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The following story has a wonderful message for the benefit of keeping the Shabbat and is an inspiration for us to keep the Shabbat properly. The story is taken from the book, "Touched by a Story," by Rabbi Spero. 

It’s a story that tells of a man named Moshe Goldman who came to America with his family from Europe in the early 1900's, looking for a better life. He was told it would be difficult religiously, as most businesses were open on Shabbat. Nevertheless, he and his wife made a commitment to stay loyal to Shabbat no matter what. When he told his first boss that he wouldn't be coming in on Saturday, he was given a pink slip. This pattern continued week after week. Moshe had a very difficult time earning a living, but his commitment to Shabbat was unwavering.


One day, Moshe came home to his Lower East Side apartment, crushed by the burden of another futile job interview, to find an eviction notice lying on the floor. He was more than three months behind with the rent. Moshe pleaded with his landlord, Mr. Wells, for an extension. 

However, the landlord needed the money, and there was someone else willing to rent the apartment. Mr. Wells was compassionate, so he allowed the Goldman family to remain in the building. They would have to move into the dark, damp cellar. It was free, so they took it. Their new "apartment" was actually the building's coal room. Thick black soot permeated the entire room.


One day, a wealthy businessman, Mark Bookman, was driving through that neighborhood and was intrigued to see two boys with black faces wearing kipas. He instructed his driver to pull over. Upon further examination, he discovered that they were two fair colored, young Jewish boys who were covered in black soot. He inquired about the soot, and the boys described their heartbreaking living conditions.


Mr. Bookman then asked the boys to show him where they lived, and he followed them to their apartment. Their mother, Mrs. Goldman, came to the door and saw this distinguished guest. She was completely embarrassed. Mr. Bookman, seeing the pitiful situation, was overcome with compassion and wrote them a check for $5000, which in those days, was an enormous amount of money. It was enough to support their entire family for over a year. 


As she thanked the man, Mrs. Goldman was overcome with joy; this was the answer to all of her tefilot. When her husband, Moshe, returned, she told him the good news. He said, "We can't accept the money!" "Why not?" asked his wife, "He really wants to give it to us." "I know Mark Bookman,"said Moshe, "He desecrates Shabbat. His business continues to operate on Shabbat, and Jews work there. We didn't sacrifice for the last two years to observe Shabbat to be rescued financially by someone who desecrates it."

Early the next morning, Moshe went to Mr. Bookman's sweater factory to return the check. He was extremely grateful for the gesture, but he said that he couldn't accept it, and he told him why. That night, Mr. Bookman came home looking very disturbed. His wife asked what was wrong. "I can't believe he didn't take the money," he told her, as he began to describe the events that took place.


Then he became teary eyed and said, "We used to be like that. Don't you remember? We also treasured Shabbat, until one week, when business was so awful, and we were short on money, we said, we're going to leave the store open, just this one time, on Shabbat." Tears streaked down his cheeks as he recalled that day ten years ago. "I want that passion back," he said. "I want to be a committed Jew also."
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Right then and there, they accepted upon themselves to be Shomer Shabbat again. That Friday, an hour before sunset, Mr. Bookman entered his factory and proudly told all the workers, the factory would be closing for Shabbat. When he arrived home on Friday afternoon and watched his wife lighting the Shabbat candles for the first time in ten years, he felt like he returned home from a very long journey.


The next week, he went back to Moshe Goldman and offered him the check again. This time, he explained how inspired he was from his loyalty to Shabbat, and that he had resolved to keep it from now on. Moshe was relieved of his financial troubles, and Mr. Bookman has religious grandchildren to this very day.


There's a famous saying that goes..."As much as the Jews kept Shabbat, the Shabbat kept the Jews!" The Shabbat that we keep today and that we kept throughout the generations is the secret that has kept the Jewish people alive and our continuity everlasting as a great nation until this very day. 


May we all learn to appreciate the Shabbat and keep it to the highest standards that we possibly can because it is the true source of all our Berachot. May we also be able to see the rewards and fruits of our Shabbat berachot through the Shabbatot we enjoy with our children, grandchildren and great grandchildren! Amen!
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudei 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.
The Difficult and Embarrassing Nephew

By Yair Weinstock


R’ Meir and Chava Kaufman were killed on impact in a sudden car crash. In one instant, nine-year-old Elimelech, four-year-old Penina and two-year-old Dina were left orphaned of both parents. 


