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New Stories Noach 5776 

The Rainmaker 

Rabbi Shimshon Sherer, Rav of 

Congregation Kehilas Zichron 

Mordechai, tells the following 

story. 

In a small town there was a severe 

drought. The community 

synagogues each prayed separately 

for rain, but to no avail. The tears 

and prayers failed to unlock the 

sealed heavens, and for months, no 

rains came. 

Finally, the town's eldest sage held 

a meeting with prominent 

community rabbis and lay leaders. 

"There are two items lacking in our 

approach, faith and unity. Each one 

of you must impress upon his 

congregation the need to believe. If 

we are united and sincere, our 

prayers will be answered!" He 

declared that all the synagogues in 

the city would join together for a 

day of tefilah. Everyone, men 

women and children would join 

together for this event. "I assure 

you," he exclaimed, "that if we 

meet both criteria - faith and unity - 

no one will leave that prayer 

service without getting drenched!" 

There was no shul large enough to 

contain the entire community so the 

date was set to gather and daven in 

a field! For the next few weeks all 

the rabbis spoke about bitachon and 

achdus (faith and unity). On the 

designated day the entire town 

gathered in a large field whose 

crops had long withered from the 

severe drought. Men, women, and 

children all gathered and anxiously 

awaited the old sage to begin the 

service. 

The elderly rabbi walked up to the 

podium. His eyes scanned the 

tremendous crowd that filled the 

large field and then they dimmed in 

dismay. The rabbi began shaking 

his head in dissatisfaction. "This 

will never work," he moaned 

dejectedly. "The rain will not 

come." Slowly he left the podium. 

The other rabbis on the dais were 

shocked. "But rebbe everyone is 

here and they are all united! Surely 

they must believe that the rains will 

fall! Otherwise no one would have 

bothered to come on a working 

day!" 
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The rabbi shook his head slowly 

and sadly. 

"No. They don't really believe," he 

stated. "I scanned the entire crowd. 

Nobody even brought a raincoat." 

Torah is Sweeter than Candy 

One of America's largest kosher 

confectioners was a major 

supporter of Beth Medrash 

Govoah, the Yeshiva and Kollel 

founded by the late Rabbi Aaron 

Kotler and led for twenty years by 

his late son Rabbi Shneur Kotler. 

At one major national function this 

industrialist had the occasion to 

introduce Reb Shneur. He did so in 

a most unique manner. 

"Actually," he proclaimed, "both 

Reb Shneur and I have much in 

common. We both went to cheder 

in Europe, survived the war, and 

now we both run major institutions. 

We provide the public with an 

excellent product, one that is both 

sweet and enjoyable. Many people 

stand in line to speak to me, and 

many wait in line to speak to the 

Rabbi. We both are well known 

and try hard to help others. 

"However there is one major 

difference between us." The 

magnate paused and smiled. "I 

make lollipops and Rabbi Kotler 

makes men." 

The Only Refuge is Torah 

The Tchebiner Rav, HaRav Dov 

Berish Weidenfeld zt"l, was a 

Torah scholar of great renown, and 

a leader of Torah Jewry after the 

Holocaust. During the War, he lost 

his wife, two sons, and three 

daughters - may Hashem avenge 

their blood - narrowly escaping the 

jaws of death himself. Two of his 

daughters also survived. One of 

them married Rav Goldshtof zt"l, 

and the other married the renowned 

Torah giant Rav Baruch Shimon 

Shneerson zt"l. 

One night in Jerusalem, his son-in-

law Rav Goldshtof paced nervously 

outside the door to the Rav's study. 

Recently, the Rav's family had been 

in high spirits, after a son had been 

born to Rav Shneerson - a first 

grandson for the Rav! It was, in 

some way, a degree of consolation; 

a statement that although the Nazis 

- may their names be blotted out - 

might have extinguished the lives 
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of most of their family, they had 

now begun to build anew. 

However, just days after the child's 

birth, doctors had informed them 

that the baby's life was in danger. 

The Tchebiner Rav was sitting in 

his study, wrapped up in Torah 

study, when the devastating news 

came from the hospital: The baby 

had passed away. The dreadful task 

of relating the news to the Gaon 

had been placed on the shoulders of 

Rav Goldshtof. 

Anxious and grieving, he knocked 

on the door. When it opened, he 

found himself standing face to face 

with the splendorous figure of the 

Rav, deep in thought. A volume of 

the Rashba's commentary lay open 

on his desk. Rav Goldshtof's eyes 

began to well with tears when his 

father-in-law asked him, "How is 

the child?" Without saying a word, 

the look on his face said it all. "It's 

all over." 

No doubt, this must have razed the 

Rav's universe all over again. 

During the horrors of the War, he 

had lost the people dearest to him. 

Now, hoping to rebuild and breathe 

new life into the family, his 

building had once again collapsed. 

Years later, Rav Goldshtof 

described the encounter: "I had no 

idea what kind of reaction to 

expect. When I broke the news, my 

father-in- law placed a hand upon 

the door frame, and leaned his head 

against it. There was a terrible 

silence as he stood there, absorbed 

in his thoughts. Then he turned to 

me, and quoted the words of the 

Psalmist (Tehillim 119:92), 'If not 

for Your Torah, my delight, I 

would have perished in my 

distress."" The horrific news must 

have scorched his heart; his first 

grandchild was gone. His only 

refuge was the delight of Torah 

study. (Me'oros HaDaf HaYomi - 

Kiddushin 69.) (www.Torah.org)  
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