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Why Did a Chabad Rabbi Dedicate Book to a Christian Minister?

By COLlive Reporter
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Rabbi Dr. Immanuel Schochet (right) and Reverend Henk Hoek


A number of years ago, [the late] Rabbi Dr. Immanuel Schochet authored a book encapsulating his unique style in countering Christian missionaries and cults. Due to personal and health considerations, it had never been published. 


Now, for the first time, the book is being made available to the public.


Rabbi Schochet was a world renowned author and lecturer on a myriad of topics, with over 35 books disseminated in countless countries and translated into numerous languages.


He was perhaps best known for his "cult busting" lectures where he would dazzle audiences worldwide with his erudite presentations. His success in returning many a Jew to their roots is legendary.


The new book titled "For the Love of Truth" is more than just an encapsulation of Rabbi Schochet's brilliant retorts against missionaries and cults. It is every bit a book which offers an understanding of basic Jewish beliefs and principles, as well as insights into the essence of Judaism as a whole. 


Family members who published the book told COLlive.com that the book will invariably strengthen pride in the reader’s Jewish tradition and heritage, fortifying them with a better understanding of Judaism’s core beliefs, thus making this book of great interest to all readers across the religious spectrum.


In what would appear to be a strange twist of irony, the book was dedicated by Rabbi Schochet to Reverend Henk Hoek, a Protestant Minister.


In the preface to the book, the late Rabbi Schochet explained why:


“I humbly dedicate this work to a non-Jew, a Christian, in fact a Christian cleric, Reverend Henk Hoek, minister of the Dutch Reformed Church of Gaast, Friesland, and later of Oss, Noord Brabaant, in the Netherlands, and his wife Corrie.


"This couple was an outstanding example of truly religious, honest and decent people in the best sense of these words. They exposed themselves to life-threatening dangers by hiding and fostering a young Jewish girl in Nazi-occupied Holland. They kept her in their house for nearly three years under the eyes of the German vultures.


"There were a good number of other Christians who hid Jewish children, but too many of them did so for the terrible price of the children's Jewish identity by raising them as Christians and not restoring them to their families or people after the war. 


"Not so the Rev. Hoek and his wife. Though a minister of a Christian denomination, committed to a faith in which evangelizing and proselytizing plays so great a role, Rev. Hoek informed the girl's parents, themselves in hiding with a Roman Catholic family, not only of their daughter's safety but also to assure them that no attempts will be made to wean her away from her Judaism. 


"To avoid suspicion, that young girl had to accompany her foster-parents to church-services and had to partake of their non-kosher food; but the prayers they made her say were kept free of any Christological content. He did not take advantage of the circumstances to rob that girl of her identity and heritage; he did not seek to impose his beliefs and values, to seduce her mind and heart. He proved himself to be a truly honest, decent and sincerely religious man.


"That young girl became my dear wife and the worthy mother of our children. Rev. Hoek was an honored guest at our wedding (his wife died shortly after the war). When he passed away in the fall of 1970, I eulogized him in the major sermon of Kol Nidrei, the beginning of the holiest day in the Jewish calendar, Yom Kippur, as an exemplary role-model of honesty, decency, true religious values, in short, of the very theme of our High Holidays.


"Rev. Hoek symbolizes the very spirit and purpose of this work, and therefore it is dedicated to him and his wife, in profound gratitude, respect and humility. It is this spirit which this work seeks to inculcate, in addition to the educational goal of teaching a considered response to the odious attempts of missionaries. If this work in its present form will achieve even a part of the success of its original format, this will be the greatest reward I could wish and pray for."

Reprinted from the September 13, 2016 website of COLlive.com

The Pious Thief

By Menachem Posner
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Of all the stories told about the great Rabbi Yisrael, the Maggid of Kozhnitz, this is perhaps one of the strangest and the most wondrous.


Among Rabbi Yisrael’s many chassidim was a learned man, a pious Jew who was regarded by all as a righteous individual. Like so many others in Poland in those years, he was beset by poverty.


He had, thank G‑d, many mouths to feed, but no steady source of income.


“Rebbe,” he said one day to Rabbi Yisrael, “please advise me. How can I support my wife and children? I simply cannot bear to watch them suffer, hungry and inadequately clothed. Is there anything I can do?”


