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Rabbi Fischel Schachter 

Discusses the Importance of 

That “Defining Moment” 
By Daniel Keren 

 

 

Rabbi Fischel Schachter 

 Rabbi Fischel Schachter, internationally renowned Maggid Shiur recently 

told a story of a Yid who after 120 years was having a difficult time in the Bais 

Din shel Mailah (the heavenly court) where his life was being reviewed before 

judgement would be made as to whether he deserved to enter Gan Eden (the World 

to Come) or the opposite. His defending malach (angel) was having a difficult time 
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to argue for the Yid and the only thing he could come up with was the fact that this 

Jew always ate kosher. 

 However that argument was disputed by the prosecuting angel who shouted 

– “What’s the big deal. He lived on Avenue J where everything was kosher. This 

Yid would have had to have gone out of his way to find treif food to consume. 

Why should he be credited for this mitzvah? 

 When all seemed lost, the defending malach recalled that one time his client 

had booked a flight returning to New York that was cancelled and he was stuck in 

the airport until the morning when he was able to board another flight to 

LaGuardia. And the only food he ate while stuck in the airport were some bananas. 

 Rabbi Schachter explained that by eating those bananas and forsaking the 

more delicious smelling treif food, this Yid had his defining moment that gave 

justification to all those other times when he ate kosher food [perhaps by rote] 

without any difficulty. And because of that single defining moment, his defending 

angel was able to prove that this Yid was entitled to a one-way ticket to Gan Eden. 

 

Reprinted from the January 4, 2018 edition of the Flatbush Jewish Journal. 

 
 

The Factory Owner Who 

Demoted Himself to 

Being Just a “Manager” 
 

 In New York City, there’s a wealthy baal tzedakah, who sees meshulachim 

in his factory, since that’s where he spends most of his day. The plant is like a 

miniature city, with many wings, rooms, and corridors.  

 The meshulachim coming from Eretz Yisrael often got lost while searching 

for his office. (Due to the language barrier, they aren't able to ask the personnel for 

directions.) To help them, the owner put up signs in lashon hakadosh, to direct the 

meshulachim to his office. The signs read: "to the baal habayis/owner's office" — 

with an arrow, showing the way.  

 Once, a meshulach came to his office and said, "Why do the signs call you 

the baal habayis? You're not the baal habayis! Hashem is the baal habayis! You’re 

just a pawn in His hand."  

 The factory owner didn’t get angry with this insolent man, and even gave 

him more than the usual donation. He also said he would correct the signs. On the 
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following day, the signs read “manager”, instead of “baal habayis/owner”. He no 

longer called himself baal habayis or CEO. Hashem is the baal habayis – not he. 

He also removed the plaque that read CEO from his door, and put up a sign that 

read Manager, instead.  

 

The Burst Waterpipe 

 A few days later, a water pipe that runs along the ceiling of the plant's 

warehouse, burst. The products stored there were getting ruined. The manager saw 

this on his surveillance camera. He also saw that the female employee, who should 

have been organizing the items, was busy with her smart phone and oblivious to 

the damage the burst pipe was creating.  

 He quickly tried to contact her through the Public Address system, but she 

was so engrossed in her phone she didn’t hear anything. As a result of her 

negligence, the warehouse sustained lots of damage. Understandably, that 

employee was fired.  

 When this employee’s husband heard that she was fired, he was outraged at 

the thought of losing their source of income. He loaded his gun and went down to 

the plant, intending to murder the CEO.  

 Upon entering the plant, he was dumbfounded by the many wings and 

corridors— the great maze of the factory. His wife had told him to go to the door 

that said CEO on it, but he didn’t know where to find it.  

 

Knocking on the Boss’s Door 

 He asked one of the employees for directions to the CEO's office. When he 

finally reached the office, however, he read the sign on the door. It said Manager. 

This isn't the CEO's office, he thought. He knocked, "Where's the boss? I want to 

speak with the CEO."  

 The CEO pointed upwards. His intention was, "Hashem is the boss. I’m just 

a staff in Hashem's hands." But the man misunderstood; he thought the CEO was 

on the next floor.  

