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Power of One
Hashem sends us opportunities to make a difference in others’ 
lives, but we have to hear the call and act upon it. Rabbi Moshe 
Tuvia Lieff related how Hashem delivered such an opportunity 
right to his doorstep.

T he rain beat steadily on the Brooklyn pavement as Rabbi 
Lieff and his rebbetzin walked out their door one Shabbos 
morning. Their eyes were immediately drawn toward a 

sleek black Mercedes, which was parked in front of their driveway. 
As the couple walked past the car, they noticed that the driver was 
turning his key in the ignition over and over again, but the engine 
wasn’t starting.

“I hope the rest of your day goes better,” Rabbi Lieff comment-
ed to the man as he walked past the car. Continuing on his way, 
the rabbi heard the man shout out, “Shabbat shalom!”

At first glance, Rabbi Lieff hadn’t thought the man was Jewish, 
but he now realized he had been mistaken. It seemed sadly ironic, 
a Jew stuck in a car in front of a rabbi’s driveway on a Shabbos 
morning. He pondered the situation as he and his wife progressed 
a few more blocks toward shul, and then suddenly, he stopped.

“What are the chances that a Jewish fellow should get stuck on 
Shabbos in front our driveway, of all places?” he asked his wife. 
“I’m going to be late for shul, but I think Hashem is sending us a 
message here, and we have to do something!”

Despite the rain and the lateness of the hour, they walked back 
to their house and Rabbi Lieff approached the young man.

“I know it sounds absurd, but I would like you to come join us 
in our shul today,” he said. “You can leave your phone and keys in 
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my home. We’ll take good care of you. We’ll make a nice kiddush 
and you can have some really good cholent.”

The man was taken completely by surprise.
“Rabbi, that’s impossible,” he stated. “I have to open up my 

store on Flatbush Avenue in a few minutes. Besides, my wife will 
worry about me. How can I just fall off the face of the planet for 
the next few hours?”

“I know it sounds strange,” said Rabbi Lieff. “But listen, what 
were the chances that your car should break down right in front of 
a rabbi’s house on Shabbat? Don’t you think Hashem is sending a 
message? Come join us, please.”

Despite his reservations, the young man agreed. He stashed 
his wallet, phone, and keys in the rabbi’s home and walked with 
him to shul. On the way, the rabbi found out that the young man’s 
name was Chaim. He was born in Syria, lived in Israel for a num-
ber of years, and had even served in the IDF. In the 90’s, his fam-
ily had moved to America. These days, he lived on Avenue Y near 
Ocean Parkway, an area where there were few religious Jews.

The rabbi and his new friend entered the shul together, a few 
minutes late for davening. Rabbi Lieff gave Chaim a choice seat 
in the front and center of the shul. Someone handed him a siddur 
and he began to follow along with the shul’s davening.

Before beginning the Torah reading, Rabbi Lieff stepped up to 
the bimah to speak.

“I want to apologize to everyone for being late today,” he began. 
“But the reason I am late is because I met a very special Jew this 
morning on the way to shul. His name is Chaim and he is coming 
to shul for the first time.”

Rabbi Lieff related the circumstances that caused him and 
Chaim to cross paths. He underscored that Chaim had not had 
a religious upbringing, but had taken the bold step of leaving his 
business for a few hours just to come to shul.

“Chaim, stand up please,” Rabbi Lieff announced. The entire 
shul, over 300 men, rose and gave Chaim a long, standing ovation. 
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Chaim looked around at the crowd. They were applauding him, a 
stranger, just for showing up! The outpouring of encouragement 
nearly moved him to tears. Then he was given the honor of pesi-
chah, the opening of the aron kodesh. Returning to his seat, he felt 
like a hero.

After shul, the congregants lined up to congratulate Chaim and 
welcome him to the shul. Chaim felt like the guest of honor at 
a simchah he had not even known about. From a frustrated guy 
stuck in his car in the rain, to a long-lost brother receiving the 
warm wishes and blessings of hundreds of men, all in the course 
of one morning — it was stranger than fantasy.

After shul, Chaim joined the Lieffs for the Shabbos meal. Then 
he went on his way.

