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The Inner Beauty

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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I heard the following by a farbrengen [a Chassidic celebration] on the last day of Pesach, during the Moshiach’s seudah, that is customary conducted by chassidim. 


We say in the haftorah of that day, “On that day you [the Jewish people] will say: I offer thanks to You Hashem, that You were angry with me.”


On the surface this is puzzling, if one would say, “I understand why You were upset at me,” or something similar, that is understood. But just because someone is rightfully angry at me; do I thank them for chastising me?  I maybe understand that there was a need, but the question always lingers, perhaps it could have been done with more compassion?


But perhaps with the following parable, brought down in seforim, it can be understood.


There was a poritz (squire), who rented out parts of his vast holdings to numerous individuals. There was one person who leased the inn from him. However, when it came to pay the rent, the innkeeper didn’t have the necessary amount. The poritz, warned him that he legally can have him whipped, or place him in prison, but that is not what he wants to do. All he wants is that the innkeeper honor the agreement that was made. He concluded: “But if you don’t honor it, I may not have a choice.


“So let us figure out a payment plan. You said you have half of the amount available, pay that now and each week for the next ten weeks, you will slowly pay off the balance.”


The poor innkeeper thanked the poritz for his understanding and graciousness, and did everything possible to pay off his balance. He was so grateful, and sang the poritz’s praise. This went on for many years.


One year, the poritz decided to hire a manager to be responsible for his various holdings and he occupied himself with acquiring additional assets and other pursuits of his.


At the end of the year, he called I the manager and instructed him to bring the ledger book, so he can review it. 


When it came to this innkeeper’s page, there remained the entire sum; twenty gold rubles. The Poritz asked the manager, “What did you do about this?”


“I warned him not to play around with us, and gave him twenty lashes to teach him and everyone else a lesson; one lash for each golden ruble he owes,” replied the manager.


The poritz inquired, did that produce the money?


Obviously not, replied the manager. The poor person will be in bed for a few weeks recuperating.


So what did you accomplish, inquired the Poritz. The rent wasn’t paid and the man is now incapacitated and won’t be able to work for weeks or months. You accomplish nothing. Bring the innkeeper to me.


Servants were dispatched and they came to the inn, informing the family that His Honor, the Poritz wants the innkeeper to come to him.


Hearing these words put fear into their hearts. What does the poritz want him from him now? Is it not enough that he was whipped and hurt?  Hoping to avert any further punishment they pleadingly said, “How can he go, he can’t even get out of bed. The doctors warned us not to allow him to exert himself, or it may take much longer to heal for our father to heal. He is out of commission.”


If that is so, replied the servants, we will bring him on his bed, and a few of them, picked up the bed with the weak innkeeper on it, placed it in the wagon, and off they went to the palatial estate of the poritz.


The poritz greeted the innkeeper and innocently inquired, what happened, why are you in bed? The poor innkeeper, didn’t understand why the Poritz is asking such an obvious question, but he said what happened to him, and explained that the manager wasn’t willing to extend any time like the gracious Poritz did!

Turning to the manager, the poritz inquired, is it true that he received twenty lashes?


“Yes,” replied the manager.


So then I order you to give him a golden ruble for each lash, and bring it over now.


The manager had no choice and returned a few moments later with the twenty golden rubles.


After the innkeeper received it, he thanked the Poritz for serving justice.


The Poritz smiled and replied, but now I need justice, can I have the money you owe me, and the innkeeper had no choice but to hand it over. The poritz then instructed his servants to gently pick up the bed and take the innkeeper back home.

When the innkeeper came home he said to his wife, “If only the manager would have given me two lashes for each ruble then I would have had received forty rubles and we would have had enough money to pay for this coming year as well.”


So while we are in this exile, the trials and tribulations can be extremely painful, and draining. But when Moshiach comes, at that time we would see the tremendous reward Hashem bestows upon us for enduring it, and we exclaim, If I would have accepted even more, than my reward would have been much greater. I Thank You Hashem for all the challenges You gave me. 

beauty of the mitzvah.

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5779 email of the Weekly Story by Rabbi Avtzon, a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Rebbeim and their chassidim. He is available to speak or farbreng in your community and can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

Woman in America 

Saves Brother in Israel


A 50-year-old man from Israel collapsed during a video call with his sister from New York.


