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The Motzei Shabbat Tzedakah Request
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Israel Baal Shem or the Baal Shem Tov as he was best known, was a true Jewish leader; a tzadik with extra-sensory perception.


In addition to knowing all of the books and commentaries of the written and Oral Torah he was also well acquainted with the mysteries of G-d and how to use them in day to day life. And this became the facet of Judaism called 'Chassidut'.


He had many pupils but his main pupil was a great Rabbi by the name of Dov Ber (known as The Maggid) of Mezeritz.


It is said that this Rabbi Dov Ber was so intensely holy and incomprehensibly wise that the very sound of his approaching footsteps often threw some of his pupils (who were also great scholars in their own right) into uncontrollable fear and trepidation.


He often brought his great secrets 'home' with stories. And here is an example:


"Once a woman came into the Synagogue of my holy teacher the Baal Shem Tov on Saturday night immediately after the final prayer of the Shabbat with a desperate request; she needed money.


"She should have known better and come the next day. She knew that because it is forbidden for Jews to carry money on the Shabbat, there was no chance that either the Besh't (Baal Shem Tov for short) or his pupils would have any money on them.  But her desperation distorted her mind.


"She watched as the master made 'havdala' (a prayer issuing in the coming week made over a cup of wine) waited impatiently until he drank the cup, burst into the crowd of Chassidim, fell at his feet weeping and begged him to help her. She needed 300 rubles immediately to pay bills and provide dowries for her daughters.


"'Money?" said the Baal Shem Tov incredulously. "Where would we have money now after Shabbat? It is forbidden to carry money on the holy day and I and my followers are religious Jews. We have no money!" He turned to his pupils, palms raised, and asked rhetorically "Correct?"


"'But,' he continued. 'Let us see what we can do. I have no money in my pockets" He said to her matter-of-factly. 'But perhaps my pupils do'.


The Baal Shem Tov instructed his students to reach into their pockets and give her all the money they found there and without hesitating, they complied. They reached into their pockets and much to their surprise, each pulled out several ruble notes!


And what was even more miraculous; the sum they produced totaled precisely 300 rubles. Exactly what the woman needed!


The Baal Shem took the money, counted it out before the bewildered and overjoyed woman and handed it to her while blessing her with a long happy life. I saw this miracle myself!"


The Magid fell silent for several moments and then asked, "Now, my dear pupils who can tell me what is the greatness of this story? What was the miracle here?"


One student answered immediately.


"That money miraculously appeared in the students' pockets. It is prohibited to handle money on Shabbat and it was impossible that any of the students would have had money in their pockets. That it was there was pure act of G-d!"


The Magid shook his head in agreement but waved his finger in before him to the right and left as to disagree. "You are correct, this was a miracle but there was something much greater here. Think more deeply."


A second student raised his hand, was called upon, stood, cleared his throat and replied. 'There was a double miracle; not only was there money in their pockets but it amounted to exactly 300 rubles!'


But the Magid dismissed this as well saying that everyone should try again.


After several moments of pregnant silence, a third student stood and spoke, 'Perhaps the miracle was that the Baal Shem could have produced the money entirely himself but he chose to share the 'mitzva' and make it happen through others; his students.


But the Magid just shook his head no.


"The greatness of this story," he answered "was that the students unquestioningly put their hands into their pockets to take out money, knowing that there was none. In other words, they completely ignored their logic and relied totally on the Baal Shem Tov. And that, together with the blessing of the Tzadik, produced the money."

Reprinted from the Parshat Emor 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. Originally published in Torah e-Parsha © 2008 by Herschel Finman. Shliachparsha@aol.com)

The Enjoyment of 

Hashem's Supervision

By Rabbi David Ashear
There is nothing like experiencing salvation. When a person has been waiting and hoping for so long and then suddenly, out of nowhere, his help arrives, it's exhilarating. And, of course, we know all salvations come from Hashem, but when it's so clear that it was Hashem Who brought the salvation, the joy experienced is much greater.

