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The Shoemaker, the Driver, The Judge and the Stick

By David Bibi
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I heard a story this week playing on the CD when I borrowed my son’s car. The story was of a certain shoemaker in Bnai Brak, one of those true Sadikim who remains hidden in plain sight. One afternoon walking through Tel Aviv, a driver ran through a red light, hit the shoe maker sending him to the hospital for a week.


Sometime later the driver was brought to court for trial. The shoemaker was asked to come and testify in front of the judge. 


 “Is your name Avraham Cohen”, the judge asked. 


“Yes”, replied the shoemaker.


“Do you live at such and such a place?” Yes


“Were you in Tel Aviv on such and such a date?” Yes


“Were you crossing the street at such and such a time?” Yes


“Did a car go through the light and hit you?” Yes


“Did an ambulance come and take you to the hospital?” Yes


“Did you spend the week in the hospital recovering?” Yes


Pointing to the driver, the judge continues, “Is this the one responsible for you being in the hospital?” No. It was Hakadosh Baruch Hu.


 “What?” screams the judge. 


 “Let’s try this again.” And the judge repeats all the questions again. And again the shoemaker ends the questioning with No.


The secular judge gets even angrier and threatens that unless the shoemaker responds truthfully and correctly, he will find him in contempt. He says he will repeat the questions and the shoemaker stops him explaining that he never lies and is always truthful.


And then the shoemaker turns to the judge and asks? “When someone throws a stick at a dog, what does the dog do? It chases the stick instead of the one who threw it. Your honor the driver you are pointing out is only the stick, but I cannot forget that it is the Creator of the World who throws the stick”. 


How often in our own lives do we blame the stick instead of realizing that it is Hashem tossing the stick and always for a reason? We get into the tunnel and the guy in front of us stalls. We’re stuck. We get upset. We blame the driver in front. We blame our bad luck for leaving 2 minutes too late or for coming through the tunnel instead of driving over the bridge. But we are just getting angry at a stick. We are no better than the dog. We forget that it is G-d in the details and G-d is trying to tell us something. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Toldot 5779 email of Shabbat Shalom from Cyberspace.
Where Is That

Merchant From?

By Asharon Baltazar

It was time for the newly married Yehuda Eizel Zeitlin to go out and earn a living. Having studied in yeshivah until then, he assumed his career path would allow continued advances in Torah study, perhaps as a Torah teacher.


Unsure how to proceed, he traveled to consult with the second Chabad Rebbe, Rabbi Dovber of Lubavitch. But hundreds of other people had also gathered in line to meet the Rebbe, so Yehuda Eizel had but a few fleeting seconds to blurt out, “What profession should I seek?”


The Rebbe met his eyes squarely and said, “Open a store.”


Before the young man could utter another word, someone pushed him from behind, and he soon found himself outside.


Yehuda Eizel stopped to consider the Rebbe’s words. Was he truly cut out for running a business? Could he spend hours on end without Torah study? He conferred with his close friends, and they advised him to present his question to the Rebbe once again, this time explaining his hesitance.


A few days later, Yehuda Eizel had the opportunity to approach the Rebbe and ask his question.


“Haven’t I already told you?” replied the Rebbe with a touch of impatience. “I said to open a store, yet you want to be a teacher. I understand that you’re reluctant to cut yourself off from the ‘tree of life’ of Torah study. Here is a parable that may help you understand:
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Illustration by Sefira Ross


“Have you heard of the city Shklov?” the Rebbe asked. “Many prominent merchants live there. And what about the city of Leipzig, the city that hosts a trade fair for nine months of the year? Surely you’re familiar.


“For a merchant from Shklov, it takes a full month to travel to Leipzig and another month to return. By necessity, the merchant is away from Shklov for 11 months, nine at the fair and two on the road. So why do they keep calling him a merchant from Shklov? If he’s in Leipzig for so long, it seems they should call him a merchant from Leipzig!


“But what is the real purpose of the drawn-out trip to Leipzig? All the work he does for those nine months is solely for the success of the one month he spends at home in Shklov selling his merchandise.”


The Rebbe paused.

“This logic applies to you as well: If you realize that the entire day you spend in the store is just so you can learn for one hour, you will never lose touch with the Torah.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayeitzei 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
A Most Complicated Birth

By Rabbi David Ashear


A man told me his wife gave birth to a baby girl after many miscarriages, but the baby was born after just 31 weeks and very ill. She needed an emergency blood transfusion but was too sick to get the procedure done. 


The doctors gave the baby a very low chance of survival. He and his wife went to their Rabbi for Chizuk and he told them, Tefila is the answer. They prayed from the bottom of their hearts over and over for a Yeshua. 


