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Faith & Trust

This Deal is Too

Good to Turn Down

By Naamah Green
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Rabbi Michel Yehuda Lefkowitz


A man participated in a Torah class and afterwards asked the rabbi: “I can make 500,000 shekels providing lighting fixtures to a mosque should I do it?” This man wasn’t religious but felt that the rabbi’s advice would be valuable. He could never imagine how valuable. “Tomorrow I’m supposed to sign on the deal; they want a very expensive fixture, should I do it?”


The rabbi said “I don’t know but I can get an answer from Rabbi Michel Yehuda Lefkowitz. His driver is my friend who can go right in and ask him.” He called on the spot and the driver went right in to ask Rabbi Lefkowitz the question. Rabbi Lefkowitz’s response was: “The deal is not forbidden to do but you won’t see any blessing from it.”


The man heard the answer and said he would back out of the deal because the rabbi said so but he added that “you should know I have a big competitor that will get the deal as soon as I back down from it”. Knowing his competitor would get the business made the test more difficult but the man stuck to his decision and strengthened himself with the knowledge that G-d provides livelihood and the rabbi told already told him this deal had no blessing in it. 


“If the rabbi says so I will listen to his ruling though it is quite difficult” said the man concluding the conversation. As predicted his competitor got the contract.


A month later at the Torah class the man approached the rabbi and shared the following story with him:


“Let me tell you what happened! My competitor got the deal and got a down payment of 50,000 shekels to buy materials for the elaborate lighting fixture. He would get the balance upon completing the installment of the fixture.”


“He bought 300,000 shekel worth of material and put it in the mosque to come back the next day and put the lighting fixture together. The next day he knocked on the gates of the mosque and the guard came over asking him what he wanted. The man explained that he came to put together the lighting fixture they agreed on the day before. The guard called the mosque administrator to double check and then began shouting at him “What lighting are you talking about? No one at all hired you here! Get out of here now!”


“The man delayed a bit trying to see what he could do and the guard cocked his weapon and threatened to use it if he didn’t leave. The man left empty handed literally running for his life leaving behind a fortune of equipment and materials never to see them again. He was so scared he didn’t file a complaint against the people at the mosque and lost 250,000 on the deal.”


If you listen to the advice of the sages you won’t lose from it!
Reprinted from the website of Hidabroot. Story courtesy of Dirshu

It Once Happened

The Shpoler Zeide’s Din Torah Against the Alm-ghty


When Reb Aryeh Leib, who was known as the Shpoler Zeide (1610-1671), had been rebbe for three years, there was terrible famine in the area. The tzadik (righteous person), whose love for the poor, the needy, the widowed was unbounded, felt compelled to provide for the thousands affected by the disaster. He could neither eat nor sleep, and his heartache was so great that for weeks he couldn't bring himself to eat anything more than bread and tea.

As the famine spread to the furthest provinces of Russia, rebbes from the starving communities wrote to Shpola, begging Reb Aryeh Leib to raise a storm in the Heavens, and beg that the deadly decree be rescinded.


Who, if not he, a tzadik, known to work wonders, could accomplish this?

The Shpoler Zeide, on his part, wrote to ten of the greatest tzadikim of the day - Reb Zusya of Hanipoli, Reb Yaakov Shimshon of Shipitovka, Reb Ze'ev of Zhitomir, and others - requesting that they come to Shpola immediately.


They soon arrived and were seated at the long table of the Shpoler Zeide, and heard his awesome words: "My masters, I am taking the Alm-ghty to a din Torah, a lawsuit, and you are to serve as the judges. It is true that, according to the law of the Torah, the plaintiff must take his case to the place where the defendant is, but since in this unique case, 'there is no place devoid of His presence,' and since, more particularly, 'wherever ten are assembled the Divine Presence rests,' we will hold the court case here."


The holy congregation agreed, and joined in prayer, their fervent supplications battering the Gates of Heaven.


The Shpoler Zeide then instructed his aide to announce: "By the order of those gathered here, I hereby proclaim that Reb Aryeh Leib, the son of Rachel, summons the Alm-ghty to a court-case which will be duly conducted here in three days."


