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Reb Shlomo Zalman Auerbach zt'l once put out his hand to say shalom aleichem to a certain prestigious person. That man's young daughter was there too, and she also put out her hand to Reb Shlomo Zalman. Reb Shlomo Zalman placed a piece of chocolate in her hand, thus cleverly avoided shaming a young girl. 


Once, Reb Shlomo Zalman was invited to be mesader kiddushin, and Reb Shlomo Zalman saw that one of the witnesses chosen to watch the marriage was passul (unfit to serve) as a witness. 


Reb Shlomo Zalman asked that person to be mesader kiddushin, and he [Reb Shlomo Zalman] would be the witness. (This is permitted, since Reb Shlomo Zalman was there and was able to ascertain that the marriage was done according to halachah.) That was Reb Shlomo Zalman's clever plan to avoid embarrassing that person, by telling him that he wasn't kosher to be an eid. 


When people disgraced Reb Shlomo Zalman about some halachic ruling he gave, his close students wanted to protest, but Reb Shlomo Zalman told them not to, explaining, "No one ever lost by being mevater."


Chazal say that embarrassing others is compared to murder. In his sefer (Minchas Shlomo, end 67) Reb Shlomo Zalman asks, if it’s permitted to be mechallel Shabbos to save someone's life, why shouldn’t it also be permitted to be mechallel Shabbos to save someone from shame, since embarrassment is like death…?

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman as compiled by Rabbi Boruch Twersky.

L’Maaseh 

Just a “Poshuta Yid”


Rav Dovid Kaplan writes a story: Naming a baby is sometimes tricky. Baruch Hashem, Meir and Ahuva had a baby boy after having a few girls and decided to name him after Ahuva’s grandfather. Ahuva then started having second thoughts about it.


 She said, “My grandfather was a very nice man and a fine person, but he wasn’t a Talmid Chacham. He was just a ‘Poshuta Yid’, a simple Jew. Maybe it would be better if we name the baby after a Gadol.” 


Meir went to ask his Rosh Yeshivah what he thought about it. The Rebbe asked, “When did her grandfather live?” Meir answered, “He came to America in the 1930’s and worked in the curtain business.” 


The Rosh Yeshivah then asked, “And where are his children today?” 


Meir replied, “All of them are Frum and all his grandchildren are Bnei Torah.” 


The Rosh Yeshivah gave Meir a serious look and said, “Anyone who lived in America in the 1930’s and 40’s, and raised a family that produced Bnei Torah, is not just a ‘Poshuta Yid.’ Name the baby after him. In fact, I think the same could be said for anyone who lived in America in the 50’s, 60’s, and 70’s, and even through today!”
Reprinted from the Parshat Sh’lach 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights collected by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Non-Jewish Employer Learns an Important Lesson
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Rav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l


When Rav Moshe Feinstein, zt”l, was young, his parents wanted to inspire him to trust in Hashem and serve Him with absolute devotion, and they would tell him a story about his great-grandfather which made a powerful impression on him. 
Rav Moshe’s father was named after his own grandfather, Rav Dovid Feinstein, who was a man who worked as a common laborer, but was full of Yiras Shamayim.

Hired to Work for a Non-Jew


When Rav Dovid was hired to work for a non-Jew, he made the condition that every day he must be allowed time off to Daven Minchah. However, Rav Dovid’s employer was not very happy about this condition. He was angry that precious time that could have been used for work would be ‘wasted’ because the Jew had to say his prayers. 

But Rav Dovid was a good worker and the man needed him, so he agreed. The employer became even angrier when he saw that Rav Dovid’s Shemoneh Esrei was recited carefully and with intense Kavanah, and lasted a very long time. 

The man said, “Who does he think he is? This is not a synagogue where you can pray as long as you like. I only intended to allow him a couple of minutes off, and nothing more!”

Sending the Jew a Forceful Message


Instead of speaking to Rav Dovid directly, the man decided to send the Jew a message to show how upset he was, and he wanted it to be a message that Rav Dovid would remember for a very long time. 

One day, as Rav Dovid stood with his eyes closed Davening Shemoneh Esrei, his employer moved behind him, and held a shotgun in his hands. He waited for Rav Dovid to bow, because after watching him Daven a few times, he knew that there were times when he would bow his head, and when the moment came when Rav Dovid bowed, he shot his gun just above Rav Dovid, and a bullet whizzed right over him.

