Shabbos Stories for

Parshas shemini 5780
Volume 11, Issue 32     24 Nissan/ April 18, 2020
Printed L’illuy nishmas Nechama bas R’ Noach, a”h

For a free subscription, please forward your request to keren18@juno.com
Why the Czar Remembered

By Asharon Baltazar
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Illustration by Sefira Ross


Though perhaps his name isn’t well known today, Rabbi Leib (Zalkind) Batlan was far from an obscure figure in his time. Rabbi of the city of Daugavpils (known in Yiddish as Denenburg or Dvinsk), he possessed a remarkable grasp of Torah and an impeccable memory, able to cite offhand any given place from the entire Babylonian Talmud as though he had just finished reviewing it. He was also a chassid of the first three Rebbes of Chabad.


Rabbi Leib had a wealthy son, who was a contractor by trade and had earned his fortune supplying food and clothing to the Czar’s military. The government found his services useful as well, employing him for the occasional construction project.


Our story begins when the son had just finished building a military installation in Denenburg. High-ranking generals arrived for an inspection and began scouring the entire facility for the smallest faults, also sniffing around for any misplacement of funds. They found nothing, expressed their approval, and departed. The son sighed, relieved it was over. But then, to his surprise, Czar Nicholas himself arrived for an inspection.


The Czar appeared with a pompous detail of Russia’s most decorated generals. The son, along with the architects, showed the Czar around and described the ingenuity of the building’s layout. As the group was entering one of the wings of the building, the Czar stopped and pointed at a wall.


“This wall is crooked,” he said, turning to look at the son. “It looks like it’s about to fall.”


A terrifying silence ensued. Silent looks were thrown around, frantically trying to pinpoint the one responsible. But before anyone could reassure the Czar, a voice spoke up.


“I don’t think the wall is crooked, Your Majesty.”


The stunned group slowly swiveled their heads in the direction of the voice, unable to believe their ears. It was the Jew, who stood there white as a sheet, blinking sweat out of his eyes. The Czar’s features darkened.


“Put this man in irons,” the Czar snapped at some soldiers loitering in the background. “Perhaps he’ll learn some manners while rotting in jail.”


Handcuffed and head down, the son was promptly thrown into a dark cell.


His father, Rabbi Leib, usually learned all week in the synagogue, which housed a local cheder he directed, and returned home only for Shabbat. When word of the son’s imprisonment reached his mother, she dropped whatever she was occupied with and rushed to the synagogue to inform her husband. He nodded, but seemed unbothered. Confident in G‑d’s kindness, he encouraged his wife to return home and continue on as usual.


The Czar had just left Denenburg when he abruptly stopped, a frown clouding his face. Amidst exchanges of curious glances from his entourage, the Czar sent a messenger back to Denenburg with an urgent order: inform the prison warden to immediately release the jailed contractor. Needless to say, the Czar’s word was soon implemented, and the son was released.


No explanation was heard from the Czar, who continued his traveling as though nothing had happened. The strange occurrence kept his generals guessing and sparked furious debates for most of the journey, until someone finally had the courage to pipe up.


“What would’ve happened, Your Majesty, if this Jew sat in jail for a few more days? After his defiance, this man is undeserving of your urgent attention. His release could’ve been achieved with a simple letter sent in a few days.”


The Czar was silent for a few moments, evidently formulating a response.


“Do you remember,” began the Czar, “the military parade in Petersburg a few years back? I had been curious to see whether loyalty was ingrained in our military. Whether their training had pushed the soldiers far enough. I visited each camp personally and requested from each general to have their soldiers demonstrate their unit’s capability. Most performed spectacularly, but there was one unit that was so poorly trained that I was sick to my stomach, so I had the general dragged away to a cell. And I forgot all about him.


“One day, I visited some prison, hoping to learn more about the men housed there and their conditions. A warden showed me around some of the cells, informing me as we moved along of each prisoner’s backstory and crime. At random, I asked to walk inside a particular cell and came face to face with that same general. 