The morning’s events had been unique and unexpected. Rabbi 
Lieff felt blessed that he had been given the opportunity to con-
vince Chaim to go to shul. He was grateful for the chance to share 
the beauty of Shabbos with another Jew. However, whether the 
experience would have any long-term impact on Chaim was a 
question beyond his purview.

The answer to that question was quick in coming. Later that 
same week, Rebbetzin Lieff got a phone call from Chaim’s wife.

“Rebbetzin, I want to thank you and the Rabbi for what you did 
for my husband,” she said. “I’ve been looking for some way to get 
him connected with Judaism, and you really did it! I can’t thank 
you enough.”

Succos would be coming soon, and so the Rebbetzin invited 
Chaim and his wife to join them for a Yom Tov meal. The couple 
consumed not only the abundant, delicious food, but also the at-
mosphere that was radiant with happiness and holiness. Chaim 
and his wife were well on their way to major changes in their life, 
and only two years later, they were full-fledged members of the 
Torah community in Flatbush. Their children are learning in ye-
shivah and Chaim’s wife is a regular at women’s shiurim, where she 
continues to discover the treasure of her heritage.
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Rabbi Lieff adds, “Often, during a levayah, if it begins to rain, 
they say the Heavens are crying for this niftar. I look back and I say 
about that rainy day that Heaven was crying, but it was not tears 
of sorrow. Rather it was tears of joy, because of the Hashgachah 
pratis that Chaim should get stuck right in front of any house.

“There he was, busily calling AAA for assistance and not getting 
any response. And when I came back, he thought I was going to 
tell him to get out of the driveway. The last thing he expected was 
to be invited for Shabbos.

“It wasn’t only an opportunity of a lifetime for him, but even 
more so, it was an opportunity for me. We all have opportunities 
that come our way. There is a reason we meet certain people at 
certain times. But we have to know what to do with that.

“Imagine what would have happened if I wouldn’t have come 
back for Chaim because I didn’t want to be late for shul. This fam-
ily would have been lost. But Hashem had other plans.”

A stalled car, a rainy day, a new life … Hashem laid out the path, 
but He left it up to the Lieffs and Chaim to choose to follow it.

Every one of us can truly make a difference in people’s lives if we 
care enough to see the opportunities in front of us. With one kind 
word or deed, we can really make a difference.

0

 � Driving in a New Direction

To the crowd gathered on Rechov Shmuel Hanavi in 
Yerushalayim, the only way to fight Shabbos desecration was with 
zeal: Block the roads, scream at the drivers, and let them know 
that their disrespect would not be tolerated in this staunchly re-
ligious neighborhood. The protesters may not have changed any 
minds or stirred any repentance with their mayhem, but they felt 
that, at least, they were standing up for the dignity of Shabbos.
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One Shabbos afternoon, the protesters had gathered to make 
their usual statement. This time, however, Shea, a driver whose 
path had been blocked, decided that he would not cower inside 
his car and wait for his detractors to let him pass. Full of fury, he 
jumped out of his car and entered into a screaming match with 
some of the protesters.

The argument appeared about to explode into a physical con-
frontation. Just at that moment, Rav Mordechai Leib Zaks arrived 
on the scene. Although he, too, objected fervently to Jews driving 
through the area on Shabbos, he had a different way of conveying 
his sentiments. Only by showing them the beauty of Shabbos, he 
believed, would he have any hope of changing their perspective.

Rabbi Zaks, a respected member of the community, was able to 
pass through the crowd with ease. As he did so, he urged the on-
lookers to calm down and let the driver go on his way. Shea saw that 
the rabbi had cleared the way for him, and with a nod of recogni-
tion toward his “savior,” he climbed back into his car and drove off.

Little did he know that Rabbi Zaks had not yet completed his 
mission.

The next day there was a knock on Shea’s door. When he opened 
it, he saw a very unexpected sight: Rabbi Zaks. How did this hap-
pen? What was he doing miles away from Yerushalayim, in the 
middle of a kibbutz?

“How did you find me?” Shea asked Rabbi Zaks.
“It was easy,” the rabbi answered. “I memorized your license- 

plate number and after Shabbos, I found out where you live. I 
have some connections in the government, so it wasn’t too hard 
to get the information.”

“Well, now that you’re here, I should thank you for getting me 
out of that mess on Shabbos. What can I do for you?” Shea asked.

