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The Janitor and the Lawyer

By David Bibi
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Rabbi Shlomo Freifeld, zt”l, Rosh Hayeshiva of Shaar Yashuv


There was a man named Larry living somewhere in Queens. Now Larry was one of those guys for whom nothing ever went right. He considered himself one of the losers in the game of life. He lived alone in a basement apartment struggling just to make ends meet.  But as hard as he tried, nothing seemed to go right. Every job he took never lasted more than a month. Something always happened and he found himself laid off or fired and back on line at the neighborhood unemployment office. 


Rejection after rejection leads to despondency. Larry just wanted to give up. He sat around for weeks doing nothing. It was only when the eviction notice came that Larry realized he had to do something, anything to make some money and pay the rent.


He pulled out the paper and his eye was drawn to a notice in the center of the help wanted section. Janitorial position available - good pay. He thought to himself, 'who wants to be a janitor? But it says good pay. And I need a job. And maybe no one will bother me there? And who wants to be homeless? ' 


So he called the number and made an appointment to be interviewed the next day.  He woke up, looked in the mirror and decided to place his long hair in a ponytail. He thought about shaving, but decided to skip it. After all he was going to be interviewed to become a janitor. He took the subway down to Far Rockaway to the Shaar Yashuv Yeshiva. 


When he arrived, he was supposed to meet with the building super, but the man was called out on an emergency and instead he was brought to the office of the Rosh Yeshiva.


So the Rosh Yeshiva [Rabbi Shlomo Freifeld] invites Larry in for an interview. 'Have you any experience as a janitor?' he asks. Larry lists his myriad job titles and extensive experience and assures the Rabbi that he is up to the task if given the chance. 

The Rabbi asks Larry if he knows anything about a yeshiva. Larry tells the Rabbi that in fact he does. He tells the Rabbi that he is Jewish and attended a Yeshiva as a young man, but because of problems at home, he ran away, fell in with a bad crowd and basically fell off the path, not just of Judaism, but of life itself.


The Rabbi asked Larry what he remembered from his studies. Larry fondly recalled the last Gemara he learned about, 'two people holding a garment'. They spoke for a while and Larry poured his heart out. He told of his childhood all the way to the previous day’s eviction notice. He closed by saying that he would really appreciate the job and would give it everything in his power.


The Rosh Yeshiva reaches across the table and puts out his hand. ' Larry - you're hired - but not as a janitor. Larry you’re hired as a rabbi to teach in the yeshiva.'


'How can I be a Rabbi here?' he asked. 'Just look at me. Hair past my shoulders, a ponytail, beads. Not to mention that I have not put on a kipah, sisit or tefilin in years.'


'Dont worry about that', the Rosh Yeshiva suggested. 'Three boys came to the Yeshiva a few days ago. They have hair longer than yours. No one here can relate to them. You said you would do anything in your power. Well I want to hire you as a Rabbi to teach these boys the Gemara that you remember and if you need any help, we're all here for you.


Larry agrees to give it a try. After all he really needed the job. He dresses the next day in his boots, leather jacket and finds an old baseball hat. He arrives in the Bet Midrash early and tries to re-familiarize himself with that last passage of Talmud he recalled. He meets with his students and studies earnestly with them under the supervision of the Rosh Yeshiva. A few days later he tells the Rosh Yeshiva that he feels funny being a rabbi here but not having a kipah or sisit like the others. The Rosh Yeshiva provides Larry with both and only a few more days pass before the Rosh Yeshiva must provide not only these but tefilin as well to "Rabbi" Larry's three students.


35 years later, Larry is living in Israel. He is a respected and well loved Rabbi with hundreds of students, a wonderful wife and eight learned children. All because someone saw in Larry a potential that Larry could never see in himself. All because someone gave Larry the chance and the encouragement to be all that he could be. 


But remember too that nothing just happens. What if Larry never got the eviction notice? What if Larry never spotted the ad? What if the three boys had not shown up at the yeshiva a few days earlier?  What if Larry had met with the Super that day and not the Rosh Yeshiva? 


