
Y_01299 

Important Points about Tefilla for 
Children 

Rabbi Chaim Roberts 
 

Grade Level: Elementary, Middle School 
 
Description: 
Rouse your students toward a better davening with this list of important points 
about Tefilla, a story which will help students appreciate Davening and Divrei 
Torah. This inspirational material can be imparted to the students before 
Davening or as part of a Bei’ur Tefilla class. Available with a concise lesson plan 
as a non-editable PDF, or without the lesson plan as an editable Word document. 
 
Goals/Objectives: 
Students will appreciate the value of Tefilla. They will be inspired to say formal 
Tefillos with more kavana and will formulate their own tefillos when the need 
arises. 
 
Instructions: 

1. Read through the material provided. 
2. Decide how frequently you would like to present a thought about Tefilla to 

your students. 
3. Only present one thought at a time. Try to include meaningful examples to 

illustrate each point. 
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 The words in the רוסיד  were made by the אנשי כנסת הגדלה and they have an 
enormous משל} .כח of an engine that has the power to lift a jumbo jet with 300 
people into the sky and carry them for 1000’s of miles} 
 

ונהכו   for children (8-10 year olds) means saying the words properly. 
ים}ומון שליט"א בשיחה במנשסתר למחנכ{ר' מ. סל  

 
 You do not have to דאווען everything 
עם כוונה מהרבה בלי כוונה מעט טוב

without כוונה than more with כוונה less It’s better to say 
 

הכוחנו בפ   is כח giants that our 2-סיחון ועוג killed בנ"י realized this when בלק) 
not with our muscles but in our תפילות-that is why he called בלעם to help him 
curse the אידן.) 
 

 Sometimes the תפילות of children can achieve more than adults. 
 of a father who looks after his son in a dangerous forest, he holds/carries משל)
him etc, but the son must help the father when they came to the closed city 
gates and there is a small window high up.) 
 

 .כח has got much greater תפילה באחדות as סלח לנו רפאנו :בלשון רבים is תפילה 
( שלמ  of one piece of paper is easy to tear, but 100’s are impossible to tear.) 
 

 It is difficult to get hold of / speak to a V.I.P but the רבש"ע, Who is the  מלך
 .is always available to listen to us ANYTIME and ANYWHERE etc ,מלכי המלכים
 

 The רבש"ע is so awesome and so great, but yet so near-we even speak to 
him directly: אתה :קדוש אתה חונן .  He waits for our תפילות. 
 

 We all want to find favour in the eyes of the רבש"ע. 
אות ז')פ''ד  (באורי אגדות ברכות לפני מלך מלכי המלכיםעל ידי תפלה מוצאים חן      

  
 One of the main difficulties we have in תפלה is 

appreciating/realizing/understanding that 'ד is in front of us ממש when we 
 .תפלות He is waiting and listening to our  .דאווען
מסילת ישרים פרק י''טע'    
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 A common question asked by the children: 
If the ניםונים ואחרוראש  and the חפץ חיים etc. did not manage to bring  how  משיח
will we be able to?  We are on a much lower מדריגה! 
Answer: we are טאקע not greater that them, but it works differently.  
The רבש"ע is waiting for a certain amount of תפילות- מותכ  and איכות and when the 
correct amount has been reached משיח will come. 
 

 (see pages 4 & 8) ע' אוה"ח הק' דברים ג/כג 
: תנאים הצריכים לקבלת תפלה 4  

לל כעני הדופק על הפתחשיתפ (1  (we don’t deserve it but we ask 'ד to please give it 
to us) 
 (on us רחמנות should please have שמים in טאטע our) שיבקש ממקור הרחמים (2
שיהיה עת רצון -זמן התפלה (3  
  שתהיה תפילתו מפורשת (4

ד שמביא מעשה שהוא דוגמא לזה)''כ '(ע' במדרש אסתר ז  
 

 .understands all languages הקב''ה 
 

ה'   can only accept תפילות from a clean mouth, not used for ול פהבני  ,כעס ,
רלשה'' ,גאוה  etc. 
 