A Greatly Disappointed Goy


The goy watched with joy, expecting to see the Jew fall to the ground from fright or start running like mad for the door, but he was greatly disappointed. Rav Dovid simply continued to Daven as if nothing at all had occurred. His Kavanah was so intense that he may not have even heard the gunshot at all! 

Later, the employer told Rav Dovid what he did and that he tried to scare him by showing that he had been angry enough to kill him for taking so long in his prayers, but when he realized how intensely Rav Dovid was concentrating on his prayer, he realized that Rav Dovid was truly a G-d-fearing man. 
Realizing that the Jew was

Not Wasting Any Time at All


He said, “I see now that you really are not wasting any time at all as you are actually talking with G-d, and I am no longer angry about this. I thought you were trying to fool me just so you can take a break from work.” 

From then on, the man would refer to Rav Dovid as ‘my Jew’, and never again complained about the length of his Davening. When Rav Dovid Davened, it was as clear as day to him that he was standing directly before Hashem!

Reprinted from the Parshat Sh’lach 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights collected by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Australian Girl

And the Holocaust Book
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Some fifty years ago in a small Australian town not far from Melbourne lived a wealthy gentile family with a thirteen-year-old daughter whom we will call Sally.


Besides lacking a brother or sister (she was an only child) she lacked nothing.  She was young, intelligent, healthy, had good clothes, friends, her personal room with her own T.V. She and her parents were clean-living church goers and lived the happiest of lives until she saw that holocaust book.


She came across it in the school library. She was browsing around when it caught her eye. It was a large documentary book full of pictures called "The Holocaust; The Extermination of European Jewry 1939 -1945" written on a green cover over a picture of gaunt and skinny people behind barbed wire.


She opened it randomly to a picture of a huge pit filled with thousands of dead, naked bodies and her mouth opened in horror. She couldn't believe what she was seeing, trying to make out one body from the other. Did they have faces? These were people! Who would do such a thing? Who would photograph such a thing? Why were they killed? Murdered!! What did they do? These were Jews! What did they do to get killed?


She sat down and read. It told about the Jews in Germany, in Poland, Latvia, Lithuania, Romania, Hungary, the list went on and on; who was killed, when they were killed, how they were killed, how many were killed ... page after page of gaunt pictures and text.


But it didn't explain WHY they were killed.


Over an hour later she closed it and walked home in a daze.


She told her mother about that book figuring they could discuss it. But her mother just said something about, yes she heard there had been such a thing and changed the subject.


Sally had changed because of that horrifying book. She hid that transformation from her parents and acted the same as always. But from that day on it was different. She couldn't get the pictures off her mind.


She returned to the library hoping to find answers but in vain.  What could the Jews have done that the Germans hated them so? And why kill them? And who are the Jews anyway?


Several weeks later she happened to see an article in a local paper about some Rabbi in New York called the 'Lubavitcher Rebbe' who received hundreds of letters a day from Jews throughout the world seeking help and guidance. Encouraged, she copied the address given in the article and that night wrote a letter to the Rebbe.  Maybe he could at least tell her where to look for an answer.

She explained that although she wasn't Jewish the Holocaust book she saw was simply too much for her to handle. She apologized for taking the Rebbe's time but hoped that he could calm her troubled mind and answer her questions.


Two weeks later she received a reply in the mail! The Rebbe wrote that he was happy to receive her letter and told her to turn to look up a Rabbi Chaim Gutnick in Melbourne, and discuss these things with him.


That day she found Rabbi Gutnick's number in the phone book, called him and set a meeting for the next day.


When they met she was pleasantly surprised. The Rabbi was such a kind, friendly and intelligent person. He heard her questions and explained a bit about how the Holocaust really was beyond human understanding. But he told her he was puzzled as to why a Protestant girl would be so deeply affected by it and wondered if there wasn't someone Jewish in her family tree.


So he asked about her background, her parents and grandparents. Perhaps she once saw her mother or grandmother light candles on Friday or say something about Judaism. But after the interrogation it was clear beyond any doubt that she wasn't Jewish. In fact, the first time she ever even saw a Jew was in that holocaust book.


