ezra was afraid. Many operations in those days, prior to the advent of antibiotics, were

unsuccessful. However, the doctor was adamant and said he would operate the following morning.

     Rav Addes was no longer alive, and after many deliberations, R’ Ezra decided to go with his talmid , R’

Shalom Lopez, to the burial site of the Alefandri on Har Hazeisim. The talmid  stood nearby and heard his

rav  beseech Hashem for mercy. “If something should chalilah  happen to her, I won’t be able to learn

Torah...”

     The next morning R’ Ezra went to the hospital very early. He was not allowed in at such an hour, so he

stayed outside reciting Tehillim.

     “Rabbi Ezra Attia!” Dr. Gray, the surgeon, stopped nearby. “Why are you here so early ? There’s still a

long time until the surgery.”

     “I’m just saying Tehillim,” said R’ Ezra, and continued to pray.

     The doctor shrugged and entered the hospital. He made his usual rounds of the wards, until he arrived

at the bed of Rabbanit Bolisa.

     “You’ll soon be taken down to the operating theater,” he informed his patient and began to examine her.

It took him awhile and he seemed puzzled.

     “This is strange,” he said finally. “Something seems to be different. I think we’ll do another test

before we operate.”

     The technicians, however, refused to perform the x-ray. “We’re extremely busy today,” they said.

     “Tell the patient she may go home in the meantime,” the doctor instructed the nurse.

     “What ? There’s no operation ? I can go home ?” Rabbanit Bolisa sat bolt upright.

     “Yes. Go down, your husband is waiting for you. He’ll take you home.”

     The Rabbanit went downstairs where she was greeted by a startled husband. She began to cry.

     “What happened ?” he asked. “Why are you crying ?”

     “I’m crying because I saw the holy Alefandri in a dream and he was very angry with me.” 

     “Angry ? Why ?”

     “He asked me why I was causing you so much pain and bittul Torah ,” the Rabbanit replied.

     R’ Ezra smiled. “Come, let’s go home. Everything will be fine.”

     The couple walked home together, happy and healthy.                



hurried to pay the landowner.
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A LETTER TO THE KING

     Shmuel was a simple jew who lived on a Polish farm and earned a living by leasing a tavern from the

local gentile landowner.

     After one particularly difficult year, Shmuel found himself in a dire financial situation and did not have

the money to pay the landowner his rent. No amount of explanations and promises helped; the landowner

threatened that if Shmuel did not come up with the money in a month’s time, he would take away his

children and use them as his servants.  

     Shmuel and his wife knew that there was no way they could possibly repay such a huge debt, and they

were filled with anguish and despair. The month would be up a day before Pesach. Would their children be

dragged away to servitude while all other Jews would be celebrating the Yom Tov of freedom ?

     After a week had gone by, Shmuel’s wife turned to her husband. “I’ve been thinking, and it seems the

only option we have is for you to write a letter to Hashem. Tell Him all about our terrible situation and beg

Him to help us. I’m sure He will send a salvation after reading our letter.”

     Shmuel agreed and addressed a large a large piece of paper to “The Almighty King.” In his letter, he

described his poverty-stricken home, in which basic food and clothing was lacking; he wrote of his worry of

how to purchase food for the upcoming Yom Tov of Pesach, and of course, he related that he didn’t have

money to pay the landowner, and his children could be taken away from him. He begged Hashem to help him

and signed off with his name and address. The letter was placed into an envelope, also addressed to “The

Almighty King.” Then he took the letter, walked to the nearby forest, and placed it on a rock.

     It was a week before Pesach. The king of Poland was out on a hunting trip in the forest, when to his

surprise, he suddenly spotted an envelope. He couldn’t read it, for it was written in Hebrew. Filled with

curiosity, he cancelled his hunting expedition, and traveled to the neighboring village in search of a rav .
     “Please translate this letter into Polish,” he instructed, and the rav  hurried to obey. 

     The king looked pleased to hear what the Jew had written. “This Jew must have known I often go

hunting in the woods, and decided to send me this letter,” the king said, certain the letter was intended for

him. “I will assist him.”

     He handed the rav  an enormous amount of money, which would easily suffice to pay off all Shmuel’s

debts as well as his Pesach expenses.

     The rav  was thrilled to be the messenger of such an errand. He hurried to purchase food, clothing,

dishes and everything needed for Pesach. It was all loaded onto a carriage and sent to Shmuel. By the time

the carriage arrived, it was getting dark, and the messenger who delivered it didn’t have time to explain. He

just said, “Hashem listened to your tefillos.”

     The overjoyed family thanked Hashem from the depths of their heart, and the next morning Shmuel 



To
The Almighty
I need your help
for the welfare of
my family...

Pesach that year was truly joyous for Shmuel and his family. They felt as though they had gone out of their

personal exile, too.

     Meanwhile, the landowner couldn’t resist the temptation of spending all the money he had received on

purchasing fine clothes and wine. When all the money ran out, he decided to sell a portion of his land to

Shmuel, who seemed to be quite wealthy of late. In the landowner’s desperation for cash, Shmuel got a real

bargain.

     Once more, the landowner traveled to town and spent all of his money on pleasures. To raise some more

funds, he sold additional parts of his property to Shmuel.

     This behavior repeated itself several times, and over the next year or two, Shmuel managed to purchase

almost all of the landowner’s assests. The landholder’s advisors who couldn’t bear to witness Shmuel

getting so rich, told their master, “It doesn’t make sense that Shmuel who was once such a pauper, could

become wealthy in so short a time. Where did he get the money to purchase everything ? It must be he

cheated you and that’s how he got rich.”

     The landowner called the Jew to trial, and when the judge asked Shmuel to explain how he had become

rich, heanswered, “Hashem sent me money.” The judge didn’t know how to react to this strange arguement,

henceforth unrecorded in the judicial archives, and the case was referred to the Supreme Court. But Shmuel

continued to argue, “Hashem sent me the money.”

     The case reached the king himself, and when he heard Shmuel say he’d gotten the money from Hashem,

he asked him, “How is that ?” In response, Shmuel related all that had transpired the last few years, and

how he had written the letter to Hashem and the rav  had sent him a carriage overflowing with treasures. 

