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Splitting the Costs of a “Normal Size” Wedding of 1,000 Plus Guests!
By Sara Yoheved Rigler
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Tzivia Jesmer relates the following story:


When my son, Yaakov, became engaged to Leah (Machlis), the four parents met to discuss who would pay for what. We agreed that we would pay for half the wedding.


A couple of weeks in, I realized the wedding hall the Machlis’ were looking for was huge, and our half of the cost would be way beyond our budget. I called Henny (Machlis a’h) and told her that our concept of a ‘normal’ size wedding was different than theirs, and I didn’t know what to do, because I didn’t want to cause any trouble. I asked, “Why do we need such a big hall?”


Henny replied, “We really need to invite a lot of people.” I know the Machlis’ do this amazing hachnasas orchim, but I didn’t realize that they extend the concept to every aspect of their lives.


So I said, “Well, the last couple's wedding that we made had a total of 300-400 people, and that’s what I was expecting. What are you expecting?”


Henny said, “We have to be prepared for the possibility that there will be closer to 1,000.” I wasn’t sure what to do, and asked Henny if she was okay if I would ask a Rav. She was completely agreeable, and said they would do whatever the Rav says.


The Rav said that whatever is the normal amount that we would invite, that’s what we are obligated to pay for. I called Henny back and told her. She said, “I’m 100% okay with that.” I told her we would pay for the 200 guests that we would invite. She said, “That will help so much.”


A week and a half before the wedding, Henny called me. “I was thinking about the wedding, and we are going to invite a lot of people. And after the wedding, through the grapevine, everyone you know will hear that your son got married and that there were 1,000 people at the wedding. And I don’t want you to be walking down the street and see someone you know and feel bad that they weren’t invited to the wedding when they know there were 1,000 people there.


So I just want you to know that Mordechai (R’ Machlis) and I feel very strongly that anybody and everybody that you would want to invite, you should invite, and don't worry about the numbers or the money. You pay for 200, and we will pay for the rest.”


I was dumbfounded. “Are you sure you want to take that on?” I asked Henny. And she replied, “Hashem is big. He can pay for whatever” (Emunah with Love and Chicken Soup, p.369-370).

Reprinted from the Parshat Eikev 5777 email of A Short Vort – Mrs. Michal Horowitz.

Who Does the Favor

For Another Yid?
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Rabbi Sholom DovBer of Lubavitch, zt”l and his son, 
Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak, also of Lubavitch, zt”l

Rebbe Shalom Ber of Lubavitch zt’l once asked his son, Rebbe Yosef Yitzchak zt’l, to do a favor for a certain Yid. Upon completing the mission, Rebbe Yosef Yitzchak returned to his father and said, “I completed the mission. I did a favor for that Yid.” 

His father replied, “You are wrong on two counts: You said, ‘I completed the mission…’ That isn’t true, because Hashem helped that person, not you. Heaven decreed that his problems should be resolved on this date and time, and that is the reason he received his salvation when he did. If it wouldn’t be you who helped him, someone else would have helped him. So, it wasn't you who helped him, but Hashem. 

Your second error is that you think you did a favor for that Yid. Actually, that Yid did a favor for you. As the Midrash says, ‘More than the baal habayis does for the pauper, the pauper does for the baal habayis,’ because the one who performed the kindness, is the one who earned the most.” 

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Baal Shem Tov and

The Haughty Rich Chasid

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


The Baal Shem Tov (a.k.a. Besht) had many Chassidim (followers) one of whom, who we will call Berel, was exceedingly rich and gifted. But, despite Berel’s good qualities, or perhaps because of them, he was blatantly haughty and condescending to those less wealthy than he, (namely everybody around him).


One day while in shul (synagogue) in the middle of his prayers, he had a great revelation! It became clear that he deserved much more honor than he was getting. Suddenly a sentence in the prayer book stood out as though it was calling to him and mocking him:


“G-d casts down the haughty to the earth and raises the humble high.”


