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Protection of Tzitzis #1

The Mesiras Nefesh of Reb Moshe,

A Student of the Vilna Gaon


R’ Aryeh Levin, the tzaddik of Yerushalayim, would relay the following story about two pious and devout brothers, R’ Moshe and R’ Yitzchok, who were students of the Vilna Gaon: The brother R’ Moshe would spend his year traveling and teaching Torah to children in the rural villages, returning home before each Yom Tov with the bit of money he had managed to earn.


In that generation it was the practice of pious people to practice one particular mitzvah with extra devotion, being ready to go to any length to observe it. R’ Moshe had chosen tzitzis as his special mitzvah. He would refuse to move four cubits without wearing proper tzitzis. 


Once, R’ Moshe was returning home for the Yom Tov of Pesach with a small sum of money for his family’s Yom Tov needs and general sustenance. He rode in a horse and wagon. At one point, R’ Moshe descended from the wagon and walked to a boulder a good distance away to say his prayers. 


Somehow, one of the fringes of his tzitzis got caught on a notch of the boulder and tore off. R’ Moshe, true to his devotion to the mitzvah, would not move from the spot. He called loudly to the wagon driver. The driver came over and, despite knowing of R’ Moshe’s adherence of the mitzvah of tzitzis, argued with him to come along as his behavior was unwarranted in this unusual situation. 
But R’ Moshe would not budge. Finally, the wagon driver agreed to ride to the nearby village and bring him a new pair of tzitzis. But his annoyance at this extra trouble caused him to demand a stiff price – the entire purse that R’ Moshe held for his family’s needs. 

R’ Moshe did not hesitate, and immediately handed over the purse, knowing how much suffering and want he and his family would endure as a result. The wagon driver took off, and never came back! R’ Moshe stayed in the spot for 24 hours until a passer-by took pity on him and lent him a pair of tzitzis so that he could return home. 
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The anguish and suffering of R’ Moshe’s family cannot be adequately described. Sometime later, R’ Moshe’s equally devout brother, R’ Yitzchok, fell so seriously ill that the doctors gave up hope for his life. People sent for R’ Moshe to come; perhaps he could arouse Heaven’s mercy for his brother and save his life. 


R’ Moshe came without delay, entered his brother’s room, and asked everyone present to kindly leave. When they were alone, he took off his tzitzis, put it on his brother’s bed, and started speaking to Hashem: 


“Hashem, there is one mitzvah that I have kept with all my strength – the mitzvah of tzitzis. I hereby relinquish all the reward that I am to receive for it in the World to Come, and give it to my brother, so that he can merit to recover from his illness.” 


A few neighbors were peering through the cracks in the old wooden house of R’ Yitzchok. They witnessed the heart-rending plea and streaming tears of R’ Moshe, as he gave up his most precious possession, which he had attained with so much self-sacrifice. In the merit of R’ Moshe’s supreme observance of the mitzvah of tzitzis, R’ Yitzchok did indeed recover and lived another 15 years. (A Tzaddik in Our Time)

Reprinted from the Parshas Beha’alsecho 5777 email of The Weekly Vort.

Rabbi Power

From the Desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
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Rabbi Akiva Eiger   Rabbi Schneur Zalman of Liadi


It appeared to be a holiday in the Jewish community of Lumzha. The streets were freshly cleaned, the windows of houses facing the street were sparkling, and everyone was dressed in their best clothing. 


What was the occasion? One of the most important Torah scholars of the generation was coming for a brief visit, so the entire community was poised at the entrance to the city to greet the esteemed sage, Rabbi Akiva Eiger.


A wave of emotion and joy rolled over the waiting crowd when Rabbi Eiger descended from his carriage and glanced warmly along the rows of his crowded reception committee. Many called out a cheery “Shalom aleichem,” while those in the very front thrust out their right hands to try to give a welcoming handshake.


For the duration of the great Rabbi’s stay in Lumzha, a long line of petitioners stood in front of the house where he was lodging. Among them were Torah scholars who sought his help in resolving difficulties that arose in their studies, while others came to receive his blessing or advice about matters in their personal lives. 


One woman, Ettel, burst into copious tears as soon as she entered the famous scholar’s room. She had nine sons, eight of whom were both dedicated and successful in their yeshiva studies. But she was upset about Moshe-Noach, her fifteen-year–old, who was floundering in the sea of Talmud. Nobody could understand why, since he was a clever lad, who did excellently in his secular subjects, such as grammar and math.


