
 Pesach is built on Hashgacha Pratis.  All the way back when Yosef was sold 
to slavery (and since the beginning of creation) we have seen how Hashem 
has been there with us every step of the way holding our hand through the 
ups and downs.  This has built into us an understanding that nothing happens 
by "chance" and the only one we can truly rely on is Hashem and His divine 
providence.   
 
Consider using this time with your family and friends to talk about Hashgacha 
Pratis stories that we have each experienced, it's a great way to focus on 
Hashems constant and unwavering love for us. 
 
Chag Kasher V'Sameach, Casriel Silver 

 I AM WITH YOU Mrs. Gayle Sassoon related a story that recently happened to her. A few weeks before the Yahrtzeit of her children, which was this Rosh Chodesh Nisan, she attended a class given by Rav Avraham Schorr. The Rabbi discussed the Machasit Hashekel, Half Shekel coin, that was given annually for use in the Bet Hamikdash. The Rabbi said, "The Jews gave with all their hearts, and it was so precious to Hashem. We also have the opportunity to give. Anything a Jew gives up with difficulty for the sake of Hashem is considered a contribution to building the third Bet Hamikdash."  When Gayle Sassoon came home that night, she began to think what she could give up for Hashem. The next day, a friend from Israel visited her. Gayle wanted to show her a text message she had just received from someone in Israel. As she handed her friend the phone, the guest said, "I am sorry. I can't look at it. I promised myself I would never use a smartphone. They are taking over people's lives and consuming all their time." When Gayle heard this, she said, "Wow. I am so inspired. I also want to give up my smartphone. That will be my Machasit Hashekel." There was only one problem. She was part of a large WhatsApp group, consisting of over 250 women who gave each other Chizuk. Gayle benefited a lot from them, and they benefited from her. Nevertheless, with a lot of strength, she sent a message that she was giving up her phone and would be signing off. Everyone sent her messages back, trying to convince her to stay. The last message she received was, "Gayle, you can't leave. We need you." She replied, "You need me, and I need my children." With that, she gave up her phone.   The very next morning, she received an email on her computer with a link to an article on the Israeli news site, Arutz Sheva. The article reported how, after nine years of digging, archaeologists uncovered a rare seal from the time of the first Bet Hamikdash. The seal bore the name "Eliana Bat Gael," the exact same name as her eldest daughter A"H. The article stated that, in general,  finding such seals is a very rare occurrence. However, finding a seal that belonged to a woman is even more unusual. Moreover, the name Eliana is an unprecedented name; it does not even appear in the Bible.  This was Hashem sending His beloved daughter, Gayle, a message from Heaven. "I accept your Machasit Hashekel. The Bet Hamikdash is on its way." The odds of this combination of names-Eliana and Gael, are astronomical. That seal had been sitting there for over 2000 years untouched. If it would have been discovered a few months earlier, it would have been considered a nice sign. However, being found on the same day that Gayle gave her Machasit Hashekel and having the message waiting in her inbox is nothing short of a miracle. It was Hashem giving her a receipt engraved with her daughter's name for her Machasit Hashekel. He was telling her, "I know how hard it is for you, but I am with you." Gayle was comforted.  Hashem is here with us all the time. We don't see Him, but we feel Him. The more we make Him part of our lives, the easier life becomes. Daily Emunah 

