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The following vignettes are about our gedolei Yisrael of the past generation and what they went through – without complaint – to achieve their greatness. 
Horav Aharon Leib Shteinman, zl, was a young bochur learning in Switzerland after the war, living in extreme poverty. His room was unheated during the freezing European winters. To keep warm, he had only a thin blanket – so thin that, when snow would fall through the cracks of the roof and land on his bed, he would be covered in snow. 
However, he refused to leave, saying, “If I move to a warmer place, I might lose the hasmadah, diligence, I have here.” 
He would rather shiver through the night than lose his geshmak in learning. Years later, when he was already a revered lead of the generation, he once remarked to a talmid: “The warmth that a person feels in Torah never comes from the blanket – it comes from the fire inside.” 
When Horav Shmuel Rozovsky, zl, was a bochur in Europe, he was so poor that he couldn’t afford bread. He would live on scraps of food given to him by kindhearted neighbors. Yet, he once said that those were the happiest days of his life. 
“I was hungry,” he said, “but I was filled with Torah. And that hunger made every word of Torah taste sweeter.” 
He used to say that the letters of the Gemarra became engraved on his heart during those days of hardship. Horav Chaim Kanievsky’s life was a constant expression of sacrifice of Torah, but one small story captures it best. 
A relative once entered his home and found him eating a small piece of bread with sardines – standing up. When asked why he didn’t sit down to eat properly, Rav Chaim replied simply: “If I sit, it takes longer.” 
Even the extra seconds of sitting were too precious to waste when they could be used for Torah. Every moment, every breath, was sacrificed to learning.

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5786 email of Peninim on the Torah prepared and edited by Rabbi L. Scheinbaum of Hebrew Academy of Cleveland.

Sorry, We're Closed
By James David Weiss
 
Rabbi Berel Wein tells the story of a man who was a mortgage broker. He owned a business which serviced mortgages too small for the giant firms to handle. One day he received a call from the president of his largest client, the Equitable Life Insurance Company. "Joe," he announced, "I am going to be in town on Tuesday and I'd like to meet with you. We're thinking about enlarging our small policy sector. What is a good time for you?"
Now, Joe was put on a spot. Succot was slated to begin on Tuesday and Joe wondered how this man would take the postponement. "Actually," he replied, "Tuesday is impossible for me."
"No problem, let's make it Wednesday," came the accommodating counter-offer.
Joe wished he hadn't said that. "You know, come to think of it, Wednesday is not very good either."
The president of Equitable became annoyed. "What do you mean?" he asked. "I am giving you two days from which to choose. You know, I don't fly to your town that often."
Joe decided to play it straight. "Let me explain. Perhaps you didn't know but I am an observant Jew and the holiday of Succot falls on Tuesday and Wednesday - my offices are closed on both days."
The president was incredulous. "Surely, you don't mean to tell me there is no one around your offices for two consecutive business days?"
Joe told him the truth, "That's our policy."
"But what if there's an emergency? What if a vital call comes through? We deal in a service business and accessibility to our customers is of prime importance. Joe, if what you're telling me is so, then I'm going to have to reevaluate our whole relationship." With that the president hung up.
Joe attended synagogue that Succot as he did every other Succot. On Thursday morning, upon his return to the office, the first phone call he received was from the president of Equitable.
"Joe, I flew into town on Tuesday and I checked you out. Sure enough, you were closed, so I did some other business. To tell you the truth, I was feeling pretty hot that you couldn't find time for me. Now, I don't know why I did this, but I stayed over and on Wednesday afternoon I called again. I was told by your service that you wouldn't be in until Thursday because of religious observance. Two whole days off when the rest of the world is doing business! Imagine that.
"In this day and age, it's got to take a lot of conviction for someone to do that. Joe, I've changed my mind about you. I'm coming to town next Friday to review our position. I think anyone who has the courage to stand up to the world and stay closed when everyone else is open is my kind of man. I think we're ready to expand in your direction. What do you say?"
"That sounds great. Friday morning is fine," gulped Joe, deeply grateful the president hadn't designated the days of Shemini Aseret and Simhat Torah.
The two have enjoyed a cordial business relationship ever since. (Excerpted from the Shaar Press book – “Vintage Wein.”)