Rabbi Eiger listened carefully to her report. He thought for a few moments and then said, “The greatest authorities in Jewish law have written that one must be exceedingly careful that young children should not taste any forbidden foods, since such foods can dull and coarsen the mind towards Torah concepts.”


Ettel was startled at the implication that her son could have eaten something not kosher, but she did her best to keep her face impassive. The rabbi nevertheless picked up on her thought and said gently, “perhaps it happened once without you knowing it, and that his why he has so much trouble understanding the Gemora.”


 “What can we do about it then?” asked Ettel, still shocked at the idea.


 “Let him persevere in toiling in the study of Torah, despite his hardships, and G-d will help him,” responded the great rabbi.


Ettel’s husband was disturbed to hear the words of the illustrious Rabbi Akiva Eiger about their son. How could it be? Their children never ate anything other than what they received at home. He immediately summoned Moshe-Noach and questioned him as to whether he had ever eaten anything outside of the house. 
The lad answered that he never had, but his father insisted that he think about it more thoroughly. Moshe-Noach continued to insist that he never ate anything outside of the house, but then he remembered that once, many years before when he was much younger, something had happened on Chanukah. 


He and his friends were returning from school earlier than usual, in order to be on time for the Chanukah lights. When they passed by the town hotel, they saw that a wedding was about to take place. One of the members of the wedding party noticed them, invited them to come in, and when they did offered them something to eat. To the best of his memory, he took a bit of chicken-lentil soup.


His parents were surprised to hear about the incident, especially after so many years had intervened, but they did not see how it offered a solution to the puzzle the Torah luminary had presented them. Both the owner of the hotel and the shochet (kosher slaughterer) who slaughtered meat for him were known to be punctilious in their observance of the kashrut laws and true G-d-fearing men. 


Nevertheless, the father was determined to pursue the matter till the end. He hurried over to the hotel and discussed the matter with the owner. The latter willingly took out his old record books to try to identity exactly whose wedding it was that took place on that day of Chanukah years before. 


It turned out to not be so difficult after all. In the curling pages of a beaten ledger nearly a decade old he found it clearly written that on the 26th of Kislev, the second day of Chanukah, in the year 5566 (1805), was catered the wedding of Yekutiel Alpert -- his second marriage. It was also recorded that the groom had paid the entire bill in advance.


The father of Moshe-Noach knew Mr. Yekutiel Alpert very well. He was an uncouth man, not exceptionally observant, who lived in a house at the outskirts of town. Nevertheless, this information still did not solve the family’s mystery; the food had been under the control of the hotel, not the wedding couple.


So the father decided to go next to the house of the shochet. The latter received him pleasantly and politely asked what was the occasion for the surprise visit. When the father told him that he wanted to ask a few questions about the wedding of Yekutiel Alpert, the shochet was visibly distressed.


“Oy, oy!” he cried out. “Once again I have to rake that open wound?”


The father was startled by his words. His ears picked up as the shochet proceeded to supply details.


 “I erred in the slaughter of the chickens for that wedding. Not that I actually made any mistakes in the procedures,” he hastened to explain. "But something was wrong. Only, I didn’t know it at the time. Not until a few days after that wedding


"Walking in the street, I encountered one of the chasidim of Lumzha, an important member of the Chabad community. As I passed by him he gave me a hard stare and said, ‘Who would have thought? A respected Jew sells his soul in pursuit of monetary gain. Unbelievable!’


"I was shocked to hear such words directed at me. I stared at him, seeking clarification. He said, 'We heard that you were the one who slaughtered chickens for the wedding of Alpert. Surely you knew that some of the most important rabbis of our time, including Rabbi Shneur Zalman of Liadi, the Chabad Rebbe, issued a decree forbidding him to remarry until he redid the divorce of his first wife, in which the get, the bill of divorce, turned out to be invalid.'


"My whole body began to tremble involuntarily as the chasid took out of his pocket a copy of the letter from Rabbi Shneur Zalman. It said:


'I was astonished and disturbed to hear of this deed which should never be done among Jews, which was done in your domain. How can a divorce be sanctioned if the get is invalid according to the Torah? …Therefore you must take upon yourselves to prevent this man from marrying another woman, Heaven forbid, until the problem is fixed. And if, Heaven protect us, such a wedding should be announced, to decree upon all the shochtim in the area a rabbinical prohibition against slaughtering any animals or fowl. If they should transgress and slaughter, all the meat is to be considered treif and forbidden to eat.'