     The king rose and said, ”Shmuel has spoken the truth. His G-d indeed sent him money, and I was His

messenger. All the wealth he acquired from the landowner is his to keep...”
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R’ CHAIM COMES TO TIVERIA

     Hundreds of years ago, Tiveria was a small, desolate town. Arab sheikhs ruled it, and never bothered to
build up the neglected little town.
     Then Sheikh Dahir became the ruler, and this is where our story begins.

     “I will be a different type of ruler,” the young Sheikh Dahir declared after his father’s death. “I won’t

let Tiveria be such a run-down place. I will develop the city.”

     “Of course,” his advisor agreed. “But how ? The town is almost empty. Hardly anybody lives there.”

     “It’s empty, you say ? We will fill it up! We will bring people to settle here!”

     Brimming with optimistic ideas and plans, Sheikh Dahir fell asleep that night, exhausted.

     In his dream, he saw an old man with a long white beard gazing at him intently.

     “Dahir,” the old man said to him. “Do you want to fill Tiveria with people ? Fill it with Jews, you 

hear ? With Jews!” With that, the old man disappeared.

     The Sheikh woke up feeling very confused. “What was that dream all about ? Who was that old man and

what did he want ? Well, it was only a dream, and I’ve got better things to do now than think about

dreams!” And he hurried off to work.

     However, that night the dream repeated itself. “Dahir!” the old man commanded. “I’ve already told you

once. Inhabit Tiveria with Jews!”

     In the morning, the Sheikh was a little disturbed by the dream, but decided nevertheless to disregard it

again, telling himself it was only a dream after all.

     When the old man appeared for the third night running in a dream to the Sheikh, ordering him to bring

Jews to live in Tiveria, Dahir couldn’t ignore his advice any more. He gave a command for a Jewish Chacham
to be brought to him from Tzfas and said, “I want to inhabit Tiveria with Jews. How can I do that ?”

     The Chacham  thought for a few minutes, “I have a good idea,” he said, after a while. “Inform the

Jewish communities in Turkey of your decision. Some of the members will surely be happy to immigrate to

Israel at your invitation.”

     The Sheikh immediately sent letters to the Jewish communities in Turkey.

     “I will build you houses,” he wrote, “and I will establish batei knesses  and batei medrash.  I will give

you special rights and privileges for the first three years, just please come to live in Tiveria.”

     One of the letters reached the town of Izmir, a city in Turkey, where Rabbi Chaim Abulafia, who

originally came from Tiveria, received it.



“What wonderful news!” said R’ Chaim. “I remember Sheikh Dahir from the times his father, Sheikh Amar,

was still alive.” He decided to take the Sheikh up on his offer.

     R’ Chaim, his family members and a select group of talmidim  from his yeshiva took a sefer Torah  with

them and set off on their journey from Izmir to Tiveria. On the way, they passed the town of Kushta, where

the Turkish ruler, the Sultan, resided. The Sultan happened to be standing near the window when the

procession walked past, and he couldn’t help noticing that the leader of the group had a radiant

countenance. He realized he must be a very hoy man.

     “Who is that man ?” the Sultan inquired of his servant. The servant didn’t know. “Go and bring him to

me at once!”

     When R’ Chaim Abulafia entered the Sultan’s palace, he was received with great honor. “Where are you

headed ?” the Sultan asked.

     “To Tiveria,” replied R’ Chaim.

     The Sultan instructed his servants to give R’ Chaim many precious gifts, and thus, R’ Chaim made his

way to Tiveria, loaded with money and a sefer Torah.
     From that day on, the Jewish yishuv  in Tiveria began to flourish.
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ANSWERING AMEN

     The following story was related by the Admor of Slonim  ztz”l, who heard it from his father-in-law, the
previous Slonimer Rebbe. The story is about a  tzaddik who once lived in Vilna, R’ Shimon, the dayan. R’
Shimon was a great  talmid chacham and a very holy man.

     R’ Shimon the dayan  of Vilna, had one particular mitzvah which he kept stringently - the mitzvah of

answering amen. Big deal, you may think. Who doesn’t keep this mitzvah ? Who doesn’t answer amen ?

     I hope that none of us ever forgets to answer amen, but you know how it is. Sometimes we do forget.

Occasionally we don’t concentrate or listen well.

     R’ Shimon never, ever forgot. He never missed an opportunity to say amen. Not only that, but he went

every day from shul to shul in Vilna to warn the “daveners” about the importance of answering amen and

yehei shmei rabbah  and the dangers of not saying them.

     R’ Shimon was a very diligent person, who spent a lot of time learning Torah. Some people wondered

why such a great talmid chacham  thought it was necessary to “waste” his time (of course it wasn’t a waste

of time!) to repeat the same little speech every day to the same people about answering amen.

     One day, a great tzaddik  arrived in Vilna and watched as R’ Shimon made his daily rounds. He decided

to question R’ Shimon about his interesting custom. “Why do you go to the shuls every day ?” he asked.

     “The reason I do this,” explained R’ Shimon, “is because of a dream I once had.

     “A dream ?”

     “I had a very real and lifelike dream one day. I was sitting in my home learning Gemara Shabbos. I don’t

know how it happened, but suddenly I was overcome with fatigue, and try as I did to remain awake, I fell

asleep. In my dream, I saw a man with a shining countenance. There was a pillar of fire above his head. I

couldn’t take my eyes off his holy face. He came closer to me and placed his hands gently on my forehead.”

     R’ Shimon then went on to relate what the man had said.

     “Why aren’t you careful with my words ?” the stranger asked.

     R’ Shimon was frightened. What was the man talking about ? He didn’t have a clue. It took him a few

minutes to muster up the courage and ask, “Who are you ? And what is it that I’m not careful about ?”

     The man didn’t reply immediately. At last he said, “I want you to go to the batei knesses  and batei
medrash  every day and remind all the people there to be careful with the words of Reish Lakish in Shabbos

(119) which say that whoever says amen with all his might, will have the doors of Gan Eden opened for him.

If you do as I say,” the man continued, “you will all be saved from various terrible decrees in the offing.”

With that, he disappeared.



“I awoke with a pounding heart,” continued R’ Shimon. “I couldn’t get the vision out of my mind. I didn’t

know what to do, whether to believe in the dream or not. I davened to Hashem to help me understand the

dream. I begged for a sign that the dream I had dreamt was true.

