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The Israeli Entrepreneur 

Who Discovered Shabbat
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Adam Neumann, one of the most successful Israeli entrepreneurs in the world, observes Shabbat and loves every moment. (Photo by Reuters)

Adam Neumann is one of the most successful Israeli entrepreneurs in the world. He founded an American company worth $20 billion, and his capital was recently estimated at $2.6 billion. But despite all that, he is a Sabbath observer who does not work nor take phone calls on the seventh day of the week.


"In the past two years, I have begun to observe Shabbat," Neumann, who now lives in New York with his wife Rebekah Paltrow Neumann (cousin of actress Gwyneth Paltrow) and their five children, told the Yediot Aharonot newspaper in an interview published Sunday.


"During Shabbat I am completely cut off, there is no one to talk to, and I do not compromise about it,” he said. “At first it felt like a tough assignment, but it gives me time with my children, my wife, my friends. Last week I had a crazy week in which I was flying and working a lot.


On Friday morning we got up and said to each other, 'We are ready for Shabbat.' Shabbat arrives, we light candles, relax, friends come over, we eat a meal that we cooked beforehand. We are cut off from the rest of the world, but in reality connecting with each other. I spend more time than I ever did with my family and even phone and see my mother more. And the real magic is that the more I do it, the more successful the company is. Go figure."


Neumann is the head of WeWork, an American company which provides shared workspace, community, and services for entrepreneurs, freelancers, startups and small businesses. He founded the company in 2010, along with Miguel Mckelvey. WeWork has more than 2,000 employees and has locations in 23 United States cities and 16 countries including Australia, Canada, India, China, Hong Kong, France, United Kingdom, Israel, South Korea, Mexico, Netherlands and Germany.


Neumann, now 38, grew up in Kibbutz Nir Am, which is located in southern Israel, near Sderot. He served in the Israeli navy before moving to New York with his sister Adi, an Israeli model. He founded WeWork after several failed ventures.


"When I met my wife 10 years ago, I thought money was the goal," he told Yediot Aharonot. "I had a difficult childhood, my parents divorced, my mother was a doctor and worked late hours, Adi and I were alone, and we moved apartments 13 different times. 


“When I came to the U.S. I tried to take shortcuts to make money - but everything crashed. I was angry at people, I felt I deserved everything. Then, when I met my wife, she told me to stop complaining about the past. She made me stop smoking and told me that I was chasing the wrong things. She made me realize that the goal was to be happy, to do something that is meaningful to you.”


"If you had asked me 10 years ago what my life would look like,” continued Neumann, “I would not have believed that I would have such a relationship with my wife, and that I would be able to improve in the way I treat people. I would not have guessed how much I love being a father. As for my money? I may have thought I'd establish a company worth a hundred million dollars - but I did not even know the number billion, I would not have guessed [it was possible].”


Asked whether having so much money changed him, he replied, "I have more access to things today, but the most fun part is that I can help those who helped me in the past, the family, mom, dad, my grandmother, friends, and also return money to investors who invested in me in the past and lost their money."

Reprinted from the October 30, 2017 email of Arutz Sheva.

The Rebbe Who Refused 

A Desperate Woman’s

Request for a Brocha


A woman once came to Rav Mordechai of Chernobel, and pleaded with him for a brachah (blessing) to have a child. To the amazement of those observing in the room, Rav Mordechai, who was exceptionally kind and caring towards other, quickly said to her, “I’m sorry, I can’t help you.” 

The woman begged him again, but when he still refused to Bentch her, she left the room tearful and broken hearted. 

Rav Mordechai saw that the others were stunned at how he could treat the woman like this and he said, “Just wait a few moments, and then go find that woman and please bring her back to see me.” 

The people were confused, but they did as they were told. “When the woman came back, Rav Mordechai asked her, “When I refused to help you before, what did you do when you left?” 

The woman replied, “I saw that I was completely helpless. I turned my eyes to Shamayim and I said, ‘Hashem! The great Rabbi refuses to help me. Now You are my only hope! Please bentch me with a child!’ Then I was called back in to see you.” 

Rav Mordechai gave her a warm brachah that Hashem should indeed bentch her with a child, and she left again, this time much happier.

 He then explained, “This woman believed that I had some type of power that I could use to grant her a child, and she was placing all of her trust in me rather than in Hashem. When I refused her request, she saw that she really had only one place to turn, and she then put all of her trust in Hashem where it belongs. She will now be bentched with a child!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelbeg.

