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y Bubby Rivka Leah was very proud of her fa 
Rubin ztz"l. She was proud he was the mv of 

Adam Shu! on the Lower East Side. She was 
learning. Most of all, however, she was proud of his 
Shabbos, and the kiddush Hashem he once made felt 

In the early i92os, when he wasn't davening or giving shiurim, Yehuda Leib: 
office. Besides being a rav, Yehuda Leib was a contractor, someone who's paMl 
buildings for people. 

One day, there was a !mock. It was Mr. Jackson, a wealthy man who often hired the 

Rubin Construction Company, as he !mew Mr. Rubin was honest and did excellent work. 

Mr. Jackson, puffing a cigar, looked excited. "Mr. Rubini' he said, "have I got a great 

project for you!" Mr. Jackson threw his cigar down and stomped it out with a fancy boot. 

He pulled a rolled-up paper from a deep pocket. "These, Mr. Rubin:' he continued, "are 

the plans for my best building yet, and I want you to build it for me!' 
Mr. Jackson carefully unrolled the plans on Yehuda Leib's desk. Yehuda Leib took one 

look and saw this was a very large, very expensive project. 

Mr. Jackson smiled. ''Yes, Mr. Rubini' he said in a smug voice. "I can see 

you're very impressed with my project. If you can get this job done in time, 

we will both make a lot of money!' Mr. Jackson pulled out a little notebook, 

and opened it to a page with a number written on it. He showed the page 

to Yehuda Leib Rubin. 

Yehuda Leib gasped. This was far more money than he'd ever been 

offered for any project. "I don't understand;' he said, slowly. ''Why are you 

offering so much money?" 

"Mr. Rubin:' Mr. Jackson said, ''I need this finished in seven months!' 
Yehuda Leib's eyes grew wide. "Seven months?!" He studied the plans 

more carefully. Then he looked at Mr. Jackson. "Seven months is nowhere 

near enough time to put together a building this big. To even 

have a chance of building it that fast, we'd have to work very 
long hours, six days a week." 

Mr. Jackson smiled smugly. "That's exactly what I want you 
to do, Mr. Rubin; ' he said. "I want you to work on my building 

six days a week!' 

Yehuda Leib looked at Mr. Jackson. "Mr. Jackson;' he said, 

''you !maw very well that in New York City it is against the law 

to build buildings on Sundays. Haw could you expect me to 

work six days a week?" 

Mr. Jackson's smiled slyly. ''My dear, Mr. Rubin. I never said 

anything about working on Sundays. You !maw very well 

there are six other days besides Sunday." 

Suddenly it dawned on Yehuda Leib what Mr. 

Jackson was hinting at. He took a deep breath 

and grasped the edge of his desk tightly. "I'm 

sorry, Mr. Jacksoni' he said. "I cannot build your 

building for you!' 

Mr. Jackson's mouth opened in shock. ''What 
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out to Mr. Jackson. 
"I'm sony, Mr. Jackson;' he said. "It 

doesn't matter how much money you 

offer me. I don't work on Saturdays. That 
day is Shabbos, and the Jewish people are 

forbidden to work on Shabbos!' 
Mr. Jackson didn't know what Shabbos 

was, but he couldn't imagine it was more 

important than money. In fact, Mr. Jackson 
couldn't imagine anything more important 
than money. Hmmm, he thought, this Rubin 

is a lot smarter than I thought. He must want 
more money. 

Suddenly, Mr. Jackson laughed loudly, 

while slapping Yehuda Leib on the back. 
"That was a good one!" 

Yehuda Leib looked confused. 

''Yes!" laughed Mr. Jackson. "For a 

minute there you had me believing you just 
wanted a day off on Saturdays. But I know 

whatyou really want." 
''You do?" 
"Of course! You want me to offer you 

more money." 
"No!" cried Yehuda Leib. "You don't 

understand." 
"I certainly do;' answered Mr. Jackson 

smugly. He pulled out his notebook and 
wrote another number on the page. When 
Yehuda Leib saw the number he felt faint. 

"Okay, Rubin;' Mr. Jackson said. "I guess 
we have a deal now. When can you start?" 

"Mr. Jackson;' Yehuda Leib said in a loud, 
but calm voice, "I told you before. I do not 

work on Saturdays. It doesn't matter how 

much money you offer me, I cannot, and 

will not, take this job." 
Mr. Jackson's face grew dark red. "Are 

you playing games with me, Rubin!" 