     “When I finished davening, I glanced into the Gemara. The first words that caught my eyes were those

of Reish Lakish. “Whoever answers amen with all his strength, the doors of Gan Eden will open for him.” I

realized that Hashem had sent me a sign. I closed my Gemara and set out for the first time on my holy

mission. I knew I was helping to protect klal Yisrael  from bad decrees. Ever since then, I have continued to

fulfill my mission!”
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THE PARALYZED DOG

   There was once a very great tzaddik  in Lithuania, named R’ Elchanan Wasserman, may Hashem avenge his

blood. R’ Elchanan died al kiddush Hashem  when he was murdered by the Nazis during the Holocaust.

   Before the Holocaust, R’ Elchanan occasionally traveled to the United States in order to raise money for

his yeshiva in Baranowitz. Many times R’ Elchanan saw Hashem’s guiding Hand on his trips. One of these

incidents involved a dog. A dog ? Yes, a dog.

    

   The story was related by R’ Shachna Koledetzki, ztz”l,  who heard it personally from the woman it

happened to.

   “I was young at the time ,” the woman related to R’ Shachna. “But I have never forgotten and will never

forget this story.”

   The woman lived in New York. Her husband’s business affairs forced him to spend most of the week in

another town, and the woman was alone with her children all week. Her husband only returned home for

Shabbos.

   It was not easy for the woman to be alone with her children all the time, and she often felt frightened

and insecure. Her husband decided to purchase a watchdog that would guard the house and its inhabitants

and protect them from danger. A large, ferocious watchdog was bought and stationed near the front door of

their grand home. The door was a large one, with the upper half made of glass. Whenever the dog noticed a

stranger approach the house, he would start barking incessantly to alert the housewife. She would come to

the door, look through the glass and decide whether she wished to open the door or not. The woman felt

more protected and secure than ever before and was satisfied with this arrangement.

   One day, R’ Elchanan Wasserman arrived in the States to collect money for his yeshiva. As a family

friend, R’ Elchanan came to this family’s home to pay a visit.

   As soon as R’ Elchanan came near the house, the dog jumped up to the upper part of the door

immediately, ready to launch into a volley of barks. He sprang up, pressed his nose against the window,

looked at the stranger and - was silent. He didn’t emit a single bark. Not a sound.

   “I was astounded to see the dog stand so uncharacteristically sheepish at the door,” related the woman,

who was already very old when she told R’ Shachna the story, “and I approached to see what was going on. I

saw R’ Elchanan outside the door and I opened it quickly. The dog did not budge, and remained leaning

against the door in utter silence. It didn’t move an inch. It was as though he was paralyzed.”



 R’ Elchanan entered, sat down and conversed with the family members, inquiring into their health and

business affairs. After an hour, he rose to leave and went towards the door. All the while, the dog had been

standing in exactly the same position, up on his hind paws, silently leaning against the door.

   As soon as R’ Elchanan left, the dog gave himself a shake, dropped down and behaved as though nothing

out of the ordinary had happened.

                     

   When Hashem created mankind, he appointed man ruler over all creation. When a person behaves

according to the Torah and does not sin, no animal can hurt him or frighten him in any way.



she wants to wash our neighbor Esther’s laundry.”
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R’ YOSEF CHAIM’S PRIORITIES

   Are you aware of how rich you are ? Yes, rich. And no, I’m not referring to spiritual riches, which

admittedly are the most valuable possessions one has. But right now, I’m talking about physical wealth, and

I repeat, you and your parents are rich. 

   In comparison to the living standards of the Jews in past generations, at least those who lived in the Old

City of Yerushalayim, almost any family today would be considered wealthy.

   The Jews of the Old City were poverty stricken. Many Jews lived in “apartments” that consisted of one

tiny, windowless room, which in many cases, doubled as a store, too.

   People lived off the money they earned that day. If they earned a little on a certain day, there was bread

and oil for the children to eat. If they didn’t earn any money, well, there just wasn’t any food.

   Those small little houses had no floor. Erev Shabbos, the inhabitants would sprinkle some sand on the

floor. They would also paint the walls a little, which were black from the smoke of the candles they used all

week. Why didn’t they use electricity, you ask ? Now really, do you think anybody there had ever heard of

electricity ?

   One of the residents in the neighborhood  was a very poor widow. She worked as a washerwoman in order

to be able to feed her children. Every day, she washed the laundry of a different family. One day, it was

“Malka’s day,” the other day it was “Shprintze’s day,” and so on. With the money she earned each day, the

widow bought some bread for her children.

   One day, the washerwoman rose early and made her way to the yard of a certain woman, who we’ll call

Esther. Today was “Esther’s day,” and the widow arrived all ready to roll up her sleeves and scrub the

laundry with soapy water. To her surprise, there were no laundry tubs, nor laundry, nor water or soap.

Nothing at all. The washerwoman knocked on Esther’s door. “What happened ? Where’s your laundry ?”

   “My laundry ? Today ? Don’t you know today is Rosh Chodesh ? Don’t you know it’s forbidden to wash

clothes on Rosh Chodesh ? “

   The washerwoman was speechless for a minute, and then she began to plead. “But this is your day! I

saved it for you!”

   Esther yelled back, “It’s Rosh Chodesh! Don’t you understand ? Rosh Chodesh!”

   The famous rav  of Yerushalayim, the tzaddik , R’ Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, ztz”l,  lived in the same

courtyard, and when he heard angry voices exchanged outdoors, he instructed his daughter-in-law to

investigate what the commotion was about.

   Sheindel, the daughter-in-law, went out, listened to the heated argument for a few minutes and went in

again. “It’s Rosh Chodesh today,” she explained to her father-in-law, “but the washerwoman insists that



R’ Yosef Chaim was well aware that the washerwoman was a penniless widow. “Tell me, do you have any

laundry to give her ?” he inquired of his daughter-in-law. 

   “I could find some,” she answered.

   “In that case, give the widow your laundry. Tell her to wash it.”

   The daughter-in-law went back outside and approached the washerwoman. “Please wash my laundry. My

father-in-law, the Rav, has said it is permissible for you to wash it.”

   The washerwoman immediately calmed down. Happily, she rolled up her sleeves and got to work. Her

children would have bread to eat today.

   The neighbor, Esther, stared at the scene in amazement. “Did the Rav really say she may wash the

laundry today ?” she asked the daughter-in-law.

   “Of course. He instructed me to give her my laundry.”

   “If that is the case, I’ll give her my laundry, too...”

