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The rav of the main Jewish community in Hungary was Rabbi Yehuda Assad (1797–1866), otherwise known as the Mahri Assad. In his time, he was regarded as one of the select gedolei hador. He served as rosh yeshivah of a yeshivah with over 400 bochurim, the largest of its kind in those days.
One day, an elderly woman named Leah Abelzs, the mother-in-law of Rabbi Avrohom Eliezer Eckstein, passed away. Upon hearing the news, Rabbi Assad instructed the Chevra Kadisha that the levayah was to take place in the main shul of Assad, and that the entire town should attend.
The Chevra Kadisha was stunned.
Ordinarily, a levayah would not take place inside the shul, and never in the city’s history had the body of a woman been brought into the main shul for a hesped. 
It was completely unheard of. They respectfully attempted to dissuade the rav, but Rabbi Assad remained unwavering.

The Shul Filled with Townspeople
The time of the levayah arrived. The shul filled with townspeople, all wondering what could possibly justify such an extraordinary honor.
 	Rabbi Assad stood before the crowd he burst into tears. “This entire flourishing community,” he declared, “owes its existence to this woman.”
The audience was bewildered.
Rabbi Assad then shared the following story:
“Many years ago, when I was still a young boy, I became gravely ill with a contagious disease. No one was willing to care for me. It was not because people lacked compassion, but because they feared contracting the illness themselves. No school would accept me, terrified that the disease would spread to the other children.
“I remember standing alone in the street, frightened, weak, and hopeless. With nowhere to turn, I cried out to Hashem for help.
“At that very moment, a woman passing by heard my cries. Without hesitation, she sprang into action. She took me into her home, fed me, cared for me, gave me lodging, and quite literally brought me back to life — all at her own expense and risk, expecting nothing in return.
“And that woman,” Rabbi Assad said through tears, “is the woman we are eulogizing today.”

The Entire Shul Fell Silent
The entire shul fell silent.
“With her quiet chessed, she enabled me to survive. Because of her, we were able to build this community, establish this shul, provide everything necessary for Jewish life, and raise a great yeshivah of hundreds of bochurim. Everything that stands here today traces back to her selflessness.
“And therefore,” he concluded, “it is only fitting that she merit being the only woman in this city’s history to have a hesped held in the main shul. This is all because of her.”
We can never know how far the ripple effects of a single act of kindness can travel.