“He was different now, his clothing ripped and foul and a beard adorning his face, but no doubt it was him. I asked him why he was here, and the general reminded me of his crime, bitterly adding that he had been locked up for over two years. Feeling rather contrite, I apologized and had him released.”


The Czar regarded his generals with a puzzled look. “This general sat in jail for over two years, yet I never remembered him. Never recalled his face. The contractor from Denenburg, however, kept flashing in front of my eyes, and I couldn’t think of anything else. That is when I realized perhaps it’d be wise to let him go.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayakhel-Pekudei 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.
A Risky Trip on Friday


Once, the Chofetz Chaim was invited by the Rav of his neighboring town of Lida, to come visit and speak to the people, to encourage them to invest in a Mikvah for the town. 

The Chofetz Chaim, who for decades traveled to distant Jewish communities to strengthen Torah observance and prevent Jews from stumbling in Aveirah, accepted the invitation to visit. He came to the town and spoke to many people, but he hadn’t reached the goal of raising the necessary funds to build the Mikvah.


A while later, when the Chofetz Chaim was back home in Radin, on a snowy Friday morning, the Chofetz Chaim announced after Shacharis that he was going back to Lida to complete what he started, and finish raising the money for the Mikvah. 
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His household was very surprised at this, because usually, in order to properly honor Shabbos and stay clear of any kind of Chillul Shabbos, the Chofetz Chaim would always stop his travels on Thursdays. But here it was Friday, and he now wanted to travel to another town! 

Besides that, it was freezing cold, and the roads were frozen over and covered with snow. Aside from the danger of travel on such a day, the Chofetz Chaim was getting older, and exposing himself to possibly getting sick could be dangerous for him. 

His family tried talking him out of it. They argued that it went against one of his own principals against traveling on Friday, and they told him about the dangers of the road and the dangers to his health, but the Chofetz Chaim would hear none of their arguments. 

He said, “When I pass away from this world and I go to the next world, I will surely be asked, ‘Why didn’t you go to Lida and raise funds for a Mikvah?’ And what should I tell them, that I couldn’t go because I was cold? Will they accept that excuse?!” 

The Chofetz Chaim set out and traveled to Lida, and this time he succeeded in his endeavor. He raised the necessary funds for the Mikvah, and he even made it back home on time for Shabbos!
Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Bus Driver and the Desire for Shabbos

In Eretz Yisroel, a bus was on its way to Bnei Brak before Shabbos. Unfortunately, there was horrible traffic, and the clock was moving much faster than the traffic was. 
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The bus driver, a man who was not wearing a Yarmulka, called his wife and said to her, “I’m sorry, there is really bad traffic, and I will not be able to make it home to Rishon L’Tzion for Shabbos. I will need to find a way to spend Shabbos in Bnei Brak.” 

Understandably, his wife was upset with this news, and said, “What do you mean you’re not coming home for Shabbos? Shabbos is all prepared! I cooked and cleaned, and now you’re not coming home?” 

The driver apologized to his wife, finished the conversation, and continued driving, not knowing what else to do. A young man who was sitting in the front seat behind the driver heard this conversation. He leaned over to the driver and asked him, “Do you have a microphone on this bus?” 

The driver said that he did, and the young man asked to make an announcement. The young man took the microphone and said to the passengers, “Precious Jews, our bus driver has a problem. He won’t be able to make it back home on time for Shabbos because of all this traffic. If you all agree, I ask everyone, would you please get off at the first stop in Bnei Brak, so we can help him out?” 

All the passengers agreed to do this, and each would find their way home from the first stop. However, the driver said, “Thank you all very much, but it won’t help me anyway. Even if you all get off at the first stop, I still won’t make it back to Rishon L’Tzion with this bus before Shabbos.” 

At this point, one of the passengers went over to the driver, and made him an offer. He said, “I live right near the first bus stop. Please, come to my house, park your bus there, and take my car to get to Rishon L’Tzion. By car, you will be able to make it home on time for Shabbos.” 

