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The Man who Sold

Disposable Cups
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A story is told of a man who wasn’t so successful in his parnasah, but someone suggested that he go into business selling disposable cups. He tried it but it was difficult in the beginning. He was doing all right, but was not earning as much as he expected to. 


One day, he came up with an idea to put one less cup in the package. Instead of the 150 cups that were supposed to be in it, he would put in 149. People won’t notice, he thought, and he’d be able to make extra money.


Sure enough, his plan worked – but he got even greedier. He started putting 148 cups, and then 147 cups. Eventually, he went down to 142 cups per package. 
At that time, he met a religious man who started learning Torah with him, and he himself became more religious.


He felt terrible about his thievery and wanted to do teshuvah, so he decided to seek counsel from a great Rabbi. He set up a meeting with Rav Elyashiv and told him what he had done. After thinking about it, the Rabbi instructed him that from then on he should add eight extra cups to his packages – for a total of 158 - to pay back the public.
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Rabbi Yosef Shalom Eliashiv


This was obviously going to be very detrimental to his profits, but he accepted the words of the great sage and began adding cups. After a while, he saw that he was losing money, but he continued to follow the Rabbi’s directive.


One day, someone showed him a newspaper article. It was about companies trying to cut corners and cheat their customers in the disposable cups market. There was a list of many companies who were including fewer cups than the packaging indicated. 

Then the article mentioned that there was one company that was giving eight extra cups – probably in case the package contained a few damaged ones. This company is very reputable, the article concluded, and recommended buying from them.

 He eventually made millions as he added plastic plates, cutlery and many different lines to his disposable plastic cup business which continued to grow to be extremely successful. All this because he took that “Leap of Faith” and decided to follow in the ways of the Torah and adhere to the direction and advice of our gedoliim!

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshalach 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Mr. Jack E. Rahmey.

The Skulener Rebbe’s

Matzah Project
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Rabbi Eliezer Zusia Portugal, the Skulener Rebbe


Toward the end of World War II, in March of 1945, the Skulener Rebbe found himself, along with other holocaust survivors and displaced persons, in the Russian governed town of Czernovitz, Bukovina. Although Germany would not officially surrender until May 7, much of Eastern Europe had already been liberated by the Russian army. 

Pesach was only a few weeks away, and due to the terrible poverty and harsh conditions that existed from the war, the Skulener Rebbe was concerned about how he would he be able to obtain Kosher Matzah for the Seder. They barely had any food, let alone Shmurah Matzah baked and watched according to the Rebbe’s standards! 

But the Rebbe was not to be deterred. He bargained, bribed, and begged, and he finally succeeded in obtaining a small amount of wheat that was Kosher for Pesach. He then Kashered a bakery, and finally, after working with nonstop efforts, he managed to bake a very limited amount of Matzos. 

The Rebbe then made an announcement that whoever needed Matzah for the Seder could come and receive three Matzos each. Three precious Matzos were for the Seder, but that was it. There simply was not enough to give any more to anyone. 

As Jews from all the surrounding areas began to come and get Matzah, the Rebbe personally stood and oversaw the distribution. One week before Pesach, Rav Moshe Hager, the son of the Vizhnitzer Rebbe, came for three Matzos for his father. 

After being handed the three Matzos, he said to the Skulener Rebbe, “I know that you said that you could only give out three Matzos, but nevertheless, my father, the Vizhnitzer Rebbe, told me to tell you that he must have six Matzos.” 
The Skulener Rebbe tried to explain how few Matzos he had, and how he could not afford to give away any extra, but it was to no avail. The young man said, “My father forbade me to return home with anything less than six Matzos.” Finally, seeing that he had no choice but to honor the request, the Skulener Rebbe reluctantly agreed. 
[image: image4.jpg]



Rav Moshe Hager, later in life


On Erev Pesach, Rav Moshe Hager arrived again at the door of the Skulener Rebbe and said, “My father has something to ask you. He wants to know whether you saved any Shmurah Matzah at all for yourself.” 

The Skulener Rebbe, with tears in his eyes, replied, “How could I take any Matzah for myself, when so many others need?” 