Reprinted from the Parshat Nitzavim-Vayeillech 5786 email of Zichru Toras Moshe.
A Lesson of the Candlesticks
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A Chassid of Rav Zvi Hirsch of Liska came to visit his Rebbi. He wasn't a wealthy man, but he saved up and bought a nice large pair of shining copper candlesticks as a present for the Rebbe. His Rebbe was very touched by the gift given with such a sincere heart. He took the candlesticks and put them in his Shul next to the place of the Chazan to be used every day. 
A wealthy Chassid saw the shining candlesticks and decided that he would bring the Rebbi much nicer ones. He went and bought expensive golden candlesticks. He polished them and with a big shine on his face, he brought them in to his Rebbi, Reb Zvi Hirsch.
The Rebbe studied the beautiful gift. He then turned to the man and said, "I have a question to ask you." 
"In Parshas Ki Savo we have the Parsha of Bikurim. A person has a field that grows fruit of the Shivas Haminim - the seven special fruits that the Torah attributes to Eretz Yisrael. As the first fruit ripen, he has to put a red string around them. Then he takes those fruit to Yerushalaim and gives them to the Kohen." 
"However," continued the Rebbe, "we find a very interesting and strange Halacha. A wealthy man brings his Bikurim in an expensive basket, the Kohen empties all the fruit from the basket and returns the basket to the Kohen. When a poor man comes with a simple basket, the Kohen keeps the fruit and the basket." 
"Why is it that the wealthy man who won't even miss the silver or golden dish he brought, he gets it back. The poor man who every penny counts, has to lose his precious basket?" (Chazal give an answer to this question. The wealthy man, who has lots of fruit and comes with a full basket, the Kohen empties the silver or golden dish and returns it. The poor man only has a few fruit, not even enough to fill his small basket. He fills his basket with paper and on the top puts some fruit. If the Kohen would empty his basket, the man would be so embarrassed that his basket is nearly empty. In order to save the poor man for shame, the Kohen keeps the basket. The Rebbe had another explanation with an important message.)
"Let us imagine the following scenario. Reb Yosef a poor man walks excitedly into his home with a big smile. His wife asks him what's the good news? He replies that some of the new fruits have just ripened and he has a few olives and dates to take to Yerushalaim and fulfill the great Mitzva of Bikurim. 
His wife is so excited too. She tells him to go to the water and pull out some reeds so she can put together a basket. She sits there making the basket, humming to herself in joy, thanking Hashem for allowing them to be able to fulfill this beautiful Mitzva. Tears of gratitude and joy are rolling down her face. Even in such difficult times Hashem still gave them the opportunity to do this Mitzva. 
When Reb Yosef arrives in Yerushalaim with his Bikurim, Hashem doesn't just want the fruit, He wants the basket too. That is a Mitzva done with the whole heart." 
"Now," continued the Rebbe, "let us imagine another scenario. Reb Yaakov, one of the wealthiest men in his city, comes home and tells his wife that the fruit of his orchard are ripening. He then reminds her that last year, their neighbor, Reb Shimon, brought his Bikurim in a huge silver dish. 'What a chutzpah, who does he think he is? This year I will show him.' He calls up the gold store and orders a huge gold dish and asks that it should have a tall stand. He then checks to see exactly which day Reb Shimon is going to Yerushalaim. 
When he sees him going, he follows behind and makes sure to arrive in Yerushalaim together. There he takes out his beautiful gold dish with a big smile. Now everyone knows who is the real big guy in town. Hashem isn't interested in his dish or his fruit. Having no choice, the Kohen empties the fruit and returns the dish. Hashem doesn't need such gifts" concluded the Rebbe, and returned the golden candlesticks to his Chassid. Hashem doesn't look at the external picture of our Mitzvos, he judges the heart, the motivations and intentions behind the Mitzva.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5786 email of Inspired by a Story by Rabbi Dovid Caro.
Rabbi Yonasan Eibishitz zt"l
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When Reb Yonasan was just a little boy his father gave him a few pennies on his way to cheder to buy himself a treat. As the young Yonasan was walking an evil non-Jew Ivan walked over to him and slapped him across the face. Surprisingly Yonasan took the coins from his pocket and presented them to Ivan. 
The surprised Ivan immediately asked "is this in return for the slap?" and burst out laughing. Without blinking Yonasan replied, "of course, don't you know that today is a Jewish holiday which requires us to reward every gentile who harms us with all of our money!" 
Ivan just couldn't believe his ears this is his lucky day! Quickly he strode over to the famous Jewish rich guy and with all due respect handed him a ringing slap. But instead of money the rich person sounded the alarm and Ivan was presented with the beating of his lifetime. 
When young Yonasan reached marriageable age, he was suggested for the daughter of R’ Shimshon Wertheimer, a learned Torah scholar and a leading Rabbi in Austria, Hungary and Moravia. He was also a wealthy financier to the court of Austrian Emperor Leopold I. 
As is customary, R’ Shimshon arranged to meet with the young man in order to familiarize himself with him and test him in learning. It just so happened that he was scheduled to have business interests in Prague, and taking advantage of the opportunity, he made up to meet Yonasan, who was residing in Prague then, informally during his stay. 
When the two did meet, the young prospective Chassan displayed a breathtaking wealth of knowledge, sparkling wit, and deep intelligence which so impressed R’ Shimshon, that he agreed to the match immediately. He asked for a few days to travel home and obtain the consent of his wife and daughter before “closing the deal.” 
Before leaving for home the following morning, Reb Shimshon asked Yonasan if he can talk to him once more. “I know we spoke already but I’d like to test you one more time,” said Reb Shimshon. The young genius nodded amiably but then said, “in that case, I would like to test you as well.” 
Reb Shimshon’s eyes widened in disbelief at the boy’s impudence. “What do you mean?” he asked incredulously. “Well,” replied the youth with a smile, “the reason why a bochur is tested before his engagement is to fulfill the words of Chazal that a person should not give his daughter to marry an ignoramus. The test, therefore, is to determine whether or not the proposed Chassan is learned or not. Yet, in the very same Gemarah in Maseches Pesachim, Chazal tell us that a person should sell everything he owns to marry the daughter of a Torah scholar. Therefore, it would seem that the prospective Chassan ought to test the father of the proposed girl to see what he’s like.” Reb Shimshon was floored!
“However,” the young man quickly continued, “we rely on the premise that the girl’s father has already been tested by his father-in-law before his own engagement, and on the basis of the first test he can be considered a Talmid Chacham.” 
“Okay, so why would you want to test me,” inquired Reb Shimshon, “if I was already tested once before?” 
Young Yonasan Eibschitz’s eyes sparkled. “Since you want to test me a second time,” he replied, “I conclude that you don’t rely fully on the first test. If so, why should I rely on the first test you were given before your engagement? I need to test you a second time to make sure your daughter is indeed a daughter of a Talmid Chacham!”