Many times, in life things happen to us that we see as bad. We look up and wonder, 'why me'? The right medicine is often a bitter pill to swallow, yet we thank the pharmacist and we thank the doctor. It's difficult to remember that it is Hashem who provides the solution before the problem and it is impossible to see the picture from within.


Friends [have] told me stories of Hashgachat Peratit - of seemingly bad things happening which proved to be for the best and served to remind them that Hashem is the man behind the curtain pulling all the strings.


Let me tell you one of these stories and I hope that you will find it as inspiring as I did. A successful lawyer and his wife decided that in the best interest of their family they should move from the city they were living in and the community they helped to build to another state halfway across the country. During the six months preceding the move the real estate lawyer actively searched for a firm to join in this new city. 

Moving day came yet the man had found no work. Reluctant to be jobless, he moved his family and commuted from his job during the week to his family on the weekends. But he had already given notice and his firm had hired another lawyer to replace him. They came up with a new date for him to leave during which he would take extra time to spend with his family and continue his search. But that day came and still no job. So he moved thinking that by pounding the pavement in his new town something would come up. But nothing did, at least not for a real estate lawyer with his background and experience. 


With no other prospects around, he took a job in a title company. He was asked to be more of a salesman than a lawyer and he certainly didn't love what he would be doing. But the new city was perfect for his family and aside from the job the new city was perfect for him too.  So, he put his best efforts forward in his work for this company.


About a year after this he was sitting at his desk one day and discovered a problem in one of the firms most important clients' most recent deal. He walked over to the managing director of the office showing him the documents. 'We've got a problem', he explained.


The reply he received was shocking to put it mildly. 'We may have a problem, but you do not. We're letting you go. Things are slow and its last man in, first man out. ' 


'How long til this takes effect? How many weeks can I stay on?', the lawyer asked.


The man looked at his watch, staring at the face for a few seconds and responded, 'actually it takes effect ....... Now. Please clean out your desk and leave the building by lunch time today.'


Talk about getting hit by a train. Now what?


He went to the Yeshiva to talk with the Rosh Yeshiva who had become his personal teacher and friend over the past year. ' I know I need to trust in Hashem. I know I need to keep in mind that even when I can't understand what is happening, that even what I perceive as bad, is really for my own benefit. But how will I pay the mortgage? How will I feed my family? How will I pay for school?'


But he kept in his mind that Hashem was in charge and would not forsake him. That night he worked out a budget and discussed with his wife the possible need to sell the house if there would be a prolonged period of unemployment. He also spoke to his father who encouraged him to look at the situation as an opportunity for new beginnings. 

The next day he formatted a plan to help with his job search. When he went to sleep that night, it was difficult for him not to think, 'why me?' . The following morning, he returned home from Shul to find two Fedex envelopes. In one was a check for next month’s mortgage payment with a note from the man's brother telling him that the mortgage was on him until a new job opportunity presented itself.  In the other was a check for $5000 from his other brother. The note with that check said, 'just to tide you over till the situation improves. Call me when you need more.'


Close your eyes for a moment and try to experience the emotional moment that this man must have felt.  Like most of us he never would have asked for help. Like most of us he probably felt it incumbent on him to deal with the situation as best as he could. Sometimes we go through life hoping that other people care but never really sure. When that moment comes, when push comes to shove, when you see the good in your fellow man and that good is directed at you, the feeling is indescribable. One could appreciate all the trouble he had gone through simply for that momentary epiphany. 


And then his cell phone rang. It was the in-house counsel of a local and very prestigious real estate firm. 'Sorry to bother you at work, but I have an interesting proposition to discuss with you and time is of the essence. I know you’re probably very busy, but could you spare some time today to get together and discuss what I think is a great opportunity?' 


'Let me check my schedule', the lawyer replied. 'I can spare some time today, let me know what works for you'.