The Atheist Doctor Who Envied the Yeshiva Students In the Concentration Camp


R’ Soloveitchik, zt’l, relates, “A Jewish doctor, an atheist, wrote a memoir of his experiences as an inmate in a concentration camp in Latvia. The daily schedule required the inmates to wake up at 4:30 A.M, to perform backbreaking work for 14 hours daily in subzero temperatures wearing threadbare clothing. 


The work itself was useless; the routine was designed merely to exhaust the inmates. Many left for work never to return. Those who did survive each exhausting day of slave labor were forced to stand in line at the gate upon their return to the concentration camp, where doctors at the entrance examined each of them. Those deemed too unhealthy to continue working were sent to the gas chambers and crematoria… 


“In his memoir, the doctor wrote of a group of yeshiva students along with their rosh yeshiva, followers of the Mussar school of Novardok, who were imprisoned along with him. At night, upon their return to the barracks, these yeshiva students would sit on the ground with their Rosh Yeshiva and recite Tehillim: ‘From the depths I called You, Hashem’ (Ps. 130:1). 


Witnessing this scene, the doctor wrote that he would have given up his very life to have the faith to recite Tehillim under such circumstances. “The uniqueness of the Jew is the ability to perceive G-d’s Presence even in terrible conditions” (Machzor Masores Ha’Rav ’Yom Kippur, p.325-326). 


Though Avraham lived a life of tests, his life was one of glory, triumph, faith and hope. Perhaps, this then is the promise of G-d to Avraham regarding his children. That after our wanderings, (14:15 Bereishis (nevertheless, pain and subjugations our exiles and - and after it all, we will leave with a vast and glorious spiritual wealth, for the faith we never left behind.

Reprinted from the Parshat Lech Lecha 5778 email of A Short Vort – Mrs. Michal Horowitz.

The Mystery Man

In the Thieves’ Den

By Blumah Wineberg
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There were two brothers who were scrupulous about the mitzvah of melaveh malkah. They were very careful in their observance of this special post-Shabbat meal, and would honor it with fish, meat, wine and all types of delicacies.


It once happened that they had a very important business meeting that was to take place soon after Shabbat outside the city limits. It was imperative for them to travel immediately after havdalah. They now had a dilemma. What should they do?


“We have to fulfill the mitzvah of melaveh malkah,” said the one brother.


“But this trip is crucial, and we must leave right after Shabbat,” said the other.


They did not want to rush through the meal, as this mitzvah was very dear to them. How could they keep the mitzvah as they were used to, honoring it with song and good food?


They decided that since the meeting place was not so far away, it would be best to take along provisions, and when the meeting was over, they would sit down and joyfully celebrate their melaveh malkah as they were wont to. They packed challah, fish, meat and wine and many delicacies, and were on their way.


It was winter, and as they set out on their journey, snow began to fall, and strong winds pushed them from the snow-covered road. They lost their way and found themselves in a forest.


Noticing a light shining not far away, they traveled towards the light. There they found a house lit up in the dark forest. They stopped at the gate and knocked hard. Someone came out to the gate, led their horse and wagon into the courtyard and invited them to come into the house.


They were shown to a room when, suddenly, they heard the door lock behind them. Now they understood that they were ensnared in a den of thieves and murderers. Listening carefully, they heard the sound of more men coming to the house and loud voices shouting. The newcomers opened the door to the room where the brothers were sequestered, took a peek at them, and immediately locked the door once again. The group then sat down to eat and drink.


The brothers looked at each other and said: “We have not yet celebrated the mitzvah of melaveh malkah. Let us perform it now if that is the last thing we do.” They opened their knapsacks and spread out all the food they had brought, and with joy and song began their meal as was their custom.


Suddenly the door opened and the ruffians threw another person into the room. The party then continued with even more noise than before.


The night progressed, and the two brothers and their companion listened as it got quieter and quieter in the other room, until it became completely silent. At this point, they decided to try the door and see if there was any chance they could escape. To their surprise, they realized that, with a bit of maneuvering, they were able to unhinge the door. After they gingerly made their way out of the room, they were astonished to see all the men lying on the floor, deep in a drunken sleep.


They quietly left the house and went to the barn to get their horses and wagons. The third man told them that he had brought a very strong wine with him, which it seems they drank down to the last drop, making them totally drunk. He untied his horse and told them to do the same with their horses. He would show them the way out of the forest. Following the stranger the brothers soon returned to safety.