“How about coming for a walk with me? Show me around the 
kibbutz,” the rabbi said.

It was a very long walk, during which Shea told the rabbi his 
life’s story. He was a Holocaust survivor who had lost his entire 
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family and all he possessed. He arrived in Israel empty handed 
and was placed on an irreligious kibbutz. There he met his wife, 
and there he left his parents’ ways.

Yet he was not content to just disappear into secular life; he 
felt the need to validate his rejection of religious life, and he did 
this by driving down Shmuel Hanavi Street on Shabbos afternoon. 
Seeing the angry faces and hearing the harsh insults of the crowd 
helped him justify his choice. “They’re no better than anyone else,” 
he told the rabbi. “So what is the point of being religious?”

Then it was Rabbi Zaks’s turn to speak, with words directed 
to Shea’s heart. He described the beauty of Shabbos, and Klal 
Yisrael’s eternal mission to guard this holy bond with Hashem.

His words made a deep impression. With at least some under-
standing of the passion that motivated the protestors, Shea agreed 
to stop driving through the religious neighborhoods on Shabbos.

Two years later, Rabbi Zaks received a bar mitzvah invitation in 
the mail from someone whose name he did not recognize. Since 
the simchah was to take place near his home, he decided to attend 
and thus find out who had sent the invitation.

He walked into the simchah hall and was immediately greeted 
by the host, the father of the bar mitzvah boy. It was Shea, only 
barely recognizable as the man he had tracked down on a kibbutz 
two years earlier.

“Rabbi Zaks, I’m so glad you came!” said Shea. “You have no 
idea how much has happened to me since you last saw me. I 
must tell you that I was completely amazed that you made the 
effort to find me and travel to my home to explain what Shabbos 
was all about. I figured that if you were willing to make such an 
effort for someone you didn’t know, there was more here than I 
realized.

“It was then that I knew something very important was miss-
ing in my life. I was rejecting something before I even realized 
its value. So I decided to find out. I became shomer Shabbos and 
I sent my boys to yeshivah. We left the kibbutz and moved into a 
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religious neighborhood and now, here I am! I had lost my religion, 
but because of your kindness, I’ve found it.”

By following the route of love and kindness, Rabbi Zaks was able 
to penetrate a fellow Jew’s heart and bring him back to his Father 
in Heaven. Today, Shea is the father and grandfather of a family 
that is shomer Torah u’mitzvos. One Jew’s caring words created the 
root of a whole new Jewish family tree.

Holy Waiter
There is immense power in the act of overlooking a wrong done to 
you. This trait, known as being “mavir al midosov,” is a difficult 
one to master, because it means holding yourself back when some-
one wrongs you and you are filled with the urge to strike back in 
some way. However, those who succeed in holding back instantly 
acquire a uniquely powerful ability to give and receive heavenly 
blessings. In this story, we learn how this idea acted as a spring-
board for bringing someone closer to Klal Yisrael and Hashem.

T he restaurant atmosphere was quiet and relaxed, just the 
place for Rabbi Ephraim Shapiro and his wife to share a 
nice outing with their daughter in celebration of her finish-

ing a grueling week of midterms. The family was enjoying a pleas-
ant conversation when suddenly, there was a shrill interruption.

“Do you call this sautéed?” a woman demanded loudly of the 
waiter. “I call it dead! This has been cooked to death! No wonder 
it took so long to get it. How dare you charge these prices for 
such poor-quality food? Take this back and bring me something 
edible!”
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The unhappy patron was sitting with a small group of women, 
who now began to join in her assault. “Too cold.” “Too salty.” “Too 
small a portion.” Full platters were being shoved back at the waiter 
while he stood there pale faced, muttering, “Sorry. Sorry. Let me 
see what I can do.”

Rabbi Shapiro watched in horror as the waiter, a young Israeli 
man, walked off with the rejected plates, put down his tray and 
sunk down into a seat out of the women’s line of vision. He then 
dropped his head in his hands and began to cry.

What a chillul Hashem! How could anyone, let alone a fellow 
Jew, treat another human being so insensitively? Didn’t these 
women realize that they were blaming the waiter for things that 
were completely out of his control? And even if he was at fault, it 
was no excuse for such a harsh, humiliating dressing-down?