Later that day he learned that the realty firm had made a generous proposal to another attorney to become their in-house co-counsel replacing someone who had recently retired. That attorney had accepted the proposal and was slated to begin work the following Monday, but earlier that week called saying he had a change of heart and apologized for this coming at such a late moment. 


The in-house counsel remembered that everyone at the firm always enjoyed working with the meticulous lawyer at the title company. He was well known from his days with his previous firm and would be perfect as an in-house co-counsel. But could he be prompted to leave the title company? Perhaps he no longer wanted to practice law? Perhaps he liked it at the title company? But what if they offered him the same generous package, they had offered the original candidate? He might be willing to join them.


So, the following Monday morning, this unemployed lawyer found himself in a new office, with a substantial increase in pay and doing the work he was best suited to do and most wanted to do. 


As my mother says, “Man proposes and G-d disposes”, but it’s comforting to know that it's always in our best interest whether we recognize it or not and our Father ( Hashem in heaven ) really does know best.
Reprinted from the Parashat Behar 5779 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.

The Longer Taxi Ride

To the Supermarket


I am sharing a story that happened on Erev Shabbos Parshas Kedoshim.

I usually do not go grocery shopping on Erev Shabbos but this week I needed to get a few things. I prepared somewhat for Shabbos and then called a car service to go to the supermarket.
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The driver took the typical route, but instead of making a right turn on to a road that is the quickest way to get to the store, he suddenly turned down a street that cuts more into the center of town, making it a very roundabout route.


While I was sitting in the car, I was thinking how strange and impractical it is that he drove this way. Then I thought that maybe this driver knows that these streets are less congested at this time. I also thought about how Hashem took the Yidden on their special route while they traveled through the Midbar (the Wilderness.) 

Then I thought that the reason that the driver went this way is because Hashem wanted me to go this way and to be here right now. After that I felt calm, relaxed, and secure. I felt more comfortable with the fact that this driver was taking me on a longer and apparently less convenient route. I sat back and enjoyed the ride.


I arrived at the supermarket and looked for a wagon outside. Right in front of me was my married son! I was so happy to see him! What an unexpected surprise! He had just finished shopping. We exchanged warm words, he departed, and I took his shopping cart into the store.


I was in good spirits as I selected items from the shelves. It was just so nice that I was able to see my son on this Erev Shabbos like that!

Only in the middle of my shopping did I realize that because the driver took the route that he did, I arrived at the store at exactly the time that my son was standing outside of the store, about to leave. Had I arrived a few minutes earlier, I would have been shopping while he would have been waiting on line to pay and we would have missed each other. If I had arrived later, I would certainly not have seen him. Hashem gave me this delay and seeming inconvenience for my good!

Reprinted from the Parshas Behar 5779 email of Rabbi Dov Brezak’s Shehakol Niheye Bidvaro.

Miracle on an Israeli Bus
By a Jew Who Closed His Eyes


SOME YEARS AGO ON A FRIDAY MORNING, A YOUNG MAN in Eretz Yisroel named Yirmiyahu, was traveling up north to by bus. He sat down and took out his Chumash to study the Parsha.

At the next stop a woman boarded the bus and sat down next to him. Yirmiyahu was trying his best to guard his eyes, yet he really did not feel comfortable sitting next to this woman [who was not modestly dressed]. 
Yirmiyahu got up and stood down the aisle as all the other seats were taken. It was worthwhile for him just so he should not have to be in the situation of a spiritual danger.

In addition, Yirmiyahu pulled the brim of his hat down firmly over his eyes, and while standing in the back of the bus started to daven (pray). Yirmiyahu felt a feeling that he could not explain. He felt that it was a time of danger, and he felt that he had to daven and he could not stop davening. 

The bus pulled into the bus station at around twelve noon, and right then a terrorist pulled up next to the bus and exploded his car with a tremendous boom. The car was in flames and completely destroyed. The bus windows blew out and shattered, and pieces of glass flew in all directions. A tremendous heat blew through the bus. 