“Eh!? He thought to himself, I’m haughty am I?! G-d will cast me down?! And He will raise up these worthless paupers?!  We’ll see about that!!!”�


Insane with anger, he removed his Tallit (prayer shawl) and Tefillin, left the Shul and began stopping people in the street, “Who is the wealthiest man you know?” And of course everyone answered, “Oh you are!”


But as he moved out of the Jewish section to an area where people didn’t know him, he began to get a different reply: “Wealthiest man? Why Bishop Thaddeus. He’s is the greatest and richest by far.”� 


To his dismay no one he asked had even heard of Berel the Jew while everyone knew that the Bishop lived in a huge palace and was as wealthy as the King.


Beryl was stunned. He asked for directions to the Bishop’s palace and in a short time found himself standing before the huge gate. Through the bars he could see that the palace was immense! At least a hundred times bigger than his house. He felt like an ant. Meanwhile the Bishop must have seen him from a distance and sensed that he had netted a big fish because he sent several of his servants to give Beryl a royal reception.


They escorted Beryl into the palace where the Bishop greeted him warmly flowering him and the Jewish people with praises and flattery and asked him to be seated and got right to the point.


He had his servants bring him a parchment, pen and ink, wrote a few short paragraphs promising Beryl untold wealth and power, ordered his servants to bring vodka, noting that he knew that Jews didn’t drink non-Jewish wine, and two small cups and proposed a toast!!


Of course Beryl didn’t suspect that the vodka had been spiked and after the first L’Chiam, he was willing to do almost anything he was told.


The Bishop took the pen and said, “First, I’ll sign right here that I agree to teach you how to be a very very rich man. There! Now you Mr. Beryl just take this pen and sign here, see? Right here, that’s it! See? That you are accepting upon yourself to be a good Catholic, and here again, right here on this line that if you cancel the agreement you forfeit all you have to the Church. Ahh! Wonderful!!!”�


After signing, poor Beryl slumped in his chair and the last thing he heard was the Bishop saying, “You look very tired, we will give you a place to rest  and tomorrow we will begin learning.”


Late that night Beryl woke up. His head was throbbing and his body felt heavy. “Where am I?” he moaned to himself. The moonlight that shone through a small lone window some twenty feet above him illuminated the large symbols and strange icons that covered the walls. Slowly his memory brought him back to his tragic reality. He had signed his soul away! And now he was locked in some sort of prison tower.


“My G-d what have I done! Oh my G-d!!!”�


 His head was throbbing worse than ever but he knew he had to escape. As quietly as possible he lifted the bed on its end and leaned it against the wall under the window. On the bed he balanced a small empty chest and on the chest he lifted one of the chairs. He managed to climb up onto the chair praying that the whole thing wouldn’t collapse and lifted himself to the window.


He stuck his head outside. It was a three-story drop, but there were a lot of bushes down there and he had no other choice, he couldn’t remain another instant in this sickening horrid defilement. He pulled himself up, into the open window, whispered “Shma Yisroel” closed his eyes and he was falling! Spinning! The wind was rushing fast!  Unconscious!


When he came to and saw he could stand up, he began to run. It was a miracle that nothing was broken. The moon illuminated the path in the forest. He didn’t look back; he was so afraid. He just ran and ran and said over and over “I’m sorry, G-d, I’m Sorry! Thank you for saving me, Thank you!!”�


An hour later he reached the Baal Shem Tov’s synagogue in the forest. It was well after midnight but the Besht was standing in the open door waiting for him. 


“Please! Help me I’ve sold my soul to the devil!!” shouted Beryl as he fell, weeping bitterly, at the Besht’s feet.


“Now do you understand the meaning of ‘G-d casts down the haughty?,’ softly asked the Baal Shem. Beryl responded by weeping even louder and with a more broken heart.


“Stand up my friend,”  continued the Besht, z’Now you will see how G-d raises the humble high. Look over there!” The Besht pointed to the horizon. 