 ד"בס



 NO MORE EXCUSES From Inspiration Daily emails:  I just heard an incredibly beautiful story that I want to share with you. As many of you know, there were two young ladies that went missing on Shabbos. B"H they were found. But on Motzei Shabbos there was a group of men who set out from Boca Raton to go to Orlando to help in the search for these two young ladies. Someone rented a very large van, and a bunch of people pull up at three o'clock in the morning so they can help find these girls. All of a sudden, a fellow in a wheelchair comes to the search van along with everyone else. The driver of the van looks at him and says, "I am so sorry. I don't have a handicap van. I can't take you along on the search". He said, "I know that". The driver said, "You know that?" And he said, "Yeah. But I said to myself, I have to do whatever I can. And I can come up to the van. That is what I can do. Maybe I cannot get on to the van, and maybe I can't even help with the search. But I have to do what I can do. And so I came here because that's as far as I can go". 
The fellow, the driver of the van told over the story, as he was crying and overwhelmed with emotion to see such mesiras nefesh; such unbelievable devotion and dedication from one Jew to another. It needs to serve as a mussar haskil for all of us. We need to do whatever we can. There are no excuses in this world for not trying. There is no doubt in my mind, that it is partially because of his mesiras nefesh that these girls were found. It is because he did his utmost that the Ribono Shel Olam says, "You know what? I'll take over from here. I'll make the rest happen". And B"H the two girls were saved. 
There are a lot of people to help. There are many Jews who need help, and we can't do everything for everyone. But we can do the most that we can do. No more excuses. Let's get to it. Have a great day and a great rest of your week.  BRINGING PEOPLE TOGETHER From Daily Emunah emails I read a remarkable story told by Rabbi Nachman Seltzer. One day, a man who was friendly with Rabbi Shlomo Carlebach saw him on the street, and Reb Shlomo invited him to a wedding that was taking place in his Shul that night. He said that it would be a big Mitzva to attend this wedding, as there was a special story behind it. The man happily agreed and stayed to the very end. At that point, Rabbi Carlebach sat him down and told him the following story.  A while back, he was on a flight and got up to ask one of the flight attendants for a drink. To his amazement, he saw the stewardess standing in the back, praying intensely with a Siddur in her hand. After she finished the Amidah, he said, "I guess you were praying. I never met a religious stewardess before." She said, "Actually, I converted to Judaism," and she proceeded to tell the Rabbi her story. She was very sincere and had a real passion for religion.  A short while later, she approached the Rabbi's seat and asked him if he could possibly help her. After she had been Jewish for some time, her friend set her up with a nice religious man. After a few dates, it was obvious that they were perfect for each other. However, when his parents found out that she was a convert, they forbade their son from seeing her anymore. The rabbi said, "I feel very bad. What could I do to help?" She replied, "Maybe if you give his father a call, you could change his mind." When he called, the father heard the suggestion and immediately responded, "It is not subject to discussion. I have only one son, and being that I went through the war, I have a responsibility to my family who perished to carry on the tradition in the best way. This does not include my son marrying a girl who just became Jewish a few months ago. I don't know her intentions. I just want my son to marry a Jewish girl from a regular Jewish family like us." The Rabbi tried his best to convince the father, offering to verify that she was truly sincere. Nonetheless, he was not successful. It seemed that the case was closed.  Several months later, Rabbi Carlebach received a phone call from the stewardess, explaining that there were some new developments. Two days before, she received a phone call informing her that her mother was on her deathbed. They had not been in touch since she made the decision to change her life, and she did not even know that her mother was sick. When she arrived, her mother made a strange request. "Please promise to bury me in Jewish cemetery." It did not make any sense. She asked her mother, "Why? And why are you asking me? Ask Dad to do it." The mother replied, "I can't trust him to do it. You see, we never told you, but really, we are Jewish. After we survived the Holocaust and made it to America, we made a firm commitment never to reveal that we were Jewish. Your father was always worried that there would come a time when it would happen again here. We raised you the way we did, because we thought it would be for your benefit. However, it ended up being a mistake. Please, bury me like a Jew."  Now, she asked Rabbi Carlebach to please call back that father and explain to him that she was, in fact, Jewish from birth. The Rabbi called, but the father was very skeptical. "She's making this whole thing up 