A woman told me that in the summer of 2016, a beautiful initiative was launched to pair singles with couples who are waiting to have children, so that one could pray for the other. She joined and prayed every day for her couple to have children, while also contributing a small monthly donation towards their fertility expenses. One year later, in August of 2017, she was delighted to find out that her couple was expecting. She continued to pray for them to have a healthy baby and an easy delivery. When January came around and she didn't hear any news of a birth, she became concerned and started to pray even harder.

And then, on February 4, her own Yeshua finally arrived. She became engaged to her long awaited Chatan. When she came home that night from celebrating, she headed straight to her computer to inform the organizers of her prayer program that she was engaged. Their response the next morning read "Mazal Tov and incredibly, we were just notified by Bonei Olam that the couple that you have been praying for just had a healthy baby boy. Within the same twenty-four hour period, both of you received your salvation." The woman said, the feeling of salvation is great, but seeing how intimately Hashem is involved in my life makes it that much greater.

A business-man, who we'll call Isaac, told me that this past year he received a phone call one day from a rabbi asking him if he could help out a struggling man from his congregation who we'll call Yosef. Isaac happily agreed and Yosef drove in from Money to Brooklyn to meet him. Yosef sat down in his office and told Isaac that his gentile partners just swindled him and ran away with a lot of money and merchandise. The only thing that he has left is an exorbitant amount of an item that was not selling at all - steering wheel locks(the club). He had 2.1 million locks and no customers for them; he didn't know where to turn. He asked Isaac, who's a middle man for selling all different kinds of merchandise, if he would be able to find customers for him. Isaac replied that he sells branded items, clothing and the like. He has never dealt with this kind of merchandise and didn't know anyone who would want it. He suggested melting down the locks and selling them as metal, obviously reducing the price heavily, but at least it would cut the losses. At that point, Yosef began to cry, right there in the office. Isaac apologized and said, "I didn't mean to say anything to upset you, please forgive me."

Yosef then got up and said, "Thanks anyway," and he left. Within the next ten seconds, Isaac received a phone call from a business associate in India. The man on the other line was the distributor for Nike there and did a lot of business with Isaac.

He said, "Isaac, I have a strange request. I need steering wheel locks. Do you have access to any?"

Isaac then said, "Please hold on one second." He ran after Yosef and called him back. He said, "I have someone on the other line who might want to buy your merchandise. To give you extra Zechut, I pledge right now to donate my entire commission on this sale to my son's Yeshiva."

He got back on the phone and the man from India said, "My brother-in-law, who sells cars here, is in trouble because there are so many thefts, people don't want to buy cars anymore. He needs steering wheel locks, and a lot of them."

Isaac replied, "I have 2.1 million of them available, if you want."

The man from India said, "Perfect. We'll take all of them." And just like that, Yosef made the biggest sale of his life and was back on his feet. Isaac earned over $500,000 in commission from that sale and gave every penny to the Yeshiva like he said.

The salvation here was amazing. To have a man from across the world call Isaac and ask for the locks at that very moment is mind-boggling. But what made it so special to Isaac and Yosef is that it was so clear that it was Hashem bringing them that salvation.

Reprinted from the May 2, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.

The Dedicated Young

Segulah Seeker


Rav Gamliel Rabbinowich, Shlit”a, had a great story of Hashgachah on Tiv HaKehilah. A 30 year old man could not find his Shidduch. He tried everything that might help him. Any time someone suggested a Segulah for him to try, he did it without question and hoped for the best, but nothing worked. However, he accepted on himself to always be happy, because everything that Hashem does is for the best, and he continued learning in Yeshivah. 

Someone told him about a Segulah to say Perek Shirah at a certain time every day for forty straight days. This too he took on, but when he finished the forty days, he had still not found his Shidduch. He continued to smile and after a while, he decided to again try the Segulah with happiness and a good heart, however, even this time he did not see results. 

For some reason, he thought that he would continue this Segulah, even if it did not result in a salvation for him, because it surely must have some good effect somewhere, and whatever Hashem decides for him will be for his benefit. He finished the cycle of saying Perek Shirah a third time with still no results, and he started it a fourth time and he continued to encourage himself with happiness. 