“What do you see?” He looked where the Besht pointed and saw that the horizon was beginning to shine. “Ahh! The sun is rising. There is hope! Correct?” he answered


“No it’s not the sunrise”, said the Besht. The sun rises from the east and you are looking to the west. What you see is fire. See the huge tongues of flame? It’s. the Bishop’s castle burning to the ground!! Together with the agreement you signed!!!”


Beryl not only received his wealth back, but found even a greater treasure, humility.

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

Twice a Life Saver!
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The bombing at the Sbarro in Yerushalayim in 2001


Sometimes, a person has the ability to look back at events, and he is able to see how the Hand of Hashem guides everything. In the summer of 2001, a Jewish businessman from America went to Eretz Yisroel for business meetings. Prior to attending one of these meetings, he went to a restaurant on King George Street to get something to eat. 


He was annoyed to see that there was a long line of customers waiting ahead of him. As he waited, he kept impatiently glancing at his watch. The man in front of him turned around and said, “You seem to be in a hurry. I am not in any rush today. Why don’t you switch places with me? It does not bother me to wait another five minutes.” 


The man was surprised that someone would do this, but he happily and thankfully accepted the offer. He soon got his order, quickly ate, and left the restaurant. He walked only about 200 feet, when he heard a loud explosion, and he turned around to see the Sbarro Restaurant, where he had been moments earlier, engulfed in flames. 


It took a few moments for the sight to register in his mind, and even more so, that the Jew who had changed places with him was probably a victim, and he had taken his place! He realized that he should have still been eating at that moment, but someone let him go before them in line. He immediately ran into the wrecked building and searched through the rubble, looking for the kind person that saved his life. 


It took the American businessman two days of searching and visiting all the hospitals, until he finally found him. He lay in a hospital bed seriously injured, accompanied by his adult son. The business man said to the son, “Your father saved my life!” and he told him about how his father had changed places with him. 
With tears in his eyes, the man took out his business card and gave it to the son. He said, “I run a business in America, and I have to return to the states now. This is my number. If there is anything I can do whatsoever to help your family, please let me know. Your father gave me my life, and I would like to help you in any way that I can.” 


Three weeks later, the businessman received a call from that man’s son. Apparently, his father’s injuries required surgery that was beyond what could be provided for him in Eretz Yisroel. He needed a specific surgery which was performed proficiently in Boston, and the son asked if the business man could help them. 


Without hesitating, the man got to work, and within a few hours it was all arranged, from start to finish. Surgery was scheduled for mid-September, and he would meet them at Kennedy Airport when they landed to be with them for the entire process. 


On Tuesday, September 11, 2001, the American businessman left his office on the 101st floor of the Twin Towers at 8:00 in the morning. At 8:31, the first plane that took down the Twin Towers struck the 93rd floor. It became clear that the Jew from Israel had been involved in saving this man’s life twice. It is not always apparent, but Hashem is guiding all the events in our lives, and if we focus our eyes well enough, we can see the Hand of Hashem ‘pulling all the strings’!

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Pearls of Wisdom… A Word for the Ages 

Worrying About Getting

Too Much Honor?
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Chazon Ish, zt”l and the Steipler Gaon, zt”l


The Sfas Emes taught that by the Mitzvah of Hachnosas Orchim, the guest is a Cheftza Shel Mitzvah— an item that is used for a Mitzvah, and there is Kedushah, holiness, on him. 


Rav Chaim Brim, zt”l, would often travel from Yerushalayim to Bnei Brak to learn with the Chazon Ish. One time, Rav Chaim missed the bus back home, and he had no choice but to return to the Chazon Ish and ask if he could stay for the night. The Chazon Ish happily invited him in. 


Rav Chaim later said that three great people cared for him that night: The Chazon Ish, The Steipler Gaon, and the Steipler’s Rebbetzin, who was the Chazon Ish’s sister. He said, one person served him bread, another brought out butter; someone brought a pillow, another got a blanket, and so on, for all his needs. 


