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The Silent Shofar and the Smith’s 

Assistant 

By Rabbi Shlomo Yosef Zevin 

The synagogue in Radomsk, Poland, was 

packed. It was Rosh Hashanah, and 

thousands of chassidim had traveled 

from far and near to spend the holy day 

in the presence of Reb Shlomo, the 

Rebbe of Radomsk. It was a special 

experience not to be missed, as the 

Rebbe would often lead the prayers, 

interspersing them with original 

melodies he himself composed. 

When it came time for the shofar-

blowing, the learned and pious chassid 

who’d been carefully selected for the 

task stepped up onto the raised platform 

in the center of the sanctuary. He’d been 

preparing for the entire month of Elul, 

carefully practicing the shofar blasts and 

learning the deep Kabbalistic meditations 

that accompany them. With his tallit 

draped over his head, he recited the 

blessings with obvious concentration. 

Then he took the ram’s horn to his lips, 

ready to blow. Yet, try as he might, not a 

sound issued from the horn. He tried 

turning it this way and that, but he could 

not coax even the faintest peep from the 

shofar. 

After many long minutes, to the dismay 

of the erstwhile shofar-blower, a younger 

man was called up to take his place. He 

picked up the shofar, and with almost no 

effort he produced the prescribed series 

of sharp blasts. 

Following the prayer services, Rabbi 

Shlomo called over the unsuccessful—

and crestfallen—shofar-blower and told 

him the following story: 

There was once a nation that coronated a 

new, beloved king. In order to express 

their great admiration and devotion for 

their monarch, they decided to 

commission a new crown for him, the 

likes of which had never been seen 

before. 

An extensive search began for the 

largest, clearest and most beautiful gems 

to adorn a crown of pure gold. Finally, a 

fine assortment of gleaming stones was 

amassed. Yet no craftsman was willing 

to set them into the crown. Knowing that 

each gem was precious and unique, the 

craftsmen were afraid that they’d 

damage them or otherwise not do justice 

to their unparalleled beauty. 

Finally, one goldsmith accepted the job 

and asked for a month to work on the 

crown. For weeks he contemplated the 

gems and the crown, thinking of the best 

way to bring them together into a most 

stunning masterpiece. But he was too 

scared to actually attach them. 

Two days before he was due to deliver 

the crown, he picked it up with a 

pounding heart. With trembling hands, 
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he prepared himself to set the precious 

stones as he’d planned, but he was so 

nervous that he actually dropped the 

crown. 

Realizing that he wouldn’t be able to 

complete the job, he called his assistant, 

a simple but capable boy, into his 

workshop. Showing him the crown and 

the stones, he told the young fellow what 

needed to be done. While he stood 

outside—afraid to look—the assistant 

deftly followed his master’s instructions, 

and the crown was completed. 

Caught in the Act 

By Yerachmiel Tilles 

It happened in Berditchev. On the first 

day of Rosh Hashanah, during the 

repetition of the Shacharit prayer. In the 

shul of the great tzaddik, Rabbi Levi 

Yitzchak. 

The Rebbe himself was leading the 

service. His sweet yet powerful voice 

permeated the shul, stirring the soul-

strings of all present and churning their 

emotions. Each person felt as if he was 

standing at that moment before the 

Throne of Glory Tears streamed down 

many faces. Everyone was inspired to 

pray with much more greatly focused 

intensity than usual, from the depths of 

their hearts. 

Just before Kedushah, when he started to 

intone the prayer that begins with the 

words “L’E-l orech din”—“To G‑d who 

conducts judgment,” the tzaddik’s voice 

quivered. A current pulsed through the 

room. Every heart pounded as the 

holiness and seriousness of the occasion 

seemed to be climaxing. Each person felt 

as if he was standing at that moment 

before the Throne of Glory, and the 

Judge of the World was measuring and 

weighing his deeds of the past year as 

His gaze penetrated every heart and 

secret thought. The Rosh Hashanah 

judgment was about to emerge! 

When he came to the words of one of the 

final couplets, “l’koneh avadav badin”—

“Who acquires his servants through 

judgment,” R. Levi Yitzchak’s voice cut 

off. He stood as if frozen in his place. 

His face turned white as a sheet. His eyes 

bulged. As his tallit began to slip off his 

head, it seemed as if his soul had flown 

off to higher realms. 

All eyes riveted upon the Rebbe. 

Everyone shook in fear. What will be, 

what will be? 

The veteran chassidim, however, realized 

that something special must be 

happening, even if they couldn’t perceive 

it. With great joy he called out 

confidently, “Who acquires his servants 

through judgment!” They concentrated 

on thoughts of teshuvah, of regret for the 

past and good resolve for the future. 

