
 

J U D G E M E N T A L ?  

Time needed 30 mins 

Age range Any teen 

Background of teen Any background 

Set up Screen needed – classroom set up 

 
Goals: Reason why judging favorably is important. The difficulties and lengths one must go to in order to 
judge favorably 
 
Relevance: There are consequences of not judging favorably and teens themselves often have  
experiences of being misjudged or of misjudging others 
 
Supplies needed:  

1. Screen to show power point and videos  
2. Guardian Commercial Clip 
3. Susan Boyle Britain's Got Talent Clip 
4. PowerPoint  
5. Photo Fraud Clip  
6. Paper and pens 

 
Active Learning: 

 Begin power point. Show slides and give a few minutes for students to jot down their analysis of it.  
Feedback several responses and then reveal what each picture is. (1-giraffe 2- cactus, 3-apple, 4-
lace, 5-live on hair, 7-moon, 8-dog’s face, 9-elephant side) 

 Ask students to link this activity to concept of judging favorably. 
 Look at slide 12, and read mishna. How easy is it to do this? 
 Watch the clips on ‘photo fraud’ discuss various situations have been misjudged and publicized 

incorrectly. 
 Read slides 19-21 on Tuvia Grossman and explain impact of this misjudgment. 
 Look at slides 13-17, and jot down initial judgment of each person on paper. What is wrong with 

initial judgment? (OMIT THIS IF YOU THINK IT COULD BE OFFENSIVE TO YOUR TEENS) 
 
Step by step planning: 
Time Facilitator Activity Teen activity 
5  mins Choose a clip to start with  

15 mins  Work through powerpoint and discussion Dicuss and write honest 
judgments 

5 mins Watch photo fraud clip  
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E3h-T3KQNxU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PECmXi8dv9s
https://www.dropbox.com/s/btl1jaxjyri65mc/judging%20favourably.ppt?dl=0
https://www.dropbox.com/s/yak2427jwnc84p2/Photo%20Fraud.wmv?dl=0


Facilitation Questions: 
1. Have you ever felt pre judged? 
2. How did it make you feel? 
3. Where to our judgments come from? 
4. How can we try to be more Dan Lechaf Zechus? 

 
Wrap up message and Torah thought: 

A STORY ABOUT YOSSELE THE MISER 

In 1850, in the city of Krakow, there lived a very rich man named Yossele. He was the greatest miser in the 
whole world. He lies buried, not in the cemetery, but outside the cemetery. And on his grave is a tombstone, 
on which it is written: "Here lies Yossele, the Holy Miser." 

In 1850, we lived in a ghetto in Krakow. Everybody was poor, everybody was depressed. There was only 
one Jew who had money . . . but he was such a miser. He was stingy. He would give nothing to anybody. And 
so the people hated him. 

Kids would throw stones at him on the street and call him names. No one would say Good Shabbos to him. 
And on Yom Tov, they never gave him, even an ark opening in shul, because he was so stingy. 

One day, the people of the community heard that Yossele was dying. So the leader of the community went 
to his bedside, and they said to him: "You know, you can't take it with you, and you have never given a 
penny to tzedaka all your life. Give us a thousand rubles, and that will be the money for your grave, and for 
your burial, and we will give it to the poor, whom you neglected all your life." 

Yossele said: "I'm sorry. I can't afford it. The most I can give you is twenty rubles." 

The people were disgusted. They said: "You can't take it with you, so, once in your life, give some money for 
the poor." 

He said: "I'm sorry. I refuse to give more than twenty rubles." 

They said: "In that case, we refuse to bury you." 

So he said: "I don't mind. I'll bury myself." 

At that moment, just as they got up to leave . . . a fever came over him. He said the 'Shema' . . . and he died. 

The people were disgusted. He died Sunday night. Nobody buried him ... Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. 
Wednesday night, a neighbor said: "It's not fair to his wife and children . . . I have to bury him." So late at 
night, in order not to be seen by the people of the community, he loaded Yossele onto a wagon, dug a grave 
for him . . . outside the cemetery, beneath a tree, threw him in, covered him over with earth, and went 
home. He thought that the whole matter would be forgotten . . .  

At that time, the Rabbi of Krakow was Reb Kalman, who was one of the greatest Kabbalists, Jewish mystics, 
of his time. Late Thursday night, a poor man came knocking at his door, and said, "Reb Kalman, please give 
me money to buy food for my family for Shabbos." Reb Kalman said: "I’ll be glad to . . . but how come today? 
I've never seen you come asking for tzedakah before . . . What did you do last Shabbos and the one before?" 



The man said: "Reb Kalman, for twenty years now, I've been crippled, and unable to make a living. But 
every single Thursday morning, when I open the door to my house, I would find ten rubles in an envelope 
under the door. 'Likh’vod Shabbos,” in honor of the Holy 'Shabbos.' But not this morning. This morning, for 
the first time in twenty years - it wasn't there." 