 The CEO suspected foul play, so he followed that man on the surveillance 

cameras, and understood that he had come to kill him. He called the police. The 

man was arrested, and sent to prison. The manager’s life was saved because he 

proclaimed, "Hashem is the baal habayis. I'm just the manager. I'm just a pawn in 

Hashem's hands." 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected 

Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman. 
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The Prayers of a 

Shipwrecked Passenger 
 

 Reb Yeshayah Barkdaki, zt'l, was on a ship, headed to Eretz Yisrael. The 

ship wrecked not very far from Yafo. He held on to his son and daughter, and 

started swimming with them ashore. But he felt he didn’t have enough strength, 

and if he continues to swim with both children, they would all three drown.  

 What should he do? Which child should he save and which one should he 

leave behind? After a quick review of the halachos, he said to his daughter, with a 

very broken heart, that he didn’t have strength to take both of them ashore, and 

according to halachah, the son's life comes before hers.  

 When she heard this, she started to cry, "Father! Don't let me drown in the 

sea! Have mercy on me!"  

 Her heartbreaking calls ripped his heart. Reb Yeshayah Bardaki prayed and 

felt miraculously rejuvenated. With renewed strength, he swam with both of his 

children to Eretz Yisrael.  

 Years later, before Reb Yeshayah's petirah, he reminded his daughter about 

that time. He said, "Do you remember when your life was in danger, and you 

called out to me and my compassion was aroused? My daughter, whenever you’re 

in a difficult situation, call out to Hashem. Say, 'Father! Save me!' and you will be 

answered.  

 “I am a human being, my compassion and my strength is limited, but I 

couldn’t refuse your cries. Certainly then, when you call out to our Father in 

heaven, whose compassion and whose abilities are limitless, you will be saved…" 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eira 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected 

Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman. 
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Story #1048 

Brooklyn to France: Israel's 

Prime Minister on a 

Religious Mission 
From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles 

editor@ascentofsafed.com 

 

 
Menachem Begin /The Lubavitcher Rebbe 

 

 The published correspondence of the Lubavitcher Rebbe shows that 

Menachem Begin had forged an especially strong and warm connection with the 

Rebbe already during the few decades before he was elected prime minister. 

Begin's political views were well known throughout that period, and the Rebbe 

greatly encouraged him. Every time Begin considered retiring from public life, the 

Rebbe encouraged him to continue, assuring him that he will yet be victorious. 

http://webmailb.juno.com/webmail/new/21?folder=Inbox&msgNum=0001Ii00:001QLdfi00000GWV&count=1515625621&randid=1861989712&attachId=0&isUnDisplayableMail=yes&blockImages=0&randid=1861989712
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 At the end of one of their meetings, which was scheduled for fifteen minutes 

but lasted an hour and a half, Begin was totally enthralled by the breadth and depth 

of the Rebbe's knowledge and multifaceted personality. In gratitude. He asked if 

there was anything he could do on the Rebbe's behalf. The Rebbe responded with a 

polite request that Begin do a personal favor for him. 

 He explained to Begin about a letter he had received, in which a French Jew 

poured out his heart, relating how broken he and his wife are because their 

daughter was planning on marrying a non-Jew. The parents' arguing, threatening 

and pleading with her to reconsider fell on deaf ears. In distress, they had turned to 

the Rebbe and begged for his advice and help. 

 "I doubt that I and my Chassidim can affect someone who has gone so far; 

but I am sure that if a famous person like yourself will speak to her - especially 

considering that you speak French - she will be impressed and respect your words, 

and this will influence her in the right direction," the Rebbe said. 

 Begin happily agreed to carry out the mission. The Rebbe gave him the girl's 

contact details, and insisted that Begin send him a bill for the expenses of an 

unplanned stopover in France. 

 As soon as Begin arrived in France, he told his attaché to locate this young 

woman and have her brought to him. When she came, he told her the following: 

 "Among the Jewish people there are many levels of commitment to religion, 

some more and some less. Our Jewishness does not prevent us from playing any 

role in the world arena. Some, like myself, may become heads of state. Others are 

professionals, while others are simple laborers. Each one has his own level of 

religious commitment. But we all agree about one thing - we have a bottom line - a 

Jew does not leave his people, whatever his aspirations." 

 Begin's heartfelt words entered the young woman's heart. She decided to 

break off contact with her non-Jewish friend. 

 [Indeed, a few years later, she moved to Yisrael, married a Jew and settled in 

Jerusalem.] 

 Upon his return to Israel from France, Menachem Begin confided privately 

to one of the religious Knesset members this story. Upon concluding, he chuckled 

and remarked, "Now if I had made you such an offer like I made to the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe, what would you have asked? This extraordinary Jew had only one thing in 

mind - saving the soul of another Jew!" 