Rav Moshe responded, “My father assumed that that is what you would do”, and he took out a package. He then said, “These are the three extra Matzos that you gave me. My father made sure that he saved Matzos for you to have as well!”

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshalach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Lesson of Two 
Yuds or Yidden

Rebbe Dovid of Lelov was once watching a Rebbe teaching a child. The Rebbe said to the child, “Hashem’s Name is very holy, and that’s why the Chumash doesn’t write out Hashem’s Name. Instead, the Chumash puts two Yuds, and these two Yuds should be read as Hashem’s Name.” 

When the Rebbe reached the end of a Pasuk, where there are two dots, the Rebbe didn’t say Hashem’s Name. The child asked, “Rebbe, there are two Yuds here. Why don’t you read it as Hashem’s Name?” 

The Rebbe replied, “When two Yuds are next to each other, it’s Hashem’s Name. But when one Yud is higher than the other, it’s called a Sof Pasuk, which separates between one Pasuk and the next one.” 

Rebbe Dovid of Lelov said that he learned from this a valuable lesson, that when two Yidden, which are two Yuds, feel equal to each other, and no one feels greater than the other one, Hashem’s Name is there. But when one Yid feels higher than the other, it separates them, and Hashem’s Name cannot be there!

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshalach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Baal Shem Tov Learns From a Simple Pious Woman


The Baal Shem Tov once related that a very harsh Heavenly decree had been issued, which many Tzadikim were unable to overturn, even with their most fervent Tefilos. 

He said, “What we were unable to do, was accomplished by a simple pious woman, who, when she heard the tearful prayers of the people in Shul, addressed Hashem, and said, ‘Ribono Shel Olam! How can You not accept the Tefilos of Your children? I am only a human being, and my mercies are limited. Yet when any of my children cry, it breaks my heart and I would do anything I could to stop their tears. 

“But You are infinite and Your mercies are infinite! Listen to how all Your children are crying! Surely You do not have a heart of stone. You must help them and relieve their suffering!’ It was this simple but sincere Tefilah that caused Hashem to annul the harsh decree!”

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshalach 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
The Challenge of Gratitude
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Rabbi Shimon Schwab   Rabbi Yerucham Levovitz


Pesach was fast approaching and young Shimon Schwab, O”BM, who went on to

become a venerable Rav, didn’t have enough money to buy a train ticket from Mir back to Frankfurt. He approached his Rebbi, Rav Yerucham Levovitz, O”BM, for a loan. His Rebbi was more than willing to lend him the money, to which young Shimon offered a warm “thank-you.” 

“Why do you thank me for a loan?” the Mashgiach chastised him. “Aren’t you aware that it is a forbidden payment of interest on a loan, through words (Ribis Devarim)? I know you come from the German culture, which dictates the courtesy of ‘please’ and ‘thank you.’ Apparently, in your scheme of things, courtesy overrides Halachah. 

“A Torah Jew must conduct himself according the higher culture of Torah, which prohibits saying a thank you on receiving a loan.” Apologetically, young Shimon left, learning the lesson that Torah law supersedes social norms. 

The next year, young Shimon once again approached Rav Levovitz for another loan and was once again given the necessary funds. This time, however, he proceeded to leave the room silently. 

Rav Levovitz called him back, demanding, “And where is your gratitude?” 
Flustered, he answered, “Rebbi, last year you took me to task for thanking you. What am I supposed to do?” 

“Of course you shouldn’t say anything,” his Rebbi answered. “But your feelings of gratitude should so overwhelm you that you should have difficulty suppressing the words. I see no such struggle!” (Story from the book, “Rabbi Schwab on Chumash”). 

Reprinted from the Parashas Beshalach 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

The Mogen Avrohom, Zt”l

By Nissan Mindel
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Rabbi Abraham Abele Gombiner (5395-5443; 1635-1683), author of the famed work Mogen Avrohom ("Shield of Abraham"), was the son of Rabbi Chayirn Halevi, was born in the Polish town Gombin (Gombinnen), then belonging to East Prussia, Germany. 