Eventually, they were able to make the transfusion, but because the baby had bleeding in her brain in three places, she was going to be most likely have a lot of problems developing, whether it was going to be with her speech or her motor skills. 


The couple was broken hearing that news, but they never let up praying. They continued for months and years, they haven't stopped since. Baruch Hashem, this baby developed in a way that surprised all of the doctors. 


She was doing things at two and a half months that normally doesn't happen until three or four months. As time went on, she kept advancing at a rate that nobody could believe. 


The doctors eventually stopped monitoring her and today, at the age of five, she is one of the star pupils in her class, doing everything above average of what a normal child at her age does.


Tefila is wondrous. It can change nature. We need to know this fact and utilize Tefila to its fullest.

Reprinted from the November 9, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.


A woman told me she had a doctor's appointment with a specialist who she was hoping was going to help find a cure for her disease. She had been waiting weeks for this appointment, and now, it was just seven days away. The problem was that she and her husband lived paycheck to paycheck. They both worked hard, but with all their family expenses, they made exactly enough money to get by. This appointment was going to cost her out-of-pocket $700, and she didn't even have one extra dollar to pay for it.


She tried different ways of attaining the funds, but came up empty handed. She called a relative; she even tried calling Chesed organizations, but nothing worked. It was then a few days before the appointment, and she was walking outside and saw little baby pigeons who looked like they were just born. She turned to Hashem and said, "Hashem, I need this appointment. There's nothing left I can do to come up with the money. You are the One who sustains these pigeons who can't fend for themselves. You are the One who sustains all the animals in the world, and all the creatures and You sustain me. Please, Hashem, take over from here and get me the money for this appointment."


This was on Wednesday morning and her appointment was on Monday. That same night, she received a phone call from a woman in Florida saying that she got her number from the doctor's office. Her father was in Florida, and he had an appointment with this same doctor in New York on Friday. The woman said, "My father really needs the extra rest in Florida. I want him to stay the weekend. Can he have your appointment on Monday and you take his on Friday?"


She replied, "I would do it, no problem. The only issue is that if I take the Friday appointment, my appointment will be less than two days away, and I'm still trying to come up with the money to pay for it. If I had until Monday, it would make my life a little easier."


The woman then asked her to hold on. She came back and said, "My father wants to pay for your entire appointment. Please, you take the Friday one. He'll pay for it, and everything will be okay." She graciously accepted and thanked them for their generosity. Her only problem was that her sister was having a party to celebrate an occasion that Friday morning, and she would now have to miss it.


The next day, on Thursday, she received another call from that woman in Florida saying that her sister just had a baby and her father wants to be there in New York on Shabbat for the Kiddush that they're making, so once he's coming in anyway, he'd rather take his Friday appointment back. But, his word is his word, he's still going to pay for your appointment no matter what.


The woman was elated - the perfect help. She kept her Monday appointment, which made her able to go to her sister's party, and she got everything paid for. This gave her so much Chizuk, seeing how Hashem took care of everything the best possible way when she had no way of obtaining the help.
Reprinted from the November 11, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.


A man told me over the past couple of months he was looking to find more warehouse space. He needed an additional 5,000 square feet. He didn't want to rent out a whole new facility for that, but it appeared there were no other options.


The warehouse he is currently in is located right next to his office, it was the perfect location. He didn't want to give it up, but it was too small. Last week, after they prayed Mincha in his office, his father started talking to a man who owns a different company in their building. His father asked that man why he hasn't seen him in a while, to which the man replied that he took a new office with a much larger warehouse elsewhere, and he is mostly there now. 

The man then asked his father, "Are you by any chance looking for extra warehouse space? I have extra here now." The man owned the warehouse one door away from their warehouse, and he ended up leasing to them the 5,000 square feet they needed and, just like that, their problem was solved.


The man told me, "It was amazing. Hashem sent this person to us. It was the perfect solution to our dilemma. We couldn't have gotten better."


Hashem could always help us with exactly what we need. We should take comfort in this knowledge and ask Him for help all the time.

Reprinted from the November 11, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.

My Daughter Sarah and

The Fancy Chocolate Bar

By Michael Medved
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A few weeks ago, my six-year-old daughter did something that greatly upset one of my professional colleagues. At the same time, it made her father enormously proud.


It happened when I took her to a television taping. While I answered questions, my daughter chatted with the show's associate producer, a bright, capable TV veteran I've known for nearly a decade. This producer seemed especially delighted; she fussed and cooed over Sarah's hair, ribbons, and frilly dress, then brought her colored pens, blank paper, and glasses of orange juice.