The bus driver was extremely grateful, and he accepted the offer. And that is what happened. When the bus pulled up at the first stop in Bnei Brak, everyone got off the bus. The driver then parked his bus on the narrow street where the passenger lived, and took the man’s car that was offered to him, and he made it home on time for Shabbos, in Rishon L’Tzion. 

The parked bus on the narrow street became a topic for conversation that Shabbos, and the story behind why it was parked there, and the Kiddush Hashem that occurred on it, spread around very quickly! Mi K’Amcha Yisroel! Who, Hashem, is like Your nation, Klal Yisroel!

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Rav Moshe Schwab: Part Two 

With the outbreak of World War II, R’ Moshe was interned by the British on the Isle of Man with many other German “enemy aliens.” Together with other young Jewish internees, he set up a yeshivah. He personally delivered lectures based on shiurim that he heard in Kamenitz from R’ Boruch Ber Leibowitz. 


During his internment, a Jewish newspaper arrived one day, reporting the passing of R’ Chaim Ozer Grodzenski. R’ Moshe convened a memorial gathering and delivered a eulogy for R’ Chaim Ozer. When R’ Moshe was released from the Isle of Man, he returned to his parents in London. 


In 1942, R’ Eliyahu Eliezer Dessler opened a Kollel in Gateshead. Though R’ Moshe was still single, he was invited to join the new Kollel. During those years, boys released from concentration camps were arriving in England. Over 20 boys from Thereisenstadt were sent to a hostel in Gateshead. 

The Kollel members had little success in helping them rehabilitate emotionally and spiritually. R’ Moshe befriended them – until he slowly gained their confidence. He would spend hours on Friday nights singing zemiros and exchanging Torah thoughts with these broken boys, many of whom came from a chassidic background, but had lost all vestiges of their Jewish life. Thus, these young men regained their will to live and to return to Torah and mitzvos, forming a close lifetime attachment to R’ Moshe. Today, the descendants of these boys are studying in yeshivos and kollelim. 
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R’ Moshe’s powers of persuasion, which would characterize his success as a mashgiach, were apparent when he was still a young student in yeshivah. Once, one of his more gifted friends told him that he was leaving the yeshivah to go to work. R’ Moshe wished him success, and returned to his studies. In his room that evening, R’ Moshe recalled the saying of our Sages: “Whoever leaves You (Hashem) leaves his life,” and thought: “Here is my friend, leaving his life-source and I spoke to him so calmly!” 


He rushed to his friend’s room and, with great fervor, explained the saying of our Sages to him in all its ramifications. The friend was overwhelmed by R’ Moshe’s words. He remained in yeshivah and became a greatly admired Rosh Yeshivah.

Close Relationship with Rav Dessler

During his five years at the Gateshead Kollel, he became very close to R’ Dessler. R’ Moshe was attracted to R’ Dessler’s entire way of mussar life. R’ Dessler, in turn, cherished his student. He once wrote to R’ Moshe, asking him to find him a room for the night: “If you don’t manage, I will stay with you and rest in your chair – as I would rather sit in a chair and talk with you than have a bed with many pillows.” 

In 1942 R’ Moshe married the daughter of R’ Dovid Baddiell, one of the founders of the Orthodox community in Gateshead. While still a kollel fellow, R’ Moshe was asked to teach mussar to the students of the Gateshead Yeshivah. He first began teaching from a mussar text, such as Mesilas Yesharim, but later he delivered shmuessen (discourses). 


In 1946 he joined the yeshivah as its full time mashgiach. It was a difficult decision for him to leave the Kollel and before doing so, he consulted with R’ Dessler, R’ Yechezkel Abramsky and R’ Elya Lopian – who all encouraged him to assume the position. 

R’ Moshe Became Mashgiach

At the Yeshiva in Gateshead

When R’ Moshe became mashgiach, the yeshiva in Gateshead had but 50 students. The concept of remaining in a yeshivah for many years was foreign to the boys and more so to their parents, who were eager for their children to go to work. It was the Rosh Yeshivah and the mashgiach, R’ Moshe, who imbued the students with the concept of Kollel and the obligation to spread Torah among others. With his Frankfort upbringing, where these concepts were generally unknown, R’ Moshe well understood the students’ problems. He was thus able to more closely relate to them and more deeply influence them. 