Who was this individual who came to their rescue in the nick of time, who brought the strong wine that laid the bad guys out dead drunk? This is not known to us. Perhaps it was none other than David, King of Israel, who came to save the brothers in the merit of the meal of melaveh malkah, which is eaten in his honor.

(Translated from Likutei Sippurim by Rabbi Chaim Mordechai Perlow, pp. 351-352.)

Repritned from the Parshat Lech Lecha 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
Hashgacha Pratis #12

The Warning Call that Wasn’t Made in Time


Elisha was happy to be able to call his close friend, R’ Rephael Rosenthal, to ask about a proposed match for his son. The girl being suggested was the daughter of Tanchum Lavan, a neighbor of R’ Rephael, and also a regular attendee of R’ Rephael’s shiur. 

But when Elisha called about the Lavan girl, R’ Rephael, for some reason, could not recall how he knew the Lavans. It seemed he had a total temporary memory lapse. Elisha did not want to cause R’ Rephael to feel more uncomfortable than he already was, so he did not press the issue. 

R’ Rephael promised to call Elisha as soon as he could recall his connection to the Lavans. A few short moments after R’ Rephael put down the phone receiver, he remembered! How could he NOT recall the Lavans? The plaster of the walls in their building was not thick enough to muffle the shouting emanating from the Lavan apartment one flight down. Their doors were always being slammed. The Lavans were indeed a dysfunctional family. 

R’ Rephael was now in a difficult predicament. Elisha would surely check out the Lavans and surmise that R’ Rephael had “blanked out” in order to hide their shame. Yet R’ Rephael felt it was his duty to prevent this shidduch from materializing at all costs. He did not think it would be a good match as the families were not at all compatible. 

He tried reaching Elisha numerous times throughout the evening, yet the line was consistently busy. The next day, R’ Rephael’s schedule was exceedingly hectic and he forgot all about reaching Elisha. He arrived home close to midnight, and though he then remembered Elisha, it was far too late to call. 

The next day, when he saw Tanchum Lavan at his shiur, he decided that come what may, he would phone Elisha the minute he arrived home. But as soon as he entered his home, he received a call from Elisha. The noise in the background sent chills up and down his spine. 

“Mazel Tov!” Elisha shouted into the telephone. “R’ Rephael, we’ve made a shidduch! We’re in your building. Come down to the Lavan apartment and drink l’chaim with us!” 

R’ Rephael froze; he could not utter a sound. How could he have let this happen? Yet R’ Rephael was not one to question Hashem’s Will. He went down to wish them mazel tov, heaping blessings on the new couple, which were more of a silent plea that indeed everything should go well for them. 

A few months after the wedding, Elisha told R’ Rephael, “Do you remember when I asked you about the shidduch with Tanchum Lavan’s daughter?” 

R’ Rephael started to shake; the moment he feared for so long had arrived. 
Elisha continued, “We later found out that the Lavan family had some problems. But my daughter-in-law? What can I tell you? She’s a jewel. My son is so happy. They have a wonderful life together. After all, he doesn’t live with his father-in-law, and in his own home peace and contentment reign. I have often thought of what my son would have missed if I had heard about the Lavan family’s problems before hand and dropped the shidduch. 

“You were so wise, R’ Rephael, to have suddenly ‘forgotten’ that you knew Tanchum Lavan. Thanks to your memory lapse, we were able to take our diamond and place her in the proper setting.” (There Is No Such Thing as Coincidence) 
Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5778 email of The Weekly Vort.
The Reward of a Mitzvah?
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Rabbi Paysach Krohn in his wonderful work Around the Magid’s Table tells a beautiful story. One Shabbos afternoon when young Yitzchak Eisenbach was in Jerusalem, he spotted a very valuable gold coin shining in the distance. The value of the coin was enough to support his entire family for two weeks! But it was Shabbos and young Yitzele knew that the coin was muktzeh, prohibited to be picked up and taken on the Shabbos. 


He decided to put his foot on top of the coin and guard the coin until sunset — a good number of hours — but worth every moment of the the wait. An Arab boy saw Yitzchak with his foot strangely and obviously strategically placed, and decided to investigate further. 


“What’s that you’re hiding?” the Arab asked.


 “Nothing,” replied Yitzchak as he shifted his body to hide the fact that he was guarding a golden treasure. It was too late. The Arab boy pushed him, saw the prize, quickly grabbed it and ran away. 