“It appears to me,” replied the holy man, “that all avenues of earning are closed to you. There is but one channel through which you can receive your sustenance, but it is a profession you would never consider.”


“My dear teacher,” replied the man, “I am so desperate to feed my family that I will do anything. No profession, no matter how lowly, is beneath my dignity.”


“If you insist,” said the sage grudgingly, “I can tell you, but you will not be happy with what you hear. It is revealed to me from the heavens that the only profession in which you can succeed is thievery. If you turn to stealing, nothing can stand in the way of your success.”


Sadly, the chassid returned home. “How can I ever steal?” he thought to himself. “It is against the will of G‑d.”


Time passed, and the chassid and his family grew more and more hungry. One night, he began to reason with himself. “G‑d allows us to break the holy Sabbath for the sake of saving a life,” he figured. “Why should stealing be any different? My family will soon starve to death. Let me go out and see if I can steal a little something. As soon as G‑d wills it, I will have a few coins of my own, and I will pay them back.”


With that, he went to the deserted marketplace. He walked among the shuttered stalls and shops, trying the locks. Finally, he found an open door. He quietly slipped inside, tiptoed toward the back and rummaged around until he located the cash box, which was unlocked.


With his heart in his throat, he withdrew a single coin and fled homeward as fast as his legs would carry him. The next morning, he went to the baker and bought bread for his wife and children.


The following morning, the shopkeeper was greeted by an open door flapping in the breeze. Suspecting the worst, he entered his store and was surprised to see that none of the merchandise had been disturbed. In fact, even the cash was still in his box, save for a single coin.


Word spread quickly, and people began to talk about the strange robber who took just one coin.


After the poor man and his family finished their bread, the man tried his hardest to resist the temptation to “borrow” another coin. But the sight of his hungry children proved too much for him, and he found himself once again walking among the deserted market stalls. Once again he located an open door, and was soon holding another coin.


This became a regular occurrence. Every few weeks a single coin would be missing from another shop, and no one had the slightest idea who could be the one behind the rash of mini-robberies.


Guards were posted at every store in town. But the honest thief managed to slip through their fingers. After all, the righteous Rabbi Yisrael had assured him that he would find success in thievery.


One night, the mayor himself decided to stay up late and see if he could solve the mystery.


Dressed as a civilian, he waited in the shadows, watching for any sign of movement. Finally, he saw a hunched figure hurrying away from a shop.


“I got you!” he cried, grabbing hold of the man’s collar. “You thought you could run away, but I’m not going to let go of you. Tomorrow I’ll bring you to the mayor, and he’ll see to it that you are properly dealt with.”


“Please have mercy on me,” begged the distraught thief. “I’m just a poor man trying to borrow a few coins to support my starving family. Everyone can attest that I never took even a single penny more than what I needed. If the town finds out that I was the one, I will be ruined. This will stain my good name and standing in the community forever. Believe me, G‑d is my witness that I plan to pay every penny back just as soon as I am able.”


The thief continued to beg, and the undercover mayor finally relented. “I’ll tell you what,” he said. “You’re obviously a skilled thief. Do me this one favor, and I’ll let you free. I have secret knowledge that the mayor of this town just received a large sum of money. He has it in a box under his bed. There is a small window to his bedroom. If you can manage to squeeze into his room and come back with the box of treasures, we can split it evenly between ourselves, and I’ll let you go free.”


“I cannot do that,” protested the chassid. “I’m not a burglar or criminal. I took just what I needed. How can I rob an innocent man of what is rightfully his?”


“That’s your decision,” replied the mayor. “Either you do as I say, or I report you in the morning.”


Left with no choice, the chassid made his way to the mayor’s house, but soon returned empty-handed.


“Thank G‑d, I did not take a thing,” he told his captor. “I crept into the room and was about to look for the box, when I heard voices. The mayor’s household assistants were talking among themselves, saying that they were planning to slip some poison into their master’s morning tea and then make off with his treasure. We must warn the mayor as soon as possible. He may even reward us.”


As soon as the mayor heard the man’s words, he said, “You go home, and I’ll warn the mayor. Just give me your hat, so that I can later identify you.”


With that, the mayor returned to his mansion. The following morning, as soon as his tea was served, he had it fed to one of the dogs, who immediately began showing signs of distress. He had caught his servants in their treacherous act.


As soon as the drama of his near-death had subsided, the mayor summoned the leaders of the Jewish community.