   That day, the young orphans got their daily serving of bread and oil, and maybe even a slice of tomato or

some olives, too.
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A PROMISE KEPT

   Jews in the past often had to display incredible mesiras nefesh to keep Torah and mitzvos. Today, baruch

Hashem, most of us live in countries that allow us to live as frum Jews and it is hard for us to imagine

what it would be like otherwise.

   In Russia, many years ago, a decree was passed forbidding Jews to have beards or peyos. R’ Hillel of

Paritch was a great tzaddik, a well-known Lubavitcher chassid, who lived during those trying times. He was

reluctant to compromise on fulfilling even a single mitzvah, halacha, or minhag, custom. When the new law

was passed, he simply ignored it and continued his life as usual.

   Unfortunately, somebody informed the authorities that R’ Hillel had not cut his beard off. Infuriated, the

Russians decided to do the job themselves. R’ Hillel bravely tried to protect his beard and peyos. He

covered them up with his hands and refused to allow the Russian police to cut them off. However, he was

only one person against several tough brutes so he didn’t stand much of a chance. Who knows what would

have happened if a certain Jew - a simple tailor - hadn’t saved R’ Hillel from the soldiers’ hands. How he

did this is unclear, but the main thing is that R’ Hillel managed to get away from the Russians, his beard

intact.

   R’ Hillel was very grateful to the tailor who had endangered his own life to save him. He promised the

tailor that after their passing, they would be buried side by side.

   Years passed, R’ Hillel became rav  of Boibiroisk and traveled every year to distant towns to bring Jews

closer to Hashem. One time, R’ Hillel fell very ill. At the time, he was in the city of Charson, which was

very far from Boibiroisk.

   Sadly, R’ Hillel’s condition deteriorated, and he passed away on Shabbos Nachamu.
   A great sadness descended on the Jewish community. The Jews deeply mourned their great rav. They set

up a large tent on his kever and throngs of Jews came there to daven.

   Several months later, in the midst of a bitter, Russian winter, a poor Jew arrived in Charson. He stayed

in the “hekdesh,”  a hostel designated for indigent Jews who had nowhere to stay and no money to purchase

food. On one particularly freezing day, the unfortunate Jew passed away.

   A Jew that passes away has to to be buried. But where ? The shammes of the chevra kadisha gazed out of

the window at the terrible weather conditions and couldn’t bring himself to go and search for the gabbai and

discuss with him where to bury the anonymous Jew. So he went alone to the cemetery, and buried the

pauper in the first empty plot he found.

   Soon the whole town was buzzing with the news. “Just imagine!  A poor, anonymous beggar, who slept in

the hekdesh, was buried near the holy R’ Hillel of Paritch! How did such a thing happen ? What an

irresponsible act!” Everyone was upset to think that such a great tzaddik was buried near a simple person.



However, there was nothing to be done. It was forbidden, of course, to disinter the body of the Jew and

bury him elsewhere.

   At the very least, the Jews of Charson wanted to know the identity of the beggar. They searched his

belongings and discovered his name and his father’s name. To their surprise, they discovered that he came

from Paritch, the birthplace of R’ Hillel!

   At once, the chevra kadisha sent a letter to Paritch in which they related the whole story. “Perhaps you

could tell us a little about this man who merited being buried near R’ Hillel ?” they requested at the end of

the letter.

   The reply was swift in coming. It soon turned out that the anonymous pauper was none other than the

tailor who had endangered his life to save R’ Hillel!

                    R’ Hillel had kept his promise...
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THE FORGOTTEN NOTE

   R’ Chaim Yosef Dovid Azulai, better known as the Chida, was very close to his rebbe, R’ Chaim ben

Attar, the Ohr HaChaim. They both lived in the Diaspora, but the Chida longed to make aliyah to Eretz

Yisrael. One day, he resolved to make his dream come true and came to inform his rav  that he wanted to

leave for Eretz Yisrael. The Ohr HaChaim showered his beloved talmid with warm blessings.

   The Chida set out on his journey. Among his possessions, he carried a special note. It was a note he’d

received from his holy rebbe, the Ohr HaChaim, a moment before the two had parted.

   “When you reach Eretz Yisrael, you will surely make your way to the Kosel HaMaraavi, right ? “ the Ohr

HaChaim had inquired.

   “Of course, b’ezras Hashem. I will go to the Kosel at the first opportunity.”

   “In that case, I have a request. Please take this note and insert it between the holy stones of the Kosel.”

   The Chida took the folded note and promised, “I will see to it as soon as I get there.”

   The journey to Eretz Yisrael was long and tiring, but finally, the Chida reached the Holy Land.

   During his lengthy journey, the Chida thought a lot about what he was going to do in Eretz Yisrael and

made a  difficult decision. He was going to work to earn money to support himself and he would not take

any money from other people.

   He stuck to his decision and chose to become a wagon driver. Can you picture it ? The holy Chida sitting

in a horse drawn carriage he’d purchased, delivering merchandise from place to place ? Of course, the Chida

invested a minimal amount of time in his job. All he wanted was to earn enough money to support his

family. As soon as he obtained the minimum amount of money that would suffice for the day, he entered the

beis knesses and sat down to learn.

   The Chida was a young man at the time and didn’t attract any particular attention as he sat in the corner

of the beis knesses studying Torah like many other young men. He continued this peaceful lifestyle for a

while until, one day, something happened that shook him up. He was sitting in the wagon delivering goods

as usual, when all of a sudden his old horse dropped down dead.

   The Chida was shocked and worried. The horse was his only source of parnassah. What could he possibly

do now ? Would he have to break his vow and accept help from others ? He really didn’t want that to

happen!

   The Chida knew that everything comes from Hashem. Surely Hashem had a good reason for causing his

horse to die. He spent a long time thinking about what the reason could be. Perhaps, he thought to himself,

he had committed a sin, and Hashem was punishing him.

   For many days, the Chida remained at home, learning as much as he could, making a cheshbon hanefesh
and davening to Hashem to forgive him if he had sinned.



One day, the Chida touched the pocket of his old garment, and heard a rustling sound. When he put his

hand into the pocket, he was startled to find the note the Ohr HaChaim had given him to insert between the

stones of the Kosel...

   “That must be my sin,” the Chida thought in dismay. “How could I have forgotten my rebbe’s request ?

No wonder my horse died!”                                                                                            

   The Chida hurried out of his home and made his way to the Kosel. He inserted the note into the Wall,

davened with intense concentration, and felt very much relieved.