Sally left the Rabbi's house as confused as when she had entered maybe more. Even this Rabbi couldn't help her. And Rabbi Gutnick had the same feeling. He could not figure out why the Rebbe sent her to him. After all, if anything he made matters worse.


It bothered both of them but while Sally went home and became more despondent Rabbi Gutnick, being a busy man, involved in very important community matters forgot the entire thing. Almost.


Three weeks later Rabbi Gutnick received a totally unexpected letter from the Rebbe inquiring about girl from Belgrade, or more precisely the JEWISH girl from Belgrade.


Without delay Rabbi Gutnick looked through his papers for her address, jumped in his car and drove to her house.


When he got there only her parents were home. He cordially introduced himself, told them of their daughter's letter to the Lubavitcher Rebbe, the Rebbe's reply to her that caused her to visit his home, and how he just now received a second letter from the Rebbe, this one was to him asking about how she was feeling.

Her parents told him that things did not look good. That for the last few weeks she was very withdrawn but they had no idea why unless that book had something to do with it. But they were bewildered; how and why such a thing as the Holocaust would set it off.


Rabbi Gutnick asked if perhaps she had been adopted. The answer was a definite no. Then perhaps her maternal grandmother was Jewish? "Certainly not" they replied and asked the reason for his strange questions.


He told them about the letter he just received from the Rebbe where the Rebbe called her Jewish. But they just shrugged their shoulders, and after several moments of uncomfortable silence and with nothing more to say he gave them his phone number, asked them to keep in touch, bade them goodbye and left.


A month later Rabbi Gutnick got a call from her mother. Sally had suffered some sort of stroke and was in the hospital in intensive care and the doctors had a dim prognosis.


He rushed to the hospital and when he arrived he was shocked at what he saw. She was more dead than alive, totally unconscious, joined to all sorts of tubes and machines. Her mother and father were standing by her side, red-eyed from crying.


They were glad to see him. Sally's father was obviously crushed. The doctors had said there was nothing more they could do. Sally's mother motioned to the Rabbi that she wanted to speak to him in private outside.


They left the room and as soon as the door closed behind them she turned to him and said, "Rabbi, I guess that according to you, well, I guess I am Jewish.  I mean, I was born in England to Jewish parents. But when I was in my teens I left home, changed my religion and came to Australia. So according to me I'm not Jewish."


"But according to Judaism you are! "Said Rabbi Gutnick" So why don't you just tell your daughter? It might save her life, you have nothing to lose!"


"It's not so simple" she answered. "I'm worried about what my husband will say. I mean, he knows nothing about it. He's a religious man. I never told him. I can't tell her when he is around. And who knows if it will help. I mean, she's unconscious. I never thought it would come to this."


But Rabbi Gutnick calmed her down. "Listen, if the Lubavitcher Rebbe took an interest it's a sign that there is hope. Please, send your husband out here and I'll have a talk with him. And while I'm out here talking to him you can tell your daughter. It just may be your only chance."


Sally's mother dried her eyes, shook her head in agreement and entered the room. Seconds later her husband came out and Rabbi Gutnick had a warm and open talk with him.


Surprisingly he was very understanding, even supportive. He said he loved his wife and daughter and was willing to do everything and anything he could for them.


But when they re-entered the room they were in for even a bigger surprise. Sally was sitting up in bed completely conscious and her mother was hugging her and weeping in joy!


The doctors were called and minutes later they took her off of the monitors and removed the infusion!

Reprinted from the Parashat Shlach 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim of Kfar Chabad, Israel. (Editor’s note: This is a second somewhat different version of a similar story that we published not too long ago.)
The Rebbe’s Request to General Eisenhower


There's a famous story told over by Rabbi Shlomo Diamond about the time that General Eisenhower visited the Displacement Camps after the United States liberated the Jews from the concentration camps after the Holocaust. He saw the Jewish people suffering from disease and malnutrition and asked them, "Pease tell me what can the U.S. Government get for you. Please tell me what you need?"


The Klausenberger Rebbe was the spokesman for the people and said, "It's getting close to the time of our holiday of Sukko. Can you please get us Lulavim and Etrogim so we can perform our Mitzvah?" 

The General was shocked at this request because he would have thought that they would ask for additional food, clothing or other basics to make them more comfortable. But a Jew needs his mitzvot to survive in this world and that’s what connects us to Hashem which is the true life source of all Jews! 

