Shabbos Stories for Parshas Bereishis 5786

Shabbos Stories For 
Parshas bereishis 5786
Volume 17,  Issue 5  26 Tishrei October 18, 2025
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h
For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Past emails can be found on the website – ShabbosStories.com

Two Inspiring Stories
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The Yeshivah of the Chofetz Chaim, zt”l, in Radin, was in dire financial straits. The Chofetz Chaim visited one of Russia’s wealthiest Jews to ask for help. This man owned a number of large factories, some of which operated on Shabbos. 
The wealthy man was moved by the Chofetz Chaim’s request and immediately gave him a very large donation. When the Chofetz Chaim saw the sum the man had contributed, he burst into tears. 
The wealthy man was distraught. “Rebbe,” he pleaded, “I’ll give you more money, as much as you ask for, but please stop crying!” 
The Chofetz Chaim responded, “It’s not the size of your donation that’s causing me so much anguish. What pains me so much is that a Jew like you, with such a good and kind heart, will have to suffer in Gehinom because of Chilul Shabbos!” 
The wealthy man was deeply moved by the Chofetz Chaim’s sincere pain for him, and he gave his word that he would close all his factories on Shabbos!
*****************************************************************
Rav Gamliel Rabinowitz wrote about Rav Shlomke of Zvhil, zt”l, who was known as a Tzadik who could work wonders, and whose Brachos and actions brought salvation and inspiration to many people, particularly among the residents of Yerushalayim. 
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Despite his efforts to conceal his greatness, certain miracles he performed became widely known, causing great awe and admiration. On one occasion, news of a remarkable miracle he performed spread throughout Yerushalayim. Despite his attempts to avoid publicizing his spiritual power, the extraordinary event could not be hidden. 
One of his close Talmidim, Rav Eliyahu Roth zt”l, seized this opportunity to discuss the miracle with his Rebbe. During their conversation, he asked Rav Shlomke, “How does one attain the ability to perform such great wonders?” 
Rav Shlomke’s response was shockingly simple. He said, “It’s very easy. When you become accustomed to asking Hashem for help with every breath you take and thanking Him afterward, He grants you the power to accomplish such things!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5785 email of Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg’s Torah U’Torah.

The Scent of Gan Eden
By Yoni Schwartz

Martin Friedman, a simple Jew, once came to Israel to visit his children. When there, his son-in-law took him to Rav Ovadiah Yosef, ZT”L, to get a bracha. When they arrived, they saw a line of hundreds of people waiting to speak with him. After waiting some time, their turn arrived.
Rav Ovadiah Yosef took one look at him and asked, “I smell the scent of Gan Eden coming from you. What is your z’chus (merit)?” 
Confused, Mr. Friedman’s son-in-law had to explain to him what the word z’chus even meant. “I don’t know, I'm just a simple Yid,” he said. However, the Rav didn’t let up and kept prying.
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Rav Ovadia Yosef
Eventually, Rav Yosef had convinced him to open up and share the following story: “After the war, our family relocated, and, just like everybody else, we started trying to rebuild our lives. However, night after night, my father worried about the infamous Nazi soap bars, which were made from human flesh and sold commercially to European citizens for profit. 
“He thought, ‘These were innocent Jews and now their flesh is being used to clean the dirty bodies of their murderers?!’ Eventually, he had had enough and took me with him to Europe to search out every soap bar and give it a proper burial. We went across Europe, getting every last soap bar we could find. 
“Finally, at our last house, we met a large and angry German man. With great energy and frustration, he refused to give up his bars of soap. He was about to slam the door in our faces when I said, “Wait! We had just travelled across the entire Europe, gathering every last soap bar. You’re the last house. Please, I’m begging you. What do you want from us? I am even willing to give you my only shirt, the one I’m wearing, and walk back in the freezing cold if you’ll give us the soap.
“And… so it was…” Mr. Friedman continued, “I walked back limping in the cold without a shirt, came back to America, and continued living the rest of my life.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Shoftim 5785 email of Torah Sweets.
Good Noisiness
By Aharon Spetner
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Illustrated by Miri Weinreb