   After his tefillah, he made his way to the beis knesses, planning to slip in and sit down in a corner to

study as usual. But this was not to be. As soon as he stepped over the threshold, all eyes turned unto him.

People approached him, shook his hand and asked him who he was.

   “What happened today ?“ the Chida inquired in surprise. “This is not the first time I came to learn here,

after all ?”

   “That’s true, but today, when you came in, your countenance shoen with a special light.  We immediately

realized that you are no simple person.”

   Among the people present in the beis knesses was the chief rabbi of the Sephardim, the Chacham Bashi.

He turned to the Chida and asked him, “Tell me, why is there such a holy light on your face ? How did you

merit this ?”

   The Chida didn’t know what to say, until he remembered the note. He told the story of the note to the

Chacham.

   The Chacham showed great interest in the story. “Let’s go to the Kosel,” he suggested excitedly. “I want

to see where you put that note.”

   “Why ?“ the Chida wondered.

   “I’m longing to see the handwriting of the Ohr HaChaim HaKodesh,” said the Chacham.

   The two reached the Kosel. The Chacham plucked the note out of the Wall with great anticipation, read

its contents, and took a deep breath.

   “Do you know what it says ?” he asked the Chida. He read the note aloud. “I ask of you to help my holy

talmid when he is in distress.”

   Of course, the Chacham followed the note’s directives. R’ Chaim Yosef Dovid Azulai eventually became

the rav of Yerushalayim.  
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recover.

THE BLESSING OF THE REBBE OF RIMANOV

   Count Darbasky cut an imposing figure despite his advanced age. He stood tall and erect, dressed in

aristocratic clothing, and sporting a snow-white moustache.

   The sight of the Count approaching the gravesite of the holy R’ Mendel of Rimanov, ztz”l, raised many

wondering eyebrows. What was a Polish nobleman doing by the kever of the Rebbe of Rimanov ?

   All the local inhabitants came out to greet the Count. They didn’t ask why he had come to the kever of a
Jewish rabbi, but Count Darbasky noticed their curious expressions and graciously deigned to relate what

had brought him to the area.

   “When I was eight years old, I became sick with a very serious illness. The best specialists in the field

were consulted, but none of them could diagnose what I was suffering from, or had a cure to offer. My

wellbeing deteriorated and there was little hope of my recovering. My poor mother wept bitterly. One of her

friends who came to visit found her sobbing inconsolably.

   “What happened ?” her friend asked.

   “My son... he’s terribly ill... the doctors have given up. I’m so afraid that he...

   “No, don’t say that,” her friend interrupted. “I have a good ideafor you.”

   “What good idea ?” My mother didn’t place too much hope in her friend’s good ideas.

   “In the town of Pristik, there is a holy Jewish rabbi who performs miracles. Let’s travel to him. I’m sure

he’s the only one who can save your son.”

   My despairing mother was prepared to do anything to heal her son, as illogical and unlikely as this

sounded. She ordered a carriage and set out on her journey. She reached the Rebbes’s house at five o’clock

in the morning.

   The town was silent and sleepy at that early hour. The Rebbe’s house, however, was bustling with

activity.

   My mother entered the house and a delicious aroma wafted out of the kitchen. Later, she discovered that

they the members of the household were baking bread for all the poor people in town.

   The rebbe couldn’t receive the noblewoman right away and instructed her to return at nine o’clock.

   At nine o’clock sharp, my mother returned to the Rebbe and tearfully requested that he save her son’s

life.

   “Why did you come to me ? Do you think I am a magician ?” the Rebbe asked her.

   “I know you are close to G-d and your prayers are accepted,” she replied.

   “I’ll pray,” the rebbe agreed. He went into an inner chamber and davened to Hashem for three hours.

Beads of sweat ran down his face, but he continued to daven until the clock struck twelve.

   “There has been an improvement now, at twelve o’clock,” the rebbe reported to my mother. Your son will



When he is healthy again, bring him to me and I will bless him.”

   My mother returned home and asked the maid if there was any improvement in my condition. “Not

especially,” she replied. “But at twelve o’clock he woke up and asked for a drink.”

   “Within a few weeks,” the Count continued his riveting tale, “I recovered completely. My mother brought

me to the Rebbe. He blessed me and instructed me to treat the Jews well throughout my life. I promised to

do so, and indeed, I kept my promise. Now that I am already old, I felt a desire to come and pray at the

gravesite of this holy man.”

   The Count prayed at the kever  and left a note there. In the note, he asked the Avos to pray for the

Rebbe. Then he added, “Please, Rabbi, pray for the Jewish nation, for the Poles, and for me, my children

and grandchildren.”      



tales of tzaddikim

THE DOCTOR’S DREAM

Do you know Dr. Lieberman from Vitebsk ? I didn’t think you would. How would you know a doctor who lived

many years ago in such a distant place as Vitebsk ? 

  Allow me to acquaint you with this wonderful Jewish doctor. Dr. Lieberman was a very frum doctor, who

was meticulous about keeping the Torah and mitzvot. He even gave a daily shiur  on Ein Yaakov.
  Dr. Lieberman tried very hard not to visit patients on Shabbos. If there was no choice, and his presence

was urgently required, at somebody’s bedside, he would walk all the way instead of traveling in his carriage.

A non-Jewish youth would accompany him to carry his medical bag. The doctor made sure to have signed

prescriptions with him, and then all he had to do was to direct the servant what medication to write down.

Thus, Dr. Lieberman avoided chillul Shabbos.
  When the distance was too great to walk, Dr. Lieberman would not agree to travel in his horse-drawn

wagon. The Jews who lived far away knew that on Shabbos, they had to summon another doctor.

  One Shabbos afternoon, Dr. Lieberman took a nap. As he dozed off, an unfamiliar, but very

distinguished-looking stranger appeared to him in a dream. The man had a long beard, and gazed at the

doctor with piercing eyes.

  “You are behaving inappropriately,” the man in the dream told him. “If a patient lives far away and

reaching him entails traveling on Shabbos, it is permissible to do so in cases of pikuach nefesh.”
  The doctor awoke from his nap and scratched his head in wonder. He couldn’t think of a single tzaddik  or
rav  he knew that looked like the figure he had seen in his dream.

  Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. The maidservant entered, and told him that a Jew from one of

the villages bordering Vitebsk was asking to see the doctor. “I explained that you won’ travel on Shabbos,”

the maidservant told the doctor. “But he insisted on speaking to you nevertheless.”