He told the Chazon Ish that he didn’t want everyone to work for him, and he didn’t need any of this honor. The Chazon Ish replied, “Since when does an Esrog state an opinion about itself? An Esrog doesn’t tell the one who bought it whether it is beautiful or not, or if it is worthy or not. So too, one shouldn’t measure himself whether he is worthy of honor or not.” 


The Chazon Ish said, “Right now, you are a Mitzvah, and you deserve to be served and honored!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A Jew’s Miracle at Walmart
By Jack E. Rahmey
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An amazing story that I heard first-hand and read in Rabbi David Ashear's Daily Emunah book a while ago, is about a businessman who had been licensed to sell clothing with Disney characters.


One day he received a call from Disney informing him that they needed to take away his license because they had given it out to too many vendors. The man was devastated, these products were the staple of his business, and losing them would deal him a crippling blow. 

He actually had a meeting scheduled that week with Wal-Mart to discuss the sale of his Disney line of clothes, and now he would have nothing to show them. He was thinking of canceling the meeting, but then he decided that he would place his trust in Hashem. 

He called his Rabbi to receive some encouragement, and the Rabbi told him,"Your Parnasah doesn't come from Disney, it comes from Hashem. Strengthen your trust in Hashem, and everything will be fine." The man was very encouraged, and he made his way to the meeting with the buyer from Wal-Mart relying solely on Hashem's help.
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Along the way, he just happened to meet his brother-in-law, something that had never happened before. His brother-in-law was in the children’s shoe business, and the man told him of his predicament and how he was on the way to meet with Wal-Mart. 

His brother-in-law told him that he was also trying to strike a deal with Wal-Mart, and he had received a license from Dr. Seuss to sell sneakers with the "Cat in the Hat" license. His brother-in-law suggested that he try to sell clothing with the "Cat in the Hat" designs, but the man told him that he didn't even have a license yet, and had nothing to show them. 

His brother-in-law said that all of the posters he had with him had pictures of sneakers, but he did have a piece of scrap paper with a design for the "Cat in the Hat". He offered to give him the drawings so he could show them to the Wal-Mart buyer.


So this man went into the meeting with nothing but this scrap of paper with hand drawings of the "Cat in the Hat" design on it. The buyer at the meeting asked him about Disney, and he explained that he no longer carried a license to sell Disney clothes, but he then took out the picture of the "Cat in the Hat" design.


He explained that American kids these days do a lot of reading, and Dr. Seuss's books are extremely popular. Being that Wal-Mart was "America's store" it would really be great for them to carry this "Cat in the Hat" clothing. 

The buyer was very impressed, and he called in his staff. All the Wal-Mart executives came and looked at this scrap of paper which the man just happened to pick up on his way to the meeting. Everybody loved the idea, and they extended the largest order to this man that he had ever received.


Immediately after the meeting he called up Dr. Seuss and obtained the "Cat in the Hat" license. Wal-Mart loved the idea so much that they had a person stand by the entrance of each of its 2500 stores wearing the hat from the "Cat in the Hat." This man placed his full trust in Hashem, and Hashem came through all the way!
Reprinted from the Parshat Ekev 5777 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes
It Once Happened

The Rabbi’s Advice to 

The Bitter Husband on 

How to Kill His Wife


A Jew came to the rabbi of his town with a problem. "I don't know what to do. I really hate my wife. It seems like she is always doing things to aggravate me." In shame, the man continued, "Sometimes I even think of killing her!"

The wise rabbi looked at the man pensively. "How long have you felt this way?"


"Almost since the time we married," replied the man. "It wasn't so bad at first. But when she irritated me, I found it impossible to behave nicely or civilly toward her. And now, I dream of being rid of her forever."


The rabbi stroked his beard and then said, "You know, there is a way you can kill her without even being held responsible!"