There was no question in anyone’s mind that R’ Chaim Kaufman, R’ Meir’s older brother, would assume responsibility for these three orphans. R’ Chaim had eight children of his own. However, besides being a respected Mashgiach in a yeshivah, he was a noted askan (community activist) to whom anyone and everyone turned to for help in their time of need. Should he do any less for his brother’s children? 


Peninah and Dinah were young and adjusted rather quickly to their new “parents.” Elimelech, however, was not so accepting. He was not especially gifted academically, so he not only acted up in school, he did so at home as well. Each time Elimelech had a problem, his activist uncle pulled all the strings at his disposal in order to repair the damage and keep the school from expelling him. 
There were many ups and downs during Elimelech’s years in elementary school and Mesivta. R’ Chaim thought that when he entered Beis Medrash he might finally become more mature and serious about his Torah studies. But Elimelech came to his uncle, crying that he did not feel he could succeed in yeshivah, though he very much wanted to. 


R’ Chaim, the experienced mashgiach and the loving and concerned uncle, spoke firmly yet gently to Elimelech, encouraging him to try and reach his potential. For the first time in his life, Elimelech got the message. He tried to overcome his self-pity and self-indulgence and asked his uncle how he could overcome his evil inclination and succeed. 


“Tzedakah. Every morning give a few coins to tzedakah and ask Hashem, from the depths of your heart, to give you the strength to overcome your evil inclination and learn Torah.” 


Elimelech asked how many coins he had to give, and from where he would get the money. R’ Chaim replied, “If you give, you will have. Tzedakah always comes back to you.” 


Every morning, Elimelech began putting several coins into the tzedakah box near his bed, and praying that he have the desire to learn. His prayers were accepted. Elimelech discovered the sweetness in Torah study. The change did not happen overnight. But after several months of struggle, the results were plain to see. Elimelech was now capable of learning Gemarah for several hours at a stretch, as well as understanding and even enjoying the simple meanings of the commentaries. 


In a convoluted chain of reasoning, Elimelech interpreted his uncle’s praise of tzedakah in a unique way. From being a giver, he became a taker – to speak plainly, a schnorrer! He would go around collecting tzedakah in all of the shuls. 


R’ Chaim confronted him, demanding to know why he was embarrassing himself and his family. “But Uncle Chaim, you taught me how important tzedakah is,” Elimelech whispered, shamefaced. 


“How important it is to give! Not take!” exclaimed his uncle. Elimelech explained, “But I feel a joy in action, the action of going around collecting donations. I feel a great feeling of satisfaction because I’m giving people the merit of giving tzedakah. Besides, you’ve given me so much over the years, I want to repay some of it. 


“All the money that I collect goes into my pocket, and I’m going to donate it all to our neighborhood tzedakah that you, dear uncle, help run. Your committee has four or five fund-raising drives each year, don’t you? Well, I’m collecting funds all year round!” 


For the first time in the history of their debates, Elimelech had the last word. R’ Chaim was forced to swallow his mortification and adjust painfully to the fact that his dear nephew had become a schnorrer. He came to understand that the orphan was seeking, in this way, to fill an emotional void. 


Still later, he began to see Elimelech’s actions in a positive light. The large sums that Elimelech managed to amass saved more than one destitute family when times were hard. (Once Upon a Story) 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5778 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Reward of Not Making

A Machlokes on an Aliyah


There's this Yid, we'll call him Reb Shalom, who makes sure to buy an aliyah during the Aseres Yemei Teshuvah, as an omen for attaining atonement and having a good year. 


He couldn’t afford to bid and buy an aliyah on Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, so he would buy one on Shabbos Shuvah. One year on Shabbos Shuvah, he bought shlishi. Happy with his acquisition, he whispered to the person next to him, "I just bought shlishi…" 


"No you didn’t!" his neighbor responded. "I bought shlishi! I bid the highest, and the gabai sold it to me.” 


Reb Shalom asked the gabai to verify who was right. The gabai told him, “Of course I sold it to you.” 


Realizing that taking the aliyah might offend his neighbor, he told the gabai, “Give it to the person who davens next to me, since he thinks he bought it.” 


Reb Shalom thought he would have to forgo his custom of having an aliyah during Aseres Yemei Teshuvah that year. But by Minchah on Yom Kippur the gabai called him up for maftir Yonah (which is known for its many segulos). 