  The doctor immediately thought of his dream and said to the girl, “Send him in.”

  The Jew entered the room and related, “My daughter became ill a few weeks ago. I’ve already been to

several doctors, but none of them could diagnose her illness or treat her. My daughter’s condition has

deteriorated and she has taken a turn for the worse. Please doctor, I beg of you come with me. I have a

horse-drawn carriage waiting outside.” The desperate father waited hopefully for the doctor’s reply. 

  Dr. Lieberman immediately agreed.

  The doctor traveled to the village accompanied by his non-Jewish servant who carried the medical

supplies. He examined the patient, prescribed her some medicine, and stayed in the village until motzaei
Shabbos. Before he left for Vitebsk, he gave clear instructions on how to treat the sick girl. Two days later,

Dr. Lieberman came to see her again. To his joy, he noticed an immense improvement in her condition.

“Your daughter will get better, with Hashem’s help,” he informed the relieved parents.

***



A while later, Dr. Lieberman received a telegram requesting him to come to a neighboring town, Lubavitch,

to treat an ill man. After he had seen the patient and prescribed a course of treatment, the doctor decided

to visit the famous rebbe, R’ Shalom Ber of Lubavitch, ztz”l, “If I am already here in Lubavitch, I may as

well use the opportunity to see the tzaddik  everyone talks about,” he thought to himself.

  He entered the room of the rebbe  and stood dumbstruck. There sat the man who had appeared to him in

the dream! 

  “Come in, come in.” The rebbe  smiled at the doctor in welcome.

  Dr. Lieberman hesitatingly told the rebbe what he had dreamed. The rebbe smiled. “I don’t know anything

about the dream,” he said, “but I did  recommend you to that Jew from the village...”
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exclaimed.

THE DEBT

When a plate is broken at an engagement, everyone is happy, right ? There are some people, however,

whose happiness is tinged with anxiety. The parents of the chasan  or kallah  may be wondering where they

will find the money to marry off their children.

  You are probably wondering why I am writing to you about such serious adult matters. Well, I just wanted

you to feel for a moment what a certain respectable Jew felt when his daughter became a kallah  and he

didn’t have any money at all for the chasunah.
  What did the man do ? He turned to his rebbe, the famed R’ Menachem of Kosov, known as the “Ahavas

Shalom,” ztz”l.
  “Rebbe,” he began in a faltering tone, “what should I do ? My daughter’s wedding is drawing near. I need

a large amount of money and I don’t have a clue where I’m going to get it from!”

  The rebbe thought for a minute, and then said, “If you ask me, I think you should travel to Yaase.”

  “To Yasse ?” the chassid asked in surprise. “What should I do there ?”

  “You will be successful there,” answered the rebbe, without further explanation.

  “But how will I cross the Galician border to Yaase ? I don’t have a passpport!”

  “No problem,” answered the rebbe, “I will give you a letter to give to a Jew who lives near the border. He

will get you across.”

  The chassid had no idea what he would do in Yaase once he crossed the border. But he was a true chassid,

and if the rebbe says something, you do it! He set out on his journey and met the Jew the rebbe had told

him about at the border. The Jew got him over the border, and from there the chassid walked through the

night to Yasse. He reached the his destination at dawn. The city was silent . There was a cool wind blowing,

and the chassid was cold and tired from his exhausting journey. He had no idea what to do now. Where

should he go ? He stood in the city square with his pack, wondering what to do. Was there any hotel or

simple guesthouse in the town where he could lie down for a while ? 

  In the meantime, people began to come out of their homes. Yawning and shivering from the cold, Jews

went to their shuls holding their talis bags. One of the local Jews approached the bewildered stranger and

greeted him. “Shalom Aleichem. Where are you from ?”

  “I just got here from Kosov,” the chassid replied. “I’m looking for lodgings.”

  “Come,” the Jew said to him. “I will take you to a lodging place.”

  “Is it a good place ?” asked the chassid.

  “Yes, yes.”

  “And is it expensive ?”

  “Oh, don’t worry about the money. It’s free.”

  The chassid realized the Jew was leading him to his own house. “But you don’t even know me!” he



The man smiled. “Let tell you a story. Several years ago, a rebbe from Galicia named R’ Menachem Mendel

came to visit Yaase.”

  The chassid held his breath. Was the Jew of Yaase referring to his rebbe ? 

  “The rebbe gave me the most wonderful bracha,” continued the Jew. “He promised me that I would be

blessed with a son. I had been childless until then. When my son was born, I vowed I would donate a large

sum of money to the rebbe. However, I didn’t know where the rebbe lived and I wasn’t able to fulfill my

pledge. I hoped that I would meet him again one day and be able to do as I had promised. 

  “Last night, I met the rebbe again. The rebbe appeared before me in a dream and said, “Do you remember

you promised me a sum of money ? I’m sending a Jew to you. He is quite short, his beard is gray and his

forehead is furrowed in worry. Give this Jew the money.”

  “How will I find him ? “ I wondered in my dream.

  “You will find him standing in the city square.”

  “I awoke. The episode had been so real I found it difficult to believe it had only been a dream. I couldn’t

fall asleep again, so I got up and left the house. And here I found you, exactly as the rebbe had said in the

dream!”

  A large sum of money exchanged hands. Both men were overjoyed. The next day, the chassid set out to

return to Kosov, and the wedding for his daughter was held shortly thereafter with great rejoicing.  
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RAV SHALOM’S CHANUKAH CANDLES

Who hasn’t heard of Rav Shalom Schwadron, ztz”l,  the famous Maggid of Yerushalayim ? Rav Shalom had

boundless love for his fellow Jews, and strong yirei Shamayim, fear of Heaven, which by the way, usually go

together.

  We won’t go into the biography of Rav Shalom, a talmid  of Yeshivah of Chevron, Knesset

Yisrael-Slobodka, where he later served as baal tefillah for many years. Pages can be written about his

davening alone, his thundering voice raised in tefillah, his soul-stirring tunes, his moving nusach ...

  But as we just said, we won’t talk about his davening, or about his history. This time we’ll talk about how

Rav Shalom remained the same G-d-fearing Jew in every situation, in every location.

      

  Rav Shalom often traveled out of Eretz Yisrael, where he disseminated Torah and spread light to his

brethren in the Diaspora. Rav Shalom visited London several times, and on one occasion he was there over

Chanukah.