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


Eliezer Ben Hyrcanus

Every so often, you run into someone whose life feels like a quiet answer to a question you did not even realize you were asking. I recently met a local rabbi, a well-known figure across our community whose counsel is sought by people from every imaginable walk of life. He asked to remain anonymous, and once you hear his story, it is entirely clear why.
No Jew is “Simple”
He comes from what people often call a “simple” family - though in truth, no Jew is simple, as every neshama carries an irreplaceable, priceless value. His brothers were practical men who naturally transitioned into trade and commerce, building comfortable, grounded lives. But his own heart burned for something else entirely: his soul yearned for the depth and wisdom of the Torah. 
His choice was not met with easy acceptance. His parents placed heavy pressure on him to leave the yeshivah, step away from abstract study, and learn a practical craft that could secure a stable livelihood. The weight of that expectation eventually wore him down until he finally broke, ready to surrender his true calling. 
But at the absolute eleventh hour, his rabbi stepped in and told his parents the following ancient story: Centuries ago, a wealthy farmer named Hyrcanus watched all of his sons work diligently in his fields. All, that is, except for one. One son abandoned the farm, fleeing the physical labor to immerse himself in study. 

How Could a Son Abandon a Secure Future?
Hyrcanus was furious. How could his son abandon a secure, guaranteed future for an intangible spiritual pursuit? While his brothers broke their backs in the field, this son simply sat and read. Hyrcanus reasoned that when the time came to divide his vast estate, this boy should receive nothing, having neither toiled nor labored for the family fortune. Fueled by anger, Hyrcanus traveled all the way up to Jerusalem to formally disinherit his son before the rabbinic courts. 

The Father Discovers an Amazing Reality
When the father arrived in the holy city, however, he discovered that his runaway son had developed an incredible, unrivaled brilliance under the tutelage of Rabban Yochanan ben Zakkai, the leader of the Jewish people. That young scholar was being ordained as a master teacher, standing as the greatest disciple of his generation. His name was Rabbi Eliezer ben Hyrcanus. 
When the great leader realized who the father was, he embraced Hyrcanus and proclaimed, “Blessed are you, for such greatness came from your house!” Seeing the immense spiritual stature his son had attained, the father never disinherited him. Instead, Rabbi Eliezer became the enduring crown of the entire family. 
Finishing the tale, the neighborhood rabbi asked the young man’s parents, “Surely you have heard of the divine Tanna, Rav Eliezer ben Hyrcanus?” The father, a knowledgeable man, replied immediately, “Of course, In the Mishnah, he is defined as a plastered cistern that never loses a single drop. His brilliant insights fill our sacred texts.” 

Do You Know the Names of His Brothers?
The rabbi smiled and asked one final question: “And his hard-working brothers - what were their names?” 
The room fell silent. Nobody knew. Their names dissolved into the passage of time, lost to the mundane routines of everyday life. 
Touched by the realization, the young man stayed in the yeshivah, and the rest is history. As the neighborhood rabbi walked away after sharing this story, a realization hit me. Just like the brothers of Rav Eliezer, no one actually knows the names of this local rabbi’s brothers either. Despite their commercial success, they faded into the background, while the brother who chose a life of spiritual dedication became the anchor of his family’s memory. 

Lavan’s Sons Were All Lost to History
This dynamic lies at the very heart of the Torah parsha where we declare,  referring to Lavan’s attempts to spiritually dismantle Yaakov. Lavan did not merely seek physical harm; he sought to absorb Yaakov into his material, self-serving worldview. Lavan’s own sons were completely lost to history, forgotten because their lives were tethered only to temporary possessions. 

A Noble Lineage Can Be Meaningless
Had Yaakov followed their path, he too would have been forgotten. Instead, Yaakov chose a life of righteousness and eternal values, earning a legacy so deep that our sages teach “our father Yaakov did not die” - he lives on through the vibrant heritage he built. We often meet people who take immense pride in their ancestry, boasting of great grandfathers or celebrated lineages from generations long past. A noble lineage is meaningless if the present generation abandons the very values that made their ancestors great.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5786 email of Rabbi Dovid Hoffman’s Torah Tavlin.