His family-name Gornbiner, or Gombinner, refers to his birth place. He is also known by the family-name Kalisch, after the Polish town Kalisz, where he spent the greater part of his adult life as Dayan and Rosh Yeshiva of the town. 
Abraham Abele was only a Bar Mitzva bochur when the terrible calamity, known in Jewish history as "Gzeros TaCh vTaT (the Massacres of the year 5408-5409) struck the Jewish communities of Eastern Europe. In those years (1648-9), the Cossacks, under the leadership of Bogdan Chmielnicki, revolted against the Polish nobility and landlords who had been oppressing the enslaved Cossack peasants. 


The Cossacks, however, found it easier to kill and plunder the defenseless Jews. They put to the sword and flame countless Jewish communities, and butchered untold thousands of Jews (some historians estimate as many as 300,000) during their bloody march through the Ukraine, Volhynia, Podolia, Poland proper, and Lithuania. 


Although the revolt of the Cossacks was temporarily halted by peace negotiations, the Cossack attacks continued with undiminished savagery for more than ten years. 


In the year 1655 (24 Tammuz, 5415), the great city of Vilna fell into the hands of the bloodthirsty Cossacks. They ravaged the city and carried out a mass slaughter of the Jewish inhabitants, giving them the choice of conversion to Christianity or death. A number of Jews managed to flee from Vilna and surrounding towns and villages. 


Among the Jews who escaped was the famed Rabbi Shabse Cohen, author of the monumental commentary on the Shulchan Aruch Yoreh-Deah, named Sifsei Cohen, popularly known by its Hebrew initials "ShaCh," which are also the initials of the author. He was about thirteen years older than Rabbi Abraham Abele. 


In the same year the Cossacks also destroyed the Jewish community of Gonibin. Rabbi Abraham's father, Rabbi Chayim, was one of the martyred victims who died al Kiddush HaShem. Rabbi Abraham, then 20 years old, managed to escape. Soon thereafter, Rabbi Abraham was appointed Rosh Yeshiva and Dayan in the town of Kalisz, where the Rosh-Av-Beth-Din was the Gaon Rabbi Yisroel Schapiro. (Rabbi Yisroel, author of Beth Yisroel, a commentary on Yoreh-Deah, was the son of the famous Gaon Rabbi Noson Schapiro of Cracow, author of the renowned work, Megaleh Aittkos). 


That Rabbi Abraham was appointed to the above-mentioned important posts while comparatively still quite young shows that he was already recognized at that age as an outstanding authority on the Talmud and the Halachah. 


Indeed, he was blessed with a brilliant mind and was a most diligent and educated student who spent all his time studying the Talmud and Jewish law, day and night. Soon he was recognized as one of the greatest Geonim of his generation. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Beshalach 5779 email of whY I Matter, the parshasheet of the Young Israel of Midwood (Brooklyn) edited by Yedidye Hirtenfeld. Originally published by Chabad.Org.

(To be Continued)

The Counsel of Hashem

How to Get the Suitcases to Beit Shemesh and Back to Yerushalayim
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Rav Gamliel Rabinowitz


Moreinu HaRav Gamliel Rabinowitz, shlit”a relates: “Since we had a lot of suitcases to take from Yerushalayim to Beit Shemesh, I arranged for a driver with a large car to take us to Beit Shemesh, however, I had no idea how to take the suitcases down to the car, since they were large and many and they were heavy… I was hoping that perhaps a grandson or young man would show up at my house, but this did not happen. 

“The driver called that he was close to the house and he would reach my building in a few minutes. To myself, I asked the Creator of the World to send me His help with taking down the suitcases. 

“While I was still on the line, the drover apologetically said that he brought a young man with him and he asked permission if he could join us on the trip to Beit Shemesh and if not, then he would drop him at a bus stop. 

“I rejoiced that a large stone had been lifted from my heart, and I told him that I was just thinking that I did not know how I was going to get the suitcases down from the apartment to the vehicle. He immediately sent the sturdy, energetic young man who was happy to help. At the end of the conversation, the young man appeared at the doorstep and quickly carried down the packages as if they were bags filled with light feathers. 