When I finished my interview, I saw that my daughter had also received a large imported chocolate bar in a gold foil wrapping. "Daddy, look what Cindy gave to me!" she said proudly. "But I didn't open it because maybe I think it's not kosher. Will you look and see and check if it's okay?"


Our children have lived all their lives in a kosher home and they know that unfamiliar products should be checked for the recognized insignia that certifies that all ingredients conform to Jewish dietary law.


My daughter was hoping against hope that I'd detect some excuse in the fine print on the wrapper that she hadn't been able to find, but the absence of any visible certification created a problem. "I'm sorry, Sarah," I said, handing it back to her after a careful search. "I just don't see any kosher mark."


My six-year-old looked crestfallen for just a moment, but quickly recovered and bravely passed the bar back to the lady who had given it to her. "Thank you," she said with a shy smile, "I'm sorry I can't eat it."


The episode might have ended here, except that Cindy felt it deserved further discussion. "I can't believe what I just saw!" she exploded and set on to berate me--and, by implication, my wife -- for destroying Sarah's sense of fun and spontaneity, encouraging compulsive behavior and contaminating our kid with fearful and superstitious ideas. She found it "scary" that the kid gave up a piece of candy she obviously relished "like some zombie follower of David Koresh."


Worst of all, Cindy believed that this sick, authoritarian emphasis on kosher minutiae would cripple my child's ability to reach decisions for herself and would make her grow up feeling different from other kids.


It's hard to believe that Cindy would have responded in the same emotional way had Sarah given up the chocolate bar for some other reason -- because it was too fattening, for example, or too high in cholesterol. It was precisely the religious basis for the sacrifice that made it seem so irrational and unwholesome.


This is one aspect of the so-called "culture war" that is seldom noted: in the same way that traditional believers are occasionally appalled by what they consider the heedless indulgence of secular America, secularists are often horrified by what they perceive as the pointless restraints and rituals of religion.


The practice of drawing distinctions -- which represents such an important focus of Jewish tradition -- seems arbitrary and threatening to many non-religious people.


I believe with all my heart that my daughter's childhood training in making such distinctions will stand her in good stead as she grows older. It seems to me a beautiful thing--not a neurotic distortion--that a little girl is able to cheerfully sacrifice the sweet taste of candy for the sake of a set of external standards.


I can think of no more valuable gift I can give my children than equipping them to resist the pressure of their peers and to fight the all-powerful adolescent instinct to go along with the crowd. A person who examines every bit of food she consumes may learn to evaluate more important aspects of behavior with similar care.


In short, I'm proud of my Sarah. There's an out-of-fashion, still useful word that can be applied to the trait she displayed.


They used to call it character.

Reprinted from the Parshat Toldot 5779 email of Chabad of Great Neck, NY. The article originally appeared in the New York Post.

Story #1092

Stranded on Shabbat
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com

One Friday afternoon a van with eight teenage boys, students of the Chabad Migdal Emek yeshiva in northern Israel, was traveling on a winding road in the Galilee. They made a circuit every Friday, visiting different settlements in order to give the residents an opportunity to lay tefillin, have their mezuzot checked, and send out pamphlets explaining various mitzvot.


After hours of traveling and outreach work without a moment of rest, the time had come to return to the yeshiva. They were tired, hungry, and thirsty. "Let's have a short rest by the roadside," said one of them. "There seems to be a nice spot over there."


The boys exited the van and searched for a suitable place. Resting in the shade of a large, ancient olive tree, they drank soda and breathed in the clear air of the Galilee hills.


One of the boys went to lie down in the shade of a different tree a short distance away from his companions. In exhaustion he fell fast asleep.


After ten minutes, the boys returned to their van. Since all of them went to different places each Friday and the team frequently changed, nobody noticed that one of the students was missing.


After about an hour, the boy awoke and to his surprise discovered that the van had disappeared. He ran to the road, but there was no trace of the van.


Here he was, alone on a dusty road in the Galilee, and Shabbat was approaching! How would he make his way back to the yeshiva on time? Where would he stay for Shabbat? Where would he eat the Shabbat meals? Where would he pray and listen to the Torah reading? And how would he be able to shower and change his clothes in honor of Shabbat?

On the Road


He started to walk briskly along the road. Perhaps he could reach the main road and find a car that would take him to the yeshiva. But the road was silent and no cars were passing by on that late Friday afternoon.


The sun cast its red rays on his face as it set on the western horizon. The boys hastened his steps in order to reach a settlement before the entrance of the day of rest. However, the only settlements he could see were Arab villages where naturally he had no desire to spend Shabbat.