The man's eyes opened wide. Never had he expected the rabbi to be an accomplice, but he needed all the help he could get. "Tell me, rabbi, what can I do?"


"Well," explained the rabbi to the simple man, "the Midrash tells us that if a man pledges a large sum of money to charity and doesn't pay it, his punishment will be that his wife will die. All you need to do is pledge a large sum of money to the shul and not pay it! Within a year, I assure you, your wife will be dead."


The man was overjoyed with his good fortune of having such an understanding and wise rabbi.


"But," added the rabbi, "You wouldn't want anyone to think that you are not paying the pledge intentionally to kill your wife. You wouldn't want G-d to think that either, would you?"


The man nodded his head. "What should I do, rabbi?"


"Well," began the rabbi. "For starters, you must treat your wife exceptionally well for the next few months."


The man was horrified. "Rabbi, I don't even treat my wife a little bit nicely because, as I told you, I can't stand her. And now, you want me to behave exceptionally kindly toward her?"


"It's the least you can do so that people don't think you're killing her intentionally, isn't it?"


The man nodded and the rabbi continued. "First, buy her a new dress. How long has it been since she's gotten a new dress?"


The man acknowledged that his wife hadn't gotten a new dress since they were married seven years previously. "And also," the rabbi continued, "make sure to give her a little spending money."


The man rolled his eyes. "She always complains that she doesn't have enough money to make good meals. But I know it's just an excuse to upset me!"


The rabbi smiled and added, "Say something nice to her once in a while. Even compliment her in public, just so that people will think you really like her, of course," the rabbi added conspiratorially.


The man left the rabbi's study beaming. He immediately made a large pledge to a charitable organization and began counting the hours until he'd be rid of his wife. He did follow the rabbi's advice, though, and went out to buy his wife a new dress. 


She, of course, could not understand her husband's change of heart. When he also gave her some "pocket money," she went to the market and purchased some nice fruits and vegetables, even a bit of meat. She prepared a delicious meal to show her appreciation.


Weeks passed, with the man marking off the days on his calendar and simultaneously behaving decently, for once, toward his wife.


At the end of two months, the man stopped marking his calendar. He and his wife were happier than they had ever been during their entire marriage. The more pleasant the husband was, the more he complimented his wife and tried to help her, the more she tried to please him in every way.


After a half year had passed, the husband had totally forgotten about his little conversation and "arrangement" with the rabbi. It wasn't until the year was nearly up, when he remembered about the pledge and the repercussions if it wasn't paid. He immediately ran to the rabbi.


"Rabbi, the year is nearly up and I still haven't paid the pledge," the man said frantically.


"Nu," said the rabbi. "Soon you will have peace and quiet. What are you worried about?"


"You don't understand, rabbi. I love my wife. She is the most wonderful person in the world. She can never do enough to please me and I get such pleasure from doing things that make her happy. I don't want her to die!"


"Oh my, that is a problem," replied the rabbi. "Your only choice then, is to pay the pledge."


"But Rabbi, I pledged a huge sum, something I could never possibly pay!"


"You must borrow the money then, and pay it out little by little. I will even give you a note of recommendation to some free-loan funds," offered the rabbi. "After all, it is a matter of life and death!"


"I don't know how I can ever thank you," the relieved husband told the rabbi. "Certainly that my wife should remain alive is worth all the money in the world!"


The man borrowed the money to pay the pledge. Every month he paid back a little of the money and they lived happily ever after 
Reprinted from the Parshat Devorim 5777 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
Rav Yitzchok Zilber’s Pressing First Question On Coming to Eretz Yisroel
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Rav Yitzchok Zilber, O”BM, the founder of Toldos Yeshurun, an organization that re-educates estranged Russian Jews about the heritage that was snatched from them, is known as the Father of contemporary Russian Jewry. 

A native of Kazan, Russia, Rav Zilber was born just before the Russian Revolution in 1917, but was discreetly taught Torah by his revered father and not only completed Shas several times during his years in Russia, but also taught Torah to many others. 