The holy rebbes spent the next three days together, in fasting and prayer, and no one was permitted to interrupt their devotions. On the fourth day, after they had concluded the morning prayers and they were still wrapped in their prayer shawls and adorned by their tefilin, the Shpoler Zeide solemnly signalled his aide to announce that the court case was about to begin.


"In the name of all the women and children of the Jews of Russia," the tzadik declared, "I hereby state my claim against the Defendant. Why does the Creator of the Universe not provide them with food, thereby preventing their death (G-d forbid) of hunger? Doesn't the Torah itself say, 'For unto Me are the Children of Israel bondsmen; they are My bondsmen'? Do we not have His promise, recorded by the Prophet Ezekiel, that even if His children should someday desire to go in the ways of the nations of the world, that this will never happen? One can draw the conclusion that the Children of Israel are the Alm-ghty's servants for all eternity.


"In that case, they should, at least, be in the category of Jewish bondsmen. Jewish law teaches that a master is required to provide for the wife and children of his bondsman. Can the Al-mighty violate his own Torah so blatantly?
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Burial place of the Shpoler Zeide


"Now I'm well aware that some clever prosecuting angel will argue in defense of the Creator, saying that these servants are remiss in their service; that they don't serve their Master as well as they should. But to this bogus argument I have two replies: Firstly, where is it written that if a bondsman is lazy and doesn't work properly, his wife and children are to deprived of their sustenance? Secondly, if these servants are lacking in their performance, their Master can fault no one, but Himself. For who else gave each servant an evil inclination whose whole job and purpose it is to drive them to abandon their loyalty and to destroy their desire to serve? Why, I can swear that if this evil inclination, which the Master Himself created, would cease to exist, they would become the most perfect servants possible!"


The Ten judges-tzadikim consulted their tomes of Torah to search the law for the correct verdict. After the passage of some time they stood to deliver the unanimous ruling:


"This court finds in favor of Reb Aryeh Leib, the son of Rachel. The Alm-ghty is accordingly required, by whatever means at His disposal (and the whole world is His) to provide for the women and children of His People. And may the Heavenly Court above agree and support the verdict of this court in the World Below." The court pronounced its verdict three times.


Then the Shpoler Zeide asked to have vodka and refreshments served. The tzadikim said "l'chaim" and ate together in a joyous mood before departing for home. Five days after the momentous verdict had been reached, the government announced a shipment of thousands of tons of grain. Immediately, the grain prices fell and before long, there were ample fresh supplies. For the entire following year, bread was bountiful for all.

[image: image3.jpg]



Reprinted from the Parshat Vayera 5775/2017 Issue (#1495) of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
Always a Shepherd

By Rabbi Avrum Mordche Malach


Every once in a while, the king would traverse the countryside and take stock of the lives of his loyal subjects. He would inquire as to their wants and needs and listen to their burdens and problems.
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On one occasion, he chanced upon a simple shepherd. The shepherd was modest and unassuming, yet assiduous, industrious and faithful to the king. After observing him for some time, the king was particularly impressed. The shepherd spared no time taking care of his responsibilities and diligently attending to his flock. And so, the king decided to appoint him as his advisor.


Within no time, the king confirmed the humble shepherd’s prudence and knack for strategic planning. Within a year, so much had been accomplished that the king deemed it worthy to even further promote the old shepherd and now current advisor to the post of chief financial officer. There too, the shepherd’s acumen shone forth and proved to be time and again an indispensable source of sound advice and management.


But, as time progressed, and the townsfolk began to pick up on just how far the once familiar shepherd had gone in his relationship to the king and royalty, they began to grow jealous.


Deliberating together, they contrived a plan which would undermine the gentleman’s integrity and deem him worthy of being ousted from his position.


Slandering the financial advisor, they attempted to expose him as a fraud who discreetly pocketed large royal funds and withheld due payments to the treasury. The king, knowing his advisor well and trusting him, refused to hear of such news. He could not believe that such a responsible and kind man would deceive the king in any way.


But as the days passed and more and more information as to the advisor’s mishandlings leaked in, the king began to grow uneasy. “Just maybe he is not what I assumed him to be…” wondered the king. And so, an investigation was launched, attempting to uncover some sort of misappropriation which would put an end to the advisor’s career and high position.