At the end of his fourth cycle, Baruch Hashem, a Shidduch was suggested to him, and he soon became engaged to be married! At the Vort, the father of the Kallah got up to speak, and he began with special thanks from the depths of his heart to Hashem, the Creator of the World, and he related an incredible turn of events. 

He said that at first he had Simchah. Then his joy was doubled, and then tripled, and now his Simchah has quadrupled, as this was the fourth daughter he was marrying off in one year! He said that all his daughters had trouble finding Shidduchim, and they all became engaged and married this year, and he was very grateful to Hashem for the great kindness He had performed for him. 
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When he finished speaking, the Chassan went over to his future father in-law and asked him if he remembered the dates when each Shidduch was made for his daughters. 

The father said that of course he remembered each one quite well, and he began to list the dates that each daughter became a Kallah. The Chassan came to an amazing realization, that each Shidduch was finalized on the exact date that he completed a forty-day cycle of saying Perek Shirah, and now when he completed it for the fourth time, he was engaged to the fourth daughter! 

Each cycle of Perek Shirah helped one sister, in order, from the oldest to the youngest. The Chassan remembered how he felt when he finished a cycle and didn’t see results, and how he thought that it went to help someone else. Looking back, it was clear that he did in fact bring about a salvation— not only for his own Shidduch, but for his future family as well!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Mind Your Own Business
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Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, zt”l


One Shabbos, the Kopicznitzer Rebbe, Rav Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, zt”l, noticed two non-religious Jews standing outside and smoking a cigarette. The Rebbe had tremendous Ahavas Yisroel, love for his fellow Jew, and he could not pass by without sharing his concern for them.

He began to speak to them in a soft and gentle tone, and said, “Good Shabbos, Yidden.” Respectfully, they replied, “Good Shabbos, Rebbe.” 

The Rebbe said, “May I ask you a question?” and they answered, “Of course.” He said, “Shabbos is such a holy day, and you are such fine Jews. Why are you smoking on this holy day?” 

One of the men said to the Rebbe, “Rebbe, there is a saying, ‘Mind your own business!’” 

The Rebbe was unfazed and asked them another question. He said, “This street that we are on is very busy with many cars going back and forth. If someone Chas V’Shalom would be hit and lying here heavily bleeding, would you also say, ‘mind your own business?’” 

They said, “Of course not, Rebbe! With someone bleeding to death, we would do what we can to help him!” 

The Rebbe responded, “Well, it is the same situation right here. I see two fine Jews standing on the street with their Neshamos bleeding to death. How can you tell me to mind my own business? Can you blame me for wanting to help them?” 

The two men were touched by the Rebbe’s sincerity and feeling, and they immediately threw the cigarettes away and promised to never smoke on Shabbos again!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rabbi Tzvi Greenwald, 86, Meah Shearim-Born, British Mandate-Fighting, Kibbutz-Visiting Chassidic Educator

By Dovid Margolin
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Rabbi Tzvi Greenwald, who passed away on April 18 in Kfar Chabad, Israel, at the age of 86, was a man who was not easy to categorize.


He was a seventh generation Jerusalemite who wore the traditional Chassidic garb of his ancestors, complete with a fur shtreimal, yet in striking contrast joined the right-wing Lehi paramilitary group during Israel’s War of Independence to help defend the ancient city his family had called home for centuries. He was born and raised among the narrow streets of Jerusalem’s Meah Shearim neighborhood, but later spent decades visiting the most secular of Israel’s kibbutzim, introducing generations of pioneers of the Land of Israel to the beauty of the Torah and G‑d of Israel.


Rabbi Tzvi Greenwald, who passed away on April 18 in Kfar Chabad, Israel, at the age of 86, was a man who was not simple to categorize.
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Greenwald was a powerful orator with an easy and fluent command of Hebrew and an imposing presence.


He was an early proponent of what was at the time called uforatztah, sharing the “wellsprings” of Chassidic teachings with his fellow Jews. A powerful orator with an easy and fluent command of Hebrew and an imposing presence, in the early 1960s Greenwald began speaking on Judaism at kibbutzim all over the country. Some segments of the Orthodox Jewish community began criticizing him for what they saw as a lax and tolerant approach towards his audiences. Greenwald, they said, should be admonishing his non-religious listeners, not embracing them. In 1967, Greenwald wrote a letter to the Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem M. Schneerson, of righteous memory, asking whether it would indeed be proper for him to take a more confrontational approach.