 We must treat 'ה’s house; the נכביה'  with respect. 
 

 3 places in שחרית to דאווען for מתיקת התורה: 
 בברכת התורה- והערב נא (1
....באהבה (2 אבינו האב הרחמן-אהבה רבה  
יגע לריקלמען לא נ -לאחר קדושה דסידרא (3  
 

 Before לרצון יהיו  at the end of שמונה עשרה, one can דאווען for anything in any 
language. 
 

 There is a פלעדיקע לשון of the חזון איש in (ח"ג מכתב ס"ב ועוד) אגרות to bear in 
mind, especially during an תפלה עושה הרבה יותר מהשתדלות" .עת צרה" 
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A Lesson in Prayer 

 
The reason I’m telling my story in such a public 
forum is because I want to publicize Hashem’s 
greatness and express my gratitude. This story 
has been publicized in other forums. The lesson 
that it holds can benefit everyone. 
In 1999, I planned a trip to Israel, to attend the 
wedding of a relative, which was scheduled for 
Tu B ‘Av. Due to various circumstances, I felt 
obligated to attend even though the trip would 
be difficult for me. 
As I prepared for the trip, I came up with the 
idea of traveling through Budapest, so I could 
visit the gravesites of my ancestors who were 
buried there. My trip would coincide with the 
yahrtzeit of my eminent ancestor, Rav Yaakov 
Zvi Mandel, ztz”l, better known by the name 
“Reb Koppel Hersch,” who served as the first rav 
of the Orthodox congregation in Budapest, K’hal 
Yereim. This congregation was founded when a 
group of Jews seceded from the main 
congregation, which had become Reform. Rav 
Yaakov Zvi Mandel was the founder of the 
Orthodox congregation. After his passing, the 
position was filled by Rav Chaim Sofer, ztz”l, 
author of the Machaneh Chaim, and later by Rav 
Koppel Reich, ztz”l. 
I realized that I would be able to make a 
stopover in Hungary precisely on the day of the 
yahrtzeit, which fell on the sixth of Av. So I 
planned my itinerary accordingly. 
The monument had been refurbished a few 
years before my trip by relatives, who’d cleaned 
up the area, changed the stone, and erected a 
tin box over it with a sturdy door, so visitors 
could light candles without any worries about 
rain or wind. Six months before my trip, a 
relative had visited me. He’d recently been at 
the gravesite, and showed me pictures of the 
monument. 
When I looked at the pictures, I realized that the 
tin box was missing. Apparently someone had 
stolen it. I’d decided that when I visited the 
gravesite, I’d buy a new box, along with special 
glue that would make it very difficult for such a 
robbery to recur. 
Now, I remembered my resolution, and 
managed to buy the box along with the glue. I 
left America on Sunday, the fifth of Av, and 
reached Budapest the next day, the day of the 