The sister, who is a nurse, immediately understood the situation and called Magen David Adom in Israel. An ambulance was quickly dispatched to the man's house in Bat Yam.


MDA forces who arrived at the scene entered the apartment within a short time, with the help of firefighters who broke down the door. MDA paramedic David Weimpaimer and the rest of the emergency medical team immediately began tests and determined that the man had suffered a severe heart attack. 


They gave the man advanced life-saving medical care, including medication, until his condition stabilized and he regained full consciousness. The team then evacuated him to the Wolfson hospital intensive care unit.


MDA paramedic Naomi Zvi stated: "We received a report from the MDA center about a man who lost consciousness in his apartment in Bat Yam. The firefighters arrived quickly and opened the door, and we could enter the apartment."


"When we entered the apartment, we saw a light in the bedroom, and we ran in. In bed, a man of about 50 was unconscious. His sister was still in a video call to his cell phone and was upset at her brother's condition. We gave him advanced medical treatment, while updating the intensive care unit in the hospital. 


“After a few dramatic minutes, his condition stabilized and he returned to full consciousness. Then, we evacuated him in an MDA intensive care unit directly to Wolfson Hospital, where the doctors in the unit are prepared to receive him," said Zvi.


To sum up the unique case, Tzvi said: "I have been a Paramedic for many years in MDA, and I do not remember such a case. It's really saving a life from across the world."

Reprinted from the May 16, 2019 email of Arutz Sheva.

Borrowing Money

To Honor Shabbos


Rav Elimelech Biderman told a story that demonstrates how real this concept is.


A young man in Israel who did not come from a very religious background began studying Torah, and he learned the Gemara's comment that Hashem guarantees to repay for us any loans we take for the honor of Shabbat. Meaning, if a person needs to borrow money in order to properly honor Shabbat, he should do so and feel confident that Hashem will provide him with the funds he needs to repay the debt.
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The burial place of Rabbi Shimon bar Yochai


The young man was fascinated by this teaching, by the concept that Hashem guarantees any loans a person takes for Shabbat.


Around that time, two of his friends invited him to join them for an uplifting Shabbat at Meron, the gravesite of Rabbi Shimon bar Yohai. He explained to them that he would love to come but he did not have the money needed to pay for it. One of his friends offered to lend him the money.


The young man was overjoyed at the opportunity he was given to put into practice the Gemara's teaching - to borrow the money needed to honor Shabbat.


The boys enjoyed an inspiring Shabbat at Meron, and they calculated that each one needed to pay 388.60 shekels. One of the other two boys, as promised, paid for this fellow, and asked him when he would receive the money back.


"Soon I'll get the money and I'll repay you right away," he said, trusting that Hashem would soon repay him for the loan he took for the sake of Shabbat.


This young man was engaged at the time, and a few days later, on his birthday, he received a gift from his fiancée’s parents. As an expression of their wish for the couple's good fortune, they gave him a new wallet with one of every bill and coin used in Israel. This meant it had a 200 shekel bill, a 100 shekel bill, a 50 shekel bill, a 20 shekel bill, a 10 shekel coin, a 5 shekel coin, a 2 shekel coin, a 1 shekel coin, a 50 agurot coin, and a 10 agurot coin. All this added up to exactly 388.60 - the precise amount this boy borrowed to spend Shabbat in Meron.

Reprinted from the Parashat Emor 5779 email of Embrace Shabbos.

Looking for a Gas Station in The Middle of Pennsylvania


I wanted to share with you a story that happened to our family. We were driving home to Lakewood from Chicago on Isru Chag. For those that are not familiar, basically there are long stretches along the way where there are no gas stations. 

However, when this occurs there usually will be a sign notifying the drivers that there is a gas station coming up (let's say in about 2 miles) and the next one won't be about another 40 miles. Anyway, we were driving for quite some time somewhere in middle of Pennsylvania and we were running low on gas. 

We decided that we need to stop at the nearest gas station. However, there was nothing in sight! We got to a point where the dashboard indicated that we had 22 miles until empty and then it went down to LOW FUEL! 