Screams of pain and fright filled the bus. Many bus drivers would have gone into shock under such circumstances, but miraculously the driver of this bus did not lose his cool. He pressed down on the gas petal and sped another half a block to get out of the danger zone. The driver brought the bus to a stop, opened the doors, and let the people out one by one. 
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A photo of another bus in Israel blown up by terrorists (Yemach shemom).


The EMT [Emergency Medical Technicians] came to give first aid to all the wounded passengers. Yirmiyahu was still in shock. When the EMT came to examine him he said that the brim of his hat was full of shards. “You are lucky your hat was there because otherwise you for sure would have lost your eyesight. Your hat very likely saved your life.” 

Yirmiyahu could not believe his ears, the very brim of his hat that he pulled over his eyes to protect himself for seeing spiritually damaging things , also shielded him from the flying shards of glass. He was still standing on his own two feet, completely unharmed, he shook the glass off of his jacket and Baruch Hashem nothing had penetrated his skin. 

As he shook the shards of glass off of his hat he marveled over how guarding his eyes saved not only his spiritual eyes, it also saved his physical eyes, and his life. They found out that the terrorist had intended to blow himself up right next to the gas tank. If he had blown up his car by the gas tank, the entire bus would have exploded. “Somehow” he miscalculated. He did a lot of damage to the bus but did not destroy it, and barely anyone got hurt. What a miracle. 

Over fifteen years later, Yirmirahu was davening somewhere where he had never davened before, and the Baal Tefillah lead a beautiful davening. He asked someone, “Who davened?” And he was told that Oren had davened from the bima.Oren was a baal teshuva [a secular Jew who became Torah observant] whose life was saved about fifteen years ago earlier and he had an amazing story of how he became a religiously committed Jew . Why don’t you go ask him his story?” they suggested. 

Yirmirahu went over to Oren, wished him “Good Shabbos,” and then told him, “I heard you were a bus driver whose life was miraculously saved. I wanted to know if you could tell me more about it.” 

Oren began to tell him about a terrorist attack that happened while driving up north.... Yirmiyahu looked at Oren and Oren looked at him and Oren paled. Oren could not believe his eyes. 

He said, “I was the bus driver of the bus that was attacked, and don’t think that what you did went unnoticed. I saw you in the rearview mirror and I saw you studying. I saw you get up and go to the back of the bus because you did not want to see that woman. I saw the way you put your brim over your eyes so as not to see, and I saw how you were davening. 

After the attack I realized it was an open miracle that no one was hurt.” Oren continued, “I had no doubt that our salvation was in your merit, there was no other explanation! I decided right then and there to do Teshuva.” 

For the first few years after the attack, on the 3rd of Sivan , Yirmiyahu, made a big festive meal of thanksgiving to Hashem for saving his life. After a few years it petered out and he started to just buy some cake and bring it to yeshiva. Yet, after he saw how the bus driver became a religiously committed Jew because of his spiritually guarding his eyes, he decided to begin making a big lavish banquet again every year. 
Reprinted from the Parshas Behar 5779 email of A Vort, a Story and Halacha.

The Secret of Ay-Ay-Ay

By Mrs. Esther Pearlman
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As a man made his way over from Europe to America following the Second World War, he looked to build a family of his own and forge a new bright future. And indeed, he did. Over the years, he comfortably settled down, got married and had a number of children. 


But there was something unique about this man. He would always, without fail, utter the phrase, “Ayay-ay.” 


While such a line is typically accompanied by a sigh, that was not the case here. Whether something unpleasant or even pleasant occurred, these words were constantly at the tip of his tongue. 


His family often wondered what the underlying reason for such behavior was, yet the father never divulged any information. Finally, when the time arrived for his son’s wedding, so did the day to uncover the real reason for his bizarre comment. 


At one point, when the chattan noticed his father utter his favorite refrain, “Ay-ay-ay,” he stopped him. 