“Though Greenwald had written the Rebbe a lengthy letter about many different matters,” writes Joseph Telushkin in his 2014 biography, Rebbe: The Life and Teachings of Menachem M. Schneerson, the Most Influential Rabbi in Modern History, “the Rebbe went straight to his last few lines posing the question, and answered: ‘That which you write, that people are suggesting you give these audiences mussar (criticism), what will you accomplish? You will just build a wall between you and them, an impenetrable wall. You’re there not to tell them who they are, they know who they are, but to tell them what you have to give them.’”


The Rebbe was telling Greenwald that his mission was not to denigrate—nor patronize—his audiences: He was there to introduce them to Torah and Jewish tradition.


While Greenwald’s outer garb forever remained that of a typical “Yerushalmi”—ancestral Chassidic residents of Jerusalem—his inner identity was thoroughly Chabad, expressed as a straightforward love for each and every Jew no matter their level of observance or political affiliation.

An Indirect Path to Lubavitch

Rabbi Mordechai Tzvi Greenwald was born in Jerusalem on Aug., 4, 1931 (21 Av, 5691), the oldest child of Rabbi Chaim Yosef Shlomo and Chaya Perka Greenwald. His path to Lubavitch was not typical or direct. His father was a recently married young man in 1929 when the sixth Rebbe, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn, of righteous memory, made his historic visit to the Holy Land. Only two years earlier, the Rebbe had been arrested, sentenced to death, and against all odds released by Soviet authorities, a show of such extreme self-sacrifice on behalf of strengthening Judaism that it earned him worldwide fame.


In Jerusalem, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak paid a visit to the Colel Chabad charity, established in 1788 by his ancestor and the founder of the Chabad movement, Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi, and located at the time in Meah Shearim. The streets were winding and old, and cars could not enter, so upon his exit from the neighborhood, the Rebbe sat down on a bench to wait for his car. 

R’ Yosef Shlomo impulsively approached the Rebbe, and although still childless, requested a blessing that his children be the Rebbe’s Chassidim. The Rebbe granted the blessing, signaling to the apprehensive R’ Yosef Shlomo that he and his wife would indeed have children—plural—and that they would not only be practicing Jews, but Chassidim.


“Thank G‑d the blessing was fulfilled,” his son would later say while retelling the story.


Greenwald was educated at Chabad’s Yeshivat Torat Emet, which had relocated from Hebron to Jerusalem a few years before the destruction of Hebron’s ancient Jewish community in the Arab massacre of 1929. While still a teenager, the struggle for Jewish self-government in British Mandate Palestine intensified, and at the time it was not unusual for yeshivah students, even thoroughly Haredi ones, to join one of the Jewish militia groups. Greenwald chose to join Lehi, where it was considered easier to lead an observant lifestyle.


“He didn’t join for Zionist political ideals, but because he was upset that the British were interning Jewish Holocaust survivors trying to get to Israel in Cyprus,” says his grandson, Rabbi Moshe Greenwald, director of Chabad of Downtown Los Angeles.


Stationed in the Old City, Greenwald was a member of the last minyan (quorum of ten) to pray maariv, the evening prayers, at the Western Wall before the Old City of Jerusalem fell into Jordanian hands, where it would remain for 19 years.


He formed lasting relationships during that time, and during 30 more years of reserve duty in Israel’s Defense Forces, counting among his friends former Prime Ministers Yitzchak Shamir and Ariel Sharon, and former President Ezer Weizman.


“Every time he made a simchah (celebration) they all came,” recalls his son, Rabbi Naftoli Greenwald. “I remember being upset at my bar mitzvah because I barely had a table for my friends. The rest were filled with people from the army.”
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Greenwald spent his free time immersed in Torah study, riding his bike wherever he went in Kfar Chabad, a memorable sight for visitors and locals in the Chassidic village. This rare juxtaposition was reflected in his intellectual interests as well.