 

 

Source: Compiled and adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from (A) a submission from 

Toovia Heller as heard from Rabbi Shlomo Ashkenazi, Head of Kollel Boston in 

Har Nof, Jerusalem, in the name of the Knesset minister mentioned above, and (B) 

from the forthcoming English translation of Yahalom Shel HaRebbe ("Diamonds 
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of the Lubavitcher Rebbe"), in the name of Rabbi Binyomin Klein, z'l, one of the 

Rebbe's secretaries. 

Connection: Weekly Torah Reading of Vaera, second of three Readings about the 

exile in Egypt. The sages teach that our merit before G-d to save us was we did not 

change our Jewish names or clothing styles and we adhered to the Jewish marriage 

laws. 

Biographical notes: Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe: [11 Nissan 5662 - 3 Tammuz 5754 (April 1902 - June 1994 C.E.)], became 

the seventh Rebbe of the Chabad dynasty after his father-in-law's passing on 10 

Shvat 5710 (1950 C.E.). He is widely acknowledged as the greatest Jewish leader 

of the second half of the 20th century. Although a dominant scholar in both the 

revealed and hidden aspects of Torah and fluent in many languages and scientific 

subjects, the Rebbe is best known for his extraordinary love and concern for every 

Jew on the planet. His emissaries around the globe dedicated to strengthening 

Judaism number in the thousands. Hundreds of volumes of his teachings have been 

printed, as well as dozens of English renditions. 

Menachem Begin (1913-1992) was one of the major Zionist leaders of pre-state 

Israel. He served as the Prime Minister of Israel from 1977 to 1983 

 

Reprinted from the Parshat Va’eira 5778 email of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of 

Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com   ascent@ascentofsafed.com 

 

Hashgacha Pratis #21 

To Adhair or Not to Adhair 

To Covering One’s Hair 
 

 In his last semester of law school, Jonathan, a newly observant young man, 

met and married Suzie, a legal secretary, who was also a newcomer to Orthodoxy. 

Jonathan and Suzie had shared with each other how they felt about all aspects of 

Judaism and were delighted to discover that they were always “on the same page.” 

 They disagreed on one point, however, which eventually became a point of 

contention. Jonathan expected that his future wife would cover her hair. Suzie, on 

the other hand, was not at all comfortable with the idea.  

 Every new mitzvah was a challenge for her, yet she had accepted each of 

them. The halachah of a married woman covering her hair, though, was something 

which Suzie just could not accept. She felt it would be too confining and 

http://www.ascentofsafed.com/
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restrictive, and that it would compromise her appearance. She also convinced 

herself that covering her hair would be “making a statement” that she was more 

stringent than she really saw herself to be.  

 Jonathan was not fazed by Suzie’s resistance. He felt that she would 

eventually change her mind. After their week of Sheva Brachos, Jonathan and 

Suzie returned to work. While waiting for the elevator in the Wall Street 

skyscraper where she worked, Suzie met Sabrina, another legal secretary who 

worked at the same firm. They both entered the elevator for the ride up to the 22nd 

floor.  

 Sabrina congratulated Suzie on her marriage, but asked curiously, “Suzie, I 

see you are not wearing anything on your head. I thought all Orthodox married 

women wear hats, scarves or wigs – am I mistaken about this?”  

 Suzie explained that most Orthodox women do wear a head covering, but 

not all, and that she fell into the latter category.  

 “Really?” asked Sabrina, “I thought it was required and not optional…” 

 Suzie explained that the reason Orthodox women cover their hair is because 

a woman’s hair could be attractive to other men. She ran her fingers through her 

hair and said, “Sabrina, look at my hair. It’s so oily, drab and unmanageable. What 

man could possibly find my hair appealing? So it is really not necessary for me to 

cover it.”  

 At the 17th floor, a young man in a finely tailored suit, who was unfamiliar 

to both women, walked in. As soon as he entered, he began to stare at Suzie. She 

pretended not to notice him, but through her peripheral vision noticed that he did 

not take his eyes off of her.  

 At the 20th floor, the young man was the only other person in the elevator 

besides Suzie and Sabrina. He cleared this throat and said to Suzie, “Please excuse 

me for staring at you. I really didn’t intend to make you feel uncomfortable. But 

it’s just that you have the most beautiful hair I’ve ever seen.” The man then got off 

the elevator at the 21st floor.  