Taking a number of his close officials to the home of the advisor, they began to search the grounds. But nothing appeared to be out of place. The home was modest-looking and no trace of secretive planning was detected. Until they arrived at the man’s basement, which contained a small, padlocked room with a taped sign which read, “Do not enter.” 

The ministers turned to the king in eager suspicion and curiosity. The king, now suspicious himself, pulled aside the advisor. “Could you please tell me, why is there a sign on this door barring all entry?” The advisor paused. “Your majesty, please leave me at least a small degree of privacy and dignity and do not enter this room. I used it for private purposes.” This only aroused the king’s interest even further.


In the name of maintaining royal integrity, the king had little choice than to order his guards to break down the door and expose the advisor’s fraudulent work. But, as soon as they opened it, nothing of the sort was discovered. All that was found in the room was a pair of shepherd clothing hanging on the wall. The king buried his eyebrows in confusion.

 “What’s this?” he asked. The advisor was silent for a moment, quite hesitant to reveal the story behind the simple and worn-out clothing which hung before them all. But, with no other resort, he went on to explain.


“Allow me to tell you, your honor. Over the past two years, I have gone from being a lowly shepherd to being your right-hand financial advisor. I never believed I would rise to such a position of prestige, and I stand in awe and appreciation of having the opportunity to serve you. That being so, I never wish to forget my past and recognize from where I came. I have therefore held onto my shepherd clothing for all these years and put them on every day to remind myself of my privilege to serve you. I never want to overlook your graciousness and forget who I once was and who I am now.”


The king could not believe it. The advisor was not only honest and loyal, but he was appreciative and awed by his honored position. When the king realized this, he was only more impressed by the advisor and immediately promoted him to an even higher position.


Human nature is to attribute one’s successes to themselves. We are led to believe “Kochi v’otzem yadi,” “it is my strength and the power of my hand,” which brings about victory and accomplishment. In truth, however, while our input is necessary to achieve that which we strive for and we should take pride in our achievements, we must never forget from whence we came.


Similar to the shepherd who slowly proceeded to higher and higher positions, yet never overlooked his past, the same is true for us all. Whatever accomplishments we obtain should not be taken for granted, but appreciated and valued as privileged opportunities from Hashem and avenues capable of promoting and providing greater goodness and beneficence to others.


In this vein, notes Rav Samson Rafael Hirsch, Shabbos is referred to as “Zecher L’yetzias Mitzrayim,” a commemoration of the Exodus from Egypt. What correlation is shared between Shabbos and leaving Egypt? As the Jewish people departed Egypt, they recognized Hashem’s greatness as seen through the many miracles performed and fully internalized that only He runs the world and ensures our success in life.


Similarly, Shabbos reminds us that Hashem created the world and continues to micromanage all its affairs down to the most minute detail. The Exodus from Egypt and day of Shabbos thus point to the same concept: Hashem runs the world and is in charge of all that occurs on every level of creation.


As we move throughout our lives, it only behooves us to appreciate from where we have come and how far we have gotten and understand that the gap between those two points was bridged only with the help of Hashem. Our royal clothing should be set against the backdrop of our shepherd clothing. When this becomes our attitude in life, all that we have in life comes into focus as a gift and opportunity to better serve our families, our communities and ultimately the true King of Kings, our Father in Heaven.
Reprinted from the Parashat Vayishlach 5778 Newsletter of Torahanytime.com
The Chofetz Chaim’s

Advice to the Miser
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There was a married man who learned in the Chofetz Chaim’s Yeshivah in Radin, and though he was a diligent Talmid Chacham, he was very poor. Every so often, he would turn to the Chofetz Chaim and complain about his poverty. He would say, “Rebbe, if Hashem would make me wealthy, I would give to Tzedakah so generously!” 

A short while later, this man started a small business and was bentched (blessed) with much success, and rather quickly he actually became a very wealthy individual. Unfortunately, he forgot all about the words he spoke to the Chofetz Chaim, and not only did he not give Tzedakah, but he became a miser as well. 
Many years later, the Chofetz Chaim was visiting this man’s city, and the former student came out to welcome him. He said to the Chofetz Chaim, “Rebbe! I have been stricken with the terrible trait of being a stingy miser! It’s as if my hand is sealed shut and I am unable to give any Tzedakah at all! What should I do?” 