yahrtzeit. I rented a car and drove to the 
gravesite of my ancestor.  
When I arrived, I glued the tin box to the 
monument and lit a few candles and placed 
them inside the box, feeling a sense of 
satisfaction that I’d rectified a wrong. Then, as 
the candles burned, I began reciting Tehillim. 
I finished the Tehillim along with the standard 
tefillos. I had planned to check whether the glue 
was holding strong before leaving. I forgot, 
though, that the candles burning inside would 
heat up the tin. Without giving a thought to the 
candles, I grabbed the box with my left hand, 
trying to see whether it would move if I gave it a 
good yank. The box was very hot, and my hand 
got severely burned. The pain was staggering. 
My hand swelled up at once, with large burn 
marks. I can’t describe the extent of the pain I 
was in. 
Speaking in Yiddish, I called out loudly: “Rav 
Yaakov Zvi ben Rav Shimshon, my ancestor, 
surely you know that the only reason I brought 
this box here was for your honor, not my own. I 
brought it so those people who come to visit 
your gravesite would be able to light candles for 
the aliyah of your neshamah. And now, here I 
am in a foreign land, and I’m scheduled to travel 
onward to Romania for a few days, to visit some 
more gravesites. Then I’m supposed to travel to 
Israel. How can I travel in this condition? I beg of 
you, holy ancestor, pray on my behalf in 
Heaven, that I should be healed.” 
I then went over to the sink, to pour some water 
on my burnt, swollen hand. If the incident had 
occurred in America, I could have gone to the 
doctor and then back home, to rest and 
recuperate. But I was in Hungary, and I didn’t 
know a soul. I certainly had no idea where there 
was a reliable doctor, and there was no way I 
could go back home — I had my itinerary to 
follow. I realized I had no choice; I couldn’t 
change my travel plans despite my burnt hand. 
Come what may, I would have to continue on to 
Romania. 
I tried as hard as I could to distract myself from 
the pain. I wrapped my hand in a handkerchief 
and left the cemetery. There in the parking lot, 
my rented car was waiting for me. I didn’t know 
how I’d manage to drive, but once I began 
driving the pain disappeared. It was inexplicable; 
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I put the key in the door, turned it, closed the 
door — all with utmost care and the least 
possible exertion. I tried so hard not to 
exacerbate the pain, that I didn’t quite realize 
that my hand wasn’t hurting me anymore, and 
not because of my own efforts. 
But after about an hour of driving, when I’d 
grown a bit calmer and more convinéd that I 
was taking the correct route to Romania, I 
remembered my burnt hand, and began to 
wonder how I was managing to drive with both 
hands on the steering wheel. How could it be 
that I had been driving this entire time without 
feeling any pain? The initial pain had been so 
intense that it was highly improbable that it had 
disappeared entirely…but amazingly enough, I 
didn’t even feel the slightest twinge! I decided 
to check my hand. At the next red light, I 
stopped, took off the handkerchief, and looked 
at my hand in shock: there wasn’t any sign of a 
burn! The last time I’d looked at my hand, an 
hour before, it had been red and swollen. This 
was amazing. 
It was so disconcerting that I decided I must 
have confused the two hands; it must have been 
my right hand that had gotten burned. I 
examined the right hand, but it looked normal, 
without any burns or swelling. I couldn’t focus 
on the driving and map. I pulled over, very 
confused. How could such a thing happen? I 
know what a minor burn looks like. It doesn’t 
disappear after an hour. When someone’s entire 
palm is severely burnt, there’s not any way it 
could disappear this quickly. I looked at my left 
hand, then my right hand, comparing the two. 
There was no difference. No sign of any trauma. 
It was as if I’d imagined the entire incident. 
I still didn’t understand that my prayer had been 
accepted, and I’d merited a complete recovery. I 
thought that my jet lag and fatigue were the 
reasons for my failure to discern the signs of the 
burn. But what of the fact that I had no pain? 
Something just wasn’t making sense here. When 
I arrived at the hotel in Klausenberg that night, I 
rested a bit and peered at my left hand again. 
Then I looked at my right hand, and had to 
concede that they looked identical. I wasn’t 
dreaming; my hand was completely healed. 
Without a doubt, my ancestor’s prayer had been 
accepted. 
After a few days spent in Romania, I flew to 
Israel. I took part in the wedding and stayed 
until the final sheva brachos. On the Sunday 
following the Shabbos sheva brachos, which was 