just to marry my son. I'm not falling for this." "Please," said the Rabbi, "Let's be reasonable. What if I come to your house with her and her father? This way you will be able to meet them and I am sure you will be convinced." The father agreed and the three of them arrived at the house. When the door opened, the two fathers looked at each other in shock. "Yaakov is that really you?" the stewardess's father whispered. "Moshe?" whispered the boy's father. Suddenly, they were in each other's arms, laughing and crying, hardly daring to believe what had just transpired. These two men had been childhood friends who grew up together in the same shtetl. "Yaakov," said Moshe, "Do you remember our pact?" "Remind me." "We promised one another that when we get married and have children of our own..." "Oh yes," interrupted Yaakov. "We promised that if one of us had a boy and the other a girl, we would marry them off to each other." "Well then," Yaakov laughed, "It looks like it's time to keep our promise."  Rabbi Carlebach concluded, "That is how we ended up dancing at this wedding tonight. Hashem brings people together in wondrous ways. Never give up. We can always be helped.  HASHEM PAYS BACK From Daily Emunah emails  Hashem constantly puts tests in front of us. Each one is an opportunity to gain from. When we overcome our natural inclinations and make the right decision, we are the beneficiaries. Many times, Hashem will make it appear that by making the right choice, it caused a loss or damage. However, that is also part of the test. The fact is, every good deed only brings blessing, which Hashem brings about at the proper time. However, sometimes, we do see immediate benefit from our deeds. When that happens, it gives us chizuk for the times that it is not so obvious.  One of the directors of the organization, "Yad Eliezer," told me a story that happened recently. They own two wedding halls in Israel, which they rent to poor families at a discounted price. There were two girls getting married the same day, "Sarah," and "Esther." Sarah booked first and received the hall that had room for more guests. Esther really wanted that bigger hall. She called Sarah and asked if she would be willing to switch. Sarah politely declined, explaining that she also wanted a big wedding with many guests. They parted, wishing each other well.  However, after thinking more about it, Sarah decided, as an act of Chesed, to call Esther back and offer her the bigger hall. Esther was ecstatic. The day of the wedding came, and Sarah was overcome with a sense of peace and calm. Giving the larger hall made her focus more on her future husband and the life of Chesed they would lead together. On that day, the director of Yad Eliezer received a phone call from a man who said that on that day he was marrying off his younger daughter, and as a token of appreciation to Hashem, he wanted to pay the wedding expenses of a poor bride in Israel. The director said, "We have two weddings today, one in the big hall and one in the small one." The man said that he would like to pay for the wedding in the small hall. That night Sarah received a check for the entire cost of the wedding. Giving of herself for her friend turned out to bring her immediate benefit.  Another man told me he earns just enough money to pay his daily expenses, with no room for extras. He had married children living in Chicago, and his wife really wanted to go visit and see the grandchildren. The problem was that they could not afford the airfare. One day, his wife saw an amazing deal and grabbed it. Although it was at a time that was not convenient for her to travel, it was better than nothing. A few days before the flight, her mother-in-law found out that she would have to undergo a certain medical procedure that week. The woman said, "I felt it would not be proper to leave my mother-in-law at this time when she could use my support." She called the airline to see if she could get a refund, but they refused. As much as she wanted to see her children and grandchildren, she decided to cancel the trip and forgo the money, out of respect for her mother-in-law.  The day she was scheduled to go, she received a call from the airlines, saying that it was too windy to fly that day, and the flight is cancelled. The woman looked outside and thought that was strange, because it looked like a beautiful day. The airline informed her that because of the cancellation, she would receive the option to rebook for any day that she chose. The woman was overjoyed and rescheduled her flight after Pesach, a time that was much more convenient for her. She checked and discovered that the price for that ticket was ten times the price she had paid. She made the right decision and saw an immediate benefit.  We don't always see an immediate benefit. Nevertheless, Hashem is trustworthy to pay everyone back for every good deed.      