The Chofetz Chaim said, “What did you expect? Did you really think that you could become wealthy, and the Yetzer Hara that persuades you to close your hand to the poor would remain exactly as it was when you were poor yourself? You are living in a different set of circumstances with a different Yetzer Hara, and your tests are now different. Only you can find the real you, and act accordingly!”

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

L’Maaseh

The Powerful Tears of

Rav Meir’s Mother


Rebetzin Kanievsky often repeated this story: When Rav Meir Shapiro was a young child, his mother hired a Rebbe to learn Torah with him. When she ran out of money to pay the Rebbe, she sold her jewelry so she would have enough funds. 
One day there was a big snowstorm and the Rebbe didn’t come to learn with Rav Meir, and Rav Meir’s mother cried for a very long time that morning. 


The young Rav Meir tried to reassure his mother and said, “I’m sure the Rebbe will come tomorrow and we will make up what we missed learning today.” 
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Rav Meir Shapiro


She replied to him, “Meir, it is so important that you learn regularly every single day. It is a great loss to miss a day of learning Torah, and that is why I’m so sad!” 


Rav Meir Shapiro was greatly affected by his mother’s reaction. He later went on to found the Daf Yomi, where people have a set amount to learn each day, and he credited his mother for this idea!

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayishlach 5778 email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Rav Pinchas Hirschprung’s Unique Solution
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Rav Pinchas Hirschprung (1912 – 1998, Chief Rabbi of Montreal), zt”l, was always looking to take care of the needs of others. His son once told him about a friend of his who desperately needed new shoes for Yom Tov, but had been told by his father that they couldn’t afford it. Rav Hirschprung listened, and asked his son how much the shoes would cost. His son told him they cost sixty dollars. 


That evening, Rav Hirschprung went especially to the Shul where that father Davened. After Maariv, he asked the father if it wasn’t too much trouble to please drive him home. The father was happy to help, and the man’s young son got into the car as well for the ride. 


Rav Hirschprung asked the boy what he was learning in Yeshivah, and began to ask him questions. When the boy answered his questions correctly, Rav Hirschprung beamed at the father. 


He said, “Your son knows his learning so well! He has given me such pleasure, and I must give him something.” The Rav reached into his pocket and handed the father sixty dollars. He said, “Go buy him something nice for Yom Tov!”

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

Why Was the Only Soldier

In the Battle Killed the 

Most Religious One?

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton
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Moshe Levi


Recently I saw a video interview from Chabad (JEM) where a decorated Israeli army veteran by the name of Moshe Levi related his first meeting with the Lubavitcher Rebbe.


Moshe Levi was one of the few soldiers that received the 'Ot Gevura'; the highest Israeli combat award for bravery. In his case it was for his service in the Yom Kippur war.


The Yom Kippur war was won solely by Divine intervention. As is already well known, the Israeli Government at that time made the same mistake as they are trying to make now (and miraculously HaShem is protecting us). They knew that the Arabs were planning to attack Israel but thought that if we let them attack first the world would see who the real aggressor is and come to our help.


The result was disastrous. No one came to our aid. Our troops were totally unprepared, undermanned and under-armed, thousands of young Israelis needlessly lost their lives and, if it weren't for a series of clear miracles greater than any in the Bible, the Arabs would (G-d forbid) have easily overrun the country!


Moshe Levi tells his story. He was in a battalion of seventy-five soldiers guarding the southern Israeli border when suddenly they received orders from head command that a full battalion of Egyptian tanks backed up by foot soldiers were heading toward their position and they were the only thing standing between the Arabs and Tel Aviv! They requested reinforcements and ammunition but there were none. war had been declared and Israel was being attacked from all sides!  The Syrians from the north the Egyptians were attacking the south and all our forces were in confusion!