“There’s got to be something I can do,” he told his wife and 
daughter. “But what?”

“Well, you know what you always say in your shiur — how Rav 
Chaim Kanievsky says that someone who overlooks an insult has 
the power to give a berachah?” Mrs. Shapiro responded. “Look at 
that poor waiter. He’s most definitely insulted and humiliated and 
he hasn’t said a word back to those women. Why not ask him for 
a berachah?”

“That’s it!” Rabbi Shapiro responded. He would try to squeeze 
something sweet out of this bitter fruit. He caught the waiter’s eye 
and signaled for him to come to his table.

“What’s your name?” Rabbi Shapiro asked in a friendly tone.
“Noam,” said the man.
“Noam, I am a rav here in Miami. I want you to give me a 

berachah.”
“Is the Rav making fun of me?” Noam responded, wondering if 

more humiliation was coming his way. “You, a rav, want a berachah 
from me, a waiter? You don’t really mean it, do you?”

“I’m not kidding,” Rabbi Shapiro responded. “I saw what hap-
pened and how you didn’t strike back when you were insulted. 
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That gives you great merit, and I want a berachah from you.”
Rabbi Shapiro then told Noam exactly what berachah he want-

ed. The young man straightened himself and mustered all the dig-
nity that such a deed required; he then gave the berachah in a firm, 
quiet voice. The family listened intently and answered “Amen.”

Then Noam walked off to resume his duties, not quite believing 
what had just happened.

Five minutes later, Noam returned to Rabbi Shapiro’s table. He 
had a story to tell.

“I am 23 years old, and I come from a very religious family in 
Israel,” he began. “When I was 7 years old, I was already strug-
gling in cheder. Eventually, I stopped learning with my father and 
started to drift off the path. By the time I was 14 years old, I had 
already left to America. I gave up everything religious and tried to 
start a new life.

“For all these years, I had nothing to do with anything religious, 
but now I’m ready to be chozer b’teshuvah. When you showed so 
much respect for me, so much so that you asked for a berachah 
from me, I felt all of a sudden like I had another chance, like I 
owed it to myself to try again. I would like you to please find a 
chavrusa for me.”

Rabbi Shapiro wrote down Noam’s contact information. Within 
a few days, he had found a kollel man who seemed to be a good 
match, and the two began learning together. Little by little, Noam 
reconnected to the Torah he had so long ago abandoned. The re-
sentment and frustration of his younger years were replaced by 
inspiration and devotion. Just a year and a half later, Noam and 
his wife were both shomer Torah u’mitzvos.

One day, Rabbi Shapiro saw the new Noam with his yarmulke 
atop his head.

“Tell me something, Noam,” he asked. “Was it really the bera-
chah that got to you?”

“Yes it was,” he answered without hesitation. “That’s what made 
me turn my life around. You gave me a second chance.”
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Rabbi Shapiro’s display of care and admiration for Noam was 
ahavas Yisrael at its best. It doesn’t matter whether you are a holy 
rebbe or a holy waiter; if your heart is in the right place, you are 
a true source of blessing to others.

Music to His Ears
“Teens at risk” has unfortunately become a familiar term in our 
communities. Whenever we hear that term, we know that behind it is 
a host of struggling, confused, and perhaps frightened family mem-
bers wondering, “What happened?” and “How can I reach him?” 
Although there’s no universal answer to those heart-wrenching ques-
tions, there is only one salve for the pain these teens are expressing. 
Its ingredients: love, empathy, compassion, and recognition of the 
value inherent in every Jew. That’s how the healing begins.

T he Bensoussan family was packed and ready for their regu-
lar Friday trek from Lakewood to Brooklyn, where Rabbi 
Duvi Bensoussan served as the rav of a shul in Flatbush. 

The luggage was already in the van and the children were making 
their last-minute preparations when Rabbi Duvi’s cell phone rang.

“Hello, Reb Dovid?”
“Yes, who is this?”
“This is Rabbi Rosenstein.”
“Hello. It’s a pleasure to speak with you. How can I help you?”
“Reb Dovid, I hear that you work with all types of kids and 

teens at risk. I have a boy who needs help, and I was wondering if 
you could see him. He’s someone I know well.”

“Okay, let me hear about this boy. Where is he?” Rabbi Duvi 
responded.
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