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Scam or True Email

Request from the Boss?

Rabbi Shmuel Kamenetzky
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At a recent Torah Umesorah Presidents Conference, Mr. Gary Torgow, chairman of Talmer Bancorp, and noted champion of Jewish education, delivered the keynote address. 


He told this story. A number of years ago, a ring of highly sophisticated phishing experts broke into his private email, and after studying his style and language, waited for him to travel overseas to strike. 


They sent a highly sensitive, confidential email to the wire department in his bank, using his exact expression and style. The email read, “I am travelling overseas, and I need you to wire $7,000,000 to the international account I have set up. Even though I normally would conform this over the phone, I will be traveling at the exact time I need the transfer executed and will not be accessible via telephone. Please make sure to wire the money on Monday at precisely 8:30 am.” 
Juanita, the wire clerk, received the email, and studied it carefully. Seemingly, it was legit, but she was unsure. She called her supervisor to approve the transfer, yet voiced her hesitation as to the legitimacy of the email. 


Her supervisor studied it and analyzed it, and after a few minutes, confirmed that yes, this is indeed from Gary. All i’s are dotted and all t’s are crossed. “Go ahead with the transfer” she confirmed. 


However, Juanita was not convinced. At 8:27, she still could not bring herself to send $7M into an overseas account. Sensing her hesitation, her supervisor asked Juanita, “What are you nervous about? I told you to go ahead with the wire!” 


Juanita took a deep breath and firmly responded, “I know this is a fraud. It cannot possibly be from Gary.” 


Her supervisor raised an eyebrow as Juanita continued. “Gary is a strict Sabbath observer. This email was sent to me at 10:00 Saturday morning!” 

Reprinted from the Parashat Shemos 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, United Kingdom).

The Rav and the

Stubborn Wealthy Man


A young rabbi was hired in the city of Hamburg and on his first day, a woman showed up and claimed that she had a complaint against one of the wealthy men in the city. 

The Rav asked the woman to wait a bit, but the woman refused to wait. The Rav sent the shammes of the Bais Din to summon the wealthy man and inform him that there is a claim against him. 

The wealthy man was known to be a stubborn person, but the shammes had no choice and he went to summon the wealthy man. When the wealthy man heard the words of the shammes he told him that he had no time for this now and he would come another time. 

The shammes returned with the wealthy man’s response, but the Rav sent him back again to tell him to come immediately. Reluctantly, the shammes went back and waited at the door of the wealthy man’s house. When he saw the wealthy man, in a trembling voice he told him the demand of the Rav. 

The wealthy man firmly responded: “Tell the Rav that he is still a guest here and I am one of the wealthy men of the city, and if I say that I will come another time, he has to believe me.” 

When the Rav heard the response of the wealthy man, he again sent the shammes to tell the man that if he did not come immediately, he would be forced to put him in cheirem [excommunication]. The shammes relayed the message of the Rav and then he ran for his life. 

A short while later, the wealthy man showed up at the Rav’s house with a broad smile and he announced in a loud joyous voice, “Mazel tov! Mazel tov! Now we know that the Rav is fit to serve in our city since he is not afraid of a man.” 

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemos 5780 email of the Tiv Hakehila parshasheet.

Saved From Fire

By Sholom Avtzon
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The Alter Rebbe once sent a messenger to two devoted chassidim living in the same town. The messenger met with the first chassid. “The Rebbe sent me to tell you that he is in need of funds [for one of his activities],” he explained.


“How much does the Rebbe need?” asked the man.


“He didn’t specify an amount,” the messenger replied. “He simply instructed me to give you this message.”


“If that is the case,” he replied, “please wait a few moments, and I will put something together immediately.”


He searched through his house and collected all the money he had available. Handing it to the messenger, he said, “This is all I have in my possession at the moment. Please bring it to the Rebbe, and I will see what else I can do.”


The messenger accepted the money and made his way to the second disciple. Once again he was greeted with the utmost respect, and he repeated the Rebbe’s message, receiving the same response: “How much money does the Rebbe need?”

“He didn’t specify an amount,” the messenger replied. “He just instructed me to give you this message.”


“In that case,” the man decided, “I will travel to the Rebbe tomorrow and ask him how much he needs, and I will give him whatever he requests.”


When the messenger returned to the Alter Rebbe, he handed the Rebbe a single envelope, identifying the person who had given it to him.


“And what about the second individual?” inquired the Alter Rebbe. “Did you visit him as well and relay the message?”