"When I saw that letter with my own eyes," continued the shochet, "I was beside myself with horror. Even though I had known nothing and heard nothing about the problem with the divorce, I was mortified with guilt at having transgressed the instructions of a leading rabbi of our generation. I decided to undergo dozens of fasts, which I did, but I still don't feel as if I have atoned for my error."


The next day the entire story spread quickly through Lumzha. Everyone was amazed by both the power of Rabbi Shneur Zalman's decree and the acute Divine inspiration of Rabbi Akiva Eiger.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Source: Translated-adapted from the Hebrew weekly, Sichat HaShavua, #348 (and first published on www.chabad.org). You may distribute this e-mail as long as full attribution is given, including Ascent’s email and internet addresses. 

Yerachmiel Tilles is co-founder and associate director of Ascent-of-Safed, and editor of Ascent Quarterly and the AscentOfSafed and KabbalaOnline websites. He has hundreds of published stories to his credit. 

Biographical notes:Rabbi Akiva Eiger [1761 - 13 Tishrei 1837], the chief rabbi of Posen, Prussia for 23 years, was an acclaimed scholar whose analyses of and innovative insights into the Gemora are studied in nearly all yeshivas.

Rabbi Shneur Zalman [18 Elul 1745 - 24 Tevet 1812], one of the main disciples of the Maggid of Mezritch, is the founder of the Chabad-Chassidic movement. He is the author of Shulchan Aruch HaRav and Tanya as well as many other major works in both Jewish law and the mystical teachings. 
Reprinted from the 23Nissan 5764/2004 email of KabbalahOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed.
It Once Happened

The Tailor and the

Power of Teshuva
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When the tailor died at a ripe old age, his passing didn't attract any special attention. Yet his funeral was most unusual for an ordinary tailor, for the Chief Rabbi of Lemberg himself led the funeral procession all the way to the cemetery. And of course, as the Chief Rabbi led the procession all the Jews of the town joined in giving the final honors to the deceased. The result was a funeral the likes of which is normally reserved for great rabbis or tzadikim.

The Jews of Lemberg had no doubt that the tailor had been a person of extraordinary merit, and they waited anxiously to hear what a wonderful eulogy the Chief Rabbi would give at the funeral. They were not disappointed when the rabbi told them the following tale:


Many years before, the rabbi had spent Shabbat at a village inn. The innkeeper related a story about a Jewish jester who lived in the mansion of the local poretz, the landowner of all the surrounding area. This jester had once been a simple, but G-d-fearing Jew, who by profession was a tailor. 


On a number of occasions he had done work for the poretz, and as he was an entertaining man with a beautiful singing voice, and very funny, the poretz and his family became very fond of his company. They finally asked him to join their household in the capacity of a jester, which was common in those days.


He accepted, and slowly began to neglect his Jewish observance, until he no longer conducted himself as a Jew at all. The innkeeper felt very sorry for this Jew, and both he and the rabbi expressed their deep wishes for his return to the fold.


That Friday afternoon, just before Shabbat a man came galloping up to the inn and requested to spend the Shabbat there. To their surprise the horseman was none other than the Jewish jester, who explained that he had come in order to gather material for his jokes and spoofs.


The innkeeper was afraid to refuse, and so agreed to have the jester as a guest. At the Shabbat table the rabbi spoke about the Torah portion and described how both Terach, Abraham's idol-worshipping father, and Ishmael, Abraham's unruly son, repented and were forgiven by G-d.


"Words that come from the heart penetrate the heart," is the saying, and the words of the rabbi affected the Jewish jester, who became more and more thoughtful as Shabbat progressed. By Saturday night the jester so deeply regretted his life, that he approached the rabbi, and asked how he could do penance. The rabbi told him to leave his position with the poretz and withdraw for a time into a life of prayer, meditation and fasting. He should maintain this regime until such time when he would receive a sign from heaven that his repentance was accepted.


The jester accepted this advice wholeheartedly. He went to Lemberg where he entered a large synagogue and made an arrangement with the caretaker. According to their deal he would be locked in a small room where he would spend the entire day in prayer. At night before locking up, the caretaker would release him so that he might eat a little and stretch out for the night on a bench. Only on Friday night in honor of the Shabbat would he leave the synagogue to spend the day more comfortably.