The gabai explained, “Every year, a wealthy man in our community buys maftir Yonah, and gives it to others since he's a Levi. Usually, he gives it to the person who davens next to you, but he remembered that he just had an aliyah on Shabbos Shuvah, so he chose to honor you with the aliyah…" 


For one only gains when he is silent and avoids machlokes

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudie 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Power of Silence

During Tefillah


Another place where silence is a virtue is during tefillah. On the first morning of Pesach, someone was honored to lead Shacharis. He accepted the honor, but began to feel ill. When he came near Shemonah Esrei, he motioned for someone to take him over, while he went to pray at his regular place. 

A few moments later he collapsed and was rushed to the hospital, unconscious. The members of the shul called an emergency meeting to see what could be done to help out their fellow congregant. 

One of the tzaddikim of the community proposed that at least ten people from the congregation should take on never to speak during the tefillah. In that zechus, perhaps their friend will have a refuah sheleimah. Ten people volunteered. A year passed, and their ill friend was still in a coma, without improvement. 

They held another meeting and just as last time, the tzaddik suggested they renew their resolve, but this time with a stronger conviction to remain silent during the tefillah. 

The day that they renewed their kabalah, they received the happy tidings that their ill friend had suddenly opened his eyes and was able to move his hands. The next day he was able to whisper. A week later, the ill man called me to tell me about the salvation he was having. And it was in the merit of his friends' resolution to be silent by the tefillah.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudei 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Chofetz Chaim’s Passport Application
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Rav Yissochar Frand once related a story about the Chofetz Chaim, zt”l, and how he strived to be honest and truthful in everything he did. When the Chofetz Chaim applied for a passport so that he could travel from Poland to Eretz Yisroel, he had to specify his profession on the application. 

Technically, although the Chofetz Chaim was a Rav and Rosh Yeshivah, he had never gotten Semichah, Rabbinic ordination. He had written the Sefer Chofetz Chaim, he had written the Mishnah Brurah, he was one of the leading Halachic authorities of the generation at the time— but he had no official Semichah. 
Although no one would have questioned that ‘Rabbi’ was his profession, the Chofetz Chaim refused to write it on the application. He felt that it wasn’t true, as he was not officially a Rabbi. He decided to telegraph Rav Chaim Ozer Grodzinski, zt”l, and requested Semichah from him on the basis of the Halachic works he had written, and Rav Chaim Ozer telegraphed him back a letter of Semichah. Only then did the Chofetz Chaim write that he was a ‘Rabbi’ on his application. 

Rabbi Frand said, “Can you imagine, the author of the Mishnah Brurah and the person who was accepted as the leading Halachic authority around the world, was asked to state his profession, and he wouldn’t answer that he was a Rabbi? The Chofetz Chaim would not allow even a shade of falsehood for himself, no matter how minor the detail might be!”

Reprinted from a recent email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Rebbe of Parmishlian And the Priest
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

Some two hundred years ago in Poland lived a great Tzadik (Holy Jew) called Rabbi Meir of Parmishlian. He was famous for his erudition and wisdom but most renowned for his miracles. Just as Moses did miracles to free the Jews from their problems so did he (and all the Tzadikim in every generation. Indeed, one reason the Jewish people have survived almost 2,000 years being a lone sheep surrounded by millions of wolves, is in the spiritual merit of these men).


One night the Jew who owned the local inn came to the Rebbe almost in tears with a tragic story. His inn had been doing very well. The local populace was friendly with him, frequented his place regularly and always paid their bills. In exchange he gave them good service, fresh food, good advice and, most importantly, un-watered-down whisky.


But recently things took a change for the worst. People stopped coming, almost every morning he was greeted by a broken window or some other damage and he and his family began receiving threats.


After a bit of investigation, he discovered the cause. A new priest had arrived a few months ago and was preaching hatred. At first no one listened but it began to catch on by the simple folk. It doesn't take much to make the gentiles hate Jews. The priest convinced them that if they got rid of the Jews they could get theiry money, go to heaven and even confiscate all my whisky!


The Rebbe closed his eyes for a moment then looked seriously at the innkeeper and asked.


"Tell me, do you believe that G-d took the Jews from Egypt?"


"Rebbe!" he exclaimed in surprise "Of course I do! Why I, and my father and his father before himâ€¦ we all believe this. Why do you ask this?"


"Because now" the Rebbe continued "is the month of Nissan, the month the Jews left Egypt. And the prophet Micha (7:15) says; 'Just like when you left Egyptâ€¦ so G-d will show you miracles'.


"If you believe miracles will happen then they will."


The Rebbe took out a blank piece of paper, wrote something on it, put it in an envelope, sealed it and handed it to him.