A Gifted Teacher In and Out of a Classroom

Shortly after his marriage to Rivka Miriam Rubin, in 1956, Greenwald joined the staff of Beit Sefer Lemelacha, a vocational school located in Kfar Chabad that was geared mostly towards new immigrants. (Beit Sefer Lemelacha suffered a terrible terrorist attack earlier that same year). He taught at the school until 1996, becoming known as a warm educator with lasting impact on his students.


Over the decades, Greenwald would become a pioneer in Chabad outreach activity in Israel. Around 1957, Chabad activists in Israel launched “Erev Chabad,” or “An Evening With Chabad,” a sort of Chassidic cultural variety show that included musical performances and holiday presentations that toured kibbutzim all over Israel; Greenwald was inevitably the chosen speaker. When the tefillin campaign began just prior to the Six-Day War, Greenwald was there too, bringing it for the first time, in 1968, to Israeli prisons.

[image: image7.jpg]




He was also at the forefront of Chabad activities on military bases in the Sinai desert, an area three times as large as Israel proper. Together with other activists, he spent his Purims flying on rickety Israeli military aircraft from far-flung base to far-flung base, reading the Megillah for the lonely troops, and warming hearts with copious l’chaims, sometimes even amidst shelling.


Following the Six-Day War, mass bar mitzvah celebrations for the orphaned sons of Israeli soldiers were held in Kfar Chabad, with the participation of the country’s prime ministers, presidents and top military brass. Greenwald was the voice of these bar mitzvahs, as well as the mass Lag Baomer parades that began in Israel in 1980 (that year he was master of ceremonies at the Lag Baomer Parade in Tel Aviv’s Malchei Yisrael Square). 

But it was his lifelong role as a teacher which defined him most, including in his last years teaching elderly men each morning at the Tiferes Zekeinim Kollel in Kfar Chabad’s central BeisMenachem Synagogue.


“He was the type of person who could teach a Chassidic discourse, or if he was talking to a soldier on an airplane, discuss various types of military planes,” says his son.
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“He was the type of person who could teach a Chassidic discourse, or if he was talking to a soldier on an airplane, discuss various types of military planes,” says his son. “He was able to be a bridge, connect to people and have very deep relationships with them.”


In addition to his wife, Greenwald is survived by children, Rabbi Menachem Mendel Greenwald, Rabbi Naftoli Greenwald, Rabbi Peretz Greenwald, Rabbi Yisroel Greenwald, Rabbi Yitzchak Greenwald, Rabbi Shalom Greenwald, Rabbi Shmuel Greenwald, Malka Gerlitzky, Chana Heber, and Ita Ruth Ceitlin, as well as many grandchildren and great-grandchildren.



He was predeceased by his daughter, Leah Schtroks.


While Greenwald’s outer garb forever remained that of a typical “Yerushalmi”—ancestral Chassidic residents of Jerusalem—his inner identity was thoroughly Chabad, expressed as a straightforward love for each and every Jew, no matter their level of observance or political affiliation.

Reprinted from the Parshat Emor 5778 website of Chabad.Org
An $833,000 Kiddush Hashem


There’s an amazing story told in Rabbi David Ashear’s Daily Emunah about a businessman who made a tremendous kidush Hashem. Steve received an order about four years ago from a customer in Algeria for 10,000 pieces of Samsonite luggage. 

As a rule, Steve didn't ship the goods until he received the full payment. A check arrived for $833,000. Steve deposited it and then called his customer from Algeria to arrange the shipment. 

The customer did not answer his phone. Steve continued trying by phone and email, but there was no response. Finally, almost two weeks later, Steve received a phone call from the owner of a large chain store saying he was waiting to receive that luggage from Steve’s customer in Algeria, but unfortunately, the man passed away suddenly. 

The owner asked if he could buy the luggage straight from him for the same price he was going to pay the man in Algeria which was $900,000. Steve said, "No problem."