“Abba,” he said, “ever since I lived at home, I have heard you say this over and over. No one has ever approached you about it though. But now, please tell me, why do you say it?” 


And without further ado, the father revealed his story: During the war, the only source Children from the youngest of ages are taught the ever-important words, “Torah tziva lanu Moshe morasha kehillat Yaakov” –“The Torah which Moshe commanded us is the inheritance of the of motivation and hope which kept me and my friends going was that we knew there was a purpose to our lives. 


“We understood that Torah was our very life source and our most precious gift. Without Torah, nothing else would have breathed life into us. Throughout our stay in the barracks, we maximized every opportunity to audibly recite all sorts of Pesukim, chapters in Tehillim and Talmudic passages amongst ourselves. 


“We hoped that doing so would enable us to continue our connection to Torah learning. And in fact, it fueled us and kept us going. But no sooner than later, the German soldiers caught on to our antics and grew suspicious. We could tell that they were unhappy with us learning Torah secretly. 


“When this occurred, one of my friends devised a catch phrase: “אי-אי-אי” – “Ay-ay-ay.” It does not mean what it sounds like. It is an acrostic which formulates a secret code that only we Jews in the barracks understood. It refers to the “Six Constant Mitzvot,” for which a person fulfills a positive commandment every moment he ponders them. 


Each Hebrew letter [aleph and yud] refers to a different Pasuk or concept which discusses a particular mitzvah. The Aleph stands for, “Anochi Hashem Elokecha” Congregation of Jacob” (Devarim 33:4). Expressing a fundamental tenant of Judaism about our belief in the Torah, the description of the Torah in this phrase is quite notable. It is an “inheritance.” It is our legacy –“I am Hashem your G-d;” the Yud represents, “[Lo] Yihiye Lecha Elokim Acheirim” –“You shall have no other g-ds.” That was the first word. Anytime anyone of us would say it, we were prompted to remember these two fundamental mitzvot. 


“The next two mitzvot, represented by the next two letters of Aleph and Yud are, “Ahavat Hashem,” love of G-d, and “Yirat Hashem,” fear of G-d. The last two letters stand for, “[V’lo Taturu] Acharei Le’vavchem V’acharei Eineichem” –“You shall not stray after your heart and after your eyes;” and finally, “Yichud Shemo,” the oneness of G-d’s name. 


“This is what carried us through the war, and has stayed with me ever since. From then on, day after day, I have repeated “Ay-ay-ay” and reminded myself of these mitzvot. They indelibly impacted me and my fellow Jews many years ago, and still do to this very day. Such was the secret of “Ay-ay-ay.” 

It wasn’t the mere outcry of complaining; it was the cry of a neshama yearning to connect to its Creator amid the most miserable of conditions. The same should hold true for us today. That which is often perceived as “Ay-ay-ay” can equally be viewed as the greatest of opportunities. Instead of moaning and groaning, we can look to make the most of every situation and keep on smiling and singing, “Ay-ay-ay
Reprinted from the Parashat Behar 5779 email of The Torahanytimes Newsletter. Compiled and Edited by Elan Perchik

The Kidney Transplant

By Rabbi Yehoshua Zitron
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Photos of recent kidney donors in Lakewood, New Jersey


Sam and Max had been close friends ever since they could remember. Having gone to nursery, elementary, middle and high school together, their friendship was as good as could be. As they soon became of marriageable age, Sam went on to get married, as did Max three months later. Within months, Sam had a baby boy, with Max following shortly thereafter with the same.


As Sam and Max’s children grew up, they befriended each other as their parents had done and wound up attending the same school, which was a drive away from their respective homes. In order to ease the trip of taking the kids to school, Sam and Max decided to carpool their kids together. They would alternate days in which to take them.


Everything was working great until Black Monday occurred, as Sam’s wife referred to it as. As was the case, Sam always carefully ensured that the one of the back doors which faced oncoming traffic was locked, while the other remained open for the kids to get out onto the curb. It was a wise safety precaution, which successfully kept the boys in check. Max, however, was not as particular in locking one door and keeping the other unlocked.