A few more seconds went by. Then, the 

color returned to the tzaddik’s face. It 

was as if he had been restored to life. His 
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face shone. With great joy he called out 

confidently, “L’koneh avadav badin”—

“Who acquires his servants through 

judgment.” 

After the prayers, at the holiday meal, 

one of the elder chassidim mustered his 

courage and directly queried the Rebbe, 

“What happened during Shacharit? Did 

you see something in the upper worlds?” 

Not one present ever forgot the Rebbe’s 

extraordinary reply. 

“I saw the Accuser carrying a huge sack 

on his back. Right away I felt uneasy. I 

realized that it was full of the sins of the 

Jews that he had managed to accumulate 

over the course of the year. 

“I went over and peeked in to see what 

he had. Let me tell you, there was a full 

assortment: some nasty lashon hara talk, 

stinginess, baseless hatred, wasted time 

that could have been used for Torah 

study, and so forth and so on ad 

nauseam. Big ones, little ones—the sack 

was bulging, and the Accuser was 

gleefully galloping toward the Throne. 

As I took each particular sin and 

considered it in the light of these 

thoughts, it melted in my hand and 

disappeared as if it had never been! 

“‘Oy!’ I thought to myself. ‘What can I 

possibly do?’ I couldn’t come up with 

any plan. My spirits sank. 

“Suddenly the Accuser stopped short. 

His sharp eyes had detected a Jew 

committing a sin on Rosh Hashanah 

itself. He dropped the sack and jumped 

off to pick up this juicy new item to top 

off his collection. 

“As he disappeared from sight, I decided 

to look in his sack again to get a closer 

look at what he had. I went over and 

started examining the different 

transgressions. I quickly saw that the 

Jews who had done these things weren’t 

really so guilty. The bitter harshness of 

the exile, their bleak poverty, the 

oppressive negative influence of the 

dominant cultures in which they lived, 

and other extenuating circumstances, all 

combined to coarsen the Children of 

Israel and seriously weaken their Jewish 

identity and commitment, until finally 

they were mired in the filth and unable to 

resist temptation. Those poor Jews! What 

could be expected of them? And anyway, 

what could these puny errors weigh 

against the callous murder, immorality 

and theft in which the host nations were 

sunk? 

“As I took each particular sin and 

considered it in the light of these 

thoughts, it melted in my hand and 

disappeared as if it had never been! The 

pile shriveled and shrank, and soon was 

all gone. 

“Just then, the Accuser returned. When 

his glance took in the empty sack, he 

shrieked grievously, ‘Thieves! Ganavim! 

They stole all my Jewish sins that I 

worked so hard to amass.’ 
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“Then he spotted me. He recognized 

right away that it must be me that would 

do something like this to him. He flew 

over and grabbed me by my beard! 

“Now, you should realize that when it 

comes to knowing Torah, the Accuser is 

no slouch! He demanded that I pay him 

back for what I stole, and not only that, 

but that I was obligated to pay him 

double. When I answered him that I 

didn't have anything to pay him with, he 

quoted the verse, ‘If the thief can’t pay 

back, he is sold into slavery.’ . . . only by 

serving Him can we escape the clutches 

of the Accuser 

“With that, the Accuser seized me firmly 

and dragged me off to sell me. The first 

angel we encountered, though, 

adamantly refused to buy me. A Jewish 

slave? No way! It is too much 

responsibility. He’d be obligated to feed 

me and provide for my other needs, and 

at the same time have to worry about 

getting caught in false accusations and 

other problems. ‘He who acquires a 

Jewish slave acquires a master for 

himself,’ he quoted. ‘Even if he were 

free, I wouldn’t take him,’ he finished. 

“So the Accuser offered me to the next 

angel we came upon, and to a third and 

to a fourth. No one wanted to buy me. 

No one was interested at all. 

“Deciding it was hopeless, the Accuser 

took hold of me again and pulled me 

right up to the Throne of Glory, and set 

forth his case before the Almighty 

Himself! When he finished, a voice was 

heard. ‘“I have made you and I shall 

carry; I shall sustain and I shall deliver.” 

I will buy him from you, O Accuser.’ 

“The Accuser stood slack-jawed. All his 

complaints were silenced. 

“At this point I revived, as you saw for 

yourselves. And now you know the 

explanation of ‘Who acquires His 

servants through judgment’: we are all 

servants of the Almighty, and only by 

serving Him can we escape the clutches 

of the Accuser. So let’s do it!” concluded 

the tzaddik dramatically. “And in the 

merit of doing so, surely we will be 

inscribed and sealed for good.” 