 Suzie was speechless. Her face turned red and she felt her mouth go dry. She 

avoided eye contact with Sabrina and managed to mumble “Have a nice day” to 

her. She replayed the incident in her mind throughout the day.  

 It was impossible that the man had just heard what she had said to Sabrina 

about her hair. She was convinced that it was no mere coincidence – it was a clear 

message from Heaven. Suzie decided that if Hashem was sending her this message, 

she simply could not ignore it… That night, Jonathan was delighted to hear from 

his new wife that she had decided to begin covering her hair. (Zorei’a Tzedakos) 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Va’eirah 5778 email of The Weekly Vort 
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The Tenth Man 

In the Cemetery 
 

 Rav Yitzchak Dovid Grossman, Rav of Migdal HaEmek, relates that a close 

friend of his from New York contacted him concerning putting together a Minyan 

at the cemetery in Netanya for his mother’s first Yahrtzeit.  

 The friend explained that he was not able to make it to Eretz Yisroel at the 

time, but it was important to him for the sake of his mother, and he asked Rav 

Grossman if he would be able to help him and take care of arranging the Minyan, 

and Rav Grossman happily agreed.  

 The Yahrtzeit was on a Friday, and though he tried very hard, he was only 

able to gather nine men at the cemetery, and they were missing the tenth man to 

make a Minyan.  

 They looked around to see if anyone could help them, and in the distance 

they saw another Jew at the other end of the cemetery, who was standing at the 

side of a grave. They approached him and asked if he could join them for the 

Minyan.  

 At first it was difficult to have a conversation with the man, as he spoke 

French and Rav Grossman spoke Hebrew, but he soon understood what they 

needed and joined them.  

 As soon as Kaddish was recited, this tenth man asked if the group could join 

him at his father’s gravesite. He said that he never expected a Minyan at the 

cemetery on this day, which happened to also be the day of his father’s Yahrtzeit. 

 While the man said Kaddish, Rav Grossman noticed the inscription on the 

tombstone. The man’s father had been the head of the Chevrah Kaddishah, the 

Jewish Burial Society, in Tunisia for sixty years!  

 His son told Rav Grossman in his broken Hebrew, “My father was devoted 

to this position all of the time, day or night. Whenever he was needed, he would 

drop whatever he was doing to attend to the needs of someone who passed away.” 

 Rav Grossman commented, “Your father’s outstanding devotion was 

rewarded, and Hashem arranged a Minyan to be assembled by his grave on the day 

of his Yahrtzeit!” 

 

Reprinted from the special Chesed Shel Emes edition email of Torah U’Tefilah: A 

Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.  
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The Chabadnik Who Spent 

An Unexpected Shabbat on  

An Anti-Religious Kibbutz 
 

 
a 

A secular Jew after being helped to put on tefillin by Chabad in Israel 

 

 Chabad Chassidim are Jews that love to do favors, especially spiritual ones, 

for people, especially Jews; for instance, putting Tefillin (Phylacteries) on those 

that don't usually do it. 

 But sometimes it gets them into trouble, like it did to Yosef Yitzchak, an 18-

year-old student in the Chabad Torah Academy in Tzfat, Israel. 

 Very early one Friday morning Yosef Yitzchak jumped on a bus for a quick 

visit to his parents in Ramat Gan in the center of Israel three hours away. He spent 

a few hours there, kissed them good bye and returned to the bus terminal for the 

return trip. 

 But there were so many Jews in the terminal without head coverings a little 

voice inside him told him he had to ask at least one of them to put on Tefillin. 
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 He found a table somewhere, put down his backpack, took out his Tefillin, 

asked the first man who passed by if he wanted to put them on and to his pleasant 

surprise the man smiled, agreed, approached the table, rolled up his sleeve and 

Yosef showed him how to do it. 

 But before the man was finished someone else approached, then another 

until there was a small waiting line. 'This is great!!' He told himself and he kept 

doing what he had to. And what about making it back to Yeshiva before Shabbat? 

G-d will help!!' 

 He was busy, some of his “customers” wanted to hear a word about the 

weekly Torah portion or just to talk for a minute; he must have put Tefillin on 

thirty Jews. But the first time there was a lull he took a look at his watch. 

GEVALT!!!  

 In three hours it would be Shabbat! He had lost track of time. He quickly 

wrapped up the Tefillin, put them in his bag and ran to the bus stop to see the last 

bus pull away! He had to get back to Tzfat, to Yeshiva! 