Reprinted from the Parashat Hukat 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the Torah of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
The Lost Boy and the

Secret Slip of Parchment

By Asharon Baltazar
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This story was recorded by Rabbi Yaakov Kadanir, as heard from Rabbi Aharon of Strashelye, a preeminent student of Rabbi Shneur Zalman of Liadi:


There once lived an innkeeper who had unfortunately accrued an exorbitant debt to the local Polish duke. The duke had the innkeeper and his family removed from the small inn they called home and forcibly brought to his estate, where they were imprisoned.


Then the innkeeper’s wife gave birth to a healthy boy. Seven days later, a delegation of townspeople trooped into the duke’s office and respectfully requested that the Jewish family be allowed to perform a circumcision on the newborn. Mindful of the circumstances, they promised it wouldn’t take long. Whether it was the formality of the convoy that impressed the duke or simply because he had a change of heart, the duke agreed, provided that there would be guards posted around them at all times.


With the newborn cradled in the mother’s arms, the family emerged from their prison, blinking in the sunlight, and the bored guards standing around the small clearing shifted to a more alert position. Ten men had come from the nearby town, and the circumcision was deftly performed. After wishing the parents a hearty “mazal tov,” the guests, along with the duke’s gatekeeper, sat down for a festive meal. Guests and gatekeeper alike were singing boisterously, and the guards also joined the drinking and soon nodded off to sleep.


Night had already fallen when the gatekeeper turned to the guests with a glint in his eyes. “I have three very strong horses, fast as deer,” he whispered. “If you’re willing to pay, I’ll take the innkeeper and his family to a city far from here. Tonight.”


The man’s plan made sense. Winter nights were long and the roads were not yet entirely covered with snow. The guests dug deep in their pockets, pooled together some rubles and handed them over to the gatekeeper. The gatekeeper grabbed the innkeeper and his family and hauled them onto his muscular horses, and the unlikely band barreled through the gates of the duke’s estate. Not a guard stirred.


They were partway to the city when the innkeeper and his wife suddenly realized that their baby was not with them! They had left him behind on the duke’s estate. Through sobs and shrieks, the parents begged the gatekeeper to return. But the gatekeeper didn’t care. His life was already on the line, and a return to the estate would be an effective way to end it. He ignored the desperate pleas and spurred his horse to go faster.


Back at the estate, one by one, the guards awoke and looked around them with horror. The innkeeper and his family were nowhere to be seen. Search parties were dispatched. But no luck. All the prisoners were gone except for the baby.


The gatekeeper soon returned and spun a brave tale with himself at the center. The family had taken the horses and escaped. He had tried to chase them, but they had outrun him. By the time he was done, the duke believed that the prisoners outsmarted him. As for his part in the daring flight, the gatekeeper was never suspected.




Childless for years now, the gatekeeper and his wife desperately wished for a son. The lone baby boy posed a unique opportunity. As a favorite employee, the gatekeeper took the duke aside and asked whether the duke would give him the boy as a son. To the gatekeeper’s immeasurable delight, the duke consented. Soon enough, the gatekeeper and his wife became “Papa” and “Mama” for the little boy.


When the boy turned eight, the gatekeeper taught him how to herd sheep and began sending him out into the field. And it was then that he learned of his heritage. He was in the field, tending the sheep, when the other shepherds began to taunt him.


“Do you really think that the gatekeeper is your father?” they sneered. “You’re not really one of us, you know? That’s because you’re a Jew.”


The boy listened with disbelief as they recounted the entire story.


“That never happened,” the boy shot back.


“Well, how about we prove it to you?” said the others. “You are circumcised, and only Jews are circumcised.”


Presented with this irrefutable proof, he felt shaken to his core. He was suddenly gripped by a need to discover everything he could about Judaism. He had to escape.


When the gatekeeper and his wife left on a trip, the boy knew this was his only chance. He dashed out the front door, down the familiar roads, and past the town’s outskirts. He continued running until he chanced upon a shtetl, Jewish town. There, he told his story to the bewildered passersby. They helped him get settled with a family, where he was given food and clothing, including a tallit katanin his size. Now he looked like the Jew he was.