The Donnenberg family looked at the beds in Regal Fine Furniture. “Totty!” said Chesky. “Look! This bed has a steering wheel! Can I get this one?”
“But Chesky, you don’t know how to drive,” said Raizy.
“I don’t think the steering wheel works,” said Hindy.
“But then the bed will crash!” said Nechy.
“Chas veshalom!” said Raizy, startled.
“I still want a bed with a steering wheel,” Chesky insisted.
“No, Chesky,” said Totty. “We are getting these regular beds over here. You’ll have to close your eyes and imagine that your bed has a steering wheel.”
“But I always do that,” Chesky replied. “But if I have a bed with a steering wheel when we move to Fat Man Island, then I will make a lot of friends in my new school because they will all want to come over and drive my bed.”
“It’s Staten Island, Chesky,” said Totty. “And I’m sure you’ll make many friends when we move, even if you have a bed without a steering wheel.”
The Donnenbergs made their way to the checkout counter and Totty paid for the furniture for their new home. Then they went outside to wait for Mommy to pick them up.
It was loud and noisy on New Utrecht Avenue. There was a lot of traffic and honking, and every few minutes a train passed overhead with a thunderous sound.
“It’s so loud!” complained Raizy.
“I can’t wait until we move to Staten Island,” Hindy said. “It’s so much quieter there.”
“Kinderlach,” said Totty. “It’s true that Staten Island is a lot quieter than Boro Park, but there is a big advantage of standing here on this noisy street.”
“What?” asked Nechy, her hands over her ears as another train approached.
Totty smiled as he waited for the train to pass. “I said that standing in a noisy place is a good opportunity for us.”
“Why?” asked Hindy.
“I like the noise,” said Chesky. “Trains make me smile.”
“When was the last time you screamed to Hashem?” Totty asked.
“I don’t think I ever screamed to Hashem,” said Hindy.
“Mommy doesn’t like when we scream,” said Raizy.
“That’s right, Raizy” said Totty. And it is usually not a good idea to scream. It bothers people, and if you scream to Hashem in shul, people might think you’re crazy.
“But right here on New Utrecht Avenue, when a train goes by nobody can hear you scream. But Hashem can. And that means it is a good opportunity to scream out to Hashem. We all have things we daven for. But how often do you get to scream?
“In Parsha Ki Tavo it says ‘Vanitzaak’ - The Yidden in Mitzrayim cried out to Hashem. There is a certain special power to screaming out to Hashem for the things you so badly want. So why don’t we try it? When the next train passes, let us all cry out to Hashem.”
Soon enough, another train came by.
“Ribono Shel Olam!” Totty screamed. “Please give me hatzlocha with my new job as a rebbe in the cheder!”
“Please Hashem! Make sure there are good books to read in my new school!” yelled Hindy.
“Hashem! Please don’t let them have trains near our new house!” cried Nechy.
“Oy oy oy Hashem!” belted Chesky. “Please help me make a lot of friends!”
“Shem! Don’t let Chesky crash his bed!” howled Raizy.
Everyone stopped yelling as the train passed.
“That was beautiful, kinderlach!” said Totty. “Oh look, there’s Mommy!”
Mommy pulled up in the minivan and everyone got in.
“Mommy, we screamed!” said Raizy.
“You did?” asked Mommy.
“Yeah we screamed to Hashem!”
“That’s beautiful!” Mommy replied.
“Kinderlach,” Totty said. “This shouldn’t be a one-time thing. Any time you’re somewhere where there is a lot of noise, use that opportunity to cry out with your tefillos.”
“Totty,” said Hindy. “Can you please put on the new Jimmy Newbrush song?”
“Really?” Totty said, surprised. “I thought you said that song was too noisy.”
“It is,” grinned Hindy. “But I want to scream to Hashem again.”
Have a Wonderful Shabbos

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Tavo 5785 email of Toras Avigdor Junior, based on the Torah teachings of Rabbi Avigdor Miller, zt”l.