"Now, take this and go to the priest. Don't be afraid and worry about getting in, if the guards stop you just tell them you have a message. Then, when you see the priest tell him you want to talk to him alone.


"And as soon you are alone tell him, 'Reb Meir of Parmishlian, knows something that no one knows. He knows that your mother was Jewish'. Then give him this letter."

The innkeeper took the letter and left but the further away he got from the Rabbi's house the more petrified he became and the smaller and more hesitant his steps were. Nevertheless the words of the Rebbe echoed in his ears; "Do you believe that G-d took the Jews from Egypt?"


He never really gave it much thoughtâ€¦ till now. Going out of Egypt must have been a lot scarier than he ever dreamed!!


Before long he was approaching the massive, high iron fence that surrounded the Church and a few minutes later standing before a huge black gate with a cross on it in. His blood curdled. He just wanted to run home, load his family on his wagon and leave but then the Rebbe's face loomed before him saying "so G-d will show you miracles'. If you believe miracles will happen!'

There were no guards at the gate and no lock. He said a prayer, pushed it open, walked down the path to the massive church and, as the Rebbe said, met with no resistance at the door. He was ushered directly to the evil priest's study and knocked on the door. But when the priest opened the door and saw him he was furious. "What is this!? A Jew??" he shouted at his servants. "What does this Jew want here!? Why did you bring him here??"


"I want to see you alone" the innkeeper said calmly. "I have a message from Rabbi Meir Parmishlian."


"Message?" he repeated, "From who? Rabbi who?" He thought for a moment, ordered his servants to frisk him and when they were sure he was harmless told them to leave. The innkeeper entered, closed the door behind him and said as "calmly as he could,


"The Rabbi, Rabbi Meir of Parmishlian told  to  tell you that he knows something that no one else knows. He knows that your mother was Jewish."


The priest looked startled and said. "What! Jewish? How could he? When did he tell you this? Does anyone else know? Did you or he tell anyone?"


"As far as I know no one." The innkeeper answered "Now he wants you to read this letter".


"Good. Good!" The priest said quietly. "If what you say is true and no one knows then well Let me see the letter, now please leave. And don't tell anyone."


The letter was a request by Reb Meir to the priest to speak only positively about the Jews from now on and to encourage the gentiles to do the same.


And it worked.


The next Sunday the priest explained that what he said in the previous sermons was only what the Egyptians said before G-d punished them with ten plagues thousands of years ago. But now, after the Jews left Egypt we must love the Jews! As G-d said to Abraham, "Those who bless you I will bless and those who curse you I will curse. (Gen 12:3) etc. etc.


In any case, from then on, the feeling of brotherhood in the town was as never before.


But the priest was not satisfied. He took the first opportunity to go visit the Tzaddik in person to ask him how he knew this secret?


"Why, I myself only knew a few weeks ago!" the priest said when he was alone with the Rabbi.


"Two weeks ago my mother called me to her deathbed and just before she died she called me close to her and whispered that she was Jewish and that means that I too am Jewish.


"She said it was a secret that she had kept her whole life. She told me that she sent me to priest's school because she didn't want me to suffer as she had suffered. She asked me to forgive her and then passed away.


"But how could you know this? I'm sure she never told anyone I'm certain! And believe me, If you didn't tell me this I was ready to ignore and forget what she said, after all, it meant I would lose everything I lived for believed in and had accomplished."


"Don't be surprised." The Tzaddik answered. "Everything is written in the Torah. A few nights ago, I was learning the Zohar (mystical Torah) and suddenly it was revealed to me your name, your mother's name and her secret. But I didn't understand why until the innkeeper came with his story.


"Now" Reb Meir continued, "I advise you to return to the religion of your forefathers. I will teach you Judaism but for now, outwardly you must continue to be a priest until I tell you otherwise.


You must turn the hearts of the gentiles by teaching brotherly love. This will save many lives. By merit of this G-d will forgive your past and reward you in the future." (From the book "The Power of Ruach HaKodesh pg.160)

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayikra 5778 email of the Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Inspirational Stories

Conservative Female Rabbi Crosses Lines and Becomes Orthodox

By Miriam Samsonowitz

In an open article publicized this week, Einat Ramon explains why she abandoned Conservative Judaism and her belief in authentic Judaism
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Einat Ramon was the first Conservative rabbah to be ordained in Israel, and a dean of the Conservative Jewry’s rabbinical college who had ordained many rabbis and rabbahs for the movement. She headed many religious battles mostly against the haredim during the 1990’s.