We started to get nervous especially since this was our first big trip with our new van so we really didn't know how to gauge the gas. I decided to look on our GPS to see where the nearest gas station was. Sure enough 2 stations came up in the area: one which was 5 miles away (which we would need to get off at the nearest exit) and the other which was 33 miles away along the main road. 
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We figured we couldn't make it to the gas station on the main road so we decided to get off the exit. What I realized only after we got off was that it wasn't so close after all. We got off the exit at 8:30 PM and the ETA at the gas station was 8:47! So that left us with about 15 minutes of driving through the windy, hilly and dark roads of Pennsylvania. We were following our GPS blindly, with only a bit of gas left. 

The roads were extremely dark and narrow without any shoulder to pull over in case Chas"Veshalom we stalled. We couldn't help but think what could happen if we break down on one of these roads C"V. To make matters worse, we did not even know which streets we were on and we were so worried what if we came to the gas station and it was closed! Then we'd really be stuck! 

At that point, I thought about the Shehakol song and together my family and I started saying Tehillim out loud together. Baruch Hashem after a wrong turn and 15 minutes, we got to the tiny gas station (with only 2 pumps) and it was open! We thanked Hashem and my husband went inside to pay for the gas prior to filling up. 
In there were sitting 2 ladies behind the counter who took the money and gave my husband directions how to get back on the main road. When my husband finished filling up the gas, I went in to take some of my children to the bathroom and then returned to the car. As I was getting in the car, my husband asked me if I noticed the sign on the door. I turned around to look and sure enough while I was in the bathroom with my children they hung up a sign that said "CLOSED". 

We got to the gas station at 8:47 and they hung up the sign at 8:59. Had we arrived 15 minutes later we would have come to a closed gas station!!! We all sang together "Hodu L'Hashem Ki Tov" and then told the women closing up the shop that we had just experienced a miracle and G-d was watching over us!!! 

The way to get back on the road was really simple and B"H we made it back in Lakewood at 12:00 so my husband was able to make it in time to daven Maariv B'tzibur and thank Hashem for the miracle that he performed for us that day as well as for all the miracles that he performs every day that we are unaware of!!!
Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5779 email of Rabbi Dov Brezak’s Shehakol Niheye Bidvaro.
The Woman Who Didn't Want to Get Divorced

By Menachem Posner
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Illustrated by Rifka Korf


In the tumultuous years after the Romans had destroyed the Holy Temple in Jerusalem, a Jewish couple in Zidon was not blessed with children. They loved each other dearly and tried to bring brightness into their lives, but the crushing emptiness of their home proved unbearable.


After 10 years of waiting, they came before the great sage, Rabbi Shimon bar Yochai, asking to be granted a divorce.


Hearing their tale of woe, the rabbi replied thoughtfully: “Just as your union began with feasting and drinking, let your parting of ways be similarly celebrated.”

With mixed emotions, the pious couple dutifully prepared a feast for the last day of their marriage.


At the meal, the wise woman poured cup after cup of wine for her husband. As his mood gradually lifted, he said to her: “My dear, look around our house. Is there any precious item here that you would like? Please choose a keepsake and take it with you to your father’s home, where you will once again be living.”


The wife bided her time until her husband fell into a deep sleep. “Quick,” she told her servants, “load him onto a bed and carry him to my father’s home!”


At midnight, after the alcohol had worn off, the husband woke up from his stupor. “Where am I?” he called out in the darkness.


“You are in my father’s house,” replied his wife.


“What am I doing here?!”


“Did I not do exactly what you told me?” said she. “You instructed me to take the best thing from your house back with me to my parents’ home, and there is nothing in the world better than you.”


Realizing that they were meant to be together, the couple once again approached Rabbi Shimon bar Yochai, who prayed for them, and they were blessed with children.




The Midrash (Shir Hashirim Rabbah 1) concludes the story with a lesson:

In this story, a mortal told another mortal, “I want nothing in the world more than you,” and G‑d brought them salvation as a result. How much more so with regards to the people of Israel, who await G‑d’s salvation every day, saying, “We desire nothing in the world more than You.”

May the day of reunion with our heavenly Husband finally come.