Since carrying on Shabbat was forbidden, he removed whatever he had in his pockets and placed them under a stone. He was careful to leave a certain sign in order to find them later.


Darkness had already descended upon the Galilee hills when the student reached a Jewish settlement. It turned out to be a kibbutz where the members were non-observant. Reluctantly he decided to ask permission to remain there for the duration of Shabbat.


Walking on one of the concrete paths, he encountered a member of the kibbutz and said, "Excuse me. I have nowhere to stay in this area for Shabbat. Is it possible to find a place for me to stay in your kibbutz?"


"The kibbutz secretary lives in the third house on the right. You should ask him," the member answered.


The student went to see the secretary, who understood his situation and showed him a room where he would sleep. The secretary also invited the young man to supper in the kibbutz dining hall. The student thanked him but felt that he could not eat there, as the kibbutz lacked a kosher kitchen.


Instead, he asked for two whole loaves of bread (not baked on the kibbutz?--YT) and some raw vegetables. Afterwards he prayed the Shabbat evening prayers alone, much of which he fortunately knew by heart, in his room. He made Kiddush on the bread and ate his Shabbat meal--bread and tomatoes.

 

Morning After


The next morning he awoke when the sun's rays penetrated his window. He remembered at once where he was. Now he had to get ready for the Shabbat day, praying without a minyan, without the synagogue Torah reading, without the Shabbat meals together with his friends in the yeshiva.


He prayed again by heart and read the Torah portion in a Bible from the kibbutz library. By noon he had his meal, consisting of the same menu as the night before.


With many hours left until the end of Shabbat, he took a pleasant walk through the kibbutz and saw the many children strolling around. An idea crossed his mind. "If I'm still here, maybe I should try to make a children's gathering and tell them something about Judaism!"


He approached the children and asked if they wanted to participate in a small Shabbat party. A big group readily agreed. A few youth counselors from the kibbutz also joined, in order to see what was going on.


The yeshiva boy started to sing Jewish songs together with the children. They all happily joined in with loud voices, clapping their hands. He told them about the weekly Torah portion and a number of Chassidic stories. All the children gave him their full attention. This was the first time in their lives that anyone had introduced them to authentic Judaism. They enjoyed every moment of the party.

Certain Mission


Towards the end, the yeshiva boy said to the children:


"You should know that everything that happens in the world is by Divine 
Providence. The Creator of the world prepares the steps of each man. Wherever he goes, he has a certain Divine mission to fulfill, although we are not always able to understand the purpose of everything that happens.


"For instance, look at what happened to me and where I am this Shabbat. I was supposed to be together with my friends in my yeshiva right now, and instead I ended up here, together with you.


"I am one hundred percent sure that it was not by pure chance that we decided to stop that van exactly next to those olive trees on the side of the road. It was not by chance that I fell asleep under a tree at a distance from my friends. It was not because of 'luck' or 'bad luck' that my friends continued the trip back without noticing I was missing. Neither was it a coincidence that no cars passed by on the road and I continued by foot until I reached the first Jewish settlement on my way, which was your kibbutz.


"Why did I have to come here? Well, I do not know the answer to that, but I am sure thatâ€¦"


His speech was suddenly interrupted. One of the girl counselors jumped up and exclaimed, "I know the reason for your being here!"


All of them present turned around and stared at her in amazement.


"I have always taken an interest in my religion," the girl continued, "and I always wanted to learn more. I heard that Lubavitchers organize evenings with explanations about Judaism, and I asked several times the head of the cultural committee here to invite them, but he always turned down my request.


"Finally I decided to do something entirely different. I turned to G-d for help! During this whole week I have been praying to G-d to send a Chabadnik to our kibbutz. And here you are!


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from the report of Rabbi Shimon Sonnenfeld of Kiryat Malachi, Israel, as posted in an e-mailing from "The Avner Institute" <Rebbebook@ Gmail.com>, Wed, 23 Nov 2011.

Connection: Weekly reading of Vayeitzei, from where we derive the distance restrictions for walking outside of residential areas.

 

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayeitzei 5779 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.
Waiting for You

By Rabbi Ephraim Shapiro


It was a beautiful day in Jerusalem as the legendary Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld zt”l strolled down the street for a walk. The day was filled with the beauty of life and the beauty of G-d’s world. But such a mesmerizing reality came to a halt as soon as Rav Sonnenfeld noticed a little four-year-old girl crying in front of a school. 