  Before leaving Eretz Yisrael, Rav Shalom packed a box of candles and his simple metal menorah  into his

suitcase.

  Why would Rav Shalom take his own simple menorah abroad ? Would it be a problem to buy a menorah  in

England ? After all, there were many frum  Jews living in England, and they all lit Chanukah candles!

  However, in chutz l’Aretz, Jews light candles near a window or a door inside their homes. Rav Shalom

wanted to light his menorah  the way many Jews do it in Eretz Yisrael - outside, on the street, for all to

see. In order to accomplish that, he had to bring his own menorah,  which was specially designed for that

purpose. It was a simple metal menorah  encased in a glass box, which protected the candles from the wind.

Rav Shalom also brought along the special chain he used to tie the glass box to a fence. 

  There was a young, Jewish boy called Raphael who lived in London at the time. Today, he is already an

elderly man, a respectable person who lives in Eretz Yisrael with his family, but he still fondly recalls how

his father took him, on Chanukah, to see the “special menorah.”

  “My father,” related Reb Raphael, “wanted us to see - in London - what it means to be stringent about a

minhag, custom. The fact that non-Jews looked strangely at a Jew who lit his candles so openly didn’t deter

a Jew like Rav Shalom!”

  A similar story is related about the time Rav Shalom was in France. Whenever he was in France, Rav

Shalom stayed with the Westheim family. Rebbetzin Westheim says, “We always felt we had to conceal our

Judaism in the neighborhood we lived in. Unfortunately, anti-Semitism was quite common in France at the

time. Not a single Jew dared to walk in the streets wearing a shtreimel  on his head on Shabbos.”



 Not a single Jew, besides for Rav Shalom, of course. Even though the local Jews did their best to explain

that everyone was afraid to wear a shtreimel , Rav Shalom decided not to deviate from his custom.

  One time, Rav Shalom had to meet a prominent Jew on motzaei Shabbos. He left, wearing his shtreimel
as usual. “Rav Shalom, leave your shtreimel  behind behind on motzaei Shabbos  at least,” his hosts

entreated, to which he replied, “My custom is to wear a shtreimel  on motzaei Shabbos, too.” 
  His host met him and directed him on how to continue. Suddenly, a non-Jew appeared, looked at Rav

Shalom, and gave him a resounding slap across the cheek. The force of the blow was so strong, that the

shtreimel  went flying to the ground. Laughing to himself, the attacker left.

  Rav Shalom calmly bent down and placed his shtreimel  back onto his head and continued on his way. 

  Later, on his way back, when Rav Shalom walked through the busy street where he had been hit before, he

didn’t remove his shtreimel  or try to hide it under his coat. Oh, no. Not Rav Shalom. He proudly wore his

shtreimel  as though nothing happened. 

  “The shammes  of the shul,” Rav Shalom later wrote in a letter home, “told me he hadn’t seen  shtreimel
in twenty years!”
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KINDNESS BEYOND MEASURE

The Yerushalmi tzaddik Rav Amram Blau, ztz”l is mostly known for his zealousness concerning religious

observance. Less is known, however, about his amazing middah of chesed.
    In those days, there were many unfortunate in Yerushalayim. Many were Holocaust survivors who had

become mentally disturbed and couldn’t lead normal lives. They would wander around the streets of

Yerushalayim, living off the generosity of the neighborhood Jews.

    In one house, much more was given to those people than just a slice of bread or some tzedakah. This was

the house of Rav Amram, whose love and kindness for every Jew led him to host wretched people in his

home. They were the kind of people most of us would find very difficult to have around for even an hour or

two, but they ate and slept at Rav Amram’s home for weeks on end.

    One Shabbos, when he came home with two very odd looking guests, his wife quietly asked him, “Why

can’t you invite normal people?”

    “I do invite them,” Rav Amram answered her. “I would be thrilled if the rabbanim of the Eida

Hachareidis - Rav Pinchas Epstein and Rav Dovid Jungreis - would come to us, but they have homes of

their own. These Jews here have no homes.”

    Rav Amram and his family needed the patience of saints to put up with their live-in guests. A few

examples? One of the guests insisted he had to wear four bibs while eating. One bib on his right side,

another on his left, and so on. Each of the bibs was designated to cover a different part of his body, and

woe to anyone who dared mess up the way the bibs were to be worn. The problem was that the guest himself

didn’t always remember which bib belonged where, and every few minutes he would summon Rav Amram. “Is

this bib for my right side or left side?” Rav Amram would patiently tie on the bibs again and again.

    One woman, a Holocaust survivor, would sit in the Blau’s kitchen all day and vehemently curse every

person who passed. To add insult to injury, or rather injury to insult, she would also pour a cup of water on

unsuspecting passersby. 

    After a while, even Rav Amram realized it was impossible to put up with her. He found a suitable room

for her, rented it, furnished it, and then suggested to the woman that she go sleep in the small apartment

at night. 

    The woman didn’t like the idea. “What’s wrong here?” she asked.

“It’ll be very comfortable for you there,” Rav Amram tried to persuade her. “It’s quiet, with nice furniture,

and it has everything you need.”

    “Is the room really so nice?” she asked.

“Yes, yes,” promised Rav Amram.

    “In that case, let’s change apartments. You move into that room, and I’ll stay here!”



    Of course, this kind of life was not easy. It would be natural to think, then, that if one of the regular

guests disappeared for a while, nobody would care much, right? Wrong. When Rav Amram’s son became a

choson, his steady guests came to the engagement party. However, Rav Amram noticed that one of them was

missing.

    Rav Amram immediately sent one of his sons to search all the shuls in Meah Shearim. The man was soon

located, brooding angrily in a corner.

    “Why don’t you come and join us?” the son asked. “We’re waiting for you!”

“I don’t want to come,” said the man, an elderly bachelor. “Rav Amram only cares about his children. Why

doesn’t he find a bride for me?” 

    The son returned home and told his father why his guest was so upset. Rav Amram at once went to

appease the man, who finally agreed to attend the engagement party, after Rav Amram promised him he

would find him a kallah too.

    Amazingly, Rav Amram managed to keep his word. The poor man got married and was soon to be seen in

the Blau household again, accompanied by his wife and later by their children.
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coat and handed it to the poor man.

CARING FOR THE INDIVIDUAL

During the era of Rav Yoshe Ber Soloveitchik of Brisk, ztz”l, many harsh decrees were enacted against the

Jews in Europe. The leaders of the generation would assemble from time to time to discuss the decrees and

find solutions. Rav Yoshe Ber would oftentimes preside at the head of the table at those meetings.