Equal Hospitality
Towards All
By Rabbi David Koppelman
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Rav Isses Zalman Meltzer and the Chazon Ish of blessed memories

Rav Isser Zalman Meltzer, the Rosh Yeshivah of Yeshivat Etz Chaim  in Jerusalem, was sitting in his room when a member of his household burst in shouting, “The Hazon Ish is approaching the house!”

Quickly Changed into His Shabbat Clothes
Rav Isser Zalman quickly changed into his Shabbat clothes and hurried downstairs to greet his distinguished guest. But as soon as he set his eyes on his visitor, he knew that an error had been made. Although he bore a faint resemblance to the illustrious Rav Avraham Yeshayah Karelitz, the man was not the Hazon Ish, but a simple Jew.
Rav Isser Zalman rushed over to the man and greeted him warmly. Seating him at the head of the table, Rav Isser Zalman inquired solicitously, “What can I offer my important guest? Would you like a glass of tea, or maybe some dinner?”
The visitor was astonished by the treatment he was receiving, and stammered, “No, thank you, I don’t want to impose unnecessarily on the Rosh Yeshivah. I am here to request a favor. I am about to travel abroad to collect money to help me marry off my daughter, and I would like a letter of introduction from the Rosh Yeshivah.”

Immediately Writes a Gracious Letter for His Guest
Rav Isser Zalman immediately found a pen and paper and sat down to write a gracious letter, full of complimentary descriptions of his guest. He handed the letter to the man, who thanked him effusively and got up to leave. Rav Isser Zalman accompanied him out the door and onto the street and wished him well.
  Afterwards, Rav Isser Zalman’s family asked, “Why did you treat that stranger as if he were an important guest even after you realized that he was not the Hazon Ish?”
Rav Isser Zalman responded, “It is very important to respect all Jews, as all Jews are the sons of kings, descended from Abraham, Yitzhak and Ya’akob. This can best be demonstrated when performing the misvah of hachnasat orchim.

Learning from Abraham Abinu
“It is imperative to greet all guests graciously and observe all the niceties involved in making them comfortable. We can learn this by studying how Abraham Abinu received the angels who came to visit him, even though he thought they were Arabs. If this is how Abraham Abinu treated people he assumed to be Arabs, honoring them for being Hashem’s creations, how much more so must we be careful to honor all Jews!
“However, it is the nature of people not to put themselves out as much for simple people as for, say, an important Rabbi. In this case I was very happy to be able to channel the enthusiasm with which I was rushing to receive the Hazon Ish towards welcoming an ordinary Jew. Thank G-d that I was able to observe the misvah of hachnasat orchim to the fullest extent, and did not let my enthusiasm lag when I realized that I was not greeting the illustrious Rav I had come downstairs to meet, but a simple Jew who, according to halachah, is entitled to the same reception as an important personage.” (Excerpted from “Glimpses of Greatness”)

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


Bringing a “Special” Sefer Torah to the Chupah

It all happened on a simple day back in 2011. A group of fifty Jewish teenagers visited Israel in a program known as “Write on For Israel,” in which these youngsters spend a few intense weeks learning much of the history and the reality of Israel, as a training program for them to become spokesmen for Israel at their future schools and campuses. 
As their visit was coming to an end, just a few hours before their flight back home to the U.S., the kids visited Mt. Herzl, gazing at the thousands of graves of Israeli soldiers killed in battle during the numerous wars Israel fought over the last seven decades. 
Suddenly they noticed a man and woman standing over a grave, weeping silently. One of the boys approached them, introduced himself, and inquired about the person buried in the grave. They said it was their son Erez. Erez Deri, the son of Penina and Gidon Deri, was killed in 2006 following an operation in Jenin. He went in to Jenin, the center for dispatching suicide bombers to murder as many Jews as possible, to take on the killers. His tank turned over and he was killed. 
With great emotion, Erez’s mother said: “Our dream was to bring Erez to the chupah ... to watch him get married and begin a family. But in 2006, our dream was shattered. Our family has been devastated as a result of this tragedy. 
“But last night, Erez came to me in a dream. He said: Mother! We bring our children under the chupah. But there is one more thing we ‘bring into the chupah.’ A Torah Scroll. When we complete writing a Torah, we lead it under a chupah, just like a groom and bride, and we bring it in to a shul, singing and dancing, just like a wedding. 
“You can’t bring me into marriage. But you know what? Why not write a Torah in my name and you will bring that it to a chupah - it will be like marrying me off!” 
Penina Deri wiped away a tear and continued speaking. “I awoke from the dream unsure of what to do. We are a simple family, not wealthy. We are also a secular family, and do not know much about writing a Torah Scroll. I do not even know where to begin. How do I write a Torah for my son Erez? So, I came to here to my son’s grave to pray ...” 
The teenager approached the director of their group, Rabbi Yutav Eliach, and asked him one simple question: How much does it cost to write a new Torah? Rabbi Eliach looked at the boy surprised and replied, “About $35,000. Or, 130,000 Shekel.” The teenager shared the story with the entire group. They all decided right there at Mt. Herzl to donate a Torah for Erez. They did the math. If each of the fifty students gave or raised $700 it would cover the entire project. Many of them came from wealthy families and instantly stuck their hands into their pockets and gave Rabbi Yutav the $700. The others pledged to deliver him the money that they would raise upon their return to the U.S. 
A few months later, a surreal scene took place in Maale Adumim, a small town close to Jerusalem, where Erez’s family lives. It was a bright and glorious Sunday, March 4, 2012, the fifth day of Adar 5772. With music blaring and hundreds in attendance, fifty New York-area teens from “Write On For Israel”, danced up the streets of this West Bank community with a Sefer Torah they had brought with them from the United States. 
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From the Yoel Gold video – “A Dream Come True” showing the celebration of the Sefer Torah dedicated to the memory of the IDF soldier – Erez Deri, hy”d.

