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Good Shabbos Everyone.   The Sages tells us that the book of Devorim is called "Mishna Torah," 
“Repetition,” or “review of the Torah.” In the book of Devorim, our holy teacher Moshe teaches us again many 
of the mitzvahs that we have already been taught in the holy Torah. Anyone who failed to learn many of the 
important commandments of the Torah, now has a chance in Devorim to learn these mitzvahs. The lesson of 
this week’s potion is that every Jew always has a second chance. Having a second chance in life means that 
even if we have yet to learn the mitzvahs of the Torah, there is always another chance to learn the ways of 
Hashem.  It is never too late... 
       Shaul Dovid Zimmerman was born in Europe to a very religious family about 100 years ago. As a young 
man he learned in some of Europe’s finest yeshivas. Just after World War I, Reb Shaul Dovid moved to the 
United States. At the time, there was discrimination against religious Jews who kept Shabbos. Jews who were 
unwilling to work on Shabbos had to look for a new job every week, because they were fired on Friday 
afternoon. 
        Unfortunately, Reb Shaul Dovid was unable to stand the test and he too found himself working on 
Saturdays, in violation of the Holy Shabbos. Little by little, Reb Shaul Dovid lost all of his traditional Judaism. 
        Some years later, after World War II, Reb Shaul Dovid found himself a taxi driver in the Williamsburg 
section of Brooklyn, New York. It was spring time and the sky was overcast as Reb Shaul Dovid drove through 
the streets of Williamsburg in his taxi cab. Reb Shaul Dovid was suddenly flagged down by a man who 
appeared to be a Rabbi. The Rabbi was clutching a small package under his coat as he gave Reb Shaul Dovid 
the address of his destination. The address was only a few blocks away, a distance that a healthy person 
would normally be able to walk. 
        Reb Shaul Dovid was puzzled by the behavior of the Rabbi: holding a package under his coat and taking a 
cab for a few blocks. As the Rabbi was leaving the cab, Reb Shaul Dovid could no longer contain his curiosity. 
He asked the Rabbi what he was doing with the small package and why he took such a short ride. “This,” 
explained the Rabbi holding the small package in his hand “is flour I just received from the Satmar Rebbe. I am 
planning to bake matzahs. It is overcast outside and I am worried that it might rain. If this flour gets wet, I will 
not be able to use it for matzahs.” Reb Shaul Dovid now understood the behavior of the Rabbi. Reb Shaul 
Dovid suddenly remembered his learning from yeshiva several years earlier. “Actually,” said Reb Shaul Dovid “I 
remember a discussion of that concept in [the Talmudic Tractate] Pesachim.” 
        “The Talmud?!?” said the Rabbi, “you know about the Talmud?” The Rabbi was very surprised that the 
apparently non-religious taxi driver was familiar with the topic of baking matzahs. 
        The two struck up a conversation and found out that their lives had crossed paths in Europe several years 
ago. Reb Shaul Dovid had spent some time at the Pressburg, Czechoslovakia home of Reb Gavriel 
Neuschloss, the grandfather of the man now sitting in his cab Rabbi Moshe Neuschloss, of blessed memory. 
The men discussed the past for several minutes, before it was time for the two to part company. As Rabbi 
Neuschloss was leaving, Reb Shaul Dovid told him, “You know, I have been considering coming back for a 
long time now. When I do come back, I will spend my first Shabbos with you Rabbi Neuschloss.” Reb Shaul 
Dovid drove away very touched by  Rabbi Neuschloss' warmth, yet for the time being, he continued to live a 
secular lifestyle. 
        A couple months later, Reb Shaul Dovid was driving down the street when he noticed religious Jews filing 
out of a synagogue. It was a weekday; it was not Saturday. What were these religious men doing wearing their 
Shabbos finest? Reb Shaul Dovid stopped his cab and asked one of the men coming out of the synagogue: 
“What’s today?” 
         “Today is Shavuos,” said the man leaving the synagogue. Shavuos! Today is Shavuos?!? 
        These words rang like an air raid siren in Reb Shaul Dovid’s head. He had forgotten about the festival day 
Shavuos. He could not believe it. Where had his life taken him?  He thought back to his conversation with 
Rabbi Neuschloss.  Then, Reb Shaul Dovid parked his car on the street and walked home, vowing never to 
drive on Shabbos or Yom Tov again. 
        The next Shabbos, Reb Shaul Dovid spent with Rabbi Neuschloss. By observing Shabbos again, Reb 
Shaul Dovid re-kindled within himself the spark of his soul. Soon after, he returned his life to genuine Torah 
observance. Reb Shaul Dovid passed away in the early 1970's and was buried in the far corner of the cemetery 
in New Square, New York. To this day, many people ask why Reb Shaul Dovid’s grave is so far away from the 
other graves. One of the reasons Reb Shaul Dovid had insisted that he be buried on the edge of the cemetery 
because of the shame he had felt for having violated Shabbos for so many years.  Good Shabbos Everyone.  