He stayed in that town for an entire year, learning the alef-bet and the daily prayers. Eventually, the townspeople sent him to a different town, further away, as his identity was always at risk of being discovered. The boy steadily progressed through Chumash and basic Talmud. After his bar mitzvah, the boy traveled to a yeshivah, where he became quite a scholar. From there, the boy, now a young man, was selected as a tutor by a tavern owner, whose sons needed the constant presence of a teacher.


This tavern owner was a chassid of Rabbi Michel from Zlochiv. Before his next visit to see his rebbe, the tavenkeeper asked the tutor if he wanted to come along.


“Yes, of course I’ll go,” said the young man. “Maybe the Rebbe will be able to help me locate my parents.”


And so the two headed for Zlochiv the next day. The tavern owner was the first to be ushered into the Rebbe’s room, followed by the young man. Deciding that it would be better to start from the beginning, the young man recounted his whole story. Locating his family and seeing them again weighed on his mind more than anything.


Reb Michel said nothing. He took out a small square of parchment, dipped his pen in ink and scrawled a few words on it. The young man watched silently as Reb Michel folded the parchment, took out a piece of leather and a needle, and sewed the parchment into the leather pouch.


“Wear this under your clothes,” said Reb Michel, handing his handiwork to the young man. “It must remain tightly sealed until you’re standing under the chupah with the rabbi close by. He is to open this pouch and read whatever is written, after which he may proceed with the ceremony.”


For years, the young man wore the odd piece of leather underneath his clothing wherever he went. He traveled to a faraway town and again found work as a tutor, a task to which he was finely suited. When he turned nineteen, offers of potentials matches began to pour in.


A wealthy man who lived nearby took a liking to the young man. As time passed and the two conversed more and more regularly, their relationship developed into one of mutual respect and affection. The rich man had a daughter, and he proposed a match between the two young people.


 “I can’t continue with this,” said the young man, glancing at his future in-laws, whose candlelit expressions turned from blissfully content to shock. Under the chupah, with everyone gathered around him and his bride, he was moments away from placing the ring on her finger when he remembered Reb Michel’s instructions. “I have orders from Reb Michel of Zlochiv to have a qualified rabbi present during my wedding. In no way am I proceeding without this condition.”


Without much choice, the wedding was rescheduled for the following day and the well-dressed crowd disbanded, grumbling to themselves. A carriage was soon sent to a nearby town to retrieve a rabbi upon the wealthy man’s orders.


The following evening, the wedding ceremony was repeated, albeit this time under the watchful eye of a rabbi. The young man reached under his glossy coat, pulled out the fraying slip of yellowed parchment, and gave it to the rabbi. Dozens of pairs of eyes followed his every move as he unfolded the parchment and peered at Reb Michel’s handwriting. The rabbi’s eyes widened in surprise.


“I…I don’t understand,” the rabbi said softly. He showed the young man the words he had carried for years.


There were only six: How could he marry his sister?

The young man stared at the words in shock. This can’t be happening, he thought. A bubble of joy began to form inside his chest, growing bigger and bigger until he sprang from beneath the chupah and began prancing through the stunned crowd, clapping his hands with every skip. A wave of murmurs washed over the crowd. The parents of the bride watched in horror, convinced that their prized groom had descended into madness.


The rabbi ran over to the young man.


“Why are you acting like this?” he demanded. “What do those words mean?”


The young man told the rabbi everything. It was clear to him that Reb Michel of Zolochiv knew that his father-in-law would be his real father and the bride his sister.


The rabbi began to question the father-in-law, who was still confused by the entire story.


Where did he come from?


The father-in-law described his escape from the duke so long ago.


Did he save all his children?


No, as he left behind one son, a newborn.


How many years ago did this all happen?


Nineteen years ago.


The young man interjected, “I too am nineteen years old. I am the newborn you forgot, and the bride is my sister. So-and-so is the gatekeeper and such is the name of the duke’s estate, correct?”


The parents embraced the boy they thought was lost forever, drenching their wedding attire with tears of joy.


Needless to say, the dancing and joy following this long-awaited reunion was greater than any wedding.

Reprinted from the Parshat Chukat 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

A Special Opportunity

By Rabbi David Ashear


If a person ever feels that he has been wronged by another individual and it causes him to have feelings of animosity towards that individual, the person should know that he has a very special opportunity. If he could overcome his ill feelings and give that other individual the benefit of the doubt and forgive him, the Gemara says, in turn, Hashem will forgive him for his wrongdoings as well, Mida K'neged Mida. If we can find it within ourselves to forgive, we will be forgiven. And when a person is forgiven by Hashem, he becomes so pure and becomes worthy of receiving special gifts from Hashem.