One day, as Max parked the car and prompted the boys to get out of the car for school, the unexpected occurred. Sam’s son stepped out onto the road as a car sped down in his direction. It was just seconds later that Sam’s son was hit. Tragically, did not make it.


The shock and sadness which filled Sam’s family was unparalleled and unbearable. Max as well felt absolutely terrible and terrified by what he had done. He could barely bring himself to pay a shivacall to Sam and his family, until a few days later.


Max eventually made his way over, though everyone knew that it was the last time he would ever see Sam. Their friendship which had been so close would be over. It could not weather the pain such a calamity brought in its wakening.


Max took it extremely hard as well. As could be understood, he struggled to live with the reality that he had taken a young boy’s life. He begged Sam to forgive him and sooth the indescribable anguish this evoked for all involved, but Sam in no way responded to his pleas. Max persistently sought Sam, urging him to forgive his egregious mistake. But Sam would not hear of it nor forgive and forget Max’s doing. He wanted nothing to do with Max at all ever again.


Within a month, Sam and his wife moved out to a new neighborhood, intending to start life anew as best as they could. A year later, they were blessed with twins and shortly thereafter, with another child. It in no way replaced the loss of their previous son, but was taken as a gift of Heaven which in some small way eased their pain.


Life went on, as the kids grew up and attended school. One day, though, Sam’s wife received a frantic phone call from the hospital. “If you could please come to the hospital immediately, your husband is here.” She wasted no time, and showed up in the hospital in a panic.


“Your husband fainted at work,” she was told, “and when he was brought to the hospital, we realized that he had suffered kidney failure and needed to go on dialysis.” She looked over at her husband, a courageous, tough man who had now been brought to a less than compromised state. It wasn’t long before he was forced to quit his job and devote himself to doing everything in the interest of saving his life.


A few months later, Sam and his wife received a message from the doctor overseeing Sam’s recovery process. “I need to meet with you both as soon as possible,” he urgently conveyed. “I was reviewing your charts and paperwork, Sam, and it is clearly evident that you are at the end stage of renal failure. It doesn’t look good. You have about three more months to live until your condition becomes terminal and all your internal systems shut down. The only option at this point is to call for a kidney transplant. Yet, I must be honest, your blood type is very rare and you will need to find someone else who likewise has this very unusual blood type.” “So what does this all mean?” Sam and his wife unnervingly asked. “We will put you on the waiting list and G-d willing, pray and do whatever you can. Hopefully, we will be able to match you with a donor.”


As Sam and his wife took in this difficult news, they were beside themselves. Not too long before they had lost their beloved son and now Sam’s own health was severely at risk. All that Sam’s wife could think of doing was opening a Sefer Tehillim and begin reciting chapter after chapter. Tears flowed from her eyes and streamed down her cheeks day after day as her heart poured out in prayer.


Sooner than later, Sam’s wife felt it necessary to seek the advice of the rabbi of the community. After relaying to him the details and sequence of events, the rabbi replied, “Just continue praying and I will do my best to help your family in their plight.” The rabbi’s words somewhat comforted Sam’s wife and allayed her worries, and with that, she returned home.


That very day she spoke to the rabbi, she finished Tehillim three times. Her daily routine was to do no less than recite Tehillim for hours on end. After around three months, Sam and his wife received a call from the hospital. “Please come in immediately; we’ve found a donor.”


Fortunately, the surgery was successful. Sam began his recovery process and was able to regain his strength. Six months following the surgery, he began working again and reverting to his old, previous routine he had been used to.


One day, he showed up at his wife’s office and called her down. “Please, I need to speak to you,” he urged. This unexpected visit came as a surprise to Sam’s wife and, understandably so, got her nervous. 


“Is everything alright?” she anxiously asked. 


“Yes, I just have something I need to tell you.” 


Sam’s wife settled herself in a seat, feeling quite impatient. 