Seeing that she was clearly perturbed, he approached her. “Is everything alright?” Rav Sonnenfeld gently whispered to the girl. 


As it turned out, today was the first day of school, and the little girl’s mother was critically ill in the hospital. The doctors’ prognosis was dismal. With no one to therefore pick up the girl from school, she was left alone in tears. 


But Rav Sonnenfeld did not waste any time. He proceeded to obtain the girl’s home address and walk her home. The story could have ended here and it would have been a beautiful demonstration of Rav Sonnenfeld’s care and concern for others. 


But it didn’t. When Rav Sonnenfeld shortly thereafter entered the little girl’s home, he was met by total disarray. The house was not exactly organized and put together, but there was good reason for it. 


Yet, as Rav Sonnenfeld stepped further inside and extended his warm greetings to the family members, he said, “I just want you all to know two things. Firstly, the mother is going to have a complete recovery. Secondly, the mother is going to walk this four-year-old girl down to her chuppa.” 


And so it was. In an inexplicable change of circumstances, the mother underwent a total recovery. It came as an incredulous shock to all the medical staff, yet everyone graciously accepted such news. 
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Now it came time for fulfillment of the second part of Rav Sonnenfeld’s blessing. The four-year-old girl had grown up and she was now seventeen. Although young, names of prospective shidduchim were coming her way. Yet, one after another, she turned them down. 


She was now twenty, and her younger siblings began getting of age to marry. Although still unmarried herself, she encouragingly and happily let them go ahead. And indeed, it happened. Three years later, her younger brother got married. And another three years later, two more of her siblings had gotten married. 


All the while, she received names of some wonderful boys who seemed quite suitable for her. But she just didn’t go along with any of them. It seemed as if she was extremely picky. 


By her 32nd birthday, the last of her siblings finally married. It was an unbelievably joyous occasion for all of the family. Within a number of months, the four-year-old girl who was now 32, finally got engaged and then married. And like Rav Sonnenfeld had said, her mother walked her down to the chuppa. 


As the next morning rolled around and everyone began to get up for another day, the mother did not. And that was not because she was tired. Rather, in fact, she had passed away in her sleep. The newly-married girl of 32 would be going to her mother’s funeral. 


As is the custom in Jerusalem, children ask forgiveness from their parents before they are lowered down to the earth for their repose. The kallah of just barely 12 hours had difficulty speaking, but went on to say: “Ma, I want to ask mechillah (forgiveness) from you. For fifteen years, I appeared to be overly picky in the many shidduch offers I received, and it brought much heartache to you. 


“I am sorry, and I am asking for mechillah. But I just want you to know why I was so picky. It was because I wanted all of my younger siblings to also benefit from Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld’s blessing to have you at their chuppa. Only after every one of them had gotten married and you walked them down to their chuppas was I ready… Please be mochel me…” 


All along, it may have seemed like the girl was being picky for herself. It was about her finding the perfect boy. But, in reality, nothing could have been further from the truth. It was all about her siblings and her beloved mother. It was about affording her brothers and sisters the opportunity to have their mother dance at their weddings, and about her mother having the chance to reap the nachas of seeing her children’s most joyous moments where they would begin building the family’s future and legacy. That is what is means to lead a selfless existence. This is what it means to care for others outside of yourself.

Reprinted from the Parshas Chaya Sarah 5779 email of Torahanytimes.com

The Taxi Driver and

The “Right” Turn


“Rav Yitzchak had to find someone urgently, probably for a get [a Jewish divorce document] but he did not know the address. He called a taxi, came out of the house, sat in the car, and said, “Let’s go!”


“The taxi driver asked, “Where to?”


“I don’t know: I need to find a certain person. Please go…”


“They left Sanhedria and reached a traffic light. ‘Now, where?’


“Rav Yitzchak answered, ‘If one does not know where to go, it is written that one should make a right turn.’


“They turned right and drove past the Ramot neighborhoods, left Yerushalayim, and headed in the direction of Tel Aviv.


“The driver could not bear it any longer. He turned into the first town along the way, Givat Ze’ev, and said “’You don’t evenhave an address! Don’t waste your money. Get out here – look, here’s a bus stop and go home. I feel bad wasting your money.’
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“Rav Yitzchak got out of the taxi and asked the first passerby, “Excuse me, do you know such-and-such a person?”


“The man answered, ‘He lives in that house over there.’”
Reprinted from “One of the Thirty-Six Hidden Tzaddiki: HaGaon Rav Yitzchak Zilber, zt”l,” a recently published book. It can be found in Jewish bookstores or by contacting the publisher by clicking Feldheim.com or calling (800) 237-7149.
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