Now Steve had this extra $833,000 in his bank account that no one would probably ever find out about. He did not want to keep it, so he consulted with his rabbi, who quoted the Shulchan Aruch and said, "This is a great opportunity to make Kiddush Hashem." 

Steve then called the wife of his customer in Algeria and told her that he had some money that belonged to her husband that he wanted to return. She thanked Steve for the news and, strangely, she then asked if they could continue their conversation on Skype, because even though Steve called, she was being charged for the call. 

So he gladly Skyped her and now she would also see that he's a Jew. She saw him wearing a Kipah and she said, "Oh, I see that you're Jewish." He replied, "Yes, and I'm very happy to return this money to you." When she heard it was $833,000, she couldn't believe her ears. She thanked Steve profusely, and he then mailed her the check.


About a week and a half later, a stretch limousine pulled up in front of Steve’s office. A man came in and practically bowed down on the floor, kissing Steve’s feet. 

He asked, "What’s this all about?" 

The man explained that he was from Dubai, and he's the first cousin of the lady who received that money. The man couldn't believe that Steve returned all that money. He said, "You're an angel." And he said, "I'm a very wealthy businessman and I have a lot of wealthy friends in Dubai. Because of your honesty, I want to open up a whole new world of business for you in Dubai." 

So over the last three to four years, Steve has been making many multi-million dollar sales to these people in Dubai that he never met before. He has earned far more than the $833,000 that he returned.


Recently, he received an order from one of those customers for 11 million dollars. Steve received the check, cashed it and called the customer to discuss the shipping arrangements. 

However, this time Steve asked him a question. He said, "I hope you don't mind me asking; I'm just curious to know. You have never seen me before and I live on the other side of the world. How can you just send me a check for $11 million trusting that I'll send you the goods? I could just take the money and run." T

he man on the other line said, "If you didn't take the money from a dead man, you're not going to take the money from a live man."

Dozens of businessmen in Dubai sing the praises of the Jews because of Steve’s honesty. This is a real Kiddush Hashem and Steve has gained both in this world and the Next.


As the pasuk says: "I shall be sanctified among B'nei Yisrael; I am Hashem who Sanctifies you!"
Reprinted from the Parashat Emor 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
The Man Who Didn’t Email


Rabbi Elimelech Biderman heard the following story first hand, but these stories happen all the time to many people in various ways: 


Someone walked into a real estate office with a description of the type of house he was looking to buy. The agent said, "Give me your e-mail address. When something comes up, I’ll send you the information by e-mail." 


"I don’t have e-mail," the man said. 


"You don’t have an iPhone?" the agent was incredulous. 


"No. I follow the advice of my rabbinic leaders, and all I have is a regular phone." 


"So I'll send you an SMS without the file." 


"My phone doesn’t read SMS messages either. If you could phone me that would be great…" 


The broker grew impatient, "I have many clients, and I don’t have time to call everyone when an offer comes up. Instead, I send out a group e-mail to all my clients. I’m sorry, but without an e-mail, I really can't help you…" 


The man gave him a slip of paper and said, "This is my phone number. Perhaps you will find the time to call me." 


The broker took the slip of paper, and tossed it into his desk drawer. The man left the office thinking the broker will never call him. But the following morning —a Thursday — when he was eating breakfast with his family, he received a phone call from the real estate agent. 


"I have something for you. It's exactly what you're looking for. Go there right away, and see if you like it." 


He liked it. On Friday, the sale was finalized. Elated, he called the real estate agent to thank him, and asked, "Why did you think to call me? From the way you spoke a few days ago, I thought I would never hear from you again." 


The broker told him, "I wasn't planning on calling you. When this house went up for sale, I attached the information to the group e-mail I send to all my clients and clicked send, but it didn’t go. 

Apparently, something was wrong with my e-mail. I still had your phone number, so I decided to call you." 

On Sunday, the e-mail finally went through. It was a very good deal, and many people were interested, but the house had already been sold. 

The moral of this story is awareness that everything comes from Hashem, and the more you bring Hashem's presence into your endeavors, the better your chances are for success. This man thought he would lose out because he doesn’t have an iPhone, computer, etc., but this was exactly what helped him get the house he desired.
Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts of Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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