The Last Chance

A Torah scholar and G-d fearing man came to the righteous tzaddik Rabbi Meir of Premishlan and expressed his strong desire to ascend to the Land of Israel. The tzaddik asked him: 
“And where will you get the money for such a long journey?” 
The man replied that he intended to turn to his relatives and friends and ask for their help. “With G-d’s help, I will surely succeed in raising from them the necessary sum—four hundred silver dinars,” he said. 
The tzaddik thought for a moment and said: “And what about the loss of Torah study? Isn’t that a waste of precious time?!” 
The man responded: “But what can I do?” 
The tzaddik said to him: “It would be better for you to stay here, engage in Torah and service of G-d, and I will obtain the money for you.” 
The man was surprised, but he agreed to remain and study Torah in the tzaddik’s study hall. As soon as he left the room, Rabbi Meir instructed his attendant not to admit anyone to him for about a month. “Even if it is a man of high stature or a very wealthy person, under no circumstances should you let him in,” he commanded. 

Meir Does Not Worry
At the end of the month, the scholar returned to the tzaddik, who received him as though he had not seen him for many years. The tzaddik asked about his situation, and the man answered he was still waiting to ascend to the Land of Israel. The tzaddik looked at him and said: “But I promised you I would obtain the money. And if you ask, from where will Meir get the money? Meir does not worry, for trust in G-d has no limits. Wait a moment, and I will bring you four hundred silver dinars.” 
The tzaddik then called for his attendant and asked him to open the door for those waiting to enter. Immediately, a distinguished-looking man entered, clearly a wealthy magnate. When he noticed another person in the room, he stepped back, wishing not to intrude. But the tzaddik signaled him to remain, and turning to the Torah scholar he said: 
“I will tell you a story from which you can learn much about human ways.” Then, glancing at the wealthy man who had entered, he added: “Perhaps it will benefit him as well.” 
Once There Was A Rich Jew...
The tzaddik began his tale: Once there was a rich Jew named Reb Moshe. He was blessed with a large home, many possessions, land, and great abundance. But he had one bad trait—he was a miser. Never did he allow a poor man or wandering guest to set foot in his house. All the needy who came to his door, he sent to his neighbor, Mattityahu. 
“There you will receive food and lodging,” he would say. Indeed, Mattityahu the neighbor welcomed all the poor with kindness, exerting himself with his body and money, and hosting them with generosity. He was not wealthy, but his and his wife’s open-heartedness was well known, and thus G-d helped them with sustenance sufficient for their household. In the Heavenly Court, a great accusation arose: How could it be that the wealthy man enjoyed riches, yet gave nothing from his bread to the poor, while Mattityahu, who was not wealthy, extended himself wholeheartedly in acts of kindness? It was decided Reb Moshe’s wealth would be transferred to Mattityahu. 

Before the Final Judgment
Then Elijah the Prophet said: “Before the judgment is final, I request permission to test him. Surely he has a spark of compassion.” 
The Test Elijah dressed as a poor wayfarer and came to the wealthy man’s home in the bitter cold of winter, shivering as he knocked. The servant pleaded with him to leave. “My master is cruel, and he may drive us both away if you stay,” he said. 
At that moment, the rich man entered, cast a scornful glance at the pauper, and rebuked the servant: “How did you allow a stranger to enter my house?” The pauper turned to him and begged for a cup of hot drink to warm his freezing body. But the wealthy man’s face remained hard. “My house is not an inn. Soon you will ask for a meal and a room as well,” he retorted angrily, and ordered his servant to drive the pauper out at once.
Elijah the Prophet returned in shame, and unwillingly had to affirm the harsh judgment pronounced on the rich man.

Rabbi Meir of Premishlan Intervenes
“But then,” Rabbi Meir of Premishlan continued his story, “I myself stood before the Heavenly Court and said: Is it not a fundamental rule that one is not punished unless first warned? Give me the mission, and I will warn the man. 
“Here before me is a Jew who wishes to ascend to the Land of Israel and needs four hundred silver dinars. If Reb Moshe the rich man agrees to give the full sum for this Jew, and begins from now on to give charity generously to all who ask, then the decree will be annulled. But if he does not repent even after my warning, then the judgment will be carried out.” 
A deep silence filled the room. Then the tzaddik turned to the Torah scholar, looking also at the wealthy man standing there, and said: “Here is Reb Moshe himself. Let us hear what he has to say about this...” 
Before the tzaddik even finished speaking, the wealthy man collapsed to the floor in a faint. When they revived him, he burst into bitter tears and cried out: “I am that man! Everything the Rabbi has told is absolutely true. Please, I have sinned, I have transgressed, I have acted wickedly. I repent with all my heart, and from this day forth I will abandon my evil ways.”