“I did,” explained the messenger. “But since he didn’t know how much money the Rebbe needs, he said he will come here tomorrow and ask the Rebbe directly. He is prepared to give whatever amount the Rebbe specifies.”


“The only question is,” the Alter Rebbe murmured, “will that be before or after the incident?”


Baffled by the Rebbe’s cryptic words, the messenger left the room and went home.


The following morning, the first chassid awoke and traveled to the Rebbe at once to ask him if there was anything else he should do. As soon as he entered, the Alter Rebbe told him: “You should leave from your town to a new location.”


Hearing these words, he immediately returned home and sold or gave away most of his belongings. He loaded his wagon with a few essentials and began to travel, not knowing where to go or what to do. “We will certainly receive some kind of sign that will show us where to settle,” he reassured his family. “In the meantime, we must obey the Rebbe’s instructions and leave.”


The second student also woke early that morning with plans to travel to the Rebbe. Reasoning that it was not proper to travel before praying, he first went to shul. Then he went home, ate breakfast, instructed his employees what to do in his absence, put together a sizeable amount of money for the Rebbe, and prepared to depart.


He was just about to board his wagon when a storm broke out, and lightning struck a nearby house. It took only moments for the entire town to become a raging inferno. He barely managed to save himself and his family.


When the Rebbe Maharash told this story, he concluded:


“Both men were eager to fulfill the Alter Rebbe’s request, but with a significant difference. The first chassid understood that obedience is paramount, and one must listen to the Rebbe’s words even if he doesn’t understand them. The second chassid also knew that one must listen. His listening, however, followed his understanding. Once he knew exactly what the Rebbe wanted, he was prepared to fulfill the request in its entirety, but his commitment was based on his own understanding.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Va’eira 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Final Inspiring Stories

Of the Sdei Chemed
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Rabbi Chaim Hezekiah Medini.

(The Sdei Chemed)


The many Jews from distant lands who visited Eretz Yisroel never failed to pay a visit to Chevron in order to pray at the Me’oras HaMachpeilah. They also never failed to visit the esteemed R’ Chaim Chizkiyah (the Sdei Chemed, 1832-1904). He cared for the needs of the visitors, but refused to accept the monetary gifts they proffered. All the visitors from Turkey, Syria, Russia and other countries left deeply impressed by the shining countenance and personality of the Sdei Chemed. 
One day a distinguished, wealthy Jew from Bucharia came to visit the Sdei Chemed. He handed a purse full of gold coins to the Rav, offering it as a modest gift. R’ Chaim Chizkiyah never accepted any gifts and this time was no exception. 
The wealthy man was deeply disappointed and said, “I am very rich and lack for nothing. But a gnawing, deep sorrow prevents me from enjoying my vast wealth, for my wife and I are still childless after many years. We have prayed extensively, distributed a lot of tzedakah, and have tried many segulos – all to no avail. 

“Recently, an elderly sage with a flowing white beard appeared to me in a dream. It was Eliyahu HaNavi telling me to travel to Chevron where I would find R’ Chaim Chizkiyah Medini. I then vowed that when I would reach Chevron and merit a blessing from R’ Chaim Chizkiyah’s holy mouth, I would donate a large sum to be used for mitzvos. And now the Rav refuses to accept it?” 

R’ Chaim Chizkiyah replied, “Your intention to donate to a mitzvah is admirable. You can donate the money to the yeshiva, the Gemach and the hachnosas kallah fund. And in the merit of your charity, may Hashem fulfill your requests for the good.” 

The man indeed donated lavishly to all the city’s charities, and a year later he was blessed with a son. In appreciation, the baby was named Chaim Chizkiyah. (Sephardim name children after the living.) ( 

Under the Turkish rule, any citizen who did not pay taxes for an extended time would be called before a council to be lashed with a whip. He could then either pay up the taxes or be condemned to prison for an extended stay. The Jews of Chevron were very poor and had once received an exemption from paying certain taxes. 

A new governor once summoned R’ Chaim Chizkiyah, as Chief Rabbi, before the council. The people of Chevron, both Jews and Arabs, begged the Rav not to go and to have someone else go in his stead, as they were likely to whip him. 
R’ Chaim Chizkiyah confidently told them not to worry; they would do him no harm. Indeed he was right! When he arrived, the entire council stood up respectfully for him and politely asked for his explanation for not paying the taxes, which they accepted.