Reprinted from the Parshat Behar 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
Remembering Our

Great Grandparents

By David Bibi


My father was very respectful of those who passed. On the wall in front of his desk, he would print each year a Yahrzeit list for all those relatives who passed away and share it with his siblings and cousins. Following in his way, my brother Ruby maintains and shares that list each year and because of it we remember great grandparents that none of our generation ever met. 
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The Ben Ish Chai, zt”l


For example, tonight, the tenth of Iyar is the Yahrzeit of our great grandmother Farha Bibi. She and our great grandfather Joseph passed away before the community bought the cemetery in Staten Island and both are buried in The Old Montefiore Cemetery in Springfield Gardens, Queens. None of us knew her but we know of her and when we think of what she went through, it really puts the problems of our day into perspective.


She was born to a very important Baghdadian family, the Bakal family, descendants of the exilarch. Farha or Joy in English, would tell her grandchildren how as a young girl, each Shabbat afternoon, she would attend the synagogue to listen to 3-hour lectures given by the famous chief Rabbi of Baghdad, Rabbi Yosef Haim, the Ben Ish Chai. The Rabbi held the crowded and overflowing synagogue (sometimes with as many as 4000 people) mesmerized as he spoke in his dramatic and loud voice combining stories and parables with life lessons that she would recall all of her days. 


Our great grandfather was a renowned artist doing work at a young age for the Sassoon family around the world and traveled from India to Baghdad around 1890 where he married the young Farha, nine years his junior and whisked her off to Damascus where he would teach his metal work. 


It could not have been easy for the young bride in a new place where the Arabic was different and most likely the customs different as well. She left her family behind, but would have her own family and she and Joseph were blessed with four children, Shafika, Reuben, Morris and David. 


Joseph though was regularly invited overseas and often traveling. And in those days, it wasn’t an evening flight to Paris with a return a few days later as we have. Trips took months if not longer. In 1911 Joseph set off for a trip to North Africa, then France and finally San Francisco together with our grandfather Reuben leaving the family behind. 


World War One broke out and they were completely separated with barely a letter making it through enemy lines. During that time Shafika who skilled in languages was translating for the French and English was horrifically murdered (most likely by local Arabs deeming her a Jewish spy working with the Europeans) leaving Farha alone to care for young Morris and David and her three grandchildren with no income during war time. Her son-in-law Israel Dayan had been drafted into the Turkish Army for the war. 


Finally, the war ended and preparations were made for Farha to take her children and grandchild Nouri along with her brother-in-law Solomon to America to join her husband and her son. One cannot imagine how difficult that decade alone must have been not even knowing what had become of her husband and son on the other side of the world, not able to tell them of what had happened to them, of the horrific loss and struggling every day to simply feed and care for children and baby grandchildren. 


Then after finally reuniting with Joseph in New York and seeing her son Reuben marry Esther Mizrahi and welcoming four grandchildren, Joseph was suddenly taken from this world. Four years later after experiencing the joy of seeing her son Morris marry Rebecca, Haham Murad Maslaton’s daughter, Farha joined her husband in the olam HaEmet. 


She struggled, but never complained and always had words of Torah on her tongue. I believe it was her steadfast faith, strength in knowing she descended from King David who spoke of falling seven times and rising again each time no matter the effort, and the lessons of the great Ben Ish Chai which gave her strength to overcome test after test and leave behind a tremendous legacy. 


Knowing where we come from is crucial in order to know where we are heading and this is why we all must support and take interest in the work and efforts of the Sephardic Heritage Museum in preserving and reminding us of that history and heritage. 


Emor VeAmarta Say and say – we have the responsibility of transmitting the lessons of our fathers to our children of our grandfathers to our grandchildren and of our great grandfathers to our great grandchildren. With the help of Hashaem, Naaseh – We should do, VeNasliach and be successful. 

Shabbat Shalom, David Bibi 

Reprinted from the Parashat Kedoshim 5779 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

The Heavenly Test of Hachnasas Orchim
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Orchos Chaim L’HaRosh 58. Do not forget to give food to travelers. Escort them and comfort them with words. The Tosafos Yom Tov explains that the reason for this is because travelers are away from home and may be depressed. It is therefore incumbent on others to provide for them and lift their spirits. 

Rav Moshe Sternbuch writes that travelers present one with the opportunity to do the Mitzvah of Hachnasas Orchim, and the best way to do this Mitzvah is with love and Simchah, so that the guest feels happy and comfortable. Without these ingredients of love and happiness, there is no Mitzvah. 