two weeks after I’d started my trip, I returned to 
America. Those two weeks were very intense, 
and I virtually forgot about the burn incident. 
When I arrived home on Monday morning and 
went to wash my hands, I noticed that my left 
hand was red and swollen, with blisters, exactly 
as it had looked two weeks before, next to the 
gravesite of my ancestor, in the Budapest 
cemetery. I was stunned, because I couldn’t 
remember touching anything hot within the last 
hour. Where had the burn come from? Even 
more surprising was the fact that the burn was 
in the exact same spot as the one I’d received 
two weeks earlier in Budapest. It was as if I’d 
gone two weeks back in time. After much 
thought, I concluded that I hadn’t touched 
anything hot. So how was it that I had such a 
serious burn? 
Suddenly I grew very excited. I understood what 
had happened. It was really very simple: When I 
had davened at my ancestor’s gravesite, I’d 
requested to be healed because I was travelling 
far from home. I hadn’t asked that the burn 
disappear completely. Instead, I explain that it 
was hard for me to deal with the burn during my 
travels. It seemed that my prayer had been 
accepted. Throughout my travels, the burn had 
disappeared. But now that I was back home, and 
it would be simple for me to find treatment, it 
had come back — albeit without the pain. 
Once I realized that it was swollen but not 
painful, I decided not to use any creams or 
medications. Within three to four days, which is 
quite a short recovery period for such a severe 
burn, the injury healed completely. It seemed 
that the burn was intended to teach me 
something, and once I’d learned my lesson, its 
purpose was fulfilled. 
So what did I learn? Something very important: 
firstly, that we must daven to Hashem for a truly 
complete recovery. And second, we have to 
know how to daven and what to ask for. 
I internalized the lesson, but at the time I didn’t 
realize that it was based in our holy sources. 
That was something I learned four years later. 
In 1993, I traveled to my ancestor’s gravesite 
once again for his yahrtzeit. I saw the box that 
I’d glued on during my previous trip, still 
standing in place. I remembered the incident of 
the burn that had disappeared and then 
returned, to teach me a lesson about davening. 
That Shabbos, I stayed in a hotel in Budapest. 
The hotel was owned by a non-Jew, but had 
been rented by a Jewish travel agent for part of 
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the summer season. The travel agent arranged 
for the kitchen to be kashered for Jewish visitors 
to Hungary. The chareidi manager asked me to 
share a dvar Torah during Shalosh Seudos. I 
refused, since I didn’t have the seforim that I 
needed to prepare a good speech. But he 
begged me, and finally I gave in. 
I went down to the large room which the 
chareidi guests used as a shul, looking for 
seforim. I found a Chumash with the 
commentary of the Ohr HaChaim. I leafed 
through it and decided to make this the focal 
point of my speech. That Shabbos we were 
reading parshas Ve‘Eschanan, and when I saw 
the Ohr HaChaim’s words, I recoiled as if bitten 
by a snake. 
When Shalosh Seudos came, I was asked to 
speak. I told the guest the truth: I didn’t have 
my seforim with me, and I had found a Chumash 
with the commentary of the Ohr HaChaim. For 
me, it had been Divine Providence, for this is 
what the Ohr HaChaim had written. “There are 
four conditions that must be in place for one’s 
tefillah to be accepted: he must pray like a 
pauper knocking at the door; he must make his 
request from a source of mercy; he must ask at 

the proper time; and his prayer must be detailed 
and not open to an incorrect interpretation. Like 
the story brought in the Midrash (Esther Rabbah 
87:24): A non-Jew and a Jew were traveling. The 
non-Jew was riding on a donkey while the Jew 
walked. The Jew’s legs began to hurt and he 
asked, ‘if only I also had a donkey.’ The donkey 
gave birth to a small donkey, and the non- Jew 
forced the Jew to carry the small donkey on his 
back.” 
The Midrash then explains that the reason this 
happened was because he did not explicitly 
state that he needed a donkey to ride. And if we 
take a close look at the verse describing Moshe 
Rabbeinu’s prayer to enter Eretz Yisrael, 
continues the Ohr HaChaim, we see that he took 
great pains to fulfill every one of these 
conditions. 
I then said that I would like to add an incident 
from my own life to illustrate this point, which 
had occurred here in Budapest, four years ago, 
next to the gravesite of my ancestor Rav Koppel 
Hersch Mandel, ztz”l, leader of the K’hal Yereim 
congregation, who’s yahrtzeit fell this week, 
which was the reason for my trip. Then I retold 
the story of my burn. 

From the true stories of A. M. Amitz 
Mishpacha  26 Adar II 5768 

תהלים  מדרש  
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 דברים נפלאים על תפלה
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

א, אות ד'רבה, בשלח פרשה כ''מדרש   
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 דברי התעוררות שנאמרו בת"ת תשב"ר בערב ראש השנה תשס"ט