This routine continued for many weeks until one Friday night the caretaker forgot to release him. The heartbroken tailor was now sure that G-d had forsaken him, and he wept bitterly. Hungry and tired, he fell into a deep sleep and dreamt. In the dream an old man appeared to him, and told him, "I am Elijah the Prophet, and I came to tell you that your teshuva has been accepted. Fast no longer. Every night I will come and teach you Torah, Torah such as only the righteous merit to learn."


The tailor opened a small shop and made a modest living. Late one night the Chief Rabbi passed his home and saw a bright light coming from the window. But when he entered, he saw only the tailor working by the light of a small candle. This happened two more times, and each time the rabbi found only a small candle illuminating the tailor's room.


The third time the rabbi pressed the tailor for an explanation, and was told all that had transpired since they had met at the village inn. The tailor also related that the prophet had told him that no inhabitant of the village would die as long as he lived.


The following day the rabbi instructed the local burial society to inform him every time there was a death in the city. True to the prophecy, each time there was a death, the deceased was not a resident, but someone who happened to be passing through. The rabbi concluded his strange tale, admonishing the townspeople that the power of teshuva is unlimited, and no matter what, G-d is always waiting for His children to return. (Adapted from the Storyteller.)
Reprinted from the Parshat Shelach 5752/1992 edition of L’Chaim Weekly, a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

G-d Cares Even About a

Poor Woman’s Pair of Shoes

By Rabbi David Ashear


A woman from Israel, who we'll call Sarah, told me she went to her local shoe repair store to fix one of her children's shoes. They told her the only place that could do the job she wanted was at a different store which was very far from where she lived. 


A few days later something came up, and she had to go to that area, so she brought the shoes along. She went to the store, and the woman on line before her gave the shoemaker shoes that looked so old and tattered. She couldn't believe anyone could even wear them. 


The woman on line asked for the minimum repair job just to make them wearable again because she obviously couldn't afford more. Sarah wanted to help her so badly. When it was her turn, she peeked at the piece of paper that the other woman wrote her number on, and she also noticed the shoe size of the shoes that needed to be repaired. 
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She had that exact size that was in great condition from one of her children who just grew out of it. She excitedly called the woman and introduced herself and said, "I have a perfect pair of shoes for you." 


When the woman came to pick them up, she was so thankful. After she said thank you, she said "Look, Hashem had the exact shoes that I needed prepared for me." Hashem arranged that meeting. He brought Sarah to that store at that exact moment, because He even cares about our shoes.


When we focus on our blessings, we'll be truly wealthy. As well, by thanking Hashem, we'll be doing one of the greatest services.

Reprinted from the June 5, 2017 email of Daily Emunah.

Even More Valuable

Than Gold or Food

Rabbi Yechiel Spero writes a beautiful story about a survivor of World War II. He was speaking to a group of survivors who, like himself, had suffered, and were now prepared to go on. He began his short speech in the following manner: 
“During the war, I always thought that the most valuable commodity was money, until I came to Siberia and worked eighteen hours a day mining gold. I figured that I could always smuggle a little bit into my pocket, and in a short while I would be rich. 


What a fool I was to think that my gold had value in Siberia, where money was worthless. It was food that we needed, and besides, what good was gold if there was nothing to buy! 


My focus turned to food. The pangs of hunger overwhelmed me until, one day, a passing guard walked by smoking a cigarette, and I began to crave cigarettes. However, cigarettes became more and more difficult to get. While tobacco was not that elusive, the paper in which it needed to be wrapped was very scarce, even for the guards. 


Now, it was no longer gold, food, or cigarettes that were of great value. It was plain paper. One day, an elderly peasant approached me and asked me if I knew how to read. His son was a soldier in the Soviet Union’s Army, and he would periodically write a letter to his father. 


The father could not read, so he made a deal with me— if I would read him his son’s letter, he would give me the paper envelope in return. I was overjoyed! However, as I looked at the envelope, I noticed that there was some lettering on it, which were in Hebrew. 


Reading it carefully, I saw that the writing was from Davening! It had been years since I had Davened, but I knew what I was holding. I put the envelope in my pocket and brought it to one of the learned men in our group. When I showed him my discovery, he excitedly agreed that this was a page from a Siddur. 


He was thrilled! He said Hashem had not forgotten about us, so how could we forget about Him? We started a Minyan. Three times a day, a Chazan stood up and read from the envelope. Our one-page Siddur gave us tremendous Chizuk and strength through Tefilah. We all felt like we now had hope again, and that our lives had meaning and purpose. We looked forward to Davening together every day. 