Additionally, one should make his guest feel like they are actually the ones doing the host a favor by being his guest, and that the host’s home is really the guest’s home. This is included in the directive to comfort them with words. 

R’ Eliezer, the father of the Baal Shem Tov, loved performing the Mitzvah of Hachnasas Orchim, welcoming guests. He used to send people out to look for anyone who needed a place to eat, so they could come to his house and have a warm meal. 

Before sending guests on their way, he would give them a package of food so they wouldn’t get hungry on the road before they got to their destination, and he would also give them gifts, so they had everything they needed. 

Hashem saw how exceptionally R’ Eliezer did this Mitzvah, and decided to test him so he could earn great S’char. The Satan jumped at the chance, and said that he would go test him, but Eliyahu HaNavi said, “Perhaps it is better if I go.” 
Hashem allowed Eliyahu HaNavi to go test R’ Eliezer. It was Shabbos afternoon when Eliyahu HaNavi appeared at R’ Eliezer’s door. Eliyahu HaNavi was disguised as a very poor man. He was holding a walking stick and wearing a backpack, and he gave the impression that he was being Mechalel Shabbos, desecrating Shabbos, by carrying in a place without an Eiruv. 

Eliyahu HaNavi knocked at the door, and after he was welcomed, said “Gut Shabbos”, and entered R’ Eliezer’s house. R’ Eliezer was very careful not to embarrass his guests, and always tried to make them comfortable. He controlled himself and didn’t say anything about his guest being Mechalel Shabbos. Instead, he made a great effort to serve Shalosh Seudos with Simchah, and after Shabbos, he served the Melaveh Malkah Seudah to his guest. 

R’ Eliezer wouldn’t hear of letting his guest leave at night, and insisted that he remain overnight. The next morning, R’ Eliezer gave the poor man a large package of food and a nice amount of Tzedakah, so he could buy himself some new clothes. He didn’t say a word about how the man was Mechalel Shabbos, and wished him farewell. 

It was then that the man revealed to R’ Eliezer that he was really Eliyahu HaNavi. “Hashem sent me to test you on the great Mitzvah of Hachnasas Orchim,” he said. “Because you passed the test so well and didn’t embarrass me when I came to your door, Hashem will Bentch you with a very special child who will shine brightly in Klal Yisroel.” Soon after, R’ Eliezer’s wife gave birth to a child who grew up to be the famous Baal Shem Tov! (Sipurei Chassidim, p. 51)

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
A Credit for His 

Majesty the Czar

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

There was once a young Chassid in Russia called Boruch Zalmanovitch who received a draft notice into the Russian army. When his mother saw it, she began crying, and his father too was unable to control his tears. 


A draft notice in Czarist Russia was tantamount to a death warrant â€¦ especially for a religious Jew. First, the Czar used the army as a means to his diabolical plot to convert the Jews; secondly, all resistance to conversion was met with torture. Thirdly, the usual duration of service was fifteen years!  And Finally, the Russian army usually lost its wars with terrible losses of life.


So the young Chassid traveled to the great and holy Rebbe, Menachem Mendel of Vitebsk to request a blessing to be exempt from the army.  It was known that this Rebbe was as holy as Moses and, like Moses, could do great miracles to save Jews.


The journey was long and he was very nervous but finally there he was, in the Rebbe's room standing face to face with this awesome holy man.  He handed the Rebbe a short note describing his problem and begging for salvation. The Rebbe read the message, then looked up at him and said lovingly, â€œI think you will make a very good soldier! You will be a credit to the King! Why do you want to evade the army? Meanwhile, until they come for you, go home and learn Torah!”


The young man was destroyedâ€¦Soldier? Army!?  When he returned home and told his parents, they again resumed crying and moaning. “Oy! What will be with us!!! If you are taken in the army, it will be the end of you!! It will break our hearts. Maybe the Rebbe made a mistake? Maybe you didn’t hear right? We will ask again. Or maybe go to a different Rebbe..”


But the young man wouldn't hear of it. He already had his answer “The rebbe doesn't make mistakes. He told me I will be a good soldier and a credit to the King. He told me to sit and learn till they call me and that is what I will do!”