They Parted in Peace
Immediately, the wealthy man took out four hundred silver dinars and handed them to the Torah scholar, who stood astonished at what he had seen and heard. With deep emotion, the two of them left the tzaddik’s room. Warmly, the scholar promised the rich man that he would mention his name at the Western Wall. They parted in peace. 
The scholar went straight to bring his wife and children, and set out on his way to the Holy Land. As for the wealthy man—he completely transformed his life. His home was open, and he gave charity generously to all who stretched out a hand. It was not long before he became renowned as the great benefactor of the region.

Reprinted from the Parshat Ki Tavo 5785 email of Living Jewish.
Reb Naftali Tzvi of Ropshitz and the Yid Who Needed to Marry Off His Daughters
By Yehuda Z. Klitnick
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The Heilige Rebbe Reb Naftali Tzvi of Ropshitz, had a chosid, Reb Yitzchok, who was from the upper echelonand elite of the group of the Chassidim. He had a daughter to marry off but was very poor, and couldn’t afford a dowry. Reb Yitzchok was always satisfied and happy with his situation. 
Once when he came to Rebbe with a Kvitel’ and he didn’t mention materialistiac matters, the Rebbe asked: “Why didn’t you mention about your daughter”? Reb Yitzchok answered: “I didn’t want to bother the Rebbe with money matters!” 

Rebbe Tells the Poor Yid to Spend Shabbos in Dorna
The Rebbe insisted that he write another kvitel, and after reading the Kvitel, the Rebbe said: “I want you to go this Shabbos to the city of Dorna, and Hashem will help you with a Shidduch for your daughter”. 
Reb Yitzchok didn’t hesitate, and packed his suitcase, and traveled to Dorna. He had no idea where to go or what does Dorna have to do with a shidduch. He arrived Friday early afternoon, wearing his Shtreimel and Beketcha. His noble appearance caught the eye of an elderly couple, who wanted him to be their guest. They approached Reb Yitzchok and said: I see that you are a Rebbe and it would be our honor to have you as a guest!”
Reb Yitzchok said “I would gladly be your guest, but I am not a Rebbe, only a simple Yid”! 
The elderly couple said “Now we see that you are a Rebbe”. They went to the house to get ready for Shabbos. Reb Yitzchok’s noble and majestic appearance was a magnet to the people of Dorna, and word ran out that a big Rebbe came for Shabbos. It didn’t take long before a large crowd came to give him Shalom, yet when people asked for brachos, Reb Yitzchok simply answered: “You are making a mistake, I am not a Rebbe, only a simple Yid!” 