Despite his youth, or perhaps because of it, R’ Moshe was a remarkably successful mashgiach. He would spend hours in conversation, sitting or walking with the boy, until the boy opened up to him. R’ Moshe invited the boys to his home, where they were touched by the warm atmosphere and his easy smile. Many students felt closer to R’ Moshe than to their own fathers, for they could confide freely in R’ Moshe. 

His interest in each student extended beyond the spiritual. He looked after their health and financial needs. And R’ Moshe remained interested in their welfare and progress even after they left the yeshivah. He knew where every student lived and what position he held. If they were in need of jobs or funds to start them off in their businesses, he would arrange loans for them. This resulted in people approaching him for loans, as if he were a wealthy man.


In fact, R’ Moshe needed to approach his many friends and acquaintances to procure loans, speaking with an urgency that made it seem like he needed the loan. 

He and His Wife Arranged Weddings

For Many Impoverished Couples


He and his wife arranged weddings for many impoverished or orphaned couples, assuring that they would enjoy everything that the conventional chassan and kallah did. With their warm and caring hearts, they also provided the orphaned couples with “parents.” 

R’ Moshe’s telephone was constantly busy with calls from parents and young people seeking his advice about marriage related matters. Once a student was interested in marrying a young lady, but his father was opposed to the match – and the boy did not want to defy the father. R’ Moshe agreed with the boy’s choice. Without notifying either party, R’ Moshe traveled to Geneva via London, where he spent the day with the boy’s father, and then returned to Gateshead the same evening. The journey each way lasted an entire night, so R’ Moshe did not sleep on two consecutive nights. Nevertheless, he was back in yeshivah the next morning. 

He Wanted to Avoid Pride

His family was once disappointed that his name was not mentioned in a newspaper article describing an endeavor in which he had been involved. R’ Moshe, however, was delighted! “Wonderful! The less I am mentioned, the better it is!” He repeatedly instructed his family to refrain from discussing their accomplishments, so as to avoid pride. 

Though he carried the problems of 300 boys on his shoulders, R’ Moshe was not a troubled, worried man. Even as a 60-year-old, he kept up his youthful spirits. His encouraging smile, his warm greetings, could uplift a down-hearted person and revitalize his spirit. His smile indeed emanated from the depth of his heart, for one of his life goals was to cultivate simchah (joy) as an integral part of his character. 
On Purim, when R’ Moshe would urge his students to sing “Ivdu Es Hashem B’Simcha” (Serve Hashem with joy), and would sing along with them with deep emotion, he would say, “One cannot just sing a niggun (melody) for a couple of minutes. A person has to absorb himself in the niggun until he becomes inspired from it.” 

He always considered himself undeserving, attributing whatever good fortune he enjoyed as Hashem’s unmitigated chessed. At his own wedding, as at the weddings of all his children, he opened his speech with a quote from Tehillim, “How can I repay unto Hashem all that I enjoy from Him!” 

Prayer was an Integral Part of R’ Moshe’sDay

Prayer was an integral part of every moment of R’ Moshe’s day. He would say, “When praying to Hashem I feel like a big shnorrer – undeserving, yet asking for more and more. But the pasuk says, ‘Open your mouth and I will fulfill your request’! The Torah permits us to ask for as much as we want… A person always has something to pray for. First he needs success in his Torah studies… in earning a livelihood; then in finding a mate, in having children, and success in bringing them up. He must ask Hashem to grant them intelligence, success in their studies… and for grandchildren. 


“One is asking for things an entire lifetime, and that is what Hashem wants. View yourself as undeserving, and appreciate Hashem’s limitless generosity… And one should not only pray three times a day; even in the middle of the day one should ask Hashem for anything, as the need arises.” 