They apologized for troubling the honored Rabbi and granted the people of Chevron a tax exemption. R’ Chaim Chizkiyah utilized this favorable moment to gain freedom for any people from Chevron who were incarcerated for non-payment of taxes – which was granted! When he returned safely with the good tidings, both Jews and Arabs gathered round to reverently kiss R’ Chaim Chizkiyah’s hands. 

Shortly after he turned 70, R’ Chaim Chizkiyah fell ill and was confined to bed. But he never ceased his Torah study. Whenever his condition even slightly improved, R’ Chaim Chizkiyah tried to utilize the precious time by quickly summoning his prime disciples to learn Torah with them in depth. When his condition deteriorated, and his face was contorted with pain, the words of Torah served as a balm to his spirit and a cure for his pains. While he was immersed in learning Gemara, he was immune to his suffering.


During his illness, a minyan would gather in his home for the three daily prayers. Though he suffered great pain with every word he uttered, R’ Chaim Chizkiyah was able to pray without any pain. Heaven abated his pains during the prayers so that he was able to pronounce the words clearly and purely, as if he had never been ill!


It is remarkable that the Sdei Chemed wrote his will while still in Crimea, when he was but 30 years old – a time when most people do not think about their death. His will is meticulously organized. In every paragraph it is evident how scrupulously he tried to assure that all would be in accordance with Hashem’s Will.


For example, he states that when a person is ill, the Shechinah rests above his head. He therefore asked that those attending him during illness make sure that he is kept clean if he cannot do so by himself. He also asked that his bed and room be kept clean and orderly so as not to depress his visitors. 

He wrote out the text of the announcement of his passing, which is traditionally printed in newspapers, as he felt that the world was mistaken about his greatness in Torah and he wanted to assure that no undue or untrue honor or praise would be written about him. (Excerpted from Baal HaSdei Chemed)

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’era 5780 email of The Weekly Vort.

In the Navy…


Itzik Epstein decided he wanted to serve his Israeli military service in the navy so he had to be interviewed by a navy psychiatrist. 


To ascertain how Itzik would react to danger, the psychiatrist asked: "What would you do if you looked out of that window right now and saw a battleship coming down the street?"


 Itzik replied confidently: "I'd grab a torpedo and sink it." "


And where would you get the torpedo?" the psychiatrist asked. 


"The same place you got your battleship!" Aish.org

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5780 email of Lekavod Shabbos Magazine.

The Rooster That

Did Not Crow

By Nissan Mindel
Published and copyrighted by Kehot Publication Society
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Shmuel was a religious, G‑d-fearing Jew. He was a Torah scholar and was much admired and greatly respected by everyone.


There was a squire who owned the entire town where Shmuel lived. The squire heard of Shmuel’s wisdom and honesty, and appointed him as his business manager.


The squire had complete trust in his Jewish manager. Shmuel was the only person to whom he gave the keys to his safe, knowing that Shmuel would never touch a thing that belonged to another person.


In the squire’s court there was another person who worked as Shmuel’s assistant, who was extremely jealous of his Jewish boss. He was looking for some way of making trouble for Shmuel, hoping to take his place.


Once, when the squire returned from a trip, he made a big party, inviting many guests. He related to his guests the virtues of his Jewish business manager, who was also one of the invited guests, though he could not partake of any of the food served at the party.


The squire then asked Shmuel to bring from his safe the famous diamond he had inherited from his parents. The diamond was known to be one of the largest diamonds in the world, and it was priceless.


All the guests waited breathlessly to behold this rare, precious gem.


A few minutes later Shmuel entered, bearing a golden box decorated with many beautiful gems.


The guests moved forward to get close to the squire and to get the best possible view of this remarkable diamond. But the squire seemed in no special hurry to open the box. First, he gave a lengthy talk on the history of the diamond, and then, finally, he opened the box.


To the horror of all present, the box was empty! The squire was speechless and looked ready to break into tears.


Some of the guests began to shout, “Hang the Jew!”


But the squire could still not believe that Shmuel was guilty of such an act, especially to steal something so precious belonging to his employer. Yet, if Shmuel was the only person who had the keys to the safe, who else could have been the thief?


Turning to his Jewish business manager, the squire said: “It is true that you have served me honestly and devotedly for many years, but it appears that you were not able to resist temptation this time, when you saw this unique gem. Because of your past loyal service, I promise you I will not punish you if you confess your guilt and give me back my precious diamond.”


“Heaven forbid,” called out Shmuel. “I would never steal anything, especially anything belonging to you, my kind and generous employer. I can see that, under the present circumstances, you cannot believe otherwise. But please, I beg you, give me an opportunity to clear myself.”