Reprinted from the Parashat Bo 5786 email of Rabbi David Bibi’s Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

Asking for a Half Million Dollar Donation

Collecting money — even for his own yeshivah — was not something R’ Shmuel [Berenbaum] relished, yet he was remarkably successful, thanks to his highly unconventional approach. He would approach wealthy individuals directly and ask for often startling sums. 
He once appeared unannounced at a gvir’s palatial home, briefly introduced himself, and immediately requested half a million dollars for a project. When the stunned man protested that he couldn’t afford it, R’ Shmuel asked how many cars he owned and what his house was worth, remarking that his money would be better spent on tzedakah than on “toys.” 
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He then shifted gears and suggested a nightly learning session in Shaarei Teshuvah. Still in shock, the man agreed. For three nights they learned briefly by phone; on the fourth night, when the call came late, R’ Shmuel sharply reprimanded him before learning. 
The man then bowed out, promising instead to send $18,000. And how could R’ Shmuel have asked a stranger for half a million dollars? R’ Shmuel explained that asking for money is like asking for a bucket of sand — it’s insignificant. And he wasn’t taking it, but offering to turn it into gold. “So why,” he concluded, “should I shy away from making that offer?”

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5786 email of The Weekly Vort.


Saving an Endangered Shidduch
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A boy from Yeshivas Ponovezh in Bnei Brak became engaged to a girl from Tel Aviv, and as was customary, he spent Shabbos at his kallah’s home. On Shabbos morning he went to shul with her father, and something terrible occurred there, something he later found difficult to recount with composure. 
After davening, one of the men approached the kallah’s father and said, “This is your chosson? Have you seen how he davens—like an am ha’aretz. It’s hard to believe a Yid could daven like that.” 
This was said about a serious learner, a ben Torah with yiras shomayim, and the boy could not understand what he had done to provoke such words, especially spoken in front of his mechutan. He was deeply humiliated, and naturally the kallah’s father began questioning whether his daughter had made the right shidduch, with the rest of Shabbos passing in an atmosphere of gloom and despondency. 
After Shabbos, a young man who learned in the yeshivah heard what had happened and went to R’ Dovid Frankel to relate the incident. Rabbi Frankel said, “Only one person in the world can save this bochur from what may happen, and that is R’ Shach—go to him and tell him everything.” 
The young man followed his advice and went to R’ Shach, who asked, “Do you know the kallah’s address in Tel Aviv? We are going there right now.” 
When the family opened the door and saw who stood at the threshold, they were stunned—it was R’ Shach, the Gadol HaDor himself. The father trembled as he greeted him and asked what brought him such a privilege. R’ Shach replied that he happened to be in Tel Aviv, heard that they lived there, and felt he could not pass by without telling them what a gem they had merited in their chosson, praising him for his brilliance in learning, in davening, in yiras shomayim, and in middos. 
In an instant, all the father’s anxiety and doubts about his future son-in-law vanished, replaced by tremendous relief. Today the couple has several grandchildren, and to this day the son-in-law has no idea how R’ Shach saved his shidduch. (Excerpted from the book – “Meant To Be”)

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5786 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Chinese Man’s
Thoughtful Question
By Rabbi Moshe Hirschberg

A mechanech in Brooklyn recently shared with me an incredible story — one I was hesitant to believe. But I contacted the ba’al ha’maaseh to verify every detail, and here’s the story.
As the month of May 2025 was drawing to a close, Mrs. Gruenson* wasn’t sure how they would manage. The credit cards. The mortgage. They were short $2,000.
Yet, it didn’t trouble them too deeply. Many months had come and gone with similar uncertainty, and somehow — in ways they could never have predicted — everything had worked out.
That afternoon, as Mrs. Gruenson closed the doors of her Toyota Camry outside their Flatbush home, a middle-aged Chinese man approached her with an unexpected question.
“Isn’t it true,” he asked sincerely, “that one must give ten percent of their earnings to the Almighty?”
She confirmed that it was.
He nodded thoughtfully and walked away.
Mrs. Gruenson then went about her day — preparing supper, helping with homework, etc. — nearly forgetting the unusual exchange.
As the family sat down to eat that night, there was a knock at the front door.
Standing there was the same Chinese man from earlier that day, asking to speak with Rabbi Gruenson. He explained that he wished to give money “to the Almighty” and trusted that they would know how to handle it properly. With that, he placed a white envelope into Rabbi Gruenson’s hands, offered a warm gesture, and left.
After supper, Rabbi Gruenson opened the envelope, and to his astonishment, he found twenty crisp one-hundred-dollar bills neatly inside. $2,000 cash.
The family was stunned. It was the exact amount they needed for the month!
Had the story ended there, it would have been remarkable enough. But it didn’t.
Rabbi Gruenson wasn’t prepared to keep the money. He had been entrusted with a mission, and he felt he could not act without guidance. He turned to his Rav, who answered simply and clearly: give it to the kollel. And so, he did.
The next morning, Rabbi Gruenson handed the money to the Rosh Kollel, who used it toward the coming month’s expenditures.
“How we finished that month,” Mrs. Gruenson later reflected, “I truly don’t know. But I do know this: We are still in this house, the mortgage is paid, and the credit cards are covered.”
“Though we didn’t take the money,” she added, “the episode gave us something far greater. It gave us the reassurance that Hashem had not forgotten us.”
And that is the true lesson. Not the envelope, not the bills, not even the perfect timing — but the quiet realization that when a person lives with Hashem, he is never truly lacking. Even before the money reaches his hands, he walks away infinitely richer.