Constantly Asking Hashem

For His Divine Assistance


R’ Moshe lived by this rule. Talking to a student and finding it difficult to influence him, R’ Moshe would pause to mumble a few words to himself in prayer, entreating Hashem for His help. Beginning a sichah (talk) in the yeshivah, and sometimes even in the middle, he would say: “Please Hashem, grant me Divine assistance!” – and then continue. Several photographs of the Kosel and other holy places in Eretz Yisroel were slipped into his siddur, as an inspiration to his prayers. 
When in Eretz Yisroel, R’ Moshe would try not to miss a morning at the Kosel. Anyone near him would hear his brokenhearted cries to Hashem to have mercy on Klal Yisroel. While standing at the Kosel, he said, he was ashamed to ask for his own personal needs.

Reprinted from the Parshas Terumah 5780 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Brisker Rav

And His Guest

Late one night, a traveler walked into Brisk and made his way to the home of the Brisker Rav, who greeted him warmly. The man asked if he could stay for the night, and the Brisker Rav, who was known for his Chesed, was delighted with the opportunity to accommodate. He prepared food, made a bed, and catered to his guest’s every need. 

The man, realizing that the famed Brisker Rav was doing everything himself, would not allow the Brisker Rav to lower himself to serve him, and he strongly protested to this. 

The next day, in Shul, the Gabbai noticed the guest and wanted to give him an Aliyah, but the Brisker Rav asked the Gabbai to give him Hagba’ah, instead. 
When the guest was about to pick up the Sefer Torah, the Brisker Rav made his way to the Bimah and stopped the guest from picking up the Torah. The Brisker Rav said, “Please don’t trouble yourself. It is quite heavy!” 

The guest argued, “But it is not a trouble, it is a Z’chus!” 

The Brisker Rav smiled and replied, “And so is serving another Jew and doing the Mitzvah of Hachnasas Orchim!” 

The Brisker Rav taught that even though some Mitzvos take effort, it is still a great Z’chus to perform them!

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5780 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

I Couldn’t Daven

With a Minyan

By Rabbi Sholom DovBer Avtzon
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As everyone is aware due to the severity of the [Corona virus – Covid-19] cepidemic, and may everyone have a refuah shleima, the Beis Din in Crown Heights instructed the shuls to close and we are to daven at home. So I davened Shacharis without hearing a kedusha etc., and tomorrow I won’t be able to hear krias haTorah, until it is safe to once again go out. 


Obviously, it is a bitter pill not being able to daven with a minyan, but as is noted in the attached story, taken from my book “The Brothers of Slavita” we should recognize that this is also ratzon [the will of] Hashem. Shulchan Aruch instructs us to follow the psak of a Rov, and if the Beis Din gave such a psak, so by not going to shul, we are fulfilling Hashem’s guidance. 


Just as soon as the self-quarantine is over, we should all flock back to shul, to demonstrate that we only davened at home, because that is what Shulchan Aruch instructs us to do, for the time-being. Also, perhaps we should daven at a slightly more leisure pace, to make up the time we save walking to shul etc.

IN PRISON


As related earlier, the Schapiro brothers were thrown into prison [in 1839] in order to break their spirit and force them to admit that they were somehow involved in Lazer’s [their employee’s] death. In the eyes of the investigator and his superiors, their guilt was a fact and, therefore, the officials that had cleared them originally were also subjected to torture so they would admit to the “truth.” As a result they forfeited their positions and lost their income as a punishment for participating in the cover-up. 


Understandably, the warden of the prison was careful not to give them any preferential treatment; or perhaps he also desired to punish the Schapiro brothers. So, shortly after they were imprisoned, he noticed some sunlight shining through the one window in their cell near the ceiling, which also allowed some fresh air to enter the room. 


He angrily declared, “Based on the accusation against you, you don’t deserve to see the light of the sun.” He then covered the window to block out most of the sun, making it darker, stifling and even more depressing. 


For a moment he indeed succeeded and Reb Shmuel Abba felt disheartened. Noticing his brother’s despair, Reb Pinchos said, “Now I finally understand why our Sages call the evil inclination ‘an old and foolish king.’ I always wondered why he is dubbed a fool, when apparently he is brilliant, and in his craftiness he can trick even the brightest and most religious person, making the person act in a manner that is not befitting him and causing him to look like a fool.