It suddenly occurred to me that I had now discovered the most valuable thing in the world. It was not gold. It was not food or cigarettes, or even paper. It was Tefilah. The ability to connect with Hashem, to reach out and speak to Him, gave us hope. Without hope, we had nothing, and with hope, we had everything. 
There was another aspect of this discovery that was mind-boggling. The page of the Siddur contained a message that was made specifically for us. The page began with the words in Az Yashir of, ‘Hashem Yimloch L’Olam Va’ed!’, ‘Hashem will rule forever!’, and ended with the words from the Tefilah of Ahavah Rabbah, ‘Avinu Av HaRachamim Ha’Meracheim Racheim Aleinu’, ‘Our Father, our Compassionate Father, Who is merciful, have mercy on us!’ 


These precious words kept us going and gave us life, and it allowed us to continue until we were able to go free. It was clearly Hashem Who did this for us, as He showed us that he had not forgotten about His children!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Beha’alosecho 5777 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Compilation of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Baal Shem Tov

And the Woodchopper

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Zalman the woodchopper was a poor Chassid who lived in a small isolated hut with his wife and seven children. But he was happy. Sometimes the family only had bread to eat, and the Ukrainian Winters were often difficult to bear, but Zalman used to say, “We are Jews! We are alive! And we can learn G-d’s Torah! A million rubles couldn’t make us happier.”� And his family agreed.


One balmy summer evening Zalman was sitting in his house learning Talmud with two of his children when they heard the unmistakable sound of a large carriage stopping in front of his hut. He looked out the window and could not believe his eyes; the wagon was filled with Chassidim and one of them was the holy Baal Shem Tov himself!!!


And they were coming to visit him!!


Zalman had seen the Besh’t (Short for "Baal Shem Tov") from afar some five years ago when he came to a nearby town to speak. And now he was here! What an honor!! What a blessing! What a miracle!!!


Zalman turned to his wife, excitedly whispered to her to prepare something to eat, and for the children to straighten their clothes and stand at attention.


Then he ran outside, arms outstretched, greeting his visitors, “Blessed are you all! Thank G-d! Thank G-d you have come to my house!! Please, Please come in!! Is there anything I can do? To what do I owe this great blessing? How can I help you! Please come in!’


“May HaShem bless you also, my friend,” Aaid the Besht, “We want to spend this "Lail Shishi" (Thursday night), in your house if it is all right with you.”�


Zalman was overjoyed. He showed them in. His wife brought out all the bread they had in the house with a few pieces of herring, some boiled potatoes and tea, while they prayed the evening prayer, then washed their hands and sat down to eat.


The Chassidim didn’t sleep that night. They sang, danced, listened to the Besh’t speak, and learned Talmud and Zohar until, at the crack of dawn, they went to the river, immersed themselves and returned to Zalman’s house to pray the Morning Prayer. Only then did they all go to sleep for a few hours.


When they awoke it was already Friday afternoon and the Besh't told Zalman that if he would agree, they would like to stay for Shabbos.


As soon as Zalman heard the good news he went to the closet, took out his slaughtering knife, sharpened it, gave it to the Besh’t to check, and preceded to slaughter his only cow. These were very special guests; they deserved nothing but the best!!!


He checked the lungs to be sure the cow was Kosher and gave the meat to his wife to prepare. Then he hitched up his horse to the wagon put all his chickens in, and drove off as fast as he could in the direction of the nearest village about an hour away to trade them for Shabbos food.


A few hours later he was back with flour, potatoes, fish, wine and more. He had even put his horse and wagon up for collateral.


The Shabbos was unforgettable; the prayers, the three meals, the words of Torah, the singing, the Joy. In fact, just looking at the radiant face of the Besh’t and his pupils made Zalman and his family feel like they were in the Holy of Holies.


When the Shabbos ended, he made the Melave Malka (meal after Shabbos) from Shabbos leftovers. But the next morning when the Besh’t asked Zalman if he had some food for the road,he was stumped.


His cupboards were empty. All he could find was one small sardine that the Besh't willingly accepted and divided among his entourage. “Are you sure you have nothing left?� asked the Besh’t. “If so, it is time to leave.”� He bade his host goodbye, ordered the Chassidim to enter the carriage and rode off into the horizon.


At first Zalman was in bliss, the aura of the Shabbos and his holy guests was still in the air. But a few minutes later the whining of his children brought him to his senses. The previous night they had had little to eat and now they had nothing.
That entire Sunday went by with no food, and the next morning his wife and children were moaning from hunger.