In an open article that was publicized this week, she explains why she crossed the lines and now affiliates herself with Orthodoxy:


“Ironically — that’s how it looks from the passage of years — it turned out that I was looking for Judaism, a deep connection with the Creator of the universe, and a community that studies and prays, but the political battles sideswiped me from the important to the trivial.


Ramon points to becoming a mother as the seminal event that had the greatest impact on her and changed her priorities. But she attributes the ideological revolution she underwent to the shrinking of Conservative Jewry from a third of all Jews in the U.S. to only 18% today — and among the youths, only 10%.


“One of the Conservative rabbis in Israel told me that while for every person who leaves the Orthodox world, many become religious, in the Conservative world we don’t see a similar phenomenon. The feeling among many of our leaders in Israel and abroad is that the Conservative moment is losing the battle in the diaspora in the face of the post-modern world, which is pulling the carpet under those who want to maintain clear boundaries of Jewish law.”


She warns that the same can happen to “Orthodox-lite”: “Those who want to prevent the disappearance of modern Orthodox must be aware of the crises that has begun in the secular, Reform and Conservative world. Clear boundaries must be made on fundamental topics of Jewish law — which the other movements have failed to do. Modern Orthodoxy should be careful to see the Torah world in a positive light and not nullify it because of “western enlightenment” which had and still has plenty of flaws.


“It appears that in our generation, without the secular rebellion against Orthodoxy, the Jewish people wouldn’t have been able to pick themselves up from the ruins and set up the State of Israel. But without a strong Orthodoxy, which sets up boundaries against the destructive immoral forces in the world both from the west and the east, while wisely drawing Jews back to their Jewish essence without compromising on Torah principles, we would be unable to keep the Jewish people in existence in general and Israeli society in particular.


Talking about “partitions” in shul between men and women, she says: “Particularly in our times, when aggressive forces are demanding the total nullification of any differences between men and women, the partition is more important than ever.”


She says about the subversive Women of the Kotel group: “Leave the women’s section at the Kotel alone to the women who come to pray every day…” 


Ramon rejects the so-called haredi takeover of the Kotel and the imposition of a partition which many claim did not exist during the Mandate. “The women during the period of the Mandate who prayed at the Kotel were clothed from head to toe and most congregated at one corner. The reason there was no partition was because of the British oppression of the Jews and the collaboration of the British police and Muslims who see the Kotel until today as a holy place for Muslims. 


“The fact that the District Court intervened and violated the delicate balance at the Kotel is particularly astonishing and displays a lack of respect to Jewish tradition and its leaders. I doubt an Italian court would tell the Pope how to run the prayer arrangements in the Vatican.”

Reprinted from the 02/08/2018 website of Hidabroot.

Kids World

Who is the Truly

Wealthy One?

By Rabbi Avraham Ohayun
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In the winter of 5763, 2003 married Kollel Students were in dire financial state. Many of them fought valiantly to not enter the work force and stay in learning with great sacrifice. Rabbi Shteinman felt the pain of these Kollel Students and tried every way possible to make life easier for them to overcome this test.


One day a very wealthy man came to visit Rabbi Shteinman who was very generous. He came to Israel specifically to help the Kollel Students. As he knew that Rabbi Shteinman was the address for this he went to visit him. But in spite of his good intentions his ideas weren’t suitable…


He was ushered into Rabbi Shteinman’s room sat down and explained his idea. “Honorable Rabbi, I had the idea to make vocational training for Kollel Students who wish to earn an honorable living in the work force."


As he spoke, this man took out a check for 100 million dollars and passed it to Rabbi Shteinman saying “here’s my donation for this” sure that the Rabbi would accept the exceptionally large donation with gratitude. 


But Rabbi Shteinman didn’t move a muscle he looked at the check and at the wealthy man and said: “The Torah World needs strengthening, not weakening! We must increase Torah learning and not decrease it. It’s forbidden to touch the world of Torah! Forbidden! Forbidden!”


The wealthy man was shocked and Rabbi Shteinman gently pushed the check back into his hand and said: “If you’re worried about the Torah learners you should know it’s better they live poor than to live wealthy! In every exile the poor were the ones who were steadfast and stayed Jewish!”


“And you may think the poor Kollel students are piteous, I urge you to speak to them about this. They’ll tell you there is no one more fortunate!”


The shocked wealthy man put the check back in his wallet and a warm tear escaped his eyes. The lesson he learned from Rabbi Shteinman about the importance of Torah is something he would remember forever.
Reprinted from the website of Hidabroot.com
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