Shmuel asked the squire to keep all the guests in the hall, for the real thief was present there. Then he asked for permission to go home and bring something which would reveal the identity of the thief.


A short while later Shmuel returned, and, to everyone’s astonishment, he had a black rooster in his hand.


“Honored guests,” called out Shmuel. “I have here a remarkable rooster. It will allow any honest person to stroke it, but no sooner would a thief do so than it would flap its wings and burst out in a cry of cock-a-doodle-doo! And, as the real thief is among us here today, I shall ask all present to come forward, one at a time, and stroke the rooster with their right hand. When the rooster starts to crow—you will know who the thief is.”


Breathlessly and eagerly, the assembled participated in this strange procedure. But when the last of the guests had stroked the rooster and it still remained silent, all the guests began to shout:


“How dare the Jew make a laughingstock out of us with his crazy suggestion!”


“Patience, dear guests. Don’t get excited. I haven’t finished yet,” said Shmuel calmly. “You will soon know who the real thief is.”


Thereupon Shmuel asked the guests to lift up their right hands. They did so, and what the assembled saw were black hands except for one white hand. The white hand was that of Shmuel’s assistant.


“There is the thief,” called out Shmuel. “The rooster I brought is a rooster like any other. All I did was smear its back with soot. I knew that the real thief would be afraid to stroke the rooster, in case it would begin to crow. So he just pretended to stroke the rooster’s back, but didn’t really touch it. So you see, the hands of the innocent guests were black, while the hand of the thief remained white and clean, though in truth, it was the dirtiest in the entire hall.”


“Bravo!” cried all the guests, and made a rush to grab the thief. The culprit had no choice but confess that he had managed to get copies made of the keys to the squire’s safe. He had been quite sure that the Jew would be blamed for the theft. The thief received his just punishment, while Shmuel was reinstated in his important trusted position. (Excerpted from The Storyteller (Kehot, NY).

Reprinted from the Chabad.Org Magazine.

The Last Minute Phone Call for Help Before Shabbat

By Rabbi Shmuel Choueka


One Friday afternoon, shortly before Shabbat, the dispatcher for Chaveirim (who we’ll call Yosef) got a phone call from someone who needed help fixing a flat tire.  Yosef imagined that he was stuck somewhere on the highway, but when the man said that the car was in his driveway a few blocks away, Yosef asked if he could just come after Shabbat to fix it.


The man said that he need it fixed before Shabbat because he was a volunteer for Hatzalah and needed the car in case he would get a call on Shabbat.Yosef agreed to go even though his Shabbat preparations would be cut short.


That night at Yosef’s Shabbat table, his mother-in-law suddenly had a stroke and collapsed. Yosef ran to the phone and called Hatzalah, and in under two minutes, that same man was there to rush her to the hospital, in the same car that Yosef had just fixed. His sacrifice earlier that day had saved her life.

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayesse 5780 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

Learning Torah When

He Had Time
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Rav Yosef Eliyahu Henkin, zt”l and the Chazon Ish, zt”l

Rav Yissocher Frand once related a story. Rav Yosef Eliyahu Henkin, zt”l, once met the Chazon Ish, zt”l, when they were both in Europe. At the time, he did not even know the Chazon Ish, and he certainly did not realize his greatness. 


They both happened to be in the same house waiting to see a certain Rav, and they began talking with one another. Rav Henkin asked the Chazon Ish, “What’s your name?” and the Chazon Ish replied, “My name is Avraham Yeshaya Karelitz.” 


Rav Henkin inquired, “What do you do?” and the Chazon Ish answered, “I own a store.” This was true, as the Chazon Ish’s wife ran a store and that is how he earned a living. 


Rav Henkin then asked, “Do you set aside fixed times for learning Torah every day?” 


The Chazon Ish responded, “When I have time, I learn.” Later, when Rav Henkin was called in to see the Rav he was waiting to speak with, the Rav told him that he was about to leave his position for several months and travel to Russia. He said to Rav Henkin, “There is a young Talmid Chacham waiting outside to see me, and while I am away, I am planning on leaving him in charge of the community. His name is Rav Avraham Yeshaya Karelitz, and he is proficient in all areas of Gemara!” 


Rav Frand comments, “What the Chazon Ish told Rav Henkin was absolutely true. Whenever he had time, he learned. He did not say that when he has time, he will eventually learn, he said he learns! And that is why he became the Chazon Ish!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Your Name is Shaltiel
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Rav Yehudah Yosefi once related that a young man who came from a background that was not so Frum (religiously observant), recently approached Rav Chaim Kanievsky, Shlit”a, for a Brachah (blessing). 