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemos 5786 email of Zichru Toras Moshe Shemos.

Rabbi Moshe Leib Erblich and the Simple Innkeeper

Yankel the innkeeper lived in an isolated village for so long that he barely remembered that he was a Jew. Shabbos was a word he dimly recalled. Day and night he served the Polish peasants who bought drinks in his little inn. Nothing new ever happened and one year slipped unnoticed into the next. 
One day, however, a tall, husky Jew entered Yankel's inn and disturbed Yankel's quiet existence. This visitor was none other than the famous Rabbi Moshe Leib of Sassov, who had leased a hut in the middle of a forest in order to meditate and pray in the stillness of the woods. 
At times, however, he came to the village to purchase food, and that is how he happened to meet Yankel. When Rabbi Moshe Leib had first entered his inn, something deep inside Yankel stirred and prompted him to say to the Rabbi, "You know, sir, I am a Jew." 
"How can you live in a place where there are no other Jews?" the Rabbi queried him. "It seems you have even forgotten our holy traditions. My poor brother, even the animals of Jews refrain from work on the Shabbos. How can you do less than that?" 
Yankel blushed at Rabbi Moshe Leib's words. "But, Rabbi," he continued, "I have to stay open on Shabbos or the peasants will buy their drinks elsewhere, and I will lose my livelihood!"
"Nevertheless," Rabbi Moshe Leib insisted, "you must close on Shabbos. How can a holy Jewish soul do less than the donkey of a Jew who is kept from working on the Shabbos day?" 
When Yankel saw that the Tzaddik was adamant, he began to consider the matter more seriously. Eventually, he resolved to close the inn on Shabbos. Yankel's announcement provoked a bitter reaction from his customers. "If you refuse to sell us liquor, we'll complain to the landlord! He'll throw you out! You can't do this to us!" 
Yankel knew they would follow through on their threat especially since it involved the issue of vodka. He walked deep into the forest until he found the hut of Rabbi Moshe Leib. 
"The peasants are threatening to ruin me," Yankel cried.
"Don't worry," replied Rabbi Moshe Leib. "Bolt the doors. If the landlord questions you, do not hesitate to tell him that your G-d commanded Jews to keep the Shabbos day holy." 
The innkeeper was very frightened, but he still resolved to do as the Rabbi said. Shabbos arrived and Yankel bolted the door of his inn. The peasants arrived and began to pound on the door and windows trying to get in. Finally, the voice of the landlord could be heard outside, demanding that Yankel open the door. Yankel had no choice but to accommodate him. The furious nobleman entered the inn and screamed, "Who do you think you are, denying vodka to your customers! Why else did I lease this inn to you, except to make a profit?"
"Sir," began a frightened Yankel, "surely you know I am a Jew. Just recently I was told by a holy Jewish Rabbi that our Torah forbids us to work on the Shabbos day. That is why I have closed the inn today." 
The directness of the reply intrigued the landowner. "Where is this person? Bring him to me!" 
Soon, Rabbi Moshe Leib was standing before the landlord. "Tell me, Jew, does this prohibition against working apply to a Jew who is in danger of losing his livelihood?" he asked, in a cutting tone. 
"Sir, it applies even in such a case," was the Tzaddik's reply. 
"How can you allow yourself to torment this man? I doubt your answer would be the same if it were your livelihood that was involved. Well, I know how to find out. If you are really sincere, I will permit the innkeeper to close on the Shabbos." 
The landlord dismissed the Rabbi, a plan hatching in his mind. The following Shabbos, the landowner rode into the forest with a bag of gold coins. He scattered the coins on the ground near the Tzaddik's hut and waited to see what would transpire. 
At first the Tzaddik passed right by the coins after barely glancing at them, but then he returned and examined them closely. The landlord waited gleefully for the fatal moment when the Jew would eagerly scoop them into his hands. But no, he averted his eyes and continued walking. 
The landowner then rushed out of his hiding place. "I am very impressed, and I will keep my end of the deal. But tell me, why did you first ignore the money and then bend down to examine it?" 
"I will explain," began Rabbi Moshe Leib. "At first, I ignored the money, for it was Shabbos. But then, I began to think how I needed the money to rescue many imprisoned Jews. I considered that perhaps the Mitzvah of redeeming captives and saving lives overrides the prohibitions of the Shabbos. I became confused, and then I prayed to Hashem to give me direction. 
“Suddenly I understood. Sir, if I had taken or hidden the money, you would not have understood my motives. You would have assumed that I was taking it for my own desires. I realized that Hashem is certainly capable to provide me with the money in a permissible way. I have always scrupulously observed the Shabbos, and now Heaven has protected me from coming to any harm. Surely, now you can see the importance for a Jew to keep the holiness of the Shabbos.