“When I was ill with kidney failure, I began thinking about my life and contemplating everything that had occurred to me. One thing that really bothered me was how I treated my friend Max. I don’t feel it was right how I reacted. He didn’t do it on purpose and meant no harm. It was an honest, albeit terrible, mistake. My mind kept on returning to that incident, but I continued to mentally push it off. But then, just the other day, I decided that I would call a mutual friend of ours and see how Max is doing.


“I started talking to our friend and caught up with him a bit. But then I changed the flow of topic and started discussing Max. ‘How is Max doing?’ I asked. 


‘Oh, Max is recuperating,’ he replied.


‘Recuperating? What happened?’ 

‘He donated his kidney to somebody,’ my friend replied. As soon as I heard this, I nearly dropped the phone.


“I don’t know what to say,” Sam reiterated to his wife. “I don’t know how this happened. I do have a strong feeling though that it was Max who in fact donated his kidney to me.” 

Sam’s wife was just as shocked to hear of this as her husband was, though she began putting two and two together. “I think I know who may be able to help us. Let’s go to the rabbi.”


Rushing over to the rabbi’s house, they enter inside looking haggard and overwhelmed like never before. It didn’t take long for the rabbi to realize that something was amiss. “I think something happened here with my husband’s kidney and you were involved,” Sam’s wife said. “Yes,” the rabbi began, a serious yet soothing tone underlying his voice.


“When you both moved into this neighborhood, your friend Max came to see me and told me everything that had happened and how he felt immeasurably terrible. He truly wished to make it up, though he didn’t know what he could do. At the time, I didn’t feel he was ready or in position to make any major move at rectifying the past. But then, months later, you came in here and mentioned that your husband was in need of a kidney and was looking for a compatible donor or else he likely wouldn’t make it past three months. I then realized that it was now or never.


Without delay, I picked up the phone and called Max. After relaying to him all the details of your situation, he paused for a moment and said, “I am a match.” I found it hard to believe. 

“Really?” I said, “it is an extremely rare blood type.” 

“Rabbi,” he repeated, “I know I am a match. When Sam and I were younger, we took a CPR course together where both of us needed to give blood, and it was there that I discovered we have the same odd type of blood.” 

The rabbi was surprised to learn of this information. “To be honest, if I tell him that you are the donor, I don’t know if he will want to accept it. Instead then, let us go through a different organization and keep your name anonymous, thereby avoiding this.’ 

Max went on to contact a particular organization and donate his kidney to you anonymously. But now that you have come here and figured out on your own that he is the donor, I feel fine with filling you in with all the details of the story.”


The husband and wife were completely beside themselves. “Do you think you can arrange a meeting between us?” Sam and his wife asked the rabbi. Sure enough, a meeting was arranged, and Max and Sam and their wives planned on meeting each other the next day at one of the local hotel lobbies.


As soon as the husbands made eye contact and their faces locked in with each other, they could no longer hold themselves back. Their embrace engendered streams of tears, as their wives followed suit in hugging one another and reconnecting.


Both Max and Sam continued apologizing to each other for the hurt and pain they had caused one another, and before long, a long-lost friendship was regained and rekindled.


A short while later, as the two of them spoke one day, Sam turned to Max and said, “You know, I would have donated my kidney to you anyway, regardless of anything that happened in the past. You are like a brother to me.”


At times in life, we feel justified in bearing a grudge against another and maintaining frustration and dissatisfaction at how we were treated. The attitude of, “If I do not see the good between us now, and I never want anything to do with you,” overtakes us. 

Days, months or perhaps years can go by in the persistence of this feeling. But we would be much wiser and happier to realize that in the process of doing so, we often are pushing away the people we love the most and perhaps need the most. Because, just maybe, they will come around one day to help us in ways that are nothing short of saving our life…
Reprinted from the Parashat Emor 5779 email of the Torahanytimes Newsletter. Compiled and Edited by Elan Perchik
Shabbos Stories for Parshas Bamidbar 5779
Page 16