The Sefer Emunah Shelemah brings a story that was told by a man from Israel named Meir. He said, "I had a very wealthy grandfather who used to buy apartments for each of his grandchildren when they got married. I got married at the same time as my cousin Haim and our grandfather bought us both apartments next to each other in the same building. 

Eventually, Our Grandfather Passed Away


“Eventually, our grandfather passed away and he left everyone from his large family an inheritance. I continued learning while my cousin Haim used the money to go into business, and he himself became very wealthy. I taught my family to be happy living with less. Haim, on the other hand, provided his family with all the luxuries that life had to offer. We were not as close as we used to be.


"Many years later, Haim fell on hard times, and he lost his business and went into debt. I felt very bad for him, watching as he struggled just to make ends meet. We were also struggling, but we were used to it. I wish I could have helped him, but I needed any savings that I had because my daughters were becoming of marriageable age and I needed money for their weddings b"H.


"One day a received a phone call from my great-uncle Yechezkel who lived in Mexico. He was my grandfather's youngest brother, and he was also extremely wealthy. He always had a special affinity towards me. We spoke before each holiday. This was a surprise phone call, and I was curious to know the reason for it. He told me that in a few weeks it will be the fiftieth Yahrzeit of his father and he wanted to come to Israel to be there for it and stay for a couple of weeks and see some of his relatives. He didn't want to stay in a hotel. He asked me if I could find him a nice apartment near me that he could rent.
Looking Forward to My Great

Uncle Making a Nice Gesture


"'No problem,' I said. In the back of my mind, I knew how generous my great-uncle was and I was looking forward to him making a nice gesture at the end of his visit. I found him an apartment and I spent a long time making it ready for him. My cousin Haim found out that he was coming and he offered to pick him up from the airport. During my uncle's stay, Haim was practically serving him day and night. I had a little bit of an uneasy feeling of what he was up to, but I didn't say anything.


"The day my uncle was preparing to leave, I was sitting alone with him and he asked me how he could help me financially. This was the moment I was waiting for, and all of a sudden, Haim comes in. When he heard our conversation, he broke down crying to Uncle Yechezkel, telling him how difficult his life is, how embarrassing it is not to be able to keep up with his old lifestyle. He practically begged him for money, all the way until the time he had to leave. 


“My uncle gave Haim a very large check and he ended up giving me just enough to cover the expenses that I paid for him, plus a little more. This was my chance to get all the money I needed for my upcoming expenses. I had basically no other way of obtaining them. And now Haim came in and took all the money for himself. 

“I was Burning Inside” from Anger


“I was burning inside. How dare he do this to me! This was his plan all along, to get on our uncle's good side and then get the money out of him. I said to myself, I'm never going to forgive Haim for this. But then, I started thinking about how desperate he was, how a man of such stature had to lower himself to beg people for money. I worked on myself for a long time. I took a walk to uproot my anger and I found it within myself to forgive him.


"At that time, a man with an Australian accent approached me and he asked if I could lend him some money to pay for some things that he owed for. He told me he lost his wallet with everything in it. He looked like he was honest. He told me he'll pay me back, no problem. I felt bad for him. This time, unlike with my uncle, I was ready to help someone without thinking of the reward I'm going to get in return.

The Greatest Tefilotof of My Life


"After I helped him, I went to the Kotel. I felt the need to unburden myself to Hashem. I felt so pure that I forgave Haim and I had one of the greatest Tefilot there of my life. To make a long story short, that man from Australia happened to be very wealthy himself and he became my partner - Yissachar and Zevulun. I continued my learning and he bought a share of it. 


“Every month he wires a large amount of money into my account. Baruch Hashem, I had enough money to pay for the first three weddings of my children so far and our partnership is still going. I know not every story has a happy ending like this one, but this gave me such Chizuk to see how I forgave my cousin and immediately after, I reaped these gains."

Anyone who has hatred towards another individual should utilize the opportunity to forgive him. It will purify yourself and it will make you a receptacle for receiving Hashem's blessings.

Reprinted from the June 21, 2018 email of Emuna Daily.
Shabbos Stories for Balak 5778
Page 1