The desert night was silent. Only in the far distance could be heard a faint rumbling through the wind that became louder and louder. Was it the Egyptians? Suddenly in the distance they appeared; Over a hundred tanks. They couldn't possibly destroy so many tanksâ€¦ they didn't even have that many anti-tank missiles! And who knows how many hundreds perhaps thousands of soldiers were behind the tanks?


The horrible truth was too obvious; They didn't stand a chance! None of them would get out alive. One of the soldiers mumbled dejectedly, "We're all dead! How can we possibly defeat 120 tanks?!"


Suddenly one of the soldiers, a Yemenite Jew by the name of Zandani, stood, took out a small book of T'hilim (Psalms) from his pocket, held it up and declared,


"I’ll tell you how we'll defeat them. With this!! The G-d of Israel is with us!"


All the other soldiers were almost total ignoramuses about Judaism. In fact, most of them were Israeli-style total atheists and after the first few words the Yemenite read they all yelled out 'AMEN' (Although Amen is only said after blessings). 


He began to read aloud, each holy word ringing out in the desert night. Moshe Levi stood, put his hand on his heart and swore to G-d that if he got out alive he would put on Tefillin (Phylacteries) for the rest of his lifeâ€¦ and the battle began.


The Egyptian tanks all opened fire with everything they had while the Israelis spread out, fired their bazookas and mortars while Zandani stood and yelled Psalms through the smoke and explosions.


Moshe Levi related,


"We fired and fired while the Yemenite read aloud and it was miraculous! A miracle! Every shot we fired was a direct hit! Their tanks were exploding all over the place. But maybe the biggest miracle was that just as we were running out of ammunition and it looked like we were through, suddenly, amazingly, the Egyptians turned back! They just turned around and left! And the biggest miracle of all was that although a lot of us were wounded none of us got killed! Except for one soldier ¦.. Zandani.


"The Yemenite that yelled out the Psalms, the only religious one in the group! The one that saved us. He was the only one killed! And there was something else.. My left arm got blown off¦.. so I couldn't keep my oath to put on Tefillin!


"It took me nine months in the hospital to recover and in that time I had a lot of time to think. It really bothered me why that happened. If anyone should have been protected by G-d it was Zandani! And my arm that I vowed to put Tefillin on got blown off? The question began to drive me crazy. In the time I was in the hospital I was visited by a lot of Rabbis and I asked them all this question but none of them could explain this to me.


"Three or four years later," Moshe Levi continued, "I went to the United States to have an artificial arm constructed and fitted and while I was there a good friend called me and told me that he was by the Lubavitcher Rebbe and that the Rebbe told him he was interested in seeing me.


"At first I couldn't figure what he was talking about. I was a totally non-religious person and had no connection with this Rabbi or any Rabbis, why would he want to see me? How did he even know about me? So I refused. But my friend told me I was crazy. He said that people came from all over the world and waited for months to see the Rebbe, and now I'm refusing?!


"So I figured, what do I have to lose? The meeting was set for twelve midnight the next night. So I went in and as soon as I was in there and looked at him I knew he was something special. In fact, the entire time I was there I tried several times to look him in the eyes and I wasn't able to! It was just too holy. Something I just can't explain.


"He asked me to sit down and tell him about my experiences and we talked about the war. He was simply amazing! He knew each and every detail of each and every battle! And he also had very strong opinions. He was very disappointed with the Israeli government that they didn’t allow the army to take Damascus and Cairo for even one day just to show them who is boss.


He also said that although we should have been better prepared, it was a big miracle that the enemy decided to attack on Yom Kippur because first, the holiness of the day protected us and also because streets were empty so it was easy to mobilize the troops.


"We spoke for an hour and forty-five minutes and it seemed like five minutes. This is something that never happened to me in my life; that almost two hours passed like a few minutes. But then, somewhere in the middle I asked him my question about Zandani and my arm.


"The Rebbe said that the answer was simple. I had asked this question to tens of Rabbis who didn't have an answer and he said it was simple


"He said that in fact our entire company should have died. But Zandani made himself close to G-d. So G-d took only him instead of taking everyone. And the same with my arm; I was supposed to die even after Zandani's sacrifice. But because I devoted my arm to G-d so G-d took it instead of my life. What had been bothering me for years the Rebbe answered in one minute."

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