Zalman knew what he had to do. He went into his backyard turned his eyes to heaven and said. “G-d, I never asked you for anything, you know I never asked, and even now I’m not asking for myself but for my family. I can’t take their suffering! G-d, have mercy on my wife and children! HAVE MERCY!!! Send me a blessing!!! HELP!!! The children are starving!!”


Zalman lay on his face weeping for almost a half an hour until the sound of another wagon stopping before his house made him look up. He ran to the front to see a fancy carriage; its door being held open by the driver. Two well-dressed religious Jews exited, with a servant carrying a large box following them.


“Ahh! You must be the owner,”  Said one of the rich men as he saw Zalman.


“Pardon us, but we are tired and hungry and we saw the Mezuzah on your door, may we enter?”


“Oy! Moaned Zalman, You are more than welcome but I’m sorry to say I have no food to offer you, not even a piece of bread.”� He said, as he rolled his reddened eyes beseechingly to the heavens.


“Food?�Answered the other rich man “Ha Ha! We have enough food for a wedding! We just need a place to eat some of it and an oven to warm it up! We can even give you food if you want! Now may we use your house?”


Zalman hoping that this was an answer to his prayers, nodded, shook their hands introduced himself and escorted them in. His wife and children stood at attention trying to hide their hunger.


“Ahh! What a beautiful family! Here....they can eat with us also! We have plenty of food. I assure you it is of the highest kosher standards, we have a lot, and we can always buy more if we need it. Please, tell the children to sit down, and you and your wife also, Reb Zalman. Please do join us” the guests chimed in together.


Throughout the meal the two men were glancing at Zalman and occasionally mumbling to each other. Then, when everyone had finished and had left them alone, they asked their host. “Tell us, Reb Zalman, are you familiar with monetary laws?”


When they saw he didn’t understand the question one of them explained. “You know why we passed your house? We are on our way to Prague. You see, we are business partners. For various reasons we have decided to dissolve our partnership and divide our assets, but it’s more complicated than we thought; we have lands, investments, debts, and all sorts of valuables and no one can seem to tell us how to do it according to Torah law. So now we are on our way to Prague where there are great Rabbis that can advise us. But if you know monetary laws well perhaps you could attempt a solution. You would save us weeks of dangerous travel and we would reward you for your troubles. What do you say?”


It took a few minutes but finally Zalman agreed and they brought out all their papers. The amounts were not large, about 2,000 rubles sum total, and although the problems were difficult, after half an hour Zalman had a solution.


The two rich men listened carefully as he explained. They asked several questions, repeated his plan, asked him to write it down and after a few minutes of deep thinking joyously announced that that they would accept it!! Zalman wrote three copies of the agreement, everyone signed all three and they shook hands.


“Now, your commission is three percent of the total sum.” Said one of them. Zalman tried to protest saying he did a mitzvah and didn’t expect any payment etc. but they insisted.


“Listen Rabbi” they said “You saved us a long and dangerous ten-day journey to Prague and another ten days back and who knows if we would have been as satisfied as here. Not only that but there we also would have had to pay.


“Now, each number we wrote here has to be multiplied by 1,000, in other words we owe you 3% of not 2,000 but of two million rubles! So we owe you 60,000 (several million dollars in today’s terms). But we didn’t bring that much with us. All we have is 20,000. But here is a promissory note for the remaining 40,000. Hope that it’s all right.


They produced a bottle of brandy, poured three cups, drank a L’chiam, shook hands, entered their carriage and departed leaving a bewildered Zalman in the cloud of dust waving goodbye.


An hour later Zalman had still not digested all that had happened when the carriage of the Baal Shem Tov appeared again in the distance and returned to Zalman’s house!


“How wonderful!! I just became a rich man” said Zalman as he greeted the Besh’t again. “And I want to give all the money to you!” He realized that his new riches were the heavenly reward for the combined merits of his self-sacrifice, taking guests, and having the holy Baal Shem in his house.  Now the Besh’t was testing him to see if he would give it to charity or not.


“No!” explained the Besht. “That money is all yours. It is all in your merit! In fact, for years these great riches were waiting for you in heaven, but you refused to ask for them. Know that we are in this world not to avoid it but to elevate it; to make holy use of it. Those riches were yours for the asking. But you never asked! In fact, you never asked G-d for yourself in your life.


That is why I had no choice but to bring you to starvation. It was the only way that you would beg with all your heart and open the heavenly gates to receive this fortune.”
Reprinted from the Parshas Beha’alosecho email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
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