WHO HELPED WHO?  Ever since his family perished in the Holocaust, Shimon’s life had been full of loneliness, sorrow and poverty.  He lived in a damp cellar, supporting himself with odd jobs.  He would walk from shul to shul offering to sweep and wash the floors.  He would make deliveries for the fish store on Thursdays, and for the fruit store on Fridays.  He was frail, in his late 50’s.  The unheated, damp cellar room which he rented often left him ill and shivering, and unable to work.  He hated asking others for hand-outs, so during those days when he could not earn his bread, he simply made due with any meager leftover food he had.  Shimon would lie alone in bed, crying miserably over his situation and lost family.  Yet he never complained to anyone.  A damp cellar was better than the park benches or the shul benches he used to sleep on.  He was grateful for what he had.  The loneliness bothered him even more than the poverty.  Shimon would ease his pain by visiting sick people in the hospital, who were perhaps less fortunate than he.  One morning, Shimon collapsed in his cellar room.  A neighbor found him and brought him to the hospital.  The doctors told him that he was suffering from malnutrition, and needed to eat more and better foods.  Shimon cringed at the thought, but realized he would need to ask for help.  On the Friday night after he was released from the hospital, Shimon knocked on the Frieds’ door.  They were renowned for their hospitality to the poor.  Shimon hoped he could be the recipient of their goodness.  He had been ill, and the last of his money had just been depleted.  He was a desperate man.  Shimon was not disappointed.  The Frieds’ warmth, delicious food and friendship were a balm to his spirit.  He became a regular Shabbos, Yom Tov and even weekday guest at the Frieds – a veritable member of their family.  Two years later on a Chanukah evening, the Fried children were playing dreidel in the kitchen, while Shimon and Mr. and Mrs. Fried were enjoying some latkes. It was three-year-old Sarah’s scream – a blood-curdling scream – that alerted them to the fire that was quickly spreading from the menorahs in the dining room up to the bedrooms.  Sarah was upstairs in the bedroom!  Mrs. Fried cried hysterically for her daughter, as her children clung to her.  Mr. Fried and Shimon tried to make their way through the smoke to rescue Sarah.  Mr. Fried collapsed, coughing and choking.  Surprisingly, it was frail and sick Shimon who came to the rescue.  While a neighbor took Mrs. Fried and the children outside, Shimon pulled out Mr. Fried.  He then ran back into the smoke and flames for Sarah.  The heat was unbearable.  He could not hold out much longer as he searched through the blinding smoke.  But he had to save Sarah.  Just as he felt he would collapse, he saw Sarah under the bed!  He dragged her to the window and threw himself out, together with Sarah in his arms.  When he awoke in the hospital, his first question was about Sarah’s welfare.  Shimon was so grateful, so overjoyed, when he heard that she was fine.  He thanked Hashem for helping him to save the daughter of those who had helped to save him!  (Olomeinu)  TAKE IT AND ACT  Whenever Pesach approached, it was the custom of R’ Aryeh Levin, the Tzaddik of Yerushalayim, to distribute money among the poor.  One year, however, times were very hard and he simply had no money for this tzedakah.  Pesach was drawing near and he was in despair.  How could he face these people who looked to him for help?  When it was at last the very day before Pesach, he set out for the Kosel with his son.  They went to take the bus to the Old City, where a long line of people were waiting in the intense heat.  Suddenly a bare-headed Jew in shirtsleeves came over to him, thrust some money into R’ Aryeh’s hand, and asked him to distribute it among the poor.  R’ Aryeh seized him by the hand.  “Who are you?” he demanded.  “Why are you doing this?  And what reason did you see to choose me particularly to be the emissary for this mitzvah?”  The man grew a bit angry with R’ Aryeh and said, “If you are given money, just take it and act!”  R’ Aryeh hurried off to his widows and orphans and gave them all that they were waiting for, and more.  Who that man was or where he came from, R’ Aryeh never found out.  (A Tzaddik In Our Time)  PLANTING AND SOWING THE SEEDS  In 1971, the Manchester Rosh Yeshivah, R’ Yehuda Zev Segal, phoned a young businessman asking that he dedicate to his parents’ memory a part of the newly built yeshivah building.  It was the first time the Rosh Yeshivah had asked this man for a donation.  R’ Segal was quite surprised when the man immediately and unhesitatingly granted his request.  The man explained that he had acquiesced to R’ Segal’s request so quickly out of appreciation towards R’ Segal, and proceeded to relay the following episode:  “In 1950, my father passed away, leaving behind my young widowed mother, my sister and myself.  The funeral took place on Erev Yom Kippur in a driving rainstorm.   It was so very comforting for me, a young boy, to see the Rosh Yeshivah there!  I recall that strangely enough, the Rosh Yeshivah remained outside in the rain while everyone else assembled in the funeral home to hear the eulogies.  I can still feel the comfort I derived from looking out the window and seeing the Rosh Yeshivah there.  My deep feeling of gratitude for this great kindness of over twenty years ago prompted me to respond quickly and generously to the Rosh Yeshivah’s request.”  After relating this incident to R’ Segal, the young man asked why he had stood outside in such a driving rain throughout the funeral.  R’ Segal replied, “I did not know your father, but when I heard a young man had passed away leaving behind a young widow and two children, I felt it correct to attend the funeral.  However, since I did not know the family personally, I did not want it to appear as if I 