Had No Choice but to Give Out Blessings
This gesture only emboldened their respect for him, and they insisted he bless them. He had no choice and gave each one Brachos. Just as Reb Yitzchok wanted to go to Shul, a Yid came crying that his daughter suddenly fell unconscious, and the doctors are hopeless, please help her! 
Reb Yitzchok gave a Bracha that she should be well, and went to Shul. Reb Yitzchok was very uncomfortable with the situation, as he knew he was a simple person, and here people believe in him and showering him with money! In Shul he was seated up front. After davening everyone came to say Good Shabbos. The Yid whose daughter was ill, came to thank the Rebbe for his Bracha, as his daughter regained consciousness and was feeling a lot better! 
This was enough to bolster the claim of the people that Reb Yitzchok was a big Rebbe! The Shabbos was nice, and the people of Dorna were gratified to have such an honored guest. Reb Yitzchok, though, was waiting for Motzei Shabbos to leave, as he was upset that the people were making a big mistake. But, the people insisted he must stay overnight, as many people came specially from nearby towns to visit the Rebbe. He obliged, and before leaving the city, the Rosh Hakahol came to thank Reb Yitzchok and gave him a nice sum of money, but had a request. He was married for 17 years and had no children, and he wants the Rebbe to bless him with a child. Reb Yitzchok blessed him that he shall bear a son this year. 
Reb Yitzchok came back to Ropshitz, and went to his Rebbe. He couldn’t come to himself over the dramatic Shabbos. He handed the Rebbe all the Kvitlach and money he received. I am not a Rebbe, and I didn’t earn this honestly! 
The Rebbe said: Give me the Kvitlach and the money keep for the dowry. Reb Yitzchok was now able to find a good Shidduch for his daughter. The following year, Reb Yitzchok who had another daughter, was again advised by his Rebbe to go to Dorna for Shabbos. Reb Yitzchok was again uncomfortable, but listened to his Rebbe. 
He arrived Friday in Dorna, and went to his hosts of the previous year, who were grateful that he came again. Word went out fast that Reb Yitzchok the Rebbe was back. Meanwhile the Rosh Hakahal came to thank Reb Yitzchok and reveal the good news that he had a boy that day and he insists that Reb Yitzchok stayin Dorna to be Sandek. This was good news for Dornaand hundreds of people came for Brachos. Many people came to tell stories of how they were helped by Reb Yitzchok. 
The Shabbos and that week was very elevating, and Reb Yitzchok was Sandek at the Bris. He was showered with money and honor, and he began to think, maybe he is a Rebbe! After all, so many people were helped by him. But, Reb Yitzchok tried hard to overcome this theory, and worked on his prestige, that he was a simple Yid!
This time when he came to his Rebbe to give the Kvitlach and the money, the Gabbay didn’t allow him to meet the Rebbe. Reb Yitzchok decided to wait until the Rebbe left his room. When the Rebbe noticed Reb Yitzchok, he stated sarcastically: I have hundreds of difficult cases, since you are a Rebbe, please help these people! 
Reb Yitzchok saw that the Rebbe grasped his thoughts, but he said that he did Teshuva on those foolish thoughts! The Rebbe scolded Reb Yitzchok that he even had such thoughts, saying that a person must despise Kavod even in his thoughts! Reb Yitzchok agreed, and when the Rebbe saw his sincerity, took the Kvitlach and gave all the money to Reb Yitzchok, who now had enough money to marry off all his children. Reb Yitzchok learned a valuable lesson in chassidus!

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5885 email of Pardes Z. Klitnick.
The Ari Hakadosh and
Rabbi Pinchas ben Yair

The Ari Hakadosh was studying with his students. One of his young students entered and came to discuss something with his Rebbi the Ari Hakadosh. It was Rabbi Shmuel Azidah, later the author of Midrash Shmuel on Pirkei Avos. The Ari Hakadosh stood up in honor of his student and called out, "Boruch Habba." He took Rabbi Shmuel aside and spent a long time talking to him. 
The other students were amazed. They couldn't understand why their Rebbi had stood up in honor of one of the younger students. Afterwards Rabbi Chaim Vital went up to his Rebbi and said, "Rebbi, I cannot hold back and I have to ask the Rebbi, what was so special that Rabbi Shmuel received such honor, something the Rebbi has never done in the past?" 
The Ari Hakadosh replied, "you should know that I never stood up for Rabbi Shmuel, nor did I say Boruch Habba to him. When he walked in, he was accompanied by the holy Tanna Rabbi Pinchas ben Yair who was above his head, and it was to him I said Boruch Habba. And the reason Rabbi Pinchas ben Yair accompanied him is because he did a Mitzva today that Rabbi Pinchas ben Yair used to do regularly in his lifetime." 
The Ari Hakadosh went on to explain the depth behind the words of Chazal that say 'Habo Litaher Mesa'ayin Oisoi' someone who comes to purify himself and better his behavior he is helped from Heaven. This means that when a person wants to do a Mitzva, then a Tzaddik or Tzaddikim that in their lifetime focused and searched after this Mitzva, their Neshama comes down and joins the person doing the Mitzva. And it is with their help we can succeed in fulfilling the Mitzva. Without their help the Yetzer Harah would entice us not to do the Mitzva and we wouldn't have the power to fight. 
Rabbi Chaim Vital was even more curious now. So, he went out looking for Rabbi Shmuel and asked him, "please tell me what Mitzva you did today?" 
Rabbi Shmuel replied, "This morning I got up early and I went to Shul. On my way I heard terrible crying. I decided to check it out. So, I followed the noise and entered the home. There I saw a whole family without any clothes on crying bitterly. They told me that robbers had broken into their home and taken everything from them. They had even forcibly taken their clothing they were wearing. So, I took off my outer clothing and gave it to the father and I went home and put on my Shabbos clothes, as you can see I am wearing my Shabbos clothes." 
Rabbi Chaim Vital kissed him and went back to the Ari Hakadosh and told him the story. The Ari Hakadosh replied, "Rabbi Pinchas ben Yair used to do Pidyon Shevuyim (redeeming people who were kidnapped) and help poor and broken people. That is why he came down to join Rabbi Shmuel." 