“Do you know who owns this hat?” he asked them. “He is the one who has been stealing from the market.”


“It cannot be,” they replied. “We know the owner of that hat. He is one of the most respected men in our community, a gentle, G‑d-fearing scholar of the highest order.”


“No matter,” replied the mayor. “Summon him immediately.”


When the brokenhearted man was brought before him, the mayor asked, not unkindly, “Is this your hat?


“The leaders of the community have told me about you, and it is truly out of character of you to have been out pilfering coins in the market,” continued the mayor, whom the man now recognized as his captor from the night before. “It seems to me that you must have been sent by heaven to save me from the plot of my staff, who tried to take my life and steal my money. It is only right that you should have half of the treasure as reward for your actions last night.”


The poor man had never seen so much money in his life. He immediately set aside a significant portion for charity, and then went back to repay all the shopkeepers from whom he had taken coins.


He then devoted the remainder of his life to charity, prayer, Torah study and other lofty pursuits.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5776 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

My Broken Laptop

By Rabbi Nechemia Coopersmith





I realized it was a careless thing to do the second I did it. I closed the laptop I use at home while its plug was lying on the keyboard – not hard, mind you – but that unusual cracking noise didn’t sound good. I turned it on and the screen was totally shattered inside, displaying digital abstract art. I couldn’t believe it broke.


It’s Elul, I told myself. I’m not going to let myself get all upset about this. It’s obvious the Almighty is sending me a message about my overuse of the computer.

I schlepped my laptop to the office to give it to the computer support team who service the Aish offices. Our office manager wasn’t encouraging. “Getting a new screen is very expensive. It might not pay to fix it.”


The computer technician called me right away. “How old is your laptop?”


“Two or three years old. But it’s a perfectly good computer.”


“It’s not worth fixing. A new screen is going to cost you between 1500 to 2000 shekels. You can get a new one in the U.S. for that price.”


“What?! Are you sure it’s going to cost that much? Can I first get a quote and then I’ll decide what to do?”


“Sure, but the quote will cost you 300 NIS if you don’t fix it.”


This is absurd, I thought to myself.


“Let me think about it and I’ll get back to you.”


Then I remembered this computer technician, a Chassidic woman, who once paid a house call and fixed our computer that got hit with a virus. She was intelligent and affordable. Called her to see what she could offer.


“It’ll cost you 450 NIS. I can come by tonight to pick it up.”


I was incredulous (second time that day). She drove over 9 PM that night in her beat up car and I handed her the goods.


9 AM the next morning she called to tell me it’s ready. “When can I drop it off?” she asked.


It was too good to be true. I have a rule that I use, especially when it comes to some of the more fantastical submissions to Aish.com that come my way, that if it’s too good to be true, it probably is. In this case, though, it was an exception. My laptop was gleaming with its new screen, it cost less than a quarter of the original quote, I got it back in one day, delivery included, and I helped support a mother of many children (they were all packed into the car when she dropped it off) who I’m sure needed the business more than the professional company who services the Aish HaTorah offices.


I was relieved that I didn’t listen to the “expert advice” to buy a new laptop, something I momentarily considered, and just fixed the one I had. Perhaps this is the message I’m supposed to get during this period of Elul: Just fix it. Don’t discard the problem. Don’t avoid dealing with the issue at hand. It's easy to despair when thinking about all the issues you need to fix in your life as you gear up for Rosh Hashanah. How can I possibly create a whole new me? Confronting the problem is just too costly and difficult. It seems impossible to change.


All that negative self-talk is just a distraction designed to get us to run away from dealing with our real issues.


Don't listen to that voice. Fix the problem instead. Confront the challenge head on and with some honesty and a sincere desire to repair it, you’ll be surprised to discover one or two very doable steps that could really make a difference and are not as hard as you initially thought.


Just fix it.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5776 email of Aish.com

The Imrei Emes and His Mechutan Try to Help a Chasid With Parnassah Problems

Someone told the Imrei Emes (1866-1948) of Gur zy'a about his financial worries. He said, "For years, I've been buying merchandise from a Jewish corporation in Berlin, which I then sold for a nice profit. But I recently received a letter from them, stating that they won't be selling to me anymore. Now I don’t know how I will earn my parnassah…" 

The Imrei Emes asked, "What can I do to help?" 