 In desperation he took the next bus going north, the direction he wanted, got 

off after an hour and began to hitchhike. After only a few minutes he got a ride. It 

wasn't all the way there but at least he was making progress. "Ahh! What good 

luck!!" he told himself. 

 But the next ride not only didn't come so quickly it wasn’t exactly going 

where he wanted and the driver drove really slowly. After an hour he realized that 

Shabbat was approaching!! (Religious Jews don't drive or ride on Shabbat). he had 

to get outâ€¦ in just fifteen minutes it would begin to get dark, "Please let me out!!" 

He said quietly. 

 The driver thought he was crazy; they were in the middle of nowhere! But 

he had no choice. He let him off at the entrance of the first Kibbutz they passed 

and sped away. 

 Yosef Yitzchak had been in a Kibbutz before and all of them have pretty 

much the same layout so he knew where to go; to the dining room. 

It dawned on him that he'd even heard of this place (The name wasn't given in the 

story). It was a far leftist 'Shomer HaTzair' kibbutz, once known for their atheism. 

[years ago such places had pictures of Stalin on the wall entitled 'A luminary to the 

world' (Shemesh l'amim)], 

 But Yosef Yitzchak was optimistic; if he was here it was because G-d 

wanted him to be here...might as well make the most of it! 

 He entered the dining room just as everyone was in the middle of their meal 

and suddenly there was silence; all eyes were on him. He put down his backpack, 

smiled, waved hello and said "Good Shabbat everyone!" 

 A few men approached him, shook hands and he briefly explained to them 

what happened. They graciously invited him stay to eat whatever he could 
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according to his beliefs and explained that all the rooms were full but they could 

give him a small room off the kitchen with a mattress and bedding. 

 Yosef went to a side room, prayed the evening Shabbat prayer in his 

pleasant melodic voice and sat down to eat. 

 For many of the Kibbutz people it was their first personal contact with a 

religious Jew and Yosef's simple character and pleasant demeanor had a positive 

effect on them. In the course of that Shabbat they heard words of Torah, Chassidic 

stories and a lot about the Lubavitcher Rebbe. 

 Finally, that Saturday night, after the end of Shabbat a quiet young woman, 

in her mid-twenties approached him, thanked him for coming and asked him 

exactly why he decided to come. 

 When he explained what had happened; how he had missed his bus and was 

there by accident her eyes filled with tears and she began weeping. 

 When she calmed down she explained. A few years earlier she became 

interested in Judaism and had a lot of questions but because she was shy and it was 

a sort of taboo subject in the Kibbutz, and there probably wasn’t anyone there to 

answer her questions anyway, she just kept it to herself. 

 But eventually it bothered her so much that she prayed to G-d for help. 

 Then, a few weeks later she had something to do in Tel Aviv and while there 

she saw a large sign with a picture of the Lubavitcher Rebbe on it and under the 

picture was a phone number to get advice from his over twenty volumes of letters 

called “Igrot Kodesh”. 

 So she copied the number and when she returned to the Kibbutz she called it. 

She had written a lot of her questions down but for some reason when someone 

answered she didn’t ask them. She just requested that one of those books be 

opened and the page read to her. 

 They did so and read. 

 'The Rebbe acknowledges receiving your letter and promises to send one of 

his emissaries to answer your questions and to help you.' 

 That was a week ago. It was obvious to her that this was the emissary. It was 

no accident. 

 It wasn't long before there were regular Torah classes in the Kibbutz and not 

only the young woman but many more of its members revealed their connection to 

G-d's Torah and its commandments. 

 

Reprinted from the Parshat Va’eira 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar 

Chabad, Israel. 
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Israeli Singer and Radio Show  

Host Yehoram Gaon Has  

What to Say about Shabbat 
By Ben Isaacson 

 

 
Yehoram Gaon, still singing and performing at age 78 

  

 Yehoram Gaon the famous singer opened his radio show with a monologue 

about Shabbat and the laws and legal hoops people are jumping through to enforce 

Shabbat observance or to enable its desecration which have made the headlines of 

the past few weeks. He wanted to explain Shabbat from a secular non-religious 

paradigm and this is what he said: 

 “This morning the Shabbat called me up as she had already called a few 

times before when I worked at Kol Israel (the Voice of Israel radio station). 

Shabbat asked me: “What do they want from my life?”  

 “I didn’t know what to answer her. I asked her to keep watching over us 

though we don’t watch over her and sometimes we even needlessly shame her. 