Rav Chaim asked the young man for his name, and the young man replied, “Nimrod”. 


In response, Rav Chaim said to him, “Nimrod? No, not Nimrod. Rather, your name is Shaltiel.” 


Those who were around and heard this, knew that Rav Chaim had a sensitivity to the name Nimrod, but wondered why Rav Chaim chose to call the young man with such a rare name from Tanach, ‘Shaltiel’? 


The young man returned home and informed his parents that from then on, his name would be Shaltiel. His mother said to him, “That is not your name only from today, it is the name you have had since your Bris. However, later on, we thought it was too old-fashioned, so we changed it to Nimrod, and that is what we have always called you. But your real name is already Shaltiel!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Lawyer Who Insulted

The Chafetz Hayyim’s Rabbi

Rabbi Shlomo Bussu recounts a story about Rav Nachum Harodna, who easily granted someone complete forgiveness and went above and beyond to show kindness and his lack of hard feelings. 

The Chafetz Hayyim’s rabbi, Rav Nachum Harodna, zt”l, used to raise money for the poor and needy of his city. He once knocked on the door of a lawyer, but the lawyer became infuriated, and angrily said, “Who do you think you are?! You are an old stupid man! Who appointed you to collect and give out money? You probably take it for yourself! I’m not giving you a penny!” as he slammed the door shut in the face of the righteous Rav Nachum. 

The Rav stood there quietly the whole time, accepting the disgrace and humiliation, without saying a word. He turned around and went on to the next address as he was uttering words of forgiving the man for what he did.


Not long after, this lawyer was charged with tax evasion, was given a very hefty fine, and was sentenced to two years of imprisonment, alone in a faraway prison. Rav Nachum, who understood that his family was obviously in dire need of help, immediately took upon himself to raise the necessary funds to cover their entire budget for that month, and for every month afterwards he made sure to give them everything they needed.


When the lawyer was finally let out of the remote jail, he was anticipating finding his family penniless and homeless. He assumed that his wife had to sell their home and all their furniture to be able to exist for the past two years. He was incredibly surprised to find out that his family was living in their home. And when he saw how all his children were dressed finely and cleanly as they always were when he left, he could barely open his mouth. “How?” he asked his wife.


When the wife explained that Rav Nachum—the very same Rav her husband had embarrassed and degraded—was the one who had been supplying them with all their needs this whole time, his surprise and wonder turned into embarrassment and a deeply guilty conscience. 

He ran to Rav Nachum to beg for forgiveness and express his utter regret for his unforgivable way of treating the Rav and tzaddik. From that day onwards, that lawyer’s hand never left the hand of Rav Nachum, and he turned into an outstanding individual, fulfilling the Torah and mitzvot with generosity and happiness. Because of Rav Nachum’s complete forgiveness and ability to extend such kindness, he showed superior middot.
Reprinted from the Parashat Vayechi 5780 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

Medic Treats Accident 

Victims While on Way

To His Own Wedding

By Orli Harari
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Mordechai Avot at accident scene (photo courtesy of MDA)


Mordechai Avot, 22, a Magen David Adom (MDA) volunteer from Tzfat, didn't expect that the happiest day of his life would look like this.


Mordechai and his friend, Uri Yemini, 21, a paramedic and ambulance driver for MDA, were making their way on Sunday this week from an afternoon prayer service in Meron to Mordechai's wedding in Rosh Pina. Suddenly they noticed two vehicles involved in a car accident.


With Mordechai dressed in groom's clothes, the two jumped out of their vehicle and began providing first aid to a man and woman who had suffered minor injuries. "The road conditions and visibility were very difficult, and the treatment was done under challenging conditions, under heavy fog. When I noticed the accident, I operated automatically, ran to help the injured and did not think about the groom's suit I was wearing. We administered first aid, and an ambulance soon came to evacuate the two, who were lightly injured, to the hospital," Mordechai said.


At the same time that he administered medical treatment, Mordechai also made sure to divert traffic to prevent an accident. "It was important to signal to drivers that there was a hazard along the way," Mordechai recalled. "We, as MDA workers, are always prepared and will always administer aid, anywhere and at any time."


The next day, Mordechai was excited to receive a congratulations from one of the accident victims, who even asked to meet with him and personally thank him for the assistance.

Reprinted from the January 21, 2020 email of Arutz Sheva.
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