All Yitzchak could do was watch in horror as his attacker melted into the Arab market place. Dejected, Yitzchak sulked to the nearby Tzcernobel Bais Medrash (synagogue) where he sat in a corner. 


Normally, Yitzchak would help prepare the final Shabbos meal, but today he sat — dejected and depressed — until the Sabbath was over. The Rebbe inquired about young Yitzchok’s sullen mood and was told the story. 


Immediately after Shabbos the Tzcernobel Rebbe (1840-1936) summoned Yitzchak into his private study. In his hand he held a gold coin, exactly the same size as the one Yitzchak had almost secured earlier that day. 


“I am very proud of you,” said the Rebbe. You did not desecrate the Shabbos even for a tremendous monetary gain. In fact,” he continued, “I am so proud of you that I am willing to give you this same coin.” 


The Rebbe halted. “On one condition. I want you to give me the reward for the mitzvah you did.” 


The boy looked at the Rebbe in utter disbelief. “You want to trade the coin for the Mitzvah?” 


The Rebbe nodded, slowly. “If that’s the case, keep the coin. I’ll keep the mitzvah.” The Rebbe leaned over and kissed the child.

Reprinted from the Parshas Lech Lecha 5778 email of Torah Teasers.

The Young Jewish Boy Snatched Into the Russian Czar’s Army

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


In the late 1700s in Russia a terrible practice was begun by the Czar to 'unify' his citizens and 'save' their souls as well.


Young boys, especially Jews, were snatched from their homes, taken to training camps and taught how to become Russian Orthodox Christians.


The following few generations of Czars would increase this practice to horrendous proportions but this Czar began it.


There were some boys who held on to their Judaism despite the tortures, beatings and psychological pressure. But they were few. The majority either died or succumbed to the pressure and converted.


Eli Leib Itzkovitz was among the majority; when he was just a lad of twelve he had been kidnapped into the army and was so weak, alone and afraid that he couldn't resist the pressure. The priest seemed so warm and friendly when he spoke about the church and so scary when he didn't, that Eli decided to just flow with the stream and do what they wanted.


After he agreed to convert it was smooth traveling; they changed his name to 'Sasha', he made friends, moved up in the ranks and fifteen years later he was respected and was on his way to becoming an officer.


Then, as a reward for outstanding devotion and behavior, he and a few other soldiers were given a ten-day leave; his first leave in fifteen years.


The first day they just ate and slept, then they went to a nearby city to get drunk and have a good time. Then one of them mentioned that he was going to visit his parents tomorrow and the others said pretty much the same thing.


Suddenly a brief flash of his mother's eyes, his father's voice and the house that had once called home passed through his mind. Of course the army was his 'real' home and Russia and the Czar were his parents. But after all, he had another week with no plans and all the others were going home, why not him?


He went to the train station, bought a ticket and got on the train.


Ten hours later he was standing in front of his old house and knocked on the door. A middle aged woman answered. Could this be his mother? She had been in her middle thirties when he left, but this woman looked older than fifty, or perhaps not. Even if it was, he probably wouldn't recognize her. One thing for sure, she didn't recognize him.


She treated him like any Russian citizen would treat any visiting Russian soldier; she told him to come in and prepared a cup of tea. He told her he was just passing through the town and gradually brought the conversation around to her family.


She told him that her husband had passed away years ago from cholera and she had an only son, Eli, who had been snatched into the army years ago.


And now she was alone.


It was his mother. Eli had to hold back tears. His father was dead. He would never see him again, his heart winced.


But it had been a long time; he'd spent more time in the army than at home. He thought that he had forgotten his parents but somewhere deep down inside him the child was still alive. He changed the subject and tried to talk about the weather etc. until finally he looked her in the eyes and said quietly.


"Mother, it's me! I'm Eli!"


They embraced, crying and hugging each other for a long time. She said his name over and over as if to make up for all the years she hadn't said it and finally when they calmed down and dried their eyes Eli told her about the army and all that he had done in the last fifteen years. Her eye caught the cross that was hanging on a thin chain around his neck.


"Oh that?" He replied. "I changed my religion. It's no big thing.


Judaism is a thing of the past anyway. The commandments are old etc.
And he repeated all he had been taught by the priest about getting saved, going to heaven, eternal damnation and more.