(The Zionist secular Israeli writer) Ahad Ha’am wrote that you needn’t be a Zionist 

https://www.hidabroot.com/article/195208/Israel-Attacks-Targets-near-Damascus
https://www.hidabroot.com/article/193532/5-Reasons-Secular-Jews-Want-Shabbat-to-Remain-a-Day-of-Rest
https://www.hidabroot.com/article/193532/5-Reasons-Secular-Jews-Want-Shabbat-to-Remain-a-Day-of-Rest
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or even someone careful about Mitzvoth to recognize the importance of the 

Shabbat.  

 “Anyone who feels his heart truly tied with our nation throughout all the 

generations cannot imagine a reality of the Nation of Israel without the Shabbat. 

We can say without exaggeration that more than Israel keeps the Shabbat, the 

Shabbat protected them. These words were not penned by a great sage like Rabbi 

Kook or Rabbi Shlomo Zalman of Liadi (The Baal Hatanya).” 

 “Shabbat is a miracle we must recognize. Our sages said “A person doesn’t 

recognize a miracle that happens to him.” That’s how we are. We have a miracle 

built into us called the Shabbat but we ignore it, despise or rob it and turn it into 

something to plunder. With all the dealings over or under the table, calculations 

and battles, the pearl fell into the puddle on the side of the road as we forget what it 

even symbolizes for us. We forget that it is a basic part of life and a giant anchor 

for it from which we can draw strength to live a life of meaning and values.” 

 “It is much more than, and way above whether or not a mall or trains will 

open or not; whether there will be a coalition agreement or not. I speak as someone 

secular and not religious and as someone not religious I shout out about the honor 

of the Shabbat! It’s heavenly and eternal purpose is to create a normal and equal 

society where every person created in G-d’s image is entitled to rest from the toil 

of the week.  

 “To rest because (of G-d’s) instruction to set aside a break to enjoy a day of 

thought separate from the rest of the weekdays which provides time for his soul to 

look around, contemplate and understand, to listen to the whispers around him, to 

get calm, rest and connect to others that also run around like him the rest of the 

week.  

 “The land of Israel without the Shabbat won’t be built, it will be destroyed” 

writes secular writer Haim Nachman Bialik. “The nation of Israel will never forego 

the Shabbat for it is not only the foundation of The Israeli nation’s existence; it is 

also the foundation of human existence.” 

 Yehoram Gaon concludes his monologue with the following:  

 “Today or tomorrow some joint committee of religious and non-religious 

Jews will get together and decide on some compromise to allow or prohibit 

something on Shabbat. But Shabbat says: “Really? Don’t you understand I’m not 

something that is discussed at committee meetings; I am your essence and identity, 

an asset and not a liability. I belong to all of you… so keep on making committee 

meetings” says the Shabbat as she sheds tears of deep shame.” 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Ve’eira 5778 website of Hidabroot. 

 

https://www.hidabroot.com/article/192595/The-Baal-Hatanyas-Yohrzeit
https://www.hidabroot.com/article/193344/We-Need-a-Rest-We-Need-Shabbat
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Appearances Can 

Be Deceiving 
By Tzvi Yaakovson 

 

 It was a Sunday evening on Rechov Brandstatter in Bnei Brak. A young boy 

came home toting a small bag full of refrigerator magnets, which advertised a 

business that had recently opened in the area.  

 The boy’s father, a dedicated yungerman, asked his son where he had 

obtained the magnets.  

 “I collected them from the doors in the building,” the child replied proudly. 

 As it turned out, the owner of the business had made the rounds of the 

apartment buildings in the neighborhood, affixing a magnet to the steel front door 

of every apartment, in order to advertise his establishment. The child had decided 

to collect the magnets from every door on his way home. 

 “But maybe it was gezel,” the father pointed out. 

 “Why?” the boy asked. “The magnets were on the outside of the door!” 

 The yungerman told his son, “You may be right, but I would be happier if 

you would return the magnets to our neighbors’ doors.” The child did as he was 

told. 

 The next day, the father was approached in shul by a scowling neighbor. 

“Aren’t you embarrassed?” he demanded. 

 “Embarrassed of what?” the father asked, taken aback. 

 “You decided to hire out your young son to place advertisements on 

people’s doors! Is that an appropriate job for a little boy?” 

 

Reprinted from the January 10, 2018 email of the Yated Ne’man. 

 


