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Dear Chevra, 
 
Walking across the Riverfront Trail Bridge over the Clark Fork River on my way to the University of 
Montana I would pass by a terribly deformed homeless man. By day he panhandled passersby; 
professors, students, and miscellaneous others, for change to purchase cheap wine. By night he lived, 
and presumably drank, under the bridge. Some would sit next to him and give him encouragement, and, 
likely, receive encouragement. Immature, I couldn’t even bring myself to look at him. He would ask for 
change, I would  look straight ahead, pretend he didn’t exist, wish he would go away. One day, having 
had enough of my immaturity, he looked at me and said with a pleading tone of voice that ripped through 
my soul, “You can’t even look at me?” Spot on, it was probably the strongest mussar I ever received. 
Hashem has many messengers to tell us what we need to hear, it's upon us to accept the truth of the 
message. In retrospect, I love that man for his tough, life-changing tochachah, rebuke. More than pocket 
change, the man wanted acknowledgement.  
 
Once while regaling Reb Levi Yitzchak Horowitz, the Bostoner Rebbe zt”l, with stories about life in 
Montana, he cut me off and said impatiently, “You’re not the only one with a story to tell. Everyone has 
their own story to tell.” The conversation was over. Several years later while living in the Bostoner’s home, 
he had a gabbai, an attendant, for a brief period. We knew little about the personal life of this gabbai, but 
in time we discovered that he grew up in downtown Boston, both of his parents were blind, they had little 
money, and he was somewhat knew to Yiddishkeit. Several times this gabbai had given the Rebbe the 
wrong medication and there was no choice but to relieve him of his service. The next week the Rebbe 
relayed a message to this young man that he should come for Shabbos as the Rebbe had an important 
message for him. On Shabbos the Rebbe told him, “Just because you don’t work for me anymore doesn’t 
mean you’re not welcome here. You’re always welcome here; and I still expect to see you on Shabbos.”  
 
The Torah tells us, “For there will never cease to be needy within the land. Therefore...open your hand to 
your brother, to your poor one, and to your needy one...” A good word to another Jew is tzedaka. We all 
have the ability to give. I don’t have the financial wherewithal  to give tzedaka the way I wish I could, but a 
good word, a word of chizuk, a word of encouragement, is tzedaka I can always give, with generosity and 
without fear of over-giving. We don’t know the priceless value of a good word. We don’t know how many 
lives have been saved because of a good word or a kind act.  
 
Dr. Avraham Twerski shlita, (Zol Zein Gezunt Un Shtark, Hashem should give him health and strength), 
writes in his book Do Unto Others, a story about a drug addicted patient of his, who against medical 
advice left Dr. Twerski’s Gateway Rehabilitation Center. On his way home, the patient, who happened to 
be an auto mechanic saw a car broken and stranded on the side of the highway. The man stopped, fixed 
the car, and, with a sense of tranquility and wholeness from having done an act of kindness, returned to 
the recovery center to complete treatment. Dr. Twerski tells of a similar incident of a young lady who 
checked out of the recovery center, also against doctor’s orders. She went to the Pittsburgh bus station, 
and as she was about to get on the bus, helped an older lady with her luggage. This simple act of 
kindness changed the young woman, who subsequently returned to Gateway to complete treatment.  
 
The Skverer Rebbe shlita commented that, “A Gut Vort Is Mamash Allis, a good word is absolutely 
everything.” When we give a kind, encouraging word, or do an act of kindness, it is tzedaka that comes 
right back to us, helping the giver as much as the recipient.  
 
May we merit a Shabbos of encouraging and comforting words. 

Sincerely,  
 
Binyamin Klempner 
 

bklempner1@gmail.com 