“But the truth was just revealed to me. We are in this unpleasant situation, since that is what Hashem has decreed upon us. But why did our evil inclination join us in this deplorable place? Who forced him to be imprisoned? [Only a tremendous fool would enter here on his own free will and agree to endure and languish throughout all the unpleasant ordeals we will be subjected to.]” 


Reb Shmuel Abba understood the message. His sadness was a ploy of the yetzer hora, an attempt to pull him down one step at a time. He strengthened himself and returned to his former spirit. 


To maintain this upbeat mood throughout their imprisonment, Reb Pinchos would repeatedly say the possuk, “V’hayisah ach sameach!” When saying this he shone and one could actually see true happiness on his face. 


Seeing that he did not succeed in dampening their spirits, the warden thought that perhaps he could break their spirits by placing them in a cell together with the worst criminals. The favorite pastime of these sadistic prisoners was to torment and hurt others, especially if the newcomers were Jews, whom they despised. As an additional incentive, the warden promised them a reward if they succeeded in making the Schapiro brothers’ lives unbearable, and they eagerly made plans to go out of their way to harass them and cause them suffering and anxiety. 


When the brothers were brought in, the prisoners attempted to break their spirits by laying down their own rules for the newcomers to “their” cell and telling them how they were expected to act, but nothing they did affected the two tzaddikim. They davened and learned the entire day. It is said that they learned the entire Shas together every year of their ordeal by discussing it line by line from memory! 


The warden and prisoners observed that the brothers’ inspiration came from their prayers, so they conspired to take that opportunity away from them. The prisoners did their best to interrupt the Schapiro brothers during their prayers thereby dampening their upbeat disposition. They spoke loudly and rudely, smoked homemade cigarettes and pipes even though there was no proper ventilation in the cell, as well as doing other things to create an extremely foul smell, but to no avail; the brothers continued to daven as if the others didn’t exist. Desperate to interrupt them, at one point they even decided to bring in an impure animal. 


At the moment they saw the animal, Reb Pinchos tearfully lamented, “Just look, they don’t even allow us to daven,” and he broke down in tears. 


The other prisoners smiled triumphantly, signaling their success. However, their victory didn’t last long; it fizzled out in front of their eyes. 


Reb Shmuel Abba said, “My dear brother, please listen attentively. Who commanded us to daven? Is it not a mitzvah from Hashem? And where does it say that one cannot daven in an unclean place? Isn’t that also a commandment of His Torah?! So, don’t be sad. The only reason we are not davening at this very moment is because we are following and obeying what the Torah instructed us to do! So aren’t we fulfilling this mitzvah as the Torah says? In my opinion, let us sing a niggun, and through our singing we will connect ourselves to Hashem. That will be our davening for the day!” 


Reb Shmuel Abba who was blessed with a very pleasant voice, began singing an extremely joyous song. For a moment the other prisoners could not understand why these two people were so joyous, but as the song progressed, they, too, became inspired to the extent that they began dancing.


From that point on, the other prisoners were in awe of them and began treating the brothers with the utmost respect. They immediately cleaned up the cell, allowing the tzaddikim to daven, and gave them extra room. From then on the prisoners treated them with the greatest respect, speaking in low voices in order not to disturb them. Seeing this futility of his efforts, the warden separated them from the other prisoners and the brothers awaited the verdict in relative peace. 


As related in the beginning of this book, the verdict was extremely harsh, but thanks to Hashem’s kindness and mercy they survived and were ultimately reunited with their families.

Reprinted from the March 18, 2020 email of Rabbi Avtzon, a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim.