“But the story did not end there… On our return from Beit Shemesh, that driver was not available, and I could not manage to order a large vehicle. Having no choice, I ordered a smaller car. Again, I had no way to bring the packages with me. 

At Mincha, a young man approached who wanted to talk with me, and by the way, he offered to drive me to the apartment where I was staying in Beit Shemesh. Since it was very cold outside, I was glad for the hashgacha. The young man heard that I was returning to Yerushalayim that day and he offered to take me, but since I had ordered a car I did not want to cancel. 

The young man said that he was going to my neighborhood and if there was some way that he could help he would be glad to do it. Then I remembered the suitcases that would not fit into the car that I ordered. On his own, he gladly offered to take them to my house. I told him to think about the hashgacha, that I could not get a large enough vehicle, but the Creator arranged to take care of the suitcases for me in a way that I never would have thought of. An additional point is that Eliyahu was only answered at Tefillas Mincha!!! - Moreinu HaRav shlit”a

Reprinted from the Parashas Beshalach 5779 email of Tiv Hakehila.

Dudi’s Unusual Gratitude to Hashem on Losing His Sight


DUDI”, LIVING IN ERETZ YISROEL, was having pains in his eyes. He went to the doctor for a checkup, and after examining his eyes, the doctor worriedly told Dudi, “Your eyes are in serious danger. You must get on a plane and fly to America and go to a specific doctor who specializes in this type of procedure. This is an emergency situation and you cannot afford to wait until tomorrow - you must leave today. You cannot fly alone in case something happens along the way.” 

Dudi arranged his flights and was off to America that day with a friend. As soon as they landed, they immediately headed to the doctor’s office. The doctor examined his eyes and told him as follows: 

“According to your results, you have an extremely dangerous tumor in your eyes. You have a choice between two things. Either we do emergency surgery tomorrow to remove the tumor, and you will become blind and remain blind for the rest of your life; or you can leave it and the tumor can spread and take your life in a short amount of time. You must make your decision today.” 


Dudi responded that he was going to go ahead with the surgery. After leaving the office, Dudi asked his companion where he could find a beis knesses where he could spend the night alone - for this would be the last night in his life that he would be able to see. 


They found a shul whose Gabbai gave permission for Dudi to stay there with the door locked overnight. Dudi remained in the shul all night undisturbed. The next morning when his friend came he asked him, “What did you do the entire night?” 


Dudi answered the following, “I knew this was the last night that I would be able to see. Therefore, I spent the entire night crying and thanking Hashem for giving me the gift of being able to see up until this point in my life - now I am giving my eyes back to Him. I thanked Hashem and I was mispallel.” 


They headed to the doctor for the surgery. The nurses began the pre-op, and did one last examination before beginning the emergency surgery. A little bit later the doctor came in utterly amazed, and told Dudi, “I’m not sure I believe what I am seeing, but the tumor that we saw yesterday, has completely disappeared as though it never existed.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5779 email  A Vort, a Story and Halacha of Eitz HaChaim. 

A Lesson Can Be 

Learned From a Cook

A young man of impeccable Midos got married and enjoyed a very lively Chasunah with his Kallah and friends. When the festivities had ended, the young Chasan made his way into the kitchen and found that the cook and the fellow who washed the dishes were still there. 

The Chasan thanked the dishwasher for his hard work in providing clean dishes and silverware to the Chasunah guests, and then thanked the cook profusely for preparing such tasty dishes for the Chasunah Seudah. 

With tears in her eyes, the cook told the Chasan that in 30 years of cooking for weddings, she had never been thanked this way before, and she blessed the Chasan that he should express such appreciation often to his Kallah and never take her efforts for granted.

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5779 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter (Spring Valley, NY).

It Once Happened

The Legacy of 

Devorah of Minsk


Years ago in the city of Minsk there lived a man named Shmuel Nachum. Although his main occupation was studying Torah, his mind was so acute in business matters that he became an arbiter and legal advisor in all sorts of business disputes. In fact, this is how he made a comfortable living.