Five minutes later, there was another knock on Reb Kalman's door. "Reb Kalman," said an old Jew. "Reb 
Kalman, please give me some money so that I can have food for my family for Shabbos." "I'll be glad to," said 
Reb Kalman . . . "But where were you last week and the week before?" He said: "Reb Kalman, the truth is, 
for ten years now, I have been unable to make a living. ”But every Thursday evening, I find ten rubles under 
my broken door. This week, it wasn't there." 

Within hours, all the poor people of Krakow had come to the Rabbi with the same story . . . so Reb Kalman 
realized who the secret giver must have been. 

Can you imagine? All the poor people in the city that Yossele, the Miser, supported with his money? And 
nobody knew about it! 

Reb Kalman said to the poor people: 

"I don't understand it. How come, to one of you he gave twenty rubles, and to another one, he gave fifteen? 
And how did he know where each of you lives?" 

As he questioned the poor people, the most unbelievable thing was revealed to him. It turned out, that 
every poor person in town had the idea that maybe once in his life, he could get through to Yossele, the 
Miser, and get some money from him. And so, each one, at some time in his life, had come knocking at his 
door to ask for help. 

Yossele, the Miser, would open the door . . . so graciously, so politely. He would welcome the poor man in. 
"Come in, sit down, make yourself comfortable," he would say. He would take a piece of paper and a pencil, 
and say: 

"What's your name, my friend? And where do you live?" 

"My name is Chaim . . . and I'm a water carrier," the man would say. "And I live at such-and-such address." 

"Really?" said Yossele and he would write it down. 

"Tell me, how many children do you have?" 

"I have six," the man would say. 

"Six children? How do you manage? My heart bleeds for you. 

"Tell me, how much money do you need to survive?" 

The man would say: "If I only had X rubles more a week, I could make it." 

Suddenly, Yossele would go into a frenzy. 

He would say: "What??? Do you think I'm going to give you money? 

"Are you out of your mind?" 



So he would pick the poor man up, and throw him out of the house. 

"Get away from here. And don't you ever darken my door again," 

He would scream. The poor man would pick himself up, dust himself off, and he would say to himself: 

"The man is a miser . . . and he is crazy too. I am sorry that I came." 

But the next Thursday morning, and every Thursday morning afterwards, 

Chaim, the water carrier, would find rubles in an envelope outside his door. 'Likoved Shabbos' - in honour 
of the Sabbath. 

Reb Kalman heard the same story all day, from different poor people. They had all gone to Yossele, the 
miser, for money. They had all been thrown out. 

And they had all gotten a weekly stipend, anonymously, ever since. 

When Reb Kalman heard the story, repeated in exactly the same details by every poor person who came to 
see him, he realized what Yossele, the miser, had done. He said to himself, and to the people of Krakow: 

"Do you realize what a holy man we had here? We had a man in our midst, who did what God does. He gave 
with no desire for thanks, with no desire for praise; he gave in secret, just as God does. And look what we 
did to him …we didn't even bury him in the cemetery. How can we atone for the way we treated him?" 

The Rabbi announced that there would be an emergency fast day on Sunday, to atone for the sins that the 
people had committed against Yossele. All the people came, especially the poor people, whose children had 
thrown stones at him, and called him names. They all came, and they all prayed, and they all fasted. And 
they all cried out with one voice: 

"Yossele, Yossele, please forgive us . . . wherever you are, please forgive us." 

It was just about sunset, the fast day was nearly over. Reb Kalman felt that they hadn't really reached 
Yossele yet so he opened the Holy Ark, and he began crying, from the depths of his heart: 

"Yossele, Yossele, Yossele, answer me, Holy Miser. Yossele, answer me. 

Give me a sign that you forgive us." 

At that moment, Reb Kalman fainted. They put him down on the floor, in front of the open ark . . . And in his 
sleep, in front of the ark, he dreamed. 

And in his dream, he saw Yossele, the holy miser, not the way you see him in this world, but the way he 
looks in heaven. For that is where he was. He was in the heights of heaven, in the place where only the 
holiest are allowed to dwell. 

Yossele said to the Rabbi: "Reb Kalman, please tell all the people to go home, because there is no reason to 
fast, and there is no reason to be upset. 

This is the way I wanted it. I wanted to have the privilege of giving . . . the way God gives - anonymously, 
without anybody knowing. Please tell my friends, especially the poor people . . . that I'm here in heaven, in 
the highest place . . . I have everything I need here." 



"And yet . . .there's just one thing I miss so much . . .I would give up heaven, and everything in it, if I could, 
for just one more Thursday morning, for one broken door, for one envelope, for the privilege of being able 
to give a poor family ten or twenty rubles, 'Likoved Shabbos,' in honor of the holy'Shabbos.'" 

 