The entire family was beside themselves, but they had no choice. To run away was impossible, and, who knows, maybe the little bit of learning he would do would make miracles. 


So our young hero went to the yeshiva, sat down at a table, learned and ignored the induction papers.  To those that asked why he didn't go to the draft board he said:  "the Rebbe told me to learn Torah and that’s what I’ll do, HaShem will help me!”


So his mother brought him food and changes of clothes, the yeshiva gave him mattress and bedding next to his table and he sat and learned. The days passed, and before he knew it, the days turned into weeks and the weeks became months and still nothing from the army.


“It must be that the Torah is keeping them away” he thought to himself. “Maybe they even forgot totally about me.” But he lived in constant fear of being drafted.


Even after a year passed, then another and then another, every time the large door of the Bait HaMedrash (learning room) opened, he shuddered with fear buried his face in the book before him and began learning with renewed fervor.


Then, after five years, it happened. 


The door burst open revealing two huge Russian soldiers dressed in spotless uniforms with large fur hats, shiny high leather boots, huge swords hanging at their sides from their belts and stone faces. The very sight of them with their massive handlebar mustaches and cruel cold eyes threw trepidation into the hearts of everyone in the room. They stood there menacingly, their arms folded over their chests surveying everyone like a farmer looks at his cows, and then one of them bellowed:


“WE ARE LOOKING FOR BORUCH ZALMANOVITCH!!”

Slowly Boruch, stood up, cleared his throat, turned to them and said quietly, “I a..a..am Boruch Zalmanovitch.”�


All eyes turned to him as the soldiers approached him, and stood at attention.


One pulled out a small ornate box from his breast pocket, opened it, took out a gold medallion attached to a wide blue ribbon and solemnly hung it around Boruch’s neck without saying a word.


The other then produced a medium sized parchment scroll opened it and began solemnly reading; “His Royal Majesty The Czar hereby presents you with the highest distinction of our Country, The Golden Star, for valorous and devoted service.”


The Soldier kept rambling on about bravery and patriotism as Boruch went into a daze; he only heard the last sentence, “His Exalted Majesty The Czar therefore grants you, with the highest praises, complete honorable exemption  from further military service.”


The soldier facing Boruch put his hands firmly on Boruch’s shoulders and kissed him first on one cheek and then on the other, while the second soldier was pumping Boruch’s hand in a firm handshake.


They then both saluted, presented him with the document, turned on their heels and left the room.  


Everyone immediately surrounded the bewildered Boruch, shaking his hand, congratulating him, asking to see the document. 

But as soon as he came to himself, he immediately ran out the door and down the street to the Rebbe’s house with the good news.


“You see, I told you that you would be a good soldier in the army!” said the Rebbe smiling, “Of course I was referring to the army of HaShem. In fact, you did so well that even the Czar had to recognize it, although he didn’t himself know what he was doing. It was your efforts that caused the miracle; how else could the evil Czar possibly recognize G-d . It’s something like in the ˜Alenu” prayer we say three times a day; ˜All the evil people in the earth will turn to You.”� 

Reprinted from the Parashat Emor 5779 email from Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.

The Chofetz Chaim’s Cow

As was the custom of most of the people who lived in the Shtetls of Poland, the Chafetz Chaim, O”BM, had a cow to provide him with dairy products. 


At one point in his life, the Chafetz Chaim decided to temporarily leave his village of Radin so that he could devote himself entirely to his studies. He moved to Visilshuk and would correspond with his wife, who had remained behind, through the services of the wagon drivers in Radin. 


Perhaps because of the high regard in which the Chafetz Chaim was held even by the most ignorant peasant in Radin, one of the wagon drivers could not over overcome his curiosity and opened the letter to see what the holy man had written to his wife. 


One can imagine his surprise when he discovered that the bulk of the letter consisted of instructions that she must not allow their cow to leave their yard on market days. The Chafetz Chaim explained that on those days Radin was full of wagons belonging to non-Jews and that their cow might inadvertently eat some of the fodder that the owners had prepared for their own livestock. 


Although the value of what their cow might eat was probably less than a Perutah (penny), one could not count on the gentile to forgive them for their cow’s theft and they would be therefore be guilty of sinning. (Story from the Talelei Oros)

Reprinted from the Parshas Kedoshim 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.
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