Everyone wanted to hear what he had to say.

    During one bitterly cold winter in Poland, a very important meeting was planned. Of course, Rav Yoshe

Ber was scheduled to be at the conference too. A carriage and two horses were ordered, and Rav Yoshe Ber

and his companions got ready for a long, difficult journey.

    After traveling for two days, the men had almost reached their destination. They decided to stop at a

small village to rest their weary bones a little. While they sat and warmed themselves at the local inn, a

non-Jew entered the room.

    “Are you Jews?” he asked. “They say Jews have kind hearts. So how come you are letting a fellow Jew

die from hunger?”

“What! Which Jew? Who’s dying from hunger?”

    “I’ll tell you. Not far from here, about fifteen to twenty kilometers away, lives a Jew in a tiny village.

He has several small children, his house is bitterly cold, he has absolutely no food, and it won’t be long

before he and his family will die from cold and hunger. Why does nobody care about him?”

    Rav Yoshe Ber immediately got up. “Let’s go,” he said to the coachman. “We have to leave at once.”

“But rebbe,” protested Rav Yoshe Ber’s attendant. “What about the meeting? If we go somewhere else

now, we’ll miss the meeting. All the gedolim are waiting for your arrival.”

    “Don’t worry, we’ll get to the meeting, too,” said Rav Yoshe Ber calmly, and they set off for the

isolated village.

When they located the Jew’s humble shack, they realized the non-Jew hadn’t exaggerated. The windows of

the house were broken and there was nothing with which to stop up the large holes, through which freezing

winds were blowing in. There was no firewood to be seen. The children lay in their beds shivering. They

were pale and starving. Their father didn’t look any better. He was so frozen that at first he couldn’t even

open his mouth to talk. 

    The Brisker Rav immediately sent his attendant to obtain some firewood and call a worker to mend the

windows. While he was gone, Rav Yoshe Ber sat and tried to feed the children and their father. The father’s

condition was so bad that he couldn’t swallow a thing. For hours, the Rav tried repeatedly to get a spoonful

of hot tea into the man’s body. Finally, the Jew began to warm up a little and his condition improved.

    After the windows were mended and the family’s condition seemed a bit better, the Rav’s attendant said,

“Now that things have improved, perhaps we should leave? The meeting...”

    “No, no,” stated Rav Yoshe Ber firmly. “We’re staying right here.” They stayed for several more days,

during which he continued to tend to the family’s every need. Before he left, the Rav removed his warm fur



Then they set off to the meeting.

    Did they arrive on time? What happened? I’m afraid I don’t have the answers to that.

    What is known is that ten years later, a Jew wearing a fur coat entered Rav Yoshe Ber’s shul. “Does the

Rav recognize this coat?” he asked Rav Yoshe Ber.

    The Brisker Rav looked at him questioningly, and the man explained: “This is the coat you took off and

gave to me. I am the Jew the rebbe saved from hunger and cold ten years ago.”
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and arguments fell away.

THE NODA B’YEHUDA

It was early in the morning. The residents of the little town of Yampola were still sleeping. There was a

fresh, cool breeze outside and the silence was very peaceful.

    At this hour, when there wasn’t a soul to be seen on the streets, a carriage stopped outside the home of

the rav of Yampola, Rav Yechezkal Landau, better known as the “Noda B’Yehuda.” He and his son-in-law

exited the house quietly and boarded the horse-drawn wagon. The Noda B’Yehuda was on his way to Prague

because he had received an invitation from the Prague community to settle there and become Rav of the

town.

   The rav wanted to see Prague for himself to find out what kind of Jews lived there before deciding

whether to accept the invitation. What was the kehillah like? What were the community’s priorities?

   To discover the answers to these questions and others, the Noda B’Yehuda decided to quietly leave

Yampola and just as quietly arrive in Prague. He didn’t want people to know he was coming. Therefore, he

set out in the early morning and entered the gates of Prague without revealing to a soul who he was. He

wanted to give the appearance of an ordinary Jew who had come to Prague.

   The first step was to find an inn on the outskirts of Prague. Afterwards, the rav and his son-in-law went

to daven and then they sat down to learn, just as they always did.

   However, they soon realized that they had not yet fulfilled the purpose of their trip - to find out about

the Jews living in the town. Therefore, the rav requested his son-in-law to walk around Prague in the

afternoon and observe its Jewish inhabitants. Were they G-d fearing Jews? Were there talmidei

chachamim? Did Torah interest them?

    The son-in-law Rav Yosef, walked around for a few hours, but oddly, all the people he met were very

busy and he didn’t manage to strike up a conversation with anyone. Towards evening, Rav Yosef began to

feel embarrassed to come back to his father-in-law with no news, so he continued to wander around. After a

while, when it was already dark, Rav Yosef noticed a light shining from the window of a small Jewish

tavern. People often went there to drink a glass or two of wine.

    Rav Yosef entered, ordered a small glass of wine and sat down to observe his surroundings. 

Just then, a Jewish tailor came into the pub and he approached the owner. “Listen Hershel,” he said. “I

have a question on the Rambam.” He explained the question he had in learning and soon an enthusiastic

discussion was underway between the wine seller and the tailor. Another Jew who was dressed as a simple

laborer joined in and suddenly Rav Yosef noticed that all the people who were in the tavern took part in the

argument. Moreover, they were all well-versed in Torah and knew what they were talking about.

    The Jews couldn’t reach a conclusion that was acceptable to everyone. Then someone said, “Okay, we’ll

wait for Moshe the watchman. He’ll explain it all.”

    Moshe soon arrived and everyone turned to him. He ordered some wine, and asked what the argument was

about. He listened and then proceeded to explain the Gemara so well that all the previous contradictions



    Rav Yosef got up to leave. “Now I have what to relate to my father-in-law,” he thought contentedly. He

returned to his inn and told Rav Yechezkal what he had seen.

    The Noda B’Yehuda was moved. “It seems the question I should be asking is whether I am deserving of

Prague and not whether Prague is deserving of me,” he said.

    The next morning, there was great excitement in Prague. The news quickly spread through the Jewish

community that the great gaon, the Noda B’Yehuda, was in town. Rav Yechezkal was appointed rav of

Prague, where he remained until his passing forty years later.

     

         