The Blessed

Unmarked Mitzvah
By Rabbi Meir Sultan
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One Shabbat eve, a new father came to the home of the great Sephardic Rosh Yeshiva of Porat Yosef, Rabbi Yehudah Tzadka, and asked him to perform a brit milah the next day. The next afternoon, the elderly rabbi walked to the home of the simcha. There, he noted the young father was procrastinating. After hemming and hawing, he told Rabbi Tzadka that he had changed his mind – there was a young mohel he wanted to honour with the mitzvah of circumcision. 


The rabbi took this with equanimity. “Not a problem. The new mohel will do the milah.” 


But there was a further delay. After conferring with the mohel, the father came back to the rabbi, abashed. “The young mohel forgot his instruments at home and did not bring them with him. Rabbi, perhaps you can lend him your instruments?” 


The rabbi smiled. “With pleasure.” 


After the ceremony, the rabbi’s attendant confronted the rabbi, actually shocked. “He made you walk all this way, and then had the audacity to ask for your tools? Really? Really?” 


Rabbi Tzadka was serene. “Baruch Hashem, after thousands of brit milot, I finally had the privilege today to do this one perfectly.” 


When his attendant was baffled, the rabbi explained. “Every brit, I’m asked by people to bless them. Then, they complement me on how moving my ceremony is. Today, I was asked for no blessings, and no one complimented me on my ceremony. But had I not been in attendance today, with my tools, there would have been no brit at all. That, I think, is a perfect mitzvah.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Vayakhel-Pekudei 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.)

The Highest-Class Shadchan
By Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser

Some time ago, a man from New York approached me and handed me a check written out to an enormous sum. I didn’t know anything more aside from the fact that he wished for it to be given to tzedakah. I didn’t question his motivation either, as he seemed fully genuine and aware of what he was doing. 

As he was about to leave, though, I felt compelled to say something. “I just want to thank you,” I said. “It is certainly a magnanimous check. If you don’t mind me asking, is there any special occasion for doing this?” 

The man paused momentarily, and then went on to say, “I will tell you. I have a daughter who is looking to get married. I have gone to many shadchanim (matchmakers) all over, though nothing has come of it. I have learned, however, that Hashem is the ultimate One to bring matches together, and I have therefore decided on something that I would like you to assist me with. I am going to pay Hashem, the shadchan, right now by giving  tzedakah  to whomever you choose. Now I am telling Hashem, ‘You have my money; it is Yours. I paid You in advance, and there is no way I can take it back. Hashem, please, help my daughter find her shidduch.’” 

The man started welling up in tears, and left the house emotionally worked up. Without delay, I hurriedly distributed the funds to worthy causes. Fortunately, the check had the man’s address, which allowed me to retain his contact information. I phoned him and thanked him for his generosity, agreeing to stay in touch. 

Forty days later, a man and his son were visiting New York for a couple of days from Europe. Finding themselves in a new community, the man soon learned of prospective girls which his son, who was of marriageable age, could possibly go out with. 

The host, at whose home the man and his son were staying with, approached the gentleman and began inquiring about his daughter, who he had heard was also looking for a  shidduch. “A man and his son are here from Europe for only a couple of days,” the host said. “Would your daughter consider going out with him?” 

The man figured that there was nothing to lose, and so asked his daughter if she would like to do so. She happily complied. They went out once, twice, three times, four times… Soon enough, they were engaged. Shortly thereafter, the father of the kallah called to inform me of the wonderful news. 

“But,” he said, “Rabbi, I am not sure of one thing. Did I give enough money to the  shadchan?” 

“Of course you did!” I replied. “You gave such a handsome check to tzedakah.” 

“I was just thinking,” he said, “that were I dealing with a person who was the  shadchan, that would be one thing. But here, we are dealing with the Borei Olam  (Creator of the World), and He is the highest-class shadchan! Maybe I owe him some more money.” 

“I think Hashem is very happy,” I explained. “When a Jew demonstrates such emunah, that is the greatest thing he can do. Hashem is very pleased.” 

The biggest  segulah  to finding a  shidduch  is faith in Hashem that He will guide a person to the right one. It may certainly be trying, but the firm belief that the true  shadchan is Hashem will ensure that He will take care of you as His child and bring you together with your  bashert speedily.
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