"Not at all;' answered Yehuda Leib. "I am 

simply repeating to you that Shabbos is my 

day of rest. I spend the day in my synagogue 

praying and at home with my family. I do 
not go to work. No matter how much money 

I am offered!' 

Mr. Jackson turned and stormed out of 

the office. The door slammed loudly. Yehuda 

Leib felt bad he'd just lost a good customer, 

but Shabbos was more important. "Oh, 

well:' he sighed, shrugging, "Hashem is in 
charge of parnasah, not Mr. Jackson. 

As Mr. Jackson headed uptown his mind 
worked furiously. Why would Mr. Rubin 
do that to him? Suddenly, it hit him. "Of 

course!" Mr. Jackson cried aloud. "It's so 

obvious! Rubin's playing games with me. He 

acts like such a holy guy, talking about a day 

of rest. He must already have a different job 
that day. What a liar that Rubin is. He thinks 
he can make a fool out of me? Nobody makes 
a fool out of Harvey Jackson. I'll show up at 
the Rubin home this Saturday, he decided, 

and catch him in the act. 
On Shabbos morning, Yehuda Leib Rubin 

woke early to learn, then headed for shul. At 

home, the Rubin boys were waking up and 

getting ready to join their father, and Rivka 
Leah was busy helping her mother set the 

table. Suddenly, there was a knock. 
Rivka Leah looked up at her mother. 

Who would be knocking on their door 
early Shabbos morning? When Mrs. Rubin 

opened the door, she was shocked to find 
Mr. Jackson standing there. 

"Mr. Jackson!" she cried, "what are you 
doing here on Shabbos?" 

"I'm here to see your husband, of course;' 
answered Mr. Jackson sweetly. 

"My husband? My husband isn't here. 
You'll have to come back another day!' 

"Ah-ha!" cried Mr. Jackson triumphantly. 
"I knew it! What's the address of the job he's 
at? I'll go find him there!' 

"He's not at a job;' Mrs. Rubin said. "He's 

at the synagogue praying!' 

Mr. Jackson smiled wider than the Rubin 
family Seder plate. "I don't believe you." 

Mrs. Rubin was shocked. "What do you 
mean, you don't believe me?" 

"I don't believe he's at the synagogue. I 
don't think you're telling me the truth. I bet 

he's working somewhere in the city." 

"My husband would never work on 

Shabbos!" protested Mrs. Rubin. 

"Prove it!" Mr. Jackson said. "If he's 

in a synagogue, I want to see him in that 

synagogue. Take me to him right now. I 

anger. She turned to her daughter. "Rivka 
Leah," she said, "please take Mr. Jackson to 

Tatty." 
Rivka Leah's eyes grew wide. "I should 

take him to shul?!" 

"Yes, maidele;' answered her mother. 
"Please follow my daughter, Mr. Jackson, 
she'll bring you to my husband. He's only a 

few blocks away!' 
Mr. Jackson couldn't wait to see the look 

on Mr. Rubin's face. 

A few minutes later, Rivka Leah stopped 
in front of a short building, a sign over itwith 

Hebrew lettering. When they entered the 

front hall, Rivka Leah told Mr. Jackson to 

wait. She would go inside and get her father. 

Seconds later, the door to the shul 
opened. There stood Yehuda Leib Rubin, his 
tallis draped over his head, his face glowing 

with holiness. Mr. Jackson had never seen 

anything like it in his life. It took a few 
seconds before he could talk. 

"Mr. Rubin!" he cried, "I don't believe it! 
You really did give up all that money just for 

your Shabbos!" 
Yehuda Leib didn't answer. 
"!... I'm sony, Mr. Rubin; ' Mr. Jackson 

stammered. 
Yehuda Leib turned and walked back into 

shul. 
The next day, the Rubins' breakfast 

was interrupted by a loud honking 

outside. They ran out to see the cause 

of the commotion. Mr. Jackson was in 
the front seat of the car honking loudly. 

When he saw Yehuda Leib, he got out. 
"Mr. Rubin," he began "please forgive 

me for accusing you of lying. Now I know 

you are a holy man who keeps his day of 

rest. In return for your forgiveness I have 

bought you this Studebaker. I'll return 

tomorrow to discuss that job with you 

again. Maybe we can find a way to do it 

without disturbing your day of rest." 

Bubby Rivka Leah proudly told us how 

her father drove that StUde?llcer 