She begged him to be a Jew. She told him of his father's devotion, about Abraham and the thousands of years of Jewish self-sacrifice for the Torah that followed him. But it was no use. Eli had become so indoctrinated that he had five answers for each of her questions so she changed the subject; she didn't want to lose him.


He stayed with her for another few days fixing things around the house, telling her about himself and asking about the past; his father and her until he announced that he had to return to the base.


"Please," she said to him just before she kissed him good bye. "I don't want to lose you again. I don't want you to get killed. Not far from here in the town of Liadi there is a great Rabbi by the name of Rebbe Schneur Zalman. Please go to him, give him this note and ask him for a blessing."


Eli wanted to refuse but one look in his mother's pleading eyes melted his opposition. So he got a carriage and made his way to Liadi.


An hour or so later he was standing in the Rebbe's house at the end of a line of some twenty people leading to the Rebbe's door, but in just moments he was whisked to the front of the line. The Rebbe’s followers had orders that soldiers don't have to wait.


In just a few minutes the door to the Rebbe's room opened, a Jew that had been in there before him backed out and he entered.


Suddenly a fear enveloped him that he had never experienced in his life. He had been in battle several times and knew fear but this was something total and totally different. It took him completely by surprise.


He handed the Rebbe the note that his mother had given him. The room was unusually still.


The Rebbe asked him a few questions about himself and the army and finally said,


"May The Almighty give you success in all that you do."


Eli got up the courage and asked the Rebbe for a coin he could carry with him for good luck and protection as his mother told him. But the Rebbe answered.


"G-d will protect you without a coin and give you understanding to choose the proper path.


As Eli left the Rebbe's house he felt like a child, happy and fresh.


It was as though the Rebbe re-attached him to something alive and infinite that he had lost.


The next day when he returned to his camp a strange thing happened. A notice was posted on door of the lunchroom that by order of the Czar anyone who wanted to return to the religion of his parents could do so


Eli was the first to respond. He immediately reported to his superior officer and requested to change his name back to Eli Leib and to be registered as Jewish.


Within moments a priest and several officers called him into a private conversation. Eli had been an outstanding soldier with a bright future and they didn't want to lose him. They gave him all the reasons possible for remaining a gentile and not becoming a Jew, especially the priest. He was a very intelligent and well versed man and he was sure that Eli stood no chance against his well-honed arguments. 

The priest explained how he would be damned, would forfeit everlasting bliss and would miss the redemption. And he brought a flood of sentences from the Bible to 'prove' it. Meanwhile the officers reminded him that he stood to lose his rank in the army as well as his friends and his future.


But Eli had looked into the eyes of the Rebbe.


He waited for them to finish, cleared his throat and spoke.


"I was born a Jew and I'll die a Jew." He said quietly but firmly. "The first Jew, Abraham was alone; the entire world was against him. But I'm with him."


Then he turned to the priest and said, "I can't debate you, but I'm sure the Rebbe of Liadi knows all your arguments and nevertheless I'm sure he also is on Abraham's side."


Eli was demoted to the rank of private and all his benefits were erased. Shortly thereafter his term in the army finished, he returned to his mother and the first blessing of the Rebbe materialized; he found a good livelihood a good wife and lived to see three generations of offspring.


At least once a year he would gather all his family together and repeat the story of how just seeing the face of the Rebbe made him into a totally different man.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad Israel. Adapted from HaY'dion HaKfar (Oct 30, 08')
A Lesson from

Rabbi Yisroel Salanter
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One time, Rabbi Yisrael Salanter, O”BM, was staying in one of the homes he visited during his travels around Europe. According to the Sages, washing hands with a lot of water in the performance of a Mitzvah is rewarded by wealth, and the host wanted Rabbi Salanter to feel free to use as much water as he liked. 
He informed Rabbi Salanter that he had just hired a young Jewish girl to help with the heavy work in the kitchen and that more than enough water is available for all their needs.


Rabbi Salanter, however, declined the offer. He did not care to enrich himself, he said, at the expense of the back-breaking labors of the poor Jewish orphan girl who worked in the kitchen and used the minimum amount of water. (Story from the Talelei Oros). 


Comment: When serving the guests, Avraham Avinu asked for “a little water to be brought” (Bereishis 18:4). The Nachal Eliyahu explains that since a servant was bringing water, Avraham didn’t want to over-work him.