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5785 email of Inspired by a Story by Rabbi Dovid Caro.

Connecting to the King Every Day
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The Ben Ish Chai

The Ben Ish Chai (Rav Yosef Chaim of Baghdad zy”a) related a moshol on this topic: A king wished to show gratitude to two of his loyal subjects, so he came up with an innovative way to reward them. He said that he would give each of them 365 gold coins over the course of a year – amounting to one coin for each day. 
One of the men asked to be given it all in a lump sum, whereas the other asked to be given one coin every day. The first man asked the second, “Why did you want to get your coins this way? Wouldn’t it be easier to get all at once, rather than having to come to the palace every day to get one coin?” 
The second man answered, “I won’t be coming just for the coin. The main thing I want is to see the king’s face in order to thank him for his kindness. If I can see him every day, of course I will do it. Especially because this means that I will get to further my relationship with him and get even closer to him.” 
In this vein, Dovid Hamelech said (Tehillim 23:6): “Only good and kindness will I pursue all the day of my life. And I will dwell in the house of Hashem for the length of my days.” He was asking to receive Hashem’s kindness every day so that he should be able to be in His home every day and to thereby connect to Him and have the ability to speak directly to Him.

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitavim 5785 email of The Way  of Emunah: Collected Thoughts on the Weekly Parsha from Rabbi Meir Isamar.
True Humility

The esteemed chossid Reb Noteh of Malastirzineh was a very simple and humble person, and whenever he visited Lubavitch, he presented himself like a commoner. Once he arrived there on a market day. At such times, so many thieves roamed the streets looking to take advantage of the trade season, that the Tzemach Tzedek instructed the local residents not to allow any strangers to sleep in the shul. Reb Noteh had just arrived and was about to lie down to rest in the shul, when some young men, who did not recognize him, told him that this was not allowed.
Reb Noteh pleaded with them, trying to convince them that he was not a thief. The young men persisted and started to forcefully remove him from the shul. Amidst the commotion, the Maharin, Reb Yisroel Noach, the son of the Rebbe, entered the room. When he saw the situation, he shouted, “What are you doing?! This is Reb Noteh!”
They boys knew of Reb Noteh and were shocked and embarrassed. To their surprise, he turned to the Maharin and said, “What do you want from them? This was the instruction of the Rebbe! They were right! And who am I, anyway...?”

Hearing so much praise sung about Reb Noteh, one of the younger chassidim wanted to meet this great chossid and get to know him. Such an opportunity presented itself during one of his trips to Lubavitch, when he found out that Reb Noteh was also there. He hurried excitedly to where Reb Noteh was being hosted. Just as he was about to enter the inn, he noticed someone on his way out. “Is Reb Noteh from Malastirzineh here?” the young chossid asked, pronouncing the name Reb Noteh with great reverence. The man however, answered with lackluster, “Eh! People exaggerate! There’s a tiny village out there called Malastirzineh, and over there can be found a simple Reb Notke... and this they turn into something spectacular.”
Hearing such dishonorable words being spoken about Reb Noteh, the young man angrily rebuked the other, even slapping him on his cheek. The great chossid continued on his way and the young man entered the inn, again inquiring where he could find Reb Noteh.
“He just walked out; you must have seen him,” he was told.
Realizing that the man he had spoken to earlier had been Reb Noteh, he was filled with remorse and hurried to ask forgiveness. Reb Noteh laughed and asked, “For what? What have you done to me?”

Repriinted from the Parshat Ki Tavo 5785 email of The Weekly Farbrengen.
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