were intruding.  I therefore remained outside the chapel.”  The seeds for the financing of the yeshivah’s building had been unknowingly planted twenty years before by R’ Segal’s remarkable and sensitive kindness.  (Five Great Lives)  NOTHING WAS MISSING  It was Erev Pesach in Slonim.  One of the prominent community members, R’ Nochum, approached the Rav, R’ Yosef Charif, about a very urgent matter which could not be postponed.  It seems that R’ Nota, a very wealthy man, had lost his fortune and had become impoverished.  He had nothing at all for Pesach, and he and his family were in real danger of starving.  When R’ Yosef asked why he had not come earlier, R’ Nochum apologized, saying that R’ Nota and his wife had refused to let their situation be known as they did not want their enemies to rejoice at their downfall, nor did they want the pity of their friends and relatives.  R’ Yosef began to think of a solution that could help R’ Nota at this late hour.  “Listen, R’ Nochum,” exclaimed R’ Yosef.  “Go at once to R’ Nota’s house.  Tell him to come to me tonight after maariv, when the entire congregation wishes me a ‘Gut Yom Tov.’  Let him whisper his greeting into my ear instead of saying it aloud.  If he does this, I assure you that all of his needs will be taken care of to everyone’s satisfaction.”  R’ Nochum was astonished and perplexed.  “But Rebbe, what miracle is supposed to spring up from R’ Nota’s whispered greeting?”  R’ Yosef told him, “This is no time for questions and answers.  There is still much to prepare for Yom Tov.  Quickly, go to R’ Nota and tell him what I just said.”  Bewildered and doubtful, R’ Nochum carried out his mission.  When R’ Nota questioned the strange instructions, R’ Nochum reassured him, saying, “Not in vain is our rabbi called ‘charif – the sharp one.’  On every festival he does something special to enliven the atmosphere.  This time you have been chosen.  He must think highly of you.”  That evening, when R’ Nota approached the Rav, R’ Yosef Charif announced to the people, “Wait.  I see that R’ Nota has something private to tell me.”  The people drew back and R’ Nota whispered his “Gut Yom Tov” into the Rav’s ear.  Suddenly, R’ Yosef exclaimed, “Chametz!  Everything is chametz!  There is no way out!”  Before R’ Nota could react, R’ Yosef continued.  “But you don’t live in a wilderness, R’ Nota.  I am certain that the good Jews of Slonim will see to it that you have everything you lack – matzos, fish, meat, wine and everything else.”  The people understood the situation and immediately came forward with their offers for help.  Thus, within a few minutes, R’ Nota was assured of all the food he would need for Pesach.  And he had no choice but to accept it.  After all, it was the Rav’s psak.  Nothing was missing from his table that year.  Above all, R’ Nota’s pride and self-esteem remained intact for no one in Slonim was aware of his sorry plight.  (A Story A Day – Nissan/Iyar)  ACCEPTING EVERY OUTCOME From Daily Emunah emails  Bitachon in Hashem can produce miracles. A woman told me that her infant grandson was in the hospital in critical condition. He had to be put on a life-support machine to allow his organs to rest. However, remaining on that machine for prolonged periods was extremely dangerous. The doctors were trying to wean him off the machine, but he was not healthy enough. The baby's mother was extremely distraught; she did not look like herself. The doctors informed her that it did not look like they would be successful in getting the baby off the machine. They were very sorry, but there wasn't anything left for them to do.  The next morning, the mother came in looking like she was back to her old self, dressed nicely and wearing her contact lenses. Her family asked her about the sudden change. She replied, "I have had enough of relying on the doctors. I decided last night to trust and rely only on Hashem. I feel so much better." That day, the doctors came in and said that there was a sudden, major improvement, and Baruch Hashem, the baby came off the machine.     While trusting in Hashem can produce miracles, it also requires one to accept every outcome as His will and for the best. Anytime something upsetting happens, a person should remember that Hashem is behind it and think, "I'm not going to lose my cool. I am going to continue living happily." This type of  trust in Hashem elevates us and brings blessing.  HASHEM PAYS BACK From Daily Emunah emails  The other day, a Rabbi who teaches in a Yeshiva called me and said that he had been in a difficult financial situation. With the holidays approaching, he was talking with his wife one night about how they could possibly cover all of their expenses. At that moment, they heard a dripping sound from behind one of the walls and discovered that a pipe had burst. His first thought was, "It's not enough that I have all the regular expenses that I need this too?" However, he caught himself, because of the Emunah that he has gained over the past year. He was calm. He said, "Baruch Hashem. Hashem knows what He is doing. It's good. It happened the day before I receive my paycheck, so that I will have the money to fix it." He called his friend, a plumber, who told him that to do a proper job would cost thousands. However, he offered to do a makeshift job, using a patch and an alternate pipe from the basement. The Rabbi agreed 



and the entire job cost only $300. Someone then told him that he should call the insurance company, because this type of damage is usually covered. The next day, the appraiser for the homeowner insurance came down to assess the damage. They confirmed that the damage, in fact, was covered by his policy. In a few days they would send a check for exact amount necessary for repairs. The Rabbi was elated when he received a check from the insurance company for $10,000. He said, "It was unbelievable. Hashem wasn't giving me more expenses before the holidays. He was paying my holiday expenses, plus even more."  Hashem is always helping, whether we see it or not. When we trust in Him and come to Him, miracles happen. 