During World War II, he was imprisoned in Stalin’s gulag where he managed to keep Shabbos despite the inhumane conditions. He later had to flee from the KGB, which wanted to arrest him for his Torah activities in Russia. 

In 1972, he emigrated to Israel. As he walked off the airplane on his arrival in Israel and embraced the custom agent. “Chavivi! My dear one!” shouted Rabbi Zilber as he gave the man a bear-hug embrace. 

“It is so wonderful to be here and talk to a Jew like a Jew!” 

The man offered a polite smile and a pleasant Shalom. “Please tell me,” pleaded Rav Zilber with an intensity that seemed to announce a question whose answer would solve all the problems facing Jews for the millennia. 

“For years I am struggling with this problem. Please tell me, how did you understand the K’tzos Hachoshen on the topic of Areiv?” (The K’tzos Hachoshen is a commentary on the Shulchan Aruch, Code of Jewish Law.) 

“What is a K’tzos Hachoshen?” came the reply. 

Rav Zilber was puzzled. He tried another query. “Maybe you can explain how you understood the last Mishnah in (tractate) Uktzin?” 

“Mishnah? Uktzin? K’tzos? What are you talking about?” 

Rav Zilber, recalling the difficulties he had trying to teach and study Torah in Russia was mortified. In honest shock, he asked the man. How is this possible? You mean to tell me that you live here in Israel and have the ability to learn Torah. And you don’t know what the Ktzos is? You never heard of Mishnah Uktzin? 

Rav Zilber began to cry. The customs agent was so moved by Rabbi Zilber’s simple sincerity that he began to study Torah. (as told over by Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetzky.)
Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.

The Man Who Just Returned 10,000 Shekels to Someone Who Lost It

By Shira Cohen


Nimrod Elias found a wallet which had over 10,000 shekels in it plus credit cards. He didn’t hesitate for a moment and didn’t think he should keep the money; he just gave it back to the owner as fast as possible.  


He posted what he did soon after and impressed many social media followers with his deeds and thoughts. “I must share something emotional with you that just happened to me now. I’m going down the street and I see a wallet on the side of the street. I open it and see bills and credit cards. After checking it I noticed that all the bills were very orderly just like in a bank. All the 200 shekel notes, all the 100 shekel notes and all the 50 shekel notes were in a neat orderly bunch.”

Elias counted the money and saw the wallet had no less than 10,000 shekels not including the credit cards. “Let’s not be naïve; most of us would take the money, smile and thank G-d,” Elias wrote. But I had a feeling the money was meant for something specific. After checking the credit cards, I was able to find the person from his name on the card and we met. It was then I found out the money was earmarked for an operation for the man’s 10 year old son that was battling cancer.”

“The man burst into tears and I cried with him. He even wanted to give me some of the money out of gratitude, but of course I refused it. These 10,000 shekels may not be mine, but I gained a mitzvah and it made my day! Be good people! It’s worth more than all the money in the world!”

Reprinted from the Parshat Eikev 5777 email of Hidabroot.

Rav Pam Connects 

Courtesy and Respect

By Rabbi Pinchos Lipschutz
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A talmid approached Rav Avrohom Pam before bein hazemanim. “I am returning home,” he said, “and I have several non-religious aunts who will extend their hands in greeting when I arrive. How should I handle it?”


“I will share with you a rule I live by,” Rav Pam replied. “If a person expresses himself with courtesy and respect, then others around him will respect him even if they don’t understand his practice. If you are polite and considerate, and explain the halacha with confidence, then I assure you they will respect your conviction and not take it personally.”


Rav Pam’s rule for life is a guiding light for this season of travel and relaxation, as well as all year round.


We have to know who we are, and then those around us will know it too.

We is good people. Reprinted from the August 11, 2017 website of Matzav.com Originally published in the Parshas Eikev 5777 email of the Yated Ne’eman
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