The Torah was donated to a local synagogue in memory of one of its young members, fallen IDF soldier Erez Deri. The 50 students fulfilled the promise made to Deri’s parents following a chance meeting at Mount Herzl a few months earlier. “We started as strangers and returned as extended members of the Deri family,” said Daniella Greenbaum, leader of the fundraising effort. 
“It was beyond exciting to see the joy that we brought to these parents and to affirm the idea that we are all members of Am Yisroel, responsible for one another.” 
At the celebration, Penina Erez, said to the students: “I feel the presence of Erez at this celebration. I feel like I brought my child into the chupah! I feel like he is dancing with us. A terrible burden has been lifted from our family.” A few months later, the family celebrated the wedding of one of Erez’s brothers - and the celebration was complete!

Reprinted from the Parshas Nitzavim-Vayeilech 5786 email of Rabbi Dovid Hoffman’s Torah Tavlin.
The Closing that 
Came from Closing
By Rabbi Moshe Hirschberg
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Reb Dovid* was an ordinary working Jew living in Ramat Gan. He earned his living as a real-estate broker, specializing in homes in one particular area of the city.
Then Covid struck.
From March 2020 until March 2021, Reb Dovid worked tirelessly without managing to close a single sale. In real estate, there can be plenty of work without any income. A broker can spend weeks showing properties, making calls, arranging meetings, and negotiating, but if no deal is ultimately signed, he earns nothing. And for more than a year, that was Reb Dovid’s reality.
Month after month passed without a closing, while the bills continued to arrive: office expenses, rent, municipal taxes, accounting fees, and the ordinary costs of supporting a family. Eventually, his bank debt climbed to more than 100,000 shekels.
He had nowhere to turn but Upward.

A Jewish Businessman from Cyprus
Then, at the beginning of March 2021, the phone rang. On the line was a Jewish businessman from Cyprus who was planning to move to Eretz Yisrael. He wanted to purchase a home in precisely the area in Ramat Gan where Reb Dovid specialized. His budget was substantial, approximately eight million shekels, and more importantly, he was serious.
The businessman explained that he was extremely busy. He had cleared his schedule from Friday morning until Sunday evening for one purpose: to fly to Israel, find a home, purchase it, and return to Cyprus on Sunday night with the deal completed.
For Reb Dovid, after more than a year without a single sale, this sounded like the opportunity he had been waiting for. He immediately went to work, preparing a list of approximately ten villas that matched the buyer’s budget and requirements. They arranged to meet at 9:00 Friday morning and spend the morning viewing the properties.
Friday morning at 8:00, Reb Dovid’s phone rang. It was the buyer. “I’m delayed,” he said. “I won’t be able to make it this morning. I can come after chatzos.”
But Reb Dovid knew exactly what that meant. “I’m sorry,” he replied, “but I don’t work on Friday afternoon.”
The businessman was taken aback. “What do you mean?”