Reprinted from the Parshas Bo 5786 email of Inspired by a Story by Rabbi Dovid Caro.

The Honest Yungerman

A few weeks ago, a yungerman was driving through the city when he was involved in a minor car accident. Baruch Hashem, no one was hurt, and the damage appeared manageable. The other driver, who had clearly been at fault, approached him apologetically and asked if they could handle the matter privately. He preferred to avoid involving insurance and offered to pay for the repairs out of pocket. 
The yungerman, wanting to keep things simple and avoid unnecessary complications, agreed. He took his car to a local mechanic, who went over the entire automobile and assessed the damage at 6,000 shekels, a fair and straightforward estimate. 
But the situation soon shifted. The other driver reconsidered and decided he would rather file an insurance claim after all. Once the insurance company became involved, they sent their own professional appraiser to evaluate the damage. As is common in such cases, the official appraisal came back significantly higher - 11,000 shekels. 
The yungerman was surprised but assumed this was simply how the system worked. If the insurance company wanted to pay more, that was their prerogative. He accepted the updated assessment and thought the matter was essentially resolved. Then came the unexpected twist. One day, he received a phone call informing him that the insurance company had discovered that the other driver’s license had been confiscated at the time of the accident. He had been driving illegally - hence his preference to avoid involving insurance - and as a result, they were refusing to cover the claim entirely. 
The case was being transferred to legal representatives, who would pursue the driver personally for the full 11,000 shekels. Suddenly, the yungerman found himself in a very different position. According to Halacha, now that the insurance company was no longer involved, he could not claim the inflated appraisal. He was entitled only to the actual cost of the repairs, the original 6,000 shekels. Anything beyond that would be taking money that did not rightfully belong to him. 
The driver, clearly distressed, called the yungerman and offered to pay the 6,000 shekels out of pocket. When the yungerman assured him that he had no intention of demanding the higher amount, the driver was overwhelmed with relief and gratitude. He thanked him repeatedly for his integrity, expressing how much it meant that the yungerman refused to exploit the situation or use the legal system to pressure him for money he did not owe. 
What happened next felt like a whisper from Heaven. The very next day, the yungerman received a call from the gabbai of Ezras Achim, a local charity organization. The gabbai sounded excited. “I have some amazing news for you,” he said. “You just won our grand prize drawing ... 5,000 shekels!” 
The yungerman was stunned. The amount was not approximate. It was not symbolic. It was the exact difference between the inflated appraisal and the true cost of the repairs - the precise sum he had declined to take dishonestly. In that moment, the message felt unmistakable. When he refused to accept even a single shekel that was not rightfully his, Hashem returned that very amount to him in a way that was pure, peaceful, and undeniably destined. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshalach 5786 edition of Rabbi Dovid Hoffman’s Torah Tavlin.
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