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New Stories Acharei Mos-

Kedoshim 5775 

He’s Just Not Our Man! 

Rabbi Elchonon Wasserman, the Rosh 

Yeshiva of the Baranovitch Yeshiva, 

visited the United States in the latter 

part of the 1930s to raise funds for his 

yeshiva. Unfortunately, he made a 

greater impact on the America than 

America made on his yeshiva, and the 

funds raised did not help much. Reb 

Elchonon returned to a Poland 

clouded by the darkness of war to be 

with his students for the ensuing 

nightmare. The Nazis later murdered 

him together with his students in 

Kovno (Kaunus) Ghetto. 

While he was in the United States, he 

was accompanied by young, 

enthusiastic students, my father 

amongst them, who felt privileged to 

help the great sage in his efforts. 

Once, a student brought him to visit a 

wealthy man who had a philanthropic 

reputation. The bachur was confident 

that the meeting would prove 

successful. Unfortunately, the 

expectations proved fruitless, and Reb 

Elchonon and the student were shown 

to the door, empty-handed. 

The young man left the house and sat 

down on the steps of the mansion 

utterly dejected. Reb Elchonon, who 

was quite tall, bent down to him, 

"Why are you so upset?" he asked 

softly. 

"Upset? Why shouldn't I be upset? 

This man has the ability to support 

your whole yeshiva for a year, and he 

sent us away as if he does not have 

the ability to give even a dime!" 

Reb Elchonon smiled. "The Torah 

tells us that Moshe was told to choose 

Betzalel to build the Mishkan. Let us 

assume that Moshe went in the street 

and asked where he could find 

Betzalel. Moshe was told that Betzalel 

could be found in the Bais Medrash. 

He went into the Bais Medrash and 

asked someone, 'Are you Betzalel?' 

The man said no. Should Moshe have 

been upset? Of course not! It's not the 

man's fault that he was not Betzalel! 

He was not born Betzalel and his job 

was obviously not to be Betzalel! 

Moshe went to another man. Are You 

Betzalel? Again the man said no! 

Should Moshe have been angry with 

him? Again, of course not! 

"Well, my son," continued Reb 

Elchonon, "You can't be upset with 

him! He is just not the man that was 

chosen to help!" 
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A Deafening Silence  

Rabbi Leibel Lam writes: Years ago I 

had the honor and privilege to hear 

the following story from Rabbi 

Shimshon Pincus ztl. He told us about 

a fine young man that had earned a 

marvelous Shidduch–marriage match 

with a prominent family. This young 

man was an only child born to his 

parents after twenty-four years of 

marriage. Rabbi Shimshon Pincus zt”l 

had asked the father if he had any 

sense of why they merited to have a 

child that year. Had there been any 

unusual incident? This was his story: 

After twenty three years of childless 

marriage and approaching the edge of 

despair the husband did what amounts 

to an act of desperation. He had heard 

that on the other side of Jerusalem 

there was a small Chassidic 

Synagogue that held out a special 

promise. Anyone who would attain 

for himself on the holy day of Yom 

Kippur the honor of Maftir Yonah 

their request would most certainly be 

answered in the affirmative. 

So with that hope rooted firmly in his 

heart he migrated out of his comfort 

zone, his usual place in the Yeshiva, 

to where he would be a stranger. He 

arrived early enough on the eve of 

Yom Kippur and arranged for himself 

for a handsome price the coveted 

honor of Maftir Yonah. After Kol 

Nidre and all the evening prayers 

while exiting the synagogue he 

noticed a young man like himself 

seeming slightly out of place. He 

approached and asked him why he 

was praying here in this particular 

“Shteibl” for Yom Kippur. The young 

fellow told his tearful tale that he and 

his wife had been married for almost 

three years and they had not yet been 

blessed with children. He had heard 

that whoever would attain Maftir 

Yonah in this Synagogue would be 

granted their heart’s desire and he 

hoped to put in a modest bid for 

Maftir Yonah the next day. The man 

just listened with astonishment. He 

said nothing. He then picked himself 

up and left. That year his wife was 

expecting this special child. 

He felt that his deepest wish was 

granted that year not because he got 

Maftir Yonah but rather because he 

chose to be quiet. Those unspoken 

words created a deafening silence. 
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