This is another area when one should put another’s wellbeing over their own spiritual benefit. Let us keep this message in mind when we make requests or demands of our hired help, especially - but not only - if the help is Jewish. It’s sometimes simply better to do without.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly as edited by Mendel Berlin.
The Songbird’s Secret

By Rabbi Eliyahu Bergstein




While everyone imagined the king’s greatest treasury to be his large estate and vast wealth, in truth, his most beloved and precious commodity was a beautiful songbird. It was capable of singing the most melodious of tunes and enthralling anyone who heard its pitch. Any observer would have reasonably concluded that the songbird enjoyed the greatest life possible. All except the songbird itself. Although enclosed in a golden cage, it wished to roam unfettered in the wild and fly and sing without restraint. And so, it one day came up with a plan.


Reaching out to the other birds living outside the palace, the songbird called for help. “If you could please do me a favor,” the songbird said, “my sister lives in the nearby forest. She is very smart and I know she would be able to devise a way for me to escape the palace. Please go consult with her and report back to me.” Without delay, the birds got to work, scouting out the location of the songbird’s sister.


After finally reaching her, they relayed the news of the songbird and awaited a response. But before they knew it, the sister bird froze still in position, closed her eyes and fell to the ground. The other birds were shocked. Rushing back to the songbird, they conveyed what they had just witnessed. “She must have had a heart attack and died,” the birds sadly confirmed. “As soon as she heard about your situation, she just keeled over and fell down head first.”


For the next few days, the songbird did not sing or sleep or eat. It simply laid in its cage motionless for hours. The palace’s workers tried changing the water and rearranging the cage, but it didn’t help. They even brought in an expert veterinarian, but he couldn’t detect anything wrong either. And so, after days of seeing the songbird lifeless with its eyes closed, it was confirmed that it had sadly passed away.


What need did the king now have for a dead bird? The servants proceeded to pick up the cage, haul it to the window and shake it out. The songbird began freefalling straight down, until right before it hit the ground… it opened its eyes, flapped its wings and began soaring away, singing the most jovial and spectacular song it had ever sung.


The other birds who had gone to the songbird’s sister just a few days ago were surprised to see the songbird out and about, flying freely around. And then they realized. The songbird’s sister had not died; it had simply been sending its brother a message. She had been nonverbally communicating the precise method which would free the songbird from its caged life. What was it to do? Play dead. If it would give the impression that it was no longer alive, within a short period, it would be tossed out of the king’s palace and be on its way towards a new, unrestrained life.


The same is true, writes the Ben Ish Chai, of Shabbos. Throughout an entire week, we live within a confined framework. We engage in our many responsibilities which come along with being human. Our lives become subsumed with daily and demanding tasks and chores. Yet then comes Shabbos, a day when we can experience freedom and unfetter ourselves from such confines which we experience throughout the week. Yet how exactly do we achieve such freedom?


We, so to speak, play dead. We disconnect from the fast-paced, physical world we know and enter an entirely different, spiritual world. We make no trips to the supermarket or bank or answer any phone calls. We detach ourselves from our weekday load and open ourselves to the sublime experience of… Shabbos.


Every week, we are gifted one day which contains unsurpassed potential for spiritual growth and connection to our Creator. And how do we achieve it? Simple. Tune out everything else in your life and allow yourself to connect to a day so pristine and holy. Disconnect to connect. Tune out to tune in and play dead to truly be alive. And that indeed is the secret of the songbird.

Reprinted from the Parshat Lech Lecha 5778 Newsletter of Torahanytime.com

The Reward for Doing

That Difficult Mitzvah

I can personally remember many times when I did something that was difficult for me and Hashem showed this principle to me in a way that I was able to understand. 

There was one time, when a Rabbi came to visit me in my office who needed to raise money for his Yeshivah. He asked me for an amount that I felt was more than I would be willing to give. But I felt deeply for his cause, so I decided to push myself to accommodate his request. 

I remember going back from the conference room where we were meeting to my office to get my checkbook. It was at that exact moment that a call came in from a person whom I’d been speaking to about purchasing life insurance. I picked up the phone and the person calling said: "Hi Jack, I'm ready to buy that insurance we've been discussing, when can we meet?"

Right then I saw clearly how Hashem would reward me for doing that mitzvah on the spot. The connection was so obvious to me. Hashem wants to show us that because we did something that was difficult for us, we will be rewarded. He says, I will reward you quickly so that you will understand that I recognize your sacrifice of going above and beyond in order to do the will of Hashem by doing that mitzvah that was difficult for you. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayera 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes
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