The man admitted that he didn’t know what the Rebbe could do. 

The Imrei Emes was pensive for a few moments, and then he said, "Soon, I will be traveling with my brother-in-law, the rav of Bendin, to the resort in Marienbad. En route, we will pass Berlin. Ask my brother-in-law whether he agrees to make a stop in Berlin, to visit this company. If my brother-in-law agrees to take this detour, I also agree. We will speak with the heads of the company. Perhaps we can help you." 

The man thanked the Imrei Emes, and went to the rav of Bendin. The rav of Bendin said, "If this is what the Gerer Rebbe (the Imrei Emes) desires, of course I concur." 


So the Imrei Emes and his brother-in-law stopped in Berlin, and went to this company. The proprietor didn’t recognize them, but was impressed by their scholarly and rabbinic appearance. The Imrei Emes introduced himself, "My name is Avraham Mordechai Alter. In Poland people call me the Gerrer Rebbe. And this is my brother-in-law, the rav of Bendin. We are also mechutanim…” 


The owner jumped from excitement. "Can you repeat what you just said?" 
The rebbe repeated, "I am the rebbe of Gur, and this is my brother-in-law and mechutan, the rav of Bendin.” 


For some reason, these words made him very happy. His partner was upstairs. He called him down. The partner came down, and the proprietor asked the Imrei Emes to repeat what he said a third time. 


The Imrei Emes obliged: "I am the rebbe of Gur," he said, "and this is my brother-in-law and mechutan, the rav of Bendin.” The business partners began to dance. 


The Imrei Emes and his brother-in-law stood there astounded. They wondered what this was all about. Finally, one of them explained: "We are also brothers-in-law. I have a daughter, he has a son, and we thought that it would be nice if the children marry each other. But on second thought, we were concerned that perhaps it isn't proper for cousins to marry each other. So we pushed away the idea to the back of our minds. 


"This caused a problem, because to run our busy business, we need to speak with each other often. Due to our indecision, an uncomfortable tension rose between us and we hardly spoke. We weren't able to run a business this way, and contemplated closing it. But now, like a miracle, you come to our store and tell us that you are brothers-in-law and also mechutanim. Now we know that our children can marry one another. If you did it, so can we. This is the reason we are so happy. Our dancing was kind of like an engagement celebration, because our children can marry each other. In addition, we won't lose our parnassah either. We will be able to speak with each other, and remain in business." 


At last, the businessman said, "I'm sorry for carrying on. I didn’t even give you a chance to tell me why you came." 


The Imrei Emes explained that he came to help one of his chassidim. "He used to buy from you, but he received a letter, stating that you won't be selling to him anymore." 


The proprietor replied, "We will continue doing business with him. In fact, I will write up another letter, stating that he is welcome to do business with us as before, and you can bring it to him. We only sent that last letter because we thought we were closing shop. But now that we are becoming mechutanim, our business continues." 


The dedication of the Imrei Emes and the rav of Bendin to help others, helped three people with their parnassah, and helped a couple get married. Similarly, when one is dedicated to doing chessed, he will be granted opportunities to do so.
Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5776 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

The Mesiras Nefesh and Reward for Educating

One’s Child in Torah


There is a well-known story concerning the life of Horav Yaakov David Willowsky, zl, who lived in Tzafas, after first being Rav in Slutzk, Poland. One year, on his father’s yahrtzeit, Rav Willowsky came to shul early, walked over to his shtender, lectern, stood there for a few moments and began to weep. 


While a parent’s yahrtzeit is an emotional time, his father had passed away over a half a century earlier at the age of eighty (which at that time was considered quite old). A close friend pointed this out to him, somewhat surprised by this public display of emotion. 


The Ridbaz (as he was popularly known) explained with the following story. “When I was young, my father arranged for me to be in receipt of the services of the finest private tutor. A solid Torah education was the most important thing to my parents. It was not cheap; in fact, at the rate of one ruble per month, it was quite expensive, especially given the fact that my parents were poor. 


“My father earned a living by making brick furnaces. One winter, there was a shortage of bricks, thereby impeding my father’s ability to pay the tutor. After three months passed without payment, the tutor sent home a note: ‘Unless payment is received on Sunday, Yaakov David should not bother coming.’ 


My parents were, of course, devastated. My learning meant the world to them. When my father heard that a wealthy man sought a brick furnace for his soon to-be-married son, and money was no object, my father jumped at the opportunity. 