Shmuel Nachum and his wife had one surviving daughter, named Devorah, on whom they doted. Devorah was an unusually bright child and her father assumed total responsibility for her education. By the age of eight she was learning the Five Books of Moses and the Prophets. Her progress continued and by age ten she knew the whole Bible and began learning Mishna and the Code of Jewish Law. In addition she learned mathematics, Polish, and was able to read and write. By the age of fifteen she was studying Talmud with the commentaries of Rashi.


At eighteen she married a fine young man and was a happy new bride. Her husband succeeded in business and she shortly gave birth to two girls and one boy. Suddenly, tragedy struck her in a series of terrible blows. Her two little girls died in an epidemic and within the same year her husband also died. Broken-hearted, the young widow returned to her parents' home with her little son. But three years later, her son also, was taken from her.


What did she have left to live for? All day she tried to hide her grief from her parents, but from time to time she would closet herself in her room and weep for hours. After some time she realized that she must take charge of her shattered life, and she threw herself into her studies more than ever. She also began to involve herself in the social welfare of the local women.


Together with two of her childhood friends she established study-circles among the young women of Minsk who had not been as fortunate as she in learning Torah. Indeed, her learning groups became popular and spread throughout the city, making her a sought-after lecturer. Devorah found great solace in her work for, in helping others, she at the same time stilled the dull pain in her aching heart.


One day her father was approached by a certain man named Tzadok Moshe with a suggestion for a match between Devorah and his rebbe, a notable Torah scholar from Vitebsk named Nachum. Devorah expressed an interest in meeting the man, and it was arranged that he should travel to Minsk to meet this extraordinary woman. Within a short time they became engaged and thus began a new episode in the life of this unusual woman.


Having been used to the high level of Torah scholarship amongst the women of Minsk, Devorah was appalled at the ignorance of the women in Vitebsk, and she set about remedying it. Again she arranged study-circles as she had in Minsk. In addition, she established institutions for the sick and needy. She was very happy in her new life, filling her time with study, social service and managing her husband's business.


Nachum was not merely astonished to find that his wife was such a capable manager of his business affairs, but her extensive Torah knowledge astounded him! He began to realize more and more what a treasure he had in such a wife, and his respect and admiration for her increased enormously. He began to realize what a change her coming had made, not only in his own home which had become a veritable "Open House and Council of Wise Men," but in Vitebsk at large, where her influence was felt and appreciated in every sphere of social and educational activity! What he did not know was that Devorah found time every day to study Talmud and that she was studying it in its entirety for the second time!


Devorah was not satisfied to concentrate on the women alone; her ambition was to see Vitebsk as a whole become a center of Jewish learning. To that end she devised a plan in which a number of promising students from the small Vitebsk yeshiva would be supported to learn in one of the great yeshivas in another town where they would prepare themselves to serve their home town upon their return. 
In the interim, she convinced her husband to import and maintain at his own expense, a group of teachers and their families to come and educate the people of Vitebsk. This plan took time to implement, but within a year ten teachers were installed in Vitebsk and the sweet sound of Torah could be heard throughout the whole town.


Devorah had made her home in Vitebsk for ten years and her dream of making it a Torah center was slowly becoming a reality due to her efforts, foresight, and rare abilities.

Reprinted from Issue #255 of L’Chaim Weekly (Parshas Yisroy 5753/1992).

Adapted from the Lubavitcher Rebbe's Memoirs.
The Demanding Bachur

And the Chofetz Chaim
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There was a bachur in the Chofetz Chaim's yeshivah that was turning down one shidduch offer after the next. He said that he will only agree to a shidduch, if the girl's parents agree to support him for five years. 


The Chofetz Chaim asked him, "How many years are you planning to live?" 
"At least another seventy years, with Hashem's help." 


"And if you find a father-in-law who can support you for five years, who will support you the remaining sixty-five years?" 


"Who will support me?" the bachur asked incredulously, "Hashem will support me!" 


"So, if you believe that Hashem will support you for sixty-five years of your life, why don’t you believe that Hashem can support you for the first five years of your married life as well?" 

The Chofetz Chaim added that Dasan and Aviram made the same error. They feared that on the following day, the man would stop coming, so they saved man for the next day. But what did they expect to eat on the day after that?

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.
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