Why He Won’t Work on Friday Afternoon
“The Shulchan Aruch says that one who performs melachah on Erev Shabbos after chatzos does not see a siman brachah from it.”
The businessman could hardly believe what he was hearing. “You understand that you’re not the only broker in Ramat Gan,” he said. “There are plenty of other brokers. If you won’t take me, someone else will.”
Reb Dovid understood that very well. He also understood what was at stake. More than a year without a sale. Over 100,000 shekels in debt. And now, an eager buyer with millions of shekels to spend was practically knocking on his door.

A Person Never Loses by Listening to the Ribbono Shel Olam
Still, his answer was firm. “You’re right. There are other brokers. But my parnassah comes from the Ribbono Shel Olam. Hashem does not need me to make a deal to support me. Chazal say, ‘Ein adam shomea Li u’mafsid.’ A person never loses by listening to Me.” They wished each other well and hung up.
And the other brokers were only too happy to take over.
On Sunday morning, Reb Dovid called the businessman. “So,” he asked, “did you buy anything?”

The Businessman Hadn’t Bought 
Any of the Properties on the List
“No.” The businessman explained that other brokers had shown him numerous properties before Shabbos.
Reb Dovid began going through the list he had prepared. “The house on this street?”
“I saw it.”
“The villa on that street?”
“Saw that too.”
One by one, Reb Dovid worked his way through the list. Every one of the ten properties he had planned to show the buyer had already been shown to him.
Apparently, the opportunity was gone. Or so it seemed. “Well,” Reb Dovid finally asked, “What did you think? Did you like any of them?”
The businessman sighed. “I’ll tell you the truth. I didn’t like any of them. None of them felt like the home I’m looking for.”

A Beautiful Home Owned by a Jew in America
Reb Dovid thought for a moment. Then something occurred to him. “I may have an idea,” he said. “There’s one house I hadn’t even considered showing you.” It was a beautiful home in the area, owned by a Jew from America. The problem was the price. The owner had been asking twelve million shekels, far beyond the buyer’s eight-million-shekel budget.
Still, the house had been sitting on the market for quite some time. Perhaps something had changed. Reb Dovid called the owner. “What’s happening with the house?” he asked.
“I need the money desperately,” the owner replied. “I’m prepared to come down to nine million.”

Three Millions Shekels Just Disappeared from the Asking Price
Reb Dovid was stunned. Three million shekels had just disappeared from the asking price. “Do you have a key with someone in Israel?” he asked. “I have a serious buyer, and I’d like to show him the house.”
There was a brief pause. Then came another surprise. “I’m in Israel.”
The American owner had arrived the previous day for a brief visit, and at that very moment, he happened to be near the property. They arranged to meet.
Before entering the house, Reb Dovid pulled his client aside. “Whatever you do,” he warned him, “don’t let the owner see that you love the house. If he sees how excited you are, we’ll lose our negotiating position.” The businessman understood.
At least, he understood until he walked through the front door.
“What a room!” he exclaimed as he entered the living room. “Look at those windows!” He stepped onto the balcony. “What a view!” Reb Dovid could only watch as every bit of his advice went out the window.

The Potential Buyer’s Excitement 
Only Grew from Room to Room
From room to room and floor to floor, the businessman’s excitement only grew. By the end of the tour, there was no longer any question whether he wanted the house.
There was only one issue remaining: the price. “I’ll give you eight and a half million,” the buyer said.
The American owner countered. “Eight million, seven hundred thousand.”
The buyer extended his hand. “Mazel u’brachah.” They had a deal.
They immediately went to an attorney and signed the contract. Then each side paid Reb Dovid his commission: two percent from the buyer and two percent from the seller. After more than a year without completing a single transaction, Reb Dovid earned 348,000 shekels from one sale.

What Makes the Story So Remarkable
There are various halachic considerations and leniencies regarding work on Erev Shabbos. But what makes this story so remarkable is the conviction of an ordinary working Jew who was more than 100,000 shekels in debt and suddenly found himself staring at his first serious opportunity in over a year.
It would have been so easy to tell himself that this time was different. Instead, Reb Dovid chose to honor Shabbos. And then he watched the pieces fall into place.
The Friday appointment he had given up allowed the buyer to eliminate ten houses he would never have purchased. The one house Reb Dovid had not planned to show him suddenly dropped three million shekels in price. Its American owner happened to arrive in Israel just when Reb Dovid needed access to the property. And the buyer who had found nothing he liked before Shabbos walked into that house and knew he had found his home.
Reb Dovid had been afraid that closing his business for Shabbos might cost him the closing. Instead, it led him straight to it.Reb Dovid closed for Shabbos. Hashem took care of the closing..

Reprinted from the Special Shabbos Edition of Zichru Toras Moshe.
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