Since he had no bricks, he sat down with my mother to discuss the options and, after some discussion, they decided to take apart our furnace and deliver it brick by brick to the wealthy man. My father received six rubles for his troubles – and I returned to the tutor, my learning uninterrupted! 


“That winter was bitterly cold, and we all froze and shivered. This was their way of teaching me the importance of Torah learning and how much one must be willing to sacrifice for it. “I can never forget that cold frigid winter. I can also never forget my parents’ boundless love for me and for Torah. They did everything, so that their precious child could grow up to be a talmid chacham, Torah scholar. Today, on my father’s yahrtzeit, I stopped for a moment to pause and reflect on their love. How can I not weep?” 


Children remember. So does a talmid, student.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5776 email of Peninim on the Torah.

Story #980

Ship Shape, Boat Bye
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

World War I was raging in Europe, when a worried couple came to see Rabbi Pinchas Dovid HaLevi Horowitz, the first Bostoner Rebbe, in Boston's North End. They told him that their son had received a draft notice and, since many Americans were being shipped to the war in Europe, they feared for his life. 


The Rebbe listened attentively and then asked them only one question: "Do you keep Shabbat?"


"No," they said, "we simply can't, the business, this is America...it's just impossible." 


"I'll make a deal with you," the Rebbe said. "You will keep Shabbat 100 percent, and I'll promise you that your son will never go off to the war."


They hemmed and hawed, talked it over, and finally took the plunge. They gave the Rebbe their solemn promise and left.

Sons Receives a Notice from the 
Army to Take a Physical Exam


They indeed kept Shabbat conscientiously after that; but the U.S. Army kept "doing its thing." Their son soon received a notice to appear at the designated time and place for his physical examination. 


His parents panicked and ran back to the Rebbe. He calmed them by saying simply: "I promised he will not go to Europe, and he won't."


However, their son passed his physical in fine form and soon had another letter: "Greetings1" He was to appear at a specified time and place to be inducted into the Army and pick up his uniform. 


The parents ran back to the Rebbe. "Look, we're keeping Shabbat” but all the Rebbe would say was: "I promised you, and a promise is a promise." 


Another letter, another visit to the Rebbe ("A promise is a promise"), and off their son went for basic training. And so it went. 


Finally, one last letter: Their son was to appear in two weeks' time to board a ship with his company, destination Europe! 


Again the parents ran to the Rebbe and again they received his promise. But the days ticked slowly by with no deliverance in sight. No last-minute messenger came.

The Nervous Parents Pester the 
Rebbe with Several More Visits


The parents paid the Rebbe several more visits, the last one on the very day their son was to set sail; but the Rebbe refused to get excited. He merely asked, "Are you still keeping Shabbat?" and, when they said yes, he calmly reiterated, "I promised.”


On the last day, the hours ticked by. But nothing happened. 


TheY left the house for the dock. Still nothing happened. 


They said their tearful farewells. Nothing.


Then their son, with all his shipmates, ascended the gangplank to the top of the ship. As he reached the top, he turned to wave one last, sad farewell and then it was all over.


Well, not quite. The next soldier in line, not expecting the sudden turn, accidentally pushed the man who was waving. While falling, he caught his foot in a hole in the deck. There was a small commotion at the top of the gangplank, and our friend was soon slowly carried back down. He had twisted his ankle, and it was quite a bad sprain, one that could take weeks to heal. The young man quite literally missed the boat! 


A few weeks in an Army hospital did wonders and the young man was soon up and about. He was eventually assigned to a new unit; but he never did see service in Europe. 


To the Rebbe, it was an example of the power of keeping Shabbat; but his Chassidim saw it as a clear example of "tzadik gozer v'HaKadosh Baruch Hu mekayem", a tzadik decrees and G-d fulfills - - After all, "A promise is a promise." 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the first-person version by Grand Rabbi Levi-Yitzchak Horowitz in "And the Angels Laughed" by Y.M., published by Mesorah Publications, Ltd. 

Biographical note: Rabbi Levi Yitzchak Horowitz, the Bostoner Rebbe (1921-18 Kislev 2009), a direct descendent of Rabbi Shmuel-Shmelke of Nicholsburg and son of the Rebbe in the story above, led two communities: in Boston and in the Har Nof district of Jerusalem. He was known for the vast help he has extended to people in medical emergency situations, and his open, friendly nature that made him beloved to Jews of every type. 

Connection: Weekly Reading - being drafted for war (Deut. 20:1-9).

Reprinted from the Parshas Shoftim 5776 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.  www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com

L’Maaseh
Why Did G-d Cause Me to Get Stuck in Teveria for Shabbos?


Rav Elimelech Biderman writes that we know that Hashem is leading the world and directs all events. Most of this takes place ‘behind the scenes’, where we aren’t even aware of what is happening, but sometimes Hashem gives us a glimpse to let us see how he is involved and ‘pulling all the strings’. Even when matters aren’t the way we would want them to be, if we look closely, we will see how everything is being run by Hashem, and everything is for the good. 

Levi was a Yeshivah Bachur learning in Eretz Yisroel, and he had a slight problem. An ‘off Shabbos’ was coming up for his Yeshivah and his parents were not going to be home for that Shabbos. It wasn’t an option to stay in Yeshivah for Shabbos, and he needed a place to go. 

Levi asked his friend Shimon if he would like to go to Tzfas for Shabbos, and Shimon agreed. That Friday, they boarded the last bus to Tzfas, but the bus got stuck in traffic several times along the way. As the sun was starting to set and they saw it would soon be Shabbos, they realized they could not be on the bus anymore. 
They were only near Teveria, and they had at least a half hour ride to go until they would reach Tzfas. Levi and Shimon realized that they must get off the bus quickly, because it was only a few moments before Shabbos. The bus driver opened the door for them, and they began their trek to Teveria. 

Levi and Shimon were very disappointed. They had planned to be in Tzfas for Shabbos and now they will be in Teveria, and they had no idea of where they could stay. As they walked, they blamed everything they could. 

Levi wondered, “Why couldn’t he have just gone home for Shabbos? Why did the Yeshivah have an ‘off Shabbos’ specifically this week? Why couldn’t he at least have stayed in Yeshivah?” 

Shimon was also filled with anxiety. He said to Levi, “Why did you convince me to go with you? I could have gone home, peacefully.” 

When they reached Teveria, it was already dark. They were hungry, tired, and depressed. They walked up to the first house they saw with a Mezuzah, and decided to try their luck. The first thing they noticed when they reached the front door was a child’s sign hanging which said, ‘The Cohen’s Practice Hachnosas Orchim’, but Levi and Shimon were still anxious and thought, ‘Maybe they won’t let us in, despite the generous sign that one of their children apparently made in kindergarten? 

Furthermore, how can we know that we can trust their level of Kashrus? Also, maybe there won’t be enough food for us, since they certainly weren’t expecting us to come for Shabbos?’ But they knew they didn’t have a choice because they had nowhere else to go. They lightly knocked on the door. Mr. Cohen opened the door and greeted them. He was noticeably overjoyed to see the two boys, and he graciously invited them in to be his guests for Shabbos. 

Shimon and Levi were happy to discover that Mr. Cohen was a Ben Torah, and they knew that they could trust his level of Kashrus. Shimon and Levi Davened in the house since all the Shuls had finished Davening by that time, and then they came to the table, to join Mr. and Mrs. Cohen’s Shabbos Seudah. It seemed that somehow the Cohen’s expected some sort of company because there was plenty of food. 

Mr. Cohen noticed that the boys were surprised by the abundance of food, so he explained that he and his wife had just returned earlier that Friday morning from a trip to Europe, and neighbors prepared the Shabbos food for them. “They thought that our children would be home, so they prepared for the children as well, however, we sent our children to their grandparents in Bnei Brak for Shabbos. So it seems that all the food was prepared especially just for you!” 

Levi and Shimon enjoyed a very uplifting Shabbos. They sang Zemiros for hours, and Levi, a young Talmid Chacham, offered many beautiful and clever Divrei Torah. The Cohen’s were very impressed by Levi's Middos, his Yiras Shamayim, and the Divrei Torah that he said over, and they thought that he would be a good match for their daughter. Immediately after Shabbos they called a Shadchan to arrange the Shidduch, and soon afterwards, they started dating and eventually they became engaged! Levi and Shimon thought that being stranded in Teveria was a problem, but it proved to be that Hashem did it for their great benefit